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Chapter 1 : (Almost) Dying after arrival





Feeling the chill that traveled up into his spine, the feeling of cold and hunger was the clearest feeling that Sigurd felt after opening up his eyes in this world.





There are certainly other feelings such as confusion and fear, but the cold and hunger was the one who stood out the most.





While having his body shivering all over due to the cold, the young man named Sigurd was wearing thin and ragged clothes, his trembling body wrapped in a dirty rag, his hair was unkempt, his trembling body was curled up in a hole that are under a rather small bridge that was neither able to properly shelter him from the wind nor snow outside, with the sight of a desolate and simple european style houses can be seen in the distance.





However, Sigurd clearly remembered that just not too long ago he was merely an ordinary migrant worker living in a peaceful modern world, and yet, in less than a blink of the eyes, the entire world had changed, the already adult Sigurd suddenly turned into a young child with body no older than 10 years old.





While trying to warm himself up by rubbing his hands all over his body, the young man's mind began to go all over the place.





'Is this a dream? I recall from some website in the past that said few people actually were able to wake up inside their dream, but should the feeling that we received in the dream wouldn't be so real?'





Sigurd then took a short breath before quickly pinching his cheek as hard as he could. When blood starts to show, he stops, his suspicion starts to grow.


He squatted down to gather some heat, while his mind began to quickly work up to understand his situation better. After a while, he started to notice the similarity of his situation with some of the characters of a few fanfiction that he read a long time ago.





'Could I have just been transported into another world like in those stories i read quite a while ago? but I hadn't done anything bad or heinous in my life to make my arrival this dangerous, right?’





The feeling of cold water splashing up at his shoulder startled him up, Sigurd swirled his up above, only now realizing the various gaps on the bridge, gaps that are big enough to let a few trickles of cold water splashes down to anyone unlucky enough to be standing below it.





"Shit, I can't sleep here. With an empty stomach like this, there is a high chance i won't be waking up after taking a short nap."





While the situation that surrounded him is irrational and absurd, to survive, Sigurd must kept thinking logical and rational, no matter how dire his situation is, no matter what had happened to him, no matter who did it to him, his survival now takes priority over all else.





There is no food nor drink that can be found around the dirty and dilapidated small bridge hole, while the world outside the bridge hole was made from ice and snow.





Shrinking and waiting under the bridge would only shrink his chance of survival even further, while going outside right now also equally dangerous to him, the chance of survival would still be greater, since if gods allow it, he can met some nice people that can take him in for a while, or at least he can find some food or drink that can prolong his life.





Sigurd's body trembled due to the cold, and with great difficulty, got up, he staggered a few steps, and after getting used to walking with his weak, cold, and fragile body, decided to go out to look for a chance to survive in the outside world.





Wearing a pair of broken shoes with toes exposed on both sides, the moment his feet stepped on the cruel world filled to the brim with ice and snow, his whole body was assaulted with chills that penetrated deep into his bone marrow.





"Hiss……"





Sigurd couldn't help taking a deep breath in pain, and then took a decisive step forward, his time is scarce, so each second was more precious than the last, and the more he hesitated at doing anything, the less chance he could see the shining sun of tomorrow.





Before long, he finally made his way to the streets of the small town with great difficulty.





There were few pedestrians that were still walking on the street, most of them were wrapped in thick clothes and warm gloves.





Occasionally, some of the pedestrians would glance at Sigurd when he walked near them, they then would cast a look of pity or disgust at him, and then silently speed up their pace and leave, pretending to not see the dying child near them.





It seems that everyone's life is not easy, and no one has the leisure to care for what appears to be a little beggar such as Sigurd.





Looking at the recent pedestrians who speed walked and pretended to not see him, Sigurd let out a short sigh and began to think.





‘Would mugging someone outside be safer than robbing them at their own house?’





In the face of survival, fragile things such as moral boundaries are something that few beings called humans would find difficult to cross.





However, the young man quickly noted that doing things that strains his body like mugging and robbing people's houses was something that his current weak and fragile body lacked the capability to do.





Hoooo~





A gust of cold wind mixed with flying snow blew past the young man, forcing Sigurd to tighten the thin rags that wrapped his body even further, but unfortunately, a thin piece of clothing that is filled to the brim with holes is something that isn't capable of resisting much of the cold.





‘From the looks of it, begging for food is the only thing i can do for now’





Sigurd was so cold that even his teeth were like trying to shatter themself by clashing against each other regularly, but when he thought deeper about his chance of success by begging for food from the pedestrians around him, he let out a short sigh before discarding this idea.





It's not a question of whether he can pull a pitiful face off in front of hundreds of strangers or not, since things like pride and face are trivial things in front of survival, but the main reason was it doesn't matter at all in front of survival.





The main reason is that in this environment, begging may not have much hope.





Sigurd gritted his teeth and tried his best to think and find a way out while walking—if he had no other choice, he could only try begging first.





Sa! Sa! Sa!





Suddenly, a movement that was different from other pedestrians came from the side.





Sigurd took a closer look and saw that it was a middle-aged man who was busy pushing a rather rundown car.





Looking at the middle aged man who is pushing the car, it seems the man has a tendency to hunchback while pushing his ride, and from the way the fatigue and impatience can be seen on the snow-stained face.





This is an ordinary man whose edges and corners have been smoothed by life.





But the point is, from the mouth of the brown paper bag he held in his arms, Sigurd saw a corner of black bread sticking out.





Sigurd took a quick look at the car, when out of the blue, a perfect three-dimensional model was constructed inside Sigurd's mind.





A series of detailed information such as force analysis, transmission system, the structural disassembly, and the cause of the car failure are presented clearly in an instant.





Sigurd glanced at the snow field next to him, and his eyes focused on a stone with a suitable shape and a dead wood branch with a proper thickness.





In another moment, a complete repair plan took shape in his mind.





'Hold on! Since when did I get so smart!?’





It only took a single gust of cold wind for him to disregard his surprise.





'It doesn't matter, for now, getting food takes precedence over anything.’





"Sir, please wait a moment!"





With such thought in mind, Sigurd stopped the man decisively.





The man who breathed out a big mouthful of mist paused for a moment, he then took a secret look at Sigurd whose whole thin body was shivering from the cold, and then looked at the food in his arms, hesitated for a moment, and shook his head.





"Sorry kid, I have no extra food, try your luck with another person.”





The man suppressed the rising guilt in his heart, he’s not hard-hearted, but rather really poor, he’s so poor that even after working the whole day, the best he can buy was a few piece of bread for his wife and daughter, should he give in and gave the thin looking buy a piece of the bread in his hand, either his wife or him would need to fast just so their daughter can eat.





"I’m not here to beg for food, I'm here to do a quick job, I can fix your car!"





Sigurd tried to speak more confidently and calmly, to increase his persuasiveness, but due to the cold, the voice that came out was trembling greatly.





"Don't play around-"





"I’m not! My father used to do this! I grew up watching him repair cars every single days and are often help him when he’s too busy with something, i know how that car works, i know how to fix it!”





"This……"





"Twenty minutes, no, ten minutes is enough! Give me ten minutes, and I can fix your car! In return, I only need two pieces of black bread! If in ten minutes I can't do it then you would suffer no loss, but if i did it, you would be able to arrive home sooner with just the price of two black bread, furthermore, you would be able to do your job more smoothly by using your newly fixed car, you would also save a considerate amount of money that you would usually need to fix your car, surely you can see that this is a very profitable business!"





Sigurd exhausted all his strength to speak fluently, which also exhausted the strength he had accumulated for a long time, so after speaking, he gasped for air while waiting quietly for the man in front of him to make a decision with some expectation.





The other party saw Sigurd's pitiful trembling body, his heart started to waver, but he still hesitated.





Looking at the man who started to cave in, Sigurd didn’t miss the chance to strike while the iron was still hot.





"I'm just a child. What can I do badly in front of an adult like you? Please, I just want to change some food so that I won't starve to death today. I beg you, give me a chance! "





The man closed his eyes for a moment before with a heavy sigh, he gave Sigurd a nod.





"Fine, I agree, but be careful, I'll be very angry if you make my car worse."





While it’s true that he would get mad should his car get worse, but that’s pretty much it, he won’t beat the kid or do anything worse than that.





‘Should it come to worst, I still can apply for that pharmaceutical companies job offer to get some extra money to gather enough money to fix the car '





The middle-aged man suddenly felt distressed, a little worried that the situation would get worse.





"Okay, don't worry sir, I'm a professional at this!"





After saying so, Sigure walked close and quickly squatted beside the car, using nothing but a few stones, wooden branches, and hands that were red from the cold, he began the car repair work.





After a series of smooth and completely incomprehensible fiddling, as if he had performed a magic trick, Sigurd stood up and said:





"It's done, you can try to start the engine."





The man froze for a moment, looked at his car, quickly got inside, and just as the kid said, the car started without any problem, the man turned his head in disbelief to Sigurd and said with awe.





"It's fixed just like that?"





Sigurd nodded his head and replied.





"People who don't know medical skills would never be able to treat a man with a cold, even if they have all the things that they need, but a doctor only needs to give the sick man a few doses of medicine and tell him to rest a few days. It’s the same with mechanics, those who didn’t dwell on this wouldn’t even know what to do even if they have the tools that can change into anything that they want, but those who know a lot can fix things like this in mere minutes. Now, can I please have the bread sir?”





The other party glanced at the bag in his arms, sighed, and handed the whole bag to Sigurd.





"There are six pieces of bread in the bag, just take all of it, you are more than deserving, i can just buy more in the way.”





Seeing that, Sigurd let out a joyful smile and bowed his head, his voice full of gratitude.





"I should thank you for your generosity. Your trustworthiness and kindness today just saved my life. This is undoubtedly a virtue that needs to be praised by the whole world."





"Ahahahaha, that's too exaggerated! No matter what, you have to live a good life. Should you find no place that can shelter you, you can just live with my family, my house is in the third room on the corner over there, anyway, have a better day little one, see you around.”





Having said that, the man went inside his car and went on his way.





And Sigurd, holding the bag of bread that was still slightly warm, picked up one and took a bite.


The bread was dry, astringent, and felt nothing more than a firewood.





But, to the young man who almost died of starvation, the taste of the black bread is something that is beyond comparison.





With gratitude to the unknown uncle, Sigurd ate half of the bread, and then with great perseverance stopped eating it.





His current body is too weak, he could hurt his stomach by accident if he ate too much, he needs to eat the bread slowly to let his stomach digest and adapt to it completely.





"Sigh"





Sigurd let out a long sigh, tightly hugged the paper bag in his arms, and used the warmth from the bread to increase the temperature of his freezing body.





After this, he has to go back to the bridge hole, while is not an ideal place to live, but at least it can cover his sleeping figure from the cold snow.




















  














On the way back to his temporary abode, Sigurd didn’t miss the chance to pick up some more useful things such as numerous dead tree branches and a few rocks with sharp edges.





After arriving at the bridge, Sigurd put down the bag of bread in his hand to the side, he then tear off a small piece of clothing from his rags, using out the sharpened edge of the rock to get some sawdust from the dead branch, sigurd then wrap the cloth around the dead branch, using the cloth to twist and rotate the wood, drilling it into another dead tree branches that are filled with the sawdust and tried to start a fire to warm himself up.





For some reason, Sigurd can clearly identify which dead tree branches are easy to burn, he can also clearly know which angle and force that he would need so he can make the spark of fire appear faster.





Not long after that, just ast the sky above him darkened, Sigurd finally was able to start the bonfire up.





The flame dissipated a lot of cold aura around the bridge, Sigurd scrubbed the metal cup that he found on the way back with a piece of his clothing, he then filled the cup with clean snowballs, and put it above the bonfire to make a cup of boiled water.





‘While the water would certainly be polluted with lots of dangerous bacteria, it’s still better than nothing.’ With that thought in his mind, the young man braced himself up and drank the hot water.





With the hot cup filled to the brim with boiled water in his right hand, while slowly chewing the toasted black bread in his left hand, wrapped in nothing but a tattered piece of clothing, and finally, being engulfed with the warmth brought by the flames from the bonfire, for some reason, Sigurd never felt more alive than this moment.





While slowly digesting the food in his hand, Sigurd's mind, who is now not constantly thinking of finding food, starts to notice something that he had ignored previously.





"The language I just used to talk to that man is obviously not Danish, and yet, I can understand and speak it so fluently..."





While chewing the black bread, Sigurd continued to ponder about all the weird phenomena that had happened to him.





Although the language that he speaks is not Danish, for some reason, the words that come out of his mouth were as familiar and as normal to him, it’s as if he had spoken the said language ever since he was nothing but a baby.





"Sure enough, the chance of me being transported into another person's body is higher than being reincarnated, the language that I know of is something that can only happen if i got it from this body memory, i guess it’s something that is packaged alongside this body."





"Then this supernatural cognition and understanding ability is my boon in this new world? Can be something worse i guess"





Sigurd closed his eyes and pondered, thinking hard on how to best use this new ability of his to live, rather than just simply surviving.





In any case, thanks to this ability that he got, Sigurd was able to earn his first piece of bread and felt the breath of life in this cold world.





Because of that, even if it’s something as gross as shit manipulation, as long as it’s something that can help him survive, he would always be grateful for it.





Shua! Shua!





Just as Sigurd was drinking the boiled water with a happy smile on his face, the sound of feet stepping on the snow outside of the bridge reached his ear.





'This sound, it’s a human footsteps, too light for an adult, is it a kid?’





Thanks to his supernatural understanding and cognition ability, Sigurd was able to immediately distinguish the other person's species and physique.


He then turned his head, and what he saw confirmed his speculation.





In the snowy night, a thin and petite figure staggered slowly into the bridge hole.





"Bonfire— it’s really a bonfire— Finally! I almost froze to death!!”





The thin figure squealed and yelled such words, and suddenly changed from a shivering pitiful little figure to a full-bodied figure, the young kid immediately rushed to the place where Sigurd are and immediately put her hands closer into the bonfire warmed her hands with the flames, and a dirty face like a kitten appeared. A very happy smile.





"Thank you for letting me borrow your fire! Eh ? You still have something to eat? Can you— umm—”





Gurgle





An unexpected sound came from the stomach of the girl, making her blush and cover her stomach in embarrassment, but the girl kept looking at the bread in his hand with a little drool flowing from the corner of her mouth.





'The clothes she wore are a bit dirty, but they still look elegant. From the look of it, she’s rich, and yet she was a runaway? Nevermind, for now, it’s better for me to try to have a good relationship with her, maybe it can be used in the future. '





With ten percent of his decision made because of caring for the little girl and ninety percent of the rest were made by calculating the benefit that he would get from the future by befriending her, Sigurd handed over a piece of untouched bread that was just warmed up.





Then it's gone in the blink of an eye.





Yes, it’s a literal blink of an eye, the warm black bread that was almost as thick as his thin arm was gone in a literal blink of an eye.





It’s such a sudden thing that the young man took around 2 seconds to process the lack of food in his hand, when he did so, Sigurd whipped his head in the direction of the little white haired girl.





Using both of his still very healthy eyes, Sigurd saw the girl round and bulging cheeks expanded and extracted, her mouth clearly chewing the food that she just received. A pair of big round eyes were looking at Sigurd without blinking at this moment, shining brightly under the reflection of the flickering fire.





"..."





It’s super cute.





But her actions were breaking all sorts of logic.





Sigurd looked at the bread in the paper bag that was around twice his arm, and then at the smallmouth of the girl, his mind was full of question marks, wondering how in the world did the mouth that is only a quarter of the bread size can fit the whole thing in one go.





That thought only lasted for a moment, and then he lost interest.





Gobbling up the bread at such speed means that the possibility of the girl from being a rather wealthy family is greatly reduced, Sigurd take a look at her clothing once more and guessed that most of them were something that the girl picked up from some trash can, in summary, there is nothing that can be gained from trying to befriend the girl.





Sigurd gathered the remaining black bread into the paper bag, since he would be eating the last three as his lunch tomorrow. At the same time, he also ignored the little girl's eager eyes that started to dim when she realized he wouldn't be sharing the rest.





Most people would certainly claim that he is a heartless bastard should they see this scene, but it can’t be helped, he prefers to be the bad guy and see tomorrow's light rather than be the hero and die overnight.





After mulling over her words in her mind, the little girl looked at the figure of Sigurd pitifully and said.





"Umm… can you..."





Without listening to the girl word, Sigurd pulled the dirty quilt and placed it on top of his body, and interrupted the little girl without turning his head:





"This side is my position. This side is more sheltered from the wind, and since i come here first, and also give you water and food, It should belong to me, The rest of the place is up to you. You can just lean against the fire if you are feeling cold.”





"Oh…." Hearing his words, the little girl nodded her head and sat down obediently, just like how a very well behaved kid would do.





Yes, she is a very well-behaved girl, that is if you ignore the whispers that come out of her mouth.





"Stingy–"





“Food hoarder—”





“Hmph– a stingy person would have no friend—”





Sigurd just rolled his eyes and tilted his head toward the entrance of the bridge hole.





"If you keep mumbling around, do it outside, you chittering around here kept me awake”





"Why! It’s not like you own this hole, there is no trace of it in the bridge hole."





Sigurd then picked up a wooden branch, and originally wanted to write his name on the ground, but suddenly remembered that despite having the knowledge on how to speak this place's language, he just realized that this new body didn’t have the writing skill of this country packaged alongside.





"Pfft!"





The little girl seemed to see his embarrassment, she covered her mouth and snickered not so silently.





"Give me back the bread I gave you."





"Huh? Are you a devil?"





The little girl looked at Sigurd like how a man would look at an idiot, how can she give the bread back after eating it all? Spit it out?





Feeling cheeky, the little girl made a vomiting sound while clutching her stomach while looking at Sigurd's face at the corner of her eyes, she kept repeating the motion until Sigurd had enough of it.





"What the hell—forget it, I'm tired, I'm going to sleep, I'll get up in the middle of the night to add more firewood to keep the bonfire burning, you do you.”





As soon as he lay down, Sigurd's consciousness became blurred as his fatigue started to take over, after days full of doing nothing but walking all over the place and looking for food, as soon as he lay down, his biological instinct drove him to use sleep to speed up his recovery.





Not long after that, Sigurd fell asleep.





"He fell asleep already?”





Seeing the sleeping figure of Sigurd, the little girl muttered to herself in surprise, with a curious look on her face, the girl silently leaned closer to the world traveler's face to take a good look at his face clearly.





"His hair is white, just like mine.”





"Why did he live under the bridge? Is this guy's father missing too? I wonder if he has a mother?"





Then the little girl fell silent, she turned her head and looked at the paper bag with bread next to him, and gulped, with a trembling hand, the little girl slowly reached out her hand.





...





"Hey! Wake up!"





In the middle of the night, Sigurd was forcibly woken up by the white haired loli, and then a biting chill instantly awakened his dazed mind.





"Is the fire out?"





There was darkness in front of Sigurd's eyes, he rubbed the space between his brows with a headache, and then confirmed—yes, it's the bonfire is out.





Since his vision couldn't break through the darkness, what Sigurd didn't see was that there was a pile of wood and sticks randomly piled on top of the burning fire.





Apparently, that was the main reason the fire went out, but he didn’t know about that, and the girl liked to keep it that way.





Unfortunately, due to his enhanced mind, Sigurd can know instantly that the petite figure beside him is the true culprit.





"I— I just want to add more firewood for you..."





With guild on her face, the little girl mumbled those words awkwardly, and quietly put down the woods that she was still holding in her hand into the ground.





Sigurd, who had a splitting headache, didn't care about the little girl who stand near him with a guilty look on her face,. He just blindly groped his hand to the ground, searching for the location of the bonfire using his memory, when he found it, Sigurd scrunched his face and said.





"Move far away, I'll do it myself, you just sit and don’t cause more trouble."





"... Okay."





However, the night is really too dark, no known technology can make up for the vision problems caused by perennial malnutrition in this young body.





With the disadvantage of being unable to see, in the end, Sigurd finally failed to rekindle the fire, the only thing he can do is crouching next to the ashes, his body is shivering from the cold.





"Hey! Are you okay? Your body is trembling all over?"





Seeing his state, the little girl called out with a tone full of worry.





"You—You can see your surroundings clearly?"





"Of course! Can't you do the same ?"





"I— I can’t, right now, I'm like a blind man, I see jack s–I can’t see anything."





Sigurd's body shivered even further, and suddenly, his body fell to the side.





"Hey!"





The little girl dashed right to him and caught him before his body could hit the floor, she then found out that Sigurd's body was feeling terribly cold.





"Are you okay? No, you're not going to die, are you?"





"Don’t know...maybe..."





"Wait, the bread! Yes, yes, you still have the bread! Eat more and you will be fine. That's how I was when i'm sick. Hey! don't fall asleep!"





Maybe it's because the accumulated fatigue is too much, maybe it's because of enduring the cold wind and freezing temperature just to find a few pieces of bread and wood, which puts too much burden on his body. In short, Sigurd's consciousness disappeared suddenly again.





"Hey! Wake up!!!"
























    When the transmigrated man woke up again from his unintended slumber, Sigurd felt like his whole body was scorching, as if he had slept on top of a burning bonfire.



    



    It only took him a moment before he dismissed this thought process, since he realized the main reason why his body was burning hot was because of the white haired loli who tightly hugged his body.



    



    Sigurd opened his eyes with great reluctance, and was greeted with the sight of a drooling face of the white haired girl.



    



    Upon closer inspection, the sleeping posture of the two of them are now tightly attached to each other. The white haired girl was only wearing a rather thin white colored underwear, and the state of the two of them could be described as sleeping with a lot of skin-to-skin contact.



    



    Outside of their makeshift bed, both of the kids were being covered with the clothes that the little white haired girl had taken off, and then Sigurd's own dirty quilt.



    



    And the source of warmth that enveloped his body was coming from the body temperature of this little dumpling.



    



    ‘She saved my life.’



    



    That's the conclusion that Sigurd ended up with, since there is no way he would be able to open up his eyes again should he faint amid the cold wind.



    



    Realizing that, Sigurd's impressions toward the girl can't help but to rise up a little, he tried to move out of their makeshift bed, but the grip that the little girl had on him was too great, so in the end he can only squirm helplessly beside the sleeping girl.



    



    "Ah! You're awake! Great!"



    



    The little white haired girl also woke up soon due to the movement that she felt coming from her arms, and upon seeing that Sigurd was awake, and noticeably having a better complexion than before, a happy smile bloomed on her face.



    



    "Don't you think my body stinks?"



    



    Seeing her bright smile, Sigurd asked with confusion, frown marred his face.



    



    This new body of his has not been cleaned for an unknown amount of time. When Sigurd just crossed over to this cold land, he almost died due to the smell that came out from his own body, and the little girl beside him hugged Sigurd with all of her might all night.



    



    The little girl wrinkled her nose in distaste and said with a look of disgust clear on her face:



    



    "Of course it smells really stinks! But there is no way, I can't just watch you freeze to death, after all, you gave me your bread"



    



    "Okay, thank you, because of you, I'm still alive." Began Sigurd. "But! don't do this kind of thing with boys next time. In theory, only your future husband is eligible to sleep with you."



    



    He would continue on his rebuke, but a sad knowledge made itself known to the man. 'Wait, no, that's not right either. It seems that in the modern world, both man and woman are feasting at each other flesh every now and then, and those who pay attention to their purity and innocence are the minority'



    



    'Should this girl be an adult, I would have no right to tell her off, but since we are both children now, it is better not to learn bad things so early in life.'



    



    While Sigurd was busy thinking deeply about the topic of morality and childhood innocence, the little white haired ball beside him tilted her head cutely and asked. "Husband? What is a husband? Can you eat it?"



    



    "Yes and no, you will understand about it in the future. If there is a chance, I will help you find the most suitable one for you in the future."



    



    The kind of husband Sigurd had in mind for this little girl was someone who is bright in both their heart and mind, something that while quite rare in the world, it's plenty enough to be easy to find.



    



    One of the reasons why a husband with a bright mind is a must was because this little girl doesn't seem to be very smart.



    



    "Hey! What do you mean not very smart? I'm very smart!"



    



    Huh, did he just say it out loud?



    



    "Yes!"



    



    ". . . .Okay then, I believe you."



    



    After having such a conversation, the two then packed up their clothes. Although, on Sigurd's side, there is nothing to clean up since the only 'cloth' that he has since his arrival was the dirty rags that are hanging around his body.



    



    After wrapping up everything, the transmigrated young man opened the paper bag, and there were two loaves of black bread in it.



    



    There were three pieces of bread left in total. Before falling asleep last night, Sigurd secretly hid one piece of the black bread in the corner of the bridge, and that one piece of bread something that he had reserved for himself as his breakfast, while the rest, the two which are still in the bag, are something that he intentionally placed near the sleeping bag of the white haired girl.



    



    Had the girl secretly ate the bread, Sigurd would pretend to be stupid and didn't say anything, never in a million years would he expect the white haired loli to be able to hold back her hunger.



    



    It's both touching and worrying at the same time, her kind and honest nature make Sigurd wonder how she is even able to survive in the street for so long.



    



    With such thought clouding his mind, Sigurd handed the paper bag to the little girl and said:



    



    "These two black breads are for you, eat it while it's still edible."



    



    "Eh? You are giving it to me? What about you?"



    



    "I have more food hidden, and my body is still weak. So eating only a few in the morning is more than enough for me."



    



    "Oh, thank you then. I will repay you later."



    



    The white haired girl happily stuffed the hard frozen bread into her mouth, seeing that. Sigurd quickly stopped her movement and said:



    



    "Wait, the bread is still cold, i can start a fire, it's better to eat the bread after warming it up, it's more healthy and safer for your stomach that way."



    



    "You are right! it tastes better when it's hot, so hurry up!" Hearing his word, the girl quickly urges Sigurd the way she talks and shakes his arms to make her seem as if she had become close friends with Sigurd all of a sudden, without the politeness and awkwardness that a stranger usually would have.



    



    Sigurd sighed inwardly, squatted down, and made a fire.



    



    More than half an hour later, with the hot water boiled in the broken earthen pot placed neatly on top of the fire, Sigurd and the white haired girl were eating the warmed black bread.



    



    Thanks to the arrival of the girl, the cold and wet hole that he resided in right now starts to have a sense of being resembling a real home, no matter how unreal and weird it sounds and looks.



    



    After finishing up the food, Sigurd patted his hand and began to talk.



    



    "My name is Sigurd, what's yours?"



    



    "Kiana! This lady's name is Kiana Kaslana! This is a name I'm proud of. Doesn't it sound nice?"



    



    "So it's Kiana huh? Your name is similar to that tuna-like girl— Hold on, Kaslana? Your full name is Kiana Kaslana?"



    



    "Yes!" The white haired loli, or more correctly, Kiana, nodded her head complacently, and asked again with confusion: "What is a tuna?"



    



    ". . . . . . You'll find out later."



    



    Sigurd replied lightly, swallowed and chewed the warm black bread in his hand silently, and after a while, he continued to ask calmly:



    



    "I'm an orphan without a father or a mother. What about you? Are your parents still alive? Or are you looking for your missing father?"



    



    "Huh? How did you know I was looking for my stinky dad?"



    



    "What's his name? What does he look like? Does your dad have any special features? Tell me, I might have heard or seen him."



    



    "My dad's name is Siegfried Kaslana. He is very tall and strong. He has white hair and blue eyes like me. He is a little handsome, and also, he should have a pair of pistols on him, have you ever seen him?"



    



    Hearing the matching description, Sigurd looked up at the ceiling of the bridge, closed his eyes shut, and sighed melancholy.



    



    It took him a while, but the next word that came out of Sigurd's mouth made the Kaslana girl in front of him let out a disappointed sigh.



    



    "I haven't seen him."



    



    ". . . Oh . . . "



    



    Seeing the dejected look on Kiana, Sigurd placed a comforting hand on her shoulder and said. "But if you look for him slowly, you will definitely find him sooner or later."



    



    Hearing his word, Kiana instantly perked up, she clenched her fist and said excitedly. "That's right! People from Kaslana's family won't give up easily!"



    



    After being lost for only a moment, Kiana immediately became full of fighting spirit and made a movement of inflating her biceps. But it didn't really work due to how her arms were thin and limp, it didn't look strong at all.



    



    'I don't know whether to call her stupid or optimistic.'



    



    Sigurd bit the black bread, started to think about whether it would be better to stay away from the main protagonist or not.



    



    The Herrscher of Void that is residing inside Kiana body was strong enough that even should it only use a very minimal amount of its strength, it's already big enough to turn his thin and malnourished body into ashes.



    



    But after thinking about it again, this silly girl didn't think he was dirty or smelly last night, and regardless of her status as a girl, the Kiana household member still chose to use her body to warm and saved his life from the cold.



    



    "Do you have any money with you now?"



    



    "No, I lost them."



    



    The fact that the stupid tuna was able to say such a word with a happy and silly smile on her face, albeit with a slight sheepish look, is enough to make Sigurd cover his face, feeling a headache incoming.



    



    “Sigh.”



    



    "Then, do you have any specific destination you want to go after this?"



    



    "No, I just followed my intuition."



    



    Sigurd took a deep breath, and then continued his question with a twitching eyebrow. "I'm going to be straightforward, do you have any plan for what you are going to eat next?"



    



    "Huh? Well, the snow outside looks delicious."



    



    Seeing her smile, Sigurd could only let out a defeated sigh, he scrunched his face, silently calculating the risk that he would gain from his next action, before deciding that it's worth it.



    



    "Okay, I have decided, Kiana, you just follow me for the next few days. I'll take you out and teach you how to make some money."



    



    "If you are going into the world with the intention to find someone, you must first have the means to support yourself."



    



    "And just because i haven't met your dad, it doesn't mean that other people haven't seen him, you can also try to inquire about him in the next few days. Of course, the premise is that you have to listen to me while we are doing all of that."



    



    As of right now, Kiana is still a little kid, so the chance of Sirin waking up was quite small, and since it's still very early in her life, Otto's gaze should not have reached Kiana yet. At least at the moment, there shouldn't be too much danger that could happen to him should he hang around Kiana.



    



    However, Kiana seemed to have other opinions. She blinked cutely with an expression of hearing some joke, looked at Sigurd and said:



    



    "You want to teach me how to make money? When you are living like this?"



    



    "Shut up, listen to me! Otherwise, I would take back the bread you just ate. And I'm talking about the kind that grabs your throat and forces you to spit it out."



    



    Sigurd's face was sullen, and he glared at Kiana with the eyes that are so cold that it could freeze hell 7 times over, something that frighten the tuna so much that she clamped her mouth shut, shrank her neck, and dared not to look at him in the eye.



    



    After a while, Sigurd comes to the conclusion that the little girl named Kiana Kaslana is something that's really easy to use.



    



    Of course, he was referring to her supernatural strength rather than anything improper.



    



    From her movement, jumping skill, and her ability to quickly run around to do errands, she can do all of it without much hassle, her efficiency allows her to do many types of job.



    



    To get money, Sigurd is responsible for finding business opportunities and negotiating, and Kiana is responsible for contributing, by doing so, when the day ends, not only will he earn enough money for the both of them to eat delicious meals, he will also have enough left over money to be able to purchase some necessary supplies such as tableware, sleeping bags, and clear water.



    



    After that, Sigurd will still have a small stack of banknotes left in his hand just in case when they are in an emergency and the cash in hand was not enough, the only rubble on the road is when they met a group gangsters, but that's less of a problem and more of a chore for Kiana.



    



    As of right now, Sigurd was walking back toward their temporary abode, which is still the bridge hole, while looking at the cash he had just pulled out of some gangster wallet. The locals called it the Singapore dollar, a currency Sigurd hadn't seen before.



    



    But it's a currency from another world, so it's normal if he doesn't know it, as long as it's a currency that can be circulated, then even if it's in the form of a poo, it's still valuable.



    



    "Sigurd, you are amazing! you actually made so much money!"



    



    Kiana was walking right beside the transmigrated man, holding a few cash that Sigurd had distributed to her in her hand, bouncing around with joy, Sigurd would have some words for her, mostly about the danger of not paying attention when walking, but he let it be, since this is most likely the first time she has made money by herself, she most likely felt that it's very novel and has a sense of accomplishment.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her for a moment, but didn't say anything.



    



    In fact, without Kiana's monstrous physique, the money that they gain wouldn't be around half as much as what they have right now, and even if they do gain the same amount as of now, all of it it would most likely be robbed from their hand by the gangster that they met previously.



    



    Not long after that, they finally arrived at their temporary abode, Sigurd unloaded all of the things that they had brought back, and with skillful hands, he quickly built a simple shower room and a shelter that was strong enough to keep out the cold wind, just so that they can sleep without worrying about freezing to death.



    



    After that, he quickly prepares the warm water, so that when they take a bath, they won't freeze to death.



    



    When the water is already warm, Sigurd disrobe his clothing and start to wash himself using some of the things that he had previously bought with Kiana, and that's exactly when he heard the excited sound of the tuna.



    



    "Woohoo! Sigurd! I'm coming in!"



    



    "It's not your turn yet!"



    



    Facing the little white tuna in front of him who tried to take a shower together, the corners of Sigurd's eyes twitched.



    



    In his heart, Sigurd silently let out a long list of deadly curses to Siegfried, making a girl think it's okay to squeeze in without a piece of clothing while boys are taking a shower. What kind of thing did he teach her for the girl to end up like that?



    



    "It doesn't matter, we would be able to save up more water if we wash together, and it would also take less time! so don't dawdle, if you don't wash quickly, the warm water will run out."



    



    "..."



    



    "You– Sigh— fine, come here."



    



    After getting his consent, the little tuna immediately leaped into the shower with a giggle.



    



    "Ah! Be gentle, Sigurd, it's felt itchy~"



    



    "So what if it's itchy? So long as it doesn't hurt, just bear with it, also, stop moving around."



    



    "Hn~ it felt so good~"



    



    "—I’m just washing your hair, don't say such misleading lines! Doesn't it feel uncomfortable to have someone else washing your hair?"



    



    "Not at all! is this the first time Sigurd has washed someone's hair?"



    



    "Yeah, It's my first time helping someone wash their hair."



    



    "No wonder, it doesn't feel very comfortable."



    



    "Stop rambling, I'm going to flush the shampoo out of your hair, don't open your eyes, the water will get into your eyes."



    



    "Ah!"



    



    The hot water that is being showered to her from the top till the bottom rinsed off the white foam on Kiana's head, and at the same time Sigurd's hands were still scrubbing and rubbing between the Kaslana girl hair to make sure there is no more shampoo ingredients left in it.



    



    After washing the troublesome long hair of Kiana, their bath is almost finished, since it only took him a moment to clean himself up.



    



    Soon, two clean, wet white hair balls put on clean new clothes that were just recently bought. After that, one of the white balls sat on the bed while the other one sat on a small wooden chair.



    



    The howling sound from the cold wind and snow were completely blocked out, and an oil lamp radiated a soft and warm light.



    



    Sigurd sat behind Kiana, holding a still pristine towel and drying her wet hair, while Kiana's short legs were placed outside the bed, swinging around leisurely.



    



    "Kiana, didn't your father teach you not to be naked in front of boys?" Sigurd said suddenly as he rubbed Kiana's hair with the dry towel.



    



    Kiana paused on swinging her legs when she heard that, with a roll of her eyes, she said. "I think he does! I'll try to remember about it next time, hehe!"



    



    "Do you still want to have a next time?"



    



    Sigurd's face sank, he covered Kiana's small head with the dry towel, his hands formed into fists, each protruding knuckles, aimed his knuckles on the both side of Kiana's temples and drilled it, he didn't use much force, just so there would be no real wound left behind.



    



    "Ouch! It hurts!"



    



    "This! Will! Engrave! It! To! Your! Brain!"



    



    Sigurd spoke word by word, trying to do his part to protect the stupid Tuna's future boudoir and chastity.



    



    "I know! Let go, I was wrong, didn't I already say I was wrong!?"



    



    "If you know you're wrong, you have to remember it!"



    



    "Yes! Yes! I listen to you, I listen!"



    



    Sigurd kept drilling the silly tuna temple for a few moments, and after that, he lifted the towel from her head and let go of the Kaslana girl.



    



    After making sure there were no bruise on her, Sigurd dried his hair using the towel and then said:



    



    "I'm done drying your hair, since we didn't have a hair drier, you would need to let your hair dry naturally."



    



    "M'Kay. . . ."



    



    Kiana responded weakly.



    



    In fact, Sigurd is very careful with his 'punishment', so Kiana didn't really feel any pain when he drill her temple, at most it's just a feeling of discomfort, However, Kiana still puffed up her face like a pufferfish unhappily, and then, seeing Sigurd's dead fish eyes that shining fiercely are intently staring at her, the protagonist of the world immediately lost her confidence.



    



    It's so weird! Sigurd is obviously way weaker than the Honkai Beast that she beat up some times ago, Kiana is also 100% confident of her chance on bullying Sigurd to the ground using nothing but a finger so hard that he can do nothing but simply lay down on the ground.



    



    However, the moment Sigurd got angry, the Kaslana girl lost all of her confidence. Seeing someone that is usually quiet become angry was so scary!



    



    Then again, despite being a scary person, she would admit that the white haired young kid is a really reliable person.



    



    At the end of the day, Kiana felt that Sigurd seemed to know everything, he could find opportunities to make money casually, and he could communicate with anyone -even the adults!- with ease. The same goes for those complicated tasks that she has never been in contact with, as long as she obeys Sigurd's instructions, she will be able to complete them perfectly without knowing it.



    



    If her daddy could be at least a tenth as reliable as Sigurd, no, one-twentieth, she wouldn't have to worry about him so much.



    



    "Achoo!"



    



    A dozen kilometers away, a white-haired man suddenly sneezed.



    



    Siegfried, who was wearing thin clothes, thin enough that it leave his bare-chest open, stood in the middle of a forest seemingly made from ice and snow, while slowly eating frozen water and snow that he got from the trees near him while rubbing his nose suspiciously:



    



    "Strange? Did I catch a cold?"



    



    "Hold on, can I even catch a cold?"



    



    Siegfried scratched his head in doubt, after a while, he shook his head and continued to eat the snowflake.



    



    Meanwhile, on the two kids.



    



    "Woohoo! Big soft bed! here I come!"



    



    When her hair was almost dry, Kiana immediately jumped out of the bed, took a few steps back, then started running toward their bed. When she was near it, she started to swoop, intending to experience the feeling of falling and being bounced up on top of the bed.



    



    The speed that she does all of this was too fast for a normal kid to react to, but Sigurd was not a normal kid by any mean, because of that, Sigurd, who was still sitting on the bed, sharpened his eyes, using nothing but his hand to support his body, the transmigrated young man swept his leg using all of his strength.



    



    Boom!



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    A second later, Kiana hugged her severely injured abdomen, curled up on the bed like a shrimp, and let out gasps of pain as she turned her body left and right.



    



    Then, a foot lightly stepped on her waist.



    



    "The bed is not that firm, it would break if you jumped on it, if that happens, I won't be able to sleep peacefully, understand?"



    



    Sigurd leaned over, lowered his head to look directly into the little loli eyes, and a cold light flashed in his eyes—like a dictator who would pull out a machine gun should the subject dared to say no.



    



    Kiana shuddered and nodded tearfully.



    



    After that, Sigurd turned off the lights and got inside the bed, it took her a while, but Kiana also got to the bed, laying down right beside the transmigrated man.



    



    It's not very decent to have boy and girl take a bath together while being naked, but when it comes to two children sleeping in the same bed to protect themself from the cold, Sigurd is not so prude as to call it indecent



    



    It's definitely not because he felt cold and wanted to rely on Kiana's heat to ensure the quality of his sleep.



    



    Not at all



    



    When the light started to shine on the next morning, Sigurd woke up with the feeling of suffocation pressing on him.



    



    When he looked around to see the source of his pain, he noticed that the little loli had put him on a standard, back-to-front hook-arm chokehold.



    



    It only took him a short moment to regain his bearing, Sigurd quickly grabbed Kiana's wrist, backhanded the little loli, folded her arms behind her back and quickly suppressed the protagonist of the story.



    



    "Ahhhhhhh!"



    



    The little loli tragic cry of pain was loud enough that it knocked off some snow from the tree outside the bridge hole.



    



    Twenty minutes later, Kiana was crouching in a corner, chewing some recently heated bread and glaring at Sigurd with tears of condemnation. In her heart, she secretly vowed to always remember this grudge for the rest of her life.



    



    "Do you want some soup?"



    



    "I want to!"



    



    Kiana took the hot broth from Sigurd's hand and drank it with a happy smile blooming on her face, her lifetime grudge gone forgotten in front of the delicious soup.



    



    "So, how do you want to make money today?"



    



    Kiana, who was no longer angry and holding a grudge, took the initiative to sit close to Sigurd and asked with a smile.



    



    Sigurd drank the soup leisurely, glanced at her, and said:



    



    "Selling charcoal."



    



    "Charcoal?"



    



    "This is just a poor small town. It is impossible to have so many temporary entrustments to make us make money. When we came down yesterday, we had already harvested all that could be harvested. If we continue, there will not be much that could be harvested. We need a stable demand. According to the result of the secret observation that I conducted yesterday, charcoal is a high in demand commodity that most civilians of this town are highly in need of, either due to warm their house, make their food, or other etcetera reason, and this town ability to obtain external supply of charcoal has been cut off due to unforeseen reason for an unknown period of time, hence, i can come to a conclusion that selling charcoal to this town civilians, and it is unfortunately also the only viable processed product we can produce at our current capability."



    



    "—Oh."



    



    Hearing his long words full of detailed explanation, the only thing that kiana can said was 'oh', so what if she can only understand the first part of his sentence, she knew that as long as she listen and obey Sigurd word, she could make so much more money and able to eat until her belly are full.



    



    Not long after that, while carrying a huge package on her back, she followed Sigurd into the forest one step at a time.



    



    "Hah...Hah...Hah..."



    



    Kiana gradually panted heavily, and wisps of white steam emerged from the top of her head.



    



    "Sigurd, help me carry it a little bit, it's so heavy!"



    



    Sigurd, who was walking ahead, stopped, waited for Kiana to come to him, and then took two water bottles from the pouch of the bag.



    



    Sigurd popped open of the battle, and then put a straw into the bottle and waved the bottle to Kiana.



    



    "Here, take a sip."



    



    Kiana looked at Sigurd blankly, opened her mouth, and let Sigurd pass the straw in.



    



    "Mmm~~ It's sweet, delicious."



    



    "This is a sports drink, it's sweetened, high-energy, just take a sip of this when you feel tired."



    



    After saying that, Sigurd started to turn his body away, intending to continue walking in the front.



    



    Kiana suddenly became anxious and grasped the edge of Sigurd clothing with her tiny hand and said:



    



    "Hey! Wait, did you really just take a single water bottle? Look at the bag behind my back, it's almost triple my height!"



    



    "I will give you the bigger share of the money that we got from today's charcoal sell."



    



    "It's not about the money!"



    



    "I'll make you something delicious tonight."



    



    "Leave all of the physical work to me!"



    



    Kiana cheered up, passed Sigurd by a few steps, and walked to the front with some hop in her step.



    



    "Sigurd! Hurry up! Let's quickly sell all of this and go back! I can't wait to see what food you would cook for me!"



    



    "..."



    



    Being able to turn wood into charcoal in the middle of a land filled to the brim with snow requires not so small amounts of skill.



    



    When someone burns charcoal in that kind of situation, the topography, the shading, the moisture insulation, and what kind of woods that are being used to turn into the charcoal is something that needs the skills and expertise of a professional.



    



    Sigurd is a professional.



    



    It's not that he had any experience in making charcoal in his previous life, but his inhuman understanding and learning ability allowed him to integrate a complete set of theoretical methods through some basic information gathering and thinking.



    



    Along the way, both of them are fortunate enough to found a small shallow cave.



    



    For the matter of how to gather the woods, just by relying on some chainsaws he had previously bought, combined with some sled boards and Kiana's enhanced strength, the wood gathering can be done in only half a day.



    



    Everything went well, exactly as Sigurd had predicted, except for...



    



    "Uaa~, It's so warm here, Sigurd! let's sleep here tonight!"



    



    The thick soil layer buries the burning wood underground and isolates the air, but it still can't stop the heat from penetrating upwards.



    



    Therefore, on the fresh soil, there is an endless stream of heat coming upward, heating everything that is on top of it.



    



    Kiana put her hands on the warm soil, her cat-like face showed a fascinated look.



    



    Just like what she had said, feeling the heat coming from the soil, the Kaslana girl was reluctant to leave, and even planned to spend the night in this warm place.



    



    "Sure."



    



    After saying so, Sigurd then raised the shovel in his hand high, the dull part of the shovel aimed at the back of the little girl's head.



    



    Kiana: Σ(っ°Д°)っ "Wait a minute! What are you doing?"



    



    Sigurd stopped his arm from swinging the shovel, with a smile on his face, he said: "Don't you want to sleep here? Here, let me help."



    



    The gloomy tone, the cold and horrifying dead eyes, and the strange arc of Sigurd's mouth raised, this scene is like a scene coming straight up from a horror movie that Kiana once saw when she passed by a cinema.



    



    'No! This is no way to help! This is to make the lovely Miss Kiana unable to sleep for a long time on the spot!'



    



    "No need! let's go back home now!"



    



    "Don't you want to sleep here?"



    



    "Not at all! I feel refreshed now! And the bed at home is more comfortable than this thick ground!"



    



    Kiana nodded her head vigorously to show her sincerity, her eyes were sincere.



    



    Sigurd kept the shovel high in the air for a few more second, after seeing her sincere eyes that are definitely not filled with fear, Sigurd put the shovel down, and the air around them suddenly became alive, and the atmosphere suddenly changed, just like an ominous black and white posthumous photo suddenly became brighter and turned into a selfie filled with a photo of a smiling best friends.



    



    Feeling the danger has come to pass, Kiana patted her undeveloped chest and muttered. "If you don't want to sleep here, just say it, why are you trying to send me to another world."



    



    When he heard the whisper of the little loli, Sigurd rolled his eyes unobtrusively.



    



    Just like what most would know, Kiana Kaslana is often, almost always restless, like to jump around, and is a too energetic little kid—essentially, this little girl's body is filled with a soul similar to that of a husky.



    



    If he didn't stop Kiana using a strong deterrent, the chance of him being able to hold back such a lively soul from doing something dangerous or stupid would be really slim.



    



    In addition, the appearance of the stupid tuna tearing up from fright was surprisingly cute.



    



    Hence, Sigurd couldn't help stretching out his hand and rubbing the top of Kiana's head, receiving a silly and cute looking glare from the Kaslana girl.



    



    "Let's go back."



    



    "We are going now?"



    



    "We need to wait around 4 more days before we can take out the charcoal, furthermore, to be able to gain more charcoal, in the next few days, we will make a new charcoal pit every day."



    



    "Then, what shall we do this afternoon?"



    



    Under Kiana's expectant eyes, Sigurd thought for a while and said:



    



    "Go and find out about your father yourself. For me, I'm going to make some preparations for the charcoal market and collect some more in-depth news by the way."



    



    "Oh yeah! I almost forgot about my stinky dad, hehe!"



    



    'How could you forget! That's your real dad— Wait, he's not your real dad in a way, I guess it's okay then.'



    



    Thinking of Kiana's complicated background, Sigurd sighed, secretly thinking about treating her less harshly in the future, since he already has a hunch that her life in the far future would be far from easy.



    



    After doing some information gathering from the locals, Sigurd knew that the name of the town they are in is Mond, It is located in the border area between Europe and the Country of Mols. During the wars in the early years, its ownership was once reduced and switched among the surrounding countries, one country per day.



    



    Because of the lack of capable personnel in the city management, the complex terrain of the city, the closed traffic, and the lack of valuable resources that are available, the city of Mond has always been poor.



    



    In recent years, capable locals have continued to migrate to outside of the city, taking away a lot of manpower which are mainly responsible for making some local food and beverage, and due to that, the livelihood of the people in Mond has gotten even worse.



    



    However, due to how it's a closed, backward, and chaotic city, the city of Mond have become the perfect venue for some shady transactions.



    



    "Where's the money?"



    



    "What about the goods?"



    



    "When the money arrives, we will show the goods!"



    



    "When we see the goods, the money will arrive!"



    



    Next door, in the attic. Sigurd, who heard the conversation clearly with the thin wire microphone made of earth, rolled his eyes.



    



    'There is really no need to go wilds at each other when trading some drugs right?''



    



    Yesterday, just right after letting Kiana loose to the group of gangsters that are trying to rob them, Sigurd wondered, how can such a poor and backwater place like Mond support a bunch of bums like them?



    



    Then through some investigation, the transmigrated young man was somehow able to find the headquarter of the gang that the gangster he met yesterday were a part of.



    



    He was just wandering around the town, looking for people that had their machines broken, offering the service to fix them in exchange for some money. Who would have thought that he would gain some unexpected benefit?



    



    Of course, he didn't really plan to go fighting against them, he is not the type of person who voluntarily searches for trouble, he is there just to see if the gangster had any bad ideas against him and Kiana thanks to what they had done to them yesterday.



    



    And should they plan to attack them, Sigurd needs to gather some more data and information about their combat capability, things such as the number of people and what kind of weapon they have and are willing to use, so that he can make some decent counter attack plan or escape plan.



    



    Moreover, Sigurd also wanted to see what the financial situation behind this group of gangsters was, and then, if he got the chance, he might be able to make a lot of money by either stealing their money under their nose or taking over the organization all together.



    



    It's both illegal and dangerous, but just as everyone knows, ever since ancient times, the first pot of gold of those who achieve great things is tainted by the dark side of the world.



    



    Despite possessing enhanced comprehension ability and intellect, and having the ability to quickly obtain a large amount of money as long as he has some amount of fund to start with, Sigurd has no backer in this world, hence, to be able to start to live well in this world, he would need to find a way to obtain a large amount of capital, and due to still being a kid -a homeless bum kid at that- looking for investor and the likes are impossible.



    



    If his original body also got crossed over with him, he would make sure to stay away from illegal stuff like this, since not only is gaining money from illegal things like this a bad thing to do, it's also near impossible and more likely than not to cause him death.



    



    "Oho! So this is the goods eh? To think you would hide it like that!"



    



    "It's easier to carry around, it's also stealthy enough that no police got the slightest suspicion about it."



    



    "Now, are you satisfied with the goods?"



    



    "We have cooperated so many times before so i know i can trust you about the quality of this thing, by the way, what's the matter with your men? Why are you all alone?"



    



    "It's because they drank too much a few days ago, they went out yesterday and got into some trouble with a local whom I heard is a rather pretty girl, one reason and another, they were hurt pretty badly, so they were resting right now."



    



    "Do you need some help?"



    



    "No, I have arranged everything. There's a rich old lady in Siberia who likes to play around with that feisty girl type, and we are planning to make another collaboration with her, so we are planning to hand her over as a gift."



    



    "Haha, so be it then, you better be careful though. The population of this town is not large, and should there be unexplained disappearances, it would be very conspicuous."



    



    "I had looked deeper into them, they are merely two homeless orphans, even if they got kidnapped in broad daylight, no one will care."



    



    "As long as you know what you are doing."



    



    "Um!?"



    



    Sigurd was in awe, and stepped back from the place where he watched their interaction tactically.



    



    'Dear lord, I didn't even have any plan against you nor your gang, and yet you already have started to prepare to package Kiana as a gift for some old lesbian grandma. If I let all of you be, I won't be human anymore!'



    



    He kept listening to all of their conversation, up till they start to part ways when they finished eating their meals, after making sure no one is nearby, Sigurd quickly recalled the conversation that he had just heard, and analyzed all of them calmly and in the end, he gained some useful conclusions:



    



    There are two groups of people, both of them are not from the same organizations, rather, they are merely doing drugs trading business, with a total of eleven people, each one of them combat ready, inside the building.



    



    There are at least seven people who got counter robbed by him and Kiana yesterday, and from the sound of it, all of them are locals, while the rest are members of another group who had just arrived in Mond, they can be called outsiders.



    



    As it was getting late and the snowy roads were a road that's really difficult to walk in, the local gangsters had to stay inside the building and entertain the outsiders as from the look of it, they were planning to spend the night at that building.



    



    Based on all of that information, Sigurd can safely assume that the local gangster would at least need to wait until tomorrow to start their search for him and Kiana's whereabouts.



    



    Considering that the content of the transaction is some kind of addictive drug, it's safer to assume that all members of the gangs carry some kind of firearms with them to protect their goods from the hands of other gangs.



    



    The firearms that the local gangsters use should have a small chance of being enhanced and manufactured with Honkai Energy, otherwise Kiana wouldn't have easily knocked their ass down yesterday.



    



    'Guess this leave me with no choice, killing them tonight is the only option'



    



    Sigurd thought this to himself, after making sure there are no gangsters near where he is, the transmigrated young man climbed down from the attic, and left the house quietly.



    



    From the very beginning to the end, even the gang leader who owns the building does not even once notice the presence of Sigurd.



    



    After leaving the building, the first thing that Sigurd does is to clean up the place where he had watched and heard the gangster conversation, to make sure there would be no trace left of his existence in that place.



    



    When he is completely sure that everything is clean, Sigurd then runs head straight to the hardware store on the west side of the town.



    



    Not to buy anything, rather, after some information gathering, he is aware that the owner of the hardware store also does some hunting to fulfill his family's belly, hence, the owner's house is filled with weapons such as hunting rifles, crossbow bolts, slingshots and hunting pliers.



    



    Due to the factors of confidentiality and insufficient money, Sigurd reluctantly decided to steal the owner's weapon rather than buy them from him, of course, after making sure that the immediate threat to both him and Kiana are gone, he would pay back the owner of the hardware store triple the amount of money that is needed to buy the weapon.



    



    After arriving at the owner's house, Sigurd waited patiently, and when he saw the boss leave his house, he directly went inside the owner's house. After a few minutes of rummaging through the house, the figure of Sigurd carrying a small bag quietly leaves the owner's house.



    



    "Well, Uncle, have you met my dad? He is tall, has white hair and blue eyes like me, and his name is Siegfried Kas— Kasl— um— Kaslana! Yes! Siegfried Kaslana!"



    



    Kiana was lying on the counter of a grocery store, asking the owner of the grocery store about whatever he knew any information about her missing father, but her eyes were attracted by the seductive snacks under the glass counter, to the point where she almost forgot the name of her old man.



    



    Fortunately, Siegfried's weight in her heart was a little bit higher than that of ordinary delicious food, so she was still able to remember her old man name.



    



    Even so, before the owner of the grocery store was able to reply, Kiana had already slapped some cash into the counter.



    



    The boss looked at the cash on the table and replied:



    



    "I haven't seen him, nor heard of him. There are not many people who live in this town. If I haven't even heard of him, he most likely has never been in this town— So, which flavor do you want?"



    



    "This, this, and this and this, Oh, this one too, alongside that one."



    



    Kiana pointed to each of the delicious looking snacks that she wanted to eat through the glass, and gulped heavily.



    



    The boss picked every snack that the little lady chose and put them in the bag, after packaging it nicely, he then said.



    



    "I take it you lost your dad? Then I suggest you go to the police. See that light pole? Go that way, turn right at the second intersection, and you will reach the police station at the end."



    



    Although, considering how many crimes are happening at the dark side of the town, those policemens were useless, nothing more than a display.



    



    Thinking of this, the grocery store owner shook his head and said:



    



    "Forget what I just said, I suggest you leave this city as soon as possible and go out of town to your other relatives to find more help. Also, in any case, stay away from that house over there, because the people living in it are the bad kind of people."



    



    While saying so, the boss pointed to the house that Sigurd had monitored before, and sighed helplessly.



    



    Kiana blinked, took the bag of snacks from the hand of the grocery store owner, and then thanked the man and then left.



    



    "What's the use of the police? They'll always try to send me to an orphanage. Really, I told them that my stinky dad is not dead, but just lost! Stinky dad, where are you.."



    



    Kiana muttered, the more she thought about her current circumstance, the angrier she became, and she couldn't help but shove the snacks into her mouth, immediately after that, her good mood immediately returned.



    



    The Kaslana girl was happily munching on the snacks that she bought when at this time, a hand suddenly grabbed onto Kiana's shoulder from behind.



    



    "I remember once telling you that those money are your future travel expenses right?"



    



    Sigurd's faint voice came from behind, the way his voice was super calm made chills travel through Kiana's spine.



    



    "Yes! Eeehh~ But— but so what! I will earn more money in the future!"



    



    Kiana pretended to be calm and whistled innocently, her little head turned to the side, not daring to meet the chilling gaze of the transmigrated man at all.



    



    Sigurd kept staring at Kiana for a few seconds, making the little girls start to sweat bullets, when she started to think about apologizing to the other boy, Sigurd let out a deep sigh, he then said.



    



    "Forget it. Come with me, I'm going to do some serious business."



    



    "Eh?"



    



    Kiana turned her head to her friend, only to see Sigurd carrying a bulging package with a serious expression on his face.



    



    "What serious business? Have you found a way to make money again?"



    



    When she thought about the amount of money that they made yesterday, Kiana's eyes already started to glow in anticipation.



    



    Sigurd didn't turn his head toward Kiana, instead, he started to walk in a certain direction without looking back, making the little girl follow right behind him.



    



    After a while, Sigurd tilted his head to the side, his mind start to calculate the gain and loss on what he is about to do, Kiana kept her mouth shut, despite being only living with him for a single day, she already start to notice the tick that Sigurd tend to show when he is thinking something deeply.



    



    "A way to make money? You are not wrong. If we are able to do it properly, we should at least gain around 20 times the amount of money from yesterday. By the way, Kiana, let me ask you first, can you physically resist bullets?"



    



    "Of course not! How can humans block bullets?"



    



    After saying so, Kiana didn't forget to send Sigurd a look that screamed 'are you an idiot?' on her face.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her out of the corner of his eyes, his mouth is shut, but his mind is processing all kinds of new information and is thinking about their situation very carefully.



    



    The fact that the white haired loli beside him is secretly the Herrscher of Void made him doubt her statement of being unable to block bullets, but after some thinking, the possibility of that being true was not that small, since despite her true nature, she is still at most 12 years old right now, so it's quite normal to be weak.



    



    "Then listen up, I'm going to make a plan, you need to follow all of my orders to the letter, and no matter what happens, you need to stay calm."



    



    "What kind of business is this? It's the first time I see you being this serious."



    



    "No need to think too much, but you need to remember to follow my order to the letter, otherwise, while you might be fine, my life would be in danger."



    



    "Ha?"



    



    "I'm going to simplify it for you, if you don't want to see me hurt, or possibly, dead, just be obedient and listen to me. Kiana Kaslana, daughter of Siegfried Kaslana, my safety is now entrusted to you."



    



    Under Sigurd's serious eyes, Kiana's entire body froze for a moment, her brain tried to understand his word, after a moment, Kiana then nodded slowly.



    



    "Although I don't know what's going on, but I understand, I swear in Kaslana's name, as long as I am here, no one will lay their hands on you!"



    



    Kiana patted her chest while saying so, her standing figure is looking firm and her face is confident.



    



    Although their time of acquaintance was very short, and although Sigurd always made her feel very scared when he became angry, and even if the kid in front of her dared to withhold her part of the money they make, Sigurd was undeniably a good person.



    



    Kiana doesn't know much yet about the outside world, and since she is still a kid as of right now, now she doesn't even have the experience of traveling through Europe alone like how most fanfiction tend to give her, so it can be said that the current her right now is the version of Kiana who are the most innocent and trusting.



    



    Moreover, despite not knowing why, Kiana can instinctively know that Sigurd really cared about her, possibly more than her own stinky dad.



    



    And apart from her stinky daddy, Sigurd is the only person in the world that Kiana knows who treats her well.



    



    Hence, she felt that no matter what he said or did, she could simply leave the thinking to Sigurd and do all of his orders.



    



    After night fell, Sigurd and Kiana lay down on a slope, and in front of them were the houses of those dangerous gangsters. The snow-covered soil slope became a natural shelter for them against both the cold wind and the vigilant stares of the watching gangster who are guarding the front door, saving Sigurd from the trouble of piling up sandbags.



    



    "Sigurd, what are we doing here?"



    



    "Killing everyone inside that building."



    



    "Huh? Are you going to kill someone? Are you crazy?"



    



    "Inside that building are the little gangsters who were robbed by you yesterday, no, it should be said that they are all a group of desperadoes. And we are being targeted by them. My first idea was to run away, but they have a car, but we don't have a suitable means of transportation, combined without lack of information about the nearest shelter, and the lack of information on how big the influence of those gang are, so our chance of being caught by them are higher, since we can't escape, our only chance of making it through the night is by sending them off first."



    



    Sigurd explained the reasoning behind his soon-to-be manslaughter briefly, and at the same time checked whether the bullets for the shotgun in his hand were enough, he also made sure to check whatever the crossbow and other weapons were fully loaded.



    



    "This..." Kiana, the kind hearted soul she is, still hesitated even when faced with the cold truth, she fell silent for a short moment before speaking up: "How about we steal their car? I still think it's too dangerous."



    



    In fact, Kiana is not afraid of danger, being brave and reckless is occupying a large part of her nature, what Kiana uncomfortable the most about what Sigurd said was the killing part, especially the part where Sigurd was able to say all of his plan with an overly calm expression.



    



    Sigurd was obviously a child who was only eleven or twelve years old, the same as her, and he didn't even dare to eat more bread, for fear of breaking his stomach. He can't see anything when his surroundings get dark, and his body would always shiver in cold when he's asleep —Sigurd, who is obviously like this, is fiddling with a shotgun and saying that he is going to kill a lot of people.



    



    She always felt that this is not right, the Sigurd that she knew shouldn't be like this, but, she didn't know what kind of life that Sigurd has experienced to make him become like this, so she can't say anything.



    



    Crack!



    



    That's the sound of the shotgun fully loaded.



    



    Sigurd straightened his collar, let out a breath of hot air, and said:



    



    "Kiana, I think you should know that you are not an ordinary person. And your future is far more difficult than you could ever have imagined, it would be better for you to learn to be ruthless from now on. I think this will help you."



    



    "Sigurd, I don't want to learn, let's leave quietly, and call the police later!"



    



    Kiana couldn't understand Sigurd's meaningful words, she just used the word "call the police" despite not trusting them at all herself, just so she can try to persuade Sigurd.



    



    Sigurd turned his head away from Kiana and just looked up, looked at the sky that was close to midnight, and said:



    



    "Of course I can escape, and if I want, I can make sure they can't find me, but I refuse."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Because like you, in order to survive in this cruel world, I also have to adapt to some things. You don't need to participate in the killing, but my eyesight will become extremely poor after dark. Without you backing me up in there, the danger would be greater, so, choose, do you help me or leave?"



    



    "I— I— I—"



    



    Kiana stammered for a long time, then chose to compromise in frustration, she seemed to have no other choice, how could she let Sigurd face a dangerous thing alone!



    



    She was still only twelve or thirteen years old when her only relative, her stinky dad, left her behind. At this time, Kiana was in a period when her Three Views were not yet stable. As long as he forced something through her stupid head, there was still time to make some change in her personality.



    



    If in a few more years, when she has gone through some journeys and Siegfried's influence of abandoning her alone is completely fixed in her mind, Kiana will inevitably become the original tuna who are naughty, kind, and innocent —and then after going through many victory and lost, she became the hero of the story with so many tragic plot happening around her to the point where it made many people want to kill the screenwriter.



    



    Rather than that kind of future, Sigurd would rather she was not so pure and kind.



    



    To live without the pain of losing someone dear to you, even if you end up becoming the opposite of what you originally are, this is Sigurd's only expectation and hope for Kiana at the present.

  














Just like what Sigurd had said, his eyesight deteriorates dramatically when he’s in the dark. But fortunately, in the brightly lit room, the light coming through the windows is enough to clearly clarify the scene in the room.





Also, due to this, Sigurd can also easily see where each member of the gangs are inside the house.





"I see two people in front of the window on the first floor, and one in front of the window on the second floor, from the look of it, they are the people in charge of security."





The noisy noise inside the building has long subsided, and Sigurd knew that, except for the vigilant ones, most of the rest of the guys inside the building should have passed out drunk.





So, the time has come.





Should he wait for dawn to come, while it’s true that Sigurd's eyesight can be restored, but most of the people in the room will also be awake by then. What's more, after waiting overnight, Sigurd's physical strength and state will also decline accordingly, and his own combat power may not be stronger than at this moment.





Therefore, doing it at midnight is the best time.





Sigurd gestured to Kiana with his head, and then started to aim the crossbow in his hand toward 3 of the patrolling gang members.





*Swish*





*Swish*





*Swish*





Three arrows soar into the air in a row, from loading the arrow into the crossbow, into aiming then and letting them loose, the whole process takes less than three seconds, and the aim has already been adjusted to the best through his brain analysis results, even without using his own eyes to aim, the percentage of each one of his arrow hitting a headshot is 100%.





Soon, three successive sounds of broken glass came, but due to the silence when the arrow on the crossbow was released, their exact location would not be revealed.





Sigurd knew that the arrow that he had shot certainly hit their mark, he knew that he had just murdered 3 men.





However, unexpectedly, his mood is very calm right now.





The psychological preparation had already been done during the monitoring, and besides a little nervousness, Sigurd didn't feel any discomfort when he actually killed someone.





Kiana, who was lying next to him, scratched the snow and dirt on the ground a little bit reluctantly, but she didn't look away from what was happening in front of her.





"Now, you are my eyes."





Sigurd's exhortations were imprinted in her mind, and Kiana knew that the matter of Sigurd life and death were now directly related to her observation skill.





There was a brief commotion in the house.





An unlucky guy poked half his head out of the window on the first floor, thinking he was carefully observing the enemy's situation outside the window.





Then he was taken away by Sigurd with an arrow.





Then, the lights in the house went out.





It’s originally noisy, but when the netizens of the house notice the attack from outside, the entirety of the house has fallen into dead silence .





"There are seven more people."





Sigurd said, not only for himself, but also for Kiana who was the eye.





Worried that Kiana was too nervous, Sigurd reached out his hand and patted her on the back.





"I'm fine." Kiana gritted her teeth, staring at the windows and doors of the house, not even daring to blink.





"That's good. We are entering the second stage of this operation, make sure to keep watching."





As Sigurd said so, he took out two tightly corked beer bottles from his waist in the dark.





Unlike Kiana, his eyes really can't see in the night, and night blindness cannot be recovered by simple adjustments in a day or two, however, the location of his side and the location of the house are fixed, and the three-dimensional orientation model has already been printed in Sigurd's mind.





Sigurd weighed the weight of the wine bottle, calculating the weight, his arm strength, the speed of their surrounding wind, the distance of his hiding spot to the house, and the direction, after inputting all of the necessary data, a series of information turned into a complete calculation formula in his mind, and then he threw two wine bottles one after another.





"Sig, all of the bottles went in."





Using her eyes, Kiana was able to clearly see the way the bottle went inside the various holes inside the building, when the young man heard that, he just let out a tiny humm in acknowledgement.





Inside the building, the moment when the bottle that Sigurd threw broke due to impact, a gas began to spread rapidly.





This is Sigurd's self-made chemical weapon. The short amount of preparation time that he got made him unable to find enough material to make a lethal type chemical bomb, however, it’s still enough for him to make a chemical weapon that would release a gas that are strong enough to burns the skins of it victim, especially the powerful effect of burning fragile tissues such as eyes and nasal cavity.





"Ah!!"





"What? What is that?"





"My eyes! It burns!!!”





"Out of the way!! Go! Go! Go!"





Amid the sound of the collision between locals and outsider gang members, and the falling of tables and chairs, Sigurd heard the sound of the door opening.





"Kiana!" Sigurd called out the girl beside him.





Kiana heard Sigurd's call and began to follow the instruction that Sigurd had told her before, she focused her eyes and after observing the location of the gang member, began to quickly reply. "There are people in the left room, and also the right room! There are two people in total!"





*Swish*





*Swish*





Sigurd closed his eyes and let loose two arrows, shooting the back of the head of the two people who were staggering and trying to get out of the door.





When the dull sound of something hitting someone, Kiana reported the results in time:





"Those two people were hit in the chest. They...they didn't move. In the middle left, there's about...about two meters behind the door, and there's another person squatting."





Sigurd frowned, the information that Kiana gave was more vague and uncertain, he counted for a second and shot three arrows.





After a while, Kiana reported:





"That man was hit by two arrows, one was on the leg, and the other one was... the other one was on his head, i think he died instantly."





"Four left."





Sigurd said coldly, this is the remaining number of people that needed to be erased tonight.





Then, he took out two glass balls filled with his own handmade chemical weapon and threw them into the house.





"Crack! Crack!"





There was the sound of wine bottles breaking into the room.





Due to the opening of the windows and door, some of the chemical burning gas had dissipated from the room, but after the two glass balls crashed inside the room, the gas quickly filled the room again, and continued to torment the vision and nose and mouth organs of the people in the room.





A wound burned by fire will become more injured if it continues to burn. Similarly, body tissues that have been damaged by gas are not immune to the continuous damage that it received. Especially when the gas concentration continues to increase in their potency, the victim will only feel more severe pain should it be left alone.





Sure enough, not long after the glass balls broke, there was a terrible cry of pain loudly echoed in the room, loud enough that even Sigurd, who is quite a distance away from the building, still can hear it clearly.





Then, the sound of random shooting came from the building, something that quickly alarmed the surrounding neighbors.





But the people in the town already knew that the people in this house were not a good kind of people, and furthermore, the sound that they heard were that of a gunshot, and no matter how you think about it, butting their nose into this matter is not a good thing, hence, no one dared to come out of their house to watch, for fear of being involved in danger.





Thanks to this, Sigurd could hear the screams in the room more clearly, and after the gunfire ended, he roughly identified the direction of each gang member.





In Sigurd's hand appeared the shotgun generously subsidized by the hardware store owner, a shotgun that could only be loaded with one round at a time.





"Boom!"





"Boom!"





"Boom!"





"Boom!"





Four gunshots, and four reloads, putting down the still loaded shotgun, Sigurd tilted his ear to listen to the sound inside the building.





After a full ten minutes had passed, and when he was sure that he heard no sound coming from the building, Sigurd let out a sigh of relief.





"It should be over, Kiana, wait a minute, I'll go over and have a look first..."





"I'll check the situation, you wait for me here!" Kiana ignored Sigurd's order, and got up by herself and tiptoed towards the house.





"Kiana, you are crazy! Come back here!" Sigurd shouted in a low voice.





However, all Sigurd got was the sound of Kiana's distant footsteps stepping on the snow.





*Baff*





Sigurd hit the snowy ground with his clenched fist, and veins popped up on his forehead.





Even though he was 99% sure that there was no one alive inside that building, even if there was even a trace of uncertainty—he didn't want to see the scene of Kiana being shot, not at all.





"Wait! At least bring a gun with you!" Sigurd moved forward with a growl, and said, "Don't play with your own life!"





Perhaps because of being intimidated by Sigurd's growl, or because she understood the danger of what she was doing, Kiana finally turned back, intending to take the shotgun in Sigurd's hand.





However, just as she started to approach Sigurd, which is still only two or three steps away from her, and was about to squat down to take the gun, Sigurd, who was listening to the sound of footsteps of the little tuna, suddenly stretched out his hands, grabbed Kiana's trousers, and yanked her to him.





"Ah!!"





Kiana was pulled back by the white haired young man and was pressed by him to the ground, her body covered by Sigurd.





"You're promising indeed! You've learned to make your own decisions, haven't you?"





"Wooooo!"





Kiana's mouth was covered by Sigurd's palm and she couldn't say anything.





To be honest, even when Sigurd was in a rage, his strength was not beyond the scope of a child. For Kiana, who has her body enhanced to the brim with Honkai Energy, she could easily overpower him.





But seeing Sigurd's gloomy and terrifying expression, Kiana suddenly didn't dare to resist.





There is fear in her heart, but at the same time, Kiana also felt something strange in her heart, something that she had never experienced before, and if she had to comment on what’s the feeling it’s the closest to, it would be closest to happiness.





Sigurd stared at the little tuna under him, his normal human eyes made him unable to see her expression clearly in the dark. After a while, he finally let go of Kiana's mouth and said:





"Don't go there, at the very least, you need to wait a little longer, if someone is awake after all of my shots, it would be impossible to keep silent due to the toxic gas floating inside the building.”





Kiana nodded quickly, and immediately thought that Sigurd might not be able to see her nodding her white head, so she replied weakly:





"I...I understand."





Before starting his plan to purge the gang member, Sigurd had made sure to count the number of people that he had shot correctly, and also made some more backup plan in case some of the gang members are still alive, there are nothing wrong with being that after all, but even with his brilliant mind would he be able to calculate the chaotic variable known as Kiana Kaslana impulsive decision.





Of course, he could understand that Kiana was thinking about his safety. It's just that this kind of thing is not negotiable, if he said that something can’t be done, then it can't be done.





The result of neither of the white haired kids compromising on their decision was that the two of them continued to lie down on the icy and snowy ground for more than half an hour.





For Kiana, this kind of thing is something that doesn’t bother her at all, both physically or emotionally, rather, she actually becomes more energetic as the time goes on.





But for Sigurd, who had just eaten a few piece of black bread to sustain his still fragile and weak body for a whole day, waiting in the cold was nothing less than pure torture.





This kind of result was also something that Sigurd had expected priorhand, so he didn’t panic or something like that.





Therefore, when the time limit on how much his body can take was almost up, Sigurd didn't try to be brave, and let go of the little tuna under him, and after making sure that she was unhurt, he let her drag his body toward the now silent building.





In order to prevent a sneak attack, Sigurd didn't turn on the light source at all, but held a shotgun in one hand, and accompanied by Kiana, he carefully groped up and down the stairs.





After making sure that he can’t hear any sound of breathing or heartbeat on the corpse that he found around the building, Sigurd let out a sigh of relief, the feeling of something incredibly heavy on his shoulder finally gone.





After that, Sigurd signaled to Kiana who was waiting outside to come into the building, making sure to tell her to turn on the light on the building.





The wiring on the second floor seemed to have been cut off during his attack, and in the end, only the lights in the living room on the first floor were left intact, which were still able to light up the building normally.





After confirming that there are no more leftover dangerous gasses inside the building, Sigurd started to pay attention to his physical problems, so he cooked some soup with the ingredients in the house. After making sure they were all clean, he prepared some hot soup, and put them on the table.





"Kiana, Eat this, you need to eat food that gives you a lot of nutrition."





When Sigurd said this, The little tuna expression brightened immediately, her love for food made her tunnel vision so much that she is able to ignore the chaos and blood around them.





Of course, it’s only for a moment, just as Kiana started to devour the hot soup that Sigurd gave her, she finally noticed.





She looked at the corpses around her, blood was flowing all over the floor, and there were a few traces of blood splashes on the table, and even the plate in front of her had red blood stains on the side, making her start to felt suspicious about whatever there are human blood tainted her delicious soup.





Kiana (?.?): "..."





Noticing the way Kiana gazed at her plate with conflicted expression, Sigurd stopped eating the soup for a moment and then said.





"No need to worry, I have cleaned all of the plate carefully, there is no blood in it. Moreover, even if there is, it is not poisonous."





Sigurd glanced at the several corpses circling the table, and continued to drank his soup as if nothing had happened.





Just as he had told her, all of the tableware has been washed clean, and even if it is accidentally mixed with a little human blood, it is generally not poisonous, not to mention it has been heated and sterilized, so there is no danger from eating food using it.





Kiana looked at Sigurd dumbly, and said speechlessly: "The problem is not whatever it’s poisoned or not okay? and besides, do you really think i can eat normally in this situation?”





Sigurd glared at the little tuna, closed his eyes helplessly, took a deep breath, and swallowed the broth in his mouth before he then spoke.





"It's up to you, if you don't want to eat now, then you would need to eat the dry food later.”





After saying such heartless things, the white haired kid continued to eat his soup, unlike Kiana, who has a supernatural physique thanks to her Kaslana bloodline and Herrscher body, even if she didn’t eat anything for a week and more, there would be nothing bad happen to her.





He is different, his physique is already so fragile that if the temperature outside drops a more, even if only by a little, he may accidentally freeze to death. At this moment, he has been lying in the snow outside for a long time, and he has not supplemented himself with any food and water for a long amount of time, and if he does not immediately fill himself full with more calories and nutrition, something bad will definitely happen.





Feeling the coldness of his limbs and the faint tingling of his respiratory tract, Sigurd held his breath for a moment, trying to suppress all kinds of discomfort that he was feeling, and forced himself to chew and swallow the food.





Despite the many seasonings he had put into the food, the soup somehow still felt tasteless in his tongue.





After finishing his dinner, Sigurd finally felt some warmth blooming from inside his body, then after sending a signal to Kiana, he took out the two lockboxes they had found.





It was a boxy black briefcase that is often seen in movies. At first glance, it made people think that it was holding some huge amount of cash or top secret confidential documents.





Sigurd didn't get to hear the password when he was listening, but now he has a lot of tools at hand. After carefully testing the box security using the tool that he has in hand, he opened the box easily.





On Sigurd's left side, a bunch of neatly wrapped cash was sitting nicely inside a box, while on his right neat banknotes, on the right, bags of crystal particles.





"Hmm.. a beautifully carved knife, and a bunch of odorless and tasteless poison. . . .”





Sigurd looked at the items in the two boxes and mumbled to himself, then, the box containing the crystallized drug was thrown aside, and the other box, filled to the brim with cash was poured into the bag that he had brought, and then he threw the empty box aside as well.





After gesturing to Kiana to carry the cash-filled backpacks in his hand, Sigurd thought for a moment, then took out a mobile phone from a corpse with a well fashioned dress.





Fortunately, he had paid special attention to and analyzed the written language that is being used in this country when he was doing some odd business yesterday. While he didn’t dare to say that he had mastered the language, he is already good enough, as good as how a normal teenager would be.





'Fortunately, it's an old-fashioned push-button type of phone, and there are no fingerprint passwords or anything... Oh, I found it, this is the Boss' phone number. '





"Cough! Cough cough!"





Sigurd squeezed his throat, adjusted his voice, and then dialed the phone.





"Hey! It's Gart, is everything going well?"





"Ura...Ural's...Silver Wolf..."





Sigurd imitated the voice of the leader of one of the two gangs, with a feeble, painful staccato vibrating on his tone.





Then,





"Boom!"





The mobile phone was thrown under the table next to a random corpse. At the same time, Sigurd repeatedly pulled the trigger of the gun in his hand, and he shot the ground and corpse using all of the available bullets, making sure to recreate a fake fierce gun battle for the boss on the other side to hear.





Then, Sigurd winked at Kiana who was covering her mouth and making no sound.





The two quietly walked out of the house, and while closing the door, he spread some oil in and outside of the building.





After walking a few steps, Sigurd dropped a Molotov cocktail in a car by the side of the road.





Soon, both cars and the building were all engulfed in scorching flames, and there were successive explosions, and not long after, all traces about their appearance in that area would disappear alongside the corpse, being engulfed in the sea of flames.





In this way, the only information these two groups can get is the code name of the "Silver Wolf of the Urals".





"What is Ulals Silver wolf?"





While walking with her back to the explosion, the little tuna asked curiously.





"It's the silver wolf of Ural. Forget it, that's not important, just pretend you haven't heard of it."





'That's your future buddy' Sigurd said in his heart.





He didn't know if the current Bronya had already obtained this title and started to act in the dark world, but the approximate time should not be different, even if she has not yet obtained the title of the "Silver Wolf of the Urals" now, she will be soon.

















Weapons with traces of use, such as shotguns and crossbow bolts, were left in the sea of fire by Sigurd.





Sigurd asked Kiana to stuff a small wad of singapur dollar bills into the hardware store as compensation for burning both the shotgun and crossbow, and after making sure everything is paid for, Sigurd goes back to their abode and start to smash everything apart, making sure no one would ever think that there is a trace of life once living in it.





Looking at it again, this messy bridge hole full of waste is like a garbage dump, even if he didn’t smash everything inside it apart, no one would even bother to look into it.





Sigurd then steals a donkey cart. And after making sure no one was around to see them, the two white haired kid left the small town in a donkey cart.





"What a pity, the charcoal buried in the morning has not been dug out yet."





Kiana hugged her knees and pressed her body against Sigurd's, and said such words with a sad tone of voice.





"If you want to, we can try to dig the charcoal out in the far future, perhaps it can be used to make a barbecue or something, of course, provided it hasn’t been dug away by someone else first.”





"Impossible, we are leaving such obvious traces in the ground when making that hole, obviously it will definitely be dug away when we come back!"





Kiana muttered in frustration, and it was rare that she didn't pay attention to the food that he was waving in front of her, it’s probably because she hadn't recovered from the bloody scene just now.





Sigurd put away the food in his arm and asked:





"This is a surprise, did you really care so much about the charcoal?"





"Of course, that's the charcoal we personally made together! It's unique!"





Kiana pouted, and said with a tone full of sadness and melancholy.





Sigurd was speechless.





The little tuna already has a bag filled to the brim with cash, why would she still care about something as small as those charcoal?





"Go to sleep when you're tired."





Being somewhat unaware of the source of Kiana's depression. Sigurd opened his mouth and said so.





Unexpectedly, Kiana shook her head: "No, your health is too poor, If i fell asleep, what if you can't stand the cold night and pass out?"





"..."





Sigurd pride as a man made him not want to admit his inability to handle the cold, but he had to admit that Kiana's word held some merit, and unfortunately, his short legs made him unable to drive a car, therefore, he can only travel using donkey carts. And to drive a donkey cart, someone needs to be awake at all times to make sure the donkey moves in the right direction.





"Ha~"





Probably due to not sleeping and being awake all day, Sigurd couldn't help yawning, suddenly, his eyelids became heavier. Then, he looked at Kiana, who was obviously not feeling sleepy at all. In this case, perhaps it would be better if he let kiana take the reign of the donkey.





"Kiana, sit down beside me, I'll teach you how to drive a donkey cart."





"Huh? Oh, okay."





It's not difficult, even with Kiana's unique intelligence, it only took her more or less an hour to master it.





Then Sigurd, who was gradually unable to support himself to stay awake, rested at the back of the donkey cart, and Kiana controlled the donkey by herself, and went deeper into the snow mountain little by little.





...





The night passed, and the sky gradually turned white as the sun started to rise higher and higher.





Keeping Sigurd's advice in mind, Kiana started to shake the little boy using her hand after seeing the light:





"Sigurd, wake up, it's already morning."





Kiana wanted to wake Sigurd up, just like he had instructed before, but after shaking his body for a long time, she still couldn't hear Sigurd's reply.





Kiana was puzzled, stopped the donkey cart, and looked back, and saw Sigurd's small body curled up on the car board, tightly wrapped in the quilt, but his face was pale and his brows were tightly furrowed.





"Sig!"





Kiana was startled, and quickly crawled to the back of the cart, and put her hand on his forehead.





"It's hot!"





‘He has a fever!’





Kiana hurriedly searched the cardboard, where food, clothes, fuel, even pistols and bullets were piled up on the cart. But unfortunately, due to how scarce medicine was in Mond, they bought none of them along with them on this trip.





Even if there is, Kiana who has never had a cold, under the care of Siegfried who also has yet to catch a cold in this world, would not know how to use the medicine at all!





"What should I do? What should i do!! Doctor! Yes! Sigurd needs a doctor!”





"Umm.. Sig said, he said that, umm, ah yes! He said I just need to walk straight in the direction of the hill over there! No problem! Hold on Sig!!"





Kiana covered Sigurd with all the quilts she could find, and then climbed to the front to drive the donkey cart, trying to make the donkey move faster





However, the donkey cart does not have this function.





The more Kiana became anxious, the more she felt that the donkey in front of her was moving too slow. There was always the scenery fully painted with white snow in front of her, making her feel as if she hadn't moved an inch.





To make the matter worse, snowflakes began to float in the sky, making the little tuna let out some curse word that she heard some old man say when she was still traveling all alone.





“Damn it! Why now!?"





Kiana's eyes that are filled with anxiety are filled with hot tears, but no matter how much tears fall from her eyes, the donkey that is pulling the cars can’t run faster than what it is now.





She looked back and could clearly feel that Sigurd's breath was weakening, as if... as if he would die at any moment.





"Obviously...Obviously you obviously looked so powerful last night, why did this happen? Sigurd, please hold on a little longer!!"





Kiana turned back to the front, looking at the donkey who was unhurried and completely unaware of her anxiety.





"Damn it! I'll do it myself!"





Gritting her teeth, Kiana took out a big pancake from her bosom and stuffed it into her mouth, then pulled out the pistol behind the carriage and pointed it at the leash of the donkey cart.





"Bang! Bang!"





Two shots were fired, and the donkey got out of the donkey cart. Suddenly losing its weight and being startled by the gunshots, it sped up its pace a little bit and fled to the distance.





Kiana didn't pay attention to the donkey's movement, and jumped out of the driver's seat, with a pancake in her mouth, and supported the handlebar with both hands.





"Damn it... move!"





Suddenly, an unexplained force surged in her body, causing Kiana's small body to forcibly pull the heavy donkey cart, her movement that’s initially super slow suddenly got faster and faster. After taking a deep breath, the little tuna quickly galloped in the snow field.





'The mountain over there...just go towards the mountain over there...'





‘There is a lot of snow, Sigurd... Sigurd must be cold...Damn it, agh! snow in my eyes! '





Kiana took a sharp breath, bit the pancake, and accelerated her pace again, and white steam started to come out of her body.





There was only one thought in her mind now—hurry up, and hurry up.





Even the disappearance of Siegfried has never made Kiana so terrified.





Because Siegfried is very strong, Kiana knows that nothing will happen to him, and she is sure that they would be able to meet each other again, it’s just a matter of time.





But Sigurd was different, Sigurd was dying right in front of her eyes, she knew that his body was weak, she was afraid that he would lose his breath the next moment.





Kiana doesn't know many people in her life, and even those people that she knew, few of them truly care about her, one is her stinky daddy Siegfried, who is lost, and the other one is Sigurd, who she has been together with for only two days.





Now, the person who cared about her was about to die right in front of Kiana's eyes.





Kiana felt as if a hole had been dug in her heart, and there was nothing she could do.





"Aaaah!!!"





With a loud shout full of unwillingness, the pancake that she was biting fell from her mouth, and suddenly, a touch of gold quietly appeared in the beautiful blue eyes of the running Kiana.





At the same time, Siegfried, who was not too far away from Kiana, merely just ten kilometers away, seemed to have sensed something wrong, and suddenly raised his head to look in the direction of Kiana, and in an instant, he dashed to her, breaking apart the snow that are hindering his way..





...





Half a day later, at night, Kiana lifted the quilt and sat up, her head turned left and right, taking in the unfamiliar surroundings around her.





The little tuna felt very strange.





Her memory was interrupted at the moment when she was pulling the donkey cart and started galloping as hard as she could, and due to the interference of the heavy snow, she could hardly tell the direction.





When she woke up again, her body was already covered with a quilt, and under her body were neatly laid straw mats and mattresses. When she looked up, she saw that she seemed to be inside a small cave.





Kiana turned her head and saw that there was a warm bonfire not far away, and at the entrance of the cave, there was a donkey cart with all supplies parked perfectly, the only thing missing was the donkey, which had already run away earlier.





Beside the fire, the small figure of Sigurd was sitting wrapped in a thick quilt, holding some cup containing steaming water in both hands, looking at her calmly.





"Eh? Sigurd, are you alright!?"





"I guess so."





"Uh, where is this? How did we get here?"





Sigurd kept staring at the little tuna in silence for a few seconds, then he opened his mouth and said: "...Wasn’t it you who brought us here?"





The only response that Sigurd got was Kiana who tilted her head, and a series of question marks also appeared above her head.





"I guess that doesn't seem to be the case. That's right. With your unique IQ, how can you manage all of this so orderly?"





"Hey!"





Kiana jumped in agitation all of a sudden, her cheeks puffed up in indignation like a furious pufferfish.





Then, Sigurd calmed down Kiana's rage with one sentence.





"Thanks."





"Eh? Eh!!"





Kiana was shocked, she would have never expected a brat like Sigurd to say the word thank you!





Sigurd turned his head to look at the fire, not letting Kiana notice the corners of his mouth slightly raised.





"Although it was true that I was unconscious from the fever, I could actually still know what happened when you ran with the donkey cart."





"?"





"When you ran, I actually wanted to tell you that the direction you were going was wrong, but I didn't have the energy to say it out loud. yet, thank you for trying so hard to save me."





"That's! ummmm... Hehehe, Don’t think too much about it! This lady is a loyal person, of course I won't let you die in front of me!"





Kiana scratched her head with an embarrassed expression on her face, seemingly ignoring the fact that she ran in the wrong direction.





Sigurd patted the place next to him and said:





"Come over and have something to eat, after that, I need you to go out of the cave and see the weather and environment outside, so that I can determine when we need to go next."





"Hey! I just woke up and yet you asked me to go to work right after? Are you still human!?"





"When we arrive at the nearest town, I'll take you to eat all the delicious food that you want.”





"Deal! But this Is not because of the food. It’s because I'm thinking about you. After all, you're so stupid. What if you pass out again when you go out to find the surroundings?"





Kiana then walked forward to where Sigurd sat at and touched his forehead, when she realized that his temperature had gotten normal, the tension on Kiana's body began to relax.





"Yes yes yes, Lady Kiana is really benevolent, here, eat this first."





Just as Sigurd said so, he swatted away Kiana hand on his forehead and handed over the prepared soup and food to the little tuna.





"Hmph! it's like coaxing a child!"





Kiana snorted in anger, but when she felt that her stomach was empty, she didn't bother to protest with Sigurd, instead, the little girl sat down next to the boy and ate her meal in big mouthfuls. After eating and drinking enough, the girl hiccupped, patted her belly with satisfaction, her head tilted to side, her airheaded mind suddenly notice something off, and asked:





"Huh? Then how did we get here?"





"You ran in the wrong direction, so you ran deeper and deeper into the snow-capped mountains, and finally passed out due to exhaustion. Fortunately, a kind-hearted man passed by and rescued us and brought us here. But he also had something to do, so he left. Don't worry, I have already thanked him.”





"Eh? I thought you don’t know what happened to us?”





"I lied to you."





Sigurd said lightly, taking a sip of hot water.





Kiana's eyes widened immediately, her mouth was agape.





God! How could there be such a bad person in this world? She tried so hard to save him just now, she was feeling so anxious that she literally cried, but he lied to her so easily in the blink of an eye?





"Sig!"





Kiana gave Sigurd a small slap angrily on the shoulder, got up, and made a face for him:





"Meanie!! I don't want to talk to you anymore. I'll go and see what's going on outside. You can just stay here and reflect on yourself!"





"Turn around and try to see clearly. But don't go too far, if you get lost, don’t wander around and stand there and shout as loud as you can, just wait for me to come to you.”





"Do you think I'm a fool?"





"You think you are not?"





Sigurd made a surprised expression.





Kiana suddenly took a breath, feeling that the blood had rushed to her brain, her face full of indignation.





‘oh my god! I really shouldn't have saved him!’





Just when Kiana was about to explode, Sigurd suddenly laughed.





This is the first time Kiana has seen Sigurd have such a gentle and normal smile, rather than his normal blank and calculating face, his smile makes him seem more humane.





"I'm sorry. You're actually cute when you're angry. Sometimes I just can't help but want to bully you. Be safe out there. I'll wait patiently for you to come back here.”





cute……





cute?





cute!





This guy, Sigurd, actually said that she is cute! ?





"Oh...um, okay. . ."





Kiana turned around and left the cave with hurried footsteps.





On the front that Sigurd couldn't see, the white and tender little face grinned uncontrollably, and her cheeks were already flushed.





...





After Kiana left, Sigurd put down the cup in his hand, let out a sigh of relief, and suddenly turned his head toward the entrance of the cave, the young man opened his mouth and said:





"Come out, Kiana is already out."





"Took her long enough."





A deep male voice suddenly came from above, and a figure fell and landed at the entrance of the cave.





Sigurd took a closer look at the adult male. He was tall, with silver-white hair, blue eyes, a thin white windbreaker, and a pair of exquisite white pistols around his waist. The most noticeable thing is that he is missing an arm.





'It really is you, Siegfried Kaslana. '





Sigurd swirled the hot water in the cup, feeling a little surprised at the fact that the older Kaslana was still in the vicinity, but also thought it was a reasonable thing.





"Your name is Sigurd, right? How did you know I was out there?"





Siegfried patted the ice and snow all over his body with one hand, and with a lazy and unrestrained smile on his bearded face, he spoke.





Sigurd spun the cup in his hand, took a sip, and said:





"It's just a guess, I'm not sure if you are here or not, so I tried calling out to you, turn out my guess is right."





Hearing his words, Siegfried's lazy smile froze.





"Tsk! Your appearance reminds me of a very annoying guy."





‘Probably Otto’ Sigurd thought to himself. Then, he replied without changing his expression: "What a pity. Anyway, thank you for saving me, random stranger, or should I say, Mr. Siegfried Kaslana."





"Kiana even told you about me?"





"She didn’t, it’s a random guess again, and it looks like my guess is right again.”





"Hiss!"





Siegfried covered his mouth in shock, his eyes were wide in surprise.





Sigurd glanced at the older man briefly, and then said: "I think a large part of kiana's IQ can be attributed to your family education.”





"That’s impossible, I'm educating Kiana according to our Kaslana household traditions."





"Then she becomes like this because of you.”





"You-!"





"Do you want to say that it's because Kiana is born stupid?"





"Of course not! My Kiana is the most perfect!"





"Then it’s your fault.”





"..."





Siegfried scratched his head, feeling speechless. Although there seems to be no problem with the reasoning that the boy had said, but he always felt that something seems off, it's as if the kid had some problem with him.





"Yes, I have a problem with you."





‘This kid can read minds!’ Siegfried looked at Sigurd in shock, his mouth agape.





"It's not mind reading, it's just that you are very similar to Kiana, i can tell what's going on in your heart just by looking at your face."





Siegfried: "..."





"In short, judging from the situation, you should not be too far away from Kiana. So, why didn't you see her or let her go to you?" Without any change in his blank expression, Sigurd asked such a crucial question, his eyes staring straight at the older man.





Of course Sigurd knew about the plot, but even if he knew, he couldn't understand such an irresponsible approach.





Siegfried clearly knew that Kiana's real age was younger than what she appeared on the surface. Her memory only began after he rescued her from the laboratory.





Leaving such Kiana behind alone and letting her wander in this strange world, this kind of decision made Sigurd uncomfortable.





"I……"





Siegfried opened his mouth. There are a lot of things he wants to explain, but no sound comes out of his mouth, the thing that he wants to say is something that couldn’t be said.





Sigurd looked at Siegfried's distressed expression, feeling pity for the older man, he said:





"Perhaps being with Kiana will bring her danger? Or, your missing arm is related to her, and you don't know how to explain it to her without making her feel guilty?"





These two reasons given by Sigurd seemed to hit the truth, at least part of the truth, which made Siegfried change his expression and said in surprise:





"How do you know that!?"





"The former reason is a general inference that can be easily concluded with logical thinking. As for the latter reason, Kiana never said that you have a missing arm, when she talked about her missing father, she said that you are a healthy person with both of your limbs intact. In addition... Just like what I had told Kiana, I didn't completely lose consciousness at that time, so I also saw her sudden strange change in appearance."





When Sigurd was so feverish that he couldn't even make a sound in pain, for the first time, he really saw the power of Herrscher in person.





The cold wind flowed against the current, and the falling snowflakes solidified in the air, and time seemed to freeze, a fear originating from the instinct of life, made Sigurd's mind go blank, and he quickly lost his consciousness.





The next thing that his mind could comprehend was the sight of Siegfried arriving at their location just in time to give a chop to Kiana's neck, he didn’t know whether those two end up fighting or not.





"Really? So you've seen the terror of a Herrscher then, Anyway, please believe me, Kiana is a good child. She didn't want to behave like that, it’s more of a . . . curse, rather than a true or second personality, that made her end up that way.”





Siegfried walked to the bonfire, squatted down beside the little boy, and heated his hand using the flame, and while barely maintaining a smile on his face, the older Kaslana looked at the little kid next to him and said such words with almost pleading eyes.





This is Kiana's first friend in her life, in any case, Siegfried doesn't want Kiana to lose her friendship with the kid due to fear, because it's truly not her fault.





Sigurd lowered his eyes, took a sip from the cup in his hand, and said:





"I just saw it momentarily, since I passed out soon afterward, I already understand what kind of person Kiana is, so what is a Herrscher?"





"Herrschers.. that's a long and difficult story to explain. A simple explanation is that they are the enemies of humankind.”





Siegfried lit a cigarette with the fire, and let out a melancholic sigh while making some clouds using the smoke from the cigarettes..





'Where did he carry those cigarettes? His clothes are all wet with snow, how can the cigarettes remain dry? Is this a possible application of Honkai Energy? '





Sigurd had known the matter regarding the Honkai and the Herrscher from the very start, however, the knowledge that he got from are all coming from the game lore, in which he didn’t know much about, due to often skipping the dialogue of the character, hence, hearing more in depth information about the world, coming from the people who are living in the said world is a beneficial thing for him.





Therefore, Sigurd put down the cup in his hand to the side, and said:





"Tell me more about Herrscher, and about the Kiana circumstance."





"Very well, you deserve to know. No point in trying to hide things now that you've been involved, and you'll probably learn more in the future regardless. First of all, you need to know a concept called Honkai..."





Honkai, the enemy of civilization, appears in different forms from natural disasters, plagues to powerful Honkai beasts, etc., but they are all dedicated to destroying civilization, and they are undoubtedly the enemy of mankind.





Herrscher, the humanoid Honkai messenger born in the large-scale Houkai disaster, has the power to destroy the world and has the possibility of destroying civilization. It can be said to be the most dangerous Houkai threat.





In Kiana's body, the soul of the Second Herrscher who was killed more than ten years ago is sleeping... Afterwards, the older Kaslana began to talk about Kiana's life experience, the reason why the Second Herrscher is in her body, etc.





From the very beginning till the end, Siegfried hid nothing from Sigurd, disclosing everything truthfully.





Sigurd listened to the older man's tale quietly, compared and integrated the information that he knew from his past life, and found that he hadn't gained much.





While Sigurd is busy pretended to be digesting the information, Siegfried his gazed turned towards the burning bonfire, exhaled some smoke from his mouth, and continued:





"The reason why I left Kiana is almost just like what you had said. If you have something bad to say about me regarding this, then I have nothing to say. I have indeed failed miserably as a father, whether it is for the Kiana here , or to the…..."





The unfinished words made this older man, who has a somewhat free and easy going aura when he confronted Sigurd, become depressed all of a sudden.





Sigurd raised his head at this time, and said in a firm, almost commanding voice:





"Go see her. Just be casual regarding your arm, because its you, she'd probably believe it even if you told her you ate it by accident. Also, even if you have to leave, make sure to give her a hug and tell her that you love her before you do. Tell her that you have to leave due to needing to do important things, not because of her.”





"I... I-i can't…. That . . . That will only make her more worried about me."





"I'd rather have it that she would be worried than cry suddenly in the middle of the night, wondering if she had done something wrong to be abandoned by her own father.” Hearing the older Kaslana excuse, Sigurd retorted coldly.





Sigurd felt anger start to appear in his heart, he doesn’t understand why Siegfriend would choose to do such reasoning to leave her daughter behind when making such a decision is worse than leaving a ticking time bomb in your own pocket.





When Kiana knows she's just a clone, when she knows she's not his real daughter, when she knows her life is nothing more than an entertainment, does he truly not know what kind of harm his abandonment would do to the tuna? Does he really not know how much harm he caused?





At that time, Kiana's former self-doubt will be pushed to reality, the longing will turn into despair, and the small shadow that has accumulated for many years will instantly expand into the boundless darkness covering her entire mind - for someone as affectionate as Kiana, that kind of experience is undoubtedly hell.





Under Sigurd's stern gaze, Siegfried opened his mouth, but couldn't say anything. After a while, despite feeling full of guilt and helplessness, Siegfried said dejectedly:





"I-!. . . I can’t do it. . . "





"..."





Sigurd turned his head away from the older male and stopped talking.





Sigurd knew he couldn't force Siegfried. Being able to question Siegfried while having the upper hand is because of Siegfried's own down-to-earth character, and secondly because of his relationship with Kiana.





However, Sigurd couldn't force Siegfried, he was a little weak even standing up now, so what could he use to force Siegfried?





What's more, Sigurd doesn't fully know what Siegfried has experienced and what he has undertaken. Even if he wanted to persuade the older man, he didn't know what he needed to say nor do to successfully persuade him.





"Anyway, I apologize for forcing this into you, but please, please take care of my daughter Kiana from now on."





Siegfried scratched his head dejectedly, and said apologetically.





Sigurd looked at the fire and said expressionlessly:





"Look at my age and physical condition, do you think I have the ability to protect her? Besides, even you, her own father, can be so cruel to abandon your own daughter. Why should I mix myself up into the mess that is Honkai and Herrscher just for Kiana, whom I just met for two days?”





"Young man, I may not be smart, but I still have a good eye for people. I have been paying attention to you in these past two days, including when you killed those people and when you both withdrew from the town last night, otherwise it would be impossible for me to come out in time to stop Kiana from turning. In short, my intuition tells me that you are quite reliable, and you are also not a timid person. I believe you can help Kiana. Also, in fact, I'm sorry, but even if I leave you alone for now, it’s already too late…”





Siegfried said quietly, the expression on his face was dead serious, making Sigurd, who was originally calm and composed, froze.
























    "So, did you try to save me after seeing me burning with a fever and losing my consciousness, or did you just watch from a distance without coming to help?"



    



    "Cough! I wasn't paying close attention to you at that time, so I couldn't notice all the details! Anyway, give me your hand."



    



    Hearing Sigurd's reproachful tone, Siegfried scratched his head awkwardly.



    



    Without hesitation, Sigurd extended his hand.



    



    Their hands, one big and one small, clasped together.



    



    Then, a circuit-like pattern on Sigurd's hand back lit up, emitting a strange peach-colored glow that extended from the back of his hand to his arm.



    



    Sigurd lifted his collar and saw that the glowing pattern extended past his heart, covering more than half of his body.



    



    "What is this?"



    



    Sigurd's face darkened as a sense of unease surged within him.



    



    "It's the pattern caused by the Honkai erosion."



    



    Siegfried replied.



    



    The expected answer caused a complex expression to appear on Sigurd's face. He retracted his hand, looking at the disappeared pattern, and thoughtfully said:



    



    "Is it because of Kiana?"



    



    "That wasn't her intention. She was so worried about your health that she lost control of her mind, and the power of the Herrscher took advantage of that. Essentially, it was an extremely concentrated torrent of Honkai Energy, and you were practically at the center of the outbreak. If you want to be angry, you can hit my face a couple of times, but please don't blame Kiana. She absolutely has no intention to harm you."



    



    Siegfried said apologetically. In fact, this was the real reason he appeared—to explain the situation to Sigurd and guide the outcome in a direction that wouldn't cause too much harm to Kiana before things took a turn for the worst.



    



    Sigurd put down his hand and lowered his gaze, saying:



    



    "I won't blame Kiana for this, you can rest assured. But you have to tell me, what is my current condition?"



    



    "Of course. Actually, although this was an unintentional mistake on Kiana's part, it turned out to be a blessing in disguise. For over 99% of ordinary people, being corrupted by Honkai is a deadly poison. Even a slight contact with this energy can take their lives. And the remaining less than 1% of people who can survive Honkai erosion are mostly women. In other words, men with resistance to Honkai Energy are truly one in a million."



    



    At this point, Siegfried paused for a moment and pointed to himself, saying:



    



    "The Kaslana family is an exception, don't count me in. Even as someone who has dealt with Honkai Energy since birth, I have only encountered two men who can adapt to it in my lifetime: one is a person who has lived for 500 years, I don't even know if he's human; the other is a Herrscher with human characteristics, who is actually not human. Speaking in this way, you are the only man I have ever met with resistance to Honkai Energy."



    



    "Do you understand how rare that is?"



    



    Sigurd nodded. Indeed, Otto and Welt Yang couldn't be reasoned with using common sense. Throughout the entire story of Honkai Impact 3rd, men with compatibility to the Honkai Energy like Adam, the protagonist of the future world, were indeed a rare breed.



    



    Siegfried sighed and continued:



    



    "For ordinary people, Honkai Energy is a deadly poison, but for those with resistance, within their tolerance limits, Honkai Energy is a miraculous power. It can strengthen the fragile human body and bring unimaginable strength. In other words, those who can wield Honkai Energy are considered superhumans in the eyes of ordinary people."



    



    "At that time, you were seriously ill, unable to find medicine or treatment, and were also affected by the collision between me and the power of the Herrscher. By all accounts, you were practically destined to die. However, Kiana's eruption of Honkai Energy entered your body, and because you have resistance to Honkai Energy, that energy happened to strengthen your body, curing your illness and allowing you to survive unscathed in that impact."



    



    "This is your fortune, and also Kiana's fortune. Otherwise, I don't know how Kiana would face the fact that her actions took away a friend's life... Ah, sorry, it seems like I've been speaking on behalf of Kiana all this time."



    



    As he said this, Siegfried suddenly realized that, although he was discussing Sigurd's situation, it was actually Sigurd who was endangered and affected by the situation, yet he had been focused on speaking favorably for Kiana the whole time.



    



    Sigurd shook his head and said:



    



    "I understand. It's only natural for a father to prioritize his daughter. Continue, what will happen to me afterward? You've been emphasizing the danger of Honkai Energy, so I assume this gift doesn't come without a price?"



    



    Siegfried breathed a sigh of relief and continued:



    



    "There is, of course, a price. After all, Honkai Energy is fundamentally incompatible with life. Even the Kaslana family, known for having absolute resistance to Honkai Energy, has had many family heads who died prematurely due to excessive use of Honkai Energy. Like my own arm, it's one such example."



    



    "In short, when it comes to Honkai Energy, it's best to avoid using it if possible. If you must use it, the shorter the duration and the smaller the amount, the better. But even if you can achieve that, I can't guarantee that you will live to a ripe old age. For the majority of people who use Honkai Energy, especially those who use it in combat, the concept of dying to old age doesn't exist. There are too many admirable people whose lives, like flowers, withered before they could truly flourish, all for the sake of protecting this world."



    



    "Retirement life? Ha, even I never had any fantasies about that kind of thing!"



    



    Once again, with a cigarette in hand, the bonfire lit up, and Siegfried sighed deeply, a mix of melancholy and nostalgia. Was he reminiscing about the Valkyries who used to smile like flowers but never returned after a mission?



    



    Amongst these memories, the heaviest and most life-altering for Siegfried was undoubtedly his lifelong love, Cecilia, who died right before his eyes.



    



    "Anyway, my advice is to control yourself and never use the power of Honkai. The awakened power within you will take away your life."



    



    Siegfried's warning made Sigurd dismiss the fire and look up, saying:



    



    "You just told me to take care of Kiana a moment ago. Now it sounds like you're urging me to leave her as soon as possible. After all, it seems like being with her is the same as living in the most dangerous place on the planet."



    



    "..."



    



    Siegfried remained silent, flicked the cigarette butt into the fire, stood up, and said:



    



    "Who knows? I believe what I've seen with my own eyes, and I believe in Kiana's choices. So I hope you can take care of her, but considering your own life... Ha, of course, you have to make your own choices in life! That's my advice as an adult. Alright, Kiana is coming back, I'm leaving. Please don't tell her I was here, I'm counting on you."



    



    Siegfried walked out of the cave gracefully and quickly disappeared into the night.



    



    Just as he said, not long after, Kiana, who was snacking on a snowball, returned to the cave, her short legs carrying her.



    



    "Sig! I'm back!"



    



    Kiana cheerfully called out, her youthful and tender voice full of carefreeness.



    



    "Oh, welcome."



    



    Sigurd, still wrapped in a blanket, replied without looking up.



    



    Kiana dropped the snowball, which had been bitten halfway, and came to the bonfire, warming her hands, and said:



    



    "Don't be so down, smile more!"



    



    "I don't feel like smiling. What's the environment outside? Can you see any buildings or smoke?"



    



    "There's nothing-"



    



    As soon as she said a few words, Kiana suddenly wrinkled her nose.



    



    "Sniff! Sniff!"



    



    "Wait a minute! This smell... is it Dad's scent? Did smelly Dad live in this cave before?"



    



    Kiana's eyes sparkled with excitement as she spoke.



    



    Sigurd opened his mouth, hesitating between telling her the truth that "your dad was just here but didn't want to see you" and concealing the facts. Finally, he said:



    



    "Does your dad smoke?"



    



    "Yes, how did you know?"



    



    "The kind-hearted uncle who saved us just came to check on us. He left just now, so what you're smelling is probably the scent he left behind."



    



    "But it really smells the same!"



    



    "There are only a few popular cigarette brands in this vast land of Europe. It's normal for two old smokers to smoke the same brand of cigarettes."



    



    "I see..."



    



    Kiana sat down in disappointment, pouting and lowering her head. Tears shimmered in her eyes, unable to be controlled.



    



    "I thought I found a clue. Smelly Dad, where did you go?"



    



    Sigurd also lowered his head, not letting Kiana notice his complex expression.



    



    'Sorry, Kiana.' Sigurd silently said in his heart.



    



    Sigurd couldn't explain why her father deliberately avoided her, even though he was so close. It was a hurtful situation no matter how he tried to justify it. He was afraid that Kiana would interpret it as being her father abandoning her.



    



    Moreover, if Sigurd were to mention his own situation, Kiana would undoubtedly dig deeper into this matter and question him. It would be difficult to deceive her.



    



    Lastly, there was Siegfried own will to consider.



    



    What a troublesome situation! It was difficult to talk about many things in front of a tearful little girl.



    



    Perhaps it would be better to explain everything to her when she grew a little older and stronger- Wait a minute! Why did I already assume that I would accompany her as she grew up?



    



    Sigurd stroked his chin, deep in thought.



    



    It was destined to be dangerous by Kiana's side, not to mention the uncertainty of the Herrscher. If their bond continued to deepen, they would definitely fall into Otto's "awakening the Herrscher's humanity with love" ridiculous plan, and it would be too late to leave by then.



    



    For safety reasons, it would be best to part ways with Kiana when they reached the next town. After all, Sigurd was keeping an eye on her from behind, and Otto would surely secretly monitor Kiana's safety. Moreover, Kiana herself had the ultimate safeguard of the Herrscher of the Void, so she shouldn't be in any danger, right?



    



    "Sigurd, I'm hungry."



    



    "But you just ate."



    



    "This young lady went out to investigate in the dark and cold. It consumes a lot of energy! Hurry up and make me food!"



    



    "... Am I your servant?"



    



    "Aren't you?"



    



    Kiana blinked her innocent and naive eyes and naturally retorted.



    



    Then she had her cheeks pinched by Sigurd.



    



    With her soft and chubby baby face, it felt great and was perfect for pinching and twisting.



    



    "Waaahhhh!!!"

  
    In a cave in the snowy mountains at night, Sigurd brought a bowl of noodle soup with beaten eggs and diced ham and placed it in front of Kiana.



    



    "Here, eat."



    



    The boy looked at her with a cold and disdainful gaze, as if looking at trash, and said maliciously.



    



    Rubbing her reddened cheeks, Kiana, who had been staring at Sigurd with teary eyes one moment and then showed a flattering smile the next, accepted the bowl of noodles with a face-licking expression.



    



    "Thank you, Sigurd! Sigurd is so nice!"



    



    Slurp!



    



    That was the sound of happily eating noodles—using a fork designed for children. It was perfectly normal for Westerners not to use chopsticks.



    



    Seeing Kiana obediently eating the noodles, Sigurd turned his head and continued to think about what he was considering earlier.



    



    Right, in the previous chapter's ending, I was thinking about leaving Kiana...



    



    "Sigurd, I'm done. Give me another bowl!"



    



    Sigurd's face turned gloomy as he turned around.



    



    He saw the silver-haired girl with greasy lips holding an empty bowl that was clean and without a single drop of soup left. She stared at him with her blue eyes, filled with "delicious" and "want more."



    



    "Serve it yourself. If you can't wait, you can just take the pot."



    



    "Oh my! Sigurd, what are you saying? I'm a lady, I won't do something so impolite... Give me a cloth, this pot is a bit hot, I'll pick it up directly and burn my hand."



    



    Looking at the pair of chubby hands reaching out in front of him, Sigurd took a deep breath, lowered his head, and revealed a kind smile.



    



    Instead of handing her a cloth, he offered a pair of dead fish eyes filled with danger and darkness.



    



    And then he grabbed those chubby little hands.



    



    "Come on, it's actually not hot. Who needs a cloth? Just pick it up. What? You don't believe me? It's fine, I'll show you personally."



    



    Sigurd said in a very friendly manner, matching those malicious dead fish eyes, resembling a scene from a horror movie with a deranged killer.



    



    Kiana immediately broke out in a cold sweat but still tried to maintain her composure.



    



    "Sigurd! Calm down, just calm down! Don't do anything crazy, I'm not someone you can easily bully... Ah! Stop it, stop it! It's getting too close! That place is off-limits! I'm sorry! I'm sorry, isn't that enough!?"



    



    In the split second before he was about to place those chubby little hands onto the pot, Sigurd stopped.



    



    "What did you do wrong?"



    



    "I- I- It's- it's- Bougainvillea Island-"



    



    "Don't act cute."



    



    "Oh."



    



    Sigurd let go of Kiana's hands, picked up a bowl, served the noodles, and handed it to Kiana.



    



    Then, in the relieved expression on Kiana's face, Sigurd spoke slowly.



    



    "First, you did wrong by disturbing my thoughts. It's not just for me, but for anyone who is seriously working, it is impolite to disturb them. Try to avoid doing it, understand?"



    



    "I understand, I know."



    



    "You answer so readily, are you just placating me?"



    



    "No, no, I'm really listening attentively!"



    



    Kiana held the bowl and defended herself with her head held high.



    



    Sigurd stared at her for a moment and continued.



    



    "I'll assume you're really listening. Second, it's impolite to wolf down your food. Broadly speaking, any behavior that lacks restraint and is excessively indulgent is an uncivilized act. I know modern people often talk about liberating their nature, freedom of personality, and all that, but nature and freedom are different from having manners."



    



    In Kiana's half-understanding and bewildered expression, Sigurd took out a clean cloth and wiped away the grease from the corners of her mouth. Then he continued.



    



    "In our lives, we come into contact with a great many people, and only a few can truly understand and accept us. This applies to everyone. The way strangers look at you and treat you depends on your image. And your image comes half from your appearance and half from your manners."



    



    "I believe you will be outstanding in appearance, now and in the future. But manners come from restraining your words and actions in front of strangers, even those you dislike. It sounds easy but is difficult to practice. But I hope you can do it because good manners are essential to becoming... well, forget it. Just remember not to go straight for the pot when eating."



    



    Kiana's eyes began to spin, clearly indicating that she didn't quite grasp the deeper teachings and cultivation. Sigurd realized his temple was throbbing, a sensation akin to playing the zither for cows.



    



    Considering that Kiana had already shouldered many burdens, perhaps it was more important for her to live wilfully, freely, and happily.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    Watching Kiana blissfully enjoy her noodles, completely engrossed in the meal, Sigurd let out a soft sigh. Well, let it be. We have a long way to go, and I'll figure out how to educate her later.



    



    Slurp!



    



    "So delicious!"



    



    Using two words that give him a strong sense of déjà vu as her closing remark, Kiana patted her slightly bulging belly, her face glowing with happiness.



    



    Sigurd threw the bowl and fork into the pot, covered them with snow, and placed them back on the fire to boil away the greasiness.



    



    Then he patted Kiana's head, signaling her to stay alert, and said:



    



    "I haven't asked how you're feeling now, if there's any discomfort anywhere?"



    



    "I feel great, actually. I think I even have a bit more strength, but it's probably just my imagination, right?"



    



    Kiana replied with a cheerful smile.



    



    But Sigurd felt that it might not be an illusion. Perhaps the active Honkai energy had also strengthened Kiana's young body. However, his understanding of Honkai energy was still in a stage of unfamiliarity, so he couldn't determine whether this change was good or bad.



    



    Sigurd pushed that thought to the back of his mind and asked, "So, what did your investigation reveal? Did you find any signs of human presence? Or did you see any other notable landmarks?"



    



    "No- Oh! Well, if you insist, there were some strange-looking mountains in that direction. They seemed like they had been blasted apart by some kind of cannon, with peculiar shapes."



    



    "Which means, there wasn't much to find. It's a bit troublesome because if we can't find any signs, it's hard to determine the direction to proceed."



    



    Sigurd muttered to himself, knowing deep down that those strange mountains might not be as strange as they appeared. They could have been destroyed by either Kiana or Siegfried.



    



    Honkai energy truly was a miraculous and dangerous power.



    



    However, if that was the case, at least they hadn't strayed too far from their original path. Finding the correct direction to go shouldn't be too difficult. Plus, Sigurd had prepared enough supplies, so he didn't need to worry too much about getting lost or running out of provisions.



    



    Just then, Kiana suddenly looked at him with a puzzled expression.



    



    "Huh? Since that uncle who saved us has been here, why didn't you ask him for directions?"



    



    Sigurd leaned back, looking up at the sky.



    



    Indeed, how could he forget to ask Siegfried for directions?



    



    "I forgot."



    



    Sigurd replied honestly.



    



    Kiana clapped her hands and laughed, saying, "You called me a dumbass, but it seems like you're the dumbass here!"



    



    "...Go to sleep."



    



    Sigurd had no words to retort, so he simply said those two words.



    



    As for Kiana's teasing, well, it was indeed his mistake, so let her laugh.



    



    Kiana seemed to have a different opinion about Sigurd's suggestion. She bent her legs and hugged her knees, tilting her head to look at Sigurd, and said, "I just woke up, I don't want to sleep. What should we do?"



    



    "...Actually, I'm not sleepy either."



    



    After Siegfried's reminder, Sigurd understood that his clear-mindedness wasn't just a result of the fever subsiding. It was the result of Honkai energy strengthening his body.



    



    In the few days since their arrival, this was the time when his physical and mental state was at its best, with no signs of drowsiness.

  
    "Heee~~Then, how about we just have a chat instead?"



    



    Kiana rested her head on her knees, wearing a sweet and innocent smile. Her pair of watery blue eyes shimmered with a beautiful radiance in the glow of the fire, evoking imaginative thoughts.



    



    Sigurd paused for a moment, then pulled open a corner of his blanket, gesturing for Kiana to crawl inside.



    



    Kiana blinked and crawled over, wrapping herself in the blanket.



    



    The two of them cuddled close together, and Sigurd felt a chill at first, but it quickly dissipated by the warmth emanating from both of them. The entire blanket was filled with a cozy and comfortable feeling.



    



    "So warm (>▽<>)"



    



    Kiana squinted her eyes like a little cat and made a cute purring sound.



    



    Sigurd couldn't help but slightly curl up his lips and said, "What do you want to talk about?"



    



    "Well, there are so many things! For example, Sig, did you have any family left, where did you live, anyone you miss, what do you like, and what do you want to do in the future, and so on."



    



    "Why do you want to know so much? We've only known each other for two days, right?"



    



    "Sig, you big dummy!"



    



    Kiana bumped her head against Sigurd's, seemingly a bit angry as her cheeks puffed up, and said, "The length of time doesn't matter! We're friends, and friends should get to know each other better!"



    



    Sigurd touched his forehead where he was bumped and felt a slight pain, but his mood inexplicably improved.



    



    "I don't have any family left. I used to... live in a very distant place. There's no one I miss, and I can't quite say what I like. As for what I want to do in the future, I guess it's just to live peacefully without too many worries."



    



    "Umu~~~ is that all?"



    



    "How much more do you want me to say?"



    



    "Fine, I guess it's normal for you to have limited experiences if you're about the same age as me. As for me, I'm a bit better off than you, at least I have a smelly old dad who went missing. But it seems like I had a sickness before, and I've forgotten all my childhood memories. I don't know where I lived before, who my family and friends were, I don't know any of it."



    



    Kiana's face showed a look of disappointment, but she quickly cheered up and continued, saying:



    



    "Now the only family I know is my annoying old man, and I miss him a lot. The thing I want to do the most is to find him as soon as possible. As for the things I like...



    



    "Cake or snacks?"



    



    Sigurd suddenly asked.



    



    Not realizing the interruption, Kiana replied:



    



    "I like both-No, wait! What do you take me for? My favorite thing is fighting for justice, so in the future, I will definitely become a great hero of justice and protect the weak! Just you wait and see!"



    



    Kiana raised her head, curled her lips, and her face, illuminated by the flickering flames, was filled with pride and satisfaction.



    



    Sigurd looked at her intently, feeling as if something inside him had been touched, unwilling to look away.



    



    After a while, Sigurd spoke slowly:



    



    "A Hero of Justice, huh? That's a good dream. I happen to know a story about a man who dream to be hero of justice, would you like to hear it?"



    



    "Of course, tell me."



    



    "The story begins in a peaceful city called Fuyuki, where a Holy Grail War took place..."



    



    As the night grew deeper, Sigurd told the story of the ordinary hero using the framework and settings of the Holy Grail War, partially copying and modifying it.



    



    At first, Kiana was captivated by the imaginative setting and captivating opening. Her sparkling eyes were full of anticipation. But gradually, her spirit involuntarily grew weary.



    



    After all, she had just been affected by the consciousness of the Honkai Impact, so it was normal to feel tired.



    



    Finally, in the gradually lowering voice of Sigurd's storytelling, Kiana leaned against his shoulder and fell asleep, emitting the peaceful sound of a little girl's breath.



    



    Sigurd silently looked at her for a while, then pulled the blanket and tightly covered her, protecting the warmth inside. He closed his eyes and gradually cleared his mind.



    



    ...



    



    The next morning, the sky cleared up.



    



    Under the azure sky, only a few floating clouds leisurely passed by. In the snow-covered mountains of winter, the sunlight finally appeared after a long absence, casting its rays.



    



    One couldn't expect the warmth from the sunlight in this season, but it did improve one's mood.



    



    "Waa~! It's sunlight! The snowy mountains are so beautiful!"



    



    Kiana raised her hands high and ran freely in the snow, as if she could take flight. She was full of innocence and joy.



    



    Even the strict Sigurd didn't want to disturb Kiana's happiness in this situation.



    



    When Kiana had finished running enough and returned to the entrance of the cave with a flushed face, Sigurd had already packed up the donkey-less cart.



    



    Two reins were placed at the front as a means of traction. Up the hill, they could be pulled, and down the hill, they could be used to slow down. The cart was wrapped in a bundle of various supplies and tied with canvas. Hidden along the edge of the canvas were pistols loaded with bullets, ready to be drawn out for self-defense if any danger arose.



    



    Sigurd lifted a corner of the canvas to show Kiana where the weapons were, then patted the snowflakes off her and said:



    



    "It's time for us to leave."



    



    "Do you know where we need to go to?"



    



    "I have a general idea, it's close enough. Just follow me."



    



    "Okay, then get on the cart."



    



    Kiana picked up the two reins, holding one in each hand, as if she were about to demonstrate the strength of a strongwoman pulling the cart alone.



    



    Sigurd was taken aback.



    



    "You want to pull it yourself?"



    



    "What else? Sig, your body is so weak, what if you have a fever again on the way? Don't worry, I'm very strong, this weight is nothing. Hurry up and get on!"



    



    Sigurd shook his head speechlessly and took one of the reins from Kiana's hand, saying:



    



    "My intention in having two reins was for each of us to pull one."



    



    "No, no! In this icy and snowy place, if you have a fever again, it really is dangerous! Trust me, this lady is very strong, this weight is nothing. You should just get on!"



    



    Faced with Kiana's persistence, Sigurd sighed and wondered how to bypass the topic of his sudden recovery and explain the situation. He decided to change the angle and said.



    



    "According to my calculations, if we both work together and make an effort, we should be able to reach the designated town before it gets dark. There, we can find a warm inn and professional doctors, which would be the best option. If you go alone, the speed will definitely slow down, and we'll have to spend the night in the snowy mountains. In my opinion, that situation poses a higher risk."



    



    "Is that so? Well, then, you mustn't push yourself. If you're feeling unwell, you have to let me know. I'll do my best and rely on myself to reach the town on time."



    



    Kiana had no doubts and completely believed Sigurd's words.



    



    Sigurd rubbed his nose and looked up at the sky.



    



    Somehow, even though he had smoothly made it through, Kiana's trusting attitude filled him with a sense of guilt.



    



    Kiana, on the other hand, didn't notice Sigurd's strange behavior. She continued to wrap the rope around her hand and chattered on, saying, "If you knew it would be like this, you should have called me back earlier. We could have set off earlier and arrived at our destination before it got dark."



    



    "You're right. I'll keep that in mind next time. Let's get going."



    



    "Sig, are you really okay?"



    



    "I've rested well, and my stamina is replenished, I think I'm stronger than before. let's just go."



    



    To prepare Kiana for his sudden increase in strength, Sigurd gave her a heads-up.



    



    He had already tested it out and found that his grip strength had increased by at least six times, and his jumping power had improved by more than four times. Other aspects were difficult to quantify, and he couldn't test them at the moment. Overall, his physical fitness now exceeded that of a healthy adult male.



    



    As for Kiana, she could probably easily defeat a bodybuilder in an arm-wrestling match, which made him question the extent of muscles and the meaning of life.



    



    "Before we set off, put these on."



    



    "Huh? Sunglasses? Did you prepare these too?"



    



    "The snowy mountain that glistered with light looks beautiful from a distance. But when you're actually there, the sunlight refracts irregularly through the ice and snow, making the light intensity high and unstable along the way. It puts a great strain on the eyes. It may look pretty now, but without sunglasses, you'll have blurred vision later."



    



    "Wow~ Sig, you thought of something that others wouldn't think of! And they're even small-sized sunglasses. Impressive!"



    



    Kiana gave a thumbs-up and happily put on the glasses.



    



    Afterward, the two of them pulled the thick rope and stepped on the ice and snow, embarking on their journey.

  
    Uluru Town was a residential area adjacent to the port city, with a strong sense of community and well-developed infrastructure. It had everything needed for daily life.



    



    Despite being only a day or two away, Uluru Town and Mondstadt Town, separated by several mountains, had completely different landscapes.



    



    Sigurd and Kiana arrived at dusk.



    



    Before entering the town, Sigurd and Kiana changed into clean clothes and each carried a backpack with necessary items. The donkey cart and the remaining supplies for emergencies in the snowy mountains were all hidden in the white woods on the outskirts.



    



    Traveling light would attract less attention.



    



    "Sigurd, where should we go first?"



    



    "Let's take care of food and accommodation first, and then get a map."



    



    Sigurd observed the surroundings on the street and casually replied to Kiana's question.



    



    Kiana's big, bright eyes darted around. Rarely had she seen such a town with a strong cultural atmosphere, and she couldn't wait to explore everything.



    



    "There must be lots of delicious food!"



    



    Kiana unconsciously licked her lips.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her and didn't even need to ask to know what Kiana was thinking.



    



    I envy her carefree and straightforward way of thinking. As for Sigurd himself, he was worried about not having any identification documents for the two of them. He didn't know how strict the hotels in this town were about checking the guests' identities.



    



    Half an hour later, Sigurd sat on the couch in the inn, listening to Kiana happily bouncing on the bed in the bedroom, and fell into silence.



    



    "Well, although the living standards are completely different, being so close to Mondstadt Town and belonging to the same jurisdiction, in terms of government management, they should be similar."



    



    Speaking of which, the relatively modern living environment of Uluru Town was only because it benefited from the nearby port city. Many urban workers settled here, and that was all.



    



    Therefore, when they checked into the inn, apart from the curiosity about how two children were staying alone in a hotel, the reception didn't pay any extra attention and just took the money and gave them the key.



    



    "Uaaa~~! This bed is amazing, it's so soft and not smelly! I can finally have a good night's sleep!"



    



    "Don't you sleep well everywhere?"



    



    "What are you talking about? The quality of the bed is closely related to the quality of sleep. Tonight, I'm going to make up for the sleep I didn't get before!"



    



    Kiana said something inexplicable and couldn't help but laugh.



    



    Sigurd couldn't help but admire her carefree attitude.



    



    "Sig! I noticed something!"



    



    While Sigurd was lost in thought, barefooted Kiana suddenly approached him, looking serious.



    



    They were very close, and Kiana's breath made Sigurd feel a strange warmth on his face.



    



    Sigurd maintained his expression and slightly leaned back, creating some distance, and said, "What's the problem?"



    



    "We forgot to bring that stack of dollar bills. We don't have much money left now!"



    



    "... "



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes.



    



    "I thought you found something important. Is that it? Do you really think that currency from the other side of the ocean can be used normally here? Even if it can, do you think it's not conspicuous to use dollar bills in this town, which is so close to where we just killed those bad guys a couple of days ago?"



    



    Kiana blinked her eyes and hit the palm of her hand.



    



    "You intentionally didn't bring it, huh?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "But..."



    



    Kiana took out a small stack of new coins from her own backpack, fanned it out like an accordion, and waved it in front of Sigurd, saying, "You paid for the room, and now we only have this left! It's not much, really not much!"



    



    "That's not something you need to worry about. I'll figure it out."



    



    Sigurd replied calmly.



    



    The local currency they obtained from those dead people wasn't much, but it wasn't too little either. They paid for ten days of accommodation, and with the money Kiana had, it would be enough for their living expenses.



    



    Sigurd was confident that he could find a way to use those dollar bills normally within the next ten days.



    



    "But what if it gets stolen when we leave it outside?"



    



    "Then we'll earn more."



    



    Sigurd answered nonchalantly, as if saying, "That little amount of money is nothing!"



    



    To be honest, with his superhuman abilities and even the power of Honkai, money was not a problem that Sigurd needed to worry about.



    



    Kiana: "What are you talking about?"



    



    After solving the issue, Kiana put her money back in her backpack and suddenly remembered something. She grabbed Sigurd's hand and said, "By the way, Sigurd, let's take a shower. Can you wash my hair for me?"



    



    "Didn't I tell you that you Shouldn't. Get. Undressed. In. Front. Of. Boys!?!"



    



    With emphasis on each word, Sigurd already grabbed Kiana's soft little face.



    



    "Ouch! It hurts! Let go, let go!"



    



    "Remember it well!"



    



    "Ouch!"



    



    Five minutes later, Kiana sat on the floor in a kneeling position, her head bowed, silently shedding tears.



    



    Sigurd raised his leg, maintaining a calm expression on his face but hesitating internally—did he go too far? When he thought about it carefully, she had only been in this world for a few years. Being too strict might not be a good thing, right?



    



    Sob



    



    Sob



    



    "Alright, stop crying. Tomorrow, I'll help you find the best cake here."



    



    "Is this about cake? We're friends, aren't we? It's just washing my hair, it won't hurt! Sig! Why—Why are you so mean to me?"



    



    The girl spoke with her head down.



    



    However, Sigurd keenly sensed that something was off. He reached out and lifted Kiana's head, catching her off guard.



    



    Sure enough, there were no tears, but she was even chuckling.



    



    "You're quite the actor, pretending to cry and ask for compensation from me?"



    



    "Well–um—you can't break your promise about the cake!"



    



    Smack!



    



    Sigurd gently tapped Kiana's little head and sighed.



    



    "Fine, go take a shower yourself."



    



    "Can't you help me wash my hair? It's too long, and it's such a hassle to do it myself!"



    



    "Then cut it."



    



    "If I cut it, I won't look pretty!"



    



    "... Why are you so troublesome?"



    



    "Sig, you big idiot! You won't be able to find a wife like this in the future!"



    



    Kiana made a silly face and then ran into the bathroom, making pitter-patter sounds.



    



    Sigurd sat there, shaking his head helplessly.



    



    Half an hour later, a little girl with damp hair, wearing an overly large bathrobe, dragged half of the robe on the floor, holding a towel, and came to Sigurd.



    



    "Here, dry my hair."



    



    "You can do it yourself... never mind, you really can't do it well."



    



    Ignoring the large patch of white revealed by the bathrobe, Sigurd shook his head and resignedly started drying Kiana's hair.



    



    After traveling to the Honkai Impact 3 world, the first thing he had to do was take care of a mischievous and simple-minded little girl. This kind of travel...



    



    "Achoo!"



    



    Seemingly tickled by her own hair, Kiana suddenly sneezed and instinctively shook her head like a freshly bathed puppy.



    



    "Don't move, sit still!"



    



    Sigurd quickly held her down, continuing his work of drying her hair.



    



    This kind of travel, well, it's not bad.



    



    Sigurd worked diligently, and amidst his helplessness, he didn't realize that the corners of his mouth had quietly curved upward.

  
    

    
















Chapter 9: Kidnaping





The next day.





As agreed, Sigurd bought a small cake from the most famous cake shop in the town for Kiana. Then he led her to a forbidden place, a place forbidden for minors according to common knowledge.





An internet cafe





Kiana threw the empty cake box into the trash can at the entrance of the internet cafe.





She asked, "Internet cafe? Why are we coming to a place like this? Do you want to go online?"





Sigurd handed her a tissue.





"Yes. Also, wipe your mouth."





Kiana obediently wiped the cream off her mouth. She watched as Sigurd paid and rented two computers. Then, following the owner's instructions, the two of them entered the internet cafe.





"The internet is a virtual world that gathers various information from the real world, bringing together the knowledge that measures the entire real world and possessing the power to manipulate it."





As they walked, Sigurd explained to Kiana.





The current year was 2012, and excluding organizations like Anti-Entropy and World Serpent, the world's technological development level was roughly similar to his original world. The Internet's popularity was not low, but it was far from being as developed as Sigurd remembered.





Even so, there were already many things that could be done through the Internet.





Kiana's expression was one of confusion.





Her apparent age was 12, but in reality, she had only been in contact with this world for a little over three years. It was already good enough that she knew the concepts of computers and the Internet. How could she truly understand the power of the Internet?





"Do you know how to use a computer?"





"Well, I've seen it but never used it."





"What about reading?"





"Just a little, I understand a little."





Kiana smiled awkwardly and made a gesture with her hand indicating "a little."





Kiana had a showy personality, and she didn't understand modesty. So this gesture definitely didn't mean "the universe at my fingertips." Her "a little" was truly just "a little," maybe even less than what most people would consider "a little."





"It doesn't matter, take your time to figure it out."





As long as she patiently passed the time next to him, Sigurd didn't expect her to be of much help.





They sat down, turned on the computers, and on the surface of the desktop, there was a language that Sigurd had already grasped a rough understanding of.





Sigurd held the mouse and the first step was to learn the input method, then he started learning the operating system's logic.





About an hour passed.





After an hour, Sigurd reviewed and thoroughly understood the underlying logic of the operating system, mastering almost all the functions that the desktop system could achieve, including many functions that ordinary people might not encounter in their entire lives.





Sigurd leaned back and stretched his waist.





Understanding it was not difficult, but it required concentration and focus. He was a bit tired.





He glanced at the neighboring computer where Kiana had a chat window open.





'Not bad!'





Sigurd thought to himself.





The chat platform was already on the desktop, indicating that its popularity was quite good.





Kiana, at this moment, was biting her lower lip, her chubby little hands clumsily typing on the keyboard, very slow but very focused.





Sigurd didn't want to disturb her, so he got up and bought two drinks at the front desk.





One bottle of mineral water and one bottle of a carbonated drink.





Sigurd opened the bottle of mineral water and drank it himself, then he placed the carbonated drink, Happy Water, next to Kiana.





"Ah! It's cola! Thank you Sig~!"





Kiana's eyes lit up, and without a second thought, she opened the bottle cap, tilted her head back, and gulped down more than half of it.





Then, she let out a sweet burp with a cola flavor, closed her eyes comfortably, looking like a satisfied and adorable little cat.





At this moment, Sigurd leaned over to look at her screen.





It was an instant messaging chat room discussing cake themes. He checked the latest messages and saw that Kiana had just asked about Siegfried's whereabouts.





'It's alright. Despite her love for food, she hasn't forgotten about the matter regarding finding her father.'





Sigurd felt somewhat relieved.





Although this method might not yield good results, at least it showed that Kiana was taking things seriously.





In a show of encouragement, Sigurd gently patted Kiana's little head and then continued with his own work.





After thoroughly understanding the logic of the operating system, the next step was to delve into the logic of the underlying code and the process of crawling and analyzing vast amounts of network data.





Sigurd remained busy with this step until noon.





Glancing at the time, it was almost lunchtime.





"Kiana, we should go for lunch-Hmm? What are you looking at?"





Sigurd fixed his gaze on the screen and saw various explicit advertisements all over the webpage. In the middle of the video interface, an inappropriate video of multiple naked women kneeling in front of a man, while holding a meaty stick, was playing.





Sigurd: "..."





Kiana, what on earth are you doing!?





Sigurd looked back at Kiana, who had headphones on, crouching in her chair with her hands covering her eyes. However, there were large gaps between her fingers, allowing her to sneakily enjoy something that was not appropriate for her age.





Sigurd removed her headphones and closed the page, feeling fortunate that the computer in the internet cafe had no external speakers, and the sound could only be heard through headphones. Otherwise, it would have been extremely embarrassing.





Kiana snapped back to reality, lowered her hands, and looked up, meeting Sigurd's stern expression.





"I-I-I was just chatting, and someone sent a string of blue things, I just clicked it, and then- it's not my fault!"





Kiana explained in a pitiful and weak voice, her little face showing a suspicious blush.





Sigurd narrowed his eyes and said, "Go sit over there and wait for me."





Sigurd took Kiana's seat and took a deep breath. With his hands moving swiftly across the keyboard, he hacked into the chatroom server, followed the network trail, and found the computer of the otaku who had sent the inappropriate content. He launched a full-scale attack.





...





Thirty minutes later, Sigurd and Kiana sat in a nearby restaurant, waiting for the waiter to serve their food.





Kiana held the cutlery in her hands, her gaze wandering anxiously, avoiding looking at Sigurd's serious expression.





"It's true that you didn't actively seek it out, but why didn't you close it or tell me about it right away? Is that something you should be watching?"





"I- I was just... curious..."





Kiana replied meekly, trying to please Sigurd with her eyes.





Sigurd took a deep breath and gradually calmed his emotions.





"I'll find some proper educational materials for you in this regard. Don't be curious about everything!"





"But... what does it feel like? Does it really feel that good?"





Kiana blinked her curious big eyes.





At that moment, Sigurd felt his face turning green.





Any normal adult would turn green when faced with such questions from a little girl, especially when Sigurd knew that Kiana's actual age was only three or four years old!





"...I'll find some materials for you to study systematically. It's about time for you to learn some physiological knowledge considering your situation."





In Kiana's case, this stage roughly corresponds to a twelve-year-old girl, so it would be appropriate for her to learn about it.





Kiana finally seemed to settle down.





But Sigurd let out a deep sigh.





Let's call it a day.





Even though it had only been half a day, he felt mentally exhausted.





And, he never wanted to take Kiana to an internet cafe ever again!





...





Eating, shopping, buying a computer... finding educational materials.





That was the main agenda for Sigurd and Kiana in the afternoon.





The cheerful Kiana devoured three ice creams, two fruit juices, and several other desserts.





Sigurd didn't dwell on her appetite; his main concern was why she enjoyed eating ice cream so much in such cold weather.





Despite that, in the evening, as Sigurd was taking a bath, her stomach growled again, and Kiana, who was still hungry, planned to sneak out and find something to eat.





"Take the gun. Come back early."





Kiana thought she opened the door secretly, but Sigurd's instructions came from the bathroom.





Kiana shrunk her neck, stuck out her tongue, and replied, "Okay~"





...





After finishing his bath, Sigurd sat on the sofa and brewed a pot of black tea.





Sometimes in life, it's necessary to enjoy moments of tranquility like this.





But after about ten minutes, the door of the hotel room was forcefully kicked open.





Sigurd turned his head.





He saw Kiana rushing in, carrying a trembling young girl on her shoulder.





The young girl had beautiful golden hair, fair skin, and an adorable appearance. But those things were not important. What was important was that her hands and feet were tied with ropes, her hair and clothes were in disarray, and her mouth was taped shut. She was trembling and teary-eyed as Kiana carried her and placed her on the sofa.





Snap!





The teacup in Sigurd's hand fell to the ground.





Just as Kiana was about to reach out to the trembling little girl, Sigurd stopped her with his hand. His expression was complex and weighed down as he said:





"Just from watching a short video, has your unique feeling awakened this early? Kiana, I won't oppose your sexual orientation, but- you have gone down the wrong path! Stop now, there's still time."





Sigurd persuaded her while picking up the landline phone from the table and murmuring to himself:





"What's the emergency number here? Shit, how many years of imprisonment for kidnapping a minor?"





"Wait! Sig! Calm down for a second and let me explain!"




























  
    

    













Chapter 10: Vira Klov





Time rewinds to fifteen minutes ago





At that time, Kiana, while carrying a bag with a handgun inside of it, held an ice cream in her hands, happily licking the delicious treat and walking back towards the hotel that she and Sigurd are occupying with a joyful mood.





"Why doesn't Sigurd like such delicious ice cream? He's such a strange person."





Kiana casually commented, feeling sorry that Sigurd couldn't enjoy such a delicacy.





Suddenly, her slightly reddened ears in the cold winter moved. Kiana couldn't help but turn around and look at a dark alley behind her, tilting her head in confusion.





"It seems like... I heard some voices?"





Kiana licked her ice cream, blinked her eyes in a dazed manner.





Then, being foolishly brave as she was, she showed no sign of fear and decided to go in and take a look.





"Is anyone there? I think I heard someone screaming for help."





Kiana licked her ice cream, stepped on her red shoes, and entered the darkness without any precautions.





She passed through a narrow intersection, turned her head, and met a pair of sinister eyes.





Lick~ lick~ lick~





"Uncle, what are you guys doing here? Oh! You guys are human traffickers!"





Kiana slightly moved the ice cream away from her mouth, showing an expression of sudden realization.





She saw three to five men in black, one of whom held a wriggling sack with one hand.





From the sack, Kiana heard the struggling sounds of a child.





Then, one of the tall men walked over and reached out his hand towards Kiana's little head.





"Couldn't you just pretend to not hear anything? Forget it, since you've seen us, don't blame us for being ruthless-Fuck! My arm!"





The strong arm was grabbed by Kiana, lightly squeezed, and the man who made the move screamed in pain, kneeling on the ground and emitting sounds of agony.





"What are you doing? Is this a time to joke around?"





The black-clothed man holding the sack coldly rebuked.





Clearly, he didn't think that the petite and tender Kiana had any strength and believed that his companion was joking at an inappropriate time.





"It's not! Big brother, something's wrong with this kid! Ah!!"





Kiana kicked the large man's face in front of her, causing him to scream in pain and fall heavily to the ground.





If it weren't for his legs twitching a few times, one would have doubted whether he had been kicked down to hell.





Kiana put the ice cream back in her mouth.





Lick~ lick~ lick~





"Uncle, if you know what's good for you, put the person down and you'll have a less bitter experience."





Kiana said casually, without a trace of fear.





Come on, she's a warrior who can fight against Honkai beasts. A few strong men like them were nothing to Kiana in hand-to-hand combat.





Unless they had guns!





And then, they took out their guns.





"Be careful, she's not an ordinary person. Get rid of her!"





Bang! Bang! Bang!





What rang out were not gunshots, but the muffled sound of fists hitting flesh.





In the instant the men in black reached for their guns, Kiana dashed out like lightning, taking advantage of the cover of night. Like lightning and a phantom, she swiftly took them down before they could react.





"If you want to use guns against me, at least keep your distance! Oh, I forgot, I have a gun too. Compared to the Kaslana family, people with skills like you are far behind!"





Kiana kicked the man at her feet, a smug expression on her face. And then, feeling unsatisfied, she stuck her tongue out at the unconscious man and made a face.





Once she dealt with them all, Kiana looked at the ice cream left in her hand, and with an "ah-woo" she swallowed it in one gulp.





Afterward, she clapped her hands and crouched down, opening the sack.





"Let me see who's the poor and lucky little one that I saved."





Opening the bag, against the dim night, a delicate and cute little face appeared before Kiana's eyes.





The pitiful young girl, with innocent and frightened eyes, looked at her like a newborn creature, observing a strange world in fear and confusion.





Thud!





Kiana felt like her heart was struck, as a surge of warmth rushed from her heart to her brain and flushed her cheeks.





The next second, she was already embracing the girl.





"Ah! How can there be such an adorable child! Let me rub you, let me rub you~~"





"Sorry, sorry, I got a bit too excited! Where is your home?"





"Wait! Someone is coming after us, there is quite a few of them. Let's go to a safe place first!"





...





Time returns to the present.





Smack!





Sigurd delivered a chop to Kiana's head, who was seeking praise after finishing her story.





"So, you never considered the possibility of putting yourself in danger?"





Sigurd said with a cold expression.





But Kiana held her head, looking quite aggrieved.





"The situation was urgent, how could I think about all that? Sigurd is so unreasonable, lacking sympathy, a stingy person, hmph~"





"...Big Sister, thank you for saving me."





While Kiana and Sigurd were having their standoff, a timid little head peeked out from the side. Soft golden hair, dewy eyes like a baby deer, a milky-white chubby little face, and a sweet and pitifully soft voice.





Thump!





Kiana clutched her chest, completely defenseless against this cuteness attack.





The next second, she reached out to embrace the adorable little creature.





Sigurd lifted his foot.





Bang!





"Oops!"





Clutching her stomach, Kiana collapsed to the ground. Her chubby little legs twitched a few times on the ground, as if a white ghost was floating out of her mouth—resembling the kidnappers she had knocked down earlier.





"Big Sister, Are you okay?"





"Don't worry, she's as resilient as a tardigrade. She'll recover in a while."





The young girl finally breathed a sigh of relief.





But unlike Kiana, who was charmed by the adorable creature, Sigurd narrowed his eyes slightly and examined the little cutie with a scrutinizing gaze. There was a shade of wariness hidden in his eyes. Kiana didn't realize her own situation, but Sigurd understood just how deep the water behind this little girl was. Being kidnapped and coincidentally encountering Kiana while she was out looking for food? Too many coincidences!





The level of cuteness was off the charts.





The attire was exquisite and refined.





The eyes and expressions showed normal fear and nervousness, without anything peculiar.





No Honkai response—there didn't seem to be any.





"I'm Sigurd, Sigurd Alvis. This lump on the ground is Kiana Alvis. What's your name?"





Sigurd asked, giving himself a surname and assigning a fake surname to Kiana. Then he began to observe the little girl's reaction.





When outside, caution came first. Sigurd felt that it was too coincidental. If he was overthinking, he could adjust his attitude later. But considering the troubles surrounding Kiana, the possibility of being a spy from Schicksal couldn't be ruled out. The most extreme possibility—if she was Otto's clone? Even if the probability was small, just the thought of that possibility made Sigurd's scalp tingle.





"I'm Vira Klov..."





"So, where is your home? Why were you kidnapped?"





"I- I'm from Jörmungandr. I came with my dad to find my mom. My dad went to meet someone, and then... then I got captured by them."





"Jörmungandr?"





Sigurd raised an eyebrow. It was the name of the neighboring port city. At least, nothing seemed out of place so far.





In other words, from a logical perspective, she was a wealthy young lady from the city?





Sigurd glanced at the squirming tardigrade on the ground and thought to himself. Moreover, she should be a true young lady, not someone like Kiana who carried the Kaslana name but lived like a beggar.





"Who kidnapped you and why did they target you? Forget it, just tell me where your dad is. You probably don't know about these things."





"I- I don't know where my dad is! Sob-Sob-"





Seemingly frightened by Sigurd's cold and relentless questioning, Vira's tears started flowing like beads falling from a broken thread. She cried with hiccups and sobs.





Sigurd(?_?): "..."





She cried quite convincingly. But, really? She's this fragile? How could there be such a difference between her and the headstrong Kiana, despite both being little girls?





Sigurd pressed his temple and suddenly remembered that Kiana was actually an exception. In his previous life, he seemed to have never been good at interacting with girls and children.





And Vira Klov was a combination of both.





At that moment, a small hand rested on Sigurd's shoulder.





Sigurd turned his head and saw Kiana's exasperated expression.





"Sig, when you talk to cute girls, you need to do it in the correct way!"





"...Then you do it."





"Fine, I will!"





Kiana flicked her hair, adjusted her clothes, and put on a previously unseen gentle smile. She crouched down in front of Vira.





"My adorable little princess, why are you crying? Although your tears are as beautiful as crystals, I know that your smile is the most captivating scenery in the world. Please don't be afraid or sad. In this world, countless people love your smile, just like me right now."





"Hic-"





Vira hiccupped, stopping her tears, and looked at Kiana with her reddened, moist eyes.





Kiana held Vira's hand, locked eyes with her in a tender gaze, and then lowered her head to give a gentle kiss on the little girl's snow-white hand.





"Little princess, don't be afraid. Whatever happens, I, bearing the name of Kaslana... Cough....Alvis, vow to protect you and reunite you with your father as soon as possible. So, tell Sister Kiana, where is your dad, okay?"





"I... I really can't remember."





Vira replied with a soft voice tinged with a sob.





However, Kiana's face lit up with a radiant smile.





That was even better. They could just bring this adorable creature back home-Ahem. Kiana stopped herself from uttering such words and sincerely said with a smile:





"It's okay, we will find him together. How about resting here with us for tonight? Tomorrow, Sister will take you to find him, okay?"





"Hmm! Thank you, Big Sister Kiana."





"You're so cute~ Come, give Big Sister a hug."





"Okay-uh, Sister, you're hugging too tight!"





Bang!





There was a muffled sound as Sigurd clenched his iron fist and knocked Kiana down to the ground. Everything seemed fine for now, but his suspicions had not been completely cleared. That's why Sigurd felt an inexplicable anger towards Kiana's overly familiar behavior.





Vira trembled in fear, almost on the verge of tears again.





She looked up and saw Sigurd's back, his face hidden in the shadows, revealing a sinister and chilling smirk.





"I want to have a talk with her. Wait here for a while, okay?"





"Y-Yes!"





Vira trembled and nodded repeatedly.





Then Sigurd grabbed Kiana by one foot and dragged her step by step into the bathroom, slamming the door shut with a bang.





Vira looked down and saw scratch marks on the floor, evidence of Kiana's futile attempts to resist.





After that, there were noises coming from the bathroom, as well as muffled conversations between the two.





"What? Send her away? Sig! Are you even human!?"





"If I weren't human, I would have sent you away too."





"No, why!?"





"Just listen to me!"





"Vira is so adorable, I can't just stand by and do nothing! It goes against the chivalrous spirit of a Kaslana!"





"Do you have any common sense left? You damn lolicon!"





"I'm doing this for justice!"





"To hell with your justice! You're just obsessed with her appearances, you damn silly tuna!"





"Anyway, it's not happening! And what the hell does that even mean!?"





Crash! Bang! Bang! Bang!




















  














Chapter 11: Father and Daughter





The next day, Vira woke up alone in the soft bed of the bedroom.





She sat up, rubbing her eyes in a daze, and then remembered the events of the previous night.





Vira got off the bed and walked out of the bedroom.





In the living room, Sigurd was sitting at his desk, with a black eye and bruises on half of his face. He was typing rapidly on his laptop.





Meanwhile, Kiana, looking even more disheveled than he was, was tied to a pillar, her head hanging down, a bubble of drool symbolizing excellent sleep quality hanging from her nose, still sound asleep.





Looking further, there was a big hole in the bathroom wall. Looking through the hole, the bathroom was in a mess.





"You're awake? The toilet is still usable, so if you need to take care of personal hygiene, go ahead. There's a disposable toothbrush on the vanity."





"Ah—okay."





Vira cautiously walked towards the bathroom, making sure to take the longest route away from Sigurd.





Sigurd, big brother Sigurd, is a bit scary!





...





Sigurd glanced at Vira as she entered the bathroom, narrowing his eyes. He had extracted complete information about this girl from the network, including her background and family situation, but it didn't fully prove that she was not suspicious.





After observing and investigating her for a while, Sigurd had slightly eased his concerns but remained cautious.





The most troublesome issue now was that because of this little brat, that silly tuna, had strongly resisted him for the first time.





She's daring to start to rebel even before her rebellious phase, if he let this matter be, her rebellion behavior would get worse day by day, and in a few more years, she'll be literally tearing the roof off the house!





No, he had to quickly send this little girl back!





Regardless of whether she had any problems or not, the argument between Kiana and Sigurd last night escalated because of her, almost causing Kiana to lose control and turn into a Herrscher.





This incident made Sigurd very unhappy—no, he had no ulterior motives, he was simply considering their safety.





Yes, that's how it is!





...





As Sigurd and Vira started having breakfast, the smell of food woke Kiana up, and she opened her eyes suddenly.





"Sig! Let me go, I'm hungry!"





Bang!





Sigurd somehow pulled out a handgun and used a bullet to free Kiana.





Vira was so frightened that she dropped the soup spoon on the floor but didn't dare say anything.





Sigurd continued to silently observe Vira's reaction, without explaining anything. He just gave Kiana a cold glance and said:





"Go brush your teeth and wash your face."





"But I'm so hungry..."





"Or should I tie you up again?"





"Fine, Vira, wait here, I'll take you to find Daddy right away!"





"Mwah!"





Under Sigurd's cold gaze, Kiana affectionately poked Vira's smooth little face and stuck her tongue out at Sigurd, making a funny face.





Sigurd (▼皿▼＃): "!!!"





Kiana (°ー°〃): "I'll go brush my teeth first..."





It's not cowardice, just a strategic retreat.





Kiana knew that Sigurd was still angry, so she decided not to provoke him anymore, hehe!





Sigurd sighed in frustration, but then mostly let go of his anger—Kiana's lack of guard was partly due to her nature, and partly because she knew nothing about her situation. Well, instead of being angry with her, he should continue to confirm Vira's background.





...





An hour later, on the street, Sigurd walked ahead with a displeased expression.





Behind him, Kiana and Vira were holding hands.





Kiana had a bright and radiant smile.





Vira looked at Kiana with a lost and hesitant gaze, resembling a lost little deer.





"Big Sister Kiana."





"Hmm?"





"Is Big Brother Sigurd still angry?"





"Oh, don't worry about it. He's just a self-righteous person. Once he gets to know you better, everything will be fine. Trust me!"





Kiana said confidently, holding Vira's hand.





Vira could only nod weakly.





Meanwhile, Kiana squeezed Vira's hand and looked thoughtful. She had also started to notice Sigurd's anger and hidden vigilance. She couldn't understand what could be wrong with Vira, but since Sigurd was concerned, she decided to be more cautious toward this girl.





...





Robbins Klov - Vira's father, used to be a prominent entrepreneur in the city of Jörmungandr. Coming from a humble background, he worked hard and earned a degree in economics from a prestigious university. After graduation, he ventured into real estate investment and gradually built his own real estate agency, which was quite successful.





In simple terms, he was a wealthy man.





Some time ago, Robbins Klov had a conflict with the recently powerful Delin Gang, a local gang in Jörmungandr, mainly over money and land issues. However, Robbins didn't pay much attention to it. Despite the Delin Gang's strength, he had influential friends in Jörmungandr's law enforcement circle. He didn't believe that a gang could force him to compromise.





Then his wife was kidnapped.





And then, his business partner stabbed him in the back.





He realized that the person who targeted him was a friend he had once trusted. He had been negligent from the beginning of the conflict, losing the advantage, and now his wife was kidnapped. Robbins knew he had lost.





After calming down, faced with the threat to his wife's life and their absolute disadvantage, Robbins chose to surrender in exchange for the safety of his family.





The result was his wife's death and the loss of his business.





Using his last resort, Robbins managed to escape with his daughter to the town of Urul.





And now, his daughter was also taken away.





"You will pay for this!"





Robbins knew very well that Vira was kidnapped to obtain the last remaining secret funds he had. But handing over the account information meant losing all means of resistance. Would he and his daughter be safe then?





The answer was obvious.





Robbins spent the night pondering in the room, considering every angle from his connections, the information he possessed, and the usage of the funds. The conclusion was that there were ways, but the result would surely lead to Vira being brutally tortured and killed.





Robbins couldn't let that happen.





So now he felt like a wounded tiger with its claws removed, filled with helpless rage and no other options.





"Since they won't let our family live in peace, they will taste suffering! Vira, don't be afraid, Daddy will protect you no matter what happens. And Cedora, I will join you soon."





He muttered to himself and picked up the shotgun on the table, making a decision to sacrifice everything.





"You beasts, taste my fury!"





Bam!





Suddenly, there was a loud knock on the door of the safe house.





Robbins was taken aback.





Who could come at a time like this? Was it an enemy?





Robbins' expression fluctuated, but the situation couldn't get any worse. He composed himself, released the safety on his firearm, put on a bulletproof vest, and approached the door, gripping the lock chain. He slowly opened a crack in the door.





"Papa!"





A familiar address, a familiar voice, and the sight of his daughter's face looking up at him from outside the door.





Robbins' eyes immediately welled up with tears. He instinctively tried to open the door but was stopped by the chain. The struggle between the iron door and the chain produced a loud metallic screech.





He quickly removed the chain, opened the door, and immediately embraced his daughter.





"Vira! My little Vira! Where have you been? Am I dreaming? Oh, my Vira, Daddy miss you!"





"Papa! Itchy! You forgot to shave again!"





"It's okay! I'll shave right away! Now that little Vira is back, Daddy promises you everything."





Robbins said with teary eyes, but he had no intention of shaving his beard. He simply held Vira tightly.





After a while, Robbins finally had a moment to look down and noticed the two little guests who had come with Vira.





"Who are you?"





"Sigurd Alvis, and Kiana Alvis. Could we come in and have a seat, Mr. Robbins Klov?"





"This..."





Robbins hesitated for a moment. But considering that they were the ones who brought Vira back, he gritted his teeth and stepped aside, deciding to let them in.






































Chapter 12: We Are Friends





"Um, excuse me, are you two the one who saved my daughter?" Robbins asked with a feeling of uncertainty while serving some orange juice to the two children.





No matter how he looked at it, these two kids who seemed only slightly older than Vira couldn't have snatched her from those ruthless killers. Robbins thought logically that his daughter must have gotten lost and they kindly brought her back home. But how did they know he was here? Could it be that the location of the safe house was no longer a secret in the town? Did he mistakenly believe it was well hidden?





The more he thought about it, the more terrifying it seemed.





"Yes! It was me who saved her!" Kiana proudly raised her head, patting her chest before picking up the juice.





Sigurd glanced at the juice, then at Kiana, taking note of her lack of defenses. He casually said, "What you really want to ask is how we knew you were here, right?"





Robbins' expression stiffened.





Sigurd propped up his leg, one hand supporting his face, the other tapping lightly on the table.





"Robbins Klov, male, 38 years old, 187 centimeters tall, 167 kilograms, born in... the household has three main occupants, two of which are present. Three months ago, assets amounted to 20 billion, currently 8 billion remain. Account number and password are... Like boxing and golf, the greatest punching force this year was... Last medical checkup was four months ago. Overall good health, slightly high blood pressure, doctor advised you to get more sleep and eat more fruits and vegetables... Well, how should I put it? Instead of asking me how I knew your whereabouts, you should ask me what else I don't know about you."





"Who the hell are you!?"





Robbins almost instantly picked up Vira with one hand and retrieved a handgun from under the table with the other, pointing it at Sigurd.





The sudden change in the situation startled both Kiana and Vira.





Vira shrunk into her father's embrace, while Kiana tugged at Sigurd's sleeve.





"Sig, don't-"





"Kiana, the adults are talking, don’t interrupt," Sigurd said indifferently, with a cold gaze that made Kiana obediently sit in her place.





Unlike the confrontation from last night, Sigurd was now dealing with things seriously. Kiana keenly realized that she should stand by his side—Sigurd was doing something important. She could only give Vira an apologetic look.





As Robbins looked at the bruises on Sigurd and Kiana's faces, he seemed to remember something and suddenly exclaimed:





"I remember now, I have indeed heard about a special force in the national intelligence agency that recruits orphans and trains them! The injuries on your faces must have come from that kind of training, right? Are you after my money? No, you already know my account number and password, you can transfer the money easily. What exactly do you want? Is it for Vira? No, I will never let Vira become like you!"





"..."





Sigurd sighed silently at Robbins' wild imagination, feeling that the script had slightly deviated from his own setup. However, he still didn't find any problems and began to wonder if the meeting between Kiana and Vira was really just a coincidence.





"It has nothing to do with what you're thinking. I only represent myself. I need someone who can work for me. As long as you agree, there will be opportunities for doing revenge against the Delin Gang, you can both protect your daughter and make a comeback. By the way, we've brought this little girl with us so openly. Don't you think the hunting dogs chasing after us won't be able to pick up your scent?"





Robbins' pupils contracted.





That's right, his daughter appeared at the door. How could such a conspicuous event escape the attention of those people? It's over, the safe house has been completely exposed. The next step is, where should he take Vira and run?





No, the first problem to solve is:





"Who the hell are you?"





Robbins repeated the question once again.





The young boy in front of him seemed mysterious, making him wonder what dark secrets were hidden behind him.





Sigurd spread his hands and answered nonchalantly, "Nobody. Just a nameless pawn in someone else's plan."





"What kind of joke is this?"





"Does it really matter who I am? As you said, I already know your account and password. I can easily take the 8 billion. But what's the significance? How many times do I have to do the same thing, how much time and effort do I have to spend to turn 8 billion into 80 billion or 800 billion? But with you, it's different. I just need to sit back, occasionally solve some extra troubles for you, and billions will slowly flow into my hands. Recognize your own value, Robbins, in the 21st century, talent is the most precious thing!"





Sigurd narrated calmly, and the light shone on him, casting a long shadow behind him. This scene resembled a mastermind villain manipulating the hearts of people.





Robbins felt a tightness in his chest.





He still had doubts, but in Sigurd's calm expression that seemed to have everything under control, he couldn't help but believe a little.





"I—"





"We don't have much time left, and my patience is limited. People like you aren't in short supply. You have about three minutes left. If you don't give me an answer, I can only watch you and your daughter die at the hands of those hunting dogs."





"I–I agree. As long as you can help me deal with those bastards, I'll do anything for you!"





Robbins' expression changed for a moment, and finally, he gritted his teeth and said slowly.





There was no time to make other plans. As Sigurd had said, the hunting dogs were approaching, and it was either trust him or face death.





Robbins chose to take a gamble, believing that he had some value that others would recognize, and also betting that Sigurd possessed extraordinary means.





"Deal."





Sigurd nodded satisfactorily.





So far, there were no issues. However, purely from a recruitment perspective, he didn't believe that a brief exchange would guarantee loyalty. Further actions were still needed.





"Kiana, are you interested in demonstrating your... gunfighting skills? You claimed that your gunfighting technique is the best in the world, didn't you?"





"Are you... asking me to kill people?"





Kiana hesitated and asked. She had understood some of their conversation and realized that they would soon face the bad people threatening Vira and her father.





But even so, killing people was not something she felt comfortable with.





Kiana resisted, just like that night in Mondstadt. At most, she had only assisted Sigurd and had never truly harmed anyone.





Sigurd looked at her silently for a moment and said, "It's up to you."





Then, he walked out of the room.





Outside, the morning sun shone on the small town, still covered in snow, creating a dreamlike scene.





Sigurd sighed softly.





Yes, he hoped Kiana would learn to be ruthless, even to become bad, as long as she didn't end up covered in injuries like before.





But ultimately, it was Kiana's own life, and she had to make her own choices. What if she didn't want to change? What if, even knowing that she would be covered in injuries, she still wanted to be the kind-hearted and beloved Kiana?





...





The hunting dogs arrived quickly.





If it were in a city with relatively strict security, they wouldn't dare to openly kill and cause chaos before nightfall.





But Uluru Town was different.





In the surrounding area, the political situation is complex, and the control of the legitimate government is extremely weak.





In this town, firing their guns rapidly and quickly leaving the scene, even if someone sees it, so what? Will anyone dare to investigate afterwards? Will anyone be willing to investigate? Even if they do, can they withstand the suppression of multiple layers of dark forces?





Prosperity and stability are never synonymous.





Just like a certain beacon of freedom, even though the economy is highly developed, no one dares to easily go out on the streets once it gets dark. Even during the daytime, how many people have been shot and killed in broad daylight?





The attacking group consists of about a dozen or twenty people, armed with guns, but only ordinary handguns, without heavy machine guns or rocket launchers.





Indeed, this firepower is sufficient to deal with Vira and Robbin. Having too many weapons would only waste money and increase the risk of exposure.





However, a dozen handguns are nothing more than a pile of scrap metal in the face of the current Sigurd.





Sigurd hid in the shadow of the corner, only giving it a glance, but he already had all the data in his mind, then he directly fired both guns.





Bang! Bang! Bang!





In just the blink of an eye, seven or eight people in the front row fell to the ground.





In the rear, the remaining people quickly started to counterattack.





In the midst of the dense sound of bullets, invisible trajectories appeared in Sigurd's eyes.





He couldn't clearly capture the bullets yet, but it was effortless for him to perceive the positions of the gun muzzles and barrels. Combined with his brain's analysis, how the bullets were coming and how to dodge them, it was as if he had the answers and was simply filling out a multiple-choice test, so easy that it couldn't be any easier.





Sigurd walked out of the shadows, taking a few simple steps, and successfully withstood a round of counterattacks unscathed. At the same time, his dual guns never stopped firing.





Bang! Bang! Bang!





A series of screams, and in the blink of an eye, the formidable group that was just there was reduced to only one person, whose fingers were broken and the firearm fell to the ground, eliciting a cry of despair:





"It's impossible! Devil! You're a devil!"





The last survivor fled in panic, obviously having lost his sanity in the brief experience of that moment.





Sigurd put down his hands.





Bang!





A figure running suddenly fell to the ground.





It wasn't Sigurd who pulled the trigger.





Sigurd turned around and saw Kiana standing at the doorway, biting her lip, pale-faced, as she put down her handgun.





"Sig…. they... were scum…. right?"





Kiana asked in a low voice, her voice trembling.





Sigurd nodded.





"Every single one of them."





"That's good."





Kiana looked relieved.





Sigurd couldn't help but ask her, "Why did you suddenly take action?"





Kiana forced a smile, touched her nose, and said, "We're friends, after all. I can't just let you do everything, right?"





Kiana didn't understand the term "sharing both prosperity and adversity" yet. But she instinctively realized that if she simply watched Sigurd kill people while she remained in a safe and clean place, enjoying the peace that Sigurd brought her while he bathed in blood, it would be too cunning and unfair to Sigurd.





Since Sigurd chose to kill someone, Kiana also chose to shoulder this guilt together. That's what friends should do.





"No need to force yourself. Kiana, just do what you want to do."





— On the condition that it's not something perverted like watching some porn video.





Sigurd didn't voice his thoughts.





The two exchanged a smile.





Then Sigurd said again:





"Actually, that guy was intentionally released by me as bait for the other, you just ruined my plan."





Kiana: "(⊙x⊙;!"





"But it doesn't matter. I forgive you."





Sigurd calmly holstered his guns. What he didn't say was that he had originally planned to use that guy to test Robbins and Vira.





But forget it, what he could do in terms of testing and observation had already been done. Continuing further would be not vigilant but paranoid. It's a pity he doesn't have Siegfried's contact information, otherwise he could have asked him to come out and observe... but forget it, it's useless, that guy wouldn't be of any help, otherwise he wouldn't have been manipulated by Otto all the time.





Inside the house, Robbins cautiously came out holding Vira.





Seeing his stunned expression when faced with the corpses, Sigurd knew that his first tool was in place.
























    

    













Chapter 13: Financial Freedom





After confirming that the father and daughter had no suspicious motives, enlisting Robbins as a pawn became Sigurd's next step. For this, he needed to help Robbins seek revenge.





How to help him get revenge?





It's actually quite simple.





In front of Sigurd, who had gained control over the network, anyone around Robbins' enemies who had a few devices connected to the internet, Sigurd could retrieve and analyze their data, exposing all their information from that day.





And in the 21st century, can any big shot figure avoid using the internet?





Therefore, Sigurd easily found a wealth of incriminating information.





Afterward, Sigurd didn't even need to think about how to use this data. He only needed to hand it over to Robbins, who was already overflowing with hatred. With his means and resources, he would spare no effort in devising his own way to deal with his enemies.





Then, Sigurd led his team into the city and captured several panicked figures who were already at their wits' end, presenting them to Robbins on the same day. Everything would come to an end.





Sigurd didn't ask Robbins how he would deal with his enemies because it wasn't important at all.





What mattered was that after eliminating the problematic individuals, Robbins, who still had his connections, quickly regained control of the company and even climbed higher using the legacy left by his enemies.





And for Sigurd, this was a mutually beneficial outcome.





He moved into a spacious and luxurious mansion, constantly receiving the knowledge, materials, and equipment he desired.





Within less than two months of his arrival in this new world, Sigurd achieved financial freedom that very few people in the world have.





...





"So, boss, what do you mean by wanting to enter the political arena?"





"Exactly what it sounds like."





On a beautiful day with a clear sky and melting snow, Robbins sat nervously on the living room sofa. In front of him, a mechanical arm extended from the floor and brought him a cup of coffee.





Robbins looked at his mysterious and seemingly omnipotent boss, feeling perplexed.





Sigurd was sipping his Longjing tea, the faint tea aroma lingering on his face, making him appear like an ordinary and elegant young man.





But Robbins knew how terrifying his boss truly was.





During his journey to regain power, he inevitably encountered various obstacles from powerful figures, but those troubles that gave him a severe headache were swiftly eliminated by his boss, who blocked their path to wealth.





Robbins had witnessed firsthand that no electronic device could escape his boss's intrusion. Everything—people's thoughts, secrets, strategies—was transparent before him. He had also witnessed his boss effortlessly create a self-propelled firepower robot using a pile of metal, wiping out a criminal organization's base without breaking a sweat. He had even seen his boss single-handedly enter a heavily guarded underworld boss's stronghold, decapitate him, and calmly walk out without alerting anyone.





In short, this guy was an all-powerful deity.





Robbins both revered and felt fortunate to have been recognized by his boss. As long as he demonstrated his value, he believed that Vira would be able to grow up safely, happily, and peacefully.





"Ahahaha! Sister Kiana , stop tickling me, it's so itchy!"





"Hehe! Who made little Vira so cute!"





Robbins glanced at Kiana, who was playing around with his daughter, Kiana's expression relaxed.





Kiana was another unpredictable creature. She could easily bend steel pipes with her bare hands, dodge bullets with her body, and manipulate the trajectory of bullets mid-flight. These were ordinary actions for her.





It seemed that she had a fondness for Vira, and for Robbins, it was a good thing for his daughter to be liked by such a powerful girl.





From their playful interaction, Robbins saw Vira's lively and adorable smile—a joy that hadn't appeared on her face for a long time since losing her mother. As a father, Robbins felt comforted.





Bang!





A sudden gunshot rang out.





It was Sigurd holding a gun, accurately shooting Kiana in the head with a rubber bullet.





Kiana, who was hugging the soft and fragrant body of the little girl, completely defenseless, was sent flying several meters away by the shot, tumbling on the ground. Then, the prepared mechanical arm swiftly bound her with an iron cable, suspending her from the ceiling.





Sigurd continued to drink his tea, unfazed.





"Sig, let me go! Release me now!"





"I remember there were three pieces of cake in the fridge last night, and today they're gone... Did you get up in the middle of the night to steal and eat them?"





Kiana looked around, blowing a whistle that didn't actually sound like a whistle but was just a simple exhale. She couldn't remember when she first did this, but ever since then, Sigurd's punishments had become increasingly severe. Kiana couldn't recall when it started, but she couldn't resist, so she just endured it obediently.





Sigurd finally put down the gun and continued to enjoy his tea calmly.





Vira straightened her slightly disheveled dress, looked up, and with her familiar expression, glanced at the now motionless Kiana, wondering how long she would be suspended this time.





Robbins wiped the cold sweat from his forehead. The interaction between his boss and Kiana always left him dumbfounded. If it were anyone else, even with a rubber bullet, wouldn't they be unconscious by now? Kiana truly was an durable girl.





"So, entering the political arena. Boss, do you have any new plans?"





Robbins asked again, deciding to discuss serious matters.





Sigurd glanced at him, extending his palm as if he were grasping something, and said indifferently:





"Political power is an undeniable force anywhere. We already have money, I can handle the use of force, and we're also recruiting a specialized team of enforcers. The last puzzle piece is seizing political power. Once we have that, the city of Jörmungandr and its surrounding areas will be completely under my control, from top to bottom, every corner, every resource."





Robbins wiped his forehead once again, filled with ambition, and replied, "I don't have experience in this area, but I don't think it will be a problem. I will start preparing a mayoral campaign plan."





"Lack of experience isn't an issue. Emperors didn't become emperors before ascending the throne, and presidents didn't become presidents before being elected. Any information and resources you need, I can provide. Any troublesome opponents, I can make them retreat in defeat. If you still can't do it under these conditions, then it's because you didn't put enough effort into it. Don't disappoint me, Robbins."





"Yes, boss!"





Robbins responded confidently.





After losing his loved one, Robbins no longer had any other pursuits in love. Now, he had two remaining goals: Vira's future and his own career as a man.





Now, with capital, politics, and force, all the great achievements that a man could build were right in front of him, and Robbins was ignited with fighting spirit.





However, a trace of hesitation appeared on his face.





"What? Do you have any other questions?" Sigurd asked.





"Well, as our business grows, especially if we're going to enter the political arena, the issue of security around me will become more severe. It's not a problem for me, but when it comes to Vira, I don't want to take any risks."





"So?"





"I hope she can stay in your estate. It's the safest place."





"Well, that's not a problem. Is that a condition?"





"You're joking. It's for Vira's safety. I don't have any ulterior motives, and I wouldn't do that to Vira."





"What about her schooling?"





"I've hired a professional education team for remote learning. Also, if time allows, I'd appreciate your help in overseeing it. When it comes to knowledge, I think you're the most suitable."





Robbins raised an eyebrow.





Sigurd put down his teacup and didn't respond to Robbins. Instead, he beckoned to Vira.





"Vira, come here. I want to discuss something with you."





Vira, who had been observing Kiana, heard Sigurd's call and immediately jumped off the couch. Her little red shoes made a clattering sound as she hurriedly walked over to Sigurd.





"Big Brother Sigurd, Papa, what's the matter? Do you need something from Vira?"





"Your father has important things to do and will be busy. He wants you to stay here for a while. What do you think?"





Vira looked toward Robbins.





In the expectant gaze of Robbins, she slowly nodded.





"I understand. But Papa has to agree to a few conditions."





"Oh, is little Vira asking for a gift?"





"No! Vira wants Papa to smoke less, drink less alcohol, never stay up late, and also come to visit Vira regularly, at least once a week!"





"Vira..."





Robbins looked at Vira, who was counting the conditions on her small fingers, and then hugged her.





"My little Vira, don't worry, Daddy will take good care of himself and will come to see you often. Daddy loves you."





"Vira loves Papa too! So Papa has to keep the promise, okay?"





Robbins smiled wryly and patted his head.





"Yeah, I'll keep my promise."





"Papa, Vira will miss you."





"Daddy will miss Vira too. Come, give Daddy a kiss."





"Mwah! Mwah! Mwah!"





Watching from the side, Sigurd, while getting goosebumps from the sweetness overload, couldn't help but glance at the tuna hanging from the ceiling with an expression of immense disdain plastered on his.





He takes a look at someone else's daughter. And then look at his (Not) own.





Tch, the difference is too big




















  














Chapter 14: Have I Stayed For Too Long?





Sigurd has adapted well to the new world.





The main reason is that he possesses an inhuman understanding capabilities.





To put it more specifically, for the people in this world, learning and understanding knowledge is like finding an exit in a maze.





The more complex the knowledge, the more intricate the maze becomes. Only a small number of individuals with strong memory and analytical abilities, coupled with a bit of luck, can quickly find the way out. Most people, however, end up wandering in the maze, going through a lot of effort and trial and error, often without guarantee of finding the way out.





For Sigurd, it's as if he is standing above the maze, observing it from a higher perspective. He doesn't need to worry about the complexities and twists and turns, about where the entrance is and where the exit is. From the very beginning, it's all clear to him.





Sigurd named this cheat "Intellectual Superiority from Above."





Perhaps, as some internet users jokingly say, Sigurd's original world belonged to higher-dimensional observers, which is why he was endowed with this ability?





As for the specific reasons, he currently has no clue.





In any case, this is an incredible ability, and Sigurd's current understanding is that he needs to make good use of it to survive better in this world.





That's why he recruited a sidekick.





The purpose is not for wealth and power, but for a suitable research environment—a comfortable life and abundant resources.





Once the sidekick's development is on track, Sigurd becomes a shut-in, fully dedicated to climbing the technological tree and enhancing his own power.





At this moment, he is in the underground laboratory of his estate, using materials like hair and bodily fluids extracted from grasshoppers to conduct research on the phenomenon of Honkai energy.





His goals are twofold:





First, to extract Honkai energy and understand its nature, its special reactions with various substances, and how it can be effectively utilized. This is the first step in creating Titan mechas.





Second, to find methods of suppressing Honkai energy. Sigurd himself is able to adapt to Honkai energy, but it's difficult to determine the extent of his adaptability. It might only be slightly stronger than an ordinary person. Therefore, in a future where Honkai is destined to occur repeatedly, protective and treatment measures are necessary for his own well-being.





Sigurd is currently crouched in front of a microscope, observing the results of his latest set of experiments.





Boom!





Suddenly, an explosion sounds from above.





The explosion, although not causing significant tremors, is enough to destroy all the previous progress of the delicate experiment currently underway.





"Kiana!!!"





Sigurd doesn't need to think twice; he already knows who the culprit is.





"Calm down!"





"It might not be her. Think positively; maybe the Honkai has arrived?"





"Icarus, report to me what happened."





Icarus is the artificial intelligence Sigurd created.





It hasn't reached the level of intelligent life yet, but its self-learning and evolutionary capabilities are at least two centuries ahead of the present era—excluding the cheating bastards of fate and negentropy.





It was only after creating Icarus that Sigurd understood why so many people, even in silly online novels, were obsessed with this thing.





It's just too convenient!





As for why it's named Icarus... Well, those who understand should understand. It's hard to explain if you don't, as it involves many things. Let's just say those who know, know. In any case, it's called Icarus.





"Yes, My Lord."





The mechanical female voice responded, and Icarus brought up the surveillance footage, projecting it onto the wall in front of Sigurd's eyes.





As Sigurd took a look, sure enough, Kiana crawled out of the smoke-filled kitchen.





"My Lord, as you can see, the explosion occurred because Miss Kiana attempted to cook."





"...Fix it, then write a slogan at the entrance of the kitchen: 'Kiana and idiots are not allowed.' Also, suspend her outside to sunbathe for two hours... No, three hours."





"Yes my lord!"





—-------------------------





Sigurd said to let Kiana sunbathe, but in reality, the winter sunlight wasn't torturous at all. In a sense, it was even enjoyable.





For Kiana, the most uncomfortable part of being suspended was losing face in front of little Vira.





Ding ding dong!





Kiana wriggled in the air like a caterpillar, trying to free herself from the shackles of the iron chains. But apart from making the chains produce crisp metallic sounds, her efforts were futile.





"Ah~ You wretched Sig! I had good intentions for once and want to cook you something, and you treat me like this? Sig, you big idiot! I curse you to never find a girlfriend in your entire life!"





Kiana grumbled and complained, unwillingly wriggling for a while longer. Eventually, she gave up the struggle, remaining motionless, hanging her head in dejection. With eyes lacking any sparkle, she gazed at this unreasonable and mischievous world.





"Heave-ho! Heave-ho!"





At that moment, Vira's voice came from beside her.





She could see the little girl, with great difficulty, holding a stool step by step as she approached below Kiana.





Vira placed the stool down and quickly ran back inside the house. She returned, holding a cup of hot water.





Vira climbed onto the stool, lifting the cup of water, attempting to feed Kiana.





However, Kiana was still positioned slightly higher, and even though Vira stretched on her tiptoes, raising her hands as high as she could, the cup only reached Kiana's abdomen, making it impossible for her to drink from it.





"Just—a little—more—huh?"





While exerting herself, Vira suddenly let out a surprised sound.





She noticed that the iron chain extending from the ceiling was slowly descending, allowing Kiana to come down to a level where she could reach the water.





Vira blinked her eyes in astonishment and turned to the voice coming from the room, saying, "Big Brother Sigurd, Thank you."





"Yes."





Sigurd responded with a nonchalant tone, and Vira turned her attention back to Kiana. She fed her the water and wiped her dirty face with a clean handkerchief.





"Vira, you're so good to me!" Kiana exclaimed, touched by the gesture. If she weren't restrained by the chains, she would have hugged Vira tightly.





Vira tidied Kiana's hair and sighed like a little adult. She suggested, "Kiana, you shouldn't go into the kitchen anymore."





"But I just wanted to cook for everyone!"





"No one cooks with a flamethrower."





"That's not—Well, machine-cooked food lacks soul! Hmph!"





Kiana stubbornly refused to admit her mistake, brushing it off as a minor mishap since no one was hurt.





Vira shook her head and finished feeding Kiana the water. She then retrieved a clean handkerchief from her pocket and wiped Kiana's grimy little face.





"Vira, QAQ! You're so kind!"





Tears welled up in Kiana's eyes, deeply moved. At this moment, she wished she could give Vira a big hug.





Vira patted her hair, sighed like an adult, and said, "Kiana, from now on, let Vira handle the cooking."





"You? Can Vira even cook?"





"Of course! Vira's toast is delicious. Papa can eat two more slices each time... Huh? Kiana, what's wrong?"





Vira noticed a momentary change in Kiana's expression. She seemed lost in thought, as if something had triggered a flood of memories.





"Toast..."





Kiana pondered on the word, and suddenly, many things rushed back to her mind.





Sigurd often cooked for her, and the only dish he could successfully make was toast.





So, in Kiana's short-lived memories, the most familiar food was toast—Siegfriend's version of Toast made with Judgement of Shamash.





"Hey!"





Kiana twisted her body, making the chains sway, and for the person watching her spin, the world appeared to rotate.





As she watched the scenery move in sync with her rotation, Kiana reflected on her life since meeting Sigurd.





Apart from the initial few days of chaos, her life had been safe, stable, and abundant. Even though she constantly found ways to annoy Sigurd every day, Kiana knew that she could act recklessly because Sigurd would always have her back. She didn't need to think or worry; she could just do whatever she wanted.





Whatever she could do, Sigurd would support her; whatever she shouldn't do, Sigurd would stop her.





Sigurd wasn't gentle, and he often scolded her, sometimes even suspending her from the ceiling every day for the past month. But Kiana didn't dislike Sigurd at all.





She realized that she had become dependent on Sigurd and drew an incredible sense of security from him. She didn't have to think or worry as long as she did everything she wanted.





Sigurd might not be gentle, and he could be terrifying when angry, but Kiana didn't mind.





"Haa~ I don't even find him a slightest bit annoying."





The rotation slowly came to a stop, and finally, Kiana, who was quietly suspended in mid-air, looked up at the sky.





"Sig, you're really great."





"Vira is so cute too."





"But, maybe I've stayed here for too long?"





Through the clouds, Kiana faintly saw a silly smile, the face of Sigurd, who had been completely out of touch until now.





Kiana narrowed her eyes and suddenly felt that the sunlight today was too bright.
























    After Kiana's kitchen explosion destroyed a group of experimental samples, Sigurd had to spend most of the day working in the underground laboratory to replicate the process.



    



    When he floated back upstairs, the sky had turned dark, and the bright wall lights illuminated the entire living room.



    



    Kiana was holding Vira, watching cartoons together. Both of them were in their pajamas, indicating that they had already taken a bath.



    



    "You finally came up. Hurry up, if you don't come, we won't wait for you for dinner."



    



    Only Kiana could speak to Sigurd like this, bossing him around.



    



    Sigurd didn't even bother to look at Kiana's smug expression that seemed to be asking for a beating.



    



    However, something was strange. The living room today was tidy. The sofa wasn't overturned, the cushions weren't torn apart, and there were no strange marks or damage on the floor or walls. There were also no remnants of snacks...



    



    Something was off!



    



    Very off!



    



    Could it be that something was wrong with her?



    



    Looking at her flushed face, seemingly well-nourished, with a slightly plumper and healthier-looking face, Sigurd couldn't see any problems.



    



    "Could it be that she's planning something big? Or maybe she's finally growing up?"



    



    Sigurd muttered in a low voice, full of suspicion.



    



    "Hey! What are you daydreaming about? I'm starving to death here, and you want to make me wait even longer? Hurry up and prepare the food!"



    



    "..."



    



    Reconsidering his words, he realized that he had probably misunderstood. It couldn't be any significant progress.



    



    Sigurd didn't want to argue with this single-celled organism any longer and gave instructions to Icarus before going to his room to change clothes.



    



    ...



    



    After eating their fill, Vira hugged a popular yellow bunny plush toy and watched a children's animation produced by Entropy Entertainment.



    



    Sigurd, on the other hand, sat in another corner of the living room, reading a book with a cup of steaming tea by his side.



    



    Surprisingly, Kiana didn't join Vira to watch cartoons and play around but instead approached Sigurd, looking at him with her innocent big eyes.



    



    "What do you want?" Sigurd turned the pages of the book, not lifting his head.



    



    "Hehe~"



    



    Kiana giggled strangely, then pinched Sigurd's arm, gestured towards the top of his head, circled around him, and nodded in satisfaction.



    



    "Not bad, you've gained some weight, and your body is much stronger. You look good. Although you already look healthy, you should still eat well and rest properly. Take care of yourself, Sigurd, got it?"



    



    "..."



    



    Sigurd paused his book flipping, finally looked up, and saw the contented smile on Kiana's face.



    



    "Hmm..."



    



    After a moment of contemplation, taking a deep breath, he mentally prepared himself and spoke in a calm tone:



    



    "Tell me, did you cause some trouble that I don't know about? Or did you come up with some idea and want something from me?"



    



    Those were the only two reasons Sigurd could think of for Kiana's sudden caring attitude.



    



    Kiana blinked her eyes blankly, then pouted and stomped her foot in anger.



    



    "Sig, you big idiot! I was clearly just concerned about you, and you think like that of me? That's so mean, hmph!"



    



    Just genuine concern?



    



    Sigurd instinctively doubted it but couldn't figure out Kiana's intentions. After hesitating for a moment, to avoid accusing Kiana wrongly, he clapped his hands.



    



    "Icarus, bring chocolate ice cream."



    



    "Yes, My lord."



    



    A mechanical arm brought a cup of premium ice cream, which Sigurd handed over to Kiana, who was still glaring at him.



    



    Kiana snatched the ice cream from him.



    



    "Don't think that I'll forgive you just because of this. You better reflect on yourself, hmph!"



    



    Half tsundere and half satisfied, Kiana huffed and then walked to the balcony with the ice cream in her hands.



    



    Sigurd silently watched her figure.



    



    Kiana leaned against the balcony, bathing in the moonlight. Her small figure seemed somewhat lonely for some reason.



    



    "???" Several question marks appeared above Sigurd's head.



    



    What's wrong with her now?



    



    Unable to figure it out, Sigurd got up and went to Vira's side, asking, "Vira, did anything happen between you and Kiana today?"



    



    "Huh? With Big Sister Kiana? No, nothing happened."



    



    Vira looked up in confusion and innocently replied.



    



    Right, what conflicts could there be between Kiana, who was silly, and obedient Vira?



    



    It wasn't a conflict with Vira, it wasn't a disaster, and she didn't have any demands. So, what was the purpose behind her sudden concern?



    



    Could it be that she had really matured and become considerate?



    



    Did he misunderstand her?



    



    Sigurd furrowed his brow, troubled. Why was it that his intellectual prowess, which gave him an advantage in the realm of rigorous mathematics and scientific theories, couldn't help him decipher a girl's thoughts? He couldn't figure out what Kiana was thinking.



    



    Collecting himself, Sigurd took a deep breath and asked Icarus for another piece of cake before heading towards the balcony.



    



    "Here, an extra serving."



    



    Sigurd placed the cake on the platform of the railing and pushed it towards Kiana.



    



    Kiana glanced at the cake, then at the half-eaten ice cream in her hand. She moved the cake in front of her and said with a hint of tsundere and concealed delight, "Consider yourself lucky, but that doesn't mean I'll forgive you."



    



    In reality, whether she forgave him or not didn't matter to him. In fact, her tsundere behavior was quite amusing.



    



    Sigurd felt tempted to say something like that and watch Kiana get angry and stomp her feet. But he realized it would be a bit too much. If she genuinely meant well, intentionally provoking her would hurt the child's feelings.



    



    Recognizing himself as a parent who could assess the situation, Sigurd softened his tone and asked, "So, is there something else you want?"



    



    "Well... forget it. Just treat Vira better from now on."



    



    "I haven't mistreated her."



    



    "Then treat her even better! Vira is so cute, what's wrong with pampering her a little?"



    



    What's wrong indeed.



    



    Sigurd recalled his efforts of taking care of Vira's needs, providing for her, helping with homework, and occasionally showing affection—well, apart from not being accustomed to smiling at little girls, he believed he was doing well enough.



    



    "I mean, put more effort into it! Understand? Put as much effort as you do with me into taking care of Vira."



    



    "Like I do with you? Are you saying I should use the program to lift Icarus and even suspend Vira when necessary?"



    



    Kiana widened her eyes, initially igniting with anger, but then, seeing Sigurd's perplexed expression, she burst into laughter, followed by unrestrained laughter.



    



    "Hahaha! Sigurd, you'll never find a girlfriend like this!"



    



    "Don't worry, if I can't find one, I'll just stay single. I don't mind."



    



    In the end, Sigurd had zero experience with the species called girlfriends. He was completely clueless about them, so whether he had one or not didn't affect his mindset.



    



    However, Kiana patted his shoulder, her eyes sparkling with tears of laughter, and comforted him, "Don't give up! You're so smart, if you try, you'll definitely succeed. I believe in you!"



    



    "This is so random. What's gotten into you, anyway?"



    



    Sigurd keenly noticed that something was off. He sensed that Kiana had something on her mind.



    



    Kiana's smile gradually faded, and she looked up at the moon. After a while, she spoke softly, "Actually, I didn't want to say it. But as a friend, it wouldn't be right to leave without a word, Sigurd."



    



    "Uh, it's impolite to leave without saying anything—huh? Leave without a word?"



    



    Sigurd's pupils contracted as an unsettling conclusion came to mind.



    



    "Yeah. Don't forget, I came out to find my stinky old dad—Although he's stinky, I really miss him, and he must be missing me somewhere too. I can't just stay in one place forever. I have to keep searching until the day I find him, and then I'll punch that big idiot in the face, it'll be so satisfying, hahaha!"



    



    Kiana held the ice cream cup up, as if toasting to the moon, or perhaps to the vast sky that contained the whereabouts of the wandering Siegfried.



    



    "So, you're leaving?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Alone?"



    



    "Otherwise, what? You've finally found a peaceful life, so don't wander around with me."



    



    Besides, our worlds are different, and if I bring Sigurd along, he'll get hurt—Kiana didn't say these words out loud.



    



    Kiana's mind was filled with images of her facing the Herrschers. She didn't have a clear understanding of Honkai yet, but she knew she was different from ordinary people.



    



    Kaslana was a surname born to protect the world. It was both an honor and a responsibility, as Siegfried had told her.



    



    In Kiana's perspective, her mission was to confront disasters like the Herrschers. That's why she shouldn't involve Sigurd. Sigurd just needed to live his life well, so that when they met again, he could scold her without hesitation.



    



    Under the moonlight, Kiana's face blossomed into an incredibly gentle smile.



    



    Sigurd could only look at her, his mind in a state of confusion.



    



    Although he had already considered parting ways with Kiana, when the moment actually arrived, Sigurd couldn't describe his feelings. It was as if he had only thought about it, but never truly made a decision, and had never imagined what it would be like to separate from Kiana.



    



    Can't I make her stay?—a thought flashed through Sigurd's mind.



    



    Then he saw Kiana's gentle yet resolute gaze.



    



    Yes, who could stop Kiana from doing what she had decided?



    



    She was leaving, like the moonlight that couldn't be retained.



    



    This fact left Sigurd standing beneath the moonlight, with an indescribable expression on his face.

  
    "This is a solar water pouch. It has filtering and heating functions, and you can charge it by hanging it under the sun. It's waterproof, shockproof, and electrically insulated, but don't put it over fire, the material doesn't allow that. It can filter through snow or stream water in case of necessity. Three sets, one for use, one as a backup, and another backup for the backup, to ensure you won't run out of water when you're out there. Don't lose them."



    



    "This is a camping tool kit, hammer, knife, rope, sleeping bag, flashlight, insect repellent, alarm, bandages—basically everything you need for sleeping outdoors, whether it's in the wild or on the streets, to ensure you can get a good night's sleep. Pack them properly."



    



    "These two bags here, one is filled with your favorite snacks, and the other is a pack of dry rations, compressed food. The taste might not be the best, but it will keep you full. Carry them properly."



    



    "These are various types of clothes. I picked durable ones that are not easily worn out."



    



    "And this, the most important one, is the black card. It works with any bank as long as there's an ATM connected to the network. Just insert it, and you'll be able to access my account and get the local currency. I assume you know how to spend money."



    



    "Blah blah blah—”



    



    After Vira had fallen asleep, Kiana and Sigurd sat facing each other on the floor of the living room, surrounded by various items scattered around.



    



    Sigurd explained one item after another, then packed them up, finally organizing them into several packages that Kiana could take with her.



    



    But Kiana's eyes had turned into a bewildered mosquito ring shape midway through the process.



    



    Seeing this, Sigurd sighed helplessly.



    



    "I knew you wouldn't remember, so put this on."



    



    Sigurd took Kiana's hand and put a black metal bracelet on her delicate and fair wrist.



    



    "It's a tracking bracelet with voice control. It can help you navigate. Also, I've loaded Icarus' core code into it, and it's connected to all the luggage you have. The rest will be recorded in real-time—It's quite useful, so don't take it off."



    



    In fact, the main function of this device was to allow Sigurd to track Kiana's location in real-time.



    



    Don't misunderstand; it's not because he has some weird fetish.



    



    It's just that Sigurd happened to have a few equipment ideas in progress. When he finished them, he could use the bracelet's positioning to remotely send those devices to Kiana's side and bind them to her for her safety—just like Iron Man's remote summoning of armor. The bracelet was the core component for achieving this function.



    



    Kiana caressed the bracelet, neither too loose nor too tight, comfortable to wear and also beautiful. It was truly worthy of being made by Sigurd.



    



    Then, as if performing magic, two identical bracelets appeared on Sigurd's hands.



    



    "The same, important things come in sets of three, with backups and backup backups. Take good care of them."



    



    "Okay, then–is there anything else?" Kiana asked.



    



    "There's also a gun and bullets. When you're out there, you need to have a means to protect yourself, even if you don't harm others. But there's something you need to be cautious about," Sigurd said.



    



    He held two magazines in each hand, a total of four magazines. The black shells were engraved with beautiful purple patterns, as if sealing some kind of power.



    



    "There's nothing special about regular bullets, but these are infused with a trace amount of Honkai Energy. They have six times the speed and penetrating power of normal bullets, along with the destructive and corrosive properties unique to Honkai Energy. Even a graze could be fatal to an ordinary person. There are sixty in total, and they are weapons of last resort. However, using the handgun will drain its energy quickly, so use it sparingly."



    



    By the way, the source of the Honkai Energy in these bullets was Kiana's own body tissue.



    



    Kiana swallowed nervously, then widened her eyes.



    



    "Wait, how do you know about Honkai?"



    



    "You don't need to worry about that. I just know. And finally, I was quite hesitant about this, but I think it's better to be prepared—These are black Honkai inducer reagents and white counteragent reagents. You must remember them well, otherwise, they could cost you your life."



    



    Sigurd's expression became unusually serious.



    



    Kiana sat up straight, blinked her eyes with great seriousness.



    



    However, considering her usual goofiness, Sigurd couldn't help but hesitate further.



    



    Should he really entrust these things to her? Would it increase her danger instead?



    



    After thinking for a moment, his concerns about a disastrous turn of events overwhelmed him.



    



    Sigurd held two syringes with distinct colors in his hands and said expressionlessly:



    



    "The black one is an inducer reagent. After injecting it, a small amount of Honkai Energy will first strengthen your body and heal any injuries, big or small. Then, more of the latent Honkai Energy within your body will be activated, and for a short period of time, your physical abilities will increase exponentially."



    



    "But soon, the continuously rising concentration of Honkai Energy will surpass the limit your body can handle. Your body will start to deteriorate, and your consciousness may be contaminated by the Honkai Energy... Although it hasn't been practically verified yet, conservatively speaking, within three minutes, you must inject the white counteragent reagent."



    



    "Injecting the white reagent within this time frame should be enough to effectively control the rampage of the Honkai Energy. Otherwise, once the time limit is exceeded and the concentration of Honkai Energy reaches a certain threshold, nothing will be able to stop your collapse and death."



    



    "Using special bullets may just require replacing a couple of handguns. But if you use these reagents carelessly, you'll be risking your own life. So, absolutely, without any room for error, remember this: First, unless you are in a desperate situation where your life is at stake and there are no other options, you are not allowed to use the reagents. Don't even think about them. Second, the black one is the inducer reagent, and you only have three minutes after injection to use the white counteragent reagent. The shorter the time, the less the burden on your body, and the safer it will be."



    



    "Do you understand?" Sigurd leaned forward, almost nose to nose with Kiana, staring intensely into her eyes, and asked in the most serious tone imaginable.



    



    "Uh, I understand," Kiana replied earnestly.



    



    They locked eyes for a moment, and then Sigurd slowly placed the two syringes inside a dedicated compartment in the backpack's interior, closing the zipper.



    



    "Anyway—take care of yourself. If you encounter any difficulties, contact me anytime, either by phone or by posting a message on the forum you used before. I'll come to help you. However, in places without signal towers, even the phone I made cannot guarantee communication. But your bracelet can send a signal boost once at the cost of being rendered useless, connecting to satellites and letting me know your location. In critical moments, you can also use this method to contact me."



    



    "Okay, got it."



    



    Kiana grinned, baring her teeth.



    



    Then, the two fell into a long silence.



    



    When it comes to bidding farewell to someone you hold dear, one doesn't know what else to say.



    



    Facing the person you have to say goodbye to, after completing all the necessary arrangements, you don't know what more can be said.



    



    After a while of silence, Kiana stood up, hung the packages on herself one by one, and then stretched her body. She discovered that she could easily bear the weight and it didn't hinder her movement at all.



    



    "Well, I'll be going then."



    



    "...Hmm."



    



    "Please say goodbye to Vira for me."



    



    "Okay."



    



    "Goodbye, Sig!"



    



    "... "



    



    Sigurd silently watched her.



    



    He watched as she jumped off the balcony, completely avoiding the main entrance, and skillfully climbed over the courtyard wall. She stood on the wall, turned back, smiled brightly, and waved at him with great energy.



    



    Then, she completely disappeared from Sigurd's sight.



    



    Sigurd leaned against the balcony railing, looked up at the moon, which was still the same moon, but it seemed that the night had deepened, and he felt a bit cold.



    



    "Icarus, what was the intensity of Honkai Energy on Kiana just now?"



    



    "Low value 936.23, peak value 1003.16, average 953.53. Would you like to display real-time numerical graphs, My Lord?"



    



    "No need, bring me a cup of hot water, and also a cake."



    



    "Yes, My Lord."



    



    And that's why Sigurd could only watch Kiana leave.



    



    The basic unit of measurement was the Honkai Energy intensity manifested within his own body, with an average value over a 24-hour period.



    



    In other words, when doing nothing, the Honkai Energy flowing within Sigurd's body was at 1, while Kiana's was close to 1000. This ratio represented the difference in Honkai Energy adaptation between the two of them and also the disparity in the intensity of Honkai Energy that could be accessed during battles.



    



    Moreover, according to general rules, as the body grows, exceptional individuals show a significant increase, while for someone like Sigurd, reaching a growth of 2 or 3 from 1 is already close to the limit.



    



    To be able to survive facing a burst of Honkai Energy of this quantity is already a stroke of luck. How many more dangers can he withstand? How much contribution can he make in critical moments? It is a despairing speculation.



    



    With his current state, even if he musters the courage to accompany Kiana, he will only become a burden, right?



    



    Sigurd poked at the cake that Kiana liked, hesitating to take a bite. After a while, he put down the fork and couldn't help but mutter:



    



    "It seems like I forgot to provide her with a means of transportation. Maybe I should also give her a few grenades. Oh, and I didn't prepare a translator. What if she goes to a country where a different language is spoken? And identification—By the way, I wonder how many days the food will last for her."



    



    Muttering these words, at this moment when no one else knew, a lonely expression finally appeared on Sigurd's face.

  
    The next day, early in the morning.



    



    Vira, who always sleeps and wakes up early, rubbed her sleepy eyes and walked downstairs to the living room, but there was no sign of Kiana.



    



    Of course, this was normal. Kiana liked to sleep in, sometimes waking up one or two hours late, or even oversleeping and being kicked out of the house by Sigurd's order. It was a common occurrence.



    



    "Big Brother Sigurd, good morning."



    



    "Morning."



    



    Sigurd was engrossed in the notebook computer on the table. The black metallic sheen of the computer's body was wider and more solid than the laptop Vira usually saw. On the left and right sides of the body, there were also a row of transparent protruding ports of various sizes, the purpose of which Vira didn't know.



    



    He wasn't typing on the keyboard but rather assembling the computer.



    



    After the remaining two or three parts on the side were installed, Sigurd closed the laptop and placed his palm gently on the top.



    



    
      Click!


    

    



    With the sound of mechanical electronics, the sci-fi protrusions on both sides of the computer retracted into the body, and the entire body shrank by a circle amid the mechanical sound, with many irregular protruding parts disappearing.



    



    Looking again, this slim and thin notebook, except for the improved color and texture, and being sealed without ventilation or USB ports, was basically a common business laptop.



    



    This was the mainframe that Sigurd had conceived for a long time.



    



    Regarding the power of Honkai and the related black technology, Schicksal and Anti-Entropy were the experts. As an inexperienced amateur, even with the advantage of superior knowledge, it would still take him many years to catch up with them starting from scratch.



    



    Not to mention Otto, Tesla, Einstein, and other geniuses who were continuously advancing!



    



    Therefore, exploring their network data was like night grass growing for a horse without a night, and unexpected fortune for someone without a windfall.



    



    With his superior intellect, Sigurd had absolute confidence in real-time code and data battles in network offense and defense. However, the performance of the computer as a weapon would determine whether he could extract data without leaving a trace, without being pursued by Otto or the people from Anti-Entropy.



    



    It was impossible to find a computer on the market that met the criteria. Even renowned manufacturers couldn't produce a computer that could rival Schicksal and Anti-Entropy—unless you sought out a company affiliated with Schicksal or Anti-Entropy, but that would be walking into a trap.



    



    That's why Sigurd designed this computer.



    



    In the short term, Sigurd couldn't manually create a complete high-end production line that met his requirements. Many materials had to be ordered from the market. And with the technological capabilities of conventional manufacturers, this computer was already optimized.



    



    In fact, the materials had arrived two days ago, but Sigurd hadn't had the time to assemble it completely.



    



    Having spent the night without sleep, he had spent a long time under the moonlight, and then he used the remaining half of the night to complete the final modifications and assembly.



    



    "It's already enough. It's impossible to even think about comparing it to the mainframes of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy. But computer performance is just a foundation; the key lies in myself."



    



    Sigurd thought to himself, feeling a vague anticipation for the databases of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy.



    



    Then, he turned to Vira, who was leaning on the table, watching this scene with innocent curiosity.



    



    Sigurd reached out his hand and gently rubbed Vira's head, saying, "Wait a little longer, we can have breakfast soon."



    



    "Then I'll go wake up Big Sister Kiana," Vira obediently said.



    



    Waking up Kiana in advance would prevent her from oversleeping and being kicked out of the house by the mechanical arm once again.



    



    To be honest, Vira also felt that Kiana was really good at provoking Sigurd's anger. In the beginning, Sigurd mostly just talked and threatened Kiana about her various willful and reckless behaviors. But with each instance of remembering the meal but not the beating, and with more and more mischief— to some extent, Vira felt that Kiana deserved the treatment she received. But she would still go and call her, after all, being kicked out must hurt a lot.



    



    When she heard Kiana's name, Sigurd paused, his gaze wandering for a moment, and then he casually said, "No need, she left."



    



    "Oh—huh?! What do you mean she left?"



    



    "You know her father is in a very faraway place, right?"



    



    "I heard Big Sister Kiana say she got lost and couldn't find him. I thought it was like with mom..."



    



    A touch of sadness appeared on Vira's face.



    



    Daddy said mommy went to a faraway place.



    



    But Vira actually knew that it meant she would never come back.



    



    Kiana said her dad got lost and couldn't be found, so Vira thought it meant the same thing. She never asked further because she didn't want to upset Kiana.



    



    Sigurd looked at her, his gaze softening, and patted her little head, saying, "He just went to a distant place in the Far East for business. Kiana was angry that her father left her and went so far away, so she kept saying he got lost. Now that Kiana's father's business has stabilized, he sent someone to pick up Kiana last night. Kiana missed her father a lot and didn't want to say goodbye to you in person, so she went with them directly."



    



    "Oh—so, Big Sister Kiana's dad, isn't he also Big Brother Sigurd's dad?"



    



    After all, both of you have the last name Alvis!



    



    Vira couldn't help but look puzzled.



    



    Sigurd shook his head and answered without revealing any information, "Kiana's last name isn't Alvis. She adopted my surname because she was angry with her father. We are just friends, nothing more."



    



    "I see. So, Big Sister Kiana has really left?"



    



    "Yes. She asked me to apologize to you and to tell you to grow up healthy and strong. In the future, she will definitely come back to find you."



    



    Yes, this little girl better grow up quickly.



    



    Taking care of children is a really troublesome thing for him, furthermore, it would also delay his research.



    



    Whether it's Kiana, the troublemaker, or Vira, the well-behaved one, they are both distractions.



    



    Sigurd looked at Vira blankly, then furrowed his brow.



    



    How far will Kiana go on this journey? Will she still follow the original story and meet with Raiden Mei in the City of Dreams?



    



    She probably will.



    



    The Third Honkai Impact would greatly accelerate the awakening progress of the Herrscher of Void, and Theresa, Mei, Bronya, Himeko and the others in St. Freya Academy was crucial, it’s so that Kiana’s able to build enough emotional connection to complete Otto's plan to have Herrscher who are on the side of Humanity.



    



    No matter how you think about it, it's hard to imagine the encounters in the original plot without Otto's hidden manipulation.



    



    Thinking of this, Sigurd couldn't help but look at Vira, who appeared crestfallen. According to that plan, Sigurd and Vira were also suitable sacrifices. Sooner or later—no, perhaps they were already on Otto's list of sacrificial candidates.



    



    Especially after Sigurd handed the Honkai Energy Bullets and the two vials of reagent to Kiana.



    



    Regular futuristic technology was one thing, but any technology involving Honkai Energy would inevitably attract the attention of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy.



    



    ‘Seriously, even though I planned to stay away from those troubles as much as possible, why did I hand over something so sensitive?’



    



    "Kiana..."



    



    Sigurd chewed on that name, his hand stroking Vira's head, and for a moment, he felt like he was patting that peculiar white furball.



    



    It felt like the next moment, that girl would lift her head, blink her big watery eyes, and shamelessly ask Sigurd for toys or treats.



    



    And then, Sigurd's mouth curved slightly.



    



    ‘Schicskal? Anti-Entropy? If they want to find me, let them come.’



    



    He didn't regret or fear it anymore.



    



    Before Sigurd could fully understand why his attitude had changed, Vira sighed and looked up.



    



    "Although I miss Big Sister Kiana, Vira will be strong. Big Sister Kiana also said that Vira is the cutest when she smiles! The same goes for you, Big Brother Sigurd, don't be too sad."



    



    Sigurd was momentarily speechless and then replied expressionlessly, "Why should I be sad about getting rid of that troublesome brat? I'm actually very happy. Look, I even managed to assemble this troublesome computer."



    



    "Yes, yes, Big Brother Sigurd is not sad at all. Then let's have breakfast together, shall we? Today is Saturday, and Papa will come to see me later."



    



    "Fine, let's eat. No more mention of that willful brat."



    



    Sigurd said so and looked to the side. Icarus had already set up breakfast.



    



    The breakfast was eaten in an unusually quiet manner, which was quite unusual.

  
    "Little Vira, Papa is here!"



    



    "Wow! It's Papa!"



    



    Vira ran towards the door with a trotting motion that was always full of cuteness and humor, making people can't help but smile.



    



    At the same time, the bear-like Robbins quickly crouched down and gave his daughter a strong and affectionate bear hug.



    



    In the next moment, the affectionate interaction between father and daughter made Sigurd feel a strong sour and cheesy smell. Why is your daughter so sweet? While his tuna—hmph!



    



    Sigurd took a deep breath and decided not to look at the sweet behavior between father and daughter. He quietly drank his lonely cup of tea.



    



    After a while, Robbins and Vira came to Sigurd and sat on the sofa in a row.



    



    "Oh? Boss, where is Miss Kiana?" Robbins noticed the unusual silence in the house and looked around but couldn't find the lively white fluff ball from before.



    



    "Papa, Kiana went to the Far East to find her dad."



    



    "Huh? She's already gone?"



    



    "Yes, she left last night without saying goodbye to Vira..."



    



    Vira said with a touch of disappointment.



    



    Robbins rubbed his daughter's hair and comforted her, "It's alright, you'll see her again in the future. Besides, we have Boss's phone, so we can video call anytime!"



    



    "Oh, right! I'll call Kiana now!"



    



    Vira took out her touchscreen phone and without hesitation, dialed Kiana's number—the phone made by Sigurd, using the intrusion of various communication service providers' signal base stations to transmit signals, without the need for communication fees or a phone number, just dialing each other's phones would do.



    



    Sigurd's tea-drinking action paused for a moment.



    



    If the call goes through, won't my perfectly crafted excuse be exposed? After all, Kiana is traveling alone, and there was no Sigurd employee sent to pick her up. They also didn't coordinate in advance.



    



    But oh well, let's see how far this idiot has gone and if she can adapt to a life of wandering on her own.



    



    
      Beep~ Beep~ Beep~


    

    



    After a moment of busy tone, Vira's call wasn't connected.



    



    "Huh? Why isn't Kiana picking up?"



    



    Vira looked puzzled as she glanced at her phone.



    



    Then, Icarus's voice came from the surrounding audio devices.



    



    "My Lord, there is an anomaly."



    



    "Speak."



    



    "The network and communication signals were suddenly interrupted thirty seconds ago, and attempts to repair them were unsuccessful. Satellite electromagnetic signals were interrupted and couldn't be repaired. Photovoltaic signals were interrupted and couldn't be repaired. Wired telecommunication signals were interrupted and couldn't be repaired—Conclusion: Except for some special devices deployed within the city, this unit has lost the ability to exchange data with the outside world."



    



    In an instant, a flood of information passed through Sigurd's mind.



    



    First, there haven't been any significant anomalies in the regional climate recently, and the outer space environment has been stable, ruling out the possibility of natural disasters.



    



    Second, the international and regional political environments have been normal, so we can eliminate political or war-related factors.



    



    After excluding these two factors, the two most probable possibilities are the intervention of Herrscher in the relevant field or the involvement of organizations with extraordinary power, such as Schicksal and Anti-Entropy.



    



    Regarding the Herrscher, the original storyline cannot be fully trusted, but at present, they are a reliable source of information. Logically speaking, Sigurd doesn't believe that at this time and place, a Herrscher capable of disrupting signals would emerge.



    



    Therefore, it can be narrowed down to Schicksal or Anti-Entropy making a move.



    



    What could their motives be?



    



    First, it can be ruled out that it's because of himself. Even though he recently handed over sensitive inventions related to Honkai, it's unlikely for these organizations to react so quickly.



    



    As for Kiana, the possibility is also not very high.



    



    After careful consideration, two possibilities remain: either the two organizations have decided to operate in this area, cutting off communication for secrecy or to disrupt enemy command capabilities, or—while the timing for the Honkai Eruption to occur is unlikely, attacks by Honkai Beasts on the city are not uncommon.



    



    Then, a sudden realization struck Sigurd.



    



    He remembered that over two months ago, in the snowy mountains not far from Uluru Town, Kiana had displayed her Herrscher form.



    



    The appearance of a Herrscher, even if it was only a partial manifestation, would leave behind a significant amount of Honkai energy in the area. After months of incubation, this energy could infect the animals in the mountains, giving rise to a group of Honkai Beasts. It was highly possible!



    



    If it was an attack by Honkai Beasts and Schicksal or Anti-Entropy came to deal with it, it would make sense to cut off communications. After all, Honkai is still classified information for ordinary people.



    



    "Robbins, have you heard any news from Jörmungandr or Uluru Town these past few days? Any information would be useful."



    



    "Well... I had someone secretly sent to Uluru Town to take care of the safe house, but they didn't come back this morning as planned. Does that count as abnormal?"



    



    Sigurd narrowed his eyes.



    



    Of course, it did.



    



    To some extent, it corroborated the possibility that something had happened there.



    



    Then, his pupils suddenly contracted.



    



    Uluru Town was very close to Jörmungandr City. Considering Kiana's speed, she could reach it overnight.



    



    There's a great cake shop in Uluru Town with unique flavors that are not often found in the city. Even if the conditions were available, Sigurd wouldn't spoil Kiana to the extent of arranging someone to buy it every day.



    



    Given her nature, it was entirely possible for her to make a detour to Uluru Town and indulge herself before setting off!



    



    Sigurd opened his mouth, feeling his heart skip a beat at that moment.



    



    After a brief pause, seeing Robbins' serious expression, Sigurd stood up and said,



    



    "Stay in the mansion. There are armed forces prepared by me, and Icarus will be responsible for protecting you all."



    



    "Boss, what's happening?"



    



    "Not sure. But let's wish ourselves good luck. Stay here and don't panic, if it's the situation I anticipate, this place is probably the safest fortress. If even this place were to be destroyed—then I don't know where you can escape to."



    



    "Understood."



    



    Robbins wanted to inquire further, but Sigurd, after patting Vira's head, was already in a state of walking and speaking at the same time. In their brief conversation, he had entered the suddenly opened basement door.



    



    Moments later, there was a slight tremor in the floor beneath their feet and the surrounding walls.



    



    Drawn by the commotion outside, Robbins and Vira came to the window and saw that the once blooming courtyard had been replaced by a black metallic floor, shimmering with a golden glow. Countless large and small gun barrels emerged from the underground, walls, and even suspended in the air, densely occupying the entire field of vision.



    



    The floor in front of the main gate opened with a thunderous sound, revealing a runway extending from the underground.



    



    Then, accompanied by a faint sound of electromagnetic propulsion engines, a black figure suddenly shot out like a meteor, disappearing at the end of the road in the blink of an eye, making it impossible to discern the specific appearance of the vehicle or the person inside.



    



    Robbins took a deep breath.



    



    "Vira, do you know when all of these things appeared?"



    



    "I... I don't know..."



    



    Vira replied dumbfoundedly.



    



    Robbins confirmed once again that the boss was a god-like figure. Anyone who said otherwise, Robbins would argue with them. He was certain that when he bought the estate, it was just a normal mansion, and he was sure that these terrifying weapons were not something you could buy anywhere.



    



    At the same time, a sense of foreboding began to envelop his mind.



    



    The boss had such means at his disposal, yet he seemed uncertain. What kind of crisis could it be?



    



    Robbins felt unease, but as the boss had said, this was already the safest fortress.



    



    "Miss Icarus, can you help me contact some people?"



    



    "It depends on the situation, Mr. Robbins. Currently, this unit's interference range is limited to 83% of Jörmungandr City."



    



    "Please do your best. Will names and phone numbers be enough?"



    



    "It will be sufficient."



    



    "These individuals can bring a professional armed force, consisting of 45 people, with ample firepower. Can they join the defensive fortifications?"



    



    "It can be arranged. Your suggestion is excellent, Mr. Robbins."



    



    Robbins provided the information.



    



    After Icarus contacted several team leaders and instructed them to gather promptly, Robbins breathed a slight sigh of relief after bolstering the defense forces at the mansion.



    



    With so many artillery pieces and professional soldiers, they should be well protected unless missiles were to rain down from above, right?

  














Chapter 19: She Shines Like The Sun





In the early morning hours, Kiana arrived in the town of Uluru.





Just as Sigurd had speculated, with no clear direction in mind, she couldn't resist the temptation of the local specialty cake. So, her first step was to come here and indulge in the delicious treat.





Dawn was approaching, and the cake shop wouldn't open until 9 o'clock, which meant she had to wait for the delicacy.





Thinking about the tantalizing cake that had haunted her dreams, Kiana, who had walked all night, wasn't tired at all. On the contrary, she was full of energy.





But she didn't want to wait idly. Since she couldn't get her hands on the cake yet, she decided to have some breakfast to fill her stomach.





Thus, she arrived at a breakfast place that had left a good impression on her before.





"Miss Kiana, long time no see. Are you here for breakfast again today? Where's your brother?"





Kiana unloaded the various packages from her body and placed them aside, then rolled her eyes and replied:





"How many times do I have to say it? That guy is not my brother. Anyway, I want a super-sized breakfast. Serve it quickly."





"Alright, please wait a moment."





The staff member walked towards the counter with a smiling face. She didn't really care why Kiana came alone with so many packages to have breakfast. All she knew was that there was money to be made, and that was enough. People are busy with their own lives, and unless a tragedy happens right in front of their eyes, most people don't have the time to care about this or that. Taking care of their own lives is enough.





Before long, a large plate filled with bacon, scrambled eggs, toast, and other foods was placed in front of Kiana.





Kiana licked her lips and immediately started devouring the food—what was reassuring was that she somewhat remembered Sigurd's teachings. Although she ate quickly, she at least used the cutlery properly instead of grabbing everything and wolfing it down.





Soon, the massive plate was cleaned up, almost to the point where Kiana could lick it.





Kiana patted her slightly satisfied stomach, sighed contentedly, hesitated for a moment, and didn't order a second serving.





"The stomach has its limits. To make room for more cake, I should stop here for breakfast."





"Ah, this young lady has grown up and learned to make choices between delicious food."





Kiana straightened her back, feeling proud for a moment, and the sadness of parting dispersed a little. She then stood up, took out a few banknotes from her purse, and placed them on the table, ready to leave.





Boom!





Just then, from the eastern end of the town's main street, a loud noise echoed in the distance.





Kiana instinctively turned her head and saw flames and thick smoke rising into the sky. Amidst the chaotic screams and noises, a familiar sense of danger accompanied the wind.





Narrowing her eyes, Kiana focused her gaze beyond the smoke and vaguely saw several colossal figures. Soon, one after another, white behemoths broke through the smoke, emitting earth-shattering roars as they stomped their way towards the town center.





"Ah! What- what are those things?"





"Run! Run for your lives! Head in the opposite direction, as far away from the town as possible!"





Kiana almost roared as she shouted, startling the bewildered onlookers once again.





Finally realizing that something was wrong, the townspeople followed their instincts and scattered, fleeing in all directions.





Kiana also started running, not to escape, but to dash towards the direction of the Honkai beasts.





She only took one package—the one containing her weapons and equipment.





Running while taking out her dual pistols, after a brief hesitation, she decisively unloaded the regular magazines and replaced them with the special Honkai energy rounds crafted by Sigurd.





"Miss, the system detects a large-scale Honkai energy reaction ahead. You are unable to handle it alone. I recommend a retreat in the opposite direction."





"Stop babbling! If all of Kaslana's people run away, who will protect the civilians? By the way, contact Sigurd for me and tell him to quickly escape with Vira! They're not far from here, and it's dangerous!"





Kiana shouted at the black wristband on her wrist.





The edges of the wristband flickered with red light for a moment, and then Icarus responded:





"Miss, an abnormal situation has occurred."





"Huh?"





"The system has lost communication and interconnectivity with the outside world. Inference: someone within the area has disrupted external information exchange through electromagnetic interference and physical cutoff. The scope of the disruption is unknown, the perpetrator is unknown, and the purpose is unknown."





"So, you-huff huff-can't contact Sigurd?"





"That's correct, Miss."





"Damn it! Of all times, this had to happen now!"





Kiana gasped for breath and cursed.





Although she didn't know what was happening, she needed to find a way to quickly notify Sigurd and the others to escape. However, there were also many residents in the town who were directly in danger.





Kiana gritted her teeth, maintaining her direction but increasing her speed.





She knew she couldn't handle a group of Honkai beasts, but she could buy time and save some people. Once the townspeople had evacuated, she could return to the city and deliver the message in time, right?





Moreover, Sigurd was smart; maybe he would quickly sense something was wrong and leave early?





In any case, she couldn't abandon the people in immediate danger.





Kiana swung her hands, releasing the safety of her firearms with a click. She herself had arrived under the hooves of the Honkai beast.





"Roar!"





The Honkai beast in front of her let out a mighty roar as its massive hooves, with a radius of two to three meters, descended from the sky. In the spot where they landed, there were two trembling little girls huddled together.





"Watch out!"





Kiana shouted and rushed straight toward the two.





Boom!





As the stone bricks shattered and the iron hooves landed, the ground sank three feet deep.





Unaware, the Honkai beast lifted its hoof and continued forward, failing to notice that beneath its body, Kiana was holding onto two little girls and quietly escaping to the side.





However, while the giant-sized Honkai beasts had blind spots, the smaller flying Honkai beasts were not so sluggish.





Just as Kiana had reached a broken wall, several wing-flapping, meter-high flying Honkai beasts pounced from above.





Bang! Bang! Bang!





Bullets fired continuously, accurately shooting them down. The powerful recoil made Kiana's hands slightly numb.





"This power is not bad."





Kiana exclaimed.





Based on her experience battling Honkai beasts, ordinary bullets could barely scratch their skin, but Sigurd's Honkai energy bullets could pierce right through them, killing them with a single shot. It was truly impressive.





But at the same time, she could also feel that something was off with her pistols.





"I hope the bullets last until they're all gone..."





Kiana glanced at her dual pistols, then turned around and crouched in front of the two sisters, saying:





"Listen, I'll lead you in that direction to break through. You must stay close to me, understand?"





The two little girls nodded repeatedly in fear, driven by their desire to survive, and even helped each other stand up.





Kiana breathed a sigh of relief. If she had to carry them while making a breakthrough, the difficulty would be even higher.





"Let's go!"





Surrounded by Honkai beasts, Kiana knew she couldn't delay, so without further ado, she chose a route that seemed relatively less dangerous and pushed forward.





Bang!





Bang! Bang!





"Ha!"





Gunshots, sounds of punches and kicks, and the fierce shouts of the young girl became the main theme along the way.





Of course, there were also injuries and setbacks.





After about ten minutes, in a narrow alley where Honkai beasts were barely seen, Kiana wiped the blood off her face, tore a piece of her skirt, and hastily wrapped it around her bleeding wrist.





Then she looked at the two terrified sisters, revealing a bright smile and said,





"Are you both okay?"





"Yeah, we-we're fine-Thank you, big sis."





"You're welcome. Take this opportunity to continue walking in the direction away from those monsters. The farther away, the safer it will be. Even if you're looking for your family, I suggest waiting until things settle down before searching for them. It's too dangerous right now. Also, if you come across others on the way, tell them to run quickly!"





"We- we understand, big sister. Please take care too."





Kiana gestured confidently with a thumbs-up towards them. Although she was just a young girl herself, her smile, revealing her white teeth, made her look like a fearless brave warrior.





"Alright, I'll continue to save others. Farewell if fate allows us to meet again!"





Leaving these words behind, Kiana headed back in the direction she had just made a breakthrough.





With no one else to take care of, Kiana could now maneuver carefully through the herd of beasts using various cover. Along the way, she came across a mother and son trembling in the ruins.





"Don't be afraid, I'll protect you!"





Against the sunlight, the two saw the wounded little Kiana and she greeted them with a warm and confident smile.





In that moment, with disheveled white hair, gasping for breath, but radiating a warm smile, she appeared like a beam of light.






































Chapter 20: Encounter





"Icarus, can you contact Kiana now?"





"My Lord, I couldn't find any information about Miss Kiana within the interference range of my signals."





"Tsk! How much longer until we reach Uluru Town?"





"At the current speed, it is estimated to take another twelve minutes."





"Secondary self-check of the weapon system to ensure it functions properly."





"Yes, My Lord."





In the howling cold wind, Sigurd, wearing narrow blue lenses, shifted gears again. The electric thrusters propelled the tires with even greater efficiency, and the sci-fi-inspired motorcycle, longer than the average private car, raced under the morning sun.





"My Lord, your speed is too fast, increasing the risk of steering and braking. I suggest reducing speed as soon as possible and driving safely."





"No need, I know what I'm doing."





Sigurd replied coldly.





If he hadn't considered the possibility of returning amidst the pursuit of Honkai beasts, he would have even disregarded the damage to the vehicle and pushed the speed to its limit.





Unable to persuade his master, Icarus silently checked the full set of weapon systems, including the twelve floating electromagnetic cannons soaring in the air behind the vehicle.





...





On the other side, Kiana had lost count of how many times she had entered and exited the herd of beasts to save people.





Not every rescue mission was successful.





There had already been seViral instances where the rescued individuals died midway.





At the same time, her clothes were in tatters, wrapped haphazardly with makeshift bandages, and her movements were no longer as smooth and agile as before.





Let me reiterate, the current Kiana is only twelve or thirteen years old. How much capability could she have?





Even so, she continued to save people without stopping.





Bang!





Crack!





A single shot took down a flying Honkai beast, but at the same time, the gun in Kiana's hand shattered into pieces with a metallic cry, turning into scattered metal fragments on the ground.





"Damn it, since the bullets are this powerful, can't they make the gun more sturdy to handle the recoil better?"





Kiana complained, but she also knew that it was not easy to have bullets like these, let alone create a gun that could withstand the impact of Honkai energy.





While grumbling, Kiana didn't hesitate in her actions. She directly reached out and caught the fangs of a two-meter-tall Honkai beast.





"Ah!!!"





Under the impact of the Honkai beast, Kiana roared in defiance, but her body couldn't control being pushed backward. Her feet plowed two tracks on the ground, and the bandages wrapped around her arms oozed red blood.





Finally, the impact force of the Honkai beast was completely exhausted. Kiana forcefully slammed her forehead forward, causing the huge Honkai beast to stumble, and then she swiftly lifted it up.





Boom!





She flipped the Honkai beast behind her, its four legs kicking violently, trying to flip itself back over.





But would Kiana give it a chance?





Aiming at the head of the colossal beast, which was harder than steel, Kiana raised her hands and her small fists, soaked in blood, relentlessly hammered down.





Boom! Boom! Boom!





It wasn't until the head of the Honkai beast sank into the ground, and its massive body became motionless, that Kiana finally stopped, gasping for breath.





She looked up, wiping her eyes that were dampened by either blood or sweat, and shouted at the rescued person who was standing still:





"What are you standing there for? Hurry and keep running!"





"Yes!"





Three minutes later, after watching the rescued person move away to a safe place, Kiana leaned against the wall and sat down weakly.





With trembling and bloodied hands, she struggled to take out the last handgun and the last regular magazine from her backpack. She wiped her nose and muttered to herself:





"It's... at the limit. It should be enough now. It shouldn't be a problem to go back and deliver the message, right? Dad, I hope... I didn't embarrass the Kaslana name, did I?"





Some liquid trickled down her cheeks, and Kiana didn't even have the strength to determine if it was sweat or her own blood dripping from her forehead.





"Ah!"





At that moment, another cry for help reached her ears.





Kiana jolted, immediately wanting to stand up, but her legs, already pushed to their limits, couldn't support her. She fell flat on the ground, biting into a mouthful of soil.





"Damn it!"





Kiana propped herself up against the wall, looked outside, and saw two little girls surrounded by a group of small Honkai beasts, on the verge of losing their lives.





Kiana wanted to rush over and save them, but her body was no longer capable of reaching them in time.





Then, a black test tube appeared in her hand.





To inject or not to inject?





Sigurd's warning echoed faintly in her ears.





Kiana hesitated for less than a second and decisively injected the contents of the syringe into her neck.





"Ah!!!"





Intense pain surged through her body as if every muscle and bone were being burned by fire and then shattered by an iron hammer.





The next moment, an unprecedented power surged through her limbs and every fiber of her being.





"Wait! I'm coming to save you!"





Kiana shouted, like an arrow released from a bow, and in an unbelievable speed, she arrived within the midst of the encirclement.





Kicks, punches, crushing skulls with the butt of her gun.





A series of fluid and powerful movements unfolded seamlessly. The speed and strength were unparalleled.





Kiana quickly cleared the encirclement in the blink of an eye.





"Miss, you have two minutes and fifty seconds left. Please inject the counteragent as soon as possible."





"You can keep track of time? Alright, remind me when the time comes."





After a brief conversation with Icarus, Kiana remained silent. With one hand holding a little girl, she swiftly dashed out before more Honkai beasts could surround them.





"Two minutes and thirty seconds."





Kiana ran far, but she was still within the range of the rampant Honkai beasts.





"Exactly two minutes."





Kiana reached a safe zone and set the two individuals down.





"Run! Keep running towards a safe place!"





Then, she turned back, without any hesitation, and continued running into the midst of the beast horde.





"I can save one more person, and then... then I'll run as far as I can towards the city!"





Kiana didn't want to waste precious enhancement time. She swiftly searched and ran within the beast horde.





"One minute and thirty seconds."





Kiana carried a child on her back.





"One minute and twenty seconds."





She added another woman in her arms.





"Exactly one minute."





Kiana sprinted at full speed towards the direction of the city with the three individuals.





"Thirty seconds."





The weight exceeded expectations, and most importantly, carrying people hindered her agility. Kiana hadn't yet escaped the range of the beast horde.





"Twenty seconds."





Just a bit more.





"Ten seconds."





She made it out, but it was still far from being safe.





"Five seconds!"





"Will it be alright if I exceed the time by a little bit!?"





"Please inject the counteragent as soon as possible... Three... Two... One. Warning! Warning! Please inject the counteragent immediately! Please inject the counteragent immediately!"





With a glance behind her, Kiana gritted her teeth and continued running forward.





Her heartbeat thundered in her ears, and she felt an unusual burning sensation and piercing pain in her eyes. Kiana even sensed that her nose was bleeding uncontrollably.





But she couldn't stop.





If she stopped now, the survivors she had worked so hard to rescue would be swallowed by the horde again in the blink of an eye.





"I can still do it! It'll be fine. I'm Kiana Kaslana, after all! I'll inject later!"





Kiana suppressed her anxiety, disregarding Icarus' warnings, and focused on rushing forward.





Until her consciousness gradually blurred, darkness enveloped her vision, and the buzzing in her ears seemed to suddenly quiet down, no longer hearing any extraneous sounds.





But she kept running, ensuring that not a single survivor would fall from her body.





"Just a little faster..."





"Just a little further..."





"Hang in there, it'll be over soon..."





But how long is "soon"? Kiana's fading consciousness could no longer provide an answer. She ran forward numbly, her speed fluctuating, not knowing how much time had passed.





...





Then, at a certain moment, the girl finally let the people on her body fall, stumbling and collapsing forward.





Just then, the piercing sound of tires gripping the ground and the roar of engines awakened her from her daze.





Kiana felt a hand wrap around her waist, lifting her up.





When she focused her gaze, she saw the familiar profile of a boy.





He wore distinctive blue-tinted glasses, pursed his lips, and had a cold and gloomy expression on his face.





But at this moment, Kiana felt a sense of unprecedented reassurance.





Pfft!





The counteragent was injected into the back of her neck, and Kiana didn't feel any pain. The sense of emptiness in her body seemed to slightly lessen, giving her the strength to speak with a hoarse voice that startled even herself.





"Sig... you're here."





"Shut up. I'll deal with you later."





"Be careful.... there are Honkai Beasts ahead..."





"I know."





"I feel so tired..."





"Then take a nap for a while. I brought cake and ice cream. Which one do you want to eat first?"





"Let's have them together..."





Kiana murmured, closing her eyes and drifting off to sleep.





And then, beams of dazzling laser cannons pierced through the raging horde of Honkai Beasts.






































Chapter 21: Planting the Sun





Honkai Beasts proved to be more challenging than expected.





Twelve floating cannons, along with the main cannon on the front of the vehicle, unleashed a total of thirteen beams of high-energy particles that nearly leveled the buildings in the entire small town.





Of course, Sigurd adjusted the altitude to avoid some hidden areas where people might be hiding, trying his best not to harm the innocent.





Even so, they only managed to clear one-third of the small Honkai Beast horde.





"For those giant Honkai Beasts measured in floors, even if they're hit head-on, they just shake their massive heads and continue rampaging as if nothing happened."





"Couldn't penetrate their armor, huh? Guess our firepower is still insufficient."





Sitting in the vehicle, Sigurd glanced at the bewildered people around him.





"What are you all standing there for? She risked her life to save you, not so you can stand here dumbfounded. Keep running. I'll lead the main force away. Whether you can survive or not is up to you."





Without waiting for a reply from the people, Sigurd pulled out two iron cables from the vehicle and bound Kiana to his chest.





He then twisted the handle, and the massive tires crushed through the rubble and debris, heading straight towards the towering giant Honkai Beast.





Boom!





The tremendous impact landed on the Honkai Beast's hoof, causing it to stumble and crash to the ground.





Seizing the opportunity, Sigurd climbed up the powerful motorcycle, which had remarkable gripping strength, using the fallen Honkai Beast's body as a ramp. He ascended to higher ground and struck the head of another nearby Honkai Beast.





The seemingly large and cumbersome motorcycle, under Sigurd's control, maneuvered like an agile leopard, weaving through the bodies and movements of these giant Honkai Beasts.





With the focused fire from the floating cannons, Sigurd attracted the attention of several giant Honkai Beasts and successfully eliminated one, obtaining data on their armor strength. At the same time, their hatred intensified.





Sigurd decisively twisted the vehicle's handle, seeing the pursuing Honkai Beasts trailing behind. He raced towards the opposite direction of the city, deep into the snowy mountains.





...





Crash!





As the vehicle flew over a small bump and the subsequent jolting sensation, along with the continuous roars of the Honkai Beasts in the distance, Kiana woke up.





"Hmm?"





"Sig..."





"Where am I?"





Kiana asked groggily, then couldn't help but cough violently for a while, feeling a surge of metallic and sweet scent in her throat.





To avoid worrying Sigurd, she forced herself to endure and didn't spit out the blood rushing up in her body.





"We're in the mountains."





Sigurd lowered his head and glanced at her.





The once snow-white face of the girl was stained with messy dirt and bloodstains, but her paleness and weakness were still apparent.





"How do you feel?"





"I feel... fine. Thank you for coming to rescue me."





"Tell me the truth."





"...It hurts! My whole body hurts! Am I going to die, Sigurd?"





In Sigurd's stern tone, Kiana seemed to have her armor shattered, instantly losing her strength.





Blood seeped from the corners of her mouth as she asked fearfully and tearfully, her voice filled with vulnerability.





Sigurd looked ahead and casually said, "No. You still have a long life ahead of you. You won't die here."





"Really?"





"Have I ever lied to you?"





"No, I trust you, Sig."





In fact, there were lies told, whether for teasing or various reasons.





However, Kiana smiled with relief as if she had forgotten about those things.





To be honest, with a dirty face and bloodstained teeth, she didn't look particularly attractive.





But Sigurd thought she was still beautiful.





Perhaps it was because she was his own child; he didn't mind.





"Icarus, report the casualty ratio."





"On our side, we've lost two floating cannons. The remaining units can withstand full-power bombardment 43 times. The main vehicle has 11% damage, but it doesn't affect its main functions. On the enemy side, there are 23 remaining giant Honkai Beasts and 406 non-giant ones. Inference: we are at an absolute disadvantage. I recommend retreat."





"Separate six floating cannons, engage in conservative attacks to delay the speed of the beast horde. The remaining four cannons, standby at coordinates (x396, y993, z1123) and (x1217...), prepare for full-power bombardment."





"Yes, My Lord."





The wild giant wheels tore through the snow as if it were flat ground, surpassing the beast horde but keeping them within reach. They circled around seViral solitary peaks.





As the pursuing horde reached a low valley surrounded by prominent peaks to the east, south, and north, and a steep snowy slope to the west, Sigurd shouted, "Now, fire!"





Boom!





Upon Sigurd's command, the four floating cannons, already positioned at critical points, activated at full power. Ice and massive boulders fell from above, triggering a roaring avalanche and a devastating force that engulfed the surroundings, as if consuming the heavens and earth, pouring down from the steep slope to the west.





The horde cried out in agony and attempted to scatter in panic. Sigurd wasn't sure if they felt fear, but he knew that his own anger had long since reached its peak.





"Floating cannons, Sequence 7 to 12, release the reactor restriction system. Activate the electromagnetic reflection force field."





"Yes, My Lord."





Amidst the cold command, invisible ripples spread around the ferocious giant wheel, unleashing a force field capable of resisting particle radiation streams.





At the same time, the speed reached its maximum as they raced away.





Sigurd placed ear protectors on Kiana.





Boom!





From behind, a blinding white light rose from the ground like a new sun.





Wherever the light touched, vast amounts of snow instantly melted and vaporized, as if transitioning from the harsh cold of winter to scorching hot and dry summer.





Simultaneously, intense vibrations quickly spread, accompanied by scenes of earth cracking and mountains crumbling, expanding outward.





At the same time, a sky-obscuring mushroom cloud rose into the air, as if announcing the arrival of doomsday and the manifestation of the most powerful force of humanity, unveiling its ferocious fangs at this time and place.





This scene shocked many observers.





For example, a certain blond Archbishop crushed a teacup and momentarily failed to maintain an elegant and composed demeanor.





Or, in a distant corner of the Earth, a renowned red-haired scientist sprayed a face full of joyous water onto a famous blue-haired scientist, muttering in a daze, "It's impossible," "Are you kidding me?" "Oh my God," and similar words.





...





The explosive yield is not large, and the design takes into account the efficiency of reactor utilization and radiation control.





This radiation will reach Jörmungandr and the small town of Wolvendom, but it will be minimal.





Compared to the Honkai Beasts going to the two towns for slaughter, this is the best outcome.





The residual radiation will dissipate in about three to five days, and afterward, it won't pose any significant harm.





So, although it was a decision made in anger, Sigurd doesn't believe there is anything wrong with this course of action.





The giant wheels of the Blacksteel Motorbike raced on the road, and Sigurd looked at Kiana through blue lenses.





Finally, his eyes revealed genuine concern, no longer hiding it.





The values displayed on the lenses were: 177.12 - 1578.35 - 99.84 - 1785.43...





The Honkai energy itself is inherently unstable, and fluctuations in values are normal, but such extreme highs and lows are abnormal.





So far, the highest value Sigurd had seen was a "???" surpassing the limit of 9999, and the lowest value was 0.71, not excluding the possibility of even lower values that caused measurement failure.





"Damn it, we're too late!"





Sigurd had already pushed the speed to its limit but still wished to go faster. The underground research lab in the mansion had enough equipment, at least allowing him to try something instead of being anxious on the road.





Perhaps he shouldn't have spent time dealing with that batch of Honkai Beasts for the towns of Wolvendom and Jörmungandr?





Then Sigurd silently shook his head, realizing that what was done was done, and now wasn't the time to think about it.





Luckily, the fluctuations in the concentration of Honkai energy were gradually diminishing, approaching Kiana's normal Honkai concentration.





Perhaps this meant that Kiana's body had finally adapted, and the damage from the active Honkai energy wasn't as severe as anticipated.





Suddenly, Sigurd saw some sparse black shadows ahead.





Ssssk!





In the piercing sound of tires scraping against the ground, Sigurd made an urgent turn, steering the vehicle from the highway onto an undeveloped forest mountain road.





As he maneuvered to clear the obstacles ahead, Sigurd glanced back.





"A car coming from the direction of Jörmungandr, driving at high speed, with fresh scratches on the body... Could it be?"





Sigurd's pupils contracted, and an ominous conjecture cast an even darker shadow over his already anxious state of mind.





"Icarus, can you establish contact with the mansion now?"





"My Lord, at the current speed, we will enter the effective coverage range of the mansion's signal tower in 1 minute and 43 seconds."





"Establish communication with the mansion as soon as possible."





"Yes, My Lord."
























    Chapter 22: Ruins



    



    "My Lord, upon entering the effective communication range, we received 13 missed communication requests from the mansion, with the most recent one placed 17 minutes ago. Dialing the mansion's communication channel... Connection established."



    



    Sigurd collected himself and asked directly, "Is that you, Robbins? What's happening in the city?"



    



    "Boss... Finally... Finally got through... Come back... Save... Vi...Ra..."



    



    The voice came intermittently, accompanied by weak gasps and occasional coughing up of blood.



    



    Not good, it was the worst-case scenario.



    



    "20, no, I'll be there in 17 minutes. You guys go to the basement and hide. It's the strongest defensive spot."



    



    "We're already... already in the basement... Boss, Vira, I'm counting on you..."



    



    The communication went silent, with even the faintest sound of Robbins' breath disappearing.



    



    Sigurd's teeth made a faint grinding sound as he suppressed his voice and said coldly:



    



    "Icarus, link with the mansion's mainframe data. I want to know what happened after I left."



    



    "Yes, My Lord."



    



    Then a series of images appeared in Sigurd's glasses:



    



    Firstly, although Sigurd didn't have time to explain clearly, Robbins sensed that the situation was extraordinary, so he used the capabilities of Icarus, the mansion's AI, to call in an armed force.



    



    Normally, this would be the right move, and even Icarus deemed it a reasonable suggestion.



    



    However, the Honkai cannot be inferred by conventional means.



    



    Robbins didn't know one fact, and Icarus also overlooked it due to its weak ability to make associative connections based on mechanical thinking. That fact was that under suitable conditions, infected individuals would turn into zombie-like creatures upon death, and superior specimens might even become Deadwalkers equivalent to Honkai Beasts.



    



    And so, the Honkai Beasts attacked.



    



    It seemed that a branch of Honkai had occurred in the snowy mountains. One wave headed towards the town of Ulu, and another wave directly attacked the city of Yodarha. There might be other branches yet to be discovered.



    



    In any case, some Honkai Beasts reached the front gate of the mansion.



    



    At first, the mansion's formidable firepower repelled the attack, and the momentarily panicked troops quickly regained order and actively joined the defense efforts under Robbins' reassurance.



    



    With ample defensive forces, they successfully repelled three waves of Honkai Beasts, but more and more of them continued to gather.



    



    As the bodies of Honkai Beasts piled up, the mansion's mainframe recorded the gradual increase in Honkai Energy concentration until it reached a certain threshold.



    



    After that, some soldiers in the force became infected and died.



    



    At this stage, the situation hadn't become too dire yet. Icarus began to employ some immature techniques to gradually suppress the Honkai Energy concentration within the mansion. If things had continued in this manner, with the firepower reserves of the mansion, holding on for half a day wouldn't have been a problem.



    



    However, the corpses gave birth to Deadwalkers, and they were not low-level Deadwalkers.



    



    Ruthlessly, they slaughtered their former comrades, tearing open an unassailable breach in the mansion's defenses from within, where the defense forces were relatively weak.



    



    The events that followed didn't need to be described.



    



    In summary, the most recent synchronized data showed that only 7% of the mansion's firepower remained, and the ground structures were almost completely destroyed. Robbins and his daughter, guided by Icarus, took refuge in the basement, but even this last safe zone had now fallen and Honkaid.



    



    Monitoring devices, microphones, infrared sensors, and other observation equipment had all malfunctioned. At this moment, not even the mansion's mainframe, which was within arm's reach, knew the status of the basement. All it could do was use its dwindling firepower to try to clear the Honkai Beasts that came too close, and that was all.



    



    "Damn it!"



    



    Veins bulge on Sigurd's forehead, pulsating.



    



    Why didn't he consider the internal defense of the mansion? Why didn't he anticipate Robbins making this decision? Why didn't he explain the nature of the Honkai to Robbins earlier? Why was Icarus' associative thinking ability so lacking? Too many whys ultimately led to the fall of the mansion, making Sigurd feel like an idiot.



    



    "Calm down!"



    



    "Maybe there's still time..."



    



    "At the very least, I have to save Vira."



    



    Sigurd convinced himself this way, forcing himself to stay calm and continue rushing back to the mansion at full speed.



    



    ...



    



    In 17 minutes, just as Sigurd expected, neither a minute earlier nor a minute later, he arrived at the mansion, only to find a wasteland before his eyes.



    



    "My Lord, I apologize, Icarus couldn't hold the mansion."



    



    Intermittent and unclear electronic sounds came from the ruins, the voice of Icarus on the mansion's mainframe using its almost scrapped audio equipment to report to Sigurd.



    



    Sigurd didn't reply.



    



    He carried Kiana and searched amidst the wreckage until he found the entrance to the basement.



    



    Equipped with a makeshift exoskeleton, he had the ability to clear the blocked entrance.



    



    Then, carrying Kiana and with a hint of caution, he went down.



    



    Some lights flickered, but the main light sources remained stable, and the Honkaid basement wasn't as dark as he had imagined.



    



    Sigurd came across numerous non-functional instruments and devices, but at this moment, those losses couldn't capture his attention.



    



    Because he saw Robbins' lifeless body.



    



    Robbins' body had been pierced by steel bars, evidence of the corrosion caused by the Honkai Energy. He died from excessive bleeding and the invasion of Honkai Energy.



    



    Gently placing Kiana aside, Sigurd approached Robbins' body, squatting down and carefully moving him aside.



    



    Underneath him lay Vira, unconscious.



    



    Vira had hardly any visible injuries on her body, but her hands displayed an abnormal pale gray color. Strange peach-colored patterns covered half of her face. Sigurd grabbed his chest, his expression taking several seconds to regain composure.



    



    It's okay, she's still alive. As long as she's alive, there's still hope. Sigurd repeated this to himself, carefully picking up Vira.



    



    ...



    



    Just as the saying goes, "A clever rabbit has three burrows," Sigurd naturally had preparations outside of the mansion.



    



    He left the mansion and arrived at his backup base, an underground area in an abandoned factory in the suburbs.



    



    However, if we count from the time Sigurd officially started researching and climbing the technology tree after subduing Robbins, it had only been less than a month. Managing the mansion under such a rushed timeline was already difficult enough, so the backup base contained mainly various materials and was far less convenient than the mansion.



    



    But with the mansion completely destroyed and the sight of the corpses of Honkai Beasts piling up too conspicuous, not to mention the organization blocking the area's signals possibly being connected to Schicksal, Sigurd currently had no mood to deal with Otto and could only leave for now.



    



    Saving people, waking up Kiana and Vira, that was the only thing he wanted to do at the moment.



    



    ...



    



    Kiana regained consciousness in the evening.



    



    "Uhh..."



    



    She struggled to open her eyes, feeling her throat burning.



    



    "Water..."



    



    Cool liquid was poured into her throat, alleviating most of the discomfort.



    



    "Sig…?"



    



    "It's me."



    



    "Where…. are we?"



    



    "The backup base."



    



    In Sigurd's calm voice, there was a weariness that Kiana hadn't felt in a long time.



    



    Kiana blinked her eyes, trying to clear her vision, and saw Sigurd busy at a table, seemingly adjusting some potions.



    



    Beside her, on another bed, Vira lay quietly, her face covered with glowing peach-colored patterns, her small body showing almost no signs of breathing.



    



    "Vira!"



    



    Kiana tried to sit up, but her body didn't respond to her brain's commands. Then she realized her own weakness and the intense pain spreading throughout her body.



    



    "Hiss..."



    



    Kiana took a deep breath, trembling as she asked:



    



    "Vira... What happened to Vira?"



    



    "Honkai Energy Erosion. I'm trying to find a way to save her. And, take care of yourself for a moment, how do you feel?"



    



    "I'm fine! Save Vira first!"



    



    Kiana exclaimed in excitement.



    



    Sigurd's figure seemed to freeze for a moment, then he slumped down on a chair, reaching out to touch Vira's icy forehead.



    



    The once gentle and sensible little girl now lay quietly like a lifeless doll, her furrowed eyebrows telling the story of the pain she was enduring.



    



    Kiana's tears rolled down her cheeks.



    



    "What do you mean you can't do it? Don't joke at a time like this, Sig! Pull yourself together, you can do it! Vira, Vira is still so young, she can't just die like this, Sig"



    



    Kiana cried and tried to get up to reach out to Sigurd, to touch Vira, but her efforts only resulted in her falling off the bed, intensifying the pervasive feeling of pain.



    



    "Sig!"



    



    Ignoring her body's protests, Kiana attempted to crawl over, to reach Vira's bedside.



    



    Perhaps awakened by Kiana's actions, a flicker of emotion appeared in Sigurd's hollow gaze.



    



    He walked over, picked up Kiana, and together they approached Vira's bed.



    



    Trembling, Kiana held Vira's hand, her tears and mucus flowing uncontrollably as she saw the pale complexion.



    



    "It's all... all my fault... If only I had... gone back and reported earlier..."



    



    Sigurd embraced her, resting his chin on her head, taking a deep breath.



    



    "I'm thinking whether it would be better to end her suffering. If she wakes up, she might immediately turn into a Honkai Zombie. Perhaps… Perhaps ending it all while she sleeps would be a release for her."



    



    Sigurd spoke in a calm and detached tone.



    



    In the shadows, his hands were already clenched white.



    



    "No, you can't!"



    



    Kiana screamed.



    



    Sigurd held Kiana tightly, feeling her trembling body.



    



    Kiana looked up, her tear-stained face distorted by crying, and said to Sigurd:



    



    "If even we give up, who will save Vira? I beg you, Sig, I beg you to save her. I'll do anything, just save her..."



    



    Faced with Kiana's plea, Sigurd fell silent for a long time, then suddenly his lips curved upward.



    



    "I think this is a trial."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "This is a trial, a trial given to me by fate. Only by overcoming my own cowardice and immaturity can I grow. I understand now that running away is futile. I'm here, breathing the air of this place, forging bonds with its people, and both the Honkai, Schicksal, and Otto are here too. No matter what the future holds, I will face them instead of naively thinking I can avoid everything that is feared."



    



    "Sig..."



    



    Kiana sniffed, feeling even more anxious.



    



    What should she do? Sigurd couldn't be having mental issues from the shock, could he? Why did he suddenly say these inexplicable things?



    



    "I've made a dangerous decision. It's very risky, and maybe our fates will temporarily be out of our hands. But it's a glimmer of hope. Will you join me?"



    



    Sigurd asked seriously.



    



    Kiana opened her mouth and nodded fiercely.



    



    "As long as we can save Vira, I'll do anything!"



    



    ...



    



    In the Mediterranean, high above the clouds, beneath a starry sky, the magnificent and splendid Schicksal Sky City floated in the air.



    



    Otto Apocalypse was leisurely enjoying his afternoon tea.



    



    Although it was already evening, for Otto, who had long transcended human limits, he could have tea whenever he wanted, and any tea time could be called afternoon tea.



    



    "Amber, have you found that overly lively little fellow?"



    



    "My Lord Bishop, following the trails around the estate, the Valkyrie on the front lines tracked them to the forest, but the trail disappeared there. We are currently conducting a carpet search, but there are no results yet."



    



    "Continue then. I believe they haven't gone far. Being able to produce fusion grenades as a weapon and appearing alongside K-423, where exactly do you come from? Anti-Entropy, or perhaps a friend of that little serpent?"



    



    "Szzz... Szzz... Szzz..."



    



    Suddenly, the enormous electronic screen in front of them started flickering, and precise data and image windows disappeared, eventually transforming into a clear communication screen.



    



    Otto held a teacup, gazing at the weary and indifferent eyes of the young man in the window. In a trance, it seemed as if they were engaged in a gaze that transcended space.



    



    "Good evening, young fellow."



    



    "Good evening, Mr. Otto."



    



    Otto raised an eyebrow, observing the K-423 in the young man's arms and the little girl next to them, visibly affected by Honkai corruption.



    



    "It seems like you're in trouble. Is there anything I can help with?"



    



    "I was the one who threw the fusion grenade."



    



    "...Young fellow, I appreciate your straightforwardness. So, where did you got it from?"



    



    "I made it myself."



    



    The Lord Bishop squinted his eyes.



    



    He didn't really want to believe it, but if it was connected to the ability to easily invade Schicslal system, creating a fusion grenade didn't seem so unimaginable anymore.



    



    In this world, there was a difference between geniuses and ordinary people.



    



    Geniuses who astonished the era with their individual capabilities were rare, but Otto had already encountered several of them, even placing himself within that category.



    



    Perhaps this was an undiscovered, long-lost genius?



    



    Of course, at this moment, Otto still leaned towards the speculation that this was a spy from another organization.



    



    "K-423 is also with me."



    



    Sigurd suddenly added, emphasizing the presence of Kiana in his arms.



    



    Otto's expression remained unchanged, with a faint smile.



    



    "It seems like you know quite a lot! But how much does she know about herself?"



    



    K-423 had not yet established a stable personality or enough bonds. If she were to learn the truth at this moment, it might lead to the collapse of her fragile psyche, which would seriously threaten Otto's plans.



    



    Otto maintained a calm facade, but a hidden intention to kill silently arose within him.



    



    "No need to worry. I also believe the timing is not right."



    



    Sigurd added again, bringing some reassurance to Otto, but also making him slightly suspicious. He had hidden his plans deeply, so how much did the other side know and from where?



    



    "Cough cough! So, back to business, what brings you to me, Mr. Sigurd?"



    



    Otto also displayed some of his own intelligence at an opportune moment.



    



    He didn't know that Sigurd was the one who released the fusion grenade, nor did he find any information about Sigurd's hidden research abilities. However, since he appeared alongside K-423, Sigurd's name, appearance, and even his family history were already in Otto's database.



    



    However, it seemed that his intelligence-gathering work was inadequate. The Sigurd before him, compared to the orphan depicted in the intelligence, were completely different individuals. Moreover, the ability to infiltrate the Welt system and communicate with him was highly suspicious.



    



    Two individuals with complex thoughts stared at each other through the screen, then tacitly decided to end the probe at this point.



    



    "As you can see, Vira has been affected by Honkai corruption and is in danger." Sigurd said.



    



    "I don't have much to offer, but I happen to have something that I don't think you would refuse."



    



    "Please go on."



    



    "A possibility."



    



    "About what?"



    



    "About a resurrection."



    



    After a moment of silence, Otto crushed his tea cup for the second time. Then, he replied coldly:



    



    "If you have the power to resurrect, why don't you just resurrect this little girl yourself instead of asking me to save her?"



    



    "First, as I said, it's just a possibility. Second, if it were the person you have in mind, what would you choose between saving her life in time and letting her die and then resurrecting her?"



    



    At this moment, the initiative in the conversation changed. It didn't completely shift the balance, but at least Sigurd regained some control.



    



    Otto remained silent for a moment and then said meaningfully:



    



    "It seems that your understanding of me goes beyond expectations... By the way, have you ever considered seeking revenge against Kiana for your parents who died in the Second Honkai Impact, Mister Gat Fedronaski? "



    



    This invoked Sigurd's original body's memories.



    



    Yes, Sigurd's parents died in the Second Honkai Impact, killed by the Herrscher of the Void. That's why Sigurd came as a poor orphan when he traveled back in time.



    



    Normally, this would make him have an irreconcilable grudge with the Herrscher of Void, aka, K-423 herself.



    



    However, Sigurd didn't have much personal attachment to this body original family, so he didn't bear any enmity toward the stupid tuna, but he couldn't deny this established fact.



    



    When Otto brought it up now, he was probably suspecting Sigurd's identity and testing his thoughts on Kiana Kaslana.



    



    Sigurd stroked Kiana's hair and said slowly:



    



    "I am observing, observing her original self, and the dormant demon within. Once I have a clear understanding, I will make a decision. Also, it's Gat Fedronasky, not Gat Fedronaski."



    



    Gat Fedronasky was the Sigurd of this world's original name.



    



    There was only a slight difference in pronunciation between Fedronasky and Fedronaski.



    



    If Sigurd didn't have the memories of him from this world, if he was a spy sent by another organization, this tiny distinction might have been easily overlooked.



    



    This was a loophole, whether used to speculate on his identity or to launch a verbal attack. Otto was regaining control of the situation.

  
    'I must admit, Otto is indeed amazing. Even when his deepest thoughts were exposed, he calmly set up verbal traps.'



    



    Sigurd thought to himself, looking calm as he stared at the camera, as if he hadn't noticed Otto's probing.



    



    "Oh, my mistake. I didn't remember correctly."



    



    Similarly, Otto responded with a serious tone, as if it were just a simple slip of the tongue. He then asked:



    



    "I'm interested in your possibility, but I can't simply believe you based on a few words. Do you understand?"



    



    "There is a paper that has been sent to your handheld device."



    



    Otto calmly picked up the tablet-like device and began reading. Five minutes later, he set the device down and said:



    



    "The Information-Origin Theory, a new scientific theoretical system that finds a balance between abstract concepts and empirical data. It's intriguing, but it lacks validation and results. It seems more like the speculation of a third-rate amateur. Such a thing cannot convince me."



    



    "That's why I said it's just a possibility. Validation and results will come, but it takes time."



    



    "And then, am I supposed to be a fool?"



    



    "I wouldn't dare to say that. It's just that, when it comes to resurrection, you wouldn't mind taking a gamble, would you? Besides, having backup insurance for one of your plans, wouldn't that be prudent? We both care about her, and you wouldn't lose out."



    



    "We," referring to Sigurd himself and Kiana.



    



    Plan, referring to sacrificing an important person to awaken the humane side of the Herrscher and cultivate a Herrscher with humanity - the key to this plan is twofold. First, Kiana must grow up smoothly and form bonds with important individuals who value her. Second, when the Herrscher of the Void awakens within her, at least one important person needs to be sacrificed to stimulate Kiana's spirit.



    



    Otto must have considered that sacrificing just one person may not be enough to trigger the desired effect. In that case, sacrificing two, three, or even more individuals until the stimulation is sufficient to allow Kiana's humane side to resist the consciousness of the Herrscher.



    



    From this perspective, the number of sacrifices should naturally be abundant.



    



    As Kiana values Vira, protecting Vira would provide an additional option for sacrifice in the future.



    



    This statement piqued Otto's interest.



    



    He straightened his body, remained silent for a moment, and said:



    



    "This reason is good. You have convinced me."



    



    "Thank you for your understanding."



    



    "Furthermore, do your best to validate and put your theory into practice. If you can provide me with sufficient results, I will make concessions in this world."



    



    With his ten fingers crossed and one leg raised, Otto adopted a relaxed and composed demeanor, exuding an air of breaking through boundaries. It clearly conveyed to Sigurd that whoever challenges the status quo, it won't be him!



    



    "I will do my best. I'm also looking forward to seeing the true face of the legendary Valkyrie Kallen Kaslana."



    



    Finally mentioning this crucial name, Otto's pupils contracted, and then he smiled:



    



    "You understand quite well, young man. Farewell."



    



    "Farewell."



    



    The communication was cut off, and a set of coordinates was sent to Otto's tablet device.



    



    Otto handed it over to Amber by his side.



    



    "Send a Valkyrie team to this location for retrieval, and tell them to be careful. This is a valuable item."



    



    "Yes, Your Excellency. Should we bring that person back as well?"



    



    "Attempt to track him, although I don't think we'll succeed. He's confident. But it won't hurt to test the waters. Also, redo his profile. I want to know every detail of his life, from birth until now, without missing a single point."



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Otto picked up his teacup once again, hoping he wouldn't crush it this time, and smiled with anticipation.



    



    Keeping K-423 by the side of an intelligent person until her retrieval would provide her with safety and further growth, which would be advantageous for overcoming the Herrscher's consciousness in the future.



    



    As for Sigurd's theory, Otto was actually looking forward to it. To a certain extent, this was the real reason why he agreed to treat Vira.



    



    A rare genius, a new theoretical system involving resurrection, even offering some explanations about the so-called soul and reincarnation, and possessing unknown means to uncover such secrets—all of these combined were enough to pique Otto's interest.



    



    Restricting a genius would only limit their talents. Allowing them to grow freely would yield results more quickly.



    



    That's why Otto chose to let things be.



    



    As Sigurd said, taking a gamble—if there's a reward, it's a great gain. And if not, having a backup sacrifice wouldn't be a loss.



    



    Regardless, Otto had the confidence that everything would develop as he envisioned, and no one would escape.



    



    ...



    



    Ten minutes later, the Valkyries arrived at the entrance of the abandoned factory and saw Vira lying asleep on a clean bed. She looked like a delicate sleeping beauty, with her golden hair and a pretty dress, perfectly groomed. There was even a brand-new yellow bunny doll by her pillow.



    



    The Valkyries carefully took Vira away.



    



    The remaining people searched the area but only found Sigurd's base entrance and realized that Sigurd was likely watching them through surveillance equipment. However, in the end, they didn't find any more traces or clues and had to leave.



    



    On the other side of a mountain, Sigurd sat in a cave, cradling the immobile Kiana in his arms, and both of them watched the scene through a screen.



    



    When Vira was taken away, Kiana tightened her embrace around Sigurd's neck.



    



    "Will Vira be saved?"



    



    "She will. As I said before, if there's anyone in the world who can save Vira, it must be Otto."



    



    Kiana reached out and touched Vira on the screen, as if bidding her farewell.



    



    Then, she turned to Sigurd, sniffled, and said:



    



    "So, Sigurd, you also lost your family because of the Honkai, right?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Don't be too sad. From now on, I'll be with you."



    



    Kiana pressed her face against Sigurd's cheek and nuzzled him, showing an uncommon tenderness.



    



    Kiana didn't understand much about the cryptic conversation between Sigurd and Otto, but she believed in Sigurd's ability to solve everything, and she wasn't interested in pursuing further explanations. She was only saddened by Sigurd's background and understood his current solitary situation.



    



    Between searching for the ever-vibrant Siegfried Kaslana and accompanying the lonely Sigurd, the balance had quietly shifted at both ends.



    



    Sigurd was unaware of her psychological changes, but he could sense that she had become unusually gentle, possibly due to her injury. She resembled a mischievous cat that scratched people all day but suddenly became docile and clingy one day, which made Sigurd somewhat uncomfortable.



    



    He gently touched her head without saying a word, and a complex expression appeared in his eyes.



    



    Otto's words forced Sigurd to recall memories of his original self that he didn't want to remember and even made him unsure how to perceive Kiana.



    



    Sigurd couldn't figure out whether Otto was merely retaliating with his words or if he had deeper motives.



    



    Players often describe this man as the source of evil, the first verdant one, and someone who often plays tricks. However, upon actual contact, Sigurd discovered that Otto was deeply contemplative and had an extraordinary temperament.



    



    After all, he was the man who had fought against the Honkai for 500 years, he's even controlling the world behind the scenes, underestimating Otto would be fatal.



    



    "Sig..."



    



    Just as Sigurd was lost in thought, Kiana's soft voice brought him back to reality.



    



    "What's wrong?"



    



    "When we were on the road, you mentioned ice cream and cake. Were you lying to me?"



    



    "..."



    



    Stupid tuna, it's already this late, and you're still thinking about that?



    



    Sigurd was speechless, but miraculously, his chaotic thoughts calmed down. He beckoned, and a small refrigerator opened up on the side of the giant motorcycle.



    



    Just as Sigurd had promised, there was ice cream and cake.



    



    "Which one is sweeter?"



    



    "I haven't tasted them, so I don't know. But I guess it's the ice cream."



    



    "Then feed me."



    



    "...Alright."



    



    Considering your helpless state, I'll indulge you a little.



    



    Sigurd opened the ice cream as instructed and brought it to Kiana's mouth.



    



    She took a bite and chewed.



    



    Then she took another bite and chewed.



    



    Tears welled up in her eyes once again during this process.



    



    "Kiana..."



    



    "You lied to me. It's not sweet at all."



    



    The girl said tearfully.



    



    Suddenly, Sigurd understood that she wasn't begging for food; she just hoped to use sweets to alleviate her heavy heart.



    



    Sigurd took a bite of the ice cream, which tasted like wax, and swallowed it with a mouthful of coldness. Then he brought it close to Kiana's mouth while wiping away the tears on her face, saying:



    



    "Eat it, it's very sweet. Trust me, things will get better."



    



    "Mmm..."



    



    Kiana sniffed and replied obediently, finishing the ice cream without wasting any.



    



    Then, perhaps truly exhausted, she leaned against Sigurd's chest and fell asleep.



    



    Sigurd held her in his arms and suddenly smiled with a sense of relief.



    



    Why think so much? The Kiana he knows is this Kiana—innocent, kind, mischievous, and daring. She may appear careless, but she has a heart softer than anyone else's.



    



    She isn't the Herrscher of Void, nor is she a demon. She is just Kiana, nothing more.

  














Although they were making a deal with a tiger, at least Vira obtained the hope to survive.





After that, Sigurd took Kiana and headed east, venturing deep into the vast and cold Siberian plains.





Over a month later, Kiana had fully recovered her health.





At least, there didn't seem to be any issues with her Herrscher abilities and physical data.





...





In the midst of winter, the Siberian forest was adorned with snow-covered branches.





Kiana wore a white Cossack hat, with her silver long hair braided into two long twists. She was dressed in a fluffy snow-white coat, leaving snow imprints with each step she took, happily walking back and forth in the snow.





Her body had finally fully recovered, and the constant pain that had been present disappeared completely in the past two days. It was evident that she was in a good mood, with a smile on her face as if she had emerged from the shadows of a month ago.





But Sigurd knew that every time Kiana walked on the street and saw little girls with golden hair, her gaze involuntarily focused on them, as if she could see Vira's figure among them.





He could understand this mindset - although, if it were the opposite gender, this behavior would be considered a bit strange.





"Stop playing around, rest time is over, let's continue on our way."





"Coming, coming!"





Suddenly, a strong gust of wind blew through the calm snowy forest, causing the branches above to bend down as if being pressed by some object falling from the sky.





Phew, phew!





The fallen snow from the tree piled up on Kiana's body, and some even entered her mouth.





"Sig!"





Kiana stomped her feet and glared at Sigurd, who stood tall above her.





There was nothing visible beneath his feet.





But Kiana knew that there was an airship there, capable of soaring in the sky, with a windscreen to shield against the elements. People could sit, stand, or even lie down inside, and it had a huge cannon that could shatter small mountains, along with various other gadgets and functions - like invisibility.





Who knows how Sigurd managed to build it, but it was definitely impressive, Kiana thought sincerely.





However, that didn't stop her from getting angry at Sigurd's prank.





"How dare you do this to me? Are you looking for a fight?"





Kiana rolled up her sleeves in a threatening manner.





Then she saw Sigurd's deadly gaze and the cannon, which revealed its prototype form. The dark and profound barrel was pointed directly at her.





"Oh, the snow is so white and wonderful. I really love it. Shh~ Shh~ Shh~"





Whistling soundlessly, Kiana stood innocently in place, as if nothing had happened.





"Get on."





Sigurd said calmly.





"Oh."





Kiana jumped on board and took a few steps forward, entering the cabin. The interior space, hidden by optical camouflage, was revealed before her eyes.





It was a small room of forty square meters, creating a cozy living space. There was a driver's area with various control facilities and large screens, as well as a workspace with mysterious instruments.





The living area was basically Kiana's domain, where she could roll around as she pleased.





The driver's area and workspace belonged to Sigurd, and usually Kiana couldn't be bothered to go over there.





The division of labor was quite clear, right?





"Take your medicine."





As soon as the airship started, Sigurd handed Kiana a glass of water and a few pills.





Kiana's expression immediately soured.





"Do I have to take it? I'm already fine."





"Don't you want dessert after dinner?"





Kiana threw the pills into her mouth and emptied the water glass.





"Gulugulu!"





"I'm done."





Kiana opened her mouth wide, trying to let Sigurd see her throat to prove that she had indeed swallowed the pills.





Sigurd flicked her forehead with his finger.





"This is the last time. These pills aren't something good, and I won't let you take them unnecessarily."





"Yes! Sig is right! I'll listen to you!"





Then Sigurd flicked her forehead again, producing a crisp sound, as if knocking on a watermelon, and it felt like there was water inside.





Kiana stuck out her tongue and grabbed Sigurd's arm, shaking it.





"We've been flying for so long, where are we going, and how much longer?"





"We're going to find a cunning woman. But before that, we've just discovered a promising candidate, and it's the perfect time to dig deeper."





"Huh?"





"You'll find out when we get there. Why ask so many questions?"





Sigurd pinched the chubby cheeks of the girl and frowned suddenly.





"By the way, have you gained weight recently?"





"No! Absolutely not! Ladies can't get fat!"





Kiana shivered and crossed her arms in front of her chest, excitedly refuting him.





Sigurd rubbed his chin and said meaningfully, "It's okay, you'll slim down."





...





In the city's affluent area, there was a majestic noble mansion.





Late at night, several screams suddenly rang out, followed by towering flames that engulfed the mansion, filling the air with smoke.





The surrounding residents were thrown into chaos, shouting, running, and calling for help. The various sounds merged together, but it was all part of ordinary life.





Amidst the commotion, on a seldom-traveled street not far from the burning mansion, a small figure walked slowly. She was barefoot, stepping on the snowy ground with unsteady steps. Looking up, the horrifying sight of her body being burned was visible.





She suddenly stopped.





In front of her appeared two figures.





From an ordinary person's perspective, one was a handsome boy with his hands in his pockets and a blank expression, while the other was a cute girl who looked worried and innocent.





But in the eyes of Sin Mal, it was an entirely different scene.





The girl was a massive black flame, spewing pure anger and hatred, entangled by countless dark grudges, while also hinting at an unprecedented terrifying power. (Tn: Referencing to the Herrscher inside her)





The boy was... an incomprehensibly immense void, reaching beyond sight, supporting the world with a single hand, and his eyes, high above, looked down upon all beings.





While Sin Mal stares without blinking, the void seemed to sense something and shifted its emotionless gaze towards her.





"Ah!"





Sin Mal let out a scream and sat frozen on the snowy ground.





So, am I already dead? Is what I'm seeing now a devil? Or a god?





Sin Mal pondered in a daze.





Sigurd approached her and squatted down, looking thoughtfully at Sin Mal's heterochromatic eyes.





Sin Mal had the ability to see the seven deadly sins with her eyes, as a part of the plot's setting. So, what would she see from these two individuals?





Curious, Sigurd, however, didn't rush to find out. Instead, he started from the first step of getting acquainted and asked, "Are you Sin Mal?"





"...Do I look human to you right now?"





Sin Mal didn't answer directly but asked this question instead, with a hopeful expression in her eyes, mingled with a hint of intoxication.





After a single glance from the indescribable void, Sigurd's appearance returned to that of a handsome boy, and the peculiar anomaly on him vanished.





This is the second purely human face that Sin Mal has seen, just like the one Bronya used to have—so beautiful and innocent.





Therefore, she wants to know Sigurd's answer.





She has already stained herself with blood and sins, just like any other human. Does that mean she is no longer a monster?





The Sigurd in front of her should be able to give her an answer, right?





Sin Mal raised her head, half of her face charred and grotesque, even repulsive, but Sigurd replied nonchalantly, "It's not about looking like or not, you are a human."





"Really?"





Sin Mal was pleasantly surprised, and a smile appeared on her monstrous face.





"Indeed. But..."





"But?"





Sin Mal looked puzzled, and then, a syringe was inserted into the back of her neck.





"But if left untreated, you'll be a dead person."





Sigurd said calmly and pressed the injection button.





Sin Mal didn't pay attention to what was injected into her body. She simply tried to widen her eyes, wanting to capture the beautiful scene before her for a little longer, even if it was just for another second.





But the heaviness of her eyelids gradually became overpowering.





Soon, she staggered and fell into Sigurd's arms.





"Sig, is this the person you were looking for?"





Kiana also crouched beside them, looking at the girl in Sigurd's arms, who was in a pitiful state, unable to bear it any longer. She took a deep breath.





It looks so painful. What has she been through?





Kiana, full of sympathy—she couldn't stand seeing little girls being harmed. They were all cute little angels to be loved, not harmed.





"Sig, let's adopt her!"





Kiana suddenly exclaimed with sparkling eyes.





Sigurd glanced at her.





"Sure, you can be her mother."





"And you can be her father!"





"No, I'll be her grandfather."





"Sig!!!"






































Sin Mal had a dream.





In her dream, there were her parents lying in a pool of blood, foster parents covered in mouths of desire all over their bodies, and the angelic and pure Bronya.





Sin Mal stood in a gradually sinking black swamp and reached out her hand towards Bronya.





"Sorry... You're a monster... not a human."





Bronya said so and turned away, ignoring Sin Mal's outstretched hand, gradually moving farther away.





"No... don't go..."





"Ah!!"





Sin Mal woke up screaming, holding her head in her hands, and felt not the smooth strands of her usual hair, but a rough bandage.





"Where is this?"





Sin Mal held her head, trying to recall the events of yesterday.





Ah, I remember. Yesterday, I killed that hideous pair of greedy mouths and also took care of a disgusting fat pig—this is not a metaphor or an exaggeration; in Sin Mal's eyes, her foster parents and the wealthy businessman who reached out to her looked just like that.





And then, she herself became engulfed in darkness, gathering the sins of humanity... God! Right, she also met God! God acknowledged that she is human!





"Ha... Ha... Hahaha..."





She suddenly burst into laughter, maniacal laughter.





...





"Sig, do you think she's gone crazy?"





"Her mental state doesn't seem very stable."





"Do you think giving her cakes and ice cream would help?"





"...She's a human, not a tuna."





"Wha-! Are you calling me a fish again!?"





"I never named anyone specifically."





...





Sin Mal turned her head, and there were two people facing each other at her bedside.





One of them is a silver-haired boy who appears beautiful and refined in her eyes.





The other is a mass of haunting black flames.





"You... me..."





Sin Mal tilted her head, trying to say something, but she didn't know what to say. It has been a long time since she had a normal conversation with someone.





Then Kiana, taking the initiative, held her hand and enthusiastically said, "Hello! I'm Kiana Kaslana! You seem to be called Simbalah, right? It's nice to meet you!"





"It's Sin Mal."





Sigurd corrected, not disappointed in Kiana's memory—because he had long given up hope.





"Oh well, it doesn't matter. I'll remember after spending a few more days together! I don't know what you've been through, but it doesn't matter. I'll protect you from now on!"





Kiana said in a carefree manner, wearing her usual bright smile—innocent and naive.





Sigurd remained noncommittal.





But Sin Mal ignored the chattering of the black flames and just looked at Sigurd with an infatuated gaze.





'Ah, why is he so handsome!'





"I'm Sin Mal. What's your... your name?"





Sin Mal casually shook off Kiana's hand, leaned forward, and slowly reached out to touch Sigurd's face with an affectionate gesture, as if in heat or seeking a mate.





Sigurd took a step back, avoiding her hand touching his cheek.





"Sigurd, just call me that."





Sigurd replied calmly.





Sin Mal's eyes visibly dimmed as she looked at Sigurd's avoidance.





At the same time, Kiana stared at her own hands, filled with question marks.





'I washed my hands today! They're not dirty, so why is she repulsed? Or does she find me ugly?'





Kiana always had confidence in her charm, but Sin Mal's reaction seemed to contradict that belief.





Just as the two girls, one feeling dejected and the other doubting her existence, Sigurd leaned down, reached out, and lifted Sin Mal's chin.





Sin Mal had mismatched eyes, one gold and one ash-gray, symbols of her unique ability. Even through the bandages covering her face, they remained beautiful.





"Your eyes are quite special. Can you tell me, in your eyes, what do I look like?"





"You... your hair is like snow, your eyes are like the sea, your skin is like milk, your nose is like an ice cream, your ears are like cotton candy... you're really good-looking!"





Sin Mal said with a dreamy expression, although her metaphors were a bit strange. She was simply trying her best with her limited language skills to express her liking for Sigurd, nothing more.





'Do I appear human in her eyes because of the special nature of the higher-dimensional world?'





Sigurd stared directly into those eyes filled with infatuation and fondness, without any emotional fluctuations. Instead, he began to contemplate the reasons behind it.





"Hahaha! Ice cream? Cotton candy? What strange metaphors!"





At this moment, Kiana burst into laughter and then rushed over, pushing Sigurd aside and once again holding Sin Mal's hands.





"Well, what do you see me as?"





"A dirty and ugly flame, a twisted and distorted soul, even darker than I am now. You must be a dark and resentful lunatic... In short, disgusting."





With the last word, Sin Mal's expression was filled with disgust, and she once again forcefully released Kiana's hands, as if trying to get rid of something dirty.





Snap!





Kiana was petrified.





After a moment, she turned to Sigurd.





"Sig, I think her eyes also need some treatment. Do you have eye drops?"





"Her eyes are different from yours and mine. The power of time is condensed within them, allowing her to see humans not as singular moments in time but as multiple layers of information transcending time. In a sense, what she sees is the true reality, and it is everyone else who needs treatment."





But how did Bronya escape from this perspective, and what is her uniqueness?





As Sigurd answered Kiana question, he fell into new confusion.





"What do you mean her reality is the true one? Something is not right! You tell me, how can someone as fair-skinned, beautiful, and innocent as me be considered dirty? And twisted? Disgusting? It makes me so angry!"





Kiana stomped her feet in anger, and even Sigurd's meticulously styled twin braids seemed to sprout stray hairs as a result.





Then she realized that Sigurd was simply lost in thought and completely ignored her.





Kiana became frantic, on the verge of tears from anger.





"Sig!!"





Kiana pounced on Sigurd, trying to grab his hair, clothes, bite his shoulder, and face.





How could he be so indifferent after she was insulted like that? Did he also think I'm dirty and disgusting?





Kiana felt an uncontrollable sense of injustice and anger.





Then Sigurd placed his hand on her head and gently touched it.





"Stop it. You're beautiful."





Immediately, Kiana calmed down.





'Sigurd complimented my looks again! Yay!'





Although the word "again" could be debated, her pent-up dissatisfaction and worries disappeared like a burst balloon in an instant.





"Hehe! Sig has good taste after all! Hehe~"





Kiana sat on Sigurd's back, sticking her head out from his shoulder, pulling down her eyelid, and making a face at Sin Mal.





Sin Mal: "(▼へ▼メ)!"





Sin Mal gnashed her teeth in dissatisfaction, looked left and right, but couldn't find a suitable weapon. So with a click, she forcibly tore off a steel pipe from the edge of the bed with her slender arm wrapped in bandages.





Then she pointed at Kiana and said to Sigurd, "Sigurd! This thing is dangerous. For your safety, it's better for me to eliminate it first!"





"Hey! You want to start something?"





How could someone like Kiana ignore the newcomer word?





She immediately jumped off Sigurd's back, casually pulled out another steel pipe from the side, weighed it in her hand, and then pointed it at Sin Mal as well.





"Simbalah, by the honor of the Kaslana family, I swear I will make you suffer!"





"My name is Sin Mal!"





Bang! Bang!





In the void, two invisible black and gilded mechanical arms appeared and delivered powerful punches to their heads.





The two girls clutched their heads in pain, and the steel pipes in their hands also fell to the ground, producing a crisp metallic sound.





As the war came to a halt, Sigurd also paused his unverifiable thoughts.





"Sin Mal, would you be interested in working for me? All expenses covered, excellent benefits, and I can arrange for you to meet Bronya. How about that?"





Sigurd extended his hand to Sin Mal, believing that mentioning Bronya would increase his chances of success.





"What about you?" Sin Mal countered.





Sigurd was taken aback for a moment.





Ah, right... It made sense. Sin Mal was so fixated on Bronya because she was the only normal human Sin Mal had encountered after her awakening. Now, Sigurd was the second one.





So, using seduction tactics... Well, it could work.





"You can meet me anytime too."





"Then I'll accept your offer... I like you, Sigurd!"





Sin Mal said so, opening her arms and embracing Sigurd, burying her head in his chest.





At that moment, Kiana rubbed her head and looked up, staring wide-eyed at the scene.





"Hey, I was here first-Ugh! Hey, you wicked woman, let go of Sig!"





At that moment, Kiana couldn't quite describe her emotions. She just felt that she should naturally be the one by Sigurd's side, and who was this weird person named Simbalah!?





Simultaneously, Kiana knew that she had encountered a lifelong rival.






































From the day they met, Kiana knew that she and Sin Mal wouldn't get along.





Interestingly enough, Sin Mal felt the same way.





..





Nighttime, outside Sigurd's room.





Kiana, clutching a pillow, and Sin Mal, also holding a pillow, faced each other, and there was an electric current flowing between their gazes.





"Simbalah, what do you want?"





"I just want to sleep with Sigurd. And also, it's Sin Mal, you stupid fish-head!"





"You brat, your injuries have already healed. Now, I won't go easy on you just because you were injured when Sig and I found you!"





"That's just what I wanted! Come on!"





Sin Mal swiftly pulled out an iron pipe.





Who knows where she hid it while wearing pajamas? Was it hidden in the pillow? Wouldn't it be uncomfortable to sleep on?





With a blunt weapon in her hand, Sin Mal's mouth curled up into a smile, unconsciously extending upward, forming an incredibly sinister smile, brimming with the aura of a major antagonist.





Kiana had no weapon in hand.





But she wasn't afraid.





Rip!





Kiana tore apart her pillow, and the feathers scattered in the air, as if showcasing her strength and ferocity.





The two sides faced each other, and the sparks of conflict grew more apparent, ready to erupt.





Suddenly, Kiana's eyes rolled back, her body trembling, and after a series of strange convulsions and spasms, she collapsed at the doorstep.





Sin Mal was startled.





Although in Sin Mal's eyes, Kiana appeared as a twisted black flame, she could still sense what was happening to her.





Sin Mal crouched down and cautiously poked at Kiana with the steel pipe, but her hand went numb and the pipe clattered to the ground.





"Is it... electricity?"





Muttering to herself, reflexively retracting her hand, Sin Mal wondered.





Kiana, with her hair standing on end, face blackened, and smoke coming out of her mouth, trembled as she reached out her hand and said,





"It's... Sig..."





The mahogany door next to them slowly pushed open.





Creak—





Sigurd walked out from the room, his back facing the light inside, and reached out, grabbing a drifting feather.





It was the pillow he personally made for Kiana.





From the choice of feathers and fabric to the polishing of height, fluffiness, and durability, and even the shaping, scent, and stitching patterns on both sides, everything was meticulously designed to provide better sleep quality for someone like Kiana who would turn the world upside down in her sleep, reducing fatigue in the neck and spine.





He still remembered a few days ago when he received the pillow, Kiana was so touched, patting her chest and repeatedly swearing by the Kaslana Family name that she would cherish it.





Sigurd let go of the feathers in his hand, letting them fall to the ground.





He never expected that Kiana would not appreciate it, and instead...





Sigurd slowly turned his head, his gaze falling on Kiana, whose legs were twitching, and said calmly. Although he didn't say anything, Sin Mal felt a chill.





"Ouch! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!"





As if the electric shock hadn't happened, Kiana quickly changed to a prostrate position, trembling on the ground, though she didn't actually understand why Sigurd was angry.





"I made the pillow with my own hands," Sigurd stated calmly.





It wasn't about punishing her without teaching her a lesson. The purpose was for her to absorb the lesson through the punishment, gain understanding, and grow from it.





Kiana, who was still kneeling, immediately shrank her body, and her face underneath made an exaggerated expression of screaming, though no sound came out—'I'm doomed!'





"First, not cherishing the feelings of others is the behavior of scum. Second, making a promise to me and easily breaking it, not keeping one's word and lying are all terrible qualities. Third, casually destroying personal belongings is wasteful and irrational... That's enough for now. Get some sleep and remember my words."





Bang!





A rubber bullet hit the back of her head, and a large bump immediately formed under her hair. Kiana remained in the position with her buttocks raised, unconscious.





Sigurd blew on the gun barrel and lifted his other hand to gently touch Sin Mal's head.





"Don't engage in conflicts with your companions easily; it's not good."





"...I don't want to be companions with someone like her."





"In the foreseeable future, you will learn and grow together, and then fight side by side. You will become companions. Try to adapt, even if it's difficult, strive for it. Well, go back to your room and get some rest."





"Okay..."





Sin Mal stared blankly as Sigurd went back into his room and closed the door.





She thought she would also receive some kind of punishment, but nothing happened.





Sigurd didn't take any punitive measures against her; his attitude remained the same as before, neither cold nor warm, just distant.





Sin Mal held her pillow tightly—it was a high-quality item from the furniture store, very soft and smooth, but it was clearly not in the same league as the pillow Kiana had, which Sigurd had personally made.





Sigurd didn't get angry with Sin Mal, nor did he lecture her and punish her. But that wasn't something to be happy about.





This meant that she was different from Kiana.





And this difference made her feel disappointed.





Sin Mal held her pillow tightly, glaring resentfully at the unconscious figure on the ground, and then dejectedly followed Sigurd's instructions and left.





...





"I apologize for the disturbance outside, Mr. Otto. I hope it didn't inconvenience you."





Inside the room, Sigurd returned to his desk and placed the specially made handgun for Kiana on the table, while apologizing to the blond man on the computer screen.





"No problem at all. Taking care of someone so single-minded can indeed be a headache and a challenge. I understand."





Otto shook his wine glass, reminiscing.





"Your insights on the self-defense system have greatly inspired me. Thank you for your valuable advice."





"You're welcome. Is there anything else you'd like to discuss?"





"For now, I don't have any further questions. I need some time to put your advice into practice and digest it... By the way, besides discussing scientific research matters late at night, there's something else I wanted to ask you, and I assume you already know?"





"Vira Klov has passed the critical phase and is currently in a coma. She still needs a few months to purge the remnants of Honkai energy. Would you like to see her?"





Sigurd shook his head.





"No need. I trust you, Mr. Otto."





'Everyone is with you, and apart from expressing trust, what else can I say?'





Sigurd sighed inwardly, but he was somewhat relieved. He believed in Otto's abilities and believed that, at least for now, Otto wouldn't deceive him with Vira's condition. It wouldn't make any sense.





"The name Vira... and her equally mediocre aptitude, brings back some memories."





Otto suddenly said these words.





Sigurd's eyes flickered, and he replied calmly, "Vira? Are you perhaps talking about Vera Apocalypse? the ancient Valkyrie. She's... your adopted daughter, isn't she?"





Otto stared at the screen, smiling.





"Indeed, you know far more about me than usual. How did you achieve that? The thoughts about Vera... many things don't exist in any tangible form or data records. They only exist in my mind. How did you come to know? Some kind of transcendent technology? Or perhaps, you have had some extraordinary experiences, to the extent that not only do you know many things you shouldn't, but even your abilities and character have undergone a radical transformation within a short period of time?"





In general, when someone knows a lot of information that they shouldn't, Otto's first thought would be to eliminate them.





But Sigurd was different. He knew too much, which meant a mysterious unknown—a kind of freshness and curiosity that Otto hadn't felt in a long time.





Understanding this unknown would undoubtedly bring unexpected rewards.





Furthermore, Sigurd, who possessed this unknown, had the intellectual capacity to engage with Otto on an equal level and, based on that, proposed the possibility of resurrection.





Everything seemed to align perfectly with Otto's interests, prompting him to want to explore Sigurd's potential rather than simply dispose of him.





Just as Otto's interest was growing, Sigurd's lips curled up slightly, responding with an enigmatic tone, "Perhaps I have once traversed time and space, witnessing your relatively long life experiences and become close with you?"





"I don't believe it."





"Why not?"





"It's simple really, If I met someone like me while traveling through the multiverse, I would only want to stay as far away from him as possible. Ideally, I wouldn't want to enter his line of sight in any of my lifetime."





Otto confidently explained his perspective.





This caused Sigurd to raise an eyebrow and reply, "I admire your self-awareness."





"Not at all. Your courage also impresses me... So, you're heading to Siberia, let me think, is it Kiana? Do you intend to use her to gain the support of Anti-Entropy? What is your goal?"





"As you can see, in terms of scientific abilities, I am a genius. But even geniuses need sufficient resources for their growth."





"Why not come to Schicksal then? Compared to Anti-Entropy, what they can offer you is just a drop in the ocean, not even 0,1% of what I can give."





Otto said playfully, but he actually knew what Sigurd was thinking.





And Sigurd knew that Otto knew what he was thinking.





After a moment of silent confrontation between the two, Sigurd sighed and said, "You seem to have good self-awareness."





With self-awareness, one should know that without the support of Anti-Entropy, Sigurd wouldn't even feel safe communicating with Otto through a screen, let alone willingly offer himself.





His admiration is genuine, as is his wariness.





Otto is a cunning strategist, someone that if given the right motivation would surpass Dr.Mei in no time, he's also an excellent strategist and leader, but he is not a good person.
























    "Hahaha! Interesting, truly interesting! Do you know how long it has been since I had a conversation with someone on equal terms, even to the point of teasing each other? Hundred of years! Those people who is stupid enough to claim to be my equal are either foolish, overestimate themself, or both."



    



    Otto suddenly burst into laughter and couldn't stop, looking at Sigurd on the screen with growing interest.



    



    Sigurd nodded and raised a glass of cold water from the table, toasting Otto through the screen.



    



    "Indeed, conversing with intelligent people is a delight. The collision of thoughts and knowledge always brings infinite surprises. To the great wisdom, to the remarkable Mr. Otto."



    



    "I toast to you as well, interesting young lad."



    



    During their first interaction, Otto had also referred to Sigurd as a young lad, but it was a casual and dismissive term. However, now, the phrase "young lad" carries a sense of recognition and even deliberate closeness.



    



    Otto raised his glass, took a sip of red wine, and responded to Sigurd's toast. Then he said:



    



    "So, what plans do you have for your theory? I'm not rushing you, of course. After all, developing a new theoretical system and putting it into practice is no less challenging than building a modern city from scratch. However, precisely because of the high difficulty and because it's your theory, only you know the ins and outs and how to proceed, so it's best to plan ahead."



    



    "I've found a girl."



    



    "Oh?"



    



    Otto's eyes lit up.



    



    "You mean her abilities involve time, and because of this factor, her eyes can see more complex information, touching the essence directly."



    



    Otto's expression showed his curiosity.



    



    "You're saying that Sin Mal's ability is a suitable entry point?"



    



    Sigurd had never mentioned Sin Mal's name, yet, he know about it regardless.



    



    Feeling a headache coming on, Sigurd sighed.



    



    "Mr. Otto, how many eyes have you placed around me? I've hardly interacted with anyone along the way, so how did you track us?"



    



    "Don't be mad~~ one is a valuable asset of Schicksal, and the other is a young promising genius of this era. How could I trust you to wander the world on your own? It's not malicious; I just wanted to provide you with a bit of insignificant help when necessary, that's all~"



    



    'Yeah, right.'



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes inwardly but calmly praised:



    



    "Schicksal is truly an organization that has no bounds."



    



    "You flatter me. Since you have a plan, I won't say too much. However, concerning Cocolia, although she is seeking cooperation and an opportunity to challenge Schicksal, her methods and schemes are not simple. Have you figured out what you will use as a bargaining chip?"



    



    Sigurd turned his head and looked at the moon outside the window. He calmly replied:



    



    "You don't need to worry about that. I will offer her an irresistible condition."



    



    ...



    



    "You want me to adopt two girls with the adaptability to withstand Honkai, with the risk of facing Schicksal, and the condition is... a cold fusion device capable of solving the energy problem of the Titan robots, along with the accompanying research data?"



    



    In an orphanage a hundred miles away, Cocolia looked at the small metal pyramid-shaped device, a black USB drive, and the letter in her hand, deep in thought.



    



    The Titan robots are combat machines that utilize both Honkai energy and conventional electrical energy. They possess powerful maneuvering and firepower capabilities, making them the core force of the Anti-Entropy organization in their fight against the Valkyries.



    



    The energy problem related to Honkai energy has been perfectly addressed by Tesla and Einstein. They wouldn't allow a subpar research team to tamper with Honkai energy-related matters.



    



    On the other hand, the core technology for conventional energy remains locked in the hands of conservative scientists.



    



    The radical faction represented by Cocolia and Anti-Entropy can obtain a certain amount of energy cores through legitimate applications to enhance their Titan forces, but they lack the ability to produce them independently.



    



    The lack of autonomy in the production of the Titan forces is the key reason why the radical faction has always been unable to overpower the conservative faction.



    



    The development of the core technology for conventional energy is not something that can be accomplished overnight, and there has been little progress so far.



    



    If this cold fusion device is genuine and can solve the issue of autonomous production for the Titan forces, Cocolia, who is climbing the ladder of power, would gain tremendous prestige. By obtaining and operating it, she may even become the de facto leader of the radical faction.



    



    This is an irresistible condition.



    



    Cocolia pressed her forehead.



    



    "Bronya, how did you obtain these things?"



    



    She looked at the indifferent girl with gray spiral curls standing beside her and asked.



    



    Because these things were brought by Bronya.



    



    Bronya raised her eyes and in a cold tone that revealed a hint of mockery, replied, "Bronya discovered the secret code of our original organization near the courtyard. I was worried about the orphanage's safety, so I followed the code and investigated. In the end, I found these things in the forest three kilometers away. They were placed on a wooden stake, along with a letter addressed to Matushka."



    



    After listening to Bronya's description, Cocolia instinctively doubted the authenticity, origin, and purpose of these things.



    



    The authenticity could be verified quickly, without much need for further consideration.



    



    As for their origin... it definitely wasn't the military organization Bronya used to belong to. If they had such capabilities, Anti-Entropy wouldn't have found it so easy to establish themselves on this land, as if they were entering an unclaimed territory.



    



    In any case, if these items were genuine, it meant there was a mysterious and formidable client behind it, someone who possessed futuristic technology and powerful intelligence capabilities.



    



    "This is irresistible..."



    



    Cocolia placed the letter down, murmuring to herself.



    



    The items were enticing, and their timing was perfect. It was precisely at a critical moment when she needed a breakthrough. It was like offering a glass of cold water to a thirsty traveler in the desert. Who could resist it?



    



    She was already willing to adopt two children.



    



    Confronting Schicksal, isn't that the determination every Anti-Entropy member should possess?



    



    The only question was whether this client had deeper intentions.



    



    Furthermore, by directly delivering these items, they must have either a deep understanding of her or enough confidence to believe that she won't back out of the deal. Well, she wouldn't. Whether out of caution towards the unknown or considering the possibility of more enticing technological trades after the cold fusion technology, Cocolia would not betray her word.



    



    "Either they know me well, or they are confident enough to believe that I won't refuse... Well, then I'll accept it."



    



    Cocolia picked up the pyramid-shaped cold fusion device, and her golden curls shimmered in the light, forming a beautiful gloss. On her face, there was a seductive yet dangerous smile.



    



    "Matushka is like a cunning fox. Bronya wants to mourn for the person being targeted."



    



    "...You, child, why do you speak such blunt truths?"



    



    Cocolia caressed the head of the twin tailed assassin, indulgently saying.



    



    ...



    



    "So, if there are any further questions, feel free to contact me. I will eagerly anticipate your results."



    



    "Thank you for your kindness. Goodbye."



    



    Sigurd terminated the connection and leaned back, sighing.



    



    His exchange with Otto had yielded rich technological insights. Otto was like an artist with an infinite well of inspiration and a precise and accurate machine. Even with Sigurd's "intellectual superiority," their communication was on equal terms, and Sigurd gained a lot of inspiration from it.



    



    But in other aspects... It was truly exhausting.



    



    It was hard to say which of Otto's words had hidden meanings and which were simple narratives.



    



    However, once Sigurd adjusted his mindset, he wasn't afraid of Otto.



    



    Both of them had extraordinary minds, but Sigurd had the absolute advantage in intelligence and had knowledge of Otto's fatal weakness—Kallen. So even though Otto was trying to appear superior, Sigurd wouldn't back down.



    



    After organizing his gains and thoughts, Sigurd decided to go out and put an extra blanket on the sleeping Kiana before finally ending a day of exertion and resting in bed.

  














Three days later, it was overcast.





Cocolia arrived at the snowy plain just 30 kilometers away from the orphanage.





She was accompanied by two agile and capable men in black.





Hidden in the snowy terrain, a Titan force silently concealed itself, ready to engage in defensive or assault operations at any moment.





Further away, a sniper team focused their scopes on the surroundings, prepared to provide pinpoint shots or fire support when needed.





This was the most luxurious lineup that Cocolia could assemble in a short period, given her current circumstances.





Although the technical data of the cold fusion device was still being deciphered, its authenticity and functionality had been confirmed.





To deal with a trader who could provide cutting-edge technology from different eras and appeared to have no traces that could be found, Cocolia had no choice but to bring out this lineup for the sake of safety and to express her seriousness.





The men in black bodyguards brought two wooden chairs, but Cocolia found them insufficient and also prepared a table. She placed some snacks on it and brewed a pot of tea, ready to serve her mysterious guest.





With all the formalities and military readiness in place, Cocolia finally sat down gracefully, patiently awaiting her enigmatic visitor.





"Also, half an hour."





Cocolia took out a pocket watch from her fourth-dimensional cleavage, glanced at it, and returned it to its original place.





And then, she yawned and stretched her body lazily.





"Ah~"





Underneath her close-fitting green military coat, her majestic and voluptuous figure, with its alluring curves, was about to burst forth, accompanied by a seductive and languid sigh that made one's blood boil.





The two adept black-clad bodyguards couldn't help but shift their gaze, then quickly straightened their postures, not revealing the slightest flaw.





This scene was impossible for any man to resist looking at, but as informed individuals, they were well aware of how cunning and dangerous Cocolia, known as the "Witch," was. So, while they might steal a glance, they didn't dare entertain any other thoughts... unless they wanted to meet a miserable end.





Cocolia rubbed away the tears in the corners of her eyes and had no intention of lecturing her subordinates. She had been busy with this irresistible deal for quite some time, and she hadn't had much sleep these past few days.





Once she returned, she decided to have Bronya take care of Rosalia and Liliya, the two troublemakers, and she would retreat to her quiet bedroom and sleep for a whole day.





As Cocolia's drowsiness grew, three small figures approached from a distance, treading through the snow.





"They've arrived? And they're all... children?"





Cocolia squinted her eyes, observing the lineup of the newcomers.





Two little girls, one wearing a white hat and a white furry coat, resembling an adorable white dumpling. The other had a peculiar mix of pink and light purple hair, short hair, a red cape, and red boots. She had a quiet demeanor and an aura like a character from a fairy tale, perhaps Little Red Riding Hood or some kind of princess.





It was possible that these were the girls she was supposed to adopt as part of the deal, or maybe not.





Wait a minute, the girl with the pink and purple hair... Was she Sin Mal? Cocolia had seen her before, she was almost adopted by Cocolia herself. However, due to Bronya's rare display of aversion and the insatiable greed of her despicable foster parents, it ultimately didn't work out.





The last one was a boy, with white hair, leading the way while the two girls followed closely behind. Was he the person in charge of the group?





However, why were there only three children coming? Where was the mastermind behind the scenes? Did they chicken out or were they unable to show themselves?





Cocolia analyzed the situation, but in the face of several children, she instinctively softened her sharpness. Her gaze and expression took on gentle hues, making her appear like a beautiful elder sister radiating with maternal glory—ugh! She meant a gentle and beautiful older sister!





"Little ones, are you here to see me? It's been a long time, Sin Mal."





As they drew closer, Cocolia asked with a gentle smile, devoid of the cunning and sharpness she displayed during negotiations.





At the same time, she prepared four cups of tea.





Although it was possible that they were just children out for a walk and had nothing to do with the transaction, Cocolia preferred to use her tea to entertain the kids rather than the enigmatic trader. It would bring her more joy.





Kiana and Sin Mal remained silent and both looked at Siegfried.





However, Siegfried simply sat down directly opposite Cocolia, picked up his tea cup, and sniffed the faint white vapor.





"Darjeeling, it's of average quality now. It seems your orphanage is indeed strapped for funds."





Siegfried put down the teacup, calmly evaluating.





A twitch appeared at the corner of Cocolia's eye.





Yes, despite her flourishing position in Anti-Entropy, with her private force of Titans and armed troops capable of dominating most small and medium-sized countries, not to mention a few laboratories under her control, she really didn't have much money.





Most of her assets were fixed, and the meager amount of liquid funds left in her hands after supporting personnel and facilities was barely enough. That was why Cocolia's desire to indulge the children with all the sweets, toys, and pretty clothes they liked remained just a wish.





Of course, the initial difficulties had passed, and with the passage of time, everything would improve. Cocolia firmly believed that she would eventually be able to let the children enjoy all the treats, toys, and beautiful clothes to their heart's content.





After a brief psychological setback, Cocolia immediately understood that the three children before her were not unrelated individuals; they were probably the people she was supposed to meet.





"Using children, huh? The people behind you have even less integrity than I imagined."





"There are no people behind me. I am the person you're supposed to meet. And by the way, you're not qualified to say such things."





Sigurd glanced at her, indifferent but stating the facts as he continued:





"You're not a good person."





"It's true that you genuinely love children, and your love for the orphans in the orphanage is also genuine. If you had to make a choice between those children and your own life, I believe you would make a touching choice that only a mother would make."





"But you're also a woman who has experienced too much and lacks a sense of security to an extreme degree. You stubbornly believe that only absolute power and status can protect you and the children. For that, you can, no, you will go to any lengths... including using your own children."





"Naive to the point of stubbornness, ignoring right and wrong. Ordinary people might think it's putting the cart before the horse, but you will walk this twisted path without wavering. That's who you are, Cocolia."





The two men in black listened, their faces tensed. They had never seen anyone openly comment on Cocolia like this before.





The two children were confused, lacking the experience to understand the description clearly and outline Cocolia's image.





Only Cocolia herself felt a chill run down her spine.





If he had only mentioned her height, weight, age, recent experiences, or even her choice of underwear today, she wouldn't have been too surprised. A powerful organization would undoubtedly have formidable intelligence capabilities, so it was not surprising.





But Sigurd didn't talk about those specific details. Instead, he provided a profound and accurate personality analysis of her based on her life experiences—a level of insight she had never considered and couldn't refute.





It was as if she was a character in a fictional work, and the other party had read the precise set of her character traits.





This indicated that the person behind the scenes not only knew her intelligence but had also conducted long-term and in-depth observation and analysis of her.





In terms of intelligence alone, Cocolia believed she was at a definite disadvantage. Similarly, it proved that the other party had deep ambitions, and she couldn't take it lightly.





"No matter what you want to talk about, isn't it insincere to converse through children?"





Cocolia's smile faded, and she spoke with a touch of coldness.





Sigurd sighed.





That's why he preferred conversations with someone like Otto. Otto would think more, but he wouldn't show it. Instead, he would test and verify with interest and composure, unlike Cocolia, who immediately launched a verbal counterattack.





This only made her appear more insecure.





"I've already told you, there are no people behind me. It's just me. The technology is mine, the message was written by me, and your intelligence was gathered by me. If you ask me who I am, I will tell you that I am a genius, as even Otto Apocalypse himself admitted... a genius."





As soon as the word "genius" was uttered, numerous small silver-gray spheres appeared in the surroundings, each the size of a palm. They floated in the sky for several kilometers, densely filling Cocolia's field of vision.





Then, three kilometers away, sparks of lightning appeared in a circle on the ground, revealing the presence of the Titan troops hidden in the snow.





Immediately after, the floating orbs in the sky transformed simultaneously, and a mini black tube protruding like an extended camera emerged from the body of each sphere.





Then, numerous red lasers pierced through Cocolia's Titan guards. These massive robots, which had remained motionless on the ground before, were now completely immobilized.





In Cocolia's communication device, she heard some static, followed by complete silence, indicating that the outer sniper and support teams had also been disabled.





In the brief moment of upheaval, the two black-clad bodyguards instinctively reached for their guns to defend themselves. Before Cocolia could stop them, her vision blurred, and she lost sight of Kiana and Sin Mal.





The next second, she heard the sound of two burly men falling to the ground behind her.





Cocolia turned around and saw Kiana's silly and adorable smiling face on one side, and An with a wide grin, displaying a villainous expression of perfect health on the other.





At this point, in a fleeting moment that lasted less than a breath, Cocolia believed that her heavily guarded lineup, which she thought was enough to withstand the attacks of two double-digit A-rank Valkyries, had been completely defeated.





"Ah~"





Casually, Sigurd took a sip of his tea, as if nothing had happened. As he expected, the taste was noticeably inferior compared to the fine tea that Robbins had once offered.





Cocolia stared at him, her throat dry, and asked, "Who are you, really?"





"Just call me Sigurd, that will do. Miss Cocolia, I came to find you to discuss a potential collaboration. Are you interested in learning more?" Sigurd's throat moved slightly as he nodded.





Surrounded by countless floating orbs—autonomous defensive armed units—aiming laser cannons that could penetrate Titan robot defenses, could she shake her head?





Are you kidding? Cocolia was just a weak woman without any power!






































Drip Drip!





Cocolia refilled Sigurd's cup with tea, not with the original tea, but with the tea leaves that Sigurd pulled out of the air—there was an invisible device there, its true nature and purpose unknown, but certainly not just an invisible personal refrigerator.





Once again, Cocolia felt the unfathomable technological prowess of Sigurd.





Beside her, Kiana and Sin Mal each held a plate of small cakes, happily enjoying their treats.





Whether it was a simple-minded idiot or a yandere killer, no girl could resist the sweetness of cake.





No one!





Cocolia poured herself a cup as well, and her keen sense of smell made her distinctly aware of the difference in aroma compared to before.





She took a sip.





Fresh, sweet, lingering on the lips and teeth—this was the fragrance of nature and the aroma of money!





"Ah~~ It's so good~" Cocolia closed her eyes in bliss. How long had it been since she had... No, wait! She had never tasted such fine tea before!





In the past, she was a skilled soldier. Although her income wasn't high, most of her money went to the orphanage, and she lived a simple life as long as she had enough to eat and drink.





Later, when she joined Anti-Entropy, she had some capital, but the expenses of maintaining and expanding their influence, like a devouring beast, consumed her funds. Moreover, strictly speaking, that money belonged to Anti-Entropy and didn't belong to her personally. It was already challenging enough to set aside some for taking care of the children, so she didn't dare to spend anything on herself.





As a rising star of Anti-Entropy, it was hard to believe that she lived such a tight and frugal life. Whenever she thought about this, Cocolia would shed tears in her heart.





Then, her mood calmed down.





It wasn't because of the tea, but because after the brief scare, she understood that someone who had gone through so much trouble but couldn't even kill her bodyguards clearly wasn't targeting her.





At least, not for now.





So why be in a hurry? Let Sigurd make his move. It's just a matter of the enemy being stronger than us. Cocolia has seen it all, growing up like this.





Cocolia straightened her chest, her towering presence causing Kiana, who was eating her small cake, to stare in awe with her mouth wide open. The spoon clattered into the plate.





"Oh? Do you already understand the importance of understanding human nature at such a young age? Don't worry, you're still young, and there will be plenty of opportunities... Remember to drink more milk."





Cocolia lowered her head, catching a glimpse of the towering peaks and deep valleys, and then kindly imparted the only breast enhancement tips a poor person can achieve to Kiana, her expression revealing a sense of satisfaction.





Cocolia could see Kiana's envy, and Sigurd certainly wouldn't miss Kiana's reaction either.





Sigurd stroked his chin, deep in thought.





'Does she want her breast to grow that big? The nutritional balance I provide is comprehensive, which is definitely beneficial for development, but this matter is also highly dependent on one's own genetics. If she want to have it to be as big as Cocolia.... It's possible. I'll look for some scientific dietary and exercise plans for her when we return...'





'Wait a minute, why am I even considering this for her!?'





Sigurd fell into deeper contemplation.





Sin Mal showed no reaction. In her eyes, Cocolia was just a heartless statue, entwined with countless sins, who for some reason is able to speak.





This slightly relieved Sigurd from his thoughts, at least on the surface, this child seemed normal. She was completely different from Kiana, who was mischievous, flighty, and could easily lead Sigurd's thoughts astray.





That was enough.





If, if he had a child in the future, with the same characteristics as Kiana...





Sigurd suddenly thought about being childless.





But then again.....





The thought of a small fluffy ball of fur, just like Kiana, sweetly calling him "papa," made Sigurd place a hand on his heart, feeling a momentary shortness of breath.





Kiana continued to chew her cake in slow motion, her gaze following Cocolia's movements, completely unaware of Sigurd's actions.





But Sin Mal cast a concerned look.





"Sigurd, what's wrong? Are you feeling unwell or something?"





"...It's nothing, just considering a serious matter. Keep eating."





"Well... alright, but if you really feel unwell, you have to let me know."





"Mm, good girl."





Sigurd ruffled Sin Mal's head, feeling slightly comforted.





Sin Mal giggled, a cute blush appearing on her little face, her eyes filled with pure happiness, resembling the appearance of a considerate little cotton jacket.





Then, Sigurd looked at Cocolia. He had already made a show of force, but just remaining at an impasse wouldn't lead to any progress.





"Let's talk openly and honestly. I need the resources and protection of Anti-Entropy. And in return, I'll help you strengthen your power and safeguard your quest for authority. You understand, I have that ability. Give me an answer, whether you want to cooperate or not."





"Is it that simple?"





"Yes? We are not even acquaintance, we discuss as much as necessary. I don't like wasting time."





Smack!





Sigurd slammed a briefcase onto the table.





Without a password, Cocolia opened it hesitantly, and a neat and tidy large box of cash appeared before her eyes.





Cocolia's eyes instantly lit up.





"This is a gift."





Sigurd said casually.





Cocolia used to belong to the military and now she is part of Anti-Entropy. Both organizations adhere to principles of discipline. Until she has enough power, she cannot accumulate wealth through unconventional means. In addition to her hobby of generously donating to orphanages, she has even opened her own orphanage.





Her poverty is a very apparent characteristic in Sigurd's investigative records.





"Hiss!"





Cocolia wiped the corner of her mouth and smiled politely, saying, "Then I won't be polite."





"What's your answer?"





"Why would I refuse a mutually beneficial arrangement?"





"These Titan robots."





"If they're destroyed, so be it. Once the R&D department digests your technology, they can produce as many as we need. It's not a big deal, don't worry about it."





After all, there would naturally be someone within Anti-Entropy to cover the cost of the robots, and the box of cash in front of her was going directly into her own pockets.





Cocolia felt she understood what was more important.





As for Sigurd, he glanced at the somewhat damaged Titan remains, which were actually not severely damaged, and nodded imperceptibly.





"Do you have anything you need me to do now?"





Cocolia politely asked.





Sigurd decisively replied, "Yes."





Cocolia's smile stiffened slightly. But that was fine; if she received so many benefits without having to give anything in return, Cocolia herself wouldn't trust the transaction.





"Please tell me. As long as it's within my capabilities, I will do my best."





Cocolia replied, seemingly sincere, while also leaving herself some room to maneuver.





Sigurd motioned for Kiana and Sin Mal to come over.





"You two, come here."





"Huh? What's up?"





"Do you need any help, Sigurd? You can rely on me for anything!"





Sigurd gave Kiana a cold glance. Then, calmly, he said, "Come and address Cocolia here as.... 'Mom.'"





"Eeeeeehhhh!!!” x2
























    "Cocolia… um. . . . mom?"



    



    "Nope! I don't want to!!"



    



    The former was Sin Mal's hesitant voice, while the latter was Kiana's firm and resolute refusal.



    



    Sin Mal was somewhat unaccustomed, but since it was Sigurd's order , she would do her best to carry it out.



    



    Kiana, on the other hand, had an inexplicable intuition. She could accurately distinguish between what was important and what was not. When it came to important matters, she could be obedient. But this time was different. Whether it was important or not, she just didn't want to, and from the depths of her heart, a resolute phrase emerged—I don't want to.



    



    "I have a mom, even though... Even though I don't remember her anymore, I know that I  have a mom, the best mom in the whole world. Sigurd, I don't want to call her mom, that's all there is to it!"



    



    Kiana stammered, looking a little pitiful, grabbing Sigurd's clothes and looking at him with eyes shimmering with tears.



    



    She herself didn't understand why she felt so aggrieved and resistant to his word. It was just an inexplicable surge of emotions that made her look at Sigurd, the only one she could rely on, with pleading and dependent eyes.



    



    Sigurd was taken aback for a moment, gently wiping away her tears with his thumb and patting her head with his other hand, saying:



    



    "If you don't want to, then we won't call her that, okay? We won't call her that, alright?"



    



    Sigurd's tone was very gentle, and his expression matched it.



    



    Kiana was on the verge of tears. This cognition made Sigurd completely at a loss for a moment, as if his heart was being squeezed.



    



    "Okay."



    



    Kiana sniffed and nodded.



    



    The intense and inexplicable emotions appeared and disappeared quickly. After Sigurd made a non-forced promise, she quickly regained her composure.



    



    And so, with tears in her eyes, Kiana smiled.



    



    "Is it a deal?"



    



    "It's a deal."



    



    Sigurd patted her little head and handed her the last piece of cake on the table.



    



    Kiana took the cake, and in a few bites, she finished more than half of it, completely wiping away any traces of tears.



    



    Only then did Sigurd let out a sigh of relief.



    



    Just don't cry, just don't cry... Sigurd repeated in his mind, but was interrupted by Cocolia slamming the table.



    



    Smack!



    



    "Hey! Explain to me, what does this mean?"



    



    "The letter also said that I want you to adopt two girls. You have an extreme personality, but you're genuinely caring toward children. Let Sin Mal and Kiana call you 'Mom,' establish an emotional bond, and provide some insurance for our cooperation."



    



    Also, when Otto tries to target Kiana, Cocolia may also become part of the help that can prevent that from happening—Sigurd didn't mention this reason because it was too complicated, even involving Kiana's true identity.



    



    Cocolia squinted her eyes.



    



    "...Is it really okay to be so straightforward about it?”



    



    "My intentions are clear, there's no need to hide them. Based on my understanding of you, I believe you'll agree."



    



    Sigurd answered casually, occasionally looking at Kiana to make sure her emotions didn't fluctuate again, feeling somewhat relieved.



    



    Who knows how much of this is Sirin's emotions and how much is Kiana's, but in any case, it's good that Kiana doesn't want to cry anymore.



    



    Bang!



    



    Cocolia suddenly smashed the table with her fist, and asked coldly:



    



    "So, you're making them call me 'Mom' just for this?"



    



    Then, Sigurd finally diverted his attention slightly towards her, paused for a moment, and said:



    



    "Not just for that."



    



    "What else then?"



    



    "They're both children who lost their mothers very early in their life. If they can have another mother's love during their growth, their lives might be more complete, don't you agree? That's what I think at least."



    



    Sigurd looked at Sin Mal and then at Kiana, his eyes filled with tenderness.



    



    Cocolia let out a sigh of relief and nodded.



    



    "At least that's something a human would say."



    



    "As you can see, Kiana is unwilling to call you mom, so it's enough for you to just adopt Sin Mal... Oh, by the way, Sin Mal, do you also not want to? You don't have to force yourself. If you don't want to, just refuse. It won't have much of an impact ."



    



    Realizing that he couldn't be so overbearing, Sigurd came back to his senses. After all, when it came to such a sensitive and important matter as a mother, the child's wishes couldn't be ignored.



    



    "Well..."



    



    Sin Mal hesitated for a moment and asked, "If I agree, will it be helpful to you, Sigurd?"



    



    "To be honest, it will be. But you don't have to force yourself. Compared to your own wishes, that's not important."



    



    "Do I have to be separated from Sigurd?"



    



    "No, I'll be living in the orphanage afterward, so we can see each other every day. And there's also Bronya, she's Cocolia's adopted daughter too, so you can see her as well. But that has nothing to do with whether you agree or not, so don't worry about that."



    



    Bronya too?



    



    Stars began to twinkle in Sin Mal's eyes.



    



    If she could see Sigurd and Bronya every day, her life would be complete. And on top of that, if she could help Sigurd—it wouldn't be a problem even if she called Cocolia "Mom" or even "Grandma Cocolia"!



    



    "Mama Cocolia, I'm Sin Mal, pleased to meet you. I'll be very obedient and well-behaved, so please like me!"



    



    Sin Mal held the edge of her dress and gracefully performed a ladylike curtsy.



    



    It was the etiquette taught to her by her despicable foster parents, with the goal of leaving a good impression when meeting Cocolia for the first time.



    



    Although Cocolia had already seen her once before.



    



    But upon seeing her again, and without that disgusting couple this time, Cocolia softened her expression. After hesitating for a moment, she reached out and ruffled Sin Mal's hair.



    



    "Alright then, starting today, you're my daughter. You can tell me any troubles you have in the future, rely on me if you encounter any difficulties. I... am your mother. Also, when did I agree to let you live in my orphanage?"



    



    Cocolia turned to Sigurd, her face cold as she questioned him.



    



    Without hesitation, Sigurd decisively answered, "It's a condition of our cooperation."



    



    "No way, forget it unless..."



    



    "Unless?"



    



    "Unless you also call me... Mama Cocolia!"



    



    "Gasp (OдO?)—"



    



    This gasp came from Kiana, who had finished her cake.



    



    Goodness, she actually wanted to be Sigurd's mother? Kiana had never seen anyone so bold in her life. Has she always been this courageous?



    



    "Didn't you say you're only adopting girls?"



    



    "I'm not just adopting girls. I'm adopting children who have been affected by the Honkai and its corruption. And the ones who manage to survive are mostly girls. These children, who are destined to face threats from the Honkai and conspirators, are trouble-prone. Besides me, who else can protect them?"



    



    That was Cocolia's original intention, and it sounded good, but she had strayed from her path. Sigurd glanced at her lightly. If Otto was the root of all evil in this world, then she is the flower that blooms from it.



    



    She’s much better than Otto, but not to the point where she can't be called as a bad guy.



    



    "I refuse, unlike them, I am emotionally mature and don't need another mother figure. The three of us will stay in your orphanage, and you can’t make any strange requests."



    



    "Only my children can live there, do you understand?"



    



    Regarding this matter, Cocolia took a firm stance without any compromise.



    



    Sigurd glanced at Kiana and then turned back to Cocolia. At this moment, he had lost his patience for the slow negotiations.



    



    Whoosh!



    



    A laser beam shot at Cocolia's feet, leaving a small black hole the size of a finger.



    



    Sigurd rested his hands on his knees, supporting his chin, and raised his eyes, icy and frosty, as he looked at Cocolia.



    



    "Do you forget who holds the initiative here? Or do you think that if I wanted to harm those children, you would have the power to stop me?"



    



    "You..."



    



    Sigurd's cold gaze made Cocolia shudder. Yes, because of the change in atmosphere, she almost forgot that he was someone who could instantly deal with her guard forces.



    



    "I don't deny that you have a maternal side, but at the same time, you're a despicable human who's not worth keeping alive. Don't think that me allowing you to adopt them is for my own benefit. It's to protect you so that I don't lose my temper and kill you directly one day."



    



    The indifferent tone and the genuine sense of danger sent chills down Cocolia's spine.



    



    Sigurd wasn't joking, and she realized that.



    



    "If... if you dislike me so much, why did you let me adopt them? Didn't you say you wanted them to have a mother's love?"



    



    "Being a bad person and a good mother are not mutually exclusive."



    



    Even if Cocolia was a bad person, as long as Sigurd managed her well, the future that happened in the game wouldn’t happen. And furthermore, despite everything, Cocolia's maternal love was genuine.



    



    "Give me a solid answer, either agree or die. You are not my only choice; I just thought this place was suitable."



    



    "Will... will you harm my children?"



    



    "They have great potential and are worth nurturing. They can be useful to me, at least better than your reckless actions."



    



    "Fine..."



    



    Cocolia finally gave her response. Sigurd had clearly shown his intentions regarding the children, and as long as they were alive, she could keep an eye on them and intervene when necessary. Dying here and risking him killing her children held no value.



    



    Cocolia gritted her teeth but didn't reveal any resentment because, besides increasing the risks, it would be meaningless.



    



    Sigurd looked at her, understanding her mindset, but simply nodded silently.



    



    Then, he withdrew his overly cold demeanor, turned his head, and gently ruffled Kiana's head.



    



    "?"



    



    Kiana looked up with a spoon in her mouth, her eyes filled with question marks.



    



    "I'll make something delicious for you tonight."



    



    "You'll cook it yourself?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Yay! Wait, is there some kind of conspiracy?"



    



    Kiana's excitement quickly turned into suspicion. She didn't think there was anything wrong with Sigurd before, so she didn't realize that Sigurd was making it up to her.



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes.



    



    "Take it or leave it."



    



    "I'll eat it! Simbala, let me tell you, Sigurd's cooking is so delicious. He's just lazy and hasn't cooked in a long time, that's all. You're in for a treat tonight. Thank Miss Kiana!"



    



    Kiana jumped up and patted Sin Mal's shoulder, feeling proud. She found a way to tease Sin Mal because she had eaten Sigurd's cooking many times while Sin Mal hadn't.



    



    Victory!



    



    Kiana cheered in her mind.



    



    "It's Sin Mal! You foolish grasshopper!"



    



    Sing Mal frowned and said, "If Sigurd wasn't watching nearby, she would have used her pretty little boots to kick Kiana's ass hard and teach her a lesson!"



    



    Then the two girls started exchanging words, but they stopped at verbal arguments and didn't resort to physical violence.



    



    Sigurd watched the scene and felt slightly relieved.



    



    The conversation with Cocolia didn't end well; it was too rushed and rough. But from the moment Kiana almost shed tears, Sigurd had lost all patience for the negotiation.



    



    And it was the truth.



    



    So, let it be.



    



    Sigurd gazed into the distance, where a vast expanse of white snow symbolized the budding of spring. And finally, he took a big step forward.

  














At the Cocolia Orphanage, the atmosphere today was different from usual.





Cocolia sat at the dining table, looking burdened, as if contemplating a difficult problem.





Bronya, Seele, Liliya, and Rozaliya sat on her left side. On her right side, there was Sin Mal first, then an empty seat, followed by Kiana. The table was divided clearly along the line of Cocolia.





Sin Mal remained quiet, her pure and infatuated gaze fixed on the twin-turbo duck, Bronya.





This aroused a sense of crisis in Seele Vollerei.





"Sister Bronya..."





"It's okay, Seele."





Seele looked somewhat uneasy as she turned to Bronya, but Bronya responded with a gentle smile and the comfort of holding hands. A sweet and pink aura enveloped the two little girls.





Blowing a raspberry, Sin Mal expressed her displeasure.





In Sin Mal's eyes, Seele used to be a strange object, a fusion of pitch black and deep blue, with distorted colors and a repulsive appearance—uglier than anything else, only surpassed in disgust by Kiana.





But Bronya's differential treatment elevated Seele's repulsiveness in Sin Mal's eyes to the same level as a flatworm—a disgust that even Kiana couldn't match.





Sin Mal's expression twisted for a moment, but with Bronya present and Sigurd in the kitchen, she quietly suppressed her emotions.





Clap!





Just then, Rozaliya, who had been brooding for a while, couldn't hold back any longer and slammed the table.





"Listen up, you two newcomers! I am Rozaliya Olenyeva, the most powerful and intelligent leader here! Starting from today, you have to provide me with candy and cookies every day, and in return, I'll watch over you. Thank Rozaliya Olenyeva for-"





"Sigh, Rozaliya is being foolish again. Liliya wishes to stay away from her so as not to be infected by her stupidity."





Liliya 's indifferent and emotionless voice interrupted Rozaliya's pompous declaration.





"What did you say?"





"This is Rozaliya's recent zero score test paper, one of the pieces of evidence proving Rozaliya's stupidity."





The blue-haired girl with a nonchalant expression opened her hands, revealing a test paper with a zero score.





"Ah! So that's why I couldn't find it. You hid it, didn't you? Liliya, give it back to me!"





Rozaliya pounced forward, but Liliya quickly moved the test paper to the side. Rozaliya had to change direction to snatch it, and the two sisters playfully wrestled with each other as if there was no one else around.





Kiana watched Rozaliya with wide eyes.





Although she had never experienced exams and didn't quite understand the significance of a zero score test paper, inexplicably, she felt that Rozaliya could be a kindred spirit.





Cocolia's thoughts were interrupted by the commotion, and she snapped back to reality with a headache, pressing her forehead and saying, "Rozaliya, Liliya, stop messing around."





"Mom, it's all Rozaliya's fault!"





"Mom, it's all Liliya's fault!"





One with an indifferent attitude, the other with a silly demeanor, both voices blamed the other with almost identical phrases.





Then, taking advantage of Liliya's momentary distraction, Rozaliya swiftly retrieved her test paper, crumpled it, and threw it out of the window.





Afterward, she stood up on the chair with a triumphant air.





"Cough cough! Forget what just happened, it's not important! Now, besides the one cooking inside, you two introduce yourselves, state your names. If they sound good, Rozaliya Olenyeva can exempt you from offering for two days! No need to thank me too much; it's only natural. Ahahaha!"





Rozaliya placed her hands on her hips and burst into laughter.





Cocolia didn't intervene. Sigurd was currently an opponent they couldn't resist, but he clearly cared about the two girls beside him. And Kiana, who held a higher position between the two, was a relatively normal and innocent child. Building a good relationship with her might slightly reduce the risk.





As expected, amidst Rozaliya's maniacal laughter, Kiana muttered to herself:





"So, she's an idiot."





She thought she was whispering to herself, but she lacked self-awareness of speaking softly. Her voice was normal in volume, so everyone in the room heard it.





The laughter paused, and Rozaliya suddenly stiffened.





'Nice!'





Cocolia thought to herself.





Isn't the best relationship among children formed through playfully quarreling and getting to know each other?





Especially with the similar personalities of Rozaliya and Kiana, their friendship naturally blossomed amidst their bickering. Afterward, getting acquainted with other children seemed like the next logical step.





But before Rozaliya could retaliate, Sin Mal pouted and looked at Kiana, sneering as she said, "No, it's idiot No. 2.'"





"Simbalah! Are you calling me an idiot again!?"





"It's Sin Mal! Besides, I never named names, you are the one who react to it!"





"Don't imitate Sig's way of speaking! It's scary!"





And so, Kiana and Sin Mal, who were supposed to be on the same side, started bickering first. They exchanged retorts, making it quite entertaining. While Rozaliya, who had intended to explode in anger, found herself bewildered, a string of snot hanging from her nose.





It was not until the two were about to escalate from verbal squabbles to a full-on duel, crossing the middle ground between them, that someone appeared behind them.





"Are you two fighting again?"





A soft voice with the innocence and clarity belonged to a harmless boy, yet it made one's hair stand on end, as if stepping into an icy cavern, echoed through the room, making the two girl went still.





"Sin Mal, upon closer inspection, your hair is quite pretty."





"Yeah, that's right. You're not that disgusting either, Kiana."





"Hi there, let's get along."





"Sure, let's do that."





They shook hands, each feeling a shiver down their spine, but they maintained their smiles forcefully.





Then, Kiana turned around, as if just noticing Sigurd's presence, and with an exaggerated smile and tone, she said, "Oh, isn't this Sig? When did you arrive? Look, Sin Mal and I are getting along just fine!"





"Yeah, we're doing great, Sigurd."





Crrrk, crrrk...





While forcing a smile, the sound of bones cracking emanated from their joined hands.





"Let go."





"You let go first."





"If you let go, then I'll let go~"





"I don't want to let go if you don't~"





"Well then, how about we both chop off our hands and feed them to the dogs?"





Sigurd placed a hand on one of the girls' shoulders and asked with a beaming smile.





And then both of them quickly retracted their hands, sitting back in their seats, behaving properly and sitting upright.





Sigurd sat down in the middle, face expressionless.





Clapping his hands, the dishes appeared as if performing a floating magic show, orderly floating out of the kitchen and being placed on the table one by one.





The enticing aroma filled the air, different dishes emanating different smells, blending together into a silent symphony that made one's mouth water.





And then, someone began to devour the food eagerly.





Afterwards, the clinking sound of grabbing dishes resounded one after another.





...





Otto Apocalypse was sitting with a serious expression, holding a tablet in his hand and skillfully and swiftly maneuvering the characters on the screen, conquering levels and defeating enemies in the game.





Ding!





Just as he was about to break his own long-held record in "Kallen Fantasy," a message window appeared in the center of the screen, automatically closing the game interface.





"Ah! Amber, what have you done? I was in such a good state, just a little more, just a little more and I would have broken the record!!"





Otto crushed the controller in his hand and shouted angrily at the message window displaying Amber.





Amber lowered her head slightly, a strong light reflected off her golden crystal eyepatch, and then she calmly reported:





"My Lord Bishop, there is new information that I believe you would be interested in."





"I don't care! You owe me for my record first!"





"...Recently, there have been several major projects regarding destiny, and the funds are somewhat tight. I believe we can cut down on unnecessary expenses, such as investments in certain lukewarm games."





With a serious expression and no hint of joking, Otto silently dropped the controller and kicked it under the table out of sight.





Then, he stood up, casually propped up the tablet in front of Amber, regaining the elegant composure befitting the Grand Bishop of Destiny. He cleared his throat and wore a profound and inscrutable smile as he said:





"Ahem! So, um, isn't there a matter to report? We can discuss trivial matters like the funding later. Let's talk about the important business first."





"Sigurd has entered the Cocolia Orphanage, accompanied by K-423 and Sin Mal."





"Isn't this an expected development? Is there anything noteworthy to report?"





Otto looked puzzled.





Sigurd was recognized as a prodigy, so what significance did Cocolia hold? It should be normal for Sigurd to achieve his goals smoothly.





"But you should take a look at this."





Amber spoke while a video appeared on Otto's tablet screen.





It showed countless suspended orbs that blocked out the sky, instantly paralyzing a Titan unit with lasers.





Otto's pupils contracted, but a smile appeared on his lips.





Amber, who spent a lot of time with Otto, knew that although it seemed similar, this smile was different from the facade. It was a genuine expression of interest.





"Well, you little fox. Yesterday, during our conversation, you seemed to be facing some difficulties and bottlenecks. But now, you quietly managed to achieve it, this so-called... Hive System."





Otto clapped his hands, appreciating Sigurd's development right under his nose instead of getting angry.
























    "So, you came to me in the middle of the night just to discuss the self-discipline defense system?"



    



    "It's called the Hive System."



    



    "No, why are you so insistent on that name?"



    



    "Why not?"



    



    "Because you don't understand. Advanced technology should have a sophisticated name, like the God Key with names such as Void Archives, Phoenix Down, Black Abyss White Flower, and Judgement of Shamash. My fourth-generation Valkyrie armor is part of the Moonlit Knight series. To simply name your highly advanced defense system as 'Hive', don't you think that sounds too dry? It lacks soul!"



    



    On the screen, Otto spoke confidently, looking very professional.



    



    Sigurd, on the other hand, facepalmed in silence and then addressed the silver-haired beauty standing behind Otto on the screen.



    



    "Miss Amber, you've been through a lot."



    



    "Not at all. It's all part of my duty."



    



    Otto glanced at his trusted assistant and then looked at the image of Sigurd on the screen, wearing a puzzled expression.



    



    "Are you guys talking bad about me?"



    



    "No, we're not."



    



    "You're overthinking, Your Excellency."



    



    Sigurd synchronized with Amber and denied it.



    



    Then Sigurd sighed and said, "Let's forget about the hive system for now. That's it, I'm going to sleep. Unlike someone like you who has transcended humanity, I'm still an ordinary person. Lack of sleep affects development."



    



    "Hey! Don't go, I still have a lot to talk about! Don't worry about development-related matters. Whether it's height or length, if you ever need it, I can arrange adjustments for you anytime. The human body modification technology here is world-class!"



    



    Sigurd's mouth twitched.



    



    You, an old man who's lived for over five hundred years, suddenly driving and racing against me, a young guy. Is that okay? It's not!



    



    Otto casually replied, "What are you thinking? As someone who has lived for over five hundred years, I no longer have worldly desires. I'm just talking about scientific matters with you seriously."



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes.



    



    I don't believe you!



    



    "So, what do you actually want to say? Hurry up and finish, I want to sleep!"



    



    "Young man, don't be so irritable! If you have a temper, you can use K-423 as you wish, as long as you don't cause any fatalities. I don't mind."



    



    "...That's not funny."



    



    Sigurd composed himself, straightened up, and said



    



    Then Otto stroked his chin and smiled, saying, "It seems like you've developed an attitude."



    



    "Mm."



    



    Sigurd nodded calmly, without a hint of pretense.



    



    If you don't even dare to express your stance, don't think about competing with Otto. Moreover, this is not something that can be concealed from Otto.



    



    Otto nodded with a smile, showing understanding. He was neither angry nor regretful for not taking action earlier, and he didn't have any intention of eradicating the aftermath. He simply found it interesting. After five hundred years, there weren't many things that could make him feel interested and look forward to.



    



    Perhaps that was the reason why he often played tricks in the original history.



    



    Otto: "So, shall we continue discussing the hive?"



    



    Sigurd: "Please go ahead."



    



    Otto: "Let me think, where should I start... You've talked to me about the power limit control of laser weapons, the composition and substitution of advanced materials, and the programming logic for automated production lines. I originally thought you wanted to establish an efficient production base once you stabilized your position. But now it seems that you've turned every worker bee into a producer!"



    



    Sigurd: "Worker bees? Do you mean individual units?"



    



    Sigurd paused for a moment and pointed to the palm-sized spherical body appearing in his palm, asking.



    



    Otto's eyes lit up, and he nodded, saying, "You finally understand, that's exactly what I mean! Just imagine, thousands upon thousands of worker bees, covering the sky and the earth, fearlessly sacrificing themselves, working together to sting the enemies, all for the sake of protecting you, the only king! Hive system, worker bee subunits, what practical names they are! You should thank me for coming up with those names, you talentless fellow!"



    



    "...Then, thank you."



    



    Although Sigurd was speechless about Otto's image collapse, the name was acceptable. Let's just go with it.



    



    Then Otto continued his analysis and said, "Ahem! Let's get back on track. When the output power of a laser is controlled, it can be used as a laser cannon, a laser cutting machine, or even a photolithography machine. If we add an operational arm to the worker bee and have excellent programming... as long as there is sufficient raw material, each worker bee can independently produce new units, completing self-cloning and reproduction, right?"



    



    Sigurd remained silent. Instead, several slender silver-white tentacles extended from the body of the unit in his hand, gracefully waving in the air for a moment before retracting slowly.



    



    This was a clear confirmation.



    



    "A clever idea. By turning each worker bee into a producer, the risk of supply from a fixed production base is minimized. Well done!" Otto applauded him in front of Sigurd.



    



    Then he continued, "I checked and found that in some distant cities you have never visited, there have been cases of armories and steel factories being inexplicably emptied recently. I didn't notice because the distance was too far. Now that I think about it, you released invisible worker bees under my sight, quietly expanding the population in those areas with abundant raw materials. What I see now is probably only a part of the entire worker bee population. There are more worker bees lurking beyond my sight, right?"



    



    "Who knows? Perhaps, even in the depths of the Mediterranean Sea, there are thousands upon thousands of worker bees tirelessly laboring day and night."



    



    The headquarters of the Schicksal was suspended above the Mediterranean region.



    



    Sigurd's reply undoubtedly carried a sense of gunpowder.



    



    Sigurd laughed, and Otto laughed too.



    



    Amber, who was standing behind Otto, for some reason felt that the person on the other side of the screen should be a clone of Otto.



    



    Otto: "After implementing this system so openly and explicitly before me, is it meant to be a deterrent?"



    



    Sigurd: "No, it's just a little surprise between friends."



    



    Otto: "You consider me a friend?"



    



    Sigurd: "Why not?"



    



    Otto stroked his chin and nodded.



    



    "I must admit, this is quite refreshing... No, it's not entirely true. I have had old friends who rejected and even antagonized me."



    



    "Admiring you doesn't prevent me from being wary of you, and being friends doesn't mean we can't fight tooth and nail in the future, does it?"



    



    "Of course not. You are most welcome, my new friend!"



    



    Otto opened his arms, his face filled with a joyful smile.



    



    Then, he enthusiastically said, "So, as a newly made friend, what gift would you like, Sigurd?"



    



    "Can I have a little more access next time I explore the Schicksal system?"



    



    "Of course you can. I've always thought you were too restrained. Why do you only look for basic information every time? Except for a few privacy concerns, my dear friend, all the data here is open for your visitation."



    



    "Well, in that case, I won't hold back. By the way, why don't you take another guess at what the next step of the Hive system's plan is?"



    



    Otto raised an eyebrow, paced in place for a few seconds, and turned back, saying, "Is this a little game between friends?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Is there a reward?"



    



    "If you say it well... how about a worker bee subunit?"



    



    "That's too little."



    



    "Then, how about the cellular tissues of me and Sin Mal?" Sigurd said seriously. One-sided interactions were not a normal way of communication, and Sigurd didn't want Otto to lose interest. So, he was willing to offer some feedback that Otto would find intriguing, despite the inherent risks involved.



    



    "Deal!" Otto rubbed his hands together with a beaming smile and continued, "Next step, since they can produce autonomously, it's only natural to enable them to perform self-modifications as well. As your knowledge structure continues to optimize and upgrade, the design of the bodies will surely undergo changes. However, upgrading and modifying thousands of worker bees individually would be too cumbersome. So, the next functionality you should aim for is batch division, where some bees are assigned to daily guarding duty, some enter a dormant state, and another batch focuses on modifying the dormant units. This way, the upgrades and replacements of all bodies can be accomplished in a rotating fashion..."



    



    As Otto spoke, he suddenly noticed Sigurd's playful smile.



    



    He paused, stroked his chin, pondered for a second, and shook his head, saying, "No, I lack imagination. Rotating upgrades would result in a prolonged weakening of the defensive forces, increased data processing load on the mainframe, and potential coordination issues between new and old bodies... It should be self-upgrades! The worker bee subunits modifying themselves, synchronously transitioning from old to new units in a brief period of time. That's the next functionality you should aim for."



    



    Clap! Clap! Clap!



    



    This time, it was Sigurd applauding for Otto.



    



    "You know me well, Mr. Otto."



    



    "Furthermore, there's the integration of Honkai energy. Conventional physical abilities are greatly weakened in the face of Honkai energy, and the only way to avoid this is by utilizing Honkai energy itself. You've been doing this, otherwise, it wouldn't have been possible to easily penetrate the Titan armor."



    



    "Hmm, please continue."



    



    "Additionally, the current limitations on the number and efficiency of worker bees are due to the computational power of the mainframe and the efficiency of signal transmission. So, you sought out Cocolia and even conducted research on Quantumization? To address signal transmission issues and improve stealth capabilities?"



    



    Finally, surprise appeared on Sigurd's face. No, Cocolia hadn't even started experiments related to quantumization. How did Otto know about it?



    



    "It seems I guessed correctly."



    



    "Just a guess?"



    



    "Are you questioning my intelligence?"



    



    "I wouldn't dare. You got everything right, impressive."



    



    Sigurd said with a slightly embarrassed tone, then tried to please Otto by saying, "Well then, brilliant Mr. Otto. If I encounter any problems during the process, may I seek your advice?"



    



    "You are always welcome, my friend."



    



    Otto responded with a smiling squint.



    



    Even though they both knew that their future could potentially involve a life-and-death struggle, Sigurd was still eager to seek advice and expose a portion of his technology to Otto.



    



    Otto, on the other hand, was willing to impart his knowledge and help Sigurd grow faster.



    



    In the end, these were two equally confident individuals.

  
    "Attacks infused with Honkai energy, seamless quantum data transmission, quantumization of physical existence, coupled with their overwhelming numbers, and the potential for continuous upgrades as you progress... The complete form of the Hive System will be a formidable weapon."



    



    "In the short term, they may not be able to halt the attack of an S-rank Valkyrie. However, with the right conditions, an endless number of units are enough to wear down any S-rank Valkyrie through a kite warfare tactic."



    



    "That's because you haven't seen the true strength of Durandal.”



    



    Sigurd pursed his lips almost imperceptibly.



    



    That girl who could be considered the scriptwriter's favorite daughter could chop through a typical Herrscher like cutting vegetables.



    



    If he hadn't just recently come to this world, Sigurd would have definitely tried to capture her before Otto had the chance.



    



    "Well, we've talked enough. It's late, and you have guests. Let's end it here for today. Goodnight!"



    



    Otto terminated the communication.



    



    ...



    



    At the Schicksal Headquarters.



    



    After ending the call, Otto wiped his forehead with a handkerchief.



    



    In reality, his body made of Soul Steel didn't sweat so easily.



    



    But engaging in a serious exchange of ideas and thoughts with others after such a long time gave Otto a sensation of exhilarating sweat.



    



    "You seem very happy."



    



    "He's a genius."



    



    "I can see that."



    



    "Therefore, his theories hold a high degree of credibility. Once they are realized, my long-held dream will be within reach!"



    



    Covering his face with a single hand, Otto burst into laughter.



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    After a long while, the laughter subsided, and Otto looked at his hands with a complex expression.



    



    "A friend...?"



    



    He murmured, feeling somewhat confused.



    



    He referred to Fu Hua as an old friend and indeed had a special admiration and recognition for her—honestly speaking, if it weren't for her being unable to offer any help in reviving Kallen, Otto would consider Fu Hua more important than the vast Schicksal organization.



    



    However, conversations that he had with Fu Hua were usually cold and discouraging. They lacked the exhilaration of intellect and wit, the mutual digging of pits and testing of each other, as well as the anticipation of further conversations that Otto experienced with Sigurd.



    



    'So, what should a friend be like?'



    



    Otto Apocalypse, who was over five hundred years old this year, asked himself silently in his mind, remaining speechless for a long time.



    



    ...



    



    "Speak up, what brings you here, Cocolia?"



    



    Sigurd closed his computer and looked towards the door, where Cocolia stood rigidly.



    



    Cocolia took a step back.



    



    Even though Sigurd had displayed his unfathomable technological prowess, Cocolia, after recovering from her initial shock, still believed that the time was not right. When she regained her strength from within the Anti-Entropy, she could overpower Sigurd and even bring him under her control. Those were all feasible actions.



    



    But now she was panicking.



    



    Cocolia's current pursuit was merely climbing higher within the Anti-Entropy, striving for more power to protect herself and her children.



    



    Otto Apocalypse, that was an excessively distant and towering name. From the perspective of an Anti-Entropy member, that name was synonymous with the ultimate demon lord who would destroy the world in the final level of a labyrinth.



    



    To confront Otto and be friends with him?



    



    Even the Lord of the Anti-Entropy wouldn't dare to do such a thing.



    



    Who the hell is he!?



    



    "That... Was that Otto Apocalypse just now?"



    



    "Yes. Didn't I mention that adopting those two girls would eventually bring you face to face with Schicksal? Weren't you mentally prepared for it?"



    



    "You didn't say it would directly oppose the Archbishop of Schicksal, did you!?"



    



    Cocolia's face turned dark.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her and continued nonchalantly:



    



    "Sin Mal's abilities are quite special, and Otto believes she is a suitable test subject for a particular theory. As for Kiana, her surname is Kaslana."



    



    Sigurd didn't mention that it was actually his theory that he proposed, and Otto wouldn't have any intentions until there were actual results. He also didn't mention that Kiana wouldn't be taken back in the short term, and Otto was happy to see her go through more of life and establish bonds.



    



    He was just casually waving big flags, snatching people from Otto's hands, and then talking and laughing with him... Such understanding was enough to make Cocolia shudder before making any decisions.



    



    "Sin Mal... the experimental subject that Otto is interested in... Kaslana..."



    



    Cocolia muttered, suddenly feeling a chill in her heart.



    



    She suddenly realized that it was not the time to think about how to use Sigurd anymore. Perhaps, it was more important to find a way to get them out of the orphanage.



    



    But.... Sin Mal already called her "Mom."



    



    Cocolia bit her lip, feeling conflicted.



    



    At that moment, Sigurd seemed to remember something and asked suddenly:



    



    "Speaking of Kaslana, do you have any news about Siegfried Kaslana?"



    



    "Who? Oh, the former head of the Kaslana family who defected from Schicksal and has a hefty bounty on his head? I don't know why, do you suddenly ask. Is he related to Kiana?"



    



    "He is her father."



    



    "Gasp—"



    



    Cocolia gasped, taking in a cold breath.



    



    Damn it!



    



    Things are getting more and more complicated!



    



    Where's the Antri-Entropy Lord!? I need the Lord to come to the Cocolia Orphanage! I'm afraid Otto will come knocking on the door any second now!



    



    Who the hell can handle this!?



    



    "Forget it, since you don't know, then do me a favor..."



    



    ...



    



    In the end, Cocolia left in a dazed state, forgetting what she came to ask.



    



    When she reached the door of her bedroom, Bronya, dressed in pajamas, was sitting there waiting.



    



    Seeing Cocolia return with a dazed expression, she stood up and gave her a puzzled look.



    



    "Matushka?"



    



    "Ah? It's Bronya. Why aren't you asleep at this late hour?"



    



    "What's wrong with Matushka?"



    



    "It's... just that things are getting complicated, and I need to think it through."



    



    In front of her daughter, Cocolia regained some composure. Yes, the situation had already unfolded, and she didn't have the power to drive Sigurd away. Now, she needed to consider... whether it would be safer to pledge loyalty to the conservatives who were clearly closer to the leader.



    



    Although there would be fewer opportunities to climb up within the conservative faction, and switching sides would ruin her previous efforts within the radical faction. But at least, showing loyalty to the leader, he might be able to protect her from Otto's clutches.



    



    No, no, the situation isn't that bad yet. Instead of giving up her previous efforts, the enigmatic and unpredictable Sigurd might also be a suitable partner for cooperation...



    



    Bronya tightened her grip on her HOMu plushie and asked expressionlessly:



    



    "Is it because of the newcomers?"



    



    Specifically, she was referring to Sigurd.



    



    Although Kiana and Sin Mal were also newcomers, they were girls who slept with the other children. Only Sigurd, regardless of gender, had the privilege of having a single room, or Cocolia's attitude towards him, everything was too unusual.



    



    Bronya recalled the letter she had discovered earlier and personally handed it to Cocolia. She felt that the two might be related, and it could be dangerous.



    



    "Bronya..."



    



    Cocolia caressed her head.



    



    She was one of the older children in the orphanage, with a relatively reliable personality and abilities. If there was someone who could help at this moment, it would probably be her.



    



    "Matushka, are they a threat?"



    



    Bronya asked in a tone devoid of emotion, as a cold aura began emanating from her.



    



    She was someone once known as the Silver Wolf of Ural, although it had been a while since she last held a gun and killed someone, for the sake of this place she called home, Bronya wouldn't mind returning to her old ways and becoming a fearsome killer once again.



    



    Cocolia felt reassured.



    



    She gently hugged Bronya and thought for a moment before saying:



    



    "Don't act rashly. During normal times, keep an eye on that boy named Sigurd for me and report any abnormal situations to me. But don't engage in conflicts with him, and under no circumstances should you lay a hand on him. Leave everything to Mom."



    



    "Matushka..."



    



    "Don't worry, it will be fine. I will definitely protect you all."



    



    In the embrace filled with motherly love, Bronya, who had just picked up memories of killing, quickly softened. She sniffed Cocolia's scent, felt the softness covering her face, and gradually felt a... suffocating sensation.



    



    "Ugh!!!"



    



    "Ah! Bronya, are you okay?"



    



    Cocolia released Bronya, who was struggling desperately, and seeing her regain her breath, she apologized apologetically.



    



    "Sorry, I forgot that my breast is big."



    



    Bronya remained expressionless, lowered her head, and directly saw her own feet, then she clearly felt her face frowning in annoyance at the lack of mountains to block her view..



    



    "Matushka, Bronya has a hunch that her body will stay the same!"



    



    "Don't say that, you'll grow up too... I guess."



    



    Cocolia's gaze shifted slightly. It was difficult to say for sure. Could she tell Bronya that she had an intuitive feeling that Bronya would become a part of the Barren Chest Faction in the future?



    



    "By the way, do you want to sleep with Mom?"



    



    "No! Bronya doesn't want to be a pillow. Bronya will go now, Matushka, please rest early."



    



    "Eh? Why like this..."



    



    Without her pillow, Cocolia reluctantly went back to her room to rest alone.



    



    Climbing onto the bed, pulling up the blanket, as she was about to fall asleep, she suddenly remembered in a daze.



    



    "Oh, he asked me for a favor, it was to... send a message to Tesla or Einstein..."



    



    "As for the message, i just need to say... that he wants to propose to Kiana Kaslana!??"

  Midnight.





Sigurd opened his eyes.





He could clear his mind before sleep, adjust his body to its optimal state, and quickly fall asleep while ensuring the best quality of sleep.





However, at the same time, the increased control over his body also made him exceptionally sensitive to the outside world, easily awakened by any slight movement.





Just like now, a bold and cheeky white furball sneakily crawled into the bed and hugged his arm. How could he not wake up?





Sigurd lowered his head and met a pair of watery eyes blinking at him.





"KI-A-NA!"





"Don't chase me away, I feel a bit uncomfortable."





Sigurd's original stern tone and a sinister expression, suddenly turned into a gentle demeanor in the pitiful look of the white furball. Sigurd let out a sigh and asked,





"What's bothering you?"





"It's hard to explain, I just... feel uncomfortable."





Sigurd sighed, turned to his side, and embraced Kiana, saying,





"Is it because you remembered something from earlier today?"





"Yeah. I feel like I forgot something very important, like my mom, but I can't remember anything. Sig, can you give me medicine to cure memory loss?"





Kiana asked with unease and anticipation.





You haven't lost your memory. You just simply don’t have one, Sigurd couldn't say that, it was difficult to explain.





He could only reply,





"There is no such medicine."





"Oh... I know, if there were, my stupid dad would have given it to me already."





Kiana said disappointedly, then she snuggled closer to Sigurd in his embrace, taking in his scent.





This way, she felt comforted.





Sigurd could only hold her like this, patting her back to soothe her, saying,





"When you grow up, you'll remember it."





"Really?"





"Really. You have to believe in yourself and believe in your mom. How could your bond be defeated by mere amnesia?"





"Hehe, Sig, you're so strange."





Kiana didn't know why, but suddenly she found something funny and burst into laughter.





A woman's heart is as deep as the ocean, and it seemed that Kiana was no exception.





Sigurd rolled his eyes.





"What's so strange about that?"





"Bond not being defeated by amnesia... It sounds weird when Sig is the one who say that!"





Kiana giggled, hiding in Sigurd's embrace.





Indeed, Sigurd usually preferred to approach things from a rational perspective, so it was strange for him to say something so obviously sentimental. He just didn't expect Kiana to notice that.





Then, Sigurd pinched her chubby little butt.





"Stop talking nonsense and sleep early."





"Okay. Well then, goodnight."





Kiana responded and lay in Sigurd's arms, soon her breathing became peaceful.





Just as he was about to fall asleep again, Sigurd rolled his eyes once more.





Because, behind him, another small and soft little creature with a milky scent sneaked up and snuggled against him.





It was Sin Mal.





Trying to drive away a single kid alone is already hard enough, let alone two. Sigurd simply gave up on driving her away and said,





"Go to sleep."





"Okay!"





Sin Mal nodded gently.





Although she couldn't be held in his arms, being close to Sigurd like this already made Sin Mal feel that the world was warm and bright.





...





The next day, during breakfast.





The breakfast ingredients for today were high-quality goods that Sigurd had procured through the worker bees.





With such conditions, why force oneself to live in poverty? Moreover, as long as it wasn't wasteful, increasing consumption also adds vitality to the market economy and contributes, right?





A certain boy, who was rubbing his waist and neck, had faint dark circles under his eyes and a wrinkled expression. He thought to himself.





What he wouldn't admit was that while a certain white furball could eat happily regardless of the type of food, there was a difference in the degree of her smile before and after eating. It definitely had nothing to do with her, absolutely not.





"Sig, &*EUR×＃???..."





"Swallow before speaking!"





"Sig, what's wrong with you? Is your waist hurting?"





"It's all your fault! You kept me up all night!"





"But I felt really comfortable..."





The white furball murmured, indicating that she had slept soundly.





Sigurd's face darkened, and he pinched her chubby little cheek.





God knows why when he woke up, there was Kiana's tiny footprint on his face. What kind of sleeping position was that?





If he were a pervert, he might get excited about that tender and round little foot and even want to lick it. Unfortunately, Sigurd was a normal person. He just thought, "What the hell?"





Kiana blinked innocently. She genuinely had no concept of her sleeping position.





Ding!





However, Cocolia's fork and knife dropped.





She had noticed that the three of them came out of the same room in the morning.





Now, looking at Sigurd's exhausted appearance and Kiana's slightly flushed face, Cocolia suddenly took a sharp breath again.





Wait, why did I say "again"?





Ding Dong!





A response came through the communication device from Dr. Tesla.





"Tell that brat that I won't fall for such tricks. If he wants to see Siegfried, let that bastard go find him himself."





"But this morning, they came out of the same room. The man looks tired, and the girl's complexion seems better... Oh, by the way, the third girl in the same bed is my daughter."





Cocolia replied to the message, looking at Sin Mal with a worried gaze. Although they had only known each other for a short while, Sin Mal was already her daughter, but it seemed like Sigurd had taken her away, which made Cocolia's emotions quite complicated.





Ding! Ding! Ding!





Tesla responded with several spouting water emojis, followed by a message:





"She's still just a child! Wait a minute! I've informed Siegfried already! Keep an eye on them, how can someone so young... how can they be so shameless!!!"





Indeed, how could they be so shameless? It's been years since I myself experience the full caress of a man. How enviable-No! I mean shameless!





Cocolia sighed, setting down the communication device.





"I've informed Dr. Tesla about your engagement with Kiana."





Could they not be engaged? How far have things progressed? If they don't get engaged soon, who knows when they'll start showing signs of pregnancy.





Seeing Kiana's completely comfortable demeanor, it was likely that it wasn't her first time—same with Sin Mal.





Cocolia shook her head, she couldn't control matters of the heart. As for being underage... having been in the dark world for many years, she had seen all kinds of disgusting things. As long as it was consensual and their bodies could handle it, she didn't have much objection to Sigurd and the three of them.





Sigurd had access to black technology, and both girls were rare Honkai adaptors. As for physical issues, there was no need to worry too much.





Cocolia tried to accept this setup.





Meanwhile, at the moment she finished speaking.





"Plfft!!" x2





Kiana and Sin Mal, who were drinking milk, simultaneously turned towards each other, facing each other, and sprayed each other with a face full of milky white.





"Cough! What's going on? Why didn't I know? Marry Sig? No way, absolutely not!"





Kiana jumped up, her face covered in milk, displaying a mix of fear and resistance, as she gestured with a big "X" using her hands.





The thought of living a life where she would be shocked or hit with rubber bullets at the slightest mistake terrified Kiana, causing her face to turn pale—although she didn't realize that she was already living that life without being married.





Sin Mal wiped off the milk from her face and looked at Kiana. After hearing her refusal, her anger and resentment subsided somewhat.





"Fine, as you wish."





The other children silently continued to eat their breakfast. minding their own business.





What's so interesting about gossip? Isn't this delicious breakfast enticing?





Sigurd calmly took a sip of milk and leisurely said three words:





"It’s a lie."





"Oh, I see. Then it's fine."





Kiana wiped off the milk from her face and sat back down to continue enjoying her meal.





Sin Mal, just like Kiana, breathed a sigh of relief and continued eating as if nothing had happened.





Cocolia: "???"





Wait, are you all so calm about this?





Is it just me struggling to keep up with the times, or is there a generation gap between me and the kids nowadays?





Cocolia felt a sense of chaos in her mind.





Meanwhile, Sigurd glanced at the communication device left on the table by Cocolia and took out his own phone. When he saw a string of numbers on the screen, a gleam flashed in his eyes.





"I finally found it."





Sigurd had browsed through the database of Schicksal multiple times but had always avoided sensitive information out of concern for Otto's reaction.





As for the Anti-Entropy database, Sigurd had yet to infiltrate it.





It wasn't because their database defenses were incredibly advanced; it was simply a matter of finding it. In order to invade a system, you had to locate it first!





Sigurd had infiltrated systems belonging to Anti-Entropy's affiliated enterprises, including Anti-Entropy Entertainment, as well as systems of all relevant organizations he could find. However, he couldn't seem to find the actual location of the Anti-Entropy database, as if it were an isolated and self-contained system with no connection to the outside world.





But that was normal. Who were the technological figures of Anti-Entropy?





 
	Tesla and Einstein.






Who was the enemy of Anti-Entropy?





 
	Otto Apocalypse.






These two geniuses of their time had designed evasion programs specifically to avoid the gaze of the other terrifying genius.





If Sigurd could easily find the database storing the core information of Anti-Entropy, Otto would have eradicated Anti-Entropy long ago.





Cocolia asked Kiana or Tesla to initiate communication, not because of Sigurd's involvement—that was just an incidental part. The real purpose was to get either of these two individuals to respond without any precautions.





One message sent, one message received. Even with any security measures in place, it would be enough for Sigurd to trace the route and eventually discover their actual location. And then, as long as the real Anti-Entropy database wasn't an entirely closed-off system, it would be right in front of Sigurd.





Tesla and Einstein wouldn't choose a closed network.





Only if lacking confidence and admitting fear of Otto would they completely abandon the convenience of the internet, choosing to be entirely disconnected for the sake of absolute security.





These two geniuses of their time clearly weren't that type of people.





And the data captured on Sigurd's phone confirmed that he hadn't mistaken them.















The Anti-Entropy database was fantastic.





It housed numerous cutting-edge technologies that diverged from those of Schicksal. Unlike the mix of scientific achievements in Schicksal, the Anti-Entropy database was a showcase of the brilliance of Tesla and Einstein.





If there was a groundbreaking experimental result credited to Einstein on the left, there would invariably be an equally significant achievement by Tesla on the right, and vice versa.





It seemed as though these two scientific geniuses were competing within this database, where inspiration and imagination collided in every corner. Brilliant ideas and flights of fancy were abundant but always grounded in reality, free from exaggeration.





Top-quality! The entire database was filled with top-quality experimental data that made Sigurd nearly drool.





The only regret was that it seemed Otto had used a similar method to track them down before, so the detection system was particularly sensitive.





Sigurd only had time to retrieve a small portion of the data he deemed most urgently needed before the database quickly reacted. A vast amount of data disappeared on the spot, while a counterattack of code and tracking pursued him through the network cables.





In order to avoid exposure, Sigurd redirected the counterattack data to the location of Schicksal's port and swiftly withdrew.





"Hmm, Mr. Otto is truly amazing. He infiltrated the Anti-Entropy database without anyone knowing. Well done, Mr. Otto."





Sigurd initiated a video communication and raised his glass in a toast to Otto, who appeared on the screen, pressing his temples with a headache.





"You, why are you always causing trouble for me?"





"I've backed up the captured data in Mr. Otto's private database."





"...What are you saying? The Anti-Entropy database, as if I couldn't access it whenever I wanted? Tesla and Einstein, what can they do to me? I won't say anymore. I'll go see what trouble those two can stir up. We'll talk next time."





With a smile, Otto ended the call.





And then the systems of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy engaged in a fierce battle.





Now, as long as Otto didn't reveal it, the intrusion into the Anti-Entropy database would be attributed to Otto, and no one could trace it back to Sigurd.





What? You say Sigurd's new technology is similar to Anti-Entropy's?





Come on, everyone is a genius. If Tesla and Einstein can create the Titan army, why can't Sigurd create a similar giant mecha? That's not impossible!





Besides, what if what I create is even more advanced than yours? Genius scientists are also trying to find a way out in a maze. Sigurd is flying directly above the maze, seeing the experiments and theories firsthand, he knows the right direction from the very beginning!





...





"Damn you, Otto!"





Tesla, wearing a red mechanical arm armor, punched through the table, raging and roaring.





Next to him, the calm blue-haired girl took a sip of tea and spoke in a cold voice tinged with doubt:





"Without any warning, how did Otto find the external interface of the database?"





"Who knows what despicable means that guy used? Fortunately, the detection system I designed as a genius is advanced enough to prevent the leakage of core information... Ah! No, I can't let it go. I'll use the backdoor I left 60 years ago to give Schicksal a heavy blow!"





"Please calm down, Dr. Tesla. That is a trump card that should only be used in more critical situations. It can only be used once and cannot be wasted on meaningless venting."





"Then what do you suggest? If we don't exploit any vulnerabilities, the rest of the system is impenetrable. Should we just accept our misfortune?"





Einstein lowered her head and pondered for a moment before saying:





"For now, we can only accept our misfortune. We can't do anything about Otto; it has always been like this. Let's assess the losses, try to optimize our system, and then..."





Einstein paused, seeming to have an idea.





The forever Impatient Tesla couldn't wait and asked eagerly:





"And then what? Don't keep me in suspense, hurry up and speak."





"And then, well, since two geniuses aren't enough, what about three geniuses?"





Einstein's tone was casual, but there was a glimmer of hope in her eyes. It would be much better if a normal genius could join them. At least it would be better than dealing with the overly energetic Dr. Tesla every day.





Tesla scratched her head:





"Three? Who else are you talking about? Are you referring to Yang? He's not capable, he's too dumb."





"...Do you remember the little guy who scared you so much in the morning that your face mask fell off?"





Tesla recalled for a moment, blinking.





"Are you talking about that precocious, fearless kid who even dared to mess with the Second Herrscher in bed? Gat Fedronasky?"





"She's not the Second Herrscher, she's the clone of Siegfried's daughter, but implanted with Herrscher's core. Now, Siegfried has acknowledged her identity, so don't expose it casually. As for that boy, it's best to call him Sigurd. He changed his name, perhaps to bid farewell to the painful memories of losing his parents. If you call him by his original name, it will probably remind him of those traumatic experiences."





Einstein corrected Kiana's identity and made a reasonable guess about the name Sigurd.





In fact, they didn't have access to the relevant information about the Otto Plan, and their understanding of Kiana's situation was based on what Siegfried had seen with his own eyes, but it was essentially accurate.





As for Sigurd's name... it must be said that Einstein's inference was very reasonable, even Otto privately thought so.





As for whether it was correct or not, it's not their fault. There's only so much information they gathered from inside the world. Who would associate it with the situation of a man transmigrated into the body of a young man?





Tesla pouted.





"Alright, I got it. So the third genius you mentioned is Sigurd?"





"His performance in the Jörmungandr City Honkai Beast incident, as well as independently dealing with a Titan unit, doesn't that make him a genius?"





"Who knows if it's a conspiracy orchestrated by Otto?"





"Well, let's go meet him and find out."





Einstein looked at Tesla and detected a hint of interest on her face.





After a moment, Tesla nodded and said:





"Fine, let's see what he's capable of. And let's bring Welt along."





"Welt?"





"Yes! If he really is a genius, we'll recruit him and give Otto some trouble. If he's just bait released by Otto—hmph! I'll have Welt blow him up on the spot! It's a foolproof plan, truly the work of a genius, hahaha!"





Einstein sighed and massaged her temples.





But she had to admit that they should indeed consider it this way. Their technical prowess was the essence of the Anti-Entropy, and they couldn't afford any mistakes.





However, a stunning genius might have the potential to change the era, and it was worth taking the risk to find out. If it were true, at the very least, they couldn't let him go astray, as it would be a loss for the entire civilization.





And to be prepared for any situation, it made sense to bring Welt along together with them.





...





Soon, a certain history teacher at St. Freya Academy received an urgent communication.





"Danger! Come Back"





—From Tesla.





"Huh!? What's going on? Has Honkai descended, or has Otto come knocking at my door?"





While enjoying his afternoon tea, Welt was startled from the message that he received.





"What's the situation? Has the world fallen into chaos? Or has Otto attacked our doorstep?"





Although retired and comfortable teaching here, Welt hadn't forgotten that he was the leader of Anti-Entropy, with more important missions to fulfill.





So, Welt took a leave of absence, enduring the pain of having his salary deducted by Theresa, and embarked on the journey back to the headquarters.
























    "Wait, so let me get this straight, you called me back just because of this kid?”



    



    "Well, yeah!"



    



    "Tesla, can you please be more careful with your wording? I thought something serious had happened!"



    



    "Hmm? You dare to have objections?"



    



    Tesla lifted her foot and kicked Welt's shin with the tip of her red shoe.



    



    Due to the difference in their height, Tesla feet didn't reach his shin, making the red head even more annoyed.



    



    "What's the point of being so tall if you can't even be as smart as me!"



    



    Tesla muttered.



    



    A petite and delicate female scientist trying to shake the indomitable Herrscher Welt Yang, it was undoubtedly a joke.



    



    Welt could only look at Tesla helplessly, his eyes filled with resignation, and said, "Okay, okay, you can say whatever you want."



    



    "Hmph! If I didn't say it like this, would you have come back so quickly? This genius of mine has efficiency in mind, you should understand!"



    



    Tesla tapped Welt's head with her index finger, seemingly teasing him, but her eyes were full of joy and amusement.



    



    Welt Yang was practically raised by Tesla and Einstein. They witnessed firsthand how a weak and somewhat rebellious young boy grew into the solid and reliable man he was today.



    



    The relationship between the three of them was like that of a mother and son, like close friends, and like siblings. Perhaps, in some unknown place, there existed some subtle emotions that no one wanted to unravel.



    



    In this world, there were probably no other people who had such a relationship.



    



    Therefore, everyone understood that Tesla's urgent call for Welt's return likely had some personal motives behind it, but they didn't bring it up.



    



    "Dr. Tesla, I assume you're familiar with the story of 'The Boy Who Cried Wolf'?"



    



    Even so, Einstein had to remind her.



    



    Tesla crossed her arms and turned around.



    



    "Of course, fine~~~ Next time, I would only call you back at a critical moment, alright?"



    



    "It's better that way."



    



    "What's with the attitude? You act so high and mighty, it's annoying."



    



    "...Dr. Tesla, I suggest that when we arrive at the scene, let me and Welt handle the communication."



    



    Einstein said earnestly.



    



    Tesla was incredibly intelligent and had a unique way of thinking. When it came to scientific research, she was one of the few strongest minds in the past five hundred years and the next five hundred years. But she wasn't good with words.



    



    One could say she was too proud, to the point that every conversation with her seemed like a provocation. Those who knew her understood her, but strangers might not be able to endure it.



    



    "Mophead! What do you mean? Explain it clearly to me!"



    



    Seeing that Tesla was about to explode in Einstein's face, Welt had to step in and create some distance between them, saying, "Um, how about you let me understand the details first before we continue, okay?"



    



    Einstein then opened a virtual screen and presented several unusual video clips to Welt:



    



    A peaceful and elegant mansion suddenly transformed from head to toe, turning into a war fortress bristling with countless terrifying cannons that ruthlessly tore apart the surging hordes of Honkai Beasts.



    



    A black steel motorbike left a long trail of flames as it zoomed through the mountains, followed by a series of futuristic floating cannons.



    



    Mushroom clouds rose into the sky, melting ice and shattering mountains.



    



    An army of small spherical robots filled the sky, firing intense laser beams, annihilating an entire crawling Titan unit.



    



    ...



    



    "All of this is the work of that Gat—Sigurd?"



    



    "Based on the intelligence we could gather, yes."



    



    "Then I understand what you mean. He's only twelve years old, right? Such a genius indeed requires me to personally take a look. At the very least, we can't let him become someone like Otto."



    



    Welt looked at a picture with a touch of emotion, featuring Sigurd's young and indifferent face.



    



    Tesla didn't hesitate to pat his head and said, "You know nothing! The current issue is whether he is a true genius or a trap created by Otto. Only a true genius can recognize another genius. So leave the judgment to us, and you just need to go along and play the role of a bodyguard."



    



    "Is that how you see it?" Welt asked in return.



    



    Einstein replied, "What's wrong with that?"



    



    Welt shook his head and said, "Otto's intentions are indeed difficult to fathom. But based on my understanding of him, this doesn't seem to be his style... Have you studied the technology of that boy?"



    



    Einstein thought for a moment and replied, "We have obtained some debris. Honestly, it's impressive. In the Jormungandr City incident, the technology he displayed didn't surpass the overall world's technology by much in terms of crossing eras. It also didn't involve Honkai energy. It was simply an optimization of materials and overall systems. However, he achieved near-perfection, flawlessly executed."



    



    But Welt shook his head once again and said, "No, that's not the most important point."



    



    Einstein and Tesla exchanged glances, and then Tesla impatiently asked, "What are you trying to say?"



    



    Welt answered, "What I want to ask is whether his technology is aligned with Schicksal."



    



    "No, it's completely different, it's a unique technological path."



    



    Einstein gave her response, her face gradually showing a look of realization.



    



    Welt sighed and explained, "I believe Otto has the capability to create such technology, but does he really need to go through all this trouble? And if it's fake, why would he expose it to your scrutiny? If it's a scam that can easily be exposed upon contact, what's the point?"



    



    "Is it possible... that he wanted to lure both me and Dr. Tesla into a trap?" Einstein asked.



    



    "There's no need for that. Dealing with you now wouldn't bring any substantial benefits, and it would also anger me, someone who possesses the power of the Herrscher. Otto wouldn't engage in such a losing deal."



    



    Then the three fell into silence.



    



    After a moment, Tesla vigorously scratched his hair, looking annoyed, and said, "Ah, why bother thinking so much? Just go and see for ourselves. With Welt as a bodyguard, unless Otto wants to go all out, nothing will happen."



    



    The other two stared at Tesla with astonished eyes.



    



    "Why are you all looking at me like that?"



    



    "Well, we just didn't expect that Dr. Tesla could occasionally come up with constructive suggestions."



    



    "What do you mean? Do you want to try out my latest invention, the Armstrong Spiral Cannon?"



    



    "The one that automatically explodes, right?"



    



    "That's designed specifically to send you flying into the sky!"



    



    "I see, such a brilliant concept. I feel like applauding Dr. Tesla."



    



    Einstein responded in a calm manner, which made Tesla turn red with anger.



    



    Welt quickly intervened to defuse the situation and change the topic, saying, "I think we shouldn't delay any longer. Why don't we set off first?"



    



    "Huh? You want to leave now? Why the rush?"



    



    "I just think that if it's a trap, the sooner we arrive unexpectedly, the safer we'll be."



    



    "That makes sense. If we appear before Otto has time to fully prepare, even if it's a trap, he won't be able to set it up completely! Let's go then!"



    



    However, Einstein stood in front of the two.



    



    "Wait, there's one more person who hasn't arrived."



    



    "Who?"



    



    "Siegfried."



    



    "What is he doing—Oh, I almost forgot. His daughter got laid."



    



    Tesla suddenly had a look of realization.



    



    The problem was that contacting Siegfried was clearly done by Einstein herself, and she even exaggerated the situation based on Kiana's information. How did she forget about it in an instant?



    



    Einstein sighed and rubbed her forehead, feeling overwhelmed.



    



    As for Welt, he had a shocked expression, as if his worldview had been shattered, and he asked, "Got... laid? What does that mean?"



    



    "It means exactly what it sounds like. the clone of Siegfried daughter, the one with the power of the Herrscher of Void, has been dicked down by that kid Sigurd."



    



    "Don't listen to Dr. Tesla's nonsense. It's just a fabricated excuse made by that kid to lure out Siegfried," Einstein calmly explained.



    



    Unexpectedly, Tesla had a smug expression as if she had known all along and said, "Do you think I wouldn't be able to see through it? But I've been annoyed with Siegfried for a long time. On one hand, he doesn't let us intervene, and on the other hand, he doesn't keep an eye on that dangerous explosive source. Not long ago, he even mooched a mechanical arm off me— If we don't make him panic and run around like a headless chicken once, he'll think he can fool this genius!"



    



    Einstein and Welt can only look at Tesla with disbelief and resignation upon hearing that.



    



    
      ‘Tesla, you probably don't believe it, but with Siegfried's naive and stupid nature, he would genuinely believe your word!’
    

  
    "Speaking of which, did you find anything in St. Freya? Is there any remarkable conspiracy involving Otto's granddaughter?" Tesla asked with a smirk.



    



    At that moment, Welt was seated, enjoying a cup of tea with Einstein. Tesla, on the other hand, leaned against Welt from behind, reaching out to pull his hair, as if trying to find some fleas or something similar within his brown locks.



    



    Indulging Tesla's actions, Welt replied, "No. From my observations, Theresa is just a genuinely good person. It seems that she truly wants to give the Valkyries an opportunity to grow and create a better life. However..."



    



    "However, what?"



    



    "Just because Theresa doesn't have any issues doesn't mean Otto won't do anything suspicious. I have a feeling that there might be something dark lurking beneath the peaceful facade of the campus, and it's worth taking a closer look."



    



    While Welt and Tesla exchanged their hidden insights, suddenly, a loud noise accompanied by the howling cold wind from outside interrupted their conversation.



    



    Boom!



    



    "Where is that damn brat? Take me to him!"



    



    The walls of the base, constructed with reinforced steel and infused with micro-Honkaienergy for enhanced defense and anti-detection capabilities, were suddenly shattered by an immense force. In walked a red-eyed, white-haired, muscular man—Siegfried.



    



    Welt sighed and calculated the repair costs for the broken wall, while also thinking about how most of his salary was being withheld by Theresa, he then experienced a sudden headache.



    



    The finances of Anti-Entropy were truly tight, although the income from Anti-Entropy Entertainment and other means of accumulation had started to take shape, the production and development of the Titan Army truly consumed a substantial amount of funds, making it increasingly difficult to make ends meet.



    



    To the point where Welt had to send a large portion of his salary back to headquarters for Einstein's red tea and Tesla's cosmetics.



    



    "Siegfried, you misunderstood. That was just an excuse to get you here— So, about the wall repair costs, can you contribute some of your money to it?"



    



    Welt explained with a tone devoid of energy, staring at Siegfried with dead fish-like eyes.



    



    Siegfried paused, his expression of anger turning into bewilderment, and hesitantly replied, "Uh, I don't have any money. I was actually thinking of borrowing some from you guys."



    



    "..."



    



    The two men, possessing formidable combat power, looked at each other in silence, sighing for the hardships of life.



    



    "Alright! Since everyone is here, let's go! It's better to go early than late. If we go now, we can still come back in time for dinner."



    



    Tesla pulled Welt and without a word, they walked towards the hole created by Siegfried.



    



    Siegfried and Einstein exchanged a glance. The former felt guilty, while the latter felt helpless. They silently followed along.



    



    ...



    



    At that moment, in the distant Cocolia Orphanage.



    



    Sigurd was standing in front of a horizontally placed Titan robot, tapping on the virtual screen, scanning the structure of the machine, verifying the knowledge he had just acquired about Anti-Entropy technology, and attempting to make upgrades to the robot.



    



    But truth be told, there was almost no room for modifications.



    



    From dual energy synergy to balance and motion systems, and even the armor and firepower distribution, everything was designed perfectly. If anything, it could be improved by using higher-grade materials, but the overall enhancement would not be significant.



    



    "It truly is the core technology of Anti-Entropy, truly exceptional."



    



    Sigurd leaned back in his chair and rubbed his forehead, expressing heartfelt admiration.



    



    Unbeknownst to him, a month ago, Einstein had made a similar remark while examining the wreckage of his floating cannon. It seemed that geniuses had a mutual appreciation for each other, although Sigurd's genius was a bit like cheating.



    



    This should be the standard production model, but even so, based on the data, its overall performance already exceeded the average of Titan-class A-rank Valkyries.



    



    While actual combat couldn't be judged solely based on theoretical data, in the case of a large-scale deployment, a massive and coordinated flow of Titans would be virtually unstoppable, except for the Arbitrators and a few other exceptional beings.



    



    As Sigurd contemplated and absorbed this information, suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a figure in the shadows. He couldn't help but facepalm.



    



    "Staring..."



    



    In the corner, a little girl with gray spiral twin drills, holding a yellow Homu doll, sat expressionlessly against the wall, her intense and gloomy gaze fixed on Sigurd.



    



    "Staring..."



    



    She reminded him of a small bunny that considered itself fierce but was actually quite adorable. Sigurd had no idea why he associated her with that image.



    



    After thinking for a moment, Sigurd reached under the table and pulled out a finely crafted comic book.



    



    "The 'Homu's Great Adventure' first edition commemorative version, limited release of ten thousand copies worldwide, hand-drawn by the creator, never to be sold again, a collector's item– Do you want it?"



    



    Sigurd shook the comic book, and the girl's ears perked up. Her eyes widened, turning into the shape of cat eyes, and her pupils moved left and right with his movements.



    



    "I want it—Bronya won't fall for it!"



    



    After a difficult psychological struggle, the images of her friends, Liliya, Rozaliya, and the others flashed through her mind. But after a brief pause, the radiant smile of Seele appeared, and it helped her resist the temptation of the treasure in front of her.



    



    "There are no traps, I just need your help."



    



    "...To prevent you from doing something bad, Bronya won't let you out of my sight. You can give up... Even if— even if it's Homu..."



    



    Bronya said with insufficient confidence, focusing her gaze on the floor beneath Sigurd's feet, barely restraining her eager little heart.



    



    "Since you put it that way..."



    



    Sigurd raised an eyebrow, not surprised or disappointed. He simply didn't know where he had pulled out a lighter from and ignited the flame, slowly approaching the comic book in front of Bronya.



    



    Bronya took in a sharp breath.



    



    "Wait!"



    



    "Have you changed your mind?"



    



    "...State your conditions."



    



    Bronya still spoke with her adorable yet milky voice, but it carried a tone of gritted teeth.



    



    Refusing the temptation was one thing, but no Homu enthusiast could bear to see a collector's edition comic book being burned before their eyes... Is this guy a devil? He truly is a dangerous person, no wonder Kiana's mother is so worried about him!



    



    Bronya stared at Sigurd with a more ferocious gaze.



    



    Sigurd released the lighter.



    



    At this moment, even if he asked Bronya to take off her white cotton socks and show her delicate and slender feet, she would probably agree, right?



    



    Unfortunately, Sigurd wasn't interested in that.



    



    He simply pointed outside the window at Kiana and Sin Mal, who were struggling with each other, and said, "As you can see, they have a bit too much energy. You've been a military assassin once before, so you should be familiar with devilish training, right? Help me train them to the extent that they won't die but will be thoroughly exhausted."



    



    "Are you sure?"



    



    "To be honest, your combat skills might be quite decent, but with those two, they have enough brite strength to knock you down with their punches, even if they're throwing turtle punches. So, just focus on it."



    



    "But Bronya will also keep an eye on you."



    



    Is it really okay to straightforwardly mention surveillance like that?



    



    Sigurd looked at Bronya, who seemed completely unfazed by the suggestion, and rubbed his chin, saying, "You train them, and I'll be working next to you. It won't hinder you from helping me, and it won't hinder you from keeping an eye on me. How about that?"



    



    "Agreed (ˉ︶ˉ)!"



    



    Bronya appeared next to Sigurd like lightning, snatched the comic book from his hand, and a faint smile appeared on her lips. Behind her, it seemed as though little flowers were blooming, symbolizing her joyful mood.



    



    Sigurd didn't mind that the trade item was taken away so quickly. After all, he couldn't outrun her while he was still in the orphanage. As long as she was present, he wasn't worried about her not doing her job.



    



    He simply pulled up the virtual screen again, effortlessly entered commands, and simultaneously, dozens of drones materialized in the room, their laser beams and metallic tentacles interacting with the Titan armor.



    



    ...



    



    An hour later, Sigurd and Bronya arrived in the courtyard, accompanied by a loyal and dependable Titan Guardian.



    



    Kiana and Sin Mal were busy building snowmen, competing against each other to make their own snowmen taller. Nearby, Liliya and Rozaliya were enthusiastically observing, giving pointers and making a fuss, making the atmosphere even more intense.



    



    Snap!



    



    Sigurd snapped his fingers.



    



    Several laser beams descended from the sky, instantly melting the piles of snow that were more like snow columns than snowmen.



    



    Then, everyone's gaze converged towards them.



    



    "Sig! What have you done? I had spent so much time building those snowmen!"



    



    "Sigurd~~!!! Bro—Bronya~~"



    



    The former was the complaint from a disgruntled Kiana.



    



    The latter was Sin Mal's shy yet joyous call, filled with double the happiness upon seeing both Sigurd and Bronya.



    



    "Let me introduce you both to this girl. Her name is Bronya Zaychik, and from now on, she will be your instructor."



    



    Sigurd introduced calmly.



    



    Naturally, Sin Mal became excited. If it was Bronya, she would gladly become a prisoner even if she were the warden.



    



    Kiana, on the other hand, took a brief look: a short figure holding a childish yellow doll, a petite and delicate frame, a doll-like adorable face.



    



    "Is this it?"



    



    Kiana crossed her arms, disdainfully questioning.



    



    Sigurd ignored Kiana's opinion and casually said, "In the next period of time, she will evaluate your performance during training. If Kiana performs better, she can have all the premium desserts she wants for a month. As for Sin Mal, although you wouldn't want to embarrass yourself in front of Bronya, for the sake of fairness, if you perform better, the reward is a day trip to the amusement park, with me and Bronya together."



    



    "Premium desserts!!"



    



    "Sigurd! With Bronya!!"



    



    The two, who were already competitive, were completely fired up.



    



    Bronya glanced at Sigurd. Although he added her to the reward conditions without her consent, she didn't mind.



    



    Devilish training naturally needed some motivation. Her motivation back then was to survive, and now it's not as harsh. If it's replaced with rewards that can tempt them, it will do for now.



    



    Then, Bronya unzipped the Homu doll and pulled out something black and hard from the cotton—Finger Brown handgun.



    



    "What are you going to do with this?"



    



    "For training."



    



    "Isn't that a bit too much?"



    



    "If you think it's too cruel..."



    



    Seeing Sigurd frown, Bronya was considering using a gentler method as a replacement. Then, he handed her a lightweight machine gun engraved with purple patterns to her.



    



    "Use this. Honkai G36C, extremely high rate of fire, twelve times bullet speed, ten times armor-piercing capability, bullets have a small area explosion. It will have a better effect."



    



    "...Alright."

  














Dadadadadadada!!





Boom!





As the echoes of gunfire reverberated through the snowy landscape, Bronya's curly hair danced in the wind, adding an aura of ferocity to her presence.





Her green military attire accentuated her determined stance as she relentlessly unleashed bursts of machine gun fire, each shot accompanied by explosive rounds.





The young girl's precision and control over her weapon were remarkable, making it evident that she was well-practiced in the art of combat.





Down below, two younger girls, dressed in conspicuous black armor, struggled to keep up with Bronya's relentless pace.





They desperately tried to evade the deadly hail of bullets, their movements hastened by the constant barrage of insults and belittlement from Bronya.





"Faster! Faster! If you move this slowly, do you want to die? You two weak and filthy bitches!" she shouted with an indifferent tone, addressing them directly.





The harsh words Bronya spat at her companions were reminiscent of her former instructor, someone she had once despised for their cruelty and abusive tactics.





However, it hadn't taken long for Bronya to retaliate and silence that instructor permanently, using her silk stockings as a lethal weapon.





Now, finding herself assuming a similar role to her former tormentor, a strange and unsettling excitement surged within her.





"Bronya– Bronya is talking to me~"





As Sin Mal dashed through the chaotic battlefield, her small face wore an expression that bordered on insanity.





Her cheeks flushed with a suspicious blush as she let out foolish giggles, seemingly intoxicated by the attention Bronya was giving her.





Unbeknownst to Sin Mal, her pace involuntarily slowed down, bringing her dangerously close to the explosions that raged around them.





However, just as the imminent rain of bullets threatened to engulf her, Kiana intervened, swiftly grabbing Sin Mal's hand and forcefully pulling her forward, out of harm's way.





Panting heavily, Kiana couldn't contain her frustration and exclaimed, "Are you crazy? She's not talking to you, she's insulting us!"





"...But she seems to be getting happier. I made her happy, it's great. Does this mean she's starting to like me?" Sin Mal replied, her eyes filled with innocent joy.





"You need to wake up! That person is not human, she's a demon disguised as a little girl!" Kiana retorted.





"Don't you dare insult Bronya! You stupid tuna!" Sin Mal shouted back.





Kiana was on the verge of collapse from being scolded.





What kind of teammate is this?





Bang!





“Uaaaa!!!”





“Aaahh!!!"





As the intensity of their battle reached its peak, Kiana and Sin Mal's movements became sluggish, their focus momentarily disrupted. In that critical moment, Bronya's relentless onslaught caught up with them, as her bullets tore through the air, striking their bodies with deadly accuracy.





The impact of the explosive rounds lifted them into the air, causing them to be forcefully propelled several meters before landing with an unceremonious thud.





Separated from each other, Kiana and Sin Mal tumbled uncontrollably on the ground, the force of the explosions disorienting their senses.





Finally, their bodies came to rest in the frigid snow-covered landscape, each experiencing the aftermath of the devastating onslaught in their own unique way.





Kiana, with her head buried deep in the snow, found herself in an undignified position. Her lower body rose into the air, and her buttocks stuck up comically against the wintry backdrop.





As the snow covered her face, Kiana shook off the disorientation and swiftly pushed herself upright, brushing off the powdery snow that clung to her. and pointed her tiny finger at the Bronya who are standing on the high ground, shouting:





"You little dwarf! Wait for me! Once I got a hold of you you're dead! Even my stinky dad never hit me like this! Today, if I don't beat your ass to a pulp, my name isn't Kiana Kaslana!"





Bronya raised her gun, remained silent, and simply extended her hand, flipping her middle finger.





"Heh!"





She made that kind of sound.





Although due to the distance, Kiana couldn't hear the mocking tone in Bronya's voice, she could still see the gesture clearly.





"AAAAAH!!!"





In an instant, an intense fury surged within Kiana, igniting a flame of rage that consumed her. With a mad scream, she charged towards Bronya, her vision narrowed to a singular focus, disregarding everything else in her path.





However, her reckless advance proved futile against the relentless onslaught. The pouring firepower struck her with merciless force, sending her hurtling backward through the air.





It's important to note that although Kiana and Sin Mal's armor provided some protection, it didn't shield them entirely from the painful impact.





As the barrage continued, Kiana's cries for mercy blended with the cacophony of gunfire.





She crawled desperately in all directions, seeking refuge from Bronya's relentless assault, but there was no escape from the relentless fire.





By the way, Sin Mal, too, felt the effects of the explosions. With a blank expression on her face, her body was repeatedly launched into the air by the concussive force, only to be knocked down upon hitting the ground, trapped in an agonizing cycle





The relentless assault finally ceased when Kiana and Sin Mal, pushed to a central point, collided with each other. Bronya's gun fell silent, momentarily halting the barrage.





There were two reasons for this pause: firstly, Bronya had run out of bullets and needed to reload, and secondly, the purpose of their training was to develop mental and physical reflexes, and the continuous punishment had reached a point of diminishing practical significance.





Although Bronya had been enjoying the exercise, it was time to temporarily halt the merciless onslaught.





"Keep running!!”





"Yes QAQ!!"





“Yes QAQ!!"





...





Balancing her gun effortlessly with one hand, Bronya allowed herself a quick glance in the direction where Sigurd was located.





Ever since she was assigned to monitor him, she had discovered that he was an unabashed tech maniac. Being well-versed in various military skills, Bronya had acquired an impressive level of expertise in computer hacking. However, when it came to deciphering Sigurd's intricate code, even she found herself at a loss.





On the very first day of monitoring Sigurd's activities, Bronya had delved into his digital world, expecting to unravel the secrets hidden within his coding. Yet, what she encountered left her puzzled and intrigued.





The lines of code appeared to be a chaotic whirlwind of characters and commands, leaving her uncertain whether Sigurd was merely typing randomly or if there was a profound logic behind the complexity that surpassed her own understanding.





And Bronya believed it was the latter.





"What's wrong? Interested in learning some coding?" Sigurd seemed to notice Bronya's gaze. He continued typing at full speed on the virtual screen without even looking up.





"...If it's possible," Bronya replied, feeling a flicker of temptation. Self-learning required access to sufficient resources and a conducive environment, which the military didn't readily provide. While the orphanage offered stability, it lacked the urgency to foster personal growth.





Sigurd's appearance was a reminder and an opportunity. Regardless, it wouldn't hurt to learn a little more. Bronya thought to herself.





To her surprise, Sigurd extended a hand and handed her a tablet.





"A friend gave it to me. It contains a complete set of scientific enlightenment materials, comprehensive and easy to understand. I've organized and updated it specifically for research beginners. Study it diligently, and if you have any questions, feel free to come to me," Sigurd said.





“Thank you," Bronya replied, taking the tablet and glancing at it before tucking it into her clothes.





Seeing Bronya accepting the gift earnestly, Sigurd felt relieved.





Bronya, the Mech, St. Freya Academy's Trio, these are the peak of combat power in the early stages of the story.





However, in reality, she was a genius with an IQ of 180, who once regarded Schicksal's digital defense system as nothing.





Why would they make such a talented person carry a gun and fight? Wouldn't it be great if she could be a carefree, beautiful scientist? With proper nurturing, she could even become the next Einstein.





In Sigurd's plan, Bronya was most suitable to be his research assistant. As for charging into the frontlines as cannon fodder, someone resilient and enduring like Kiana would be more appropriate for that role.





Bronya accepted the tablet and then...





"Your speed has slowed down again, you two foolish bitches!"





Da Da Da Da Da!





Sigurd looked up.





Kiana and Sin Mal still seemed energetic, but Bronya... it had to be said that her insulting remarks, tinged with a hint of sweetness, had a certain appeal.





Sigurd rubbed his chin and pulled out another light machine gun, offering it to Bronya.





"Do you want another one?"





"Yes!"





Bronya took the machine gun and looked at Sigurd with a hint of approval in her eyes.





"Double the firepower, I'll give you an extra meal. Stick your butt up and run faster!"





Da Da Da Da Da!





Da Da Da Da Da!





Sigurd nodded in satisfaction.





See, this is what you call professionalism!





As Sigurd's observation system captured these developments, it became clear that both Kiana and Sin Mal were undergoing significant transformations. Kiana's Herrscher powers were blooming, enhancing her physical capabilities to a remarkable degree. Her speed and agility surpassed anything she had previously displayed, granting her an unparalleled advantage on the battlefield.





Sin Mal, on the other hand, demonstrated a newfound finesse in harnessing her own abilities. Through conscious manipulation, she created a subtle distortion field that disrupted the trajectory of incoming bullets, giving her the ability to navigate through the deadly barrage unscathed. Her enhanced control and strategic maneuvering showcased her growth and adaptability in the face of adversity.





...





At dusk, a Titan robot walked back to the Cocolia Orphanage, with two motionless black-armored figures resting on the Titan shoulder, and Sigurd and Bronya seated on the other.





"You changed the control permissions of the robot?" Bronya asked.





"Yes," Sigurd confirmed.





"I've thought about it before, but I have no idea how to hack into its control system," Bronya replied.





"First, you need a powerful enough computer, then you need the knowledge to create virtual ports, and finally, it requires practice and mastery, along with a variety of techniques—Take it step by step, I believe you can achieve it in the future," Said Sigurd while looking at Bronya.





In reality, the Bronya in the future did achieve it within the Moonlight Throne.





Bronya nodded her head slowly.





"I will study it hard. Maybe there will be a time when it will come in handy."





"Like I said before, if you have any questions, come to me. Although I'm still in the learning and charging phase myself, I shouldn't have any problems answering your doubts. By the way, how did they perform today?" Sigurd gestured towards the two girls on the other side.





Bronya glanced at them and calmly replied, "They did alright. They lacked a sense of urgency in the beginning, but they did struggle hard later on. As you mentioned, their physical capabilities are extraordinary, and surprisingly, their willpower is quite strong."





"I never doubted Kiana's determination, and as for Sin Mal, she probably doesn't want to embarrass herself in front of you. I know about you and Sin Mal. Do you dislike her?" Sigurd asked.





"No, Bronya is also someone with blood on her hands. I have no right to call her abnormal. It's just...She’s too dangerous. I don't want to get close to her," Bronya responded.





"Try accepting her if you can, for some reason, she would go docile and become safe when she’s in your presence.” Said Sigurd





Bronya fell silent.





Sigurd didn't rush to change anything either. After a whole day of work, he needed a moment to relax. With a sense of satisfaction, he gazed at the breathtaking sunset on the horizon, allowing its golden hues to wash over him. Closing his eyes, he allowed a calmness to settle within his being, appreciating the tranquility of the moment.





Upon arriving at the entrance of the orphanage, the Titan kneeled down, carefully placing the four people on its shoulder onto the ground. It took a step back, and its massive body disappeared into thin air.





"Invisibility technology?"





“Nothing of the sort, It's just optical camouflage technology used for transitional purposes."





"I heard from Matushka that this technology was rejected by researchers during the conceptual stage due to the instability of Herrscher powers..."





"That's because you haven't seen something more advanced."





In the not-so-distant future, with the help of the X-10 experiment's results, thanks to the sacrifice of Seele Vollerei's who are plunged into the quantum world, Anti-Entropy achieved a groundbreaking feat—the Quantumization of the Titan mech.





This remarkable advancement marked a true breakthrough in the realms of disappearance and invisibility, pushing the boundaries of energy consumption reduction, transportation efficiency, and concealment to unprecedented heights.





Sigurd crouched down, lifted the helmets of the two girls, and before him were two vacant gazes.





"Sig... That's going too far... How could you do this to me?" Kiana accused, tears welling up as she grabbed Sigurd's ankle.





"Tonight, there will be an extra meal with an ample supply of high-quality protein— In simple terms, plenty of meat to eat, and specially air-shipped high-end desserts just for you."





"Even if... even if that's the case (ˉ﹃ˉ)..."





Kiana wiped away the tears streaming from the corners of her mouth but still looked dissatisfied with Sigurd.





Sigurd ruffled her little head, not minding her sweaty hair sticking to him. He had a stern expression as he asked, "What other compensation do you want?"





"Help me wash my hair tonight!"





"...How did you come up with that kind of compensation?"





"I don't care. Will you agree or not? If you don't agree, I won't get up!"





Kiana pouted and stubbornly stared at Sigurd's face.





Did all the sex education that he gave to her before go to waste?





Sigurd covered his face, thought for a moment, and since they were both still young and not complete strangers to each other... Fine, let's just placate the little troublemaker.





"Fine."





Then Sin Mal also reached out and grabbed his ankle, looking at Sigurd with sparkling eyes.





"I–I want it too!"





He’s their guardian, and it's normal for a guardian to wash the children's hair, right?





Sigurd hesitated for a moment but decided not to struggle anymore and nodded.
























    "Hehe! It tickles!"



    



    "Tch! Oi, stop moving around.”



    



    In the bathroom, Sigurd was now busy washing Kiana's hair. Just before they started, Sigurd suddenly realized that it was just washing hair, so he could do it while wearing clothes.



    



    So Sigurd wore his clothes and rolled up his sleeves. Kiana, on the other hand, at least wore her little underwear properly. After all, they would wash it later.



    



    As for the bra on top... she was too young for that.



    



    Anyway, even if she was naked, there was nothing interesting can be seen. Kiana squatted on the bathroom floor, with bubbles on her head, giggling and shrinking her neck.



    



    Sigurd couldn't understand why she was so happy just by having her hair washed. He rolled his eyes and said, "To be honest, your hair is a bit too long. I suggest you cut it soon."



    



    "Sig, you're such a fool. Didn't I tell you that I won't look beautiful if I cut it?" Kiana pouted and retorted with a cute, loli voice.



    



    Sigurd carefully rubbed the silver strands of hair, trying to wash every strand from root to tip, and casually asked, "Will it?"



    



    "Of course it will! Sig really doesn't understand a girl's mind. You're a blockhead, a dummy!"



    



    "Keep complaining, and I'll cancel tonight's dessert."



    



    "Aww! Sig! You're bullying me!" Facing Kiana's complaints, Sigurd just rolled his eyes and picked up the showerhead. He tested the water temperature with his hand to make sure it was neither cold nor hot, and then said, "Close your eyes, I'm going to rinse it off."



    



    "Okay."



    



    Comfortable warm water poured down from the top, washing away the bubbles from Kiana's head, revealing her waist-length silver hair shimmering under the light. The water flowed smoothly down Kiana's petite body and onto the floor.



    



    Looking at it, her skin was really fair and tender, like milk. And although she was only twelve or thirteen years old, her curves were starting to show. She was entering a more beautiful phase, the wonderful stage of adolescence.



    



    "Okay, you are done, shoo, now it’s Sin Mal turn." Sigurd patted her head and made a shooing gesture, showing no attachment.



    



    Kiana pouted, wiggled her little feet, and moved to the side while still squatting. Then, timidly, Sin Mal walked over.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her, faced with a smooth and snowy white scene, his dead fish eyes staring, and said,



    



    "Put on your underwear."



    



    "...Oh."



    



    Then, Sin Mal squatted down. As before, Sigurd patiently washed her hair, but this time, there were no meaningless conversations like with Kiana. Nevertheless, Sin Mal, sitting with her hands around her knees, still smiled.



    



    "Sig, are we going to continue the training tomorrow?" Kiana, who was squatting beside her, scratched her little butt through the wet fabric and asked.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her, unaffected, and asked, "What's the point of training if it’s only for just one day?"



    



    "Then, can we change our coaches? I think that dwarf has a problem."



    



    "You're not much taller than her, and as for intelligence... don't humiliate yourself. She is much smarter than you, furthermore, Bronya has similar experience to what you are having right now, and you can ask Sin Mal for her opinion."



    



    Before Sin Mal Could answer, Kiana pouted and said in a discouraged tone, "There's no need to ask. Simbalah, that idiot, was probably bribed by that dwarf at some point. It's pointless for me to ask her."



    



    "It’s Sin Mal." Sigurd corrected on behalf of SIn Mal, who was rolling her eyes, and then looked at Kiana suspiciously and said, "You just don't like to use your brain, but you do have one right? Shouldn’t you have already remembered such a short name by now?”



    



    "...No, I can't remember." Kiana turned her head to the side guiltily and blew a whistle that couldn't produce any sound.



    



    Thud! Sigurd tapped her head as a punishment. Some foam from Sin Mal's hair unavoidably got on Kiana's clean hair. Sigurd took the showerhead and rinsed it off for her, and then he couldn't be bothered to address the issues between these two.



    



    Anyway, it seems that despite how often they quarrels with each other, they haven't developed any twisted hatred towards each other. At most, it's just the squabbles between children, not a big deal.



    



    After washing their hair and instructing them not to fight while bathing, Sigurd walked out of the bathroom.



    



    "Oh, by the way, Dr. Tesla just messaged me, saying that someone wants to see you in the nearby woods." Cocolia walked towards them with a hint of worry, glancing at the bathroom door.



    



    After all, there were too many stimulating scenarios that could be imagined with a male and two females who had previously shared a bed. Cocolia couldn't help but be concerned.



    



    Sigurd wiped his hands with a dry towel and casually asked, "How long ago?"



    



    "About three minutes ago?"



    



    "How did you respond to her?"



    



    "Just... I just told her the truth." Cocolia blinked her eyes.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her and simply said, "Tell Bronya to let Kiana and Sin Mal know that I'm busy and they don't have to wait for me for dinner. Also, you should come with me."



    



    "You want me to come too?"



    



    "I know that you are a girl with many ulterior motives and schemes hiding behind your actions. Although I don't really care, I feel more at ease having you with me, just in case you try to do anything funny with the children."



    



    Although Cocolia's character was not someone who would harm the children under her care, Sigurd didn't want to take a gamble.



    



    Cocolia, who heard Sigurd's words, goes silent.



    



    "..."



    



    What ulterior motive could she have? She was most afraid of the information about the Titan unit she possessed being leaked after Sigurd had rendered it useless.



    



    Until she fully understood and mastered the cold fusion technology and could independently produce Titan robots in the Research Department, Cocolia didn't have the confidence to show herself in public.



    



    After all, the people she had offended and those she could cooperate with were not kind-hearted individuals. Cocolia could only speculate that the person who wanted to meet Sigurd was most likely Siegfried.



    



    She had no qualification to advise him, but as Kiana's father and a formidable person who could live freely despite being on the Schicksal's Most Wanted list, Siegfried should be able to persuade Sigurd, right? So Cocolia's reply message was slightly exaggerated.



    



    On one hand, she hoped that Siegfried could prevent Sigurd from targeting the girls in the orphanage, and more importantly, she didn't want him to cause casualties at such a young age!



    



    Following the instructions given by the other party, both Sigurd and Cocolia arrived in the forest. Moonlight illuminated the snowy ground, emitting a frosty white radiance that made it feel even colder.



    



    "Cocolia, Ask Dr. Tesla when they will arrive."



    



    "Three..."



    



    "Three minutes?"



    



    "Two... one... That's what she replied."



    



    As soon as Cocolia finished speaking, a gentle breeze suddenly swept through the calm forest. Then, several figures stepped on the white snow and approached slowly.



    



    Sigurd narrowed his eyes slightly. The information feedback from his drone indicated that there had been no signs of their presence until now.



    



    Did they appear suddenly? Or did they use some advanced concealment technique? In any case, it was a method that Sigurd was not yet familiar with, and it piqued his interest.



    



    Among the people, there wasn't much to say about Siegfried except that he had an additional black mechanical arm. The blue-haired and red-haired beauties, Einstein and Tesla, need no further introduction. The man leading them wore a turtleneck sweater, a gray coat, and glasses, with a gentle smile on his handsome face. He exuded a comforting aura—Welt Yang, the renowned contemporary Lord of Anti-Entropy!



    



    "Dr. Tesla, Dr. Einstein, Siegfried, and this person– is this the Lord of Anti-Entropy, Welt Yang? I've heard your name before, but if I remember correctly, I should only be looking for Siegfried, right?"



    



    "The... Anti-Entropy Lord!?" Before the person on the other side could respond, Cocolia took a step back in succession.



    



    Oh god, did she really come to the right place? The person before her was the true leader of Anti-Entropy, one of the Triumvirates of Anti-Entropy, including her own direct superior!



    



    If she could establish a connection with them, why bother with the radical faction? She could just lean on these powerful figures and steadily rise in the conservative faction, right?!

  
    "Sigurd, my boy, although Dr. Einstein has already explained it clearly to me before, I still have to ask for confirmation. Those... uh... Bee and Bird things, you didn't do them, right?" Siegfried stared at Sigurd intently.



    



    His choice of words was very professional, so professional that nobody would understand them in any other way. Sigurd's face immediately turned dark.



    



    "You're full of these messy things in your head, that's why you're so unreliable. What I was doing was just sleeping together and helping them wash their hair. How could I possibly do anything to them? You filthy imbecile!" Sigurd reprimanded him mercilessly, causing Siegfried to scratch his head and involuntarily reveal a look of appeasement.



    



    For some reason, after Einstein and Welt had persuaded him and erased those associations, Siegfried, who had calmed down and extinguished his anger, felt inexplicably guilty and uneasy in the face of Sigurd once again, as if he had encountered his nemesis.



    



    He quickly explained, "Um, it's not that I have any doubts about you! It's just that both of you are still too young, and some things aren't appropriate. When you and Kiana are older... I think it would be quite suitable."



    



    With his intelligence and reliability, he could take care of and control Kiana. And based on his current appearance, it was certain that he would remain handsome in the future—a perfect son-in-law candidate. However, Sigurd's face grew even darker.



    



    "How could I possibly be attracted to a brat like her?" Sigurd's tone was filled with undisguised disdain. As a father, Siegfried awkwardly laughed, but didn't dare to argue...



    



    How should he put it? He still felt guilty about leaving Kiana. Sigurd had been taking care of her during this time, and Siegfried was grateful but also felt indebted to him.



    



    Even if he put those feelings aside, facing Sigurd's cold and severe expression... If someone else disparaged Kiana, Siegfried would definitely retort, but Sigurd's words were something he couldn't afford to provoke.



    



    "Fiuuu~" Siegfried involuntarily averted his gaze, whistling nervously. Sigurd had a vein throbbing on his forehead. So, when Kiana feels guilty, she whistles like this because she learned it from you, huh? Unfortunately, she didn't learn it properly.



    



    Siegfried could at least produce a sound, while Kiana only blew air without any sound. Sigurd sighed and continued,



    



    "Siegfried, I have a question, weren't you nearby us when the incident in Piltover happened? Why don't you lend a hand to help?"



    



    "I wasn't. I saw that you were taking good care of Kiana, so I left to do my own thing. When I heard the news and rushed back, you had already left... I'm truly sorry."



    



    "I was just asking casually, it's not your fault."



    



    "...Anyway, is there anything you need recently? Although I don't have much money, I won't back down from a fight against anyone."



    



    Sigurd looked at Siegfried and could see genuine remorse and apology on his face. If Siegfried had stayed a few more months, there might not have been as many casualties in the Piltover area.



    



    His Judgement of Shamash would have been enough to wipe out the monsters before they attacked the city. But blaming him was pointless, as Sigurd had said. It wasn't Siegfried's fault.



    



    Sigurd lowered his gaze, not only for Robbins and Vira, but also for the countless corpses he had seen when he later patrolled the entire city, as well as the fearful and sorrowful cries... No matter what the true nature of the Honkai was, the term "enemy of civilization" was accurate.



    



    Seeing Sigurd remain silent and unsure how to respond, Siegfried turned to Welt for help. At this moment, Welt looked at Sigurd, his profound eyes filled with tenderness.



    



    'He is saddened by the sacrifices in Piltover, isn't he?' Sigurd's expression didn't change noticeably, but Welt, who was skilled at perceiving people's hearts, still sensed his sadness and compassion.



    



    This made Welt feel relieved and appreciate Sigurd even more. "The weather is a bit cold. Why don't we sit down, have some tea, and chat slowly?" Welt suggested, waving his hand, and a small round table with seating for five appeared in the middle, accompanied by a small shelter to block the wind and snow.



    



    Beside them, Einstein had already set up a tea tray with a pot of hot water in her hands. Tesla, on the other hand, held a bag of cookies.



    



    Sigurd touched the smooth metal tabletop and looked at Welt thoughtfully. The power to create from nothingness, this is the authority of the Herrscher of Reason? But why didn't they create tea and food... Oh, right, after all, it's still something that the Honkai can construct. It's fine to use it, but if you were to eat it, even if Welt had precise control over the Honkai, a normal person would die on the spot.



    



    Sigurd took a seat. Cocolia, feeling somewhat hesitant, also sat down when she saw the others doing so. Einstein, noticing everyone was seated, proceeded to pour tea for everyone.



    



    When Cocolia received her cup of tea, despite claiming not to care about vanity, she still felt pleasantly surprised. In comparison to Einstein, she felt like a small manager working under a powerful executive director. How could she be completely indifferent?



    



    Sigurd took a sip of tea and found it slightly better than Cocolia's, but not by much. It seemed that the Anti-Entropy was truly impoverished, and it wasn't just Cocolia's problem.



    



    Indeed, their Titan robots and the vast organization were major projects that required legitimate means of operation and construction.



    



    Unlike Sigurd, whose drones were mostly produced by looting steel mills and armories without spending any money. Of course, if Welt and the others were willing, they could enjoy a high-quality material life at any time.



    



    The only reason they didn't do so was that they had their own principles and beliefs. And that was good. At least Sigurd didn't have to worry about the threat from the Herrschers of Reason. He had no means to resist now, so if Welt wanted to make a move, Sigurd could only shrug and wait to die on the spot.



    



    "So, are you interested in handing over your core, Mr. Welt?" Based on their interactions and conversations, Sigurd had a clear understanding of Welt's gentle nature and didn't hide his desire for the Herrscher's core.



    



    Welt opened his mouth, seemingly surprised by Sigurd's directness. Then a wry smile appeared on his gentle face as he shook his head. "Young man, at least for now, I don't have such intentions. It's not just about power, but also about responsibility. Do you understand?"



    



    "To be the balancer against Otto and counter the Honkai's attack?"



    



    "I see, you already understand it, don't you?"



    



    "...Then use your power to protect me. Otto has set his sights on me." Sigurd settled for a second option and made a request expressionlessly.



    



    This statement left the other four people momentarily stunned. Cocolia was confused. Wait, weren't you going to act tough? Did you really just say that?



    



    Siegfried was indignant and horrified at the same time. He was well aware of how dangerous Otto, who has control over Schicskal, could be.



    



    The three Giants of Anti-Entropy, on the other hand, understood the situation.



    



    They could discern Sigurd's talents, just as Otto could. In their speculation, the worst-case scenario was that Sigurd was an exceptional genius who had already been subdued by Otto. Welt asked, "Have you had contact with Otto before?"



    



    "Indeed, at that time, I needed to save a girl who was being corrupted by the Honkai, I contacted him voluntarily and made a deal with. The condition was to verify a theory for him and take care of Kiana. He has been patient with me so far, but I'm not sure how long that patience will last."



    



    "So, by contacting us through Cocolia, your intention was to seek asylum?"



    



    "And also the Anti-Entropy's database. I've been trying to find a hacking interface, but I haven't had any luck. Otto sent me a data package a couple of days ago, claiming it contained some of Anti-Entropy's latest technologies. You can verify it." Sigurd handed over a tablet. Einstein took it, swiped the screen, quickly scanned through it, and said,



    



    "Indeed, it contains the copied portion of the data."



    



    "Damn it! That despicable Otto!" Tesla angrily pounded the table. Einstein glanced at Cocolia, then at Tesla, who was furious without any doubt.



    



    Suddenly, she realized something and looked meaningfully at Sigurd. Sigurd responded with a faint smile, and in their exchange, everything was understood without words.



    



    Einstein: I've figured out the trick.



    



    Sigurd: I know you've figured out the trick.



    



    Einstein: I won't say it out loud.



    



    Sigurd: Thank you.



    



    Then Sigurd picked up the teapot and poured another cup of tea for Einstein.



    



    Tesla and Siegfried, who were relatively naive, didn't notice this scene, but Welt stared blankly at Einstein and blinked.



    



    
      ‘Wait, you two exchanged something in that gaze. What did I miss?’
    

  
    "Cough! So, let's continue. According to what you said, Otto has indeed set his sights on you. What theory does he want you to verify?" Welt cleared his throat and resumed the previous discussion.



    



    He didn't know what Einstein and Sigurd had secretly communicated, but he trusted Einstein and had no intention of pursuing it further.



    



    "The Information-Origin Theory was originally proposed by me as a bargaining chip to deal with Otto. This is the current theoretical outcome, and you can take a look at it. Especially Dr. Tesla and Dr. Einstein, both pillars of the scientific community, I hope to learn from your insights."



    



    Polite words, in reality, were meant for Tesla and Einstein to see.



    



    As for the others, including Welt himself, what could ordinary mortals understand from it?



    



    Several drones revealed their true forms and projected virtual screens in front of everyone.



    



    Tesla crossed his arms and smiled confidently, saying, "You've come to the right person for scientific matters. Let me enlighten you, I guarantee that you'll... Wait, what is this? You want to analyze the essence of the soul and everything in the world from an informational perspective? Isn't this completely different from the current mathematical foundations of the scientific community? Your ambition is too grand!"



    



    Tesla swiped his hand on the screen, then looked at Sigurd with an incredulous expression.



    



    Einstein sighed and commented, "It's far-fetched, bordering on the absurd. Most scientists would consider this as a populist marketing article."



    



    "So, do you have any suggestions?" Sigurd asked.



    



    Tesla scratched his head, furrowed his brows in thought, and said, "I feel like there's potential, but it's too far removed from my field!"



    



    However, Einstein shook her head and looked at Sigurd with a serious gaze, saying, "The theory was proposed by you, and even the basic research methodology is a blank slate. Outsiders can't help, only you know how to prove and develop it. I believe that's why Otto has allowed you to pursue it. Just as he was able to research artificial Stigmata but couldn't create robots comparable to the Titans, this is not his domain."



    



    "It's expected, but still a disappointing response," Sigurd said with lowered eyebrows and an indifferent tone.



    



    Tesla pounded the table with a fierce momentum and said, "Are you questioning this genius? If you have the guts, ask me about machinery and electricity, and this genius will easily handle it!"



    



    "Machinery and electricity... How would you build a Dyson Sphere?" Sigurd asked.



    



    "Huh? Are you joking with me?"



    



    "Sorry, you were too confident, so I couldn't resist making a little joke."



    



    The Dyson Sphere was a paradoxical concept. In theory, it could provide humanity with nearly infinite energy, but the required materials were almost impossible to gather. Moreover, if the necessary technologies were achieved, it seemed unnecessary to build such a spectacle.



    



    In a world filled with Honkai energy, the Dyson Sphere became even more insignificant because there was infinite Honkai energy in the imaginary space, far surpassing the energy produced by a mere star.



    



    Then, Sigurd turned to Welt, the person in this group who could truly make decisions, and said, "That's the situation on my end. So, what is the purpose of the Anti-Entropy Lord's visit from afar? It can't be just to see me, right?"



    



    Upon hearing this, Welt smiled gently, and his deep voice carried the same warmth and kindness as before, saying, "In fact, I really just came to see you. You are a rare genius with the potential to change the era, and we don't want you to become someone who despises humanity like Otto."



    



    "Despise humanity? Without him, could humanity have enjoyed this five hundred years of stability?"



    



    "We have never denied that. However, his ideology has become extreme and reached a highly dangerous state. If he continues to control the situation, we have reason to believe that humanity will face a dire situation before overcoming the Honkai. He no longer has any bottom line or restraints, and no one can imagine what he will do or what his next goal will be when he acts on a whim."



    



    "...You have a keen insight," Sigurd commented.



    



    Indeed, because he saw the hope of resurrection. Otto could temporarily spare Cocolia and prioritize the verification of his own ideas. This led to Cocolia's subsequent complete loss of control, almost resulting in the extinction of humanity.



    



    If the second Honkai eruption was already like that, what about the future?



    



    While acknowledging the contributions, it was also important to consider the future of all humanity. It was a very reasonable idea to replace Otto and his Schicksal with a more reliable organization.



    



    The only question was...



    



    "I agree with your viewpoint, but what makes you think you can replace Otto's role in combating the Honkai on behalf of humanity?"



    



    If it was merely a matter of belief, it would undoubtedly be a joke.



    



    In response to Sigurd's question, Welt remained unruffled and still wore a gentle expression. With composure, he replied, "We are also exploring, seeking a path that doesn't require abandoning humanity or sacrificing so many innocent lives. One of the results of our exploration is the importance of technology and using machines to replace the frail human body as the main force against the Honkai."



    



    "In simple terms, it means valuing technology and using machines to replace the vulnerable human body as the main force in combating the Honkai?"



    



    "Haha, you summarized it accurately. That's roughly the idea."



    



    "And have you achieved it?"



    



    Sigurd questioned once again.



    



    Welt's corner of the mouth lifted, and he suddenly extended a hand towards Sigurd, saying, "There is still a long way to go before success, but I believe we are on the right path. And this path requires more like-minded individuals to join us. Are you interested in becoming a member of Anti-Entropy? On behalf of Welt, the Anti-Entropy Lord, I formally extend an invitation to you."



    



    Before Sigurd could respond, Tesla suddenly stood up and exclaimed, "Wait, Welt, are you crazy? We haven't investigated his background properly yet!"



    



    Then Einstein tugged at Tesla's sleeve.



    



    "What's wrong, curly-haired one?"



    



    "Trust Welt," Einstein simply said.



    



    Upon hearing this, Tesla turned to Welt and met a pair of eyes full of warm smiles.



    



    In the face of Welt's gentle expression, Tesla's momentum dissipated.



    



    After hesitating for a moment, the red haired girl silently sat back down.



    



    "So, what do you think? Are you willing to join us, Sigurd?" Welt repeated his invitation.



    



    Sigurd leaned back, narrowed his eyes, and gazed at Welt. From an outsider's perspective, inviting a potential unknown figure to become part of the organization's high-ranking members was undoubtedly foolish.



    



    But as the invitee, Sigurd had to admit that it made him feel special, appreciated, acknowledged, and valued.



    



    In ancient times, this would have been a scenario where a warrior would die for a confidant.



    



    Most importantly, based on character and their current interactions, Welt didn't seem to be pretending or trying to win people over but rather was genuine.



    



    It was the kind of charm that made people willingly want to follow him—a charm that both the original Welt and the current Welt Yang possessed.



    



    "If you die someday, can I inherit your Core of Reason?" Sigurd asked, his persistence evident.



    



    "...Are you that persistent?" Welt's smile twitched at the corner of his mouth.



    



    Sigurd responded indifferently, "I believe its abilities suit me well."



    



    "That requires observation and testing. I can't make a hasty decision. What I can promise is that when the time comes and I believe you are suitable, I will give you the Core."



    



    If someone else said such things, Sigurd would have felt that they were just paying lip service.



    



    But with Welt's words... Sigurd held his hand.



    



    "Then, please guide me well, Lord of Anti-Entropy."



    



    "Just call me Welt, or like my friends, call me Yang. Anyway, thank you for joining us. Welcome, Sigurd."

  
    (Tn: Spoiler in advance, this story is made before Durandal is confirmed to be the real Kiana, in this world, Durandal, K-423, and the OG Kiana are three separate people.)



    



    In the blink of an eye, everything was settled.



    



    Tesla clicked her tongue in annoyance, not because of the decentralization of power that was just happening right in front of her, but because she didn't truly trust Sigurd.



    



    However, she couldn't refute Welt's decision either.



    



    Welt patted her slender shoulder, trying to appease her with a smile.



    



    Tesla snorted and turned her head away, refusing to speak to him.



    



    In their silent exchange, it seemed that the conversation had reached its conclusion, and the gathering should come to an end.



    



    Siegfried stood up from his seat, intending to leave directly..



    



    Meanwhile, while holding a teacup, Sigurd snapped his fingers and a tranquilizer dart appeared out of nowhere and unexpectedly launched itself into the sole woman with a well endowed chest in there, when the poisoned end pierced Cocoila flesh, she’s knocked unconscious.



    



    Then, without even looking up from the teacup that he is sipping, the transmigrated young man said:



    



    "Siegfried, If you dare to leave, I will reveal the whole truth to Kiana, including the fact that she is a clone of your real daughter."



    



    "Wh-Are you insane!?"



    



    Siegfried's body jolted in shock, and with a fast turn of his head, he shouted at the younger boy.



    



    Unfazed by the older man outburst, Sigurd just glanced at Siegfried with a sideways glance and calmly said:



    



    "I’m not, Kiana mental fortitude is much stronger than you think, furthermore, I'll be there. If you don't want to take care of her, I'll take full responsibility of her."



    



    "I'm not..."



    



    Siegfried drooped his head sorrowfully, clenched his fist, but couldn't find any words to argue.



    



    Sigurd put down his teacup, which made a crisp sound as the ceramic met the metal table. Then he leaned back, placing his hands on his knees, exuding the air of a steady and powerful figure, and said:



    



    "I don’t care whether due to feeling hatred for the Second Herrscher or guilt towards the real Kiana, regardless, Kiana is just a child. During the Jörmungandr incident, I saw her risk her life to save many people, nearly losing her own life in the process. She took a whole month to recover from her injury."



    



    "Is she okay now?"



    



    Siegfried's expression changed slightly, obviously unaware of the situation.



    



    Sigurd didn't reply to the older man question but continued:



    



    "After that incident, she slept for three days and three nights straight. In her dreams, the most frequent words she spoke were 'stinky old man' and 'I didn't embarrass Kaslana.' She considered the name and beliefs you easily bestowed upon her as the most precious things in her life, and was even willing to defend them with her life. And yet, you abandoned her!"



    



    Until the last sentence, Sigurd didn't raise his voice, but on his face, a strange peach-colored pattern extended, covering almost half of his face—evidence of his Honkai energy inside of him being triggered by emotional fluctuations.



    



    Then Sigurd closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and gradually let the patterns on his face fade and disappear.



    



    Welt intended to interject when he saw the appearing pattern that covered the younger man's face, but seeing this scene, he fell silent again.



    



    After all, this conversation belonged to Sigurd and Siegfried only; outsiders had no place to interfere with it.



    



    The only one with the right to be involved was Kiana, who wasn't present at the moment, right?



    



    "I... I'm sorry, I just... wasn't sure if I could come back afterward. I didn't want to worry Kiana..."



    



    Siegfried stuttered, but even if he didn't want to admit it, what Sigurd said about his resentment towards Sirin and guilt towards the real Kiana was indeed one of the factors for his departure.



    



    This made Siegfried even more afraid to see Kiana.



    



    He was afraid that if he accidentally revealed these emotions, how much damage would it cause to the young and innocent Kiana?



    



    Sigurd opened his eyes, and with a cold and uncompromising tone, he said:



    



    "It's simple. If you don't want to admit that she's your daughter, go and tell her the truth, and I'll take over the responsibility of caring for her. If you still acknowledge her, then go and meet her. Just give her a hug at least, so she doesn't suspect that she's been abandoned even in her dreams."



    



    "If you don't go to see her, I'll assume you chose the first option, and I'll tell her the truth myself and become her new support. I won't let Kiana spend her life like a clown, clinging to unattainable expectations."



    



    Siegfried took a step back, gritted his teeth, and asked:



    



    "Why do you have to force me?"



    



    "Why? Isn’t it obvious? Because you're a man!"



    



    Sigurd shouted.



    



    If he didn't force Siegfried to make a choice, should he force the young Kiana to make the decision instead?



    



    If it weren't for how important the older man is to Kiana, Sigurd wouldn't care about Siegfried's confusion and indecisiveness.



    



    But Kiana's emotional knots would eventually need a resolution. The longer it dragged on, the more longing and emotions would accumulate, and the heavier the resulting pain would be.



    



    Moreover, the future of the Honkai world was filled with uncertainties. What if something happened to Siegfried? Would they let Kiana live with regret for the rest of her life?



    



    Or when faced with the final outcome of the father-daughter relationship, what if Sigurd wasn't by her side for some reason? Who would take care of Kiana then?



    



    Furthermore, Sirin and Otto were also dangerous and unstable factors.



    



    In any case, Sigurd felt an urgency in his heart and had long since decided to resolve Kiana's emotional knots as soon as he could control the situation.



    



    "Of course, I treat her as my real daughter! I acknowledge her soul and accept her personality! That's why I gave her the precious name of Kiana Kaslana! "



    



    "Then go and see her."



    



    With Sigurd's unwavering gaze and his forceful coercion, after a long time, Siegfried slowly nodded.



    



    "You're right, I should go and see her. After all, I am... a father."



    



    ...



    



    It was a calm night, with deep snow and a bright moon.



    



    Kiana had just finished having dinner and was holding a small cake box, nibbling on it as she walked forward.



    



    "Sig is so annoying! I’m so tired today, but he still had to drag me out. What does he want to do?"



    



    Kiana complained, chewing on her cake, and with her small legs she trudged through the snow.



    



    Before long, a flickering fire came into her view.



    



    "Huh? There's a fire? Could it be that he called me out for a barbecue? Hehe, I guess this guy knows how to please me. I'll be nicer to him from now on!" Kiana fantasized, drooling and quickening her pace.



    



    After crossing a few trees, her vision gradually became clear.



    



    In the snowy clearing not far away, a spot cleared of snow was burning with a campfire.



    



    Next to the fire sat a white-haired man, who smiled and waved at Kiana.



    



    The small cake box that she was holding on fell into the snow.



    



    Kiana blinked her eyes, then rubbed them to make sure she wasn't mistaken or dreaming, and then dashed towards him like a cannonball.



    



    "Dad!"



    



    Bang!



    



    The little girl crashed straight into Siegfried's embrace, and the force was so strong that even the man couldn't help but wince in pain.



    



    "Dad!"



    



    "Dad!"



    



    "Dad!"



    



    Kiana kept calling out while her voice choked with sobs.



    



    Siegfried's expression softened as he listened to his daughter cry, and he extended his hand to embrace his daughter, letting her cry in his arms.



    



    "Long time no see, Kiana."



    



    Siegfried spoke softly, using his intact arm to embrace Kiana while gently patting her back.



    



    "Sob... Dad... Where did you go? I was so worried about you! Hic!"



    



    Kiana hiccuped and raised her head, looking at Siegfried with teary, reddened eyes.



    



    Siegfried grinned, scratching his head with his prosthetic arm, and said:



    



    "Well, it's hard to explain. Anyway, Dad had a hard time, too. There were many things to take care of."



    



    "Probably... you went somewhere to drink, right?"



    



    Kiana complained, sniffing her runny nose, and also noticed the abnormality of Sigurd's arm.



    



    She pointed at the black prosthetic arm and widened her eyes, asking:



    



    "Dad, what happened to your hand?"



    



    "Well, I lost it in an accident. But it's fine, it's been a long time, and the new arm is very convenient for me to use! No different than a real one! Hahaha!"



    



    Siegfried wiggled his prosthetic arm, showing off his bright white teeth.



    



    Kiana poked the black prosthetic arm, feeling it's cold and hard texture.



    



    "No, I'll take you to see Sig! Sig is very smart; he must have a way to treat you!”



    



    Kiana tugged at Siegfried's arm, trying to pull him up from the ground.



    



    Siegfried didn't move, but instead, he patted the small stool next to him and brought out a slightly charred plate of toast from the side, saying:



    



    "Forget it, I've already seen him. This is fine. Dad is okay. Come, sit down, and I made toast for you! Ta-da! I also made special jam for Dad!"



    



    "...Dad, I've already had dinner."



    



    Kiana complained as she sat down but also realized the oddity of Siegfried's arm.



    



    Her eyes turned red, and she sniffed her nose.



    



    Siegfried's expression noticeably dimmed.



    



    "Then you won't eat it?"



    



    "I will!"



    



    Kiana took the plate, opened the jar of jam, and spread it on the toast. She took a bite.



    



    Chomp! Chomp!



    



    "Mmm... it still tastes the same. Dad, you haven't made any progress."



    



    "No way~ You must be lying."



    



    "Don't believe me? Try it yourself."



    



    "Fine, I'll try it... Mmm! It's delicious, as expected of me!"



    



    Siegfried gave himself a thumbs-up and revealed a set of shiny white teeth.



    



    Kiana burst into laughter.



    



    "Hahaha! Dad, you're still the same as before, you are shameless!"



    



    "And so are you, just like before, not giving me any face!"



    



    Siegfried rubbed Kiana's head, laughing, and suddenly couldn't understand why he had been so awkward before.



    



    After all, this was his daughter!



    



    Father and daughter chatted and laughed, as if the period of separation was just an illusion, and everything was exactly the same as before.



    



    ...



    



    Not far away, behind a tree, Sigurd stood with his arms crossed, leaning against the trunk, not saying a word.



    



    "Aren't you going over there?"



    



    Welt, who was standing near him, asked.



    



    "No, that's their time together. I'll watch from here."



    



    Sigurd replied indifferently.



    



    "So, you know that she carries the dormant Herrscher within her?"



    



    "Yes, I've known for a long time."



    



    "And it doesn't stop you from caring about her?"



    



    "It has nothing to do with her. Kiana is... just Kiana."



    



    Sigurd replied with absolute certainty, evoking a nostalgic expression on Welt's face.



    



    "You remind me of the past."



    



    In the past, there were also a group of good people who didn't mind the identity of the Herrscher and believed in human nature and kindness.



    



    That's how the first-generation Welt came about, along with the Anti-Entropy and the current Welt Yang, who carries on the spirit of Welt Joyce.



    



    Thinking of this, Welt felt even more convinced that inviting Sigurd was the right decision.



    



    "Oh, by the way, the Honkai energy in your body seems to be overly active. I suggest you pay attention to it; it's not a good thing. Einstein is good at this kind of thing. Do you need her to check it for you?"



    



    "I have it under control. For now, there are no issues."



    



    Welt didn't insist further.



    



    He believed that Sigurd knew what he was doing, after all, he was a true genius.



    



    And Sigurd, silently listening to Kiana's joyful laughter, closed his eyes, a small smile forming on his lips.

  
    "...So, stinky old man, you still plan to leave, huh?"



    



    Even in the most blissful reunion, there comes a moment when it's time to part ways.



    



    As the firewood in the bonfire gradually burned out and the flames no longer provided warmth, Kiana seemed to sense something and her smile dimmed.



    



    Siegfried flew his hand through her soft silver hair, looking into her eyes filled with worry and care, and sighed:



    



    "Yeah, you figured it out?"



    



    "You said you've been silently taking care of me for a long time, always following behind me without showing yourself. And with this arm... You must be going to do something dangerous but necessary, right?"



    



    "Yeah. You've grown up, Kiana."



    



    Mostly, she seemed to have become smarter. Was it due to all the experiences she went through? Siegfried thought, feeling a sense of guilt and tenderness.



    



    "I can't not go... No, I promised myself that I would come back and see you!"



    



    Kiana initially wanted to persuade him not to go, but she also understood Siegfried's determination.



    



    So, she changed it into a command, or rather, a heartfelt wish.



    



    A glimmer of moisture shimmered in Kiana's eyes.



    



    Siegfried nodded firmly, embracing her, and said:



    



    "Kiana, I promise you, I will definitely come back. And remember one thing, no matter what happens in the future, always remember that I love you, and you are my acknowledged daughter... Never doubt that."



    



    "Okay!"



    



    Kiana held onto Siegfried, feeling the warmth she had missed for so long, and her eyelids grew heavy.



    



    After the training during the day, both her physical and mental energy were exhausted, and experiencing the intense emotional fluctuations of seeing Siegfried again only added to that fatigue.



    



    In this moment, nestled in her father's warm embrace, she finally let go of everything and peacefully entered the realm of dreams.



    



    ...



    



    After a long while, Sigurd and Welt walked out of the darkness.



    



    Sigurd set up a new stack of firewood, reigniting the dwindling bonfire. Then he said:



    



    "Do you plan to save the real Kiana?"



    



    "...How do you seem to know everything?"



    



    Sigurd complained, stroking his daughter's head, wearing an expression of helplessness.



    



    Welt stirred the charcoal, calmly replying:



    



    "Your life will be at stake."



    



    "Hey! Have a little faith in me! I'm strong!"



    



    Siegfried rolled his eyes, feeling a bit displeased.



    



    But Sigurd didn't pay attention to his sarcastic remark and continued calmly:



    



    "Otto is wary of your powers. But hiding and avoiding him is different from directly opposing him. If you hide, he won't deliberately come after you. But if you openly confront him, Otto won't hesitate; he will simply kill you. Even so, you still want to go?"



    



    "...I have to go. Kiana, I mean the Kiana over there, with you taking care of her, I can leave with peace of mind. Now, my life has only one goal—to save my other daughter, no matter the cost!"



    



    Siegfried replied resolutely, his tone brooking no argument.



    



    Sigurd looked at him, fell silent for a moment, and asked:



    



    "Can't you wait a little longer?"



    



    It wasn't Sigurd but Welt who finally spoke up, hesitating to give his friend advice.



    



    Siegfried frowned, realizing that Welt probably wouldn't have any serious plans, and in fact, plans would likely be ineffective against Otto.



    



    Welt wanted to ask Siegfried to wait a few more years until he grew strong enough, but could Siegfried wait?



    



    "I can't. Kiana, I mean the Kiana over there, will take care of me, and I can leave without worries. Now, my life has only one purpose—to rescue my other daughter, no matter the cost!"



    



    Siegfried replied firmly, evoking a sigh from Welt, who couldn't find any more words.



    



    As a friend, Welt would willingly accompany Siegfried into dangerous situations without hesitation. But before being a friend, he was the leader of Anti-Entropy.



    



    Provoking the World Serpent would mean an all-out war with Otto, a consequence that no one could bear.



    



    Welt carried many burdens on his shoulders, burdens that were too heavy for him to smile and tell Siegfried, "It's okay, let's go together."



    



    Welt shook his head firmly.



    



    "We'll make good use of this. Siegfried, take care, I'm leaving."



    



    "Alright, thank you guys. If possible, help me find out where the other Kiana is located; that would be the greatest help to me! Goodbye!"



    



    Siegfried waved his hand nonchalantly, bidding farewell to Welt as he watched him fade into the distance.



    



    Afterward, only Sigurd and Siegfried remained by the bonfire, able to converse with each other in privacy.



    



    Sigurd had nothing to say. He had wanted to ask why Siegfried gave the name "Kiana" to the other Kiana, but he realized that there was no need to ask anymore.



    



    The other Kiana already had that name, and it was up to Siegfried himself to explain how things would be in the future... It was all Siegfried's responsibility to resolve.



    



    Siegfried pondered for a moment and said:



    



    "Thanks for everything today... No, for taking care of Kiana all this time, Sigurd."



    



    "It's nothing, I'm willing to do it."



    



    Indeed, although he often complained and appeared repulsed, Sigurd had already become accustomed to seeing that foolish and carefree smile every day.



    



    Taking care of Kiana was troublesome and dangerous, but Sigurd had come to enjoy it.



    



    "I may have to rely on you in the future."



    



    "Sure."



    



    "By the way, if... I mean, if something happens to me and I can't come back... When it's time for your wedding, remember to let me know."



    



    "...How can I possibly marry her?"



    



    Sigurd looked at Siegfried with an incredulous expression, then glanced at the little white haired tuna, rolling his eyes in disdain.



    



    Siegfried scratched his head, chuckled, and didn't say anything more.



    



    Certain things, at the time, may not be apparent to the parties involved.



    



    But Siegfried had been through it all before.



    



    He could clearly see the unwavering trust and reliance Kiana had in Sigurd, and he could see the tenderness that only appeared in Sigurd's gaze towards Kiana.



    



    These were matters between young people, and Siegfried touched Kiana's head, smiled, and only wished them well in his heart.



    



    "I hope that in a few years, you'll still be as strong as you are now, Kiana."

  














When Kiana woke up, Siegfried had already left, and instead of the older man, the one who sat by her side was the white haired boy, Sigurd.





She leaned her head on Sigurd's shoulder, seeing the sky gradually brightening.





She wasn't surprised by Siegfried's disappearance or waking up in Sigurd's embrace.





"Sig..."





"Yeah?"





"Thank you."





"You're welcome."





Sigurd's response was cold as usual.





Kiana sat up straight, facing Sigurd, she hesitated for a moment, then hugged one of his arms and with both of her arms shook it and began to talk, her voice coquettish.





"Sig, can you help my dad, please? He's an idiot, and he's likely to get into trouble on his own."





"...... Sure"





Sigurd casually replied.





For requests that weren't unreasonable, whenever Kiana acted spoiled, Sigurd would almost always agree.





Even for unreasonable requests, Kiana's success rate of getting what she wanted if she were to act spoiled was over seventy percent.





So, acting spoiled was Kiana's trump card to win over Sigurd to agree to her demand, although she wasn't consciously aware of its effectiveness, she knew that whenever she did it, Sigurd almost always caved.





"Thank you, Sig! Mua~"





Kiana kissed Sigurd's cheek as a sign of gratitude and reward.





In response, Sigurd showed a clear expression of disgust.





"You haven't brushed your teeth yet."





"And you haven't washed your face either! So how dare you dislike this beautiful girl?"





Kiana put her hands on her hips, raising her chin proudly.





Smack!





Sigurd grabbed Kiana's little head, preparing for a lightning dragon drill gesture.





"???!"





Kiana made an extremely cute smile, but she couldn't hide the cold sweat on her forehead.





Sigurd, with his vein bulging on his face, began to speak with a tone that sent shivers to her bone. "Don't...casually...kiss...boys!"





"Ouch! Ouch! Ouch! Ah!!!"





...





Time flies like an arrow, years pass like a shuttle.





Well, actually, it's not that fast.





During the three months of Kiana and Sin Mal's devilish training with Bronya, time quietly passed by.





Sigurd was busy devouring various knowledge in this new world that he arrived in and doing some experiments with his machine, he also occasionally had late-night heart-to-heart talks with Otto.





He also had to accumulate reputation and popularity in the Anti-Entropy to recruit people and build his own team. He couldn't be an executor acting alone, right?





Fortunately, Kiana was quite cooperative and willingly became his henchman.





The talented people in the orphanage had also become familiar with each other, and Sigurd felt that the future looked promising.





On the other side, Siegfried had arrived at the Mediterranean.





...





With a mustache and a mechanical arm, Siegfried swaggered into Otto's territory.





"Siegfried, you better calm down; Grandpa will kill you!"





"Curse me all you want; I won't die that easily, Theresa."





"You idiot! I'm still searching for Kiana's location! You don't even have a target, and you're going there to get yourself killed!"





"It's useless. The secret Otto wants to hide is impossible for you to find. The only way is for me to go there, forcibly search. Alright, enough talk. It looks like my welcoming party has arrived...By the way, your bitter gourd juice is still as terrible as before; it leaves a bitter taste in my mouth."





Theresa's shouting vanished as Siegfried crushed his phone.





Then, Siegfried scratched his head, looking at the circle of Valkyries around him.





Among them were many familiar faces, as well as some he didn't recognize, probably newly added members.





"Hey! Long time no see, I'm visiting again!"





"Siegfried, surrender now! Unlike last time, there are only two ways to enter the headquarters: either with your hands and feet bound or...lying down!"





"What? You can get carried to the headquarters by the Valkyries now? Otto really knows how to play! Hey, you should have told me last time so I could experience it properly! Hahaha!"





"Unrepentant traitor! All Valkyries, Level 1 combat order, get ready!"





"Yes, mam!"





Various attacks came from all directions, like thunder and storm.





Siegfried took a deep breath, his expression turning serious, no longer as carefree as before.





Dodging a heavy punch coming towards him, Siegfried countered with a butt strike, causing the Valkyrie to stumble.





Taking advantage of her disorientation, Siegfried aimed his gun at her temple, and with a shot of the heavenly fire bullet, sent her flying several meters away.





Siegfried raised his leg to block another kick from the Valkyrie.





Her leg was clad in sturdy leg armor far stronger than steel, while Siegfried's leg only had ordinary fabric trousers.





However, Siegfried's kick shattered the strong leg armor, and the sound of broken bones echoed as the Valkyrie's leg was hit.





Her face turned pale, but she seemed not to feel any pain.





She launched another powerful kick towards Siegfried's face.





Siegfried deflected her kick and grabbed her ankle, swinging her to the ground.





She spat out blood, which splattered on Siegfried's face.





With the last remaining gun in his hand, Siegfried aimed at her forehead and pulled the trigger.





Bang!





"Ugh!"





A black scorch mark appeared on her fair forehead, and she lost consciousness—not dead, as Siegfried didn't want to kill any of the Valkyries.





She just fell unconscious temporarily, unable to participate in the battle for a short period.





Meanwhile, several specially designed anti-Honkai armor-piercing bullets were aimed at Siegfried's forehead, heart, limbs, and other vital spots, coming at him.





"Are you serious about playing with guns in front of a Kaslana?"





Siegfried appeared invincible, like a mighty demon king, asking with a teasing tone.





He spun the only remaining heavenly fire gun in his hand, blocking the terrifying armor-piercing bullets.





Then, the gun he had thrown into the air earlier fell back into his hand.





"Next up is the real gunfight against Kaslana. Brace yourself!"





...





In the sky, the observation room.





Otto watched Siegfried's overwhelming performance in the battle, taking a sip of tea.





"Originally, Siegfried was just at the level of approaching an S-rank Valkyrie. I always thought of him as a mere tool to unleash the power of the Judgement of Shamash when necessary. I didn't expect him to be this formidable now."





Though he said it was formidable, Otto had a calm and interested smile while watching the battle on the screen.





During the Second Honkai War, Siegfried had broken through his limits multiple times and underwent body modifications using ancient civilization drugs to unleash the power of the Honkai Beasts' genes within him, displaying terrifying crushing strength.





Because of this, Otto, out of fear, decided to order his elimination.





However, upon reflection, Otto realized that this was not the right decision.





At that time, he had just faced the Honkai God, which severely impacted his consciousness, leaving him in a state of extreme insecurity, unable to think and make correct decisions.





That's why he recklessly fired the Honkai energy fission bomb.





Afterwards, he couldn't do anything to rectify the situation and had to proceed as planned.





Now, facing Siegfried again, Otto had no fear; he was merely curious and wanted to see how long Siegfried could hold out in front of him.





Of course, Otto was also equally interested in obtaining the Judgement of Shamash and Siegfried's body.






































Siegfried had already undergone a transformation and was now almost invincible unless Otto unleashed some super powerful force that was not yet present or not fully developed.





So, the battle situation was quite clear.





All 108 A-rank Valkyries lost their combat abilities within ten minutes.





And the only thing that they did to the Kaslana man was to make his cloth almost in tatters.





Siegfried patted the dust off his ragged shirt and stretched his neck, making a crackling sound.





"As a warmup for what comes next, you lot are not half bad, you can probably give a newly promoted S-Rank combatant some good workout, Go get a good rest. When you wake up, either I'll be gone, or...I'll be gone in the literal case. In any case, there will be a result."





Siegfried shrugged toward the valkyrie, showing a very relaxed posture.





Suddenly, he looked up and saw a massive beam of light that eclipsed the sun.





"Hey, hey, this is a joke, right? You're giving up on so many A-rank Valkyries just like that? Or are you confident that I'll protect them? Otto!"





Siegfried scratched his head in frustration, then flames soared, and the twin guns in his hands collided, transforming and combining into a huge flame held in his hands.





"Well, you guessed it right, Otto! Use any despicable tricks you have! Let's see if your cunning plots are stronger, or if my luck is tougher!"





"Shamash · Unsheathed!"





Boom!!!





The collision between the flame and the light beam dyed the sky half white and half red.





The tremendous impact created a scorching hurricane that raged over the land, even dissipating the clouds in the sky.





After a few minutes, everything returned to calmness.





Siegfried sat down on the altered and desolate ground, gasping for breath, his shirt entirely burned into ashes.





He burst into laughter.





After laughing, he noticed that the Valkyries who had fallen unconscious were nowhere to be seen. He realized that they must have been blown far away from the impact.





Even so, Siegfried hurriedly got up and rushed towards the direct center of the Schicksal Headquarters—Otto had no humanity left, and if he stayed here, the next attack might involve those Valkyries.





...





In the sky, the observation room.





Amber raised her head from the operation window and reported:





"The Light of Eulalia has consumed 70% of our reserve energy. We cannot launch the same attack again, Your Excellency."





"No matter, I just wanted to see if that device can create some fireworks for me to enjoy. I didn't expect such a cumbersome device to be of any significant use in the first place. The real show is about to begin!"





Otto sipped his tea, smiling contentedly as he pressed a button.





...





Siegfried arrived directly below the Schicksal Base and looked up at the magnificent Sky City without cloud cover.





"Ah, the first time I saw this, I was quite excited. But now, just thinking that it's Otto's territory, I can't help but want to bring it down!"





Siegfried lay on the ground, catching his breath, resting, and waiting for Otto's next wave of attacks.





The wind stirred up sand and dust.





And Siegfried heard footsteps.





"Another Valkyrie unit? They really have no new tricks... Otto!"





Siegfried's fist hit the ground, leaving a small pit and almost crushing his teeth.





The army in front of him had stiff movements, mechanical expressions, and carried various hot air balloons. However, there were only two sizes—large and small—and two faces—one mature and one childish—Cecilia and Kiana.





Otto had released clones of Siegfried's beloved two people to form the army.





In fact, they were just lifeless bodies that couldn't develop consciousness. Once removed from the stable nutrient chamber environment, their destruction was inevitable. Otto had given them action commands and equipped them with Honkai energy weapons, but their combat capabilities were limited, at best, resembling those of reserve Valkyries.





However, combat prowess was irrelevant. For Siegfried, they were his most formidable opponents, in a sense, even more daunting than the Second Herrscher with six cores.





"Siegfried, are you there?"





Otto's leisurely voice came from all around.





Siegfried gazed up at the sky base, roaring in anger.





"If you've got the guts, show yourself, Otto Apocalypse!!!"





"Not interested. Although I have many spare bodies, each one is costly to create, so I won't waste one on you."





"Otto! You son of a-!!!"





"Don't be so agitated. Since you've come all this way, I've specially prepared a big gift for you—a family reunion. What a beautiful thing. Aren't you happy?"





Siegfried's face turned ironclad. He thought nothing could shake his resolve, but at this moment, the hand holding the gun was slightly trembling.





Then, Otto spoke as if he had just remembered something, with a smile on his face:





"Oh, right, you know I'm quite old now. Old people tend to be forgetful... For example, I might have accidentally mixed up the real Kiana with the clones. Maybe... I mean, maybe I accidentally put the real Kiana in there too? Well, it's too late to distinguish and retrieve them one by one. Now it's your home ground, so I won't disturb your family reunion. See you later, Siegfried."





"Using such lowly tricks again!"





Siegfried gritted his teeth. He had initially wanted to bypass these opponents he didn't want to face and head straight to the main city in the sky, but now he didn't dare.





Otto's intentions were impossible to guess; it could be a deception, or he might have actually done it. Siegfried couldn't take the risk.





Siegfried had only one choice—to confront this battle.





Step! Step! Step!





The stiff army gradually closed in to surround him.





A struggling expression appeared in Siegfried's eyes. Finally, the trembling hand steadied.





"I'll be gentle, just endure it."





Siegfried said to them.





Although these clones were likely lifeless bodies, he still showed tenderness and a slight smile on his face.





Then he moved, like a shadow in the wind, quickly rushing into the enemy camp.





Bang! Bang! Bang!





Dah! Dah! Dah!





The clones began to attack, pouring their bullets and firepower toward Siegfried's direction, completely disregarding the presence of their own comrades.





As he knocked out a few "Cecilias," Siegfried's face changed.





He could easily avoid these attacks, but the consequence of doing so would be that the clones would kill each other.





"Otto, you-!"





Before he could finish his curse, Siegfried chose to physically withstand the bullets.





Boom!!!





In this way, he braced himself against all the attacks. Siegfried knocked out all the clones one by one and placed them carefully on the ground.





By the time the last clone fell, Siegfried was covered in dust and looked exhausted, sitting beside a "Cecilia."





The Vanguard Valkyrie was just an appetizer, nothing significant.





But resisting the bombardment and beam attack had depleted over half of his energy, even though he had suppressed his emotional fluctuations with great force.





Now, feeling deeply fatigued after performing a series of fine movements, Siegfried was ready to identify the different "Kianas" among them.





Bang!





Then, an explosion occurred, splattering blood and flesh all over his face.





Siegfried stared in shock at the ground. The previous "Cecilia" had turned into a mess of exploded flesh, no longer the beautiful and charming appearance she had before.





Afterward, all the clones, including the "Cecilias" and "Kianas," struggled in a state of unconsciousness, as if enduring some kind of pain.





"No... Otto... don't do this, please!"





Siegfried mumbled with fear and helplessness in his voice.





Bang! Bang! Bang!





Sounds of flesh bursting continuously echoed.





In just a short moment, the land within several hundred meters of Siegfried had turned into a hellish scene of blood and flesh.





Siegfried stood still, his whole body covered in the blood and flesh of the "Cecilias" and "Kianas." He clutched his head, collapsed, and cried in despair.





"Ah... Ah... Ahhh!!!"
























    Bang!



    



    Bang! Bang!



    



    Crack!



    



    The sound of banging on the table grew louder and louder until a hole was smashed into the perfectly fine computer desk.



    



    "Otto! Damn you! I can't take this shit anymore!"



    



    Tesla stood up in frustration, her hair standing on it’s end.



    



    "Dr. Tesla, calm down."



    



    "Calm down? You must be kidding! If I could tolerate this, would I have left Schicksal to establish Anti-Entropy back then!?"



    



    Einstein just tugged at her sleeve, indicating for her to look behind.



    



    Behind Tesla, Welt Yang was sitting there, silently, with no warm smile on his face as before.



    



    His pupils kept fluctuating between brown and scarlet, a sign that the power of the Second Herrscher was brewing, with immense anger surging within him.



    



    Tesla froze for a moment, turned around, and gave Welt a hug.



    



    "It's okay, don't be angry. We'll go save him."



    



    Tesla showed a rare gentleness, soothing the enraged lion that could explode at any moment.



    



    As Welt's fluctuating pupils slowly stabilized, he looked at Einstein.



    



    "Einstein, what is the fastest aircraft that we have in our possession?."



    



    "There’s one that can reach there in an hour and a half. Go with it."



    



    Einstein said calmly. It seems that among the three of them, only she was not affected by the scenes on the battlefield.



    



    However, Tesla and Welt could tell that her voice was no longer the carefree and indifferent tone from before; it was now colder, as if coated with a layer of ice.



    



    "I'll go with you," Tesla quickly said.



    



    But Welt embraced her soft and slender waist, took a deep breath, and said, "No, you and Einstein would stay here."



    



    "But..."



    



    "Have you thoroughly studied the secrets Siegfried left behind?"



    



    "Of course!"



    



    "Then stay here, buy Siegfried some time while waiting for rescue. Or, when I arrive, help us break through the encirclement."



    



    "...Alright!"



    



    Tesla nodded firmly, released Welt, and watched him walk out of the door.



    



    After a while, Tesla patted her cheeks, returned to her computer desk, and rapidly typed on the keyboard.



    



    "Dr. Tesla, I need your portion of the Titan robot command authority."



    



    Einstein, busy on his own computer, suddenly requested something from Tesla.



    



    Tesla didn't understand what Einstein was planning, but she decisively replied, "I'm authorizing you. Do your best! I'll make some adjustments here, using the backdoors I left behind... Otto, right? This time, I'll make you cry too!!"



    



    At this moment, the three giants of Anti-Entropy were going all out.



    



    In fact, they were not familiar with Cecilia, and even less acquainted with Kiana; they only knew Siegfried.



    



    But even with this familiarity, if Siegfried were to be killed by Otto directly, they could only lament and wait patiently for the day of reckoning.



    



    However, now, when they saw this scene of ruthless annihilation, even though the person on the battlefield was not the Siegfried they knew but a stranger, if they remained indifferent—as Tesla said, then what was the point of establishing Anti-Entropy?



    



    ...



    



    Siegfried had already entered a semi-beastified state, with a sharp black horn protruding from the left side of his head, and scales appeared on half of his face.



    



    The mechanical arm that Tesla carefully crafted had disappeared, corroded and melted away by excessive Honkai energy, replaced by a ferocious giant beast's claw.



    



    At the same time, the Judgement of Shamash was switched to zero-rated output. The blazing greatsword was gripped in his hand.



    



    "Otto! I'll make you pay!!!"



    



    Boom!



    



    In response to Siegfried's fierce attack, there was a continuous hail of cannonballs.



    



    In theory, such attacks should have been like a drizzle to Siegfried in this state, and even getting close to him would be impossible; he would easily melt them away with Honkai energy and high temperatures.



    



    However, in reality, these cannonballs pushed Siegfried backward one after another. Soon, he found it difficult to even stand properly, and he could only use the Judgement of Shamash as a shield, kneeling on the ground, struggling to hold on.



    



    Boom! Boom! Boom!



    



    The overwhelming barrage, like a torrential rain, washed over the ground around Siegfried, creating a breathtaking scene of high-temperature devastation.



    



    ...



    



    In the sky, Otto sat in front of the projection screen and leisurely enjoyed a snack.



    



    "Mm, so sweet."



    



    "Did you think that using that state would be effective?"



    



    "How naive!"



    



    "The blood flowing in the veins of those clones is almost as pure as the Schariac Holy Blood."



    



    "The Schariac Holy Blood is widely considered as something that is highly effective to be used against Honkai Beasts and Herrschers, but in fact, what they destroy best at is Honkai energy!"



    



    "Now, you stand within the anti-Honkai energy domain paved by Holy Blood, covered in thick Holy Blood... Be angry, erupt! The stronger Honkai energy you unleash, the more damage Holy Blood will cause you."



    



    "Respectable warrior, to die in the blood of your wife and daughter, how absurd life can be! What an excellent drama this is, ha!"



    



    Otto covered his face with one hand, lifted the teacup, not knowing who he was toasting to, and chuckled softly.



    



    ...



    



    As Otto had predicted, Siegfried, suppressed by the Schariac Holy Blood, could not unleash powerful Honkai energy, and instead, it continuously ravaged his body.



    



    Finally, the more he erupted, the weaker he became, and he was sent flying by a direct hit from a cannonball, rolling far away on the ground.



    



    The Judgement of Shamash in Siegfried's hand had dimmed, and the flickering flames indicated that it was close to its limit and could return to its original dual-gun form at any moment.



    



    "What... is happening?"



    



    Siegfried shook his head, stood up, looked at his battered body, and gnashed his teeth in frustration.



    



    "Is it possible that my body can no longer support this state?"



    



    "No! No way! I can't fall here!"



    



    "Kiana... Kiana! Daddy's coming to save you! Wait for me!!!"



    



    "My body, my soul, everything... It doesn't matter! For Kiana, let me burn with power!!!"



    



    The high temperature evaporated the surrounding blood, and the continuously erupting Honkai energy finally broke through the purification limit of Schariac Holy Blood.



    



    Siegfried roared to the sky, swinging the Judgement of Shamash.



    



    Boom boom boom!!!



    



    The fiery strike tore through the sky, obliterating countless cannonballs in one fell swoop.



    



    The scorching heat seemed to spread into the high sky, igniting the entire sky.



    



    After nearly ten minutes of continuous bombardment, Siegfried and the Judgement of Shamash finally displayed their full power.



    



    ...



    



    Back in the same room, it was still Otto Apocalypse.



    



    He covered his face, put down the tea cup, and sighed.



    



    "Kaslana, you're such an unpredictable group. Do you rely on yelling when you erupt? You're so similar to Kallen."



    



    "Forget it, let me see what else is useful."



    



    "Should I send another clone army? But it's the same old script; it's a bit boring!"



    



    "Hm… How about calling over my old friend? forget it, this is just a small matter, no need to bother her."



    



    "Valkyrie Corps, mechs, new weapons... Ah, there are too many choices, it's also a headache!"



    



    "Oh... right, why not take this opportunity to try the gift from my new friend!"



    



    ...



    



    Siegfried transformed into a massive burning fireball, forcefully breaking through the defense field of the Schicksal headquarters.



    



    Just as he was about to step into the sky base, several red laser beams precisely targeted Siegfried's weak spots, creating a few openings on him and sending him crashing back to the ground.



    



    As Siegfried fell, his wounds visibly healed at an incredible speed. He looked up, facing the sunlight, and saw a familiar figure standing in the light.



    



    "Sigurd... is that you, young man?"



    



    Bang!



    



    Siegfried crashed to the ground.



    



    At the same time, a figure resembling Sigurd, with empty eyes, descended as well, accompanied by countless black floating spheres that fired numerous laser beams at Siegfried.



    



    "Another clone? Otto, you're truly a devil."



    



    Siegfried rolled and briefly escaped danger, then suddenly rushed forward, sweeping his Judgement of Shamash towards "Sigurd's" neck.



    



    Since it was a clone and not "Cecilia" or "Kiana," Siegfried gritted his teeth and could still strike firmly.



    



    However, at that moment, a sharp whistle came from the wind, and a glimmer of cold light flew towards Siegfried's head with the speed and force to pierce through it.



    



    Clang!



    



    Siegfried used an excessive amount of Honkai energy to form scales on his forehead and forcibly blocked a sharp spear with his forehead.



    



    The spear shattered, and Siegfried's head tilted backward as he took a few steps back, his pupils shrinking.



    



    "Such tremendous force, and so fast at that, it's almost impossible to dodge, like light!"



    



    In the distance, "Sin Mal" slowly raised her hand, her hollow and unnatural eyes emitting a fluorescent glow. She held a spear, ready to strike.



    



    "That's... a clone of Kiana's friend!"



    



    In surprise, countless red dots appeared on Siegfried, indicating that "Sigurd" launched his attack.



    



    Shoo!



    



    
      Boom!
    

  














In the ensuing battle, Siegfried experienced frustration.





It wasn't that he lacked strength or speed; to be frank, facing a single punch from either of the two clones would leave them in pieces.





But the rhythm of the battle was completely lost.





Siegfried felt like he wasn't fighting, but rather acting as a marionette in a puppet show.





"Sigurd" was the performer, and Siegfried was the puppet.





Every time he took a step forward, he would stumble into a barrage of lasers.





When he stepped back, he found a deep pit under his foot, and when he tried to launch a powerful area attack, the formidable spear would appear as if teleporting, forcing him to stop and defend.





And then, he would be beaten up again.





Siegfried was left with a battered and bewildered expression.





In short, the damage wasn't significant, but it felt utterly humiliating.





As time passed, Siegfried found himself unable to break through the two clones' unyielding blockade.





His stamina was depleting rapidly, and his body was sending signals of unbearable pain. Siegfried grew more anxious and increasingly felt the sense of despair.





"So, I'm still as useless as before. After all this time, I can't even enter the base?"





"But I can't stop here!"





Shoo! Shoo! Shoo!





The lasers pierced through his body, but Siegfried stood firm, step by step, gradually closing in on "Sigurd."





In the distance, the spear that transcended time arrived as expected, aimed at Siegfried's heart.





Siegfried's expression remained unchanged, and his footsteps didn't falter.





"I'll just take a gamble! I'll bet that in this state, I can repair my heart fast enough before I kicked the bucket!"





Sizzle!





Without wasting any time to defend himself against the incoming attack, he raised his sword high up in the air, and at that moment, the spear effortlessly pierced through Siegfried's chest and landed deep into the ground behind him.





Siegfried, with a gaping hole in his chest, swung his greatsword.





Whoosh!





The slash that was originally aimed at his neck only took off one of "Sigurd's" arms.





"Sigurd" maintained a mechanical expression, allowing blood to spurt out as he silently retreated, surrounded by countless black spheres, resembling loyal guards protecting a king.





At the same time, "Sin Mal" in the distance ceased her attacks.





Siegfried gasped, blood oozing from his mouth, gripping the Judgement of Shamash as he knelt down on one knee.





He didn't understand why Otto didn't finish him off. Perhaps he didn't want to lose this clone of "Sigurd," or maybe he had some other sinister plan. Nevertheless, this granted Siegfried a chance to catch his breath.





This opportunity was precious. The hole in his chest was slowly healing, but his life was also ebbing away. At this moment, any attack could shatter the fragile balance and end his life.





"I can't... give in..."





"I have to hold on..."





"I can't die yet..."





Siegfried struggled with the Grim Reaper, facing deadly peril. However, he couldn't stop; he hadn't rescued Kiana, and it wasn't time to meet Cecilia!





Just then, two petite figures gracefully descended from the sky.





"Yo-yo-yo, isn't this Siegfried? The famous head of the Kaslana family and the husband of the Holy Maiden Cecilia. Why do you look so miserable?"





"You have more strength than needed, but unfortunately, you're a traitor. A waste is always a waste. Cecilia was forced to marry and bear children with someone like you. If her spirit still lingers, she must regret it, right? Let us correct this mistake for her!"





The newcomers were two formidable Valkyries, both petite and exuding a cute yet dangerous smile. One wore white attire, while the other wore a black dress.





"Maria Schariac and Angelia Schariac!"





Indeed, sent by Otto to finish the job were the powerful Valkyries from the Schariac family, also Cecilia's cousins.





It was said that they were also candidates for the role of Holy Maiden, possessing strength far beyond that of ordinary Valkyries.





Siegfried knew it was true. Both were A-rank Valkyries, but in reality, the difference between them and S-rank was negligible. They were only classified as A-rank because they lacked traits that caught Otto's attention and their accumulated merits were insufficient.





Siegfried opened his mouth, briefly considering offering a defense in front of Cecilia's relatives.





He wanted to say, "Cecilia willingly married me, and we are deeply in love!"





However, the rising blood blocked his words.





Meanwhile, he sadly realized that they were opponents he couldn't afford to go all out against.





They were Cecilia's cousins, and privately, Cecilia had expressed her care and affection for them.





For this reason alone, Siegfried dared not act harshly against them.





Bang!





Maria kicked and sent Siegfried, who was in the process of recovery, flying away.





Next came the merciless pummeling by the Schariac sisters, leaving Siegfried temporarily defenseless as they surrounded and battered him.





Time passed moment by moment.





Until, suddenly, Maria paused in her attack, as if receiving a command.





"That's enough, just kill him."





Maria said, and a white lance appeared in her hand, Angelia nodded, and a greatsword also appeared in her hand.





"Goodbye, traitor of Heaven's Will. Apologize to Cecilia in another world... Oh, no, someone like you will go to hell, while Cecilia will undoubtedly go to heaven. Unfortunately, you won't meet again. How regrettable!"





Maria grinned maliciously, aiming the lance at Siegfried's head.





In the next second, gravity suddenly increased hundreds of times. The sudden pressure caused the Schariac sisters to collapse to the ground simultaneously.





Siegfried's consciousness was gradually fading when he suddenly woke up.





"This power... Welt?"





Siegfried murmured, and he saw a meteor streak across the sky, a rocket-like object crashing into the ground a hundred meters away, turning into numerous debris.





In the dust, a figure patted his clothes and approached slowly.





"Welt? How did you...?"





"Sigh, I just couldn't stand by and watch anymore..."





Welt lifted Siegfried up and injected a vial of medicine into his neck.





"Hiss! What is this?"





"It's for repairing your body. The specific effects are unclear for now, but I hope it helps you... Otto, come out. I know you're watching this. Manipulating people's hearts and emotions, is it really that amusing?"





After a brief explanation, Welt ignored the Schariac sisters, who were unable to move due to the increased gravity, and looked up at the massive sky city.





Then, Otto responded.





"Not amusing, just killing time. Besides, how could I miss the opportunity to play some tricks if you didn't show up, Welt."





"So, all that you did was to lure me out?"





Welt's face turned serious, filled with anger.





"I had no choice. After the Second Honkai Eruption, I lost track of you, but the Anti-Entropy headquarters acted like you were still alive... It troubled me a lot."





Otto's voice came from all directions, tinged with a faint sigh.





If it was just a bluff and Otto took it seriously, sending troops to besiege Anti-Entropy would be a waste of resources.





If it was true that the Anti-Entropy headquarters still existed, but Welt remained hidden and suspicious, Otto also didn't want to miss the chance to get rid of this unstable factor.





So, he played a game with Siegfried, not only to pass the time but also to be certain that if Welt was still alive and able to fight, he would appear.





"As you wished, I'm here now. I'm going to take Siegfried and leave. Do you have any objections?"





"Why leave in such a hurry? I've prepared a treat for you on this sunny day... How about trying to defeat the First Herrscher? Isn't that wonderful?"





"If you start a war, I assure you that your base will be the first to fall."





"Oh, is that so?"





As the word "so" fell, the massive aerial city suddenly vanished from the sky, revealing a clear blue sky with nothing in sight.





"Why would you think that I know Siegfried is coming and that you might come as well and leave my base in the same place? Am I such a reckless person?"





The voice came from all directions, containing a hint of doubt and plenty of sarcasm.





Siegfried suddenly lowered his head, letting out a tired sigh.





"So, preventing me from entering the base wasn't to undermine my confidence but to conceal the fact that the base isn't there. From the beginning, was I just wasting my efforts?"





"Leave now; there will be other opportunities in the future."





Welt comforted him, not finding the fact that the base wasn't there too surprising. Otto was indeed capable of such a setup.





The most crucial thing now was that since the base wasn't here, Otto could unleash any tactic to escape.





The difficult part was how to leave.





Welt knew that if he were in his best condition, he wouldn't fear the Schicksal Formation. At the same time, Otto would also know his limitations and wouldn't invest too much power in defeating him.





However, the problem was that Welt was currently quite weak without the base as his backup. From now on, he had no choice but to confront it head-on.





Valkyrie Corps, Mech Corps, long-range firepower... The military forces surrounded him densely, and the real war was just beginning.





Meanwhile, in an unknown distant location, Otto let out a breath.





"He's still alive after all. I don't know if I should be relieved or regretful. However, if I can get the core of the First Herrscher and combine it with the power of the Void Archives... Hmm, I can have some expectations."






































The wind roared amidst the chaos.





The previous great war had turned all places within sight from the once vibrant and lush green mountains into a desert covered in dust and sand.





Such a scene was suitable for a fierce and ruthless battle, devoid of morality and warmth.





The Legion under the command of Schicksal had precisely such intentions.





Before them stood one traitor of Schicksal and the leader of the Anti-Entropy, who was also the First Herrscher.





Eliminating these two figures would not only declare Schicksal's absolute dominance but also make significant progress in their grand mission to resist the collapse.





With unwavering determination and a willingness to die for the cause, Welt could feel the momentum within this Legion.





"Sigh..."





Welt sighed, his eyes filled with compassion.





All of them were fighting against the forces of collapse, yet they were here, fighting each other to the death.





Such was the helplessness of the world, and it could not be helped.





He observed the distribution of the Legion's forces, searching for a suitable breakthrough point while the simulated Star of Eden appeared in his hand.





Just then, he felt an unbearable burning sensation behind him.





"Siegfried?"





Turning around, Welt saw Siegfried's transformation back into his beastly form, the effects of the suppressive medicine wearing off.





He carried the Judgement of Shamash on his shoulder, emitting scorching heat that was almost blinding.





"Don't be reckless. Your body can't handle this power anymore. If you use it again, you will die."





"It's alright, I've recovered enough. The most important thing is... I need to vent some steam. You rest here, and I'll clear a broad path!"





Siegfried grabbed Welt's shoulder and gave it a firm squeeze.





In their gaze, Welt understood Siegfried's intentions.





Using the Herrscher Core with a human body would reduce its power by one level.





Using the false flesh constructed by the Herrscher's authority to wield the core would decrease its power by another level.





Moreover, he hadn't fully recovered from the damage to his consciousness.





Welt was currently at the lowest point as a Herrscher.





He was not fit for battle at the moment, nor was it suitable for him to reveal this weakness in front of Otto.





So, Siegfried would take charge of the fight. Even if the cost might be his own life.





"But I came here to save you. If you die, wouldn't it all be in vain?"





"I won't die, at least not today. There are still things I haven't finished, and I absolutely won't die! Just stay here if you still consider me your friend."





Siegfried patted Welt's shoulder, then walked past him, facing the army.





Before him stood many people who should be considered good, all here with the belief of protecting the world.





And Siegfried would have to kill them.





"If there has to be someone to bear the guilt... Welt, you are more suited to stand in the sunlight. So, let me do this."





Raising his giant sword high, filled with anger and the determination to pave the way for his friend, Siegfried didn't care about the consequences as he increased the temperature of the Judgement of Shamash.





A towering flame rose into the sky, dyeing half of the sky red, affirming Siegfried's resolution.





Even if he would descend into hell afterward and never see Cecilia again, he would fight for his friend, without any regrets.





This strike would be earth-shattering, causing the heavens and the earth to crumble!





...





Otto stared at the screen, squinting his eyes.





"Is it because of that potion, or is it his own potential? Siegfried can actually exhibit such power? Indeed, I need to retrieve the Judgement of Shamash from his hand."





Then, his screen turned pitch-black, with a blue circle in the center, containing the symbol of the "S" character, shimmering with a faint blue light.





It was the symbol of the Anti-Entropy, and Otto was very familiar with it.





"Tesla, excellent tactics... So, Amber, have you found them?"





"My Lord Bishop, we've located the Anti-Entropy's headquarters and requested permission for a full-scale attack."





Amber, who had not been with Otto all this time, replied through the communication device.





Otto's lips curled up as he nodded:





"Very well, I've blocked their signals. Do it Swiftly."





"Yes!"





Schicksal's system had been dismantled.





Through the backdoor provided by Sigurd, as well as Tesla's understanding of Schicksal's system, this cyber-attack was not a simple breach of firewalls but a complete paralysis of the entire Schicksal network.





Most functions were now temporarily disabled.





However, it was also a bait released by Otto.





Over in the Mediterranean, Siegfried's resurgence surprised Otto, as this guy seemed almost indestructible.





After so many rounds of confrontation, he could still wield the Judgement of Shamash.





But the situation remained the same.





Whether facing Welt alone or Welt and Siegfried together, they were both hard nuts to crack.





Otto didn't like to tackle tough problems head-on, so he didn't put much hope on that seemingly intimidating Legion.





In cyber warfare, apart from the ability to weave and crack codes, intelligence and pre-preparation were equally crucial.





Those backdoors indeed were found by Sigurd, but they were also traceable paths that Otto released.





Tesla could use this opportunity to paralyze Schicksal's system, while Otto could use it to pinpoint their coordinates.





The main purpose of luring Welt was just a surface goal.





Otto's true hidden objective was to track Tesla and Einstein, isolate them, and take advantage of the opportunity to capture these two cunning geniuses.





Once he had them in his grasp, Welt's strength wouldn't matter, and Otto could easily manipulate them.





As for Siegfried's unexpected tenacity—well, Otto didn't care much about him.





Whether to kill him or not depended on his mood.





...





"Schicksal's system is paralyzed! Haha! I really want to see Otto's expression now. It must be amusing, right, Mophead?"





"Dr. Tesla, I understand your feelings, but... our communication signal has been blocked."





"Hmm? What the heck?"





"I just wanted to say that it seems like we fell for a trap."





Boom!





A loud explosion came from outside the base, causing the entire room to shake. At the same time, red warning lights illuminated the entire interior of the base.





"Damn it! We're under attack, and it's the Valkyries, Otto's people? Otto's target is the two of us!?"





Tesla brought up the surveillance footage of the source of the explosion and suddenly took in a cold breath. It was an impossible situation to handle at this moment!





Einstein, on the other hand, seemed unperturbed as he calmly poured himself a cup of tea and sighed, "Dealing with Yang and Siegfried comes at a huge cost. Capturing us, on the other hand, achieves his goals with minimal effort. It's indeed Otto's style."





"Damn it, Mophead, I'll hold them off here. Find an opportunity to get reinforcements!"





With the red mechanical arm equipped on her hand, Tesla quickly mobilized the defense forces within the base, unleashing various weapons and drones.





However, they were still somewhat powerless against Amber and the elite Valkyries.





Amber calmly shredded a drone, her golden glasses reflecting a glint as she spoke emotionlessly, "Team One, clear the area. Team Two, advance. Team Three, encircle the perimeter. The rest of the Anti-Entropy force will soon notice the anomaly. We need to do this swiftly!”





"Yes!"





Boom!





Rumble!





Clad in advanced armor, the Valkyries seemed to disregard the endless barrage of firepower as they advanced and soon reached the heavily fortified base gate, then launching a fierce assault.





Boom!





The intense vibrations reached the command room, and Tesla simultaneously mobilized all counterattack forces, roaring at Einstein, who was still leisurely sipping tea, "Mophead! What are you doing? Why are you just watching?! Hurry, run! There might still be a chance!"





Einstein glanced at her and said, "Ten..."





"Ten what?"





"Nine, eight, seven... one."





Counting down to one, the commotion of pounding on the gate abruptly stopped.





Tesla: "???"





Looking at the surveillance footage again, all the attacking Valkyries had gathered at the gate. However, unlike their unstoppable momentum during the assault, each Valkyrie was now held back by two Titans.





And capturing Amber as the leader were two little girls wearing black armor. There was also a gray-haired girl in a green military uniform, pointing a submachine gun at Amber's forehead.





"...Mophead, you knew about this all along?"





"Of course, Didn't I ask you for command over the nearest Titan forces?"





"You didn't fucking tell me it was for this purpose!"





"Please forgive me, Dr. Tesla. It was all part of the plan."





Ignoring the argument in the room, outside the base, a Titan knelt down, allowing Sigurd to face Amber at eye level.





"Let her go," Sigurd said to the three girls.





Kiana and Sin Mal released their hold on Amber's arms, and Bronya lowered her submachine gun.





"Instructor, how was my performance today? Wasn't it impressive?" Kiana asked.





"Fairly decent... Sin Mal, you did well too," Bronya replied. She only intended to casually respond to Kiana, but seeing Sin Mal’s eager gaze, she couldn't help but praise her as well.





Sin Mal: "(*＾ワ＾* )!"





Sin Mal smiled with satisfaction, and it felt like a beautiful background with blooming flowers appeared behind her.





...Too intense, this level of persistence.





Bronya shifted her gaze away, not understanding how Sigurd could remain composed in the face of Sin Mal's enthusiasm.





Sigurd paid no attention to their interaction and instead examined the cold and silent silver-haired beauty in front of him.





Was this what Kiana would look like when she grew up?





It seems the little girl would grow up into a well-endowed and well-shaped woman.





"Hello, Miss Amber. I believe that this is the first time we've met in person," Sigurd greeted.





"Greetings, Your Excellency Sigurd."





"Let’s go straight to the point, help me deliver a message to Otto."





"...As you wish."






































Otto was waiting for good news.





In his view, the plan had already reached the point of no return, and everything had fallen into place.





Welt was in the Mediterranean, and the nearby Titan forces around the Anti-Entropy headquarters were rushing to reinforce him.





With the remaining fragile defense forces, wouldn't it be a piece of cake for Amber to break into the Anti-Entropy headquarters?





Unfortunately, in order to make the fish take the bait, the bait had to be real and enticing.





That's why Schicksal's system was truly paralyzed.





Otto had only repaired a part of the systems that maintained the floating base.





As for external information, to some extent, he was now blind and unable to monitor the latest developments constantly.





While waiting, Amber's message came through the communicator.





"My Lord Bishop, the situation has changed."





Otto frowned. The situation changed? Could Tesla and Einstein create a reinforcement force out of thin air?





"What happened?"





"We are surrounded by Titan forces... Lord Sigurd requests to speak with you."





"...Give him the communicator."





"Understood."





So, the two of them picked up their communicators and once again faced each other through the distant space.





"Long time no see, Mr. Otto. Your moves are truly... impressive."





Impressive to the point where Sigurd's sanity almost dropped by half a level, and he almost declared to cut ties with Otto on the spot.





But he restrained himself, realizing that it wouldn't be wise to break off relations now without a sure victory.





Otto raised an eyebrow nonchalantly, "Oh? Did I upset you too?"





Sitting on the shoulder of the Titan robot, Sigurd held the communicator, his face showing no emotion, but his heart was far from as calm as he appeared on the surface.





After witnessing the devastation and inhumanity, he now understood why Otto was so hated.





However, the fact that Otto hadn't been defeated yet also testified to his dreadful power.





No one knew how strong Otto truly was, nor how many aces he still held.





Dealing with such a person was like walking on a tightrope over a cliff.





"I'm just an ordinary person and can't reach your level. From my point of view, Mr. Otto, someday you will meet an unfortunate end."





Otto pondered for a moment, seemingly unaffected by Sigurd's rudeness.





He had said from the beginning that they could be friends without interfering with each other's life-and-death struggles.





Cursing him to die was just normal, as this kind of sentiment had been expressed to him many times over the past five centuries.





What interested Otto more was:





"You accurately struck at the weak point of my plan. It seems you foresaw my true intentions in advance. When did you discover it?"





"After I handed over the data on the hidden portals."





"That's strange? Weren't you always browsing the Schicksal database with confidence in your own abilities? Why would you doubt the portals you found?"





"Confidence is one thing, but facing someone like you, Mr. Otto, I can't afford to be careless."





Sigurd sighed, but inside, he was secretly relieved.





At first, due to his intellectual superiority, he deeply analyzed the hidden portals.





Sigurd found that some of the hidden portals would compile hidden patterns of strings when data was transmitted, which could be traced back to the data source—there was a possibility of reverse tracking.





However, this was a necessary process to accelerate data transfer, a natural characteristic of data transmission paths, so there was nothing to suspect.





It wasn't until the night he handed over the hidden portal information to Welt that, after repeated deliberation, a series of clues finally connected, allowing Sigurd to glimpse Otto's deepest scheming.





It was truly a stroke of luck.





If Sigurd had overlooked this minor doubt in the process of his analysis, Otto might have already achieved his goal.





Otto narrowed his eyes and said calmly, "I didn't expect my flaw was underestimating the intelligence of my friend. You saw the possibility of tracking in the hidden portals and thus speculated that I intentionally let you find those portals, using you as a tool to deliver the information to Anti-Entropy... Then, you guessed my target was Dr. Tesla and Dr. Einstein?"





"More or less."





"While you saw through my plan, you know you don't have the qualifications to engage me on the frontlines. So, for these few months, you deliberately reduced your presence, adopting an attitude of focusing on your research and not getting involved in the incident with Siegfried. Even until the Schicksal system was paralyzed, you were training new recruits hundreds of miles away without raising any suspicion... All of this was for this moment, to stop me at the most critical point with the least effort, when I couldn't react?"





"..."





Sigurd remained silent.





For some reason, Otto tended to be chatty during their conversations.





He would often serve as a commentator, meticulously reviewing and analyzing Sigurd's thoughts and actions, and then giving evaluations, as if following a fixed procedure.





What Sigurd didn't know was that, at this moment, Otto had opened a book with obvious signs of being read, and the title of the book were — "100 Techniques for Dealing with Friends."





One page had bolded letters, saying: "In life and work, share your opinions and thoughts with your friends, genuinely praise their strengths, and offer constructive criticism for their weaknesses, in order to improve together."





After analyzing Sigurd's thought process, Otto applauded and sincerely praised, "Wonderful! Indeed, if you had revealed your intentions in advance and I noticed it, I might have changed my plans, and you might not have been able to react so promptly. To counter-plan is indeed the optimal solution."





"...Thank you."





Sigurd could only reply dryly, still not understanding Otto's thought process in the conversation.





Then, Otto suppressed his smile and casually said, "Vira Klov is currently recuperating with me."





"Yes, and Miss Amber is also a guest of mine."





Sigurd responded calmly.





"I know, do you think I care?"





"I'm not sure. That's why I have prepared another. I have confirmed the possibility of the existence of souls."





And this was Sigurd's trump card that he had prepared for three months — an offer that Otto couldn't refuse.





As expected, when the word "soul" came out, Otto's pupils contracted, and he eagerly asked, "What do you want?"





"Stop the attacks on Siegfried and Welt, abandon the subsequent actions of annexing most of Anti-Entropy's bases... In short, let everything come to an end here."





"Deal. Report all of your reserach to me!"





"Miss Amber will deliver it. Also, those two clones, I don't really like them. Destroy them."





"Alright!"





Otto agreed very readily.





Sigurd wasn't worried that he wouldn't keep his word because, as long as Otto wanted to obtain the subsequent research results, he wouldn't dare to go back on his promise.





It was a pity, as Vira was one of the key pawns Otto used to hold Sigurd back. Otto would never let it go, and this was an opportunity to take Vira back.





Sigurd ended the call, tossed the communicator back to Amber, and then threw a USB drive to her, finally letting out a long sigh of relief.





"Do you know what to do now?"





"Yes, Lord Sigurd, it was an honor to meet you. Then, goodbye."





With the USB drive in her possession, Amber gave Sigurd a bow and led her reluctant elite Valkyrie squad into the wind and snow.





...





On the Mediterranean battlefield, armies were ready, guns were loaded, and swords were unsheathed, confronting the towering flaming giant sword without backing down. The battle was about to begin.





"Skyfire... Huh?"





Sigurd had just released his giant sword and was about to strike a deadly blow when the army ahead suddenly came to a halt.





"Not good! The Archbishop just sent an urgent order to immediately return and defend the Sky Base. This is Anti-Entropy's plot!!!"





The leaders of each unit changed their colors and quickly issued the command to turn back.





In an instant, just like the first appearance, the massive army dispersed and disappeared abruptly.





"They... They're leaving just like that?"





Sigurd was dumbfounded as he reverted from his large sword form and staggered backward, with Welt supporting him just in time.





"It seems that Tesla and the others did something. Anyway, let's not worry about it now. Let's get out of here quickly!"





"Sure... Thank you... I feel... tired..."





Sigurd's head drooped, and he no longer responded.





Without bothering to check his condition, Welt quickly recreated the disposable rocket flyer they used to come here and carried Sigurd away, stepping over the fallen Shaniat sisters who were still pinned to the ground.





And so, this conflict came to an end abruptly and unexpectedly.





...





On this night, the people involved in the incident gathered in Anti-Entropy's backup base.





"I never expected that his target was not on my side but aimed at Tesla and Einstein. Without you, we would have really been in trouble... By the way, what are you doing now?"





Welt said with lingering fear as he looked at Sigurd.





Sigurd was tapping on a virtual screen and replied without looking up, "The Schicksal system is completely paralyzed. Otto is busy reading the report and doesn't have time to manage. The Schicksal database is transparent now, and I can search for information at will and leave hidden portals."





"Damn! Why didn't you say so earlier!"





Tesla suddenly shouted and without a word, took out her computer and started working.





She was frustrated by Otto's manipulation, and now she finally had a chance to take revenge.





Not wanting to disturb them, Welt turned to Einstein... Well, Einstein had already sensed what was happening early on, so she had been working all this time.





While the executors were busy, Welt, as the alliance leader, found himself idle and a bit awkward, so he stood up.





"I'll go check on Sigurd."





...





Siegfried was still in a coma.





There were no bandages on his body because his external injuries had automatically healed in his half-beast state.





However, his body and head were connected to many wires, monitoring changes inside his body.





Kiana leaned against the window outside the sickroom, motionless, looking at her father.





"He's fine. The doctor said his body has passed the dangerous period, and now he just needs to rest."





"But Sig said, the thing we should worry about now is not his physical condition but his mental state. He may not want to wake up... Uncle Welt, what exactly did my father go through? What is it that he wanted to do?"





"...You're still young. You'll understand when you grow up."





Welt scratched his head in distress.





Why did Sigurd have to tell the little girl the truth?





Couldn't he have come up with a well-intentioned lie?





Kiana was innocent and kind, and as they spent time together, Welt found it hard not to have a good impression of her.





Therefore, faced with Kiana's persistent gaze, Welt felt awkward and could only remain silent.





Kiana seemed to sense Welt's attitude and sighed, saying, "Forget it, I'll ask Sig later. Sig will tell me everything."





Her words were full of trust in Sigurd.





It was as if she would believe anything he said, even if he told her the sky was red.





Then, Kiana continued to stare at Siegfried lying on the bed and ignored Welt.





Welt felt like he was being rejected.





It was like this in the living room and now in the sickroom.





Since Siegfried was still unconscious and it wasn't appropriate to stare at a grown man's sleeping face, Welt had no choice but to turn back.





As he passed a corner, he saw two girls sitting in the shadows: one had gray curly hair and was dressed in military attire, and the other had hair and eyes of two different colors.





The former had an expressionless face with a dark black background, while the latter leaned against the former's shoulder with a bright background of lilies in bloom.





Despite their intimate posture, something felt off in the atmosphere.





"Are you Cocolia's children?"





"You are the Anti-Entropy leader?"





Bronya asked expressionlessly, and if she had enough power, she would have already broken Sin Mal's arm...





Sigurd had indeed lied to her. What did he mean by saying that Sin Mal was absolutely safe for her?





She wasn't safe at all!





"Yes, just call me Welt."





"I heard that Anti-Entropy is poor?"





"Not at all, not at all."





"Anyway, Bronya has recently learned how to make money. I'll give you money. Help me pull her away."





Bronya pointed at Sin Mal and stared intensely at Welt.





Welt suspected he misheard, but when he looked at Bronya again, she was still in the same posture with the same expression... Although she could earn money now, she still didn't understand anything.





He'd better not get involved in this.





So, Welt left, deciding to return to the living room.





...





"Sigurd, are you really not considering cooperating with me? If we work together, Welt's core is within easy reach."





"Forget it. I don't trust you. I will find a way to get it myself. Welt is nothing but a small obstacle."





"What a pity... Oh, he seems to be coming. Don't let him hear us. Goodbye!"





"Goodbye."





Welt closed the door stiffly and then reopened it.





In the living room, the three executors were still engrossed in their work.





"Sigurd, I think I just saw...," Welt hesitated.





"It’s all your illusion," Sigurd replied without looking up.





"No, I really saw...," Welt tried to explain.





"Using the Core of Reason for too long seems to harm the host's consciousness. Why don't you take it out, and I'll check it for you?"





"No need, it seems it was just an illusion."





Welt refused in a daze, but he saw the disappointment in Sigurd's eyes.





Illusion, my foot! Sigurd had been secretly interacting with Otto, and Welt was aware of that.





But their conversation just now didn't seem like a joke, no matter how he looked at it.





Welt had a strange feeling that if he had handed over the Core just now, he would never get it back... Wait, how much is my Core worth that everyone wants it?





After closing the door, Welt went out to continue searching for a place to rest.





Maybe it's better to go back to teaching at Saint Freya.





The environment there is simpler.





...





Sigurd worked diligently until late at night before he satisfiedly closed the virtual screens, stretched, and yawned.





"?(ˊ〇ˋ*)? Ha~"





He looked again, and Tesla and Einstein were still busy.





Actually, there were some valuable confidential information to be collected opportunistically.





Although Otto had probably hidden the most sensitive parts in advance, there must still be some valuable information left.





However, leaving a hidden portal wouldn't be of much use. After all, Otto was not a fool, and when he had time, he would eliminate them one by one.





Seeing Tesla so engrossed, Sigurd didn't disturb her and greeted Einstein before leaving the room.





He passed by Bronya and Sin Mal, who were snuggling together.





Sin Mal had fallen asleep, leaning against Bronya's shoulder, sleeping peacefully.





Bronya glared at Sigurd with intense gloomy eyes, but Sigurd ignored her and continued walking without stopping.





Bronya: "(▼皿▼＃)!"





Then he saw Kiana, who was crouching in front of the window.





He reached out, patted her head, and Kiana instinctively turned her head to see Sigurd.





"Sig!"





"It's late, why aren't you sleeping?"





"I can't sleep with Dad looking like that."





"Then don't sleep. With your constitution, it won't matter."





Sigurd said nonchalantly and went to the room that required palm print recognition.





He fumbled for a moment and then conjured a spherical worker bee from the air, placing it on the palm print interface.





Beep, beep, beep!





"Shh..."





The sealed room opened.





"Let's go, let's go in and take a look."





Sigurd walked in first, and Kiana followed closely.





They approached Siegfried's bed, and Sigurd casually picked up a monitor and read the numerical curve displayed on it.





Then he came to Siegfried's side, extended his hand, and opened his eyelids to take a look.





After that, he checked his breathing and heartbeat, among other things.





After a series of actions, under Kiana's nervous gaze, Sigurd calmly replied, "Rest assured, there's nothing wrong with his body. As expected of a Kaslana, his vitality is indeed quite strong... Can I perform an autopsy on him?"





"No!" Kiana instinctively crossed her arms and then saw Sigurd looking a bit disappointed.





She hesitated and added, "At least, let's wait until Dad wakes up."





Kiana let out a sigh of relief, then frowned and asked, "So, what did Dad experience that made you worried he wouldn't want to wake up?"





"Do you really want to know?" Sigurd raised an eyebrow.





"Yes."





"Then be mentally prepared, it's quite bloody."





Kiana's gaze remained steadfast.





Sigurd raised a virtual screen.





"Huh? Why are there so many... and they all look like me?"





"Clones. They are grown in cultivation tanks, using specific human genes as templates, to create identical bodies like growing crops. However, in this world, souls exist. Due to the lack of technology to cultivate souls, most of them turn out to be lifeless shells, lacking any self-awareness that a human would have."





"Oh..." Kiana scratched her head, not fully understanding, but she deduced that those were her clones.





Then she asked, "What about the ones with a different appearance?"





The familiar and warm face made Kiana guess something, causing her heart to race.





"Their original selves were Cecilia Schariac, who sacrificed during the Second Honkai Eruption. She was Siegfried's wife and theoretically your mother."





"Mom! She's my mom! She's so beautiful, Sig, look, she's really beautiful! She's my mom!"





Kiana's eyes sparkled with tears of joy.





She even ignored Sigurd saying "theoretically" and only believed that the woman in the hologram was her mother.





Excited like a child who received a beloved gift, she grabbed Sigurd's clothes, jumping with joy and pride, wanting to show off to him.





Sigurd patted her little head without revealing the truth.





But the following scenes might not be much better than the truth.





Kiana saw the most cruel images, the ones that broke Siegfried.





The girl shrank slightly, tears in her eyes, and asked, "Why did they explode?"





"Because they were filled with bombs, and are made to explode by a bad man on his command."





"You mean that guy with golden hair, who looks very cunning?"





"Yes."





After Sigurd confirmed, Kiana clenched her fist and said, "One day, I will beat that jerk!"





"I see, good luck on that, come find me if you need help."





"If that's the case, if Dad doesn't want to wake up, let him sleep a little longer. I'll take care of the rest... By the way, if Dad doesn't wake up, can I use his gun?"





"Well... There's a risk. I'll study it later, and when I make sure everything is okay, I will let you know."





Sigurd was reminded by Kiana and quickly put on the Judgement of Shamash on his waist, so he wouldn't forget to take it with him later.





Kiana looked at this scene dumbfoundedly and didn't say anything.





The two stayed in Siegfried's room until very late, until the night turned to dawn, and a new day arrived.





Siegfried still hadn't woken up.





Kiana turned back and looked at him sleeping.





In an instant, it seemed like she suddenly understood something.





She took a deep breath and followed Sigurd silently.





Though she was quiet, there was something new in her eyes - perhaps, it’s maturity.






































Winter has passed, and autumn has arrived.





In Siberia, there was no spring or summer, only extremely cold weather and less cold weather.





Now they were in the less cold phase.





The children in the orphanage, the future stars of Anti-Entropy, and Sigurd's designated tools, had become more lively as a result.





For example, Bronya had started her own career of modifying assault rifles, RPGs, and other weapons, adding many lively and interesting new elements to the new recruit training camp.





For example, Seele Vollerei, the weak girl who broke through the Quantum Sea with the help of Veliona, had finally become familiar with Sigurd and often followed him, calling him "Big Brother Sigurd" - especially when Bronya went out to train new recruits and ignored her.





Another example was the Olenyeva Sisters, who barged into Sigurd's workshop.





"Sigurd, Sigurd! Look, this is the new song I composed. It's bound to be a hit!"





"Rozaliya, that idiot. The vocal teacher has been criticizing you all along, and you still dare to disturb Sigurd... Sigurd, if you want to teach her a lesson, Liliya can help."





"Huh? Wasn't it you who asked me to find Sigurd to mediate?"





"No, it wasn't Liliya. Rozaliya is trying to shift the blame to avoid punishment and put the blame on Liliya. Sigurd is so clever; you won't be fooled, right?"





Sigurd released a pair of drone machines that had just undergone an upgrade and watched the two girls inexplicably rolling together, fighting each other.





Sigurd had arranged a vocal teacher for them.





To be precise, a whole professional idol training team was hired for them, and at the same time, a Olenyeva Gemini Entertainment Co., Ltd. was established, specifically to serve their idol dreams.





This is a strategy to win their hearts.





In addition, there is an unlimited supply of high-quality snacks and beautiful clothes.





Now, Sigurd has replaced Mama Cocolia's position in Rozaliya's mind, and become the best person to them in the world.





Liliya hasn't said it explicitly, but she has a similar attitude to Rozaliya.





"Liliya, Rozaliya, stop fighting."





Seele, carrying snacks and tea, entered just in time and advised the twin sisters who were brawling on the floor.





"It's all Liliya's fault!"





"No, Rozaliya started it by hitting me first."





The two sisters argued with each other, but as soon as Seele placed the snacks on the floor, they quickly separated, sat around the snacks, and started eating harmoniously, one for you, one for me.





"You two, don't always disturb Big brother Sigurd's work."





"Yes~" x2





One lively, the other carefree, both voices replied very obediently. But Seele knew that after a while, they would soon revert to their old ways, not sincerely apologizing and remaining unrepentant.





Shaking her head, Seele brought the tea and snacks to Sigurd and smiled softly and weakly, "Big brother Sigurd, I just made these snacks. Please try them and let me know if they taste good."





Sigurd picked up a piece of snack as suggested, tasted it, and chewed.





"Well... it's good, considering that you are still a child, but it’s a bit too sweet for me. The texture is okay, the flour proportion and mixing process are good, but it lacks a bit of crispiness. On a scale of ten, I'd give you 7.5 points, there is still some room for improvement."





Sigurd remained expressionless as he made his sincere evaluation.





Seele's smile became even brighter, nodding obediently, and said. "Seele understands, Seele will do better."





"Good, keep it up."





Sigurd patted the younger girl black-blue haired head, and Seele responded with a happy yet shy smile.





Yes, unknowingly, the relationship between Bronya and Seele had already shifted.





In Sigurd's view, there were reasons for their Yuri development in the original work.





For Bronya, an Assassin who lived in a world of darkness and cold, she had never encountered such a pure and innocent girl who made her feel the desire to be protective such as Seele.





As for Seele herself, she is a girl that is lacking a sense of safety, and she had never seen a cool, reliable, and secure protagonist-like girl like Bronya.





On one hand, their personality is quite compatible with each other, and on the other hand, they had interacted with very few people in their youth and spent time together every day.





It would be strange if they didn't develop some romantic feelings with each other!





Now, Bronya has two new toys, and as for Sin Mal... she didn't follow the yandere and twisted path as in the original work.





After eliminating the excessively clingy part, she appears as a cute and vulnerable little princess, similar to Seele.





Moreover, the excessive clinginess was the best way to melt Bronya's icy demeanor.





Despite Bronya always looking reluctant on dealing with Sin Mal, she actually quite fond of the girl, after all, if she really despised her, Bronya would have used her poisonous tongue to make Sin Mal go crazy instead of what she is doing now.





As for Seele, she met Sigurd, a cool, handsome, reliable, and seemingly all-capable big boy.





Normally, he didn't talk much and didn't show many expressions, just like Bronya.





But when it came to pampering someone, he could make people feel his meticulous warmth.





In short, the world of Seele and Bronya was no longer confined to just each other.





Although their initial bond was very deep, and their relationship in this world was still very close, but their relationship is now that of a friend instead of a lover, they are no longer like a train on tracks, heading firmly and with no other choice towards that forbidden and wonderful world.





Sigurd carefully observed the three individuals in front of him, silently making calculations in his mind.





Rozaliya and Liliya would be the tools for making money in the future, as well as long-term suppliers for experiments.





As he became an executor and established his own influence and faction, Sigurd's money also became somewhat tight. Stealing and robbing were not stable enough to maintain a large financial network. It required the methods of a capitalist – much more efficient and stable.





What? What if they don't become popular?





No one can resist the thighs of a young girl in silk stockings!





Moreover, with their contrasting traits of innocence and seductress, coupled with the special identity of the red and blue twin sisters, if they couldn't learn music composition, Sigurd could also dabble in writing novels for them.





Snap!





Sigurd chewed on a snack, squinting his eyes contentedly.





"Oh! These snacks are made by Seele! Let me have them!"





At this moment, a white fluffy ball rushed over.





Sigurd turned to the side, raising his leg high, and when the white ball's head reached his side, he kicked with force.





Bang!





With precision, Sigurd's foot landed on the back of Kiana's head, pressing her face onto the floor.





"Bronya, Sin Mal, why are you back so early? Is today's training over, or do you have other plans?"





"Sigurd~"





Sin Mal happily ran over first, stepping on Kiana's small bottom and intentionally pushing Seele to the side. Then, she naturally hugged Sigurd's arm, smiling sweetly.





"Seele, you're here too."





After exchanging a glance with Seele, Bronya showed a gentle smile.





"Hmm... it's not that today's training is over, but rather the training camp is over. I thought they could graduate. And silly Kiana wants to have a lively graduation ceremony, what do you think?"





Facing Sigurd after acknowledging Seele, Bronya asked coldly and indifferently.





Sigurd looked at the white head under his foot and the pair of short legs struggling on the ground – no, they seemed to have grown a bit, with a little more fleshiness.





She was hopping around like this... quite cute.





"A graduation ceremony?"





He pondered for a moment, and then looked at Sin Mal.





Sin Mal returned a sweet smile and said, "Anything is fine as long as it's with Sigurd and Bronya."





Sigurd thought about it. He had been busy recently, and it would be a good opportunity to bond with the tools and improve their closeness.





"Contact Cocolia and ask if Tesla and the others are free. Tonight, let's have a barbecue party in the courtyard."





Sigurd ordered Bronya.





"Yes, Sir!"





Bronya stood at attention, saluting – as a reward for the newly acquired Homu doll and the limited edition CD.





Sigurd nodded silently.





Actually, such a small matter could be fully handled by Icarus, but it seemed more appropriate to cultivate the professionalism of a trusted assistant starting from small things.





Look, she was already showing some potential, right?





"Alright~ yeah~"





On the ground came Kiana's struggling voice and a shaky pair of scissor hands.





Then Sigurd moved his foot away.





This girl really loves to make a fuss, he wondered if this particular personality of hers would ever go away?






































"Sig!"





During the barbecue party, Kiana had oil all over her mouth, but suddenly she approached Sigurd, looking up at him with sparkling eyes full of anticipation.





Sigurd had just finished responding to Tesla's refusal message, and out of habit, he took out a tissue to wipe Kiana's mouth, then asked impatiently, "What do you want?"





"Um? Can you give me my dad's sword?"





Kiana pointed to the uncooked green pepper skewer she was holding, making it clear that she wanted to try barbecuing with the Judgement of Shamash.





Indeed, the Judgement of Shamash was a convenient weapon.





It could shoot immensely powerful Heavenly Fire bullets, had a very high upper limit of power, and came with burning and piercing effects.





With good control, it could also be specifically enhanced for impact, creating a repelling effect.





In short, it was highly versatile, and with enough control from the user, it could provide various tactical effects.





Another advantage was that it could be used as an infinite energy flamethrower, and its upper limit of power was equally immeasurable.





Kiana's favorite aspect was using it as a flamethrower because it made cooking very convenient – even Sigurd had used it in the kitchen before.





Sigurd glanced at the guns holstered at his waist and then lightly tapped Kiana's forehead.





"Denied! This is not a barbecue tool, and your control isn't enough."





"Then, can you help me barbecue?"





Kiana handed the skewer to him with a persistent look on her face.





Sigurd's expression turned serious.





Kiana then gave him a charming blink.





Sigurd took out one of his guns, aimed at the target, and calculated the force needed precisely.





Bang!





"Oh, that's it!"





The hot wind created by the flames blew Kiana's hair, and under her sparkling and expectant gaze, the flames flickered and disappeared.





The skewer in her hand was now emitting a scorching aroma.





"Thank you, Sig!"





Kiana grinned broadly and instantly devoured the skewer.





"Mmm~ Delicious~ Sig, again!"





Kiana had several more skewers in her hands.





Sigurd's face turned dark.





"Don't you know how to grill them on the charcoal stove?"





"That's too slow! Besides, when I grill them, they're either undercooked or burnt, and they don't taste good!"





Kiana pouted, looking pitifully at Sigurd.





Sigurd sighed helplessly, reaching out to summon a few work bees from the air.





He opened a virtual screen and gave them instructions.





After a while, the work bees took the skewers from Kiana's hands and automatically started grilling them on the charcoal stove.





"That's it! Thanks, Sig! Mwah!"





Kiana hugged Sigurd unexpectedly, giving him a peck on the cheek, leaving an oily mark.





Then she went to wait by the charcoal stove.





Sigurd wiped his face with a tissue, removing the oil stain.





He couldn't help but think that her hands that hugged him were oily and dirty, making him feel disgusted, and he wanted to go back and take a bath and change clothes.





...





"Haha, you two have such a good relationship."





Cocolia held a high-stemmed wine glass and swayed gracefully, her mesmerizing eyes captivating, and her lips like dripping cherries, exuding a faint sweet fragrance as she approached Sigurd.





"Are you blind? Also, don't act coquettish and seductive in front of me; I'm not buying it."





"...I'm not acting! I'm naturally this beautiful!"





Changing from her elegant and charming demeanor, Cocolia gritted her teeth, revealing her fierce and domineering nature.





Sigurd nodded indifferently.





"That's slightly better. What else do you want in terms of technology?"





"It's not that; do I seem so materialistic to you? Can't you think better of me?"





Cocolia sighed and held her forehead in frustration.





Sigurd straightened his expression, returning to his usual cold and indifferent demeanor, and said, "Just as we made progress on the path of power, I can't come back to see the children for several months... It might be slightly better than subjecting them to experiments, but it's still not ideal."





"I did stop those experiments, didn't I? Besides, it was for finding a cure for their deteriorating corruption that could erode them! If we don't find a way to treat it, should we just watch them succumb to death?"





Cocolia argued her case.





Since Sigurd provided a treatment method, Cocolia stopped those experiments.





It sounds like she's a relieved good mother who finally got out of the dilemma, but don't overlook her extreme side.





However, as long as she maintains the status of having someone above her and providing opportunities for development, Cocolia will probably continue to be well-behaved and won't easily seek attention—originally, she dared to show off in front of Otto.





Just imagine the treatment that Sigurd receives; it's probably because she doesn't have anything valuable to be worried about; otherwise, who knows what Otto might do?





Seeing that Sigurd ignored her, Cocolia felt angry and frustrated, and unhappily said, "Forget it, let's not talk about this. I need to tell you something, someone wants to see you."





"Who?"





"Brolon Albert. I'll talk about it later. I'm going to chat with the children, you stay here and enjoy the breeze."





Cocolia left with a graceful posture, not giving Sigurd a chance to ask further questions, as if doing so could save her some face.





...





"Children, I'm back. Do you miss mommy?"





"Yay! Mama’s back!"





Seele responded happily, obviously delighted to see Cocolia, who then indulged her with a pat on the head and a hug.





Bronya, holding a Honkai beast plushie, rolled her eyes and remained silent.





Kiana and Sin Mal seemed to have gotten into an argument at some point, and they were glaring at each other with their foreheads almost touching.





Since they didn't dare to fight in front of Sigurd, they could only use their eyes to stare each other down, as if trying to intimidate one another with their gaze—anyway, Kiana had no time to bother with Cocolia.





Rozaliya and Liliya were busy fighting over some roasted meat, having a jolly good time, but similarly, they didn't bother to respond to Cocolia.





Cocolia's smile froze for a moment, and she helplessly said, "I have gifts for you!"





Rozaliya & Liliya: "Mama Cocolia, we missed you so much!"





However, only these two sisters were attracted by the gifts.





Bronya, who was relatively mature, and Kiana, who didn't care about material things, were completely indifferent.





Cocolia first sighed with a touch of helplessness and then showed an indulgent and gentle smile, gazing at her children one by one as she handed out the gifts:





"For the well-behaved Seele, a beautiful necklace. I hope you become even cuter."





"Thank you, Mama Cocolia!"





"For Liliya, the building blocks you liked last time, and for Rozaliya, some delicious premium cookies. Make sure to share, don't hog them all to yourself!"





"Yes, Mama Cocolia." ×2





"For Bronya, it's... Ta-da! The latest remote-controlled airplane! Mommy secretly made some modifications so it can carry a machine gun. But don't tell anyone."





"Thank you, Matushka."





Bronya took the large box.





Even though she had already started tinkering with unmanned combat drones, such things were of no use to her.





However, the usually aloof and indifferent girl revealed a gentle smile at this moment. Not for anything else, but because it was a gift from her mother.





"Next is Sin Mal, a beautiful little dress. When I saw it, I thought to myself that you would definitely be the cutest in the world when you put it on."





"Thank you... Mom."





Sin Mal no longer quarreled with Kiana, taking the little dress and holding it close, showing a lovely smile to Cocolia.





Although Kiana's appearance wasn't impressive through her unique eyes at first sight, Sin Mal had already grown accustomed to this kind of world.





She wouldn't despise Kiana for it, and after spending some time together... for a child, genuine maternal love is impossible to resist.





Kiana looked at everyone happily, a hint of melancholy flashing in her eyes. But she quickly covered it up with a ravenous appetite, focusing on eating.





Then, Cocolia approached Kiana, leaned down, and smiled as she handed over a small box.





"Here, this is for Kiana."





"Huh? Do I have one too?"





Kiana blinked her large eyes, looking surprised.





Cocolia rubbed her head and smiled, saying:





"Even though you don't want to call me Mom, since you've been living in the orphanage, I consider you my child. Keep being this happy and get along well with everyone!"





Facing those gentle eyes, Kiana didn't know why, but her heart seemed to skip a beat. Then, she flashed an incredibly radiant smile and replied:





"...Thank you, Cocolia."





The word "Mom" still didn't come out, but Cocolia didn't mind. She just touched foreheads with Kiana to show her closeness.





Afterwards, she went to the grill and smiled as she started barbecuing for everyone.





"What would you like to eat?"





"I want meat!"





"Liliya wants vegetables."





"Mom, let me help you."





"Bronya is coming too..."





Originally, the atmosphere around the barbecue was already lively, but it was missing something.





When Cocolia arrived, the children surrounded her, as if they had suddenly found their backbone, and the beautiful scene became complete in an instant.





Sigurd observed this scene, seeing not only Sin Mal, who had recently joined, but even Kiana, who had never called anyone Mom before, seamlessly blending in.





He was speechless but moved.





He thought to himself that his initial decision had indeed been the right one.
























    

    "Um, Cocolia... Aunt, do you have a gift for Sig too? Look, everyone else has one, right?"

    As the party was coming to an end, Kiana tugged at the corner of Cocolia's clothes and whispered.



    



    Her hesitant and timid appearance seemed to fear that if the answer was no, Sigurd would be disappointed.



    



    Sin Mal also chimed in, "Yeah, Mama Cocolia, it would be really sad if Sigurd is the only one without a gift."



    



    Seele also voiced her opinion, "You're right, Mama Cocolia, did you prepare a gift for Brother Sigurd too?"



    



    Sin Mal glanced at Seele.



    



    Well, this time she didn't threaten anyone, and it seemed the easily-teary little vixen was tolerable.



    



    Seeing Sin Mal's unusual lack of intimidation, Seele showed a delighted smile.



    



    Did this mean their relationship was getting better?



    



    Cocolia put down the skewer she was barbecuing, looking displeased.



    



    "That unlikable guy, what's so good about him? How did he manage to charm all of you? Watch out, one day he might get have you all sleep in his bed and forcefully have you expand his lineage!"



    



    Cocolia playfully tapped their foreheads one by one, looking frustrated.



    



    Seele's cheeks visibly turned red, while Sin Mal's eyes gleamed.



    



    Kiana, on the other hand, remained the calmest with a puzzled expression.



    



    Sleep with Sigurd?



    



    Wasn't that something she occasionally did?



    



    What's so strange about it?



    



    Apparently, being well-informed about biology didn't necessarily mean having high emotional intelligence.



    



    Then Cocolia realized these three were hopeless cases.



    



    Thankfully, there were other children who might still be salvageable...



    



    Looking around, she noticed that Liliya and Rozaliya, the two sisters, had already gathered on either side of Sigurd, each saying something to him.



    



    Beside them, Bronya stood straight like a dog awaiting orders.



    



    'Damn it! Is my orphanage turning into a harem for him?'



    



    Cocolia fretted, and then she felt Kiana tugging at her clothes, bringing her back to her senses.



    



    Faced with three pairs of inquisitive and innocent eyes, Cocolia sighed and said,



    



    "There's something for him too, but he's just not cute enough, so I don't really want to give it to him."



    



    "Don't say that, Cocolia. Sig is just a kid. Don't overthink it so much!"



    



    Kiana playfully advised.



    



    She knew she was talking nonsense herself—linking the words "Sig" and "kid" was absurd even for the most gullible.



    



    "Alright, alright, I got it. I'll give it to him when we talk later. It's not something you should worry about. Now, if you're all full, go take a nice hot bath and get to bed early, okay?"



    



    Cocolia patted their little heads and gave the command.



    



    "Yes!" ×3



    



    ...



    



    "Here, your gift."



    



    Late at night, in Sigurd's room, Cocolia handed over the present.



    



    Sigurd unwrapped it and found a sleek, frameless anti-blue light eyewear with a futuristic touch.



    



    He examined it carefully.



    



    "No bugs, no trackers, just a simple pair of protective glasses. Are you thinking of the amount of time I spend in front of screens? You're considerate, thank you."



    



    "Damn it! If those kids hadn't asked, I wouldn't even want to give it to you. You actually doubted me?"



    



    "You, who are known as The Mercenary Witch, the Fox Mother that are known throughout Siberia. Isn't it normal for me to be cautious?"



    



    "I've got Titans close to me, each one personally approved by you. What can I possibly do?"



    



    Cocolia retorted with annoyance, but she wasn't actually that upset.



    



    Similar to Robbins, Cocolia understood the ways of the world well.



    



    Being under someone's control wasn't necessarily a bad thing.



    



    As long as your superior was capable, reliable, and had good people skills, being a subordinate would actually be a good thing.



    



    From Cocolia's perspective, Sigurd's qualifications fit the bill.



    



    His technological prowess was immeasurable. In terms of strategy, he brilliantly countered Otto during the Siegfried incident.



    



    In terms of connections, he seemed to have good relations with the 3 Giants of Anti-Entropy and the Archbishop of Schicskal.



    



    Finally, he didn't meddle unnecessarily and wasn't keen on micromanaging, giving those under him significant autonomy.



    



    The only downside was that he had always been biased against her... well, perhaps not biased, but he saw through things too clearly, which was somewhat unsettling.



    



    Sigurd blew off some dust from the glasses and put them on his face.



    



    The brown lenses concealed the coldness in his eyes, and he instantly transformed into a cool and handsome young man.



    



    "How does it look?"



    



    "...It's okay."



    



    Perfect for fooling innocent young girls, that kind of "okay."



    



    "So, Brolon Albert, the pragmatic executor of the Radical Faction, why did he come to me?"



    



    "I don't know, but it's probably about cooperation."



    



    "I did a brief check on his background. Originally a powerful prince of a Middle Eastern oil kingdom, he was a loyal follower of Otto when he was young. Later, he suddenly betrayed Otto and joined Anti-Entropy, advocating for overthrowing Otto's rule by any means necessary. It's been a few years since, and he's considered one of the ideological sources of the Radical Faction. What about you? Do you have a more detailed understanding?"



    



    "I once tried to make a dirty deal with him. In the end, I gave him free access to my body for a month and made a good profit out of it. Does that count?"



    



    Sigurd took off his glasses and observed Cocolia up and down.



    



    Hmm, ignoring her personality, and purely judging by appearance, Cocolia is an incredibly alluring and breathtaking beauty, with golden hair, ample bosom, and an extraordinary aura, making people salivate at the sight.



    



    Sigurd nodded in understanding.



    



    "That counts too. It seems like he's an old fox with a young heart."



    



    "I don't know much more. He's an extremely cowardly guy, so I've never met the real him. He's cultivated many doppelgängers who usually attend important gatherings in his stead. For less important events, he's even unwilling to use long-distance communication, displaying extreme caution."



    



    "How strong is he?"



    



    "In Anti-Entropy, the Triad of Revelations (Einstein, Tesla, Welt group) is the most dominant force, with the Radical Faction slightly below. You and I currently represent the third force. With your technology and my tactics, we've developed quickly, but compared to the Radical Faction, we're still lacking in accumulation. The rest isn't worth mentioning. As for Brolon, he holds significant authority within the Radical Faction, almost like an autocrat but not quite."



    



    Cocolia explained, casually implying that she had managed to distance herself from the Radical Faction.



    



    As if she had been a master manipulator within the faction all along, steering things in her favor, just like anyone else would.



    



    In the end, Cocolia didn't particularly identify with the ideologies of any faction.



    



    Her pursuit was merely power, along with the resources and security that power could provide.



    



    Sigurd didn't disagree and shifted the topic:



    



    "Speaking of which, shouldn't our faction have a name too?"



    



    "Well... How about the Sorceress Faction?"



    



    Cocolia seemed to be discussing it seriously.



    



    Ignoring her suggestion, Sigurd thought for a moment and continued,



    



    "The Conservative Faction advocates saving the world in a humane way; the Radical Faction believes in dealing with Schicksal first and is willing to use any means necessary. As for us... I don't believe in either conservatism or radicalism. I believe our destiny lies in our own hands, and the path we take depends on our own accumulations and judgments."



    



    Pausing for a moment, Sigurd continued slowly,



    



    "Let's call it the Starfire Faction, symbolizing the spark that can ignite a wildfire. While it might be insignificant now, as long as we stand united, strive for progress, and continue accumulating, there will come a day when we hold victory and change the world."



    



    Snap!



    



    "That sounds really good. It should have good propaganda effects. Let's call it the Starfire Faction!"



    



    Cocolia's eyes visibly brightened, and she even clapped her hands in excitement, wholeheartedly convinced.



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes inwardly.



    



    He knew his insights were in vain.



    



    This girl only cared about what sounded good and could attract more people to join.



    



    "Back to the main topic. Since Brolon seems to have some significance, it's not a bad idea to meet him. Besides, I could use a change of mood."



    



    "Alright, I'll respond to him and arrange the time and place."



    



    Cocolia didn't want to talk much and promptly left.



    



    This made Sigurd suspect if there was some benefit for her in delivering this message too.

  














This happened on the day after the Siegfried Incident.





"Using Sin Mal Mal's unique perspective as an entry point, by fitting errors from repeated experiments, it indirectly confirms the feasibility of the Information-Origin Theory. Simultaneously, multiple overlapping pieces of unknown information are hypothesized as souls, for further..."





Otto was immersed in carefully reading the research report Amber had brought back, thoroughly analyzing the reliability of the data and experimental approaches.





Suddenly, a loud noise interrupted his thoughts.





Boom!





Woo... Woo... Woo...





A tremendous explosion shook the entire Schicksal HQ, followed by urgent alarm sounds.





Otto frowned and looked up, while Amber entered at the same time.





"My Lord Bishop."





"What's happening?"





"It's... that young lady."





"Her? Is she dissatisfied with what happened to Siegfried?"





Otto frowned, slightly impatient and somewhat helpless.





Amber shook her head and said,





"It's not clear yet."





"Fine, I'll go take a look."





Otto walked past the Valkyries who were rushing to put out the fires, amid repeated addresses of respect.





With Amber by his side, he entered a concealed electronic door.





Through twisting corridors and past one suppression gate after another for containing Honkai energy, they finally reached a very quiet room, designed with a little girl's taste.





Sitting on a pure and soft bed was a silver-haired young girl, restrained by glowing cables, her limbs, body, and even neck chained, rendering her immobile.





She was wearing a pristine white nightgown, hugging a pillow.





As Otto entered, her golden eyes shifted away, emanating an icy coldness.





"Young lady, if this is about the Siegfried incident, I apologize to you. However, it was a necessary step to draw out Welt, confirm his condition. I hope you can understand. Besides, in the end, I didn't harm Siegfried, did I?"





With a helpless tone, Otto explained slowly in a gentle yet apologetic manner.





The girl stared at him indifferently, remaining silent for a while. Then, her faint, ethereal voice echoed in the room:





"Mother's clone..."





"Understood. I promise you, I won't use Cecilia's clones like that again. Moreover, except for necessary research and the extraction of perfect Saint Blood, we'll minimize production in the future. This includes your clones. Will that help ease your anger?"





The girl gazed steadily at him for a while before slowly closing her eyes.





The glowing cables that bound her started dimming, gradually transforming into ordinary, robust iron chains.





Otto knew that this explanation had satisfied her.





He sighed in relief and attempted to shift the topic, discussing the weather, food, songs, movies, even some details about K423.





However, none of these topics captured the girl's interest.





Finally, he shook his head, with no expectations, and mentioned casually:





"By the way, I've made a new friend recently. It's the person who's taking care of K423, as I mentioned before. Sigurd, he's someone with great potential and quite interesting..."





The girl remained in her closed-eyed state, uninterested in engaging.





However, Otto was attentively observing her demeanor.





He noticed a slight movement beneath her pale pink eyelids, a flutter of her eyelashes.





Otto touched his chin thoughtfully, turned, and left the room.





"Information-Origin Theory is feasible."





As he was about to leave the room, the girl's voice seemed to come from all directions.





Otto paused, abruptly turned back, only to find the girl still had her eyes closed.





He observed for a while, but there was no change.





Thus, Otto exited the room.





...





"Amber, do you think she's interested in Sigurd?"





"I don't know, Lord Otto."





"Hmm... Now, there are three cards I'm using to hold her. One is the righteousness against the Honkai, one is the promise to resurrect Cecilia, and the other is Siegfried. She seemed to react to K423 before, but she's no longer paying attention. I think we need to give her some more ties."





"What do you mean?"





"Vira Klov, she's been awake for almost two days now, hasn't she? Arrange for her to accompany the young lady... Then we can pay attention to see if she reacts differently when Siegfried is mentioned."





"Yes."





...





Vira Klov had awakened two days ago.





Having been in a coma for almost half a year and severely affected by Honkai energy, her body was exceedingly weak.





Over the past two days, she had been struggling through rehabilitation and anxiety in this unfamiliar place.





It was a strange place, and the doctors and nurses were all strangers she had never seen before.





Her elder brother Sigurd and her sister Kiana hadn't come to see her, and as for her father, who she was most worried about... Her last memory was of him shielding her from the collapsing ceiling.





How were they now?





She couldn't see any of them now, and asking the doctors and nurses yielded no answers.





Could it be that they had...





Vira leaned on a crutch as she walked around the room and then suddenly shook her head.





"No, I can't think like that. They'll be fine. When I'm healthy again, I'll go find them. They'll surely be alright."





Vira pursed her lips and, with her small, frail body, persevered through the difficulty of walking around the room, enduring the pain without a sound.





Hiss—





The sealed door to the sickroom suddenly opened.





Based on her experiences of the past two days, it wasn't time for a checkup or meal delivery.





Vira turned her head to look.





Before her was a slender figure with long legs, wearing a peculiar crystal web-like golden eye mask. The silver-haired woman walked in expressionlessly.





‘Is she... Kiana's mother? Or perhaps, has Kiana grown up? Could it be that Vira has been sleeping for a very long time?’





Vira thought with a hint of fear. Then, with a slightly dry and weak voice, she hesitated and asked:





"Who are you..."





"Amber, that's my name, Miss Vira."





Amber stepped aside, and then Vira noticed that there was another person behind her, a handsome older brother with sun-like golden hair and a warm, friendly smile.





"Um, hi there, I'm Vira Klov."





"We're already aware. You suffered heavy injuries earlier, and Sigurd entrusted you to our care. He naturally told us your name. Oh, I almost forgot to introduce myself. I am Otto Apocalypse, the Schicksal Bishop, the master of this entire base, and also... the one who woke you up."





Otto spoke with a smile.





Then, Otto lifted her and gently placed her back on the bed.





"Don't be in such a hurry. Recovering your health is a gradual process. Just follow the standard rehabilitation procedures, don't push yourself too hard, or it might backfire!"





Otto smiled gently, affectionately ruffling Kiana's hair, looking like a kind and gentle man.





"Thank... thank you, Mr. Otto."





"You're welcome. Sigurd is my friend, and besides, you've contracted the Honkai Erosion. It's only natural for me to help you."





"Big Brother Sigurd... right, how is Big Brother doing?"





"Sigurd and Kiana are both fine. They've been through a lot too and are busy with their own matters. I haven't had a chance to tell them about your awakening yet! However, regarding your father, I hope you're mentally prepared."





Otto said in a gentle tone, causing Vira Klov's heart to tremble.





"Papa... he..."





"Sacrificed himself."





Vira looked at Otto in a daze, tears silently falling from her eyes.





"Don't be too sad. He sacrificed himself to protect you. As long as you're doing well, he's in another world and he'll surely be happy."





"..."





"If you can't bear it, you can cry. Only for now, even Mr. Robbins wouldn't mind if you cried. But after today, even if it's for him, you must gather your strength, alright?"





"Wa... waaah!"





In Otto's open arms, Vira threw herself into his embrace, sobbing loudly.





The sound of sorrowful despair was enough to move anyone to tears.





But Otto held the girl, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth, yet there was no hint of emotion in his eyes.





...





A week later, fully recovered and bouncing around like she used to, Vira Klov entered a deeply hidden room.





"Is this...?"





"Yes, this is the young lady's room."





"I... I'll do my best. Since Brother Sigurd and the others haven't had time to visit me, I'll play with her to repay Mr. Otto."





"Miss Vira, thank you for your help. The young lady's situation is quite special, so no matter what you see, there's no need to panic. If you need anything, just call out in the room, and someone will come to assist. When necessary, you can also contact me or Bishop."





Amber explained this and pushed open the door.





Vira stepped inside.





Before her eyes was a silver-haired girl wearing a white lace nightgown, flipping through an album.





At first glance, she resembled a cold and noble little princess. But she was adorned with numerous iron chains.





Vira was momentarily taken aback by this scene, but what surprised her even more was—





"Big Sister Kiana?"





Vira's voice was filled with uncertainty.





Based on appearances alone, this girl looked almost identical to the one Kiana Vira knew.





Yet, the young lady before her exuded an icy and solitary demeanor, keeping people at a distance. Her pupils were a cold, brilliant gold, like the eyes of a lofty deity, commanding respect and deterring eye contact.





"Who is she?"





The girl referred to as the young lady remained motionless, her voice cold and emotionless, echoing from all around the room.





"This is Miss Vira, the person entrusted to our care by Lord Sigurd. For the next period of time, Lord Otto hopes that you can be her companion and get along well."





"A boring test."





"Yes, I will convey the message to Lord Otto. Well then, I will take my leave."





"Red tea, pastries."





As Amber departed, a faint command echoed in her ears.





Amber nodded as instructed and left the room.





Then, Vira was left alone, facing the scrutinizing gaze of those golden eyes.





Gradually, she began to tremble, like a small creature facing a colossal presence.





"Come here."





It was that mysterious method of sound projection again. Vira instinctively looked around, but she couldn't spot any speakers or devices.





Moreover, this voice felt like it was directly resonating in her mind, with no discernible source.





Then Vira walked over.





She approached the bed, hesitated for a moment, took off her shoes, climbed up, and sat across from the young lady.





"Y-You... hello, I'm Vira Klov. Nice... nice to meet you!"





She's clearly scared, why pretend otherwise?





The young lady remained expressionless, slowly lifted her hand, dragging the heavy chains and producing a tinkling sound of links colliding.





Her hand rested on Vira's head, and then, after a moment of hesitation, she lightly touched it.





"Just call me 'young lady'."





"Y-Young lady? Uh, do you know Sister Kiana?"





"... Don't mention her in front of me, that brainless fool."





"Yes!!"





Under the young lady's touch, Vira trembled and replied shakily, her voice even carrying a hint of quiver.





The young lady, however, seemed satisfied with this response, as a faint upward curve formed at the corner of her mouth.





A dragon and a lamb, this scene couldn't help but evoke such imagery.
















































































The meeting place chosen by Brolon Albert was a prince's mansion in Dubai.





"Why couldn't he come to Siberia?"





Sigurd asked with his dead fish eyes, not very keen on going so far, especially to a desert area.





He decisively continued:





"Tell him the meeting place is going to be in Shenzhou, Huangshan, in three days, now, are you coming or not?"





"Well... you know, Brolon is quite afraid of death, going to Huangshan might be... cough!"





Under Sigurd's dead fish stare, Cocolia's voice grew quieter, eventually ending in a dry cough, and she replied:





"Alright, Shenzhou works too. Schicskal influence on that area is relatively limited. Plus, the scenery is good, no worse than Dubai. I'll go reply to him."





As Cocolia approached the door, Sigurd suddenly spoke in a soft tone:





"I want eighty percent of the money received from Brolon."





"Why? That's money I earned myself!"





As if her fox tail had been stepped on, Cocolia's expression changed, displaying an uncompromising attitude.





"For this matter, you still need my cooperation. Besides, I've been covering the meals at the orphanage for the past few months."





"You... eighty percent is too much! At most, I'll give you four... sixty... seventy percent! Seventy percent, consider it payment for meals, it can't go any higher!"





In Sigurd's unchanging dead fish eyes, Cocolia's initial asking price kept lowering and lowering until it settled slightly higher than Sigurd's initial offer at seventy percent.





Sigurd nodded.





With a grinding of teeth, Cocolia angrily slammed the door and stormed out.





"Dammit!"





From outside the door, her sharp roar could be heard, along with the sound of stomping in frustration.





Inside the room, Sigurd's lips curled upwards.





It wasn't that he cared about the small amount of money, but who wouldn't want to get a freebie?





Moreover, this was one of the details in establishing his dominance; it wasn't just about perverse enjoyment!





...





"Bronya, let them know to pack their bags. We're going on a trip, departing at noon."





"Sure, where are we going?"





"Shenzhou, Huangshan."





"Oh..."





Bronya paused her work on tuning the drone.





It was a device shaped like rabbit ears for signal amplification, nearly half her height, equipped with various light and heavy weapons, as well as laser weaponry.





Then, she raised her head slowly.





"A trip? To Huangshan?"





Both were extremely unfamiliar terms, making Bronya wonder if she had misheard something.





"You guys go on a trip, I'll handle official matters."





Sigurd added.





Going to handle business while incidentally traveling, that made more sense.





Funded vacation, Bronya had heard of that in the military before, although this would be her first real experience.





"Understood, Bronya will plan accordingly."





"By the way, is Kiana still not up?"





"She said she doesn't need to train today, she wants to sleep in. Before going to bed, she told us not to wake her."





Sigurd nodded, glanced at the sunlight outside the window – perfect timing.





"Icarus, execute program A-04."





"Yes, My Lord."





Ten seconds later, a loud crash sounded from the bedroom.





A certain white-haired girl was lying on the corridor floor with her backside raised, holding onto her blanket, drooling at the corner of her mouth, looking bewildered.





"Clean up properly, we're going out at noon. Breakfast is in the kitchen, help yourself."





Without looking at her, Sigurd walked past, leaving these words behind before disappearing around the corner of the corridor.





...





A military base in Siberia, a luxury aircraft, chartered.





"We're taking off! Woohoo!"





Kiana stood at the front of the plane, raising her hands in celebration.





Beside her, Rozaliya mirrored her stance, identical movements, and the same excited voice, repeating:





"We're taking off!"





"Rozaliya, have you ever been on a plane?"





"Never!"





"Hmph! I have, though it was a flying contraption made by Sigurd. It's not exactly the same as an airplane."





"Oh~ big sister Kiana is amazing!"





"Of course!"





One admired, the other boasted, and they continued their childish play as if no one else was around.





The remaining few children, the calmest were Seele and Bronya.





The former was a naturally calm individual, and the latter had seen enough military aircraft to not be impressed at all.





Liliya and Sin Mal were also quite excited and eager, but they followed behind Sigurd and Cocolia with restraint, not running around like the two lively ones.





"Hello, Captains. I am Captain Bronk, and our Snow Fox Squad will be responsible for your safety throughout this journey. It's an honor to serve you!"





A tall and sturdy officer approached Sigurd and Cocolia, standing upright and saluting.





Sigurd glanced at him and nodded.





"Thank you for your hard work, keep it up."





Cocolia, on the other hand, circled around him, then tapped his chest muscles with her knuckles. As Bronk's muscles tightened, she grinned and said:





"We'll leave it to you. I've heard that your Snow Fox Squad is one of the top elite teams within Anti-Entropy. Don't disappoint me."





"Yes!"





Then, two drones lifted Kiana and Rozaliya by their sides, taking them to the boarding gate, and the journey began.





...





Huangshan, a unique and breathtaking landscape among China's famous mountains and rivers.





Clear skies revealed jagged peaks and steep cliffs, while cloudy moments shrouded the scenery in mist, giving it an ethereal appearance.





It's famously said, "After seeing the Five Sacred Mountains, don't bother looking at other mountains; after seeing Huangshan, don't bother looking at the Five Sacred Mountains."





The group of people bounced and hopped their way up the mountain.





It was mainly Kiana and Rozaliya who were the most exuberant, and they each pulled Liliya and Seele along.





Bronya had to follow to look after Seele, and then Sin Mal in turn followed along.





Finally, only Sigurd and Cocolia were left, walking calmly at the rear.





The Snow Fox Squad surrounded them – some in black sunglasses, clearly visible and maintaining the scene, while others stealthily moved through the forest, ready to provide firepower support at any moment.





Cocolia approved of their professionalism and coordination.





"Not bad. High average level of professionalism, good formation and coordination. Worth praising," Cocolia remarked, though she didn't really entrust the safety of the group solely to the Snow Fox Squad.





The real guardians of their safety were, first, the concealed Titan Unit stationed in the mountains, second, Sigurd's various unknown methods, and third... despite the team being mostly women and children, a large portion of them possessed exceptional skills.





Common dangers weren't a significant concern.





The role of the Snow Fox Squad was to maintain the facade and provide some convenience when needed.





As for Sigurd, he supported himself against the railing, climbing the mountain while observing this somewhat familiar yet profoundly unfamiliar scenery, as if reminiscing.





This Huangshan seemed more fantastical and beautiful than the one he had visited before.





Many of the travelers on the mountain path had black hair and dark eyes, yet there were also splashes of color, making Sigurd's group, aside from the age and appearance factors, not particularly unusual in terms of hair color.





"What are you thinking about?"





Seeing Sigurd lost in thought, Cocolia asked.





Sigurd brushed away his faint melancholy and said calmly:





"Just thinking, Brolon Albert agreed to such demands. It seems the matters to discuss are not so simple."





"Isn't that alright? Both you and I are executors. Our influence is not to be underestimated, so concessions from Brolon are normal. Besides, whoever comes later should only be a stand-in for delivering a message; the location of the discussion doesn't matter to him."





"Yeah, it really doesn't matter, not to me either. Has the liaison for the Shenzhou region been contacted?"





"She'll arrive later tonight."





"Alright. Enjoy the trip, you probably haven't seen this kind of scenery much, right?"





Sigurd's advice earned him an eye roll from Cocolia.





"I'd be interested if these mountains were made of gold and silver. The way it is now, not really."





"...You really lack style."





"Why do I need style? It's not like I can create a few more Titans or make more money by standing still."





"..."





Her reasoning was sound, but it didn't prevent Sigurd from losing interest in the conversation.





Cocolia also didn't bother pursuing an uninteresting topic and continued climbing the mountain in silence, contemplating whether this trip could still yield some benefits.





...





That night, atop Huangshan, within a lodge that seemed operational but was actually a branch of Anti-Entropy, Sigurd met with the representative of the Shenzhou division of Anti-Entropy.





"Commander Sigurd, Commander Cocolia, I am Sun Tan, honored to meet both of you."





In Sigurd's room, he was flipping through a thick dictionary.





Upon hearing the introduction, he looked up.





The newcomer was an elegant woman dressed in a white shirt and a long gray coat.





Her appearance was striking, with starry eyes.





However, she spoke in Russian, quite proficiently, indicating that she had been mastering the language for some years.





"Sun Tan, are you interested in joining the Starfire faction?"





Sigurd asked this question.





Both Sun Tan and Cocolia were taken aback by the content of the question, but also because Sigurd was speaking in Chinese.





Not the clumsy foreigner's Chinese, but a fluent and natural expression that made it sound like his native language.





Sun Tan quickly recovered and replied in Chinese as well:





"If you see fit to have me, Sun Tan is honored and humbled by your consideration. However, the Anti-Entropy branch in the Shenzhou region has always been focused on cultivating and developing within this land. We have no intention of getting involved with any factions. I hope you understand, Commander."





"That's fine, it was just a casual question. You're doing well as you are."





"Thank you for your understanding."





After a brief exchange of pleasantries, Sigurd didn't want to beat around the bush any longer and spoke directly:





"I've heard that the Shenzhou tradition has a unique focus on controlling the power of the Collapse. I'm very interested in this and would like to ask for some guidance. Let's discuss the terms."





"This... martial arts have always been closely guarded secrets of ancient families and sects. I'm afraid I cannot help you with that, Commander."





"It's not a problem in that direction..."





As Sun Tan was trying to decline, Sigurd directly increased the offer:





"A hundred of the latest Titan units."





"It's not a matter of that..."





As Sun Tan was declining, Sigurd made a direct counteroffer:





"Five hundred units, plus funding for three years of your operations. It's all for researching methods to counter the Collapse; we won't misuse your techniques. I am very sincere. If you can't, I can try trading with those sects and similar organizations. It might take more time, but I'm willing."





"Well... let me make a phone call."





"Feel free."





Sun Tan walked to the window, muttered something into the phone for a while, and returned with a sunny smile:





"Commander, our Sun family happens to have access to some secret techniques that might be of assistance to you."





"They should be techniques, not fragmented martial moves. Otherwise, I might as well learn military combat techniques from the army."





"...I understand."
























    "Strong as he may be, let him be strong. A gentle breeze brushes the hillside. Forceful as he may be, let him be forceful. A bright moon shines over the river..."



    



    "Master the harmony of heaven and earth, control the six qi, and roam limitlessly..."



    



    "Zhao Ku'min wears a Hu hat... Ten steps to kill a man..."



    



    "..."



    



    "What are these? Mysticism?"



    



    Sigurd put down several manuals, massaging his temples in a headache.



    



    Two sword manuals, one boxing technique, one light-foot technique, and one pure heart technique – five manuals in total.



    



    They were all quite complete, but their exact hierarchical order was hard to determine.



    



    At the very least, the variety was relatively comprehensive.



    



    All the techniques were written in classical Chinese, which was understandable, given that they were created by people from ancient times.



    



    They also needed to consider the issue of exclusive inheritance, so there was a certain level of reading threshold... but the content was too abstract!



    



    Poetic and philosophical concepts, how do you translate them into practical physical models?



    



    No wonder Otto and Fu Hua had been working together for so long, yet neither of them had learned any martial arts. Schicksal had also not produced any remarkable martial arts masters.



    



    Sun Tan mentioned that these techniques relied on comprehension.



    



    From Sigurd's perspective, this meant thinking abstractly enough to match the logic of the manuals, allowing the practical applications to be deciphered.



    



    Furthermore, whatever insights were gained would likely only be useful for the individual who comprehended them.



    



    Attempting to convey those insights through words would likely be futile.



    



    After going through them once, assisted by his broad knowledge, Sigurd felt like he was getting somewhere, but it was still vague, and he had a hard time grasping it.



    



    On one hand, this was due to the writer's insufficient level of skill – the explanation of fundamental principles was lacking.



    



    On the other hand, there was the problem of outdated ideas that hid some secrets, mixed with a lot of unnecessary content.



    



    "I need to find a martial arts school and observe it firsthand. Alternatively, maybe I should come up with a way to invite that ancient hero from 50,000 years ago?"



    



    Sigurd pondered, considering the possibility of recruiting people from Otto.



    



    Speaking of which, Fu Hua's goal is to protect the land of Shenzhou.



    



    This is something Sigurd could potentially handle, and there might be room for negotiation...



    



    Buzz~



    



    Suddenly, a message appeared on Sigurd's phone.



    



    "Third floor, northern balcony."



    



    The sender was Cocolia, the message containing only a location.



    



    This indicated that the long-awaited Brolon Albert had arrived after waiting for two to three days.



    



    ...



    



    Following the instructions, Sigurd arrived at the mentioned location.



    



    At this high altitude, the moonlight was exceptionally bright.



    



    The spacious balcony had been cleared of tables and chairs, except for a three-meter-wide round redwood table.



    



    Three expensive-looking black leather sofas were arranged around it, set up for a tripartite conversation.



    



    Cocolia and a robust old man with a black hood had already occupied two of the seats.



    



    The remaining seat was undoubtedly prepared for Sigurd.



    



    Sigurd calmly took his seat, picked up a tall glass, and swirled it around.



    



    It contained a richly colored red wine, exuding a subtle sweetness – undoubtedly quite expensive.



    



    After thinking for a moment, Sigurd decisively poured the wine to the side, then filled the glass with an opaque reddish liquid, about half a glass.



    



    Next, Sigurd shook the crystal-clear glass again.



    



    The liquid remained reddish in color, emitting a faint sweetness, but the bubbles in the glass were particularly prominent.



    



    "I'm underage, so I don't drink alcohol. I'll have cola, is that fine with you all?"



    



    Sigurd raised his glass and casually asked.



    



    Cocolia was speechless.



    



    After all, they were meeting with a high-ranking figure on the other side, who was acting so nonchalantly – quite impressive!



    



    "Hehe, heroes rise from the young; of course, it's fine."



    



    Brolon replied in a voice that was elderly yet vigorous.



    



    Sigurd then took a sip of cola, enjoying its sour-sweet taste.



    



    Back in Siberia and in Europe, he liked the tea from Shenzhou.



    



    Now that he was in Shenzhou and had climbed the ancient Huangshan, Sigurd felt that cola was quite nice. Perhaps, he actually enjoyed these unique pleasures?



    



    "Alright, I don't like to waste time. Since we're here to meet, Mr. Brolon, what do you want to discuss?"



    



    "I want to propose a cooperation."



    



    "What kind of cooperation?"



    



    "A desire for Gems."



    



    Brolon's words were understated, as if he were discussing something trivial.



    



    Sigurd's motion of shaking the cola paused, and Cocolia's expression stiffened for a moment.



    



    "Aren't those things at the headquarters of Schicksal?"



    



    Cocolia questioned.



    



    Going to the Schicksal headquarters to seize the core of a Herrscher – that would be akin to digging a hole in the ground and burying oneself while putting up a stone tablet saying, "As soon as the suona horn is sounded, the feast begins!"



    



    Sigurd wasn't that surprised. He finished the cola, replenishing it using invisible drones, and asked:



    



    "Tell me about your plan."



    



    Brolon glanced at Cocolia with a meaningful smile. Then, he turned to Sigurd and slowly continued:



    



    "A few months ago, a major event occurred in the Mediterranean region. The majority of Schicksal's forces were assembled there, along with our Lord, the former leader of the Kaslana family. A great battle changed the landscape for dozens of miles, bringing about two weeks of unusually hot weather."



    



    "After the battle, the Anti-Entropy headquarters was relocated, and Schicksal's network system was paralyzed for two weeks. It's clear that both sides suffered, and these two organizations have been busy with internal affairs ever since. I have access to more information than the average person, but I can't provide an exact representation of reality. However, I guess... the matter concerning Schicksal's network system is related to you, right?"



    



    While Brolon claimed to be guessing, his tone sounded more like he was certain.



    



    Sigurd inquired:



    



    "How did you come to that conclusion?"



    



    "Hmph! Tesla and Einstein were indeed geniuses, but I know the extent of their capabilities. I believe that they could infiltrate Schicksal's system. However, to directly cripple Schicksal's network and even influence the course of the war... if they had that capability, Anti-Entropy wouldn't have developed like sewer rats all this time."



    



    "Well, that makes some sense. Please continue."



    



    "Since I've determined that they don't have such an ability, there must have been variables introduced during this incident. In Anti-Entropy, the biggest variable during that period was undoubtedly you, the newly emerged Executor. And you, we are well aware, are the true inventor behind Cocolia's remarkable technologies. Isn't everything becoming clear now?"



    



    Sigurd nodded, finding that it did indeed seem to be the case.



    



    "And then? How does this relate to your plan?"



    



    "...Cocolia, you should leave now."



    



    Brolon didn't address Sigurd but rather looked at Cocolia, coldly saying.



    



    "Don't be too arrogant, old man. Things are different now. In the past, I could easily manipulate you, but now... Would you like to see the view of hell?"



    



    Cocolia raised her wine glass, her lips curling into a smile, and a dark aura seemed to emerge behind her, formed by countless tormented spirits.



    



    "A pretty vase with a bit of thorniness, but still a vase. You're just like this, Cocolia. In the face of real power and authority, you're far from qualified. The following conversation is not something you're entitled to participate in... have a bit of self-awareness. This way, your beauty will be preserved a little longer."



    



    Brolon advised nonchalantly, speaking in a gentle tone, as if he were caring for a junior.



    



    Cocolia smiled, a charming and alluring smile, as gentle as water – a sign that she was about to take action.



    



    Then, Sigurd raised his hand.



    



    "Enough, you can go rest now, Cocolia."



    



    "You look down on me too!?"



    



    "No, I just find your plan intriguing and wanted to hear more. Whether or not you need to know, I'll decide after I've heard it."



    



    "Hmph!"



    



    Cocolia shot a disdainful glance at Sigurd, then without looking at Brolon, she got up and left.



    



    "That's right. Little kitten, don't involve yourself in the affairs of adults. Focus on where you're going to sleep and what games you'll play today, and follow your master's orders."



    



    In Brolon's benevolent and smiling voice, Cocolia paused for a moment, then left without looking back.



    



    With a subtle expression, Sigurd glanced at Brolon.



    



    This guy was truly audacious, whether it was the plan to steal the Herrscher Gem or the repeated provocations against Cocolia... In the original story, he either attempted to steal the gem and got taken down by Otto without much fuss, or he became a stepping stone in Cocolia's rise.



    



    Either way, it probably wouldn't end well for him.

  
    "Why are you looking at me like that?"



    



    "It's nothing. I just think... regardless of your plan, attempting to steal the Gem of Desire shows remarkable courage."



    



    Sigurd sincerely commented, raising his glass as if to toast, expressing admiration.



    



    Brolon chuckled, quite satisfied with Sigurd's attitude.



    



    "I won't beat around the bush. The Schicksal Oceania Branch has applied for the Herrscher core experiment project, which has been approved by the headquarters. The transfer of the Gem of Desire will take place in two weeks."



    



    "The transfer process starts from the Oceania Branch. They will dispatch an elite Valkyrie unit to the headquarters as an escort for receiving the gem. At the headquarters, another Valkyrie unit will be co-escorting, waiting for their arrival with the Gem of Desire."



    



    "After the two units converge at the headquarters and confirm the handover, both Valkyrie units will jointly escort the gem back to the Oceania Branch. The Valkyries from the headquarters will return to Otto for debriefing only after ensuring that the gem is properly secured in the Oceania Branch. This completes the handover."



    



    "The lists of Valkyries on both sides are highly confidential. The handover will be conducted through internal network information and secret codes. Even the Valkyries themselves won't know who they're facing on the other side to prevent internal spies from exploiting the situation. The entire escort will proceed without any stops, and the route will be kept secret. The day of departure will be designated by Otto himself... in short, there aren't many opportunities to strike."



    



    Brolon explained in detail, but he seemed to dismiss this meticulous plan with an air of indifference.



    



    After pondering for a moment, Sigurd asked:



    



    "You emphasized the handover process. Are you suggesting that the opportunity lies there?"



    



    "Talking to intelligent people sure is convenient. Yes, you should also know that I used to have a good relationship with Schicksal, having many old friends in there... Let me put it this way, I have a way to intercept the Oceania escort unit and replace it with my people. However, discreetly altering both sides' handover information and obtaining the secret code are two challenges."



    



    "Hacking into Schicksal's system, altering the information of the Oceania Branch escort team, and investigating the secret code... you want to entrust me with this task?"



    



    "Exactly."



    



    Brolon stared at Sigurd with intense eyes, seemingly confident that Sigurd would agree and confident that Sigurd had the ability to do it.



    



    Sigurd swirled the red wine glass, one round, two rounds, three rounds, then raised his eyes and said:



    



    "What do I get in return?"



    



    "I'll own the gem, but under suitable conditions, I may lend it to you occasionally. Also, your new faction – called Starfire, right? – will receive my full support."



    



    "What you said is all hollow promises. What if you don't keep your word afterward? Can I still go to war with you?"



    



    "Of course, a down payment will be made, and you can state your conditions."



    



    Brolon extended his hand, gesturing as if to be generous, indicating his goodwill.



    



    Sigurd thought for a moment.



    



    "Five years' worth of operating funds for my faction. Calculate it based on current standards, paid in full upfront, no installment payments. Also, ten thousand sets of materials for producing Titan robots."



    



    Hmm, this attack of the Gem of Desire would be nothing but a little joke with Otto. He wouldn't mind this little thing with a friend, and it would be satisfying to reap a small profit.



    



    Moreover, pulling out a little bit from the inside would be just right to complete the trade for the manuals with Su Tan.



    



    Brolon's old face under the hood twitched.



    



    "I asked you to state your conditions... but there's no need to be so bold, right?"



    



    "You don't have the ability of Lord Otto, and what you're offering isn't much. Why would I risk antagonizing Otto for this? There will be casualties."



    



    Yes, casualties – referring to Brolon Albert himself. Once he carried out this plan, he would be done for. Even if Welt came, it wouldn't help, as Otto had said.



    



    So, if you don't make a big profit now, there might not be another chance later.



    



    Brolon remained silent for a moment, then nodded.



    



    "The money will be transferred within three days. The materials will be handed over as quickly as possible. But don't disappoint me; you can't handle the consequences."



    



    "Replacing the information is not a problem, but I can't guarantee the secret code."



    



    "It's sufficient."



    



    "Then we have no problem. You'll be satisfied."



    



    After exchanging glances, they shook hands, and the deal was officially sealed.



    



    ...



    



    "So, you did all this for just a few finger movements?"



    



    "Compared to the value of the Gem of Desire, it's insignificant."



    



    "Who would believe he can get it? Even if he does, Otto will be able to take his head off and kick it like a ball before he even warms the seat."



    



    "What do you want me to do? Let go of free money and resources?"



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes at Cocolia, then took a bite of his apple, replenishing his vitamins.



    



    Indeed, he explained the situation to Cocolia exactly as it was.



    



    In the original story, Sigurd despised Cocolia; now, he didn't.



    



    However, regardless of which Cocolia, Sigurd didn't look down on her. A woman without special abilities, who managed to climb to the position of a radical faction leader from scratch, stirring up the world in this dangerous environment... It took immense skill to qualify for looking down on Cocolia.



    



    "Of course, we should profit!"



    



    Cocolia slapped the table and then added through gritted teeth:



    



    "You should've asked for more, make that old man bleed out in one go!"



    



    "I've pushed it about as far as I can. The deal isn't finalized yet, and he can't possibly offer more, no matter how confident he is."



    



    "You're right... By the way, I've analyzed all the information collected over these days and finally understood that old man's intentions. Do you want to hear it?"



    



    Cocolia crossed her arms, looking smug.



    



    Well, calling it "crossing her arms" wasn't quite accurate – she was actually propping up her grand and magnificent assets. As she moved, her snowy waves and deep ravines were exceptionally captivating.



    



    Sigurd glanced at it briefly, but he didn't linger on this sight, saying:



    



    "Go ahead, tell me."



    



    "Brolon Albert, the prince of the Oil Kingdom, was exceptionally bright from a young age and gained a lot of attention within the royal family. As an adult, with only an older brother who was over thirty years older than him as the reigning king, and a mediocre younger brother, he was essentially the ironclad successor to the throne and could be considered a true prodigy."



    



    Sigurd nodded, it was consistent with the information he knew, and it did match the arrogance that emanated from Brolon.



    



    "When he was sixteen, Brolon attended a banquet and met Otto, who rarely appeared at such events. He was fascinated by Otto's power and demeanor, possibly even brainwashed in the process. In short, he became a loyal devotee of Otto."



    



    "Afterward, Brolon went all out to support Schicksal's various plans, frequently expressing in public that he was Otto's most reliable and faithful friend... in simple terms, a lapdog."



    



    "But becoming Otto's lapdog doesn't come without benefits. On the contrary, because he repeatedly supported Schicksal, Otto never denied his public displays of loyalty. Outsiders think they have a close relationship. Even his own royal family believed that his unwavering support was a demonstration of his charisma and insight."



    



    "Gradually, Brolon gained more friends and encountered fewer adversaries. He seemed destined to become a future ruler of his country. Then, tragedy struck when his queen contracted Honkai Corruption during a journey."



    



    "Brolon, full of confidence, immediately contacted Schicksal to request treatment for his queen. Schicksal agreed promptly and took her away that same day. However, the fact that she had Honkai Resistance implied that she possessed some resistance to the corruption. Schicksal took her to their laboratory, and then... she died."



    



    At this point, Cocolia showed a malicious grin.



    



    Sigurd raised an eyebrow.



    



    "So, Brolon joined Anti-Entropy... because of love?"



    



    "He wouldn't be easily heartbroken... Give me a break! If that old man had such sentiments with his lover, would he really care about my beauty at his age?"



    



    Cocolia retorted, rolling her eyes. She continued:



    



    "Afterward, before reaching middle age, Brolon suddenly cut off all support to Schicksal and displayed an attitude of defiance towards Otto. That's when he started cultivating his doppelgangers, appearing in public as his duplicates while keeping his real self hidden. I guess he thought Schicksal wouldn't dare to cross the boundaries of the powerful, secretive rules that govern them. He believed Schicksal wouldn't touch his assets before his death. So, Brolon felt that safeguarding himself was the key to opposing Schicksal."



    



    "Interesting. What happened next?"



    



    "Afterward, Brolon's defiance against Otto led to a decrease in friends, and even the royal family grew wary of Schicksal's authority and gradually distanced themselves from him. But Brolon remained unfazed. He believed that Otto increasingly saw him as a thorn in his side and intensified his use of doppelgangers. Then, during a gathering, the aged king met Otto once again. Out of fear, the king conveyed the kingdom's stance on Brolon's activities to Otto. Can you guess how Otto reacted?"



    



    Sigurd stroked his chin and pondered.



    



    "Based on what I know about Otto, he might say... Who are you talking about? I have no recollection of him."



    



    "... Did you investigate this matter beforehand?"



    



    "No, I only gathered some basic information. I didn't bother wasting time searching for this kind of intelligence, and most of it I didn't know."



    



    "Yet, you do understand Otto. That's exactly how he would react. After that, Brolon joined Anti-Entropy and completely severed ties with Schicksal."



    



    Cocolia squinted, imagining the expression that must have appeared on Brolon's aged face when he learned of Otto's response. It was like drinking an ice-cold cola on a hot summer day – refreshing!



    



    "Sigurd, Mama Cocolia, something's wrong!"



    



    At that moment, Bronya burst into the room. Her normally aloof expression showed a hint of anxiety.



    



    Meanwhile, Sigurd received a message from Icarus, and his pupils contracted.



    



    ...



    



    Sigurd and Cocolia walked out of the room.



    



    In the hallway, Kiana sat on a chair. Her outfit was torn, stained with dirt and leaves, and she bore a few minor wounds, all shades of blue and purple.



    



    "Ouch... Seele, be more gentle."



    



    "I'm sorry, I'm sorry? Did I hurt you, Kiana? How did it end up like this, Kiana?"



    



    Seele was tending to Kiana's wounds, her eyes red and teary, clearly worried.



    



    "... Are you okay?"



    



    Sigurd approached Kiana, squatting down, and asked expressionlessly.



    



    Sensing an inexplicable chill in the air, everyone couldn't help but shiver.



    



    Kiana shrank her neck and muttered weakly:



    



    "I'm fine... it's not my fault! A few strange guys tried to capture me. Even though Sigurd's robot took care of them, I accidentally rolled down the mountain..."



    



    "Be more careful next time and stop being reckless. As long as you're alright, that's what matters."



    



    Cocolia frowned, feeling a vibration in her pocket.



    



    She picked up her communicator, and her pupils contracted.



    



    "Sigurd, the money has been transferred, and the initial batch of supplies is in place – twice what was promised. Also, Brolon asked me to tell you, he has a few more cute little girls with white hair. He asked if you want to have them…. delivered to you?"



    



    As Cocolia uttered the last few words, her teeth began to chatter.



    



    She noticed Sigurd gently patting Kiana's head and the slight curve of his lips.



    



    'Uh-oh'



    



    Cocolia shook her head and started to think about how to explain to the Alliance leaders that Sigurd was about to kill one of their Executors.

  














Brolon was on his way back.





Indeed, the person who met with Sigurd wasn't a doppelganger; it was Brolon himself.





To this day, he believed that Otto was eager to end his life... or he convinced himself to believe so. Consequently, he secluded himself, presenting his doppelgangers to the world, maintaining an extraordinarily cautious approach for over thirty years without changing.





Brolon reclined comfortably on a luxurious golden chair inside a highly secretive aircraft. The room was lavishly decorated, and two wheat-skinned girls adorned only with simple golden ornaments were massaging him, exuding an alluring Ancient Egyptian charm.





Brolon relaxed, half-lying on the chair, facing a large screen that played the final footage transmitted by a dead Valkyrie – an image of a white-haired little girl falling from a cliff.





"Hmph! A bunch of idiots. They even managed to mess up capturing a little brat."





Brolon sneered.





He believed he hadn't meant any harm, just wanting to invite the girl as a guest, offering her good food and drinks, ensuring Sigurd could focus on the transaction. Of course, if Sigurd tried anything funny, or if he simply lacked the capability, the issues of malice and treatment would be different matters altogether.





He just hadn't expected that the highly trained and expensive Valkyrie would be so ineffective.





"Well, even though it cost twice the money, at least I got to see some of the things he's hiding, and I can be assured about his capabilities."





Brolon sighed, not feeling particularly disturbed.





Although the girl should have died, he had compensated her generously enough. As long as the recipient wasn't a complete fool, they would accept his offer with glee.





The next problem was the code, which was indeed tricky.





Brolon claimed to have many old friends within Schicksal, but that was mostly a bluff. As soon as he started opposing Otto, those opportunistic folks disappeared. The information about the Oceania branch's transfer was obtained through vast sums of money.





The current king of the kingdom, his mediocre younger brother, was now Brolon's puppet. And after Anti-Entropy had settled into its new direction, its financial needs from him had significantly diminished. So, money had never been an issue for Brolon.





As for the code, it seemed that more money would need to be spent to try...





Whoosh!





Shoo!





Boom, boom, boom!





In the void, a red streak tore through the tail of the spacecraft. The carefully designed propulsion system barely maintained the ship's balance, but it still trembled violently.





"What's going on!?"





Brolon angrily shouted, and at the same time, he felt a sharp pain in his arm.





A girl had been startled, leaving a few nail marks on Brolon's arm. She turned pale with fright.





"Master... Master, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to... I didn't mean to..."





"Worthless!"





Then, Brolon slapped her to the ground. Her alluring and trembling body lay on the ground, pitiable yet even more provocative.





"Master, the ship is under unknown attack. We must initiate an emergency landing."





"Could it be... Otto has finally made his move?!"





Brolon shook his head. While he let his imagination run wild, he knew that Otto had no interest in him. Even in serious situations, he could clearly see that. Nevertheless, he gave the order to land.





...





On the ground, near the smoking spacecraft, Brolon stepped out with an armed escort. The two wheat-skinned, alluringly dressed girls followed him closely—not for any other reason, but in dire situations, Brolon could use them as human shields.





"Stay alert! Request support from the nearest Anti-Entropy branch."





"Master, we can't establish contact."





"What do you mean by 'can't establish contact'!?"





Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!





Laser beams pierced through flesh and bodies. In the blink of an eye, Brolon's guards were all shot, including the servant who had been conversing with him. Hot, sizzling blood sprayed into his eyes.





"Who!? Show yourself!"





"It's me."





The slightly cool and seemingly young voice was familiar to Brolon. He had just been conversing with that voice an hour ago.





Brolon's pupils contracted, and he saw a slim figure descending slowly from the pitch-black night sky.





Soon, the sky was filled with countless flickering red dots, accompanied by a buzzing, ear-piercing noise like a swarm of bees, sending shivers down one's spine.





"What... do you want to do?"





"To prevent mistaking the target and letting the real culprit escape punishment. Answer me, were the attackers on Huangshan Mountain your doing?"





"You chased after me just for this small matter?"





"It seems I didn't make a mistake; I can rest easy."





Sigurd nodded slowly, breathed into his hands, and exhaled a puff of air to dispel the coldness from the high-speed flight.





Although he could spend more time studying and crafting a more excruciating funeral for Brolon, Sigurd wouldn't be able to sleep tonight without resolving this matter.





"I'm just a doppelganger. Killing me serves no purpose and will only anger my master!"





Brolon's face twitched as he spoke, seemingly confident, facing the dire situation without fear.





Sigurd shook his head.





"You're not a pre-programmed robot. While you may have a larger physique, you're an ordinary old man with flesh and blood. During our conversation, you emitted signals to the outside that appeared like you were following orders. However, upon analyzing them, those signals didn't include external commands. In other words, our entire conversation was just between the real you and me.”





Brolon understood what Sigurd’s trying to say.





His meticulously designed scheme to replace his real self with a doppelganger had been exposed.





Whoosh!





A laser beam pierced Brolon's left leg.





Thunk!





Brolon collapsed to the ground, seemingly stunned for a moment, and then his pain receptors caught up, causing him to scream in agony.





"Ah!!"





"Y-You... calm down! If you kill me, will the Lord spare you? The forces behind me will also sever ties with you! Spare me, and I promise to fully support your faction!"





Brolon's cries of agony and pleas didn't elicit the slightest reaction from Sigurd.





Sigurd simply gestured with his finger, and from the sky, a humanoid silver-white machine descended slowly.





Facing Brolon, the robot's metallic surface seemed to come to life, morphing into an exact replica of Brolon's appearance in no time.





"Calm down."





The robot spoke in a neutral mechanical tone.





"If you kill me, will the leader spare you?"





Still mechanical in texture, but the tone was gradually approaching Brolon's.





"The forces behind me will also sever ties with you!"





At this point, the tone was eerily lifelike.





"Spare me, and I promise to fully support your faction!"





This time, the hurried breath, the mix of excitement and fear, and even that indomitable sense of superiority were all perfectly mimicked.





"Y-You... calm down! If you kill me, will the leader spare you? The forces behind me will also sever ties with you! Spare me, and I promise to fully support your faction!"





The robot repeated the entire statement from beginning to end.





With the same appearance, the same words, the same demeanor, Brolon, writhing in pain, couldn't help but shiver.





"What... what do you want to do?"





"What... what do you want to do?"





The first sentence was Brolon's fearful question. The second was the robot's indistinguishable imitation.





"You're fond of doppelgangers, aren't you? Well, now you've become your very own beloved doppelganger." Said Sigurd, his tone is calm and collected, but if one were to probe deeper, they would notice the cold glint in his eyes.





"No! You can't do this."





"No! You can't do this."





"Stop! Make this damn thing stop imitating me!"





"Stop! Make this damn thing stop imitating me!"





Every time Brolon spoke a sentence, the identical robot repeated it, like a demonic whisper, causing Brolon's emotions to start crumbling.





Then, in front of Brolon, Sigurd opened a virtual screen, and dialed Otto's communication signal.





"Hey there, on this sunny morning, let me see who dares to disturb my morning tea time? Oh, it's my dearest friend Sigurd. Good morning, do you have time to come over for tea?"





"Otto, I have a question for you."





Sigurd spoke directly, ignoring Otto's greeting without any politeness.





And on the screen, Otto responded with a helpless yet indulgent smile, a friendliness that Brolon could never have imagined.





"Feel free, there's nothing I won't tell you, and nothing I won't reveal."





"I heard you're planning to move the Gem of Desire? There's someone preparing to steal it."





"Haha! Let him come. The gem has already been safely placed in the Oceania branch. The two Valkyrie units arranged behind are just bait to lure some fools... But, would anyone fall for such a simple trick? Is that guy an idiot?"





"That's right, his name is Brolon Albert. Do you know him?"





Otto stroked his chin, seemingly deep in thought. After a few seconds, he tilted his head, looking puzzled.





"Who's that? I doesn't have any memory of such person.”





"Never mind. By the way, I want that gem."





"Oh, you can have it. We only need one or two Herrscher Cores for research purposes. Gathering too many cores together can lead to unknown dangers. I threw it out for safety. If you want it, you should have said so earlier. I'll give it to you."





"Alright then, talk to you later."





Sigurd ended the communication.





And Brolon was completely shattered.





"Bait... idiot... impossible! I planned it for so long, it can't be! Who are you?"





"Otto never took you seriously from the start. I wanted to kill you, and Einstein's reply to me was... leave no trace, that's the only request. You see, your arrogance doesn't mean anything, and no one cares about you. Now, even your years of effort will be intercepted by the machine next to me... You can tell me your last words.”





"I... won't... won't..."





"Is that all your last words? Well, it doesn't matter. Nobody will remember it anyway."





Countless beams of laser swept over, burying Brolon, who had just moments ago been confident and composed, in despair and breakdown.






































The next day, the group boarded the return flight.





They had already spent three days on their trip, so it wasn't a disappointing experience.





The incident of Kiana falling off the cliff had cast a shadow over the final leg of the journey.





Kiana was leaning against Sigurd's chest.





The seats were quite spacious, and since both of them were children, they fit comfortably together.





Kiana wriggled in his embrace.





"Sig, they said I'm fine. I want to sit on my own."





"Don't make a fuss. I'm going to take a nap."





Considering that she still had bandages on her head, Sigurd didn't tap her on the head this time.





He just closed his eyes and ordered softly.





Kiana pouted but didn't resist. She adjusted her position a bit to make herself more comfortable.





"Sig, you should gain some weight. Your bones are poking me."





Actually, rather than him being too skinny, the reason why he is like that is mainly because he was too small.





Over the past half year, Kiana's clothes had gone up a size, but Sigurd hadn't changed much.





Half a year ago, when they sat like this, Kiana felt just right.





Now, she felt a bit cramped.





"Enough chattering..."





Sigurd's voice was weak as he spoke.





He lightly patted her hand on his back and gradually settled into even breathing.





Sensing Sigurd's change, Kiana quieted down completely.





Nestled in Sigurd's arms, she sighed soundlessly.





Turning her head, she saw Sin Mal looking at her with a smile full of meaning.





Seeing Kiana's gaze, Sin Mal put her index finger to her lips:





"Shh!"





Kiana mimicked covering her mouth, nodding vigorously.





Then, the only sounds in their ears were the rumble of the engines and Sigurd's steady heartbeat.





Soon, Kiana yawned.





Gradually, her eyelids grew heavy.





Both of them fell asleep.





...





"(?L?)..."





Sin Mal's expression was extremely complicated.





She undoubtedly wanted to rush forward and kick Kiana away, replacing her with herself, but she was reluctant to wake Sigurd.





Therefore, she could only bite her handkerchief with resentment, emitting a faint grinding sound from her teeth.





Beside her, Bronya had just assembled a handgun and, witnessing this scene, shook her head in resignation.





After hesitating for a moment, Bronya reached out her hand.





"Here."





"Bronya!"





Sin Mal immediately dropped the handkerchief and tightly embraced the slender, fair arm.





Seeing the reduction in Sin Mal's resentment, Bronya felt relieved but also reluctantly accepted the situation.





Turning to her left, she saw Kiana's satisfied face on Sigurd embracement, and to her right, Sin Mal too wore a contented smile.





So, Bronya accepted this situation, closing her eyes expressionlessly, completely unaware of the shocked gaze directed at her from the front left, from Cocolia.





'... Did something go wrong with my orphanage?'





Cocolia wore a bewildered expression, her hand tightly clutching her handkerchief.





Suddenly, the communicator in her hand buzzed to life, an incoming message from Einstein.





Einstein: "Did you really get rid of Brolon?"





Kiana: "Sigurd did it. But he replaced Brolon with a robot. Since that old guy was always seen using his doppelgänger, even if he met other people in the far future with a robot won't raise their suspicion, especially with those two maid units to accompany him. No one will notice."





Einstein: "But how do I explain this to the Alliance Leader? Although I convinced the Alliance Leader to accept Brolon back then due to survival concerns regarding Anti-Entropy and Brolon's staunch anti-Otto stance, now that he's an enforcer, it's a difficult matter to handle."





Cocolia: "I recently procured a batch of high-quality red tea and a fine tea set. They've been delivered to headquarters."





Einstein: "I'll log off now if there's nothing else. Drop by for tea sometime."





Kiana: "Alright, Dr. Einstein."





After concluding a covert transaction, Cocolia put down her communicator, her gaze shifting slightly to glance at Sigurd's slumbering form.





...





"Commander Cocolia, we deeply apologize for what happened to Miss Kiana. We will fully refund the payment for this mission and hope for your understanding."





"It's not necessary. Those were well-trained soldiers, and with a traitor among your ranks, it's understandable how they managed to slip under your radar. It's not your fault. Since there weren't any severe consequences this time, I can overlook it. However, for the future... don't let me be utterly disappointed in the renowned Valkyrie Unit Snow Fox Squad."





"Yes! Thank you for your understanding. We will reinforce our training and discipline to ensure that such errors never happen again!"





"Very well, work hard. By the way, would you be interested in joining the Starfire Faction? Unlike the Radicals, we are a united and respectful faction, and we won't place spies among your ranks."





"Well, this..."





Until the plane landed, Sigurd, who had awakened incompletely, listened with indifference to Cocolia trying to sway the Snow Fox Squad's loyalty.





Captain Bronk obviously looked somewhat uncertain.





Cocolia was offering a generous reward, displaying excellent attitude, and considering the prior blunder of the Snow Fox Squad, along with the unsettling actions of the Radicals, Bronk felt torn.





Cocolia took out a white card, a pure white one with no extra text or patterns, only a sequence of black digits etched on the card's surface.





"My contact information. You can consider it and let me know your decision."





"Yes, we will... consider it carefully."





Bronksolemnly accepted the card.





From the moment she took the card,Bronk's only option was to join. The variables were whether he joined voluntarily or was marginalized by the Radicals and then compelled to join.





"Ha~"





Sigurd yawned, nonchalantly disregarding Cocolia's manipulations.





Managing forces was Cocolia's hobby, not his.





As for his own hobbies...





"Sig!"





A certain white-haired patient darted toward him like a cannonball, stumbling him in his not fully awakened state.





"I remembered! You said that if I performed better in training, I'd get a month's supply of high-class pastries! Quickly tell me the result, did I win?"





Kiana grabbed Sigurd's hand, bouncing with excitement.





She was completely unaware... that from the time they met until now, aside from the initial period of austerity, had Sigurd ever given her anything other than the cheaper types of pastries?





Sigurd patted his slightly aching back where Kiana had collided with him, casting her a faint glance.





Even though she had bandages on, Kaslana's constitution was no joke, and her lively appearance clearly indicated that she wasn't a wounded patient.





Locking her throat, pressing her down, and delivering an unmerciful knee strike to her abdomen, he stated unequivocally:





Splurt—





"No pastries for you today."





After delivering this message, he looked at Kiana writhing on the ground in apparent pain. A pleased smile played at the corners of his lips.





This hobby... was... not right! How could this be a hobby!?





Sigurd covered his face and took a step back, feeling like something was amiss.






































In Siberia, on the melting ice and snow training grounds, two figures dressed in black were swiftly crossing paths.





The wind and waves surged in succession, and the intense air roared ceaselessly.





On the sidelines, Sigurd expressionlessly adjusted his ear.





Bronya stood beside him, meticulously observing and adjusting a series of virtual screens displaying data.





"Unbelievable. The enhancement of their strength, speed, and reflexes from this armor is so significant? Bronya had no doubt that even a 12-unit Titan special ops team would be torn apart by them in an instant. This far exceeds the abilities of conventional Valkyries... Is the true purpose of the new recruits' training camp to make them adapt faster to this kind of armor?"





Sigurd didn't answer this obvious question but explained, "Black Armor 8.0, nanometal material, capable of withstanding Honkai Energy armor, dual-energy power amplification device that absorbs the diffuse Honkai Energy from their bodies, increasing power while reducing damage to their bodies. Equipped with specialized weapons suitable for their abilities... If coordinated with the swarm, each of them becomes a one-person army. This is currently the optimal solution. Unless I can obtain the research results of Soulium or the Herrscher Core, there won't be much upgrading in the short term."





"Is Bronya's setup the same?"





Bronya put away the projection screen, lifted her skirt slightly, and pointed to the black band on her fair thigh, asking.





She seemed entirely unaware of the seductive scenery beneath her skirt, maintaining a serious expression.





Sigurd glanced at the bright white thigh and a certain piece of white fabric, saying, "…Put your skirt down. It's the same."





"Understood. Later, Bronya will try it too."





Following his instructions, Bronya let her skirt down. Seeing that Sigurd didn't seem affected, she turned her head away and subtly pursed her lips.





'The subtle seduction failed. Conventional tactics really don't work, huh? As expected of  Sigurd.'





Bronya muttered in her heart.





It's not that she fell for Sigurd, but rather, due to her military demeanor, she didn't feel entirely at ease without knowing Sigurd's weaknesses.





However, even the powerful Lift Skirt maneuver didn't work. What else could she try to test him?





Bronya pondered, then she heard Sigurd let out a soft sigh.





"I should have finished tuning the armor before going to Huangshan."





"In that case, will the foolish Kiana not get hurt when falling off a cliff?"





"Yes."





"Bronya thinks you're spoiling her too much. It's recommended to provide appropriate isolation treatment, so Kiana doesn't become useless in the future... even though she's a fool now."





Useless? Isn't that going a bit far? My education is clearly strict.





Sigurd didn't deny the "fool" label, just looked at Bronya with a puzzled expression.





In his view, his educational approach was fine—give a slap when necessary, offer a kick when needed. Rigorous training was never compromised, and character education was always a focus. Although the "fool" part hadn't shown any improvement, wasn't Kiana's growth in other areas acceptable?





Bronya rolled her eyes without saying anything.





This morning, Kiana casually mentioned wanting to try the high-grade caviar promoted in a culinary magazine, which was imported from Japan, and now, according to Bronya's knowledge, the airmail from Japan was already en route. It was estimated that they could enjoy the expensive caviar dish during dinner.





"Forget it, let's not talk about this. I understand what's going on. Is there any issue with the armor's status?"





Sigurd, who actually had no understanding at all, nonchalantly said he understood and then asked.





Once again, Bronya brought up the monitoring screen, scanning as she replied, "Everything is normal. The test data is within the standard range. It's ready for direct combat and quite perfect."





After the reply, Bronya couldn't help but sneak a glance at Sigurd.





This is truly impressive. Bronya, too, understood technology.





Any complex, advanced weaponry required multiple tests and corrections before approaching perfection.





The more advanced the technology, the less likely it was to reach combat-ready perfection in one go.





Yet, all the technology in Sigurd's hands was perfected directly to combat standards.





Maybe it could be upgraded to become even more powerful, but there had never been a bug.





This level of capability was unbelievably remarkable.





"What's wrong?"





Noticing Bronya's gaze, Sigurd looked at the ongoing battle on the field, not turning his head.





Bronya shook her head. "Bronya just thinks that you're very impressive, to an extraordinary degree."





"Yeah. By the way, is the strategy for the Oceania branch complete?"





Sigurd casually shifted the topic.





"With Matushka assistance, it's done."





"How many troops are there?"





"Five thousand Titans as the main force for the frontal feint; Kiana, Sin Mal, and I are the assault strike team to directly capture the target; five thousand drones for battlefield segmentation and rear guard... This lineup should be sufficient."





"Alright, I'll be prepared."





Then, Bronya's expression turned hesitant. After a moment, she furrowed her brows slightly and asked, "Are we really going to attack the Oceania branch? Just for that Wendy? That's a Schicksal Branch."





"The Gem of Desire is within her body."





Sigurd said so without any significant fluctuations, as if he were mentioning that Kiana had an extra sunny-side-up egg for breakfast.





But Bronya immediately straightened up, her feet coming together as she executed a standard military salute.





"I understand. Bronya will complete the mission."





Unlike the other naive and carefree children at the orphanage, Bronya had already survived in the real world.





She knew what Cocolia Matushka was doing, understood what Sigurd meant to the entire orphanage, and more importantly, she grasped the significance of the Herrscher Core.





She had struggled to survive in the darkness and now she fought for her own place of belonging, for the smiles of other children and Cocolia Matushka... Well, there might be a tiny bit of it for Sigurd, just a tiny bit, not more.





Therefore, Bronya had a reason not to fail, a reason more important than mere survival.





Sigurd glanced at her and replied, "Stay safe. It doesn't matter if there are casualties among the Titans and drones. The most important thing is that you three don't force yourselves. If necessary, you can abandon the mission. You're more important."





"…Yes!"





Bronya responded with a stern face.





After Sigurd looked away, a faint smile tugged at the corner of her lips.





Sigurd might be clever, but he had a slight issue with his thinking.





How could they possibly be equated with the value of the Herrscher Core?





However, Bronya didn't dislike this feeling.





...





Boom!





The resounding collision of fists and feet echoed through the sky.





The earth surged like waves, as layers of soil were lifted by the powerful impact.





Two small figures were catching their breath, their eyes fixed on each other through the only light blue visors on their sealed black armors.





Excitement radiated from their expressions.





These two black armors were simply too strong!





The moment they put them on, they both gained a sense of invincibility, as if nothing in heaven or earth could stop them.





Clapping sounds came from the side as Sigurd slowly walked over from the dust.





"That's enough. Let's stop the basic test here. The rest, you can experience on the battlefield."





"Finally, a mission! I couldn't wait any longer. In the Kaslana dictionary, there's no word for 'failure'!"





"Sigurd, leave it to me. You can entrust everything to me!"





One was brimming with confidence, the other filled with anticipation—both of them were in high spirits.





"This mission is a trial run, to assess your abilities and test the performance of the black armors. I won't deny the mission's importance. If you succeed, it holds great significance for me. However, the two most important points: follow Bronya's orders, and don't push yourselves too hard. Come back safely."





Sigurd raised two fingers, solemnly emphasizing.





Kiana and Sin Mal both nodded.





"Rest assured! This young lady won't let you down!"





"Yes, I'll do my best, Sigurd!"





The two girls responded with great vigor.





This is what happened just before the big battle.






































After the first test of Black Armor 8.0, that night, through a communication network designed and encrypted by Sigurd himself, four individuals from all corners of the world joined a video conference.





Sigurd, Welt, Einstein, and Cocolia—these four individuals essentially formed the core of the current Anti-Entropy force, both in terms of combat prowess and intelligence.





Welt was in St. Freya and had just finished work.





He glanced at his capable subordinates, rubbed his brow slightly in weariness, and said, "I won't hold a grudge for you against what you did against Brolon. Although he contributed significantly to Anti-Entropy in its early days, he has been compensated well over the years. I've had thoughts of dealing with this parasite for a while now, so this might be a blessing in disguise. However… Are you really planning to attack the Oceania branch?"





Cocolia spread her hands in a helpless gesture. "I don't agree either, but Lord Sigurd is determined, and Dr. Einstein also supports his plan. There's nothing I can do."





Since following Sigurd, Cocolia's path had been relatively smooth sailing, and she didn't take extreme risks like the original storyline. Now, she just wanted stability.





But Sigurd was the leader, after all. If he spoke up, what could she say as a subordinate?





Muttering to herself, Cocolia harbored a hint of resentment—after all, it was Bronya, Kiana, and Sin Mal who were going to the front lines. In a way, they were all her children!





Einstein sipped fragrant red tea from a very expensive, high-quality cup, saying nothing.





In her view, this was mainly a discussion between Welt and Sigurd, and she and Cocolia were just adding numbers.





Seeing both Einstein and Cocolia silent, only Welt furrowed his brow slightly, expressing his disagreement.





Sigurd responded, "I admit there's risk involved, and there's an element of gambling. But if I'm the one to obtain the Core, Otto shouldn't pursue it excessively."





"Why do you think that?"





"Based on my value alone, which to him, is above the Core."





"I still don't agree. If you want to research the Herrscher Core, Einstein has a Gem of Conquest in her possession."





"Pfft!"





The one who reacted was Cocolia, and she even splattered red wine onto the camera lens.





At the same time, Einstein's gaze shifted slightly.





Welt: ???





Within Welt's puzzled expression, Einstein sighed and dryly said, "The Gem of Conquest is gone."





"What do you mean by 'gone'?"





"The gem was implanted into Raiden Ryoma's body, she did it."





In the screen, Einstein pointed downwards, precisely at Cocolia's image.





In the image, Cocolia was wiping the red wine that had soaked her top.





Hearing this, she suddenly dropped her handkerchief, pressing her face excitedly against the camera, and exclaimed, "I was forced into it! The radicals had knives at my throat. If I didn't comply with their demands, what would happen to my children? Besides, even Dr. Einstein and Ryoma agreed to do it. Why is the blame placed on me? Say something, Dr. Einstein!"





Einstein... agreed? Even Cocolia... Welt's expression entered a trance, as if the situation had exceeded his imagination.





"I need an explanation, Einstein."





Welt's face turned serious, a mix of confusion and disbelief swirling within him, unsure if he felt more disappointed or angry.





Raiden Ryoma was Mei's biological father, and he had even held the little girl when she was younger.





Moreover, to think that such a thing happened, and even Einstein had kept it a secret from him?





What were they thinking?





Einstein set down her tea cup.





After a moment of silence, she spoke in a vague tone, recounting, "At that time, Cocolia had just joined the radicals, and the radicals had long been planning the implantation of the Gem of Conquest into Ryoma. Their chosen vessel was Ryoma. Back then, Cocolia lacked the power to take the Gem from my possession, and she couldn't possibly move Ryoma's daughter. She just happened to be in that position, becoming the chosen executor of the radicals. If she succeeded, she'd officially join their ranks; if she failed, she'd bear the consequences herself. She truly had no choice. As for me... I did indeed approve of it."





If it wasn't for her approval, who else could have taken the heavily guarded gem from her?





Welt's expression went through a series of changes, finally coming to terms with this reality. Then he asked, "…Why?"





"Why should I answer that?"





"You must answer!"





"You've grown up, and you're starting to be disobedient, Yang."





"Einstein... answer me, why?"





For a moment, Welt was lost in his memories, recalling that unique period of growth.





Einstein was always like this, silently standing behind him, as if she would never leave, giving him an overwhelming sense of security.





But in the end, he persisted with his inquiry.





Because of Welt's ideals, his dream of protecting the world, and all these incredibly precious things that Einstein had passed on to him bit by bit, how could he not press for answers?





"For your sake."





Then, Einstein provided this brief response.





Before Welt could react, Einstein lifted the tea cup with both hands.





Her eyes shimmered with a color that Welt couldn't quite understand, and she continued, "During the Second Eruption, you miraculously survived despite being on the edge of death numerous amount of time. At that time, you kept dying and returning time after time... Tesla later said that you were like an indestructible cockroach, which is quite amusing. I don't find it amusing. I am simply grateful... grateful that you came back."





"And then, just during the Second Eruption, you almost didn't return, just that... tiny bit. But what about the next time? How many more Eruptions are there, how many more Herrschers are there, and how far can you hold on?"





"I don't want a day to come when an Eruption strikes and you're gone forever."





Snap!





Einstein spoke in a soft tone, simultaneously releasing the cup.





The precious teacup shattered on the table, much like how Welt's life might shatter at any moment.





Hot tea splashed onto Einstein's thin clothes, but she remained composed. She continued to sigh softly, "So, do you understand my thoughts now?"





"...You should change your clothes. You could get burned."





"No need, it's already cooled down."





"Einstein..."





Welt opened his mouth, unsure how to continue.





He understood Einstein's intentions.





Einstein wanted to nurture a new Herrscher-level force, fight alongside him, and even replace him, all for one purpose—to ensure Welt's survival.





"Even so... even so, we can't..."





We can't trample upon the oath we once cherished, the line we agreed upon together!





Welt clenched his fists.





He could face the Herrscher of Void without fear, and laugh in the face of death.





Yet at this moment, he couldn't confront this version of Einstein, the Einstein he didn't recognize. He couldn't even articulate the reproach he had meant to voice.





Einstein looked at the screen, or more accurately, at Welt's lowered head.





After a long while, she revealed a soft smile.





"Justice and righteousness, or you and Tesla... Sometimes, I can't even distinguish which I'm living for. I only know that after Joyce left, there are just the two of you left in my world... Let it be this way. What do you want to do to me, I have no objections, if you want to, I would volunteer to step down from my position. I probably don't have the right to... "





"No. As the leader, I reject your application."





"...Yang?"





"Making mistakes isn't frightening. Yes, everyone makes mistakes. What's frightening isn't the mistakes themselves, but not knowing and not repenting for them. Besides, we still have the chance to correct everything. Tell me, Einstein, have you ever regretted? Do you feel guilt and the need for compensation towards Ryoma?"





Welt raised his head, his expression resolute.





There was a burning and tenacious flame in his eyes.





At this moment, he wasn't a lost boy but Welt Yang, a man radiating with brilliance.





Einstein looked at him in a daze, as if seeing another man with a smile as warm as the sun through him. Then, her focus shifted back, and before her was the familiar Yang—Welt Yang.





". . . . .I have."





Welt let out a sigh, then said with unwavering certainty, "Then, make amends for your mistakes, save that girl. Tell Ryoma my stance. I am the leader of Anti-Entropy, the First Herrscher. I'm a man who can crawl back from the world of death at any time. I'm not so weak that I need him to sacrifice his daughter. Count it as one major mistake, and we can find a chance to discipline him later."





Raiden Ryoma was Welt's friend, it’s not wrong to call him his brother in all but blood.





Welt could understand Ryoma's intentions—to save the world, protect his friends, and give his daughter, who was naturally endowed with stigmata, the power to defend herself. These were all probably there, not bad intentions.





But, he crossed the line.





Einstein nodded slowly, very compliantly saying, "Understood. I will convey it to him."





Then, Welt turned to Sigurd, who had been quietly listening all this time. He softened his tone and said, "If we obtain the gem, I hope your first research project will be how to extract it from a person harmlessly."





"It's fortunate. The one I'm searching for happens to be a girl with the Herrscher Core implanted. So, this will undoubtedly be my first research project."





Welt raised an eyebrow, sounding somewhat sighing.





Is she also that kind of girl?





Then there's no need for much hesitation.





A glint of sharpness flashed through Welt's eyes, and he nodded, saying, "Alright, I agree with your plan. Capturing the Oceania branch isn't difficult. What's difficult is dealing with Otto's possible actions and his subsequent retaliation... I can intervene. Think about what action is more suitable."





"If possible, could you help me watch over those three kids on-site? As for Otto... no need. When the war starts, he'll be at headquarters, busy entertaining a friend. He won't have time to handle the Oceania branch's plea for help."





"Entertaining a friend? Otto has friends? Who?"





"Me."





Sigurd said lightly, then towards the screen, he slowly revealed a faint smile.









































The autumn breeze by the sea was cool. The Oceania Schicksal Branch, located near the sea but not directly on it, was surrounded by lush forests, with large patches of golden hues signifying the approaching winter.





Three girls, currently in stealth mode, silently appeared in the woods on the outskirts of the base. They observed this small urban base hidden among the mountains, each with different emotions.





Kiana took a deep breath, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. After a moment of contemplation, she spoke, "Sin Mal, this is the first time we're fighting side by side. So don’t lag behind!"





"...You finally called me by my name?"





"Hehe! Well, at least for now, let's not argue while we're on a mission."





"Hmm. I rarely agree with you, Kiana."





After a brief conversation, the two girls seemed to have a mutual understanding. Sin Mal had a somewhat arrogant demeanor, and Kiana wasn't much different. Despite their bickering and disagreements, their bond ran deeper.





When it came to important matters, a signal of reconciliation from either side quickly dissolved their conflicts. Kiana and Sin Mal were already so familiar with each other's abilities that, once reconciled, a sense of security emerged.





"As long as this girl cooperates, there shouldn't be any problems!" They both thought simultaneously.





At this moment, Bronya's clear voice came through their earpieces.





"In three minutes, all external communications and internal networks of the base will be completely cut off. At the same time, the Titan forces will become visible, splitting into four groups to attack from the east, south, west, and north main lines. We will maintain stealth mode and infiltrate the base from the northern route. Repeat your orders."





Sin Mal was the first to respond, "I will maintain invisibility throughout. I will first occupy the X1 high point, utilizing my throwing weapons' speed and destructive power to quickly destroy buildings A1 to A7, disrupting the internal command system and energy supply of the fixed weapons. After that, I will hide at the X2 high point, ready to provide long-range support."





Kiana followed, "My mission is to directly advance to Building A8, destroying areas A8 to A16 head-on. This will eliminate their aerial power and create chaos inside, making the Valkyries of the base run around in confusion."





Bronya remained silent for a moment before saying, "...I didn't expect Kiana to actually remember the orders."





"I'm not really that stupid! This mission is important to Sig, and I'll give it my all!"





Kiana replied with an eye-roll.





While she usually didn't bother with complex thinking because Sigurd could handle everything, this time, she needed to step up and help Sigurd.





It seemed that Sigurd's teachings had worked, at least in making Kiana use her brain when necessary.





Bronya chuckled silently and summarized, "Sin Mal's actions are crucial and will ensure our safety. Kiana will face the most pressure, dealing with the Valkyrie units in the inner area. I have equipped your armor with 1,200 drones for support, and if necessary, use them to clear the way or cover your retreat. As for me, I will head straight to points B1 to B6, where the target may be located. Once located, I will withdraw. Our objective is the gemstone, not the complete destruction of the Oceania Branch. Understand?"





"Yes!" They both replied.





As time passed, when the three-minute limit was reached, many lights inside the Oceania Branch suddenly lit up, and the formidable Titan forces appeared. Intense artillery fire erupted from all directions, and from the beginning, it was clear that the battle was heading towards a fierce confrontation.





Boom! Boom! Boom!





...





"What's going on!?"





"It's- it's the robot forces! Anti-Entropy is attacking us!"





"Damn! Is this a retaliation for the Mediterranean incident? This is bad; test the communication systems!"





"Captain, the communication is down! External communication and the internal command system are both down!"





"As expected! Last time, they disabled the headquarters' network, and now it's our turn, isn't it?"





"Captain, what should we do?"





"Don't panic! We were prepared for this. Follow the emergency scenario plan A and act according to the default commands!"





"Yes!"





...





Inside the base, after a brief period of chaos, most Valkyries and combat personnel quickly took their positions, forming tightly-knit defensive lines.





Large groups of Valkyries split into four directions, heading to confront the Titan forces' attack.





As the Valkyrie captain had said, all branches had prepared for Anti-Entropy's counterattack, and their morale remained unshaken despite the unexpected turn of events.





However, soon, a series of explosions echoed not only along the four main lines on the outskirts but also within the base itself.





Boom! Boom! Boom!





"What's going on?"





"The signal center, and also- the third energy core! This is bad; organize a retreat!"





The main Valkyrie forces heading to the frontlines branched off to guard crucial areas as they rushed back.





As the leader of a seven-member squad, Leinas was a seasoned A-ranked Valkyrie. She quickly took her position near the nearest power station.





"Attention! This power station supplies 27% of the base's weapons and logistics facilities. Stay alert, don't let even a mosquito get through!"





"Yes!"





After issuing the order to hold the position, Leinas watched as her team members each occupied defensive points, and she breathed a slight sigh of relief.





Suddenly, a piercing whistle echoed in her ears.





Whoosh!





Bang~





Boom! Boom! Boom!





In the scorching storm of flames, Leinas stiffly turned her head and saw a slender, pitch-black spear rising slowly from the flames, then shooting up into the sky and disappearing.





"What is... this thing?"





Even Leinas, who considered herself a battle-hardened warrior, had never seen an attack with such speed.





Its penetrating power was also terrifying; the outer walls of the power station were sturdy enough to withstand the impact of giant Honkai Beast, but under that spear, they were pierced like paper.





Leinas had no doubt that if she were the target of the attack, she would already be dead without any chance to react.





"Attack source is likely at the nine o'clock direction. Ellie, Shana, and I will track it. The rest of you, inform our allied forces that the enemy has an unconventional penetrating weapon that is extremely difficult to evade or defend against. Be cautious of commanding officers being singled out for assassination!"





"Yes!"





The power station had already exploded, so Leinas quickly abandoned her defensive mission. After giving new orders, she fearlessly rushed towards the direction from which the spear had been launched.





Several other squad leaders from the defensive teams made similar decisions.





Soon, dozens of elite Valkyries gathered at the edge of a tall tower in another area but found no trace of the attacker.





"No traces of a launching device. It's likely an attack by hand."





"Damn! We're too late!"





"What do we do now?"





"Do a carpet search. If we spot anything suspicious, sound the alarm and engage. We can't allow that kind of attack to persist; otherwise, it will be extremely disadvantageous for us."





"Agreed!"





The Valkyries quickly dispersed, moving through various possible concealed locations, searching for Sin Mal's whereabouts.





War was not a solo performance but a strict combination of organizational rules and the subjective initiative of frontline personnel.





Aside from initial decisions and force composition, the level of training and the determination of frontline personnel were the decisive factors in warfare.





Clearly, the Valkyries had excelled in training and made decisive decisions.





However, Sin Mal had already completed her destruction mission and was heading at full speed to the next vantage point, which was no longer within their search area.





This search was destined to be in vain.





Meanwhile, in another area, a massive logistics transfer center, a girl in black armor suddenly appeared in front of the main gate.





The Valkyrie who had just run out looked at her with suspicion.





"Is this a new technology from the branch? Or... the enemy?"





Before she could make a judgment, the petite girl began to raise her right arm in a preparatory gesture.





With only her eyes visible through the light blue visor on her sealed helmet, she spoke with a mischievous smirk.





"Hehe... lovely ladies, don't blame me for being rude! Take this!"





Bang!





As she threw her punch, the sturdy wall shattered, and a corner of the towering building, over a hundred meters high, disappeared.





"Enemy attack! Enemy attack!"





"Where is the enemy... Huh? So small?"





Among the already well-developed Valkyries, Kiana's petite stature stood out.





However, the collapsed corner of the building and the shattered concrete debris on the ground spoke of her extraordinary destructive power.





"I don't like to fight cute girls, but if you insist on standing in my way today, don't blame me for showing no mercy!"





"Be careful! Don't underestimate her just because she's small. Take her down!"





"Yes!"





The Valkyries attacked with lightning-fast speed, their punches and kicks like bullets.





But Kiana had been living under the firepower of the semi-ruin armament for these past few days!





Those powerful artillery attacks had awakened her latent combat genes.





With daily high-quality nutrition supplements and several months of devilish training, she was no longer the same as before.





Add to that the incredible boost from her black armor, and this battle was... quite easy.





Bang!





The Valkyries attacking her were quickly repelled, crashing into various buildings and structures, unable to get up.





Kiana struck a martial arts pose with a grin on her face and beckoned with her fingers.





"Anyone else want to come at me?"





"Charge!"





Bang! Bang! Bang!





The Valkyries moved quickly, but according to the information that Sigurd had researched about the Valkyries, under these conditions, Kiana's performance was already close to that of Cecilia.





With the basic qualities of an S-rank Valkyrie, even though there might be differences in consciousness, experience, and intelligence, when facing other Valkyries, she still had a crushing advantage.













































Leinas, after fruitlessly searching for the wielder of the dangerous weapon in the vicinity of Kiana, decided to come and reinforce and protect critical facilities first.





As she passed by a corner of a wall, Leinas's peripheral vision caught a glimpse of a small, silver-haired girl with double spiral curls and an exquisite, adorable face sitting on the ground with a vacant expression.





"What's wrong with you? Are you injured? Do you need help?"





Similar attire and the delicate appearance of the young girl made Leinas instinctively consider her a fellow Valkyrie. Although she didn't recognize the small girl in front of her, there were so many Valkyries in the base, and except for a few individuals with exceptional memory, no one could truly know everyone.





"Elise... first kiss... was supposed to be for Sister Elisa... but now... it doesn't matter anymore... hehehe..."





The intermittent words and the hollow gaze fixed on the black enemy not far away immediately led Leinas to imagine a disastrous scenario.





"You dared to defile the purity of an innocent girl! Unforgivable! I'll avenge you!"





Leinas charged towards the small girl with anger burning in her eyes. Little did she know, behind her, Bronya stood up expressionlessly, patted her skirt, and muttered, "Too easy.”





...





A squad of three Valkyries sprinted over to join forces, but suddenly, a shadow swiftly approached from the side and rear.





When the two groups converged, several Valkyries turned their heads to look, seeing a girl in a white dress, holding two camouflaged light machine guns, and sporting an exquisite and emotionless little face—they subconsciously assumed she was another Valkyrie who had come to assist.





"Wow! You're so small!"





"Bronya is not small; Bronya is almost an adult! You're the small one! Your whole family is small!"





Amidst the milk-flavored retorts and insults, none of them got angry. Instead, they all raised the corners of their mouths, and any remaining doubts disappeared.





"Why did you come alone?"





"Our foolish captain got blown away by a Titan's shell, the communicator is temporarily malfunctioning, so Bronya has to act alone to save the world!"





"Ha! Save the world! Hahaha!"





"Why are you all laughing? Bronya will turn you into sieves! Why is everyone just like my stupid captain!"





"Hahaha, Yes, sorry, we were wrong! Let's act together for now."





"Don't slow us down... Bronya heard from some retreating Valkyries that the enemy is very tricky and, well, a pervert. More than ten Valkyries have lost their will to fight after encountering it."





"What!?!"





"I heard the lightest thing done to them is just being touched, the more severe of them is losing their first kiss, and the worst... Well, when they mention that, they have strange expressions and say that Bronya is still too young to know. Humph! Bronya has long passed the age of bedwetting and is already a capable warrior! Who are they to look down on anyone? They're just like my stupid captain!"





The girl spoke expressionlessly as the listeners' expressions became increasingly bizarre. There was suppressed laughter, anger, and subtle fear.





Beep!





The girl who called herself Bronya suddenly stopped in her tracks, frowned slightly while pressing her earpiece, then after a moment, revealed a faint, soothing smile.





"What's wrong?"





"That foolish captain isn't dead after all. It's a pity, but Bronya is going to meet up with her. You can handle it here."





"...Alright, go ahead, and be careful."





Then, the petite girl left once again. The last thing she left behind was a proud yet joyous expression that was difficult to conceal.





Watching the small figure depart, several Valkyries exchanged glances.





"What a pity, such a cute child. How did she end up not being in our team? By the way, I forgot to ask her which squad she's in."





"We'll have a chance in the future... that pervert must be defeated by us!"





"Right! We can't let someone as pure as Bronya encounter that kind of person. Bronya's first time can only be entrusted to me!"





"I'm thinking about it, Peach! Obviously, it's mine!"





"Why argue? Let's get to work first. We'll discuss this matter three days from now on the rooftop!"





"Captain, why are you...?"





"Can't I be a loli enthusiast too!?"





Then, Bronya returned, looking at them expressionlessly.





"Uh, we were just joking, just kidding!"





"Just like my foolish captain, always saying strange things. Anyway, where is the 19th Laboratory? The foolish captain said to meet up there, and Bronya hasn't been there yet."





"It's in that direction!"





"Alright, thank you for your help... be careful and don't get hurt, it will hurt a lot."





"Okay, Bronya, you should be careful too!"





The girl left once more.





Several Valkyries watched the small figure and showed expressions of enchantment.





"We can't allow this to continue; that pervert must be taken down before something happens to the innocent Bronya."





"Right! I'll be the first to strike!"





"Let's get to work!"





. . . .





"Hey, did you hear? That enemy seems to be a pervert who likes to defile innocent Valkyries."





"What!?!"





. . . .





"Be careful, Bronya heard from others that when they encounter that enemy, they instantly become... wet . What does that mean? Does it mean they're seriously injured?"





"Bronya!"













































Wendy lay on the bed, her eyes staring at the ceiling, her black pupils devoid of light.





Things shouldn't have turned out like this.





Wendy had joined Schicksal with dreams of protecting the world, her outstanding talents quickly making her a candidate for an S-class Valkyrie. In theory, she should have become the dazzling girl basking in the sunlight, admired by countless Valkyries.





However, due to her participation in the experiment for the gemstone transplantation, she had lost the ability to walk and even move. Now, not to mention charging into battle, she couldn't even step out of this laboratory. The gemstone that as said Gem of Desire had brought Wendy nothing but despair.





She had become the vessel for the Gem of Desire, like a safe or even just a box used to store things, devoid of value and cared by none.





Wendy was undeniably very disappointed. Although she was fortunate to be alive compared to her colleagues who had sacrificed themselves in the experiment, how could this kind of luck be accepted by a young girl just entering her prime?





Many thoughts crossed Wendy's mind, only to end up in emptiness. She wanted to blame something, but she had consented to the experiment herself, and she had known the risks long ago. This result could only be attributed to her own choices.





She wanted to see the sunlight, but she couldn't move. The researchers said it was for her safety, or rather for the safety of the Gem of Desire. Until the situation stabilized, she couldn't leave this room, which was a reasonable excuse and something that she can’t refute.





She also wanted to see her admired senior, Theresa, but it seemed that Theresa was very busy, any of the messages she sent to her has yet to be responded to.





She also wanted to visit her hometown; maybe there were people there who would miss her there. But with the Gem of Desire on her, this was clearly impossible.





Just as Wendy was immersed in loneliness and desolation, unusual voices came from the door.





"Are you the Valkyrie placed here to help the guard? Go set up defenses outside. This is a classified area, and you can't enter casually!"





"Brownie hasn't heard that order; the enemy is already approaching. I'm here to notify you of this message and assist in the evacuation."





"What? Has Anti-Entropy targeted the gemstones here? Damn it!"





"What gemstone? Brownie doesn’t understand any of that, Brownie just listens to the order from above, Brownie is sent to take the girl named Wendy and help her evacuate from here.”





"The gemstone is on her, anyway... Ugh!"





The sealed door swung open, and Bronya casually threw the researcher who provided iris and palm print information onto the ground.





"Are you Wendy?"





Bronya approached the bed, looking at the black-haired girl on it, a slight ripple in her eyes. She resembled Hila, fragile and innocent, arousing Bronya's protective instincts towards this pitiful girl.





But, Bronya isn’t Sin Mal, she has no impure intention toward the same sex, so she quickly regained her composure.





Wendy lay there, struggling to turn her head to see Bronya's Valkyrie armor, which had transformed into a closed black bodysuit, perfectly showcasing the girl's petite figure.





"You are...?"





"Are you Wendy?"





Bronya interrupted Wendy's question, repeating it coldly.





Now was the mission period. Bronya was at Schicksal's branch base, and she believed there was no room for sentimentality or delay.





"I... I'm Wendy. Who are you?"





"Get some rest; you'll be fine soon."





A syringe was inserted into Wendy's arm, and her eyelids gradually grew heavy, and then she lost consciousness.





"Just as Sigurd predicted, the Honkai energy amplitude has decreased, and her vital signs are stable. As long as she doesn't experience too much emotional turbulence, the gemstone will remain stable."





Bronya's vision displayed on the pale blue window gradually faded from red. After a while, she relaxed her vigilant posture and let out a slow sigh.





"Hoo..."





Then, Bronya pressed the area near her ear on her helmet and opened the communication channel.





"Sin Mal, Kiana, the target has been located. Bronya is currently at point B5. According to the plan, I command you to cover Bronya."





Bang! Bang! Bang!





From Kiana's end of the channel came chaotic, loud noises. Then, with a breathless voice, she spoke, "I can't! I'm pinned down here, dealing with some troublesome folks. Sin Mal, go clear the way for Bronya; I'll figure things out on my own."





Bronya furrowed her brow slightly and asked, "Sin Mal, how's your situation?"





"I haven't been detected yet. I can provide support."





"What's Kiana's condition?"





"It's similar to what she said, but she hasn't activated the drones... I suspect she's playing around."





Sin Mal responded calmly.





Kiana retorted with a breathless tone, "Playing my foot! I just wanted to keep my trump card in case things got really tough!"





Bronya nodded, offering a hint of praise, "Kiana's consideration is reasonable. But now is the time we need it. Go all out, get out of there as soon as possible. Don't make Sin Mal and me leave you behind."





"OK! You both evacuate quickly. I'm going to cause some chaos here and draw some firepower for you."





Bronya thought for a moment and decided it should be fine, so she ordered, "That's the plan. Sin Mal, I'm transferring the remaining drone control to you. First, create an opening for the Titan troops and then open fire freely to create the illusion of a full-scale advance. Then quickly come to my location. Kiana, take care of yourself, and if the situation gets out of hand, call for our assistance immediately."





Sin Mal: "Understood!"





Kiana: "Got it!"





...





In the southeast corner of the base, on a wide runway, a massive transport plane took off, but it wasn't because of the plane's engines; it was propelled into the air by a black-armored girl.





Boom!





The transport plane was blasted into pieces by a tremendous force, and the golden-haired Valkyrie, holding a lance, came flying along with the wreckage.





Clang!





Kiana caught the lance's tip with both hands and was pushed back dozens of meters by the massive impact, leaving deep tracks on the ground.





At the same time, attacks from fists and large swords came from all directions.





"Yahh!"





Kiana shouted, grabbing the lance's tip with both hands and swinging it along with its owner like a long-handled weapon to knock back the Valkyries surrounding her. Then, she quickly leaned backward, narrowly avoiding a blue arrow.





A-grade Valkyries were a realm with deep waters in it.





Most A-grade Valkyries advanced through experience and merits; they were stronger than B-grades, but their strength had limitations.





However, there were very few A-grades who, with talent and the right effort, had already surpassed conventional Valkyries. These Valkyries were rare, but each one was a strategic asset for Schicksal, to some extent equivalent to a slightly weaker S-grade Valkyrie.





The four currently besieging Kiana were the real elite Valkyries of this type.





The weak had already retreated; the Valkyries from the Oceania branch had realized that Kiana wasn't an opponent they could defeat with just cannon fodder. Valkyries with insufficient attack power couldn't even leave a scratch on her black armor, so staying here was a waste of combat strength.





"Huff, huff, huff..."





Not only Kiana, the four Valkyries who are facing her are also breathing heavily.





Both sides stared at each other, unwilling to concede, creating an extremely tense atmosphere.













































"Even as enemies, we have to commend your resilience. Your reactions are getting faster, and there are hardly any unnecessary movements left... You're actually still growing in a battle like this, you are quite the monster," one Valkyrie suddenly spoke, with genuine admiration. She had no knowledge of the true capabilities of the black armor and thought it was primarily known for its defensive prowess.





So, she genuinely regretted it. A young girl with such extraordinary skills, if she hadn't been fighting against Schicksal, might have become another S-rank candidate and a potential new S-rank force for Schicksal.





"Thank you for the compliment. You all are not bad either! So, I'm getting ready to leave. Can you make way for me?" Kiana replied with a mischievous smile, as if she were completely unaware of the tension, using a relaxed tone that left people speechless.





Another Valkyrie shook her head. "Skill growth can't replace the physical exertion you've expended. One against four, plus the previous skirmish, your stamina must be close to its limit, right? Do you think we'll let you go?"





"Ah, I knew it... Well, there's no other way. Sigurd told me that the truth lies within the range of artillery. As long as the firepower is enough, there's no enemy that our truth can't persuade! Come on, my real trump card is about to be revealed!" Kiana spread her arms, looking up as if she were watching the sky, as if summoning something extraordinary.





And indeed, she was.





A piercing sound suddenly pervaded the surroundings.





The Valkyries who were on high alert all looked up, only to see countless black spheres filling the cloudless sky, with numerous ominous little red dots appearing among them.





"Be careful!"





"Whoa, whoa, whoa!"





As one Valkyrie issued a warning, an infinite number of lasers left countless terrifying holes in the ground.





Fortunately, the Valkyries quickly retreated, escaping the range of this attack unharmed.





But Kiana, who had found an opening, had already jumped into the air and grabbed one of the small spherical drones, smiling as she did so, as if she were about to summon something incredible.





"Decided to go with this one! Sigurd taught me the true use of these drones... It's this!" With these words, Kiana used all her strength to throw the spherical drone in her hand.





Boom!





A brilliant white light illuminated half of the base city, and an eye-catching, small mushroom cloud slowly rose.





Kiana stood on two drones, flying in the air amidst the scorching wind, squinting her eyes.





"It's just a regular fission bomb, without any Honkai energy fused in it. Given their speed and armor, they shouldn't die from it. Valkyries are also a force against the Honkai. Our goal isn't to slaughter... Go ahead, use regular attacks to disrupt their formation completely and divert their attention for Bronya and the others."





Hum—





"What's that?"





"Is it an unknown Anti-Entropy technology?"





"Be careful, it's a laser weapon!"





Whoosh!





Countless drones appeared in the sky over the base.





The Valkyries had considered the Titan troops their primary threat, so they hadn't prepared for attacks from the sky and behind.





Soon, explosions erupted all along the frontline, momentarily shattering the formidable defenses that had once pushed back the Titan troops.





The Titan forces surged into the inner city, with the assistance of the drones, creating an appearance of destroying the base—though it was merely an illusion.





Kiana and the others were well aware that unless there was a large-scale drone nuclear explosion, laser attacks wouldn't be able to kill those relatively elite Valkyries. As for the Titan forces, once the Valkyries had recovered, it was only a matter of time before they were dismantled one by one.





However, they had achieved enough at this point.





...





Kiana landed in the designated mountain area, and as soon as she touched down, she was greeted by a gentle man wearing glasses.





Kiana kicked away the drone beneath her feet and jumped to the ground. Her helmet retracted automatically, revealing her flushed, rosy face.





"Uncle Welt, why are you here!?"





"Sigurd entrusted me to come as insurance, just in case something went wrong, But it seems he was being overly cautious. You all are doing things nicely, even more so than I imagined," Welt said as he gently tousled Kiana's hair, smiling politely and amiably.





"Hehe!" Kiana giggled, her mood soaring high because the mission was completed and she received praise.





Then, Bronya's cold voice came from the side, "It's not thanks to us. On one hand, the performance of the black armor almost exceeded imagination, and on the other hand, the early intelligence was incredibly comprehensive, and the network attack was astonishingly effective, rendering the Oceania Schicksal Branch's defenses less than one percent of their full strength. This is all Sigurd's credit, a dominance that can only happen due to his technology. Even if it weren't us, any random person you pull out from the street could have achieved the same."





She said this while holding the sleeping Wendy, dressed in a white sickroom gown, in a princess carry and slowly walked out of the forest.





Beside Bronya, Sin Mal followed with an unhappy expression – why wasn't she the one being carried like a princess? Another little fox, she must be all nosy and clingy!





"You all contributed. Sigurd's technology can't overshadow your excellence," Welt continued to smile gently. Upon seeing Wendy, he furrowed his brows slightly.





"Is this the girl who's been fused with the Gem of Desire?"





"Yes, she's Wendy. Her appearance and the level of Honkai Radiation from the gem both match. Bronya believes there shouldn't be any mistake, but it's better to wait for Sigurd to confirm."





"I see... Well, you should go back soon. I hope Sigurd, and Einstein, can help her regain a normal life."





Welt raised his hand and gently smoothed Wendy's hair on her forehead, his eyes filled with a gentle light.





He was always like this, seemingly a saint who pitied all beings but didn't value his own life much. Or perhaps it was precisely because he couldn't let go of all sentient beings that he could repeatedly die and be reborn.





Then, Bronya looked up at Welt and asked, "I have a question."





As Welt was about to lead the girls away, he paused and turned back, "What is it?"





"Although we've severed external communication for the Oceania Schicksal Branch, what if Schicksal has already set up an ambush in the vicinity?"





In fact, the five thousand drones Bronya requested were prepared for Schicksal's reinforcement troops.





When necessary, she would clear a path with a nuclear explosion.





But since Welt had appeared here, there was no need for such measures.





After all, in Bronya's view, the cost of the drones shouldn't be cheap, so they could save them when unnecessary.





Welt shrugged and sighed, "Actually, one of the main reasons why I agree to come here is for this too. But from my current perception, just as Sigurd said, this isn't a problem."





"Has Sigurd made some preparations in advance?" Bronya inquired.





"Well, you could say that, as of right now, he's entangled with Otto, making the Oceania Schicksal Branch a true isolated island."





"Entangled with Otto? How did he manage that?" Bronya was puzzled and frowned. Those five words sounded like an impossible feat and might even be dangerous.





Welt wore a helpless expression and replied, "This question…. you'll only know the details when he returns from Schicksal's airborne base."





"What!? Did you say Sigurd went to that blonde-haired villain's lair!?" Kiana, unusually quick to understand Welt's meaning, exclaimed and stomped her foot.





In the worried expressions of the three girls, Welt chuckled.





"You have to trust him; young Sigurd won't do anything without making numerous backup plans in advance."





He said this as if it were a meaningless reassurance, but a hint of crimson flashed in his eyes.





"Moreover, if there really is a problem... Well, I'll pay a visit to Schicksal and have a face-to-face chat with Otto."





His condition was indeed not good, and he wasn't suitable for combat. But since Sigurd was willing to believe in him and joined Anti-Entropy, then Welt, the leader of the alliance, naturally had to show the appropriate protective attitude. It was just a visit to Schicksal, something he could do for Sigurd, and Welt was never afraid of danger when necessary.













































Over the clear skies of the capital of Europe, Schicksal's headquarters, a towering airborne city, activated its full stealth mode and floated silently overhead, conducting the transfer of supplies with the ground base. Handling the task of transporting supplies were not planes but invisible conveyor belts and elevators lowered from the sky.





On the ground, responsible for security at the transfer station, were heavily armed special forces and twenty-four A-rank Valkyries. However, nobody thought that there would be any fools daring to cause trouble in this place at this time.





Just when everything seemed normal, a handsome young boy suddenly appeared in the air in front of the four Valkyries guarding the entrance.





"Who are you!?" one of the Valkyries inquired. She, along with the soldiers who had loaded their guns, looked at the boy in surprise. The boy, expressionless, merely tossed a gold-colored badge that resembled a coin towards the Valkyrie in front.





The Valkyrie caught the badge and, upon inspection, her pupils contracted. She quickly took out her handheld terminal and imprinted the badge on the screen.





[Name: Insufficient Authorization.]





[Position: Insufficient Authorization.]





[Visit Target: Otto Apocalypse.]





[Purpose of Visit: Insufficient Authorization.]





[Insufficient Authorization... Insufficient Authorization... Insufficient Authorization...]





Following a series of "Insufficient Authorization," there was a conspicuous red mark in the last line of the information.





[Note: Extend the highest courtesy, cooperate fully, do not disclose any information, violators will be charged with rebellion!]





"Lower your guns, salute!" The Valkyrie who had interpreted the information on the badge, now with a cold sweat, ordered, and the entire military unit saluted.





The Valkyrie held the badge with both hands, bent at the waist, and presented it to Sigurd with utmost respect.





"I apologize greatly for any inconvenience, I will arrange a green channel for you immediately. Additionally, do you require a guide?"





"There's no need for that. I'll take that one," Sigurd pointed to the transport elevator where the cargo was being moved.





The Valkyrie glanced back at it and immediately sweated, saying, "This is unacceptable, it would be too impolite..."





Then, she remembered the instruction, [Cooperate fully].





"Understood!" Her tone changed, obediently responding.





Sigurd proceeded to the cargo box and, with a light jump, sat on the tall metal box. As the elevator doors closed, he vanished from the sight of the Valkyries.





"Captain, who was that? He made you sweat a lot," one of the Valkyries asked.





"That's sweat, not something else! No, everyone, listen up. We didn't see anything just now. Everything is normal. Keep everything that happened in these few minutes to yourselves, or else no one can save you!" The captain commanded.





"Understood!"





Then, the Valkyrie who served as the captain sent a message to the personnel at the docking area.





[Highest Confidential Individual. Do not inquire, do not disseminate, do not speak. Cooperate fully!]





...





Sigurd entered the sky base smoothly, holding a small picnic basket. He strolled around the base casually, like a middle schooler out on a field trip, with a relaxed demeanor.





The badge was obtained earlier from Otto.





The information had been modified by Sigurd himself.





Everything was perfect... except for the multitude of curious and excited glances from the Valkyries along the way.





Sigurd made a few turns and finally arrived at the exclusive training ground for elite Valkyries.





On the field, two agile figures were engaged in combat with many advanced mechs.





Boom! 





A fierce wind roared in his ears as a massive mechanical arm, several times taller than Sigurd, crashed behind him and shattered into a pile of sparking metal debris.





"Rita, stop!" one of the girls shouted.





"Bia- Your Highness Durandal, what's wrong? Huh, who's that?" The two lovely girls suddenly stopped their movements.





However, the mech's program was still running, and its actions continued to advance towards the two.





The golden-haired girl, who appeared slightly younger, extended her hand and punched, smashing the mechs into pieces.





The slightly more mature-looking girl with short hair, dressed as a maid, raised a scythe and squinted her eyes at Sigurd.





"Hey there, little brother. This is the Valkyries' training ground. Are you lost?" She spoke, and Sigurd tilted his head slightly, not saying a word. He simply tossed the badge as a matter of course.





Rita took the badge and verified it using her own terminal.





[Insufficient Authorization... Insufficient Authorization... Insufficient Authorization...]





Similar to the previous A-rank Valkyries, she saw a few more lines of information, but the majority still displayed the red "Insufficient Authorization."





"Rita Rossweisse, S-rank candidate. Your authorization is still a bit lacking. Let Bianka Ataegina come instead."





Rita nodded slowly and solemnly handed the badge to Durandal.





"Lord Durandal, please."





"Very well, let me see... and don't call me 'lord,' just Durandal is fine."





The golden-haired girl spoke seriously and placed the badge on her own terminal.





[Name: Sigurd Kaslana.]





[Position: Chief Councilor of the Council, Oceania Schicksal Branch Director, Chief Scientific Advisor, Chief Military Advisor, Chief Strategist during wartime, Acting Archbishop.]





[Visit Target: Otto Apocalypse.]





[Purpose of Visit: Tourist sightseeing, and perhaps having tea with Otto.]





[...]





Ignoring the now-stunned Durandal, Rita's hand trembled, and she immediately knelt on one knee.





"Snooping on secrets is a grave crime. Rita Rossweisse is willing to accept a military trial. I am extremely sorry, sir!"





Snooping on secrets was indeed punishable, but in the process of sentencing, unintentional snooping that didn't result in any adverse consequences could be judged with the lightest penalty. Moreover, with Durandal sharing the blame, the outcome should be somewhat easier to accept.





This was the only solution Durandal could think of in her haste that adhered to discipline while also slightly helping Rita.





At this moment, Sigurd had crouched down beside a scattered pile of mech debris, fiddling with it. He calmly spoke,





"No harm done, I allow it. Besides, she is already an internally designated S-rank, and she would find out sooner or later."





Durandal: "Lord, this..."





Rita: "Thank you for your understanding, my Lord!"





Rita covered Durandal's mouth and, unusually strong and imposing, her smile was radiant.





"Lord Durandal, I apologize, but just this once... please compromise a little for Rita's safety."





"I wonder what brings you here, my Lord? Whatever it is, if Rita and Lord Durandal can assist in any way, please don't hesitate to order!"





Rita gave Durandal a meaningful look and then released her mouth.





Durandal hesitated for a moment, her dumbfounded expression suddenly showing a look of realization.





Right, with so many titles, Sigurd must have an urgent and important command to issue. Compared to that, the dignity of the laws and regulations could be discussed later.





In the respectful postures of the two Valkyries, Sigurd placed the debris he was holding to the side and pointed to the picnic basket at his feet.





"Rita Rossweisse, come and help me carry this."





"Yes!"





"Durandal... right? Although I think Bianka is quite a nice name, I'm not quite sure why you wanted to change your name. But Durandal is fine, it sounds nice. In any case, I do have a request for you."





Durandal's lips curled upwards.





She had been praised.





Bianka was a name she had chosen for herself, and Durandal was a precious name given to her by a friend. Both names were important to her. Praising these two names made Durandal even happier than praising herself.





The innocent girl couldn't help but develop a fondness for Sigurd in her heart, and she smiled as she nodded.





"Please, go ahead and give your orders!"




























    

    













In the exquisite and grand Archbishop's office, Otto held a paper document and flipped through it page by page. The room's environmental control systems maintained the temperature and humidity at the most comfortable levels, creating an atmosphere like a spring garden filled with the scent of flowers and the earth, making one feel utterly at ease.





He was reading the paper Sigurd had sent earlier, which discussed the existence of the soul. While Otto had already meticulously reviewed the theoretical framework and experimental data, the content was already well-known to him. However, this article, from its conception to experimental design and logical validation, was flawless, filled with the beauty of rationality and logic.





For a scientific genius like Otto, such a high-quality paper was like a masterpiece, allowing him to savor it endlessly, reluctant to put it down. The last time he felt like this was when he read Dr. Einstein's manuscript on the theory of relativity. Obscure thoughts and smooth logic coexisted, it was simply a masterpiece!





"Ah, Sigurd~"





Otto sighed with deep longing—though they had never met in person, Otto was already missing the thought of a face-to-face meeting with Sigurd.





Then, Amber entered through the door.





"Lord Otto, are you wasting your time playing games again- Oh, I apologize, that's not the case."





Amber bowed with an expressionless face.





Otto twitched his eye corner.





"What kind of image do you have of me in your mind? Well, never mind that. What's the matter?"





"I have two things to report. Firstly, we lost contact with the Oceania Schicksal Branch three minutes ago."





Amber replied coldly and without expression.





Otto raised his head, and his reading came to a halt.





"I see... I probably know what's going on. Finish telling me what you need to, and then I'll think about how to deal with it."





Otto closed the paper with an indifferent expression.





Then, Amber opened a virtual screen in front of him and said expressionlessly:





"The second thing is that half a minute ago, in the monitoring footage from Lady Durandal's location, I discovered this."





"Why would there be a problem with Bianka...?"





But as Otto saw the footage, his expression changed instantly:





"Sigurd ╭(°A°`)╮!!!"





...





Sigurd plucked a small sphere from the air.





Compared to the original worker bees, the current worker bees were much smaller, about two or three times the size of his hand. Their round and glossy black bodies were adorned with luminescent patterns and protruding structures, exuding a sense of science fiction and cold danger.





As he made his move, the air was filled with countless tiny spherical entities, even wandering around Rita and Durandal's bodies before revealing their true forms.





Even Durandal hadn't noticed their approach before they revealed themselves.





"The Hive System, a self-regulating combat robot system I developed... Well, Otto contributed a bit too. Anyway, the finished product is here, but it hasn't undergone a proper combat test yet. A-rank Valkyries won't cut it, but with you being an S-rank, you should be able to reveal some issues for me."





"So, you want to engage in combat with me to test the maturity of your technology? That's fine; I'm quite experienced in this."





"Good. Consider this a special commission then. Afterward, I'll treat you to something to eat—or you can bring up the issue of compensation. I think there aren't many things I can't provide within Schicksal."





"No need, this is what I naturally should do."





Durandal replied with a sense of justice.





But Rita, carrying the picnic basket, twitched her mouth.





Durandal was too innocent to notice anything amiss.





However, Rita had heard it. When Sigurd mentioned Otto, the internal sense of equality and the casual mention of compensation... This man is a big shot, an absolute big shot, much higher than anyone she has ever met before!





Lady Durandal, you probably don't know what you've missed. If it were me, I would have already obtained Theresa's private photo album!





With the picnic basket in hand, Rita's expression became even more humble and meek.





And so, the test began.





Durandal had already entered the stage of returning from the world, and her golden finger was officially activated. Although she hadn't reached the state of total dominance, she had already demonstrated abilities far surpassing the title of Valkyrie.





Lasers, Honkai-imbued edged weapons, electromagnetic restraint fields, subsonic weapons, micro-range nuclear explosions, Honkai-imbued projectile weapons, energy shields, phase displacement devices, and other high-tech equipment... The test turned into a fierce and intricate battle of technology and tactics.





'Most of my arsenal are ineffective, she is truly living up to her reputation'





Durandal faced numerous deadly attacks but moved through them like a breeze, freely dodging and destroying the worker bees.





Boom! Boom! Boom!





The commotion grew louder, and more destruction occurred. More Valkyries gathered to watch the spectacle. However, the highly popular Miss Rita obediently stood behind, and this scene was enough to dispel any doubts. Thus, the Valkyries who had arrived simply watched without questioning.





However, Rita, looking at the familiar training ground turned chaotic, feeling the increasingly intense vibrations underfoot, finally gathered the courage to address Sigurd, who was monitoring something on the virtual screen.





"Um, Lord, isn't this getting a bit out of hand?"





"Yes, you're right. Durandal is too strong, and this way, the test results aren't clear."





No, no, no! I wasn't talking about that! I meant the damage to the base!





However, Rita couldn't criticize the thoughts of such an influential figure, so she endured it and fell silent with a smile.





"Cough! Cough!"





"Sigurd, stop it, Durandal, you did enough."





A clear voice interrupted the test.





Sigurd raised his hand, and the swarm of worker bees that had filled the sky disappeared. At the same time, some of the worker bees that had been destroyed by Durandal were discreetly removed, taken to an undisclosed location, and either reassembled or completely destroyed, leaving no trace.





Durandal also came to a stop.





Then, all the Valkyries on the scene kneeled in salute and said:





"Greetings, Archbishop!"





"Rise. The maintenance department will come to clean up. The rest of you, disperse."





"Yes!"





Then, Otto looked at Sigurd, spread his arms wide, and walked towards him with a brilliant smile, seemingly wanting to give him an intimate hug.





Sigurd, however, took a step back and made a disdainful sound.





"Tsk! Why did you come at a time like this!?"





My goodness, causing such destruction in someone else's home and still acting so arrogant?





Rita lowered her head, her expression twitched, and she became even more convinced of certain speculations. She looked up to Sigurd with great reverence.





However, Otto scratched his head, his smile still bright, as if he was greatly pleased with this attitude. He said:





"My dear friend, I'm sorry for interrupting your test, but if we continue like this, my base will sink. Next time, let's find a more spacious place, and Durandal can be on standby anytime."





"...Fine."





Sigurd replied somewhat reluctantly, pursing his lips.





Otto laughed heartily, seeming relieved by Sigurd's lack of pursuit.





"Ha, coming all this way to visit me, I must treat you well today. Don't think about leaving so soon!"





"No problem. Although there have been many long-distance communications, actual face-to-face meetings... It's been over twenty years since I've even thought about it. It's time to spend a few days together."





Sigurd replied like that.





Yes, adding the age from his previous life, it had indeed been over twenty years since he had thought about it. However, he shuddered at the thought that he had accidentally imagined the image of Kiana sweetly calling him "Daddy."




















  
    

    













In the center of the Sky City, there was a splendid garden.





At the highest point of the garden, there was an observation area with many pavilions, offering a panoramic view of the entire base.





It was a sacred place for the Valkyries to relax, rejuvenate, and go on dates.





Today, the pavilion area, which was originally a public space, had been reserved.





But no one was dissatisfied because the one who reserved it was the esteemed Archbishop Otto Apocalypse.





In fact, what Otto should be doing now was arranging reinforcements for the Oceania Schicksal Branch.





However, when he thought of the Oceania Schicksal Branch, there wasn't a single interesting face among them.





On the other hand, his best friend, Sigurd, had brought snacks with him, possibly even made by his own hands.





Have you ever had a friend visit you with homemade snacks? Otto hadn't experienced that in his five hundred years, and this was the first time.





Moreover, with Sigurd's intelligence, his presence here likely meant that the overall situation was basically settled, and it would be difficult to make any changes.





Furthermore, Sigurd was in the headquarters and had an unknown number of worker bees with him. Could he go unnoticed?





Otto decisively chose to abandon the matter of the Oceania Schicksal Branch—this kind of situation wouldn't even raise an objection from Amber.





"Cough!"





Leading Sigurd, Otto arrived at the most scenic pavilion, pointing at the magnificent Sky City and said:





"How do you like the city I meticulously constructed?"





"It's beautiful."





"Is that the only comment you have?"





"Then what else should I say? Can I tell you that it looks like a huge target and is too conspicuous?"





Otto's mouth twitched, but before he could speak, Durandal spoke up:





"Lord Sigurd, your words are mistaken! Within the Sky City, there is the world's most elite Valkyrie force, complemented by advanced high-tech defense and attack facilities. Furthermore, Lord Otto himself is here, there is no safer place than this."





With the secret matter involving Rita settled and the burden lifted, Durandal resumed her overly serious mode of thinking. Her words carried unmistakable disagreement.





As Durandal's words fell, Otto and Sigurd had no immediate reactions, but Rita was breaking out in cold sweat.





"I apologize deeply! Lady Durandal is straightforward to a fault and has no intention of causing offense. I humbly request Lord Sigurd's forgiveness."





Rita bowed.





As for Otto... he had been scolded by Durandal for some trivial matters many times before. It didn't matter.





Durandal glanced at Rita and realized that this was a conversation between two high-ranking individuals.





She, a mere Valkyrie, even if she was an S-rank Valkyrie, was indeed not qualified to interject casually.





So, Durandal also lowered her head and said earnestly:





"I deeply apologize; I should not have interfered in the conversation between the two esteemed gentlemen. Durandal has overstepped, and I ask for Archbishop Otto and Lord Sigurd's punishment."





"No need to worry, Sigurd doesn't mind such trivial matters."





"Yeah, it's fine. I quite appreciate this straightforwardness."





Otto and Sigurd replied one after the other.





Afterward, the two of them sat down at the tea table.





Amber arranged the tea set and began brewing tea for the two of them.





Her movements were skillful, and her beautiful appearance, despite her slightly cold expression, was truly pleasing to the eye.





Durandal stood behind Otto.





Rita, on the other hand, stood behind Sigurd—she should have been with Durandal.





However, she was still holding Sigurd's food basket, and according to maid etiquette, Rita couldn't stray too far from Sigurd until he asked her to put it down.





Otto was not someone who cared about such trivial matters. He just smiled and asked Sigurd:





"My dear friend, you rarely come to the headquarters. Is there something you're here for?"





"Didn't I write it in the system? Sightseeing, and I came here to have tea with you on the side."





"...I thought you were just writing nonsense."





"It indeed was nonsense, but I came anyway. Can you stop me? If I want to come, I'll come."





Sigurd replied casually, as if he were not the executor of Anti-Entropy, but rather a high-ranking member of Schicksal, just like the modified information Otto had read.





Sigurd raised his cup, making a toasting gesture to Otto.





Otto smiled, and this scene was just like their video conversations every time.





So, he raised his cup as well, responding, and both of them took a sip of tea.





"The tea is excellent."





Sigurd praised, not only the tea leaves but also the person who brewed the tea, handling the water temperature and steeping time perfectly. This earned Amber an admiring glance from him.





A loyal and capable secretary with excellent tea-brewing skills—Sigurd was tempted to poach her.





"Lord Sigurd's approval brings great honor to Amber."





Amber bowed, and her respect for Otto was the same as when dealing with outsiders. She had a feeling that this might be the next Archbishop, Otto's successor.





Otto waved his hand, redirecting Sigurd's attention back to him, and said:





"The Oceania Schicksal Branch has gone silent. Do you know about it?"





In truth, both of them knew very well, and they both understood the purpose behind it.





However, it was Sigurd who had assumed the identity of the Oceania Schicksal Branch leader.





Otto was somewhat looking forward to Sigurd's response. Would he pretend to be shocked and request reinforcements, or would he be openly indifferent but still demand support? Either way, it would be interesting!





But Sigurd merely nodded, casually saying:





"I know. The Anti-Entropy did it, and they coveted the gem."





Cough!





Otto choked on his tea.





"Not so direct, are you? How am I supposed to respond to that?"





"...So why not go and retrieve it?"





"Welt is there. How could I dare?"





Sigurd frowned slightly, sounding like he was complaining.





What is a Herrscher? It's a calamity, a herald of destruction, a colossal threat that could potentially wipe out civilizations.





Although there were a few monsters who could treat regular Herrschers as annoying flies just like Kevin does, it was generally rational to say that when facing a Herrscher that you couldn't defeat, you wouldn't approach them.





It was a perfectly reasonable argument.





Otto's mouth twitched again.





You two are obviously in cahoots, and even Amber knows it. How shameless can you be to say something like that?





Durandal's eyes brightened at this moment. It was her turn to speak:





"Lord Otto, Lord Sigurd, I would make a requests to go on an expedition. I will help the two of you defeat the First Herrscher and retrieve the Gem of Desire!"





Otto: "→_→..."





Sigurd: "←_←..."





The two of them locked eyes for a moment.





Then, Otto smiled slyly and added:





"That's not a bad idea. Durandal is a Valkyrie I have great confidence in; she has the ability for this. What do you think, Sigurd?"





"No need. The gem will eventually... come into my possession."





Sigurd said this in a rather speechless tone.





It was his plan all along; how could it end up in someone else's hands?





At this moment, Rita, who was standing behind Sigurd, couldn't help but tighten her hands.





Anti-Entropy had taken the Gem of Desire, and Sigurd, as the head of the Oceania Schicksal Branch, said it would eventually be in his hands.





Suddenly, a series of conspiracy theories emerged in Rita's mind.





Indeed, he was another old-ahem, I mean, a far-sighted sage, just like Lord Otto.





This must be the depth of Schicksal, right? You never knew how many hidden secrets this ancient and vast organization still held.





On Otto's side, he felt like he had turned the conversation in his favor and his smile became even more pronounced.





He gave Durandal, who usually liked to tease him, an appreciative look and then said to Sigurd:





"It seems you had a plan from the start, so I won't meddle in this."





"Mm."





"So, will the Gem of Desire be helpful for that theory of yours?"





"Perhaps, perhaps not. I'm not sure. But it's the core of a Herrscher after all, so we should study it carefully. If it yields results, it's another weapon against the Honkai."





Sigurd stated firmly.





Anti-Entropy was also an organization against the Honkai.





Strengthening the power of Anti-Entropy was also strengthening the fight against the Honkai.





Nothing wrong with that.





Otto glanced at him, took a leisurely sip of tea, and said:





"I see... In that case, it's up to your arrangements."





Sigurd nodded.





He understood that this meant Otto had let it go.





For Otto, the possibility of resurrecting the love of his life, Kallen Kaslana, was the most precious thing.





Compared to that, giving away a Herrscher core he didn't particularly care about, especially to Sigurd, didn't make him feel resentful at all.





Sigurd then waved to Rita, who was holding the food basket, and said:





"These are snacks I made. Interested in trying some?"





"Of course!"





The scenes from the etiquette guide came to life, and Otto replied with a delighted look.





When a friend gave you a Gem of Desire, and that friend brought homemade snacks to thank you, it was like leveling up in friendship!





"You two, please have a seat as well and taste them. Especially you, Durandal. I promised you a test, so let me treat you to something."





Sigurd extended the invitation to the three beautiful ladies.





Otto, with a sense of accomplishment in deepening his friendship, smiled and nodded.





It didn't matter; the book said that the important thing was the intention itself.





As for sharing the snacks, it was irrelevant.





With their hosts extending the invitation, the three of them exchanged glances and obediently took their seats.





"Mmm, these are delicious. Your cooking skills are excellent."





"Thank you."





"So, you should definitely stay here tonight. I've prepared a room for you."





"Sure, I have a lot of things to discuss with you, so staying a few more days is no problem."





Sigurd and Otto chatted over snacks until nightfall.





Anyone who does not know any better would view their act as just how true close friends are without any rifts.




















  
    

    













Sigurd spent the night at the headquarters of Schicksal.





The room was of the elegant and minimalist type, without a hint of cheapness. There were not many decorations, but the bed was incredibly soft and comfortable. As soon as his head touched the pillow, a wave of drowsiness washed over him.





'The situation with the Oceania Schicksal Branch should have been resolved by now. With Welt as a backup, and the emergency communication line I left behind inactive, there shouldn't have been any issues. When I go back, I should prepare some rewards for Kiana and the others.'





'Unfortunately, being at the Schicksal headquarters, it's not safe to contact them directly.'





'Otto- That guy is surprisingly patient. He actually talked to me for most of the day. It seems like he's quite interested. Is it because of the novelty, or did I bring some new theoretical insights?'





'Durandal, truly one of Otto's future trump cards. She deserves special attention.'





'The headquarters of Schicksal... in my previous life, I never could have dreamed that I would transmigrate into this world, let alone spend the night in this place, in this capacity...'





After running through various thoughts in his mind, Sigurd finally closed his eyes and gradually cleared his thoughts.





It had been a whole day without that silly, food loving girl, and he hadn't even heard her say goodnight.





As Sigurd closed his eyes, he furrowed his brows slightly, feeling a bit uncomfortable, but he could overcome it.





Finally, just before falling asleep, the blurry thought that crossed Sigurd's mind was: "I hope that little fool doesn't kick the blanket tonight."





...





"Achoo!"





Due to the time difference, the orphanage was about two hours ahead of Sigurd's time, but it had the same starry sky and night. Kiana sat on the rooftop, gazing at the moon, and suddenly sneezed.





"At night, the rooftop is cold. Bronya suggests you go back inside to sleep."





A clear, cold voice behind her, nearly devoid of any loli-like tone—if it weren't for the hint of a milky voice, she would have thought Sigurd had returned.





"...I want the one who say that to be Sigurd..."





Kiana pouted and muttered.





"According to Lord Welt's words, Sigurd's trip will be at least three to five days, or possibly a month. Right now, he won't be coming back."





"I know- but I can't help but worry! That's Otto we're talking about. Do you know what my old man is like now? And you're not unaware of it, are you?"





"You should trust Sigurd. If he dares to go, he must have his reasons."





"Yeah, I trust Sigurd- So, do you know where Sigurd hid the glowing sword thingy?"





Kiana turned her head and blinked at Bronya.





Bronya covered her face and shook her head, sighing:





"Ah. Sigurd hid the Judgement of Shamash before he left, probably to prevent you from doing something impulsive. What, do you still want to go to your death?"





"I'm not that stupid. Sigurd said a month, so I'll wait for him for a month. But if he doesn't come back in a month... whether there's the Shamash-thing or not, I'll go find him."





Bronya shook her head again and sat down beside Kiana, saying:





"Bronya doesn't know, and even if she did, she wouldn't be able to tell you."





"Hmph! We're comrades, after all. She's not even giving me a tiny bit of face. So stingy~"





Kiana stuck her tongue out and then grumbled unhappily.





Bronya just looked at her, not angry, and her eyes, as clear as a pristine pool, even showed a rare gentleness. She said:





"Sin Mal is sitting in the living room, even asking me for permission to use the Black Armor. Both of you are the same. But getting anxious won't help. As you said, you still have a month. If you catch a cold now, how will you be able to help Sigurd later?"





"Yeah, that makes sense."





"Go downstairs. Bronya will make a late-night snack for you."





"Okay."





Kiana held out her hand, which Bronya reached out to. The two of them stood up together.





As Kiana was about to jump off the roof, she suddenly grabbed Bronya.





"Hmm, what's wrong?"





"Well, Bronya, your hacking skills are pretty good, right?"





"Sigurd and Dr. Tesla have given Bronya lessons. To be honest, hacking into the systems of the Schicksal is also possible. Do you want me to check on Sigurd's condition?"





"Yeah- and there's another thing."





Kiana took a deep breath, as if she had made up her mind.





Bronya tilted her head curiously and asked, "What else?"





"Well, could you help me check if my old man has any other important relatives or friends in the Schicksal?"





"Why do you want to know that?"





"Oh, come on, my old man's business is my business! He's still sleeping now, and he didn't tell me before, but I have to know why he insisted on infiltrating the Schicksal, right? If possible, I'd like to help him fulfill his wish before he wakes up."





Kiana said seriously.





Bronya felt something was off – why didn't she ask Sigurd about this? Wouldn't it be quicker and more accurate for him to investigate? But considering Kiana's character, it was normal for her to forget about it earlier, so there didn't seem to be any problem.





So, Bronya nodded and said, "No problem, Bronya will help you investigate."





"Great, thanks! I'll treat you to cake next time."





Kiana smiled.





Then, Bronya rubbed her arms, shivered slightly, and said expressionlessly, "If there's nothing else, you should go down. You're not cold, but Bronya is."





"Okay, okay."





...





The next day, sunlight streamed in through the window.





Unrelated to the local weather, the Sky City floated above the clouds, and no matter where you were, there was only one type of weather: sunny.





"Ah..."





He opened his eyes, exhaled, and welcomed a new day.





Then, he got up and turned to look at the bedside.





A black and white maid outfit, semi-transparent black stockings wrapping around long and slender thighs, a willow-waisted figure, full and tantalizing curves, and skin as fair as porcelain, a delicately exquisite face with a polite smile—she stood by the bed like this, in a humble posture, yet exuding an enchanting beauty.





"You look very good."





Sigurd wiped away the tears in the corners of his eyes and calmly commented.





The young girl's smile became even softer, and she curtsied slightly, saying, "It's my honor, Lord Sigurd."





"So, Miss Rita, tell me, why are you standing by my bedside?"





"Under the orders of the Archbishop, I, Rita, will be responsible for your daily life starting today, until the departure of Lord Sigurd. If there are any shortcomings, I would appreciate it if Lord Sigurd could point them out. And please, just call me Rita, Lord Sigurd."





Rita spoke warmly, with a gentle smile and a naturally charming voice, making one feel comfortable even in the early morning.





Sigurd lifted the blanket, not showing any surprise. He didn't act like an embarrassed little boy who would easily blush and become flustered. He casually asked:





"Considering your performance yesterday and your attire, have you received maid training? Is it part of the Valkyrie education in the Schicksal's ranks?"





"Because during missions, we need to face various environments, so in addition to the regular combat training, we have various other types of skill courses. The maid course is just one of the minor ones. Due to my interest and the responsibility of taking care of Lady Durandal, I chose the maid course and graduated with top marks. According to the standards of the Schicksal, I have the level of a professional advanced maid. I hope I won't disappoint Lord Sigurd."





Rita replied with a well-mannered smile, showing neither surprise at Sigurd's ignorance in this regard nor any hint of embarrassment or conceit. She maintained a humble and elegant demeanor throughout.





Sigurd nodded and then with a stern face said:





"Then help me change. I'd like an Asian-style breakfast, as for country... I heard one of Otto trump card is a fighter from Shenzou, so let's go with that, and if you can make it, give it a try. It's a good opportunity to test your culinary skills."





"I will do as you wish, Lord Sigurd!"





Rita bowed and then skillfully helped Sigurd change out of his robe into a robe that was quite similar, about seventy percent, to Archbishop Otto's attire.




















  
    

    













Half an hour later, Sigurd sat at the dining table, and breakfast consisted of soy milk with deep-fried dough sticks and some other food he did not know..





Don't ask how the dough had time to ferment in just half an hour; the most likely answer to that is that Schicksal had its own technology to do so. Moreover, Otto knew Sigurd's preferences to some extent, and Rita, being a responsible maid, had consulted in advance and made preparations, so it wasn't surprising.





"From a general perspective, for a European to achieve this level is quite impressive," Sigurd commented as he ate a bun, addressing Rita, who was standing nearby.





Rita offered a smile of apology. "I apologize, Lord Sigurd. Rita hasn't had much experience with Chinese cuisine. It seems I couldn't truly satisfy you."





"It's fine; I'm not too picky," Sigurd replied nonchalantly.





"Yes, I will continue to work hard," she replied with a smile, though her hands clenched slightly at her abdomen.





'Fine? Not picky?'





What's with that attitude! Why even mention that he's not picky? Her culinary skills as a maid have been praised by even the cooking class teacher! Even the straightforward Lady Durandal always gives the highest praise! Rita chided the man inwardly, but her outward demeanor remained composed.





At that moment, the door was suddenly pushed open.





"Good morning, my dear friend! How was your rest last night?" Otto strolled in with a warm smile, followed by the ever-calm Amber by his side, her face as blank as ever.





Sigurd cast him a sidelong glance. "Very good—assuming you didn't come to disturb me while I was halfway through my meal. And good morning to you, Miss Amber."





"Just call me Amber. Good morning, Lord Sigurd. I apologize on behalf of Lord Otto for his interruption, but he simply missed you dearly," Amber said without a hint of emotion, her golden eyes glancing indifferently at Otto from behind her eye mask.





Otto's smile faltered briefly, but he recovered without embarrassment. "Since I haven't eaten either, how about we have breakfast together?"





"Does a body made from a Soulium really need to eat? How does it digest the food? Never mind, that's not the point. The point is that Rita didn't prepare your portion. Amber, have you had breakfast yet? If you don't mind, please join us," Sigurd said, not hiding his irritation.





"Hey! Are you really so repulsed by me?" Otto protested.





"From a general perspective, Otto Apocalypse, aside from being smart and stubborn, is not particularly likable," Sigurd replied, his tone somewhat confrontational.





While Rita was graceful, and Amber was visually pleasing, Sigurd felt that something was missing from this morning. He had a sense of restlessness and dissatisfaction that he needed to alleviate by teasing Otto.





Otto opened his mouth to respond but shook his head with a wry smile. Despite not fully understanding, he appreciated Sigurd's somewhat audacious attitude. It was a sign of a friend with whom he could have equal exchanges.





Seeing Rita, who was now keeping her head down and remained silent, as well as the equally silent Amber, Sigurd realized that they couldn't become Otto's friends, no matter how powerful or capable they were.





Having vented his inexplicable negative emotions, Sigurd gestured with his chopsticks towards the chair opposite him, signaling Otto to sit down.





Otto complied and took a seat without touching Sigurd's breakfast, as he didn't have chopsticks. He grinned and said, "I stayed up all night to read your latest work. I didn't expect the progress to be so fast. This already proves the existence of the soul, which is amazing!"





Sigurd glanced at him and explained, "Conventional physical theories view the world from a materialistic perspective, and the concept of the soul, from a purely mathematical and material energy standpoint, is nearly impossible to interpret. So, the Information-Origin Theory doesn't view the world from a particle's perspective but uses a new concept involving the mind to break down the world, aiming to analyze the existence of the soul. It's a perfect fit."





Otto shook his head, let out a long sigh, and reflected, "It's easy to say but quite another thing to do. It's like Dr. Einstein's theory of relativity. I can fully understand it and interpret its true meaning clearly, but I can't create the theory itself. That's a great endeavor only Dr. Einstein himself could accomplish. Similarly, the Information-Origin Theory is just starting, and only you can develop it to a level practical for future research. Sigurd, you're a genius, perhaps the most brilliant genius of our era!"





Otto gestured with his hands, as if trying to convey his praise and admiration to Sigurd.





"Thank you for the compliment," Sigurd responded with just a short sentence, not following Otto's lengthy praise with a lengthy reply.





Then he said, "But I believe you've also noticed that I've hit a roadblock. Knowing it's possible is one thing, but figuring out how to make it possible is another. The second step, from proving existence to interacting with souls, revealing their deeper nature and properties, requires time, effort, and resources that I can't currently fathom."





"No worries, for people like you and me, time is never an issue. As for the other aspects, if there's anything you need, just let me know. As I mentioned before, the world will make way for you now," Otto assured him.





Otto patted Sigurd's shoulder, his tone casual but without any hint of insecurity or lack of confidence.





Sigurd smirked. "You make a good point. First of all, I'm quite interested in Soulium."





"After we finish eating, come with me. I'll take you to my lab," Otto said with a cheerful smile, not inquiring about Sigurd's intentions or discussing any potential secrecy or taboos related to the lab. He was straightforward and generous.





Who knew just how excited Otto was at this moment, rivaling the time he encountered the godlike being when he went to Siberia. However, unlike that illusory hope, this time it was real. He could clearly understand and deduce future possibilities, a chance that felt within his grasp.





…





Before long, Sigurd followed Otto deep into the core of the aerial city.





Sigurd trailed half a step behind Otto, and behind them, Amber lagged behind Sigurd by half a step. The three of them arrived at Otto's private laboratory.





Sigurd and Otto sat down at a clean square table.





Amber entered another room, and before long, she walked over, holding a square metal box in her hands.





Otto opened the box and pushed it in front of Sigurd. Inside was an irregularly shaped black crystal about the size of a palm.





Sigurd summoned a worker bee from the air, activated a laser scanner, and began to analyze the properties of the crystal.





Upon seeing the worker bee in Sigurd's hand, Otto covered his face and sighed.





"I have to ask, how many new worker bees did you bring with you? Optical properties, vibrations, electromagnetic induction, and the ability to withstand Honkai reactions are all perfectly eliminated. Even the airflow and wind direction can be perfectly simulated as long as the observation camera function is not activated. Their presence is as inconspicuous as dust, even the keen-sensed Durandal can't detect them... I can imagine, is the entire base, inside and out, now surrounded by your worker bees?"





"Don't worry about such trivial matters. After all, this is your lair. I wouldn't dare to come in so leisurely without enough firepower to evaporate the entire Sky City."





"Evaporate!? "





Hearing the young man's words, Otto was slightly stunned and then burst into laughter, shaking his head.





"I really admire your vigilance. Is this much amount of planing really necessary to meet me?"





"It is necessary. If by chance you are planning to take me out and succeed, no one will be able to take care of Kiana- I mean, the Kiana on my side."





"Oh? Have you made your attitude completely clear now?"





"Yes, if anyone dares to lay their hand on her, I will make sure they think of death as a mercy."





Sigurd picked up the black crystal and watched as it changed from black to the same flesh color as his arm, saying expressionlessly.





Yes, even though that girl didn't like using her brain, was impulsive, mischievous, single-minded, rough, gluttonous, lazy, loved to cause trouble, had a terrible sleeping posture, didn't study seriously, cooked badly, and was a troublemaker... But that's really how Sigurd felt.





There was no reason, and no need for any explanation. That's just how Sigurd had decided.





Anyone who messes with Kiana will not live to tell the tale.





But as Sigurd observed the Soulium closely, he didn't notice the complex expression that Otto was showing at this moment.





Otto wasn't angry about this; he just looked at Sigurd with an expressionless face, but in his eyes, the scene seemed to flicker, as if it had switched to the nightmare scene that appeared whenever he fell asleep.





Vaguely, Otto seemed to have traveled through time and saw a familiar youth kneeling in front of the exquisite coffin 500 years ago, as well as the incomparably pure and flawless beauty who lay motionlessly inside the coffin.




















  
    "What's wrong? Why are you looking at me with such a strange look in your eyes?"



    



    Sigurd raised his eyes and saw Otto's expression, so he asked.



    



    Otto shook his head.



    



    "Nothing much, I just feel... we have so many similarities."



    



    "...Don't overthink it. I won't become someone like you."



    



    "I hope so too…."



    



    Otto sighed deeply.



    



    What kind of person was he? A madman, a traitor, an executioner, a warlord, an extremely sinful man, not worth sparing, someone that would end up in hell if there is one.



    



    He is the type of person that Kallen would hate the most.



    



    Since the day Kallen left, everything had changed.



    



    Or maybe nothing had changed at all.



    



    He was now just a demon who had once willingly been bound by the light, only now had started to show his true nature after losing that radiance.



    



    Otto hadn't looked back at his actions or even thought about right and wrong or justice for a very long time.



    



    He knew that he was standing in the quagmire of darkness, and he couldn't be cleansed anymore.



    



    Perhaps, when Kallen opened her eyes again, it would be the moment he completely sank into darkness.



    



    But none of this mattered.



    



    All Otto sought in this life was to see - And if possible - Be with her again.



    



    Compared to Kallen, everything, including notions of justice and protecting the world, and even life itself, was insignificant.



    



    Otto's lips curled up, suppressing the overwhelming longing that threatened to drive him insane, and instead, he adopted a casual and lazy tone.



    



    "So, what do you think of Soulium?"



    



    "It's a material composed of nanobots, capable of self-repair and intelligent adaptation to various environments. All in all, the technology is highly advanced, almost miraculous, making one question whether it could only exist in the age of interstellar travel. But..."



    



    "But what?"



    



    "But, when it comes to nanobots, I have my own ideas. You, Dr. Einstein, Dr. Tesla, at least one of you should be able to research it. If it's just the factor of nanobots, it wouldn't have such powerful capabilities, and it wouldn't still be obtained only through archaeology without mass production."



    



    Sigurd furrowed his brow slightly.



    



    His intellectual superiority allowed him to easily see the starting point and endpoint of all knowledge, as well as the paths in between.



    



    So, even the groundbreaking theory of information sources, when proposed, was something he understood instantly, a matter of time and efficiency.



    



    However, with Soulium, the deeper aspects couldn't be discerned directly. He had to rely on speculation and fit one possibility after another, which was not an easy task.



    



    Otto had initially wanted to share some of the results he had obtained through archaeology and research. However, seeing Sigurd deep in thought without asking any questions, Otto immediately suppressed his desire to explain and just smiled, waiting for Sigurd's analysis.



    



    "Soulium, with its perfect adaptability to Honkai energy, and even the ability to integrate with a Herrscher's core to create a God Keys- Explaining its perfect adaptability to Honkai energy with the property of nanobots' self-repair seems far-fetched."



    



    Sigurd pondered, and as time passed, he muttered to himself thoughtfully.



    



    Otto watched this scene with a smile, waving to signal Amber to prepare some tea and provide Sigurd, still in a human body, with the water and sugar needed for his contemplation.



    



    Sigurd remained unfazed, continuing his analysis and contemplation.



    



    After getting stuck in a series of speculations, his expression changed for a moment.



    



    Perhaps it was time to try a different approach?



    



    "I've always believed that a simple nanobot structure could achieve self-repair under a small amount of Honkai energy erosion. But carrying a Herrscher's core and withstanding Herrscher-level Honkai energy would undoubtedly require even more incredible technology..."



    



    "From the scan just now, while Soulium's nanomechanical technology is advanced, it doesn't seem to be at that level of incredibility. So.... could it be a problem with the material..."



    



    "If we consider that there might exist a material in this world capable of withstanding Herrscher-level Honkai energy, it could be the body of a Herrscher!"



    



    Sigurd took a deep breath, feeling like everything was falling into place.



    



    Because it incorporated components from Herrschers' bodies, Soulium itself possessed extremely high adaptability to Honkai energy.



    



    In other words, it could completely ignore Honkai energy of a certain scale. For Herrscher-level Honkai energy, the material itself could withstand most of it, with only a tiny portion needing repair by the nanobots.



    



    In other words, each God Keys was essentially a complete Herrscher, with Herrscher elements wrapping around a Herrscher's core.



    



    No wonder the God Keys could unleash power equal to that of Herrschers, because their structure was equivalent to real Herrschers! If you added the user's abilities on top of that, theoretically, surpassing a Herrscher was possible.



    



    It was also no wonder that Soulium could only be obtained through archaeology.



    



    In this era, the First Herrscher, Welt Joyce, had used Honkai energy excessively due to Otto's influence, causing his body to decompose after death.



    



    The Second Herrscher, Sirin, had disappeared along with Cecilia into the power of Honkai fission bombs and the Black Abyss White Flower.



    



    Einstein and Tesla obviously didn't have ample opportunities to research Soulium. The only one who might have realized this was Otto, but he couldn't obtain a Herrscher's body.



    



    So, there was a perfect explanation for why Soulium couldn't be mass-produced.



    



    Clap! Clap! Clap!



    



    "Brilliant! Absolutely brilliant! It took me 6 decades to unravel this puzzle, and you did it in just 7 minutes! Sigurd, you truly are the number one genius in the whole history of man!”



    



    Otto laughed heartily, offering sincere praise without any malice for Sigurd's intellectual performance that had already surpassed his own.



    



    For the current Otto, the more of a prodigy Sigurd was, the happier he felt.



    



    Whether Sigurd would kill him in the future didn't matter; since the smarter he is, the higher the chance of Kallen being resurrected is!



    



    And to him, resurrecting Kallen was the most important thing!



    



    But Sigurd shook his head, pressed his temple, and used a pastry to replenish the mental energy consumed by his brainstorming, saying, "Don't overestimate my intellect, the only reason why I’m capable of deducing it in that timeframe is because I had enough information in advance to quickly anchor the right approach. And it's just a direction; I'll need to hear your opinions as well. If I were to start researching from scratch like you, it would also take me a considerable amount of time."



    



    Sigurd explained this without denying the title of "greatest genius."



    



    The supernatural ability that he got after being transmigrated into this world aside, his superior intellect was indeed remarkable. In terms of understanding something new and practical abilities, if one insisted on comparisons, no one could match him.



    



    Otto didn't mind and maintained his smile, pushing the pastry a little closer to Sigurd, making it easier for him to replenish his sugar levels. Then he said, "My opinion is that your approach deserves full recognition."



    



    Otto's words were filled with admiration. He sighed and continued, "I am the user of the First God Key, the Void Archives. It contains the essence of technology left by the Previous Era. However, the God Key is not very cooperative, and it took a long time for me to subdue it. I didn't know much about it in the early days. When I first came across the concept of Soulium, I knew nothing about it. It took me decades to research its production and usage."



    



    "You've had experiences like that too?"



    



    Sigurd blinked, seemingly surprised.



    



    Otto spread his hands, chuckled casually, and said, "What did you expect? Is there such a thing as instant wisdom and power in this world? We are not Solomon, who is granted Wisdom by God, even a genius like you had to go through years of aimless research before achieving an enlightenment in your research. I'm no different. I've come this far not because of natural talent or luck, but because I've worked hard, right?"



    



    Sigurd nodded in agreement.



    



    Indeed, Otto had worked hard behind the scenes, even though he appeared successful on the surface.



    



    "So, my friend, are you satisfied with your curiosity about Soulium?"



    



    "I've solved one problem. But I still want to dig deeper. Why is it called 'Soulium'?"



    



    Sigurd suddenly brought up this strange question.



    



    Otto paused for a moment, rubbed his chin, and recollected as he replied, "I initially came across this term from some records of the Previous Era. After deciphering it and translating it into modern language, it became known as Soulium, and I've been using that term. Is there a problem with that?"



    



    "Does the term 'soul' in the ancient era also mean the word 'soul' of our era?"



    



    "I already checked it, the meaning is pretty close—Wait, are you trying to say what I think you are?"



    



    Otto's pupils contracted, and he suddenly widened his eyes.



    



    Sigurd held a small piece of Soulium and weighed it in his hand, thinking aloud, "I can propose the Information-Origin Theory. In such an advanced Previous Era, there might have been other theories related to the soul. Is the name 'Soulium' really being given to these materials to make them sound good?”



    



    "But there are no relevant records in the Void Archives. And there hasn't been any information in the excavations of Previous Era ruins in this regard."



    



    "No library, no matter how extensive, can record every detail of an entire civilization. Perhaps their theories weren't clear enough to be documented; maybe it involved some danger or privacy concerns, so they decided not to pass it down; perhaps the theories were still being developed and weren't recorded at the time, and the final perfected theories emerged later; or maybe it was simply the preference of the researchers. There are many possibilities, just because we haven't seen it doesn't mean it doesn't exist."



    



    "Sigurd, what else have you discovered?"



    



    Otto asked, full of anticipation and excitement he couldn't contain.



    



    Sigurd put the Soulium crystal back into the metal box, looked at it as it regained its pitch-black color, and then nodded, saying, "That's what I mean. If the name 'Soulium' actually means that its material contains components of Herrschers' souls?"



    



    ".....I will make adjustments and try to allocate more Soulium for you."



    



    "Good, just send it to the orphanage. I'm sure you already know the address."



    



    "Alright, this research can only be done by you. I'm counting on you for everything."



    



    Otto extended a hand toward Sigurd.



    



    Sigurd shook that hand.



    



    The two of them stared at each other and smiled in unison.

  
    

    













After discussing the matter regarding Soulium and many of his proposed theory regarding of it and it's use, Sigurd took a tour of Otto's laboratory, where he saw many bizarre and, well, unsettling experiments in progress.





The tittle, [Mad Scientist], suited Otto quite well.





Then, Sigurd declined Otto's offer to accompany him and decided to go for some fresh air.





After all, even during a sightseeing trip, he didn't want to spend all his time in Otto's dark and eerie laboratory.





It was a rare opportunity to relax his mind without that troublesome little white fluff by his side.





Back on the upper level of the base, under the sunlight, a graceful and elegant maidservant awaited by the door.





"You've been waiting here all this time?"





"It's my duty, Lord Sigurd."





"You've worked hard. Let’s find a place to sit. How about going to… Hmmm… How about we go to the strongest Valkryie place?"





"Of course, please, allow me to lead the way."





Rita smiled, her slender fingers wrapped in black lace gloves, and gracefully gestured to the side.





Her delicate figure and the faint fragrance that came with the breeze were truly captivating.





Sigurd couldn't help but take another look.





Upon careful consideration, most of the girls he had met in this world were rather plain.





Kiana was certainly attractive, but her deeds didn't pique Sigurd's interest.





Dr. Einstein and Dr. Tesla—Einstein was a friendly acquaintance, and Tesla was a celebrity; they were both good-looking, but Sigurd treated them with the perspective of an elder or a friend, so he had no particular thoughts about them.





But Rita, standing before him, well, she was quite the sight, and it would be a loss not to look a little longer.





"Lord Sigurd. why have you been staring at Rita?" Rita, with her keen senses, couldn't help but turn and ask.





Sigurd stroked his chin and casually replied, "You're beautiful."





"Thank you for your compliment, Rita felt truly honored."





"I'm just stating the truth. When I was young, you are the type of girl I would like the most."





Rita turned her head back and continued to look ahead, her eyebrows raising slightly, unsure how to respond.





Should she offer herself to the boss?





"Don't misunderstand, I'm just speaking the truth. You are beautiful, obedient, and have a subservient aura, it's no wonder why many other like you."





"Ahaha, are you referring to the Valkyries at headquarters? They're just joking around; Rita is just an ordinary member among the Valkyries."





Rita giggled and quickened her pace.





Sigurd looked up, not at the sky, but thinking about the captains in another world who were eager to see more of such a view—good taste indeed; we seem to have similar preferences!





...





Following this stunning beauty, refreshing his eyes and mood along the way, Sigurd soon arrived near Durandal.





She was training as usual, just in a different training ground.





The one from yesterday was almost blown up, and repairing it would take more than a day or two.





Despite the destruction, the base showed no signs of sinking, and even the optical invisibility remained intact, indirectly confirming the incomprehensible technological prowess of Sky City.





Boom!





After punching a training mech, Durandal gathered in front of Sigurd and pounded her chest with one hand.





In an instant, a certain softness and elasticity presented an astonishing sight to onlookers, truly captivating.





Then, with a serious expression, Durandal slightly bowed and said, "Durandal pay her respects to Lord Sigurd!"





As an S-rank Valkyrie and a prominent figure in Schicksal, the mistakes and rudeness she made previously were forgiven.





Under normal circumstances, Durandal didn't need to kneel to anyone other than the Archbishop Otto.





But Sigurd was already shaking his head.





She was a bit too liberal, and without self-awareness.





Such customs were common in Europe, and there was nothing to blame, but it still needed to be said—Otto did a great job.





Should Kiana's black armor be... no, that's absolutely not acceptable.





When he returned, he would need to make some changes, make it thicker, and incorporate some external designs like skirts; he couldn't let her meet people in this style!





"Lord Sigurd?"





"It's nothing, just thinking about some troublesome issues."





"Is there anything Durandal can help with?"





Durandal asked eagerly, her eyes sparkling, as if she was still concerned about the matter of the First Herrscher, Welt Yang.





'Well, it's probably true, after all, defeating the Honkai is her dream, and dealing with the Herrschers is, of course, a direct path to achieving that.'





"No need, did I disturb your training?"





"No, I was about to finish anyway."





"I see, do you have some free time to walk together?"





"Of course, no problem. Oh, before that, please allow Durandal to change her clothes first."





Sigurd raised his hand, indicating that she could leave first.





Then he approached the wreckage of the mechs, inspecting the fragments as if checking for issues with the mechs.





At this moment, Rita, hesitating, finally spoke up:





"Lord Sigurd."





"What is it?"





"I apologize if I offended you, but I wanted to ask if you have any non-professional thoughts about Lady Durandal..."





"No offense taken. I highly appreciate her abilities. If possible, I would even want to recruit her from Otto's command. However, Durandal is quite loyal to that man, and I might have arrived too late. It's probably not feasible."





Sigurd said very candidly, with a deep sense of regret.





Rita, however, breathed a sigh of relief.





It's not that kind of dirty thought. Although Lady Durandal is strong, Lord Sigurd's titles and status are even more intimidating, especially considering his close relationship with Otto.





If he were to really pursue her, Rita had no idea how it would turn out.





Sigurd glanced at her and said, "What about you? Are you interested in working under my command? We can discuss the terms. Whatever Otto is offering you, I'll double it."





"Lord Sigurd is joking..."





"Okay, five times the offer, plus the latest photos of his granddaughter. I have a collection of her photo in various cute clothing, and if you prefer her in a more NSFW outfit, that can be arranged too."





With Welt being active in St. Freya, as someone with the ability of the First Herrscher, he should be able to replicate a 1 to 1 3D model of Theresa in various clothing.





All in various poses, even the suggestive one.





As for the matter Welt would agree to use his power to create such thing or not, it's not a problem; Sigurd would find a way to make him an offer he couldn't refuse.





Hearing the huge rise in the offer, Rita's pupils trembled, it's definitely because of the sudden increase in money, not because of the collection of Theresa in various clothing and the promise for some more in an 'exciting' one.





As if anyone would believe that.





Then, with a great struggle, Rita forced herself to show a smile and said, "Lord Sigurd, you sure are like to joke around. Rita is a Valkyrie of Schicksal. Regardless of Lord Otto or your orders, Rita will obey unconditionally. What difference does it make whose command I'm under?"





"If such offers can't tempt you, it seems I'll return empty-handed in terms of recruiting talent this time."





Sigurd sighed with regret.





Rita had no words to reply. First, it was a matter of principle, and second, she didn't want to get involved in the power struggles between the bigwigs.





She just wanted to fight against the Honkai and accompany Lady Durandal.





Of course, if the opportunity arose, she wouldn't give up on Lady Theresa either.





The conversation came to an end at this point. Before long, Durandal returned, her steps full of energy, wearing her formal black military uniform, exuding an imposing aura.





"I apologize for making you wait, Lord Sigurd."





"No problem, I was just chatting with Rita. Since I've already discussed it with her, I'll be straightforward. Are you interested in joining me? Tell me how much Otto offers you, and I'll offer you a hundred times that. Plus, I can prepare an island specifically for you to keep your cats. You can have as many of them as you want."





Hearing the sudden poaching, Durandal was momentarily stunned.





Meanwhile, Rita who heard the huge difference in the offer discreetly twitched the corner of her mouth.





Wow, starting with a hundred times the offer for Lady Durandal directly, this man is not even trying to hide the difference in treatment.





Although there is indeed a significant gap in their abilities, it's not to good to be give Lady Durandal twenty times her offer right of the bat right?





"My Lord, you jest. Durandal is loyal to Schicksal."





"Then there is no problem isn't it? Coming to my side is also being loyal to Schicksal."





Said Sigurd without blushing.





"This... I'm sorry, but Durandal has her own mission."





"Alright, then accompany me for a while. Consider it a chance to build rapport."





Sigurd showed little surprise; he calmly waved his hand.





After all, it was just an attempt that he had done casually. He hadn't really expected to pry her away from Otto's clutches.




















  
    

    













After spending nearly half a day sightseeing with Durandal, Sigurd and she had dinner together.





She had a straightforward personality, to the point of being rigid, but she was also very innocent.





Talking about Honkai and justice earned him her favor easily, and she adjusted their addressing each other to a first-name basis.





"It was pleasant chatting with you. Goodnight, Sigurd."





"Goodnight, Durandal."





After waving goodbye, Durandal went to her dormitory, while Rita followed Sigurd, seemingly intending to serve him until he fell asleep.





Then, at a corner, they ran into Otto and Amber.





This was Otto's stronghold. If he wished, he could encounter anyone anywhere.





"Good evening, my dear friend. Did you have a pleasant afternoon?"





"It was delightful. I should sleep even better tonight, knowing I won't see you."





"As always, you don't spare me any face."





"Perfect timing. I wanted to ask, where is Fu Hua?"





Sigurd straightforwardly asked.





She wasn't at the Schicksal Headquarters, and if she were on Tai Xuan Mountain, Sigurd had dispatched drones to search, to no avail. He had even attempted to hack into satellites to access global surveillance footage. The data was vast, but with time, it should be possible to locate someone.





Yet he had found nothing.





Either Fu Hua intentionally and effectively concealed herself, or the relevant information had been deliberately deleted and hidden by Otto. Even from Schicksal's database, there was no useful information to be found. After all, this was one of Otto's hidden trump cards, layered in secrecy, which was entirely reasonable.





Otto squinted slightly, intrigued, and said, "Since you didn't get any results with recruiting Rita and Durandal, you're thinking of finding my old friend?"





"Yeah, whether or not I can recruit her is another matter, but I'm quite interested in her fist technique and the Tai Xuan Sword Arts."





"Why not ask me for them? I have them, you know."





"Have you mastered them?"





"...No."





"Then what are you talking about? You act like you've already mastered them."





Sigurd glanced at Otto, his expression clearly filled with disdain.





Otto sighed and shook his head, chuckling. "I have to say, are you becoming more disrespectful towards me lately?"





"Not at all. Haven't I always been like this?"





"Nonsense! Back then, you used to address me as 'Mr. Otto' with so much respect! Where did that adorable and obedient Sigurd go?"





Otto exaggeratedly spoke, as if he was about to burst into tears. Unfortunately, his acting was quite unconvincing. It was unclear if it was deliberate or if he genuinely lacked acting skills.





Sigurd glanced at Amber.





Amber lowered her head in embarrassment.





Then he looked back at Otto and sighed, "So, can you answer my question?"





"No."





Otto resumed his elegant and leisurely posture and gave this brief reply.





Sigurd raised an eyebrow.





"Why?"





"Sigurd, I've already made a lot of concessions for you. You should know that I'm not a pushover."





Otto said with a sly smile, and his dark purple bishop's robe shimmered in the lamplight. It was clearly a smiling expression, but it sent a shiver down Rita's spine.





Has it come to this?





Rita had noticed it yesterday; these two people seemed close, but there was something peculiar about their relationship.





There was actual evidence too, such as the orders she received.





Apart from taking care of Lord Sigurd, she was also instructed to stick closely to him in Otto's absence, with a subtle undertone of having him under surveillance.





The Schicksal Organization had been under the Archbishop Otto's sole control for many years, and suddenly, a figure like Lord Sigurd Kaslana with so many titles emerged.





Could this be the Kaslana family's representative?





In fact, could this be a power struggle between Apocalypse and the Kaslana family giant?





The more Rita speculated, the more she felt that she might have unwittingly become involved in something dangerous.





So, she lowered her head in silence, trying to fade into the background and avoid playing any conspicuous role in it.





However, Sigurd, who Rita thought should be cautious, just wrinkled his brow with an innocent look and complained, "Is this your limit? Didn't you tell me yesterday that the world would make concessions for me?"





"The world will make concessions for you, true, but I won’t."





"You're playing word games with me, you're really idle."





"Oh, come on, we're friends; I believe you won't get angry."





Otto looked at Sigurd, smiling.





And Sigurd, as he walked away, turned his head to look back at Otto, also with a smile.





Both of them wore similar bishop robes, and wore similar smiles.





They are men who are muchmore similar to each other than they themself realize, a genius far surpassing their own time, and someone who want to make the world a better place all just for a single person.





The only difference between them is that, unlike Otto, Sigurd 'Kallen', Kiana, is still alive.





Although there were noticeable differences in height and appearance, Amber and Rita, who followed behind them, felt as though they were looking at a twin.





"Fine, I'll figure it out on my own."





"Forgive me, Sigurd, she's an old friend of mine, and I can't treat her unfairly, can I?"





"Just stop messing around with me."





"Alright, alright, we won't talk about this anymore. By the way, where did you hide the Judgement of Shamash? Do you mind sharing with me? You know, there are some mysterious folks coveting that God Key."





"I have my own plans; you don't need to know. I won't give it to you."





With words exchanged, the two of them continued to walk down the corridor, chatting and laughing, stepping into the night.





...





Sigurd spent his second night at Schicksal and woke up in the morning with a slight sense of annoyance.





Perhaps it was because of Otto?





Sigurd rubbed his eyes uncertainly, yawned, and began to think about leaving.





However, Sigurd considered himself to have the maturity of an adult and could overcome these emotions.





There were still many things to discuss: the Herrscher gene fusion technology, mecha technology, artificial Stigmata technology, cloning technology, Valkyrie armor technology... Otto's mind was a treasure trove, and Schicksal's headquarters was also a treasure trove.





Leaving without delving further would be a missed opportunity, and Otto might not be as indulgent next time.





After all, when it came to dealing with inexperienced geniuses versus fully developed geniuses, Otto's level of vigilance would be vastly different.





Moreover, with Kiana's growth, Otto's Artificial Herrscher project was progressing gradually, and the atmosphere between them would likely change the next time they met.





"Rita, prepare for a change of clothes."





"Yes, Lord Sigurd."





...





And so, in the daily routine of exploring Otto's technological reserves, Sigurd stayed at Schicksal's headquarters for a whole month.





Then, with patience, he finally saw Vira Klov.





"Big brother Sigurd!"





"Good morning, you seem to have grown a bit, haven't you?"





Sigurd commented as he lifted the running little girl and felt a slight difference in weight.





"Big brother Sigurd!"





The same soft voice, but this time it carried a hint of embarrassment.





Though she was still young, Vira had a sense of being a young lady and was conscious of her weight.





Sigurd's assessment of this was - she's too mature for her age. She's just a child; why worry about height and development?





Then Sigurd put her down, ruffled her fluffy little head, and showed a genuinely gentle smile.





"It's been a while, are you feeling better now?"





"Yes, Vira is very healthy now! Big sister Kiana... I mean, the other Big Sister Kiana coming over?"





Vira tiptoed behind Sigurd, trying to see if Kiana might be hiding and playing a prank. She looked around but didn't find anything.





As a result, a clear disappointment appeared on the little girl's face.





"As for Kiana, there are some issues on her family's side, so she won't be able to come for a while. However, she asked me to say hello to you and take a few pictures for her."





"I see. Well, please tell Big sister Kiana that I'm doing well now and that I miss her a lot."





"Sure, she misses you too. She occasionally mentions your name in her dreams."





"Really?"





In Vira's delighted gaze, Sigurd nodded with a gentle expression. He then picked up the girl, sat her down on his lap, and looked across at Otto.





"Vira just mentioned another Big Sister Kiana. Does that mean you've allowed her to meet the Kiana from this side?"





"There's no helping it. The young lady here occasionally has mood swings and wants to be accompanied. Little Vira can get lonely by herself. Letting them spend their time by playing together is simply killing two birds using one stone.”





Otto sipped his tea, displaying a gentle smile towards the little Vira, looking like a harmless and kind person.





Sigurd ruffled the girl's small head, fed her some snacks, and asked, "Is it really that simple?"





"It's exactly that simple. We're friends, after all. Why would I have any ulterior motives?"





Otto smiled innocently.





Sigurd refrained from commenting on that.





If he could trust that statement, he would be able to defeat the Herrscher of Finality easily tomorrow.





Holding Vira in his arms, Sigurd fell silent for a moment and asked a question he already knew the answer to, "Can I take Vira with me then?"





"It's best not to. Vira's condition is more complicated than we initially thought, and I recommend she stay here for a few more years to ensure her safety. As for other matters, she has a long future ahead of her. Once her recovery is completely confirmed, there will be plenty of time for her to experience other things."





Otto sighed, as if genuinely concerned about Vira's situation.





Sigurd fell silent for a moment and nodded. He knew that Vira was not only a candidate for the Artificial Herrscher program but also a chip to restrain himself. No matter what, Otto wouldn't easily let go.





Safety is the most important... Yes, at least Vira would be safe here. If he tried to leave, who knows how many unexpected moves Otto might have up his sleeve.





Perhaps sensing Sigurd's displeasure, Vira patted his hand and said, "Big brother Sigurd, it's okay. Vira also believes that health is the most important, and I think Papa wants that too. So, Vira will stay here and accept regular check-ups. Besides, big sister is actually very nice to me."





From Vira's optimistic words and expression, Sigurd could tell that Otto's inductions were effective, and it seemed that he hadn't done anything harmful to her.





This reassured Sigurd, and he raised an eyebrow, intentionally skipping over Robbins' heartache, and asked with a smile, "Big sister... sister? Is that how you address her?"





Vira nodded, her face showing an innocent smile. "She doesn't let me call her sister Kiana, she said it's repetitive with the other sister Kiana. Big brother Sigurd, do you think the two sister Kianas are siblings? Big sister won't say, and Uncle Otto won't tell me either."





"...Yes, they are twin sisters. However, due to some family-related factors, their relationship might not be very good. It seems like she's not holding a grudge against you for this now."





"No, even though big sister looks a bit scary and doesn't smile much, she's actually very nice. She gives me snacks, tells me stories, combs my hair, and even teaches me to read and exercise! She's really amazing, just like Big brother Sigurd."





Sigurd raised an eyebrow, genuinely surprised this time.





Was it really that the true Kiana had a kind personality, or did Vira have some special affinity for the Kiana group? And why did she compare her to him, Sigurd?





"Can I meet her?"





Sigurd asked, directing the question at both Vira and Otto.





"It doesn't seem possible. Sister has been sleeping these past few days and doesn't want to see anyone, so it's not a good time for you, Big brother Sigurd," Vira replied.





After hearing Vira's response, Sigurd looked at Otto.





Otto responded with a smiling shake of his head.





Well, it seemed that the goal of meeting the original Kiana couldn't be achieved, a bit disappointing.





Then, Sigurd lowered his gaze to Vira and said, "Since big sister has been teaching you to read, I suppose you haven't fallen behind in your studies? I happen to have brought a few sets of test papers, so I'll test you on them during this visit."





"Huh?!?"





"Learning is like rowing upstream; not advancing means retreating, it's necessary."





"Big brother Sigurd! You-you are so mean!"





Vira stared at Sigurd with big, watery eyes, never expecting that the first gift Sigurd would give her after their reunion would be exam papers!





________





Tn: Yes, one of the thing I realize after reading the fanfic is just how similar Otto and Sigurd are, it's as if Sigurd and Kiana is the current time Otto and Kallen, with Kiana having a blind trust with Sigurd and with Sigurd who would go apeshit the moment anything bad happen to Kiana.




















  
    

    













These events took place during Sigurd's visit to Sky City.





...





Northern Russia, Novyel Province.





This was an extremely cold region perpetually covered in ice and snow, with harsh living conditions and sparse population. It was an ideal place for experiments that could cause destruction and required a hidden environment.





Cocolia had an experimental base in this area.





At this moment, the Judgement of Shamash was placed deep within the base.





So Gray Serpent had arrived, and lurking in the distant snowy plains was Raven, holding the Third God Key, the Key of Thunder.





They had come for the Judgement of Shamash.





Dressed in black hoodies, white masks, and with bodies composed of mechanical prosthetics that almost outnumbered their organic components, they appeared inside the base without making a sound, disregarding the heavily guarded special forces outside.





"It indeed triggered the response of the Judgement of Shamash. Cocolia wasn't lying."





Gray Serpent held a palm-sized detection device, and the only red cybernetic eye exposed from the mask shimmered momentarily.





Originally, Cocolia had been a persuaded collaborator, conducting follow-up experiments for the Stigmata Plan using Anti-Entropy's equipment and ideal subjects from the orphanage. Gray Serpent gained experimental data, and Cocolia sought ways to save the victims of Honkai Erosion. Everyone got something out of it.





But then Cocolia had a change of heart, apparently finding a better backer and establishing a connection with the real upper echelons of Anti-Entropy.





Cocolia no longer needed Gray Serpent's experiments, and Gray Serpent didn't insist. In the eyes of Gray Serpent, who had lived for fifteen hundred years, time was the least important resource. Losing Cocolia meant nothing, he just needed to wait for the next suitable collaborator to come.





However, just a few days ago, Cocolia had contacted Gray Serpent once again.





This time, Cocolia initiated the trade, and the trade was the Judgement of Shamash.





Gray Serpent had to be interested because this was the weapon of their Lord. Currently, it wasn't in Otto's possession, nor was it in the hands of Anti-Entropy's upper echelons, or that troublesome Siegfried. It was simply stored in an experimental base that could be easily infiltrated.





Gray Serpent had considered the possibility of a trap, but initial investigations didn't reveal any problems. So here they were, with the worst-case scenario being the loss of a prosthetic body. And Ravens outside were almost impossible to ambush and could withdraw at any time.





"Raven, I'm inside. How's the situation outside?"





"Everything's normal. Hurry up, I'm feeling a bit cold."





"Just a little low temperature; I told you to accept my prosthetic modifications, and you wouldn't have this problem."





"Give it up. I don't want to lose human emotions," Raven sneered. She would accept it sooner or later, in the face of heartless time and fragile reality.





Then, Gray Serpent terminated the communication, vanishing into thin air, and began moving rapidly within the base.





Cocolia, the vixen, was playing both sides. On one hand, she was making deals with Gray Serpent using the Judgement of Shamash, and on the other hand, she didn't want to expose herself to continue relying on Anti-Entropy.





So, she only provided the whereabouts of the Judgement of Shamash, leaving the rest for Gray Serpent to handle.





Before long, Gray Serpent triggered an alarm.





Woooooo





"Tsk! There's still something guarding it, but if that's all, it's amount to nothing!"





Breaking through multiple security measures and smashing through the sturdy anti-Honkai energy gate, Gray Serpent came across two snow-white handguns.





"It's this easy to get?"





Driven by his reverence for the Lord, Gray Serpent didn't hesitate to take the pistols and immediately began retreating along the same path.





He ran out of the base but lost one of his mechanical arms.





However, if he could trade this small loss for the Judgement of Shamash, it would be a great gain.





Then, Gray Serpent abruptly stopped in his tracks. In front of him, a cultured-looking man with glasses suddenly materialized out of thin air.





"Is it really a ruse?" Gray Serpent sighed, somewhat unwilling. But he knew this trip had been in vain because the man before him was Welt.





In the absence of the Lord, there were very few who could escape from this man, and Gray Serpent's prosthetic body did not possess that ability.





However, what Gray Serpent wanted to confirm now was a different question.





"Cioara, have you betrayed us?" Gray Serpent asked coldly.





Cioara, or also known as Ciora, held the Key of Sanction and possessed the ability of high-dimensional vision, allowing her to see everything within her sniper range. When Welt appeared, she couldn't have missed it, but she didn't give the appropriate warning.





Raven's cold and resigned voice came through the earpiece.





"I just didn't want to die. After all, you have multiple bodies, and it doesn't matter if you die a few times. Remember to find a chance to rescue me; after all, I'm someone who can wield the Key of Sanction. I should still be valuable."





"I understand. Do your best to keep yourself alive."





Gray Serpent responded coldly and then collapsed to the ground, completely lifeless.





"He already told me about this Grey Serpent before, but I didn't expect him to be this decisive, it's hard to believe unless seen with my own eyes."





Welt picked up Gray Serpent's body, retrieved the Judgement of Shamash, and then took off into the air, quickly arriving next to the motionless Raven lying on the ice and snow.





Raven, dressed in a tight combat suit and a wine-red cape, glanced at him, then obediently put down the sniper rifle in her hand - the third God Key, the Key of Sanction.





Her formidable high-dimensional vision was cut off, and the rows of worker drones in front of her, along with countless laser tracks aimed at her body, disappeared from her sight.





But Raven knew that those things were still there; she just couldn't see them anymore.





Once she activated her high-dimensional vision, nothing could escape her sight, making her an absolute expert in sniping. In general, she was also the most skilled scout who could see through any ambush, which was the main reason Gray Serpent had brought her along.





However, when she had taken up her vantage point and just connected to the Key of Sanction, it was already too late.





Countless laser weapons were aimed at Raven's body, along with a group of worker drones, forming an invisible sentence that occupied half of the sky in front of her:





[Cooperate, or die]





Fortunately, she understood English; otherwise, she would have been turned into a sieve without knowing why.





A single strike from the Key of Sanction could tear apart thousands of worker drones, but facing the overwhelming swarm, this minuscule loss was completely insignificant.





Raven was very sensible, so sensible that as soon as Welt had manifested two pairs of special handcuffs that suppressed Honkai energy, she automatically restrained her hands and feet herself.





Then she lay on the ground, her plump and round body dusted with white snowflakes, gazing at the sky with an indifferent fish-eye expression. If this were a Hentai world, the next plot should be filled with snippet of Welt toying with her until she got mind broken.





"You- forget it, get up and come with me."





Welt was almost choked by her reaction, unsure of how to respond.





In all honesty, he had never encountered an enemy so cooperative before. He didn't know if she was simply afraid of death or if she had some other card that made her this confidence.




















  
    

    













This is still part of the events that occurred during Sigurd's visit to Otto.





...





The autumn wind rustled through the once-familiar town of Jörmungandr.





It had been over half a year since the Honkai Beast attack.





Back then, many lives were lost, and many buildings were destroyed. The already fragile economy of the small town had collapsed completely, and there was no longer any space for human survival.





Therefore, this secluded place hidden among layers of snowy mountains had become a dead land with no signs of human presence. Except for the ruined buildings, there was no evidence left to prove that humans had once settled here.





In the mournful cold wind, suddenly, a girl dressed in white pajamas appeared on the desolate and chaotic streets. She seemed like a snow elf, her dainty bare feet touching the ground without getting dirty, and not a speck of dust marred her pristine appearance. Her golden eyes scanned the desolation, and this surreal scene felt like a dream.





Then, she started walking forward, passing by the shop that used to sell candy, the collapsed little house where Kiana and Sigurd had once repaired the roof together, and even the gang's old headquarters, which had been destroyed by Sigurd.





Finally, she arrived at a collapsed bridge.





Once, there was a small bridge tunnel under that bridge, dirty and exposed to the wind, where even snowflakes could flutter in.





But this was where everything had begun.





The girl reached out her hand, and the collapsed stones seemed to reverse in time, floating up and reassembling, bringing back the small bridge and the tiny bridge tunnel.





Following that, a makeshift shelter was set up inside the tunnel, and a campfire was lit.





In the warmth of the fire, she sat down, hugging her knees.





The fire kept burning, and she kept watching. Day after day, night after night, if it weren't for the occasional breeze that ruffled her silver-white hair and the corners of her white clothes, she might have been mistaken for a motionless stone sculpture.





After an unknown number of days had passed, her golden eyes suddenly flickered, and she reached out her hand, producing a small black bag.





She untied the rope at the bag's opening and looked inside.





It's unclear what treasure she saw, but the girl seemed to breathe a sigh of relief and then suddenly smiled, as gentle as if she could make a hundred flowers bloom.





After that, the girl disappeared, and the makeshift shelter and campfire vanished too. The small bridge blinked back into its original collapsed state.





Everything felt like an illusion.





...





Anti-Entropy's headquarters, Sigurd's sleeping room.





The girl appeared again, with her silver hair, golden eyes, and pristine white nightgown, her bare feet untouched by dust.





She stared at Sigurd's sleeping face in silence.





After a while, she reached out and gently touched Sigurd's forehead.





"Because she received care and lost her anchor of restraint, did my suggestion on her break naturally...? That stubborn father of mine sure loves giving me a lot of headaches.”





The girl spoke, and while her voice should have been soft and girlish, it carried a melancholic and cold tone.





"Well, you can sleep a little longer."





"Don't push yourself too hard; things will get better."





Muttering softly, the girl placed her hand on Sigurd's forehead and closed her eyes.





After some time, she disappeared from the room.





...





In the far eastern region, St. Freya High, in the dead of night.





Once again, it was the same girl, silently passing through the door and arriving at the side of a sleeping young girl who looked like a minor.





She sat down by the bedside and smoothed the stray strands of hair on the forehead of the sleeping Theresa.





"Since there's time... let's reinforce it a bit. St. Freya High is more important. Let's ignore that side; it's not something you should meddle with….My dear aunt"





She placed her small, white hand on the forehead of the sleeping girl.





Suddenly, the slumbering person furrowed her brows in pain, clutching her stuffed HOMU pillow tightly and murmuring, "No... don't... don't..."





"Is she resisting me?"





The girl raised her hand, her gentle expression giving way to a hint of surprise.





However, she paid no heed to Theresa's struggles and continued her actions.





After a while, Theresa's pained expression vanished, her brows relaxed, and she fell into peaceful sleep again. She even puckered her lips and mumbled like a true child:





"Mmm... HOMU... HOMU... I am... magical girl... T-t-t-riri..."





The girl stroked Theresa's hair and sighed deeply.





Then, she looked up at the bright moon outside the window.





"It's about time... I can go back now..."





"No... don't!"





In her dream, Theresa seemed to sense something and suddenly opened her eyes.





She blinked groggily, finding herself in a familiar yet empty bedroom.





"Hmm? Did I... just imagine things?"





Theresa sat up, her hand reaching out aimlessly into the air as if trying to grasp something that wasn't there.





She touched her chest in confusion and then, feeling disoriented, lay back down. In the depths of sleepiness, she drifted back into her dreams.





...





Sigurd had finally completed his visit.





After saying farewell to Amber, the young maid Rita, and the straightforward Durandal, Sigurd left Sky City Base behind. There was no farewell from Otto.





This was the first time, and likely the last time, that Sigurd came and went from this place so peacefully.





Otto made no attempt to stop him.





On one hand, Sigurd's theoretical research was on the right track, and at this point, Otto wouldn't do anything to hinder him.





On the other hand, through some means of observation, Otto had discovered that his base was indeed surrounded by new types of drones. Even though Sigurd was here, and Vira, who could hold him in check, was also present, Otto didn't want to risk the entire Sky City Base. It wasn't worth it.





"Go on, my dear friend. Bring me more surprises."





Otto sat in the garden, high above, watching the departing Schicksal aircraft. Across the vast space, he raised his teacup to Sigurd.





As Sigurd looked back at the magnificent Sky City, he felt something, and he raised his teacup in return, saluting the city before it disappeared.





Once the plane had vanished, Otto let out a faint sigh.





"Oh, Sigurd..."





He had thought about using forms of influence like mimicry or Fenghuang Down to affect Sigurd's consciousness, making him focus solely on completing his theories without distractions. However, Otto respected Sigurd as a friend. Also, science, while rigorous, had a significant subjective element in cutting-edge research.





Ignoring the potential risks to Sigurd's brain and consciousness, even if Sigurd had prepared countermeasures, Otto couldn't be sure.





If Sigurd's research progress slowed down or he got stuck due to this, Otto would lose his mind.





He considered everything, and Sigurd's progress in research was too valuable. Otto wouldn't allow any accidents to jeopardize the reachable hope.





With a raised cup, Otto toasted once more, not to Sigurd but to the eternal white brilliance that he could never forget, a brilliance that had died out five hundred years ago.




















  
    

    













August, the beginning of winter.





As the one-month deadline for Sigurd's journey to the Schicksal Headquarters approached, Kiana and Sin Mal were finding it increasingly hard to contain their impatience.





Fortunately, Bronya, with her significant access to the arsenal, was effective at maintaining order.





At this moment, Sin Mal was being led by Bronya, her hand forced onto the table.





Sin Mal's face was filled with conflict. She was eager to go out and find Sigurd, but first, Sigurd had left a message, and second, Bronya had been blocking her way. She had no choice but to wait.





"Don't worry, he'll come back. Trust him," Bronya said calmly.





In reality, she was getting a bit anxious too.





For Anti-Entropy, the Schicksal Headquarters was undoubtedly a dangerous place, and Otto, who was in charge, was so terrifying that even children would stop crying, and adults with strong wills could be startled awake from their sleep when they saw his face.





Would Sigurd really be okay?





Bronya got lost in thought for a moment and then quickly regained her composure.





Sin Mal always appeared as a sweet and affectionate little princess in front of Sigurd. However, in the presence of others, she was more arrogant, cold, and impatient. If Bronya didn't keep an eye on her, there was no doubt that Sin Mal would charge towards Schicksal directly. Even if Sigurd had restricted her use of the Black Armor, she was still fearless.





Furthermore, right now, Rozaliya and Liliya were lying quietly on the table, occasionally touching each other, but they seemed very numb and bored, lacking their usual mischievous and lively spirit.





Seele served some snacks and tea, placing them casually. It was different from the usual meticulous serving, where she would serve everyone one by one, with almost identical portion sizes and complete table settings. Obviously, she was also absentminded, worrying about Sigurd's prolonged absence.





"Ah..." Bronya shook her head helplessly.





After Sigurd left, she became the only reliable person here and needed to be the backbone of the group.





Bronya blinked and her expressionless face hardened with determination.





"Bronya, you need to work harder!" She murmured to herself, and then felt her communication device vibrating in her pocket.





"Hmm?"





Matushka and Lord Welt were coming, and Sigurd was also returning... Bronya stared for a few seconds, and then a soft, almost imperceptible smile appeared on her face. It was just because of Matushka, nothing to do with anyone else. Yes, that's it.





"Release!" Bronya put down the communication device and raised her hand. Kiana's restraints were simultaneously lifted, and she fell to the ground with a dirty face.





"Ouch! My nose! Bronya!!" Kiana, with a grimy face, crawled over the window and was about to pounce on Bronya angrily.





Bronya glanced at her indifferently and said a sentence that made her freeze in place:





"Sigurd is back."





"Huh!?"





"So, those with dirty faces should quickly go wash up. Those who haven't taken care of their appearance can change into a nice dress. I remember someone hasn't done their vocal exercises today. In addition, we need plenty of delicious snacks here. Besides Sigurd, Matushka and Lord Welt will also be coming."





"Got it!" x5





The orphanage sprang into action.





Kiana rushed to the bathroom in a flash.





Sin Mal hurriedly ran into the master bedroom, with cheerful little flowers as the background.





Rozaliya and Liliya rushed to the idol training room specially prepared for them, shoving each other in their haste.





Seele tidied up the untouched snacks on the table, humming a tune, and walked lightly to the kitchen.





"Bronya, I'll go prepare," she said.





"Alright, thanks, Seele."





After Seele left, the spacious living room was now empty, with only Bronya left.





Bronya let out a slight sigh, thought for a moment, and then beckoned with her finger. A small red gentleman's hat dropped into her hand.





This was a gift Sigurd had given her, one of the rare gifts unrelated to Honkai.





She remembered when she first wore it; Sigurd had called her cute.





Thinking of those words, once again, Bronya felt a slight warmth on her face.





With that in mind, Bronya hesitated for a moment, then gently placed the small hat on her head.





"It's not because... Bronya also wants to be cute," she muttered with a wooden face. Then, she covered her face that are starting to turn red using both hands, not wanting to reveal even a hint of her expression, even though there was no one around.





...





Sigurd walked toward the plane with a respectful expression, making his way to Cocolia, who had been waiting for a long time.





"Ah, returning from your one-month tour of Schicksal Headquarters? The Valkyries must be amazing, right? Those few on the plane are already top-notch beauties; it's truly enviable-"





Smack!





A worker bee bumped into the back of Cocolia's knee, causing her to stumble and fall forward. She had to stop her sarcastic remarks.





Sigurd walked past her without even a flicker of emotion and said, "Let's go; there's still a way to go."





"You little brat! Can't you tell I care about you?" Cocolia exclaimed.





"No," Sigurd replied, unfazed.





"Damn it! After all I've done for you, you treat me like this?"





Then, Sigurd pulled out a gold card.





He obtained this golden card from Otto, it was unclear how much money was on the card, but considering it was Otto's personal card, it had to have a substantial amount stored in it.





According to Amber, it was intended as operating funds for a gaming company, to ensure that if Amber ever stopped supporting "Kallen's Fantasy," they'd have the necessary funds to continue make a lot of games – by the way, all the information was something that Amber had provided, Otto still didn't know that Sigurd had taken this card.





"The password is 530529."





This was Kallen Kaslana's birthday.





"Thanks, boss, you're as amazing as usual!"





Cocolia shoved the card into the gap between her huge breast, smiling obsequiously.





"Boss, this way, we've prepared a special car for you, I'll be your chauffeu."





"Hmm."





Sigurd gave her a sidelong glance, unflinching.





Many would view Cocolia as some scary opponent, or perhaps even monster, but to Sigurd eyes, If no one managed her, at best, she could be considered a troublesome little wolf, but if she was left in good hand, she was no more than a little husky that act mischievous from time to time.





'Well, let's not worry about her for now. It's time to get back, I'm looking forward to seeing... uh, my own laboratory. Yes, I just miss my lab, nothing else.'




















  
    

    













The gray-toned steel beasts, clad in heavy armor, armed to the teeth, charged down the hill aggressively, like a tiger descending the mountain.





Finally, they came to a steady stop in front of the orphanage's gate.





Cocolia hopped out of the car, opened the passenger door herself, extended her hand, and wore a warm smile.





"Please, this way, Lord Sigurd, we've arrived."





Cocolia rubbed her hands together and said with a cheerful smile.





Although it did somewhat undermine the dignity of an Executor, there were no outsiders around anyway. After all, money was the priority!





Sigurd glanced at the pair of large headlights close by, and whether Cocolia did it intentionally or not, he didn't bother. He simply gave a faint "Hmm" and exited the car.





At the orphanage's gate, a group of girls had already dressed up adorably and welcomed Sigurd as they got out of the car, each showing a different yet lovely smile.





Ahead of them all was the gracefully smiling Welt.





"Sigurd!"





"Sigurd!!"





Sin Mal and Kiana were the first to sprint over, bumping into each other along the way, using their shoulders to jostle one another, trying to push each other aside to be the first one to hug Sigurd.





Looking at the familiar faces before him and the two little bundles of joy rushing towards him, Sigurd suddenly felt the world brighten up. His lips curled into a faint smile.





He slowly extended his two hands.





"One at a time."





With a tone full of disdain, Sigurd held each of the two girls' faces, pushing them back mercilessly.





Caught off guard, the two of them stumbled and fell to the ground.





Kiana: "(╯°A°)╯??"





Who am I? Where am I? What just happened?





Kiana is full of question marks.





Sin Mal: "(?o.o?)…(?o?o?)!"





The treatment is the same as Kiana's, which means her progress in pursuing Sigurd has caught up with Kiana's.





It means...





(I'm about to become Sigurd's favorite girl!) Sin Mal thought with satisfaction.





Sigurd took a step forward, passed by the two girls on the ground, and came to the surprised Welt. He walked around him and then nodded thoughtfully.





Soulium, the materials of the Herrscher, Welt – these terms appeared one by one in Sigurd's mind. Then he smiled politely and said:





"Lord Welt, um... do you mind if I cut a piece of flesh from you?"





A worker bee appeared on Sigurd's hand, extending a laser knife only a few inches long, with a very friendly smile.





Welt silently took a step back.





Isn't it just a few days ago that you were always thinking about my core, and now you want a piece of my flesh? Am I Welt or a Cake?





Welt tried to maintain his kind and polite smile, but it inevitably became stiff.





"I refuse."





"The price is negotiable."





"It's not about money."





"Huh? Did Dr. Einstein find a new way to make money?"





Sigurd looked surprised.





And Welt's smile finally disappeared completely.





"Why do you all think that Anti-Entropy is so poor?"





"Isn't that true?"





"...Is it really necessary for me to sell my flesh for money?"





"What do you want then? Let's negotiate."





Sigurd blinked, and the laser knife in his hand extended a bit more, showing a tendency to negotiate directly.





Welt couldn't help but smirk at Sigurd's inexplicable persistence and began to wonder if it was appropriate to escort such an important person here out of a sense of responsibility.





Then, a slender hand extended from the side, forming a makeshift knife shape and gently tapping Sigurd's head.





"Reel it in a bit. Can't you see that Uncle Welt is troubled?"





"Hello to you too, Bronya, long time no see."





Sigurd dropped the worker bee and looked at the girl who appeared by his side. Red little hat, the usual spiral curls, an exquisitely cute face, and those clear, delightful eyes – he revealed a genuinely warm, faint smile.





"The hat is very cute."





"Well, thank you."





They locked eyes but said no more. An unspoken connection flowed in the silence.





Then, Bronya pointed to the three excited girls standing nearby.





Sigurd's lips curved slightly, and he walked over, extending his hand to gently pat each of their little heads.





"I'm back, Seele."





"Yes, Sigurd, welcome home."





Seele's sweet and shy smile always brought a smile to anyone's face.





"Long time no see, Rozaliya."





"Hehe, listen, Sigurd! I've written a few new songs, believe me, they're going to be a hit. I'm about to become a big star!"





The girl with pink hair, wearing a cheerful smile, confidently patted her chest – a bit silly, but undeniably cute.





Sigurd went over to Liliya, touching his chin and comparing her height to her head, saying, "Liliya seems to have grown a little taller, on this side, higher by a centimeter than Rozaliya."





The girl tilted her head, attempting to display a cold, mature sense of indifference, but the slightly upturned corner of her mouth betrayed her triumphant mood.





Then the three girls surrounded Sigurd, chatting away on various topics.





Sigurd responded calmly, occasionally offering a reply that fueled their enthusiasm. Bronya simply stood by, watching the scene with a faint smile.





"Sigurd!!"





At this moment, a white, fluffy little creature that had been ignored for a while finally hopped onto Sigurd's back.





Sin Mal, a step behind, was about to pounce on Kiana, who had landed on Sigurd's back, but Kiana unceremoniously kicked her away and fell to the side, where Bronya reached out to catch her.





Then Kiana turned her head and made a funny face:





"First come, first served, hehe~"





"You wicked little devil!!"





Sin Mal was extremely frustrated and was about to rush over to pull her away when she was soothed by Bronya's embrace and gentle head patting. Well, Bronya's embrace was acceptable for now; she'd get her revenge on this little grasshopper another time.





Sigurd patted the soft, fair arms clinging to his body and revealed a long-lost deadpan expression.





"Get down already, you are not a kid, how old are you? Don't you know what shyness is?"





"No! We haven't been apart for twenty-nine days and eight hours! You've never left me for this long!"





Kiana pouted, her chin resting on Sigurd's shoulder. She turned her head, using a pitiful tone to complain and, as a result, pressed herself even closer to him.





Sigurd had initially thought about performing a shoulder throw, but he halted it amid her pitiful complaint.





Twenty-nine days, eight hours, and seventeen minutes to be exact.





It did feel a bit long.





Though he wouldn't admit it, carrying Kiana's soft and warm little body on his back made him feel remarkably calm. The inexplicable restlessness that had lingered for so long seemed to vanish completely at this moment.





Kiana took a deep breath, the familiar scent, the familiar body warmth, and the familiar heartbeat she could feel when pressed against him made her close her eyes, revealing a contented, cat-like smile.





"Welcome back, Sigurd."





"Yes. Have you been well-behaved during this time?"





"Yes, yes! I've been going to bed and waking up early, studying well, and making progress every day. I've been really good! Right, Bronya?"





Kiana looked at Bronya, with Sigurd on her back, desperately sending her signals with her eyes.





—Please, don't expose me at this moment!---





Bronya shook her head.





It wasn't a refusal but a clear message that no help was needed.





"That's good, then you'll get an extra meal tonight."





Sigurd said and raised his hand to pat Kiana's soft hair, showing no intention of probing deeper.





Actually, whether it was true or not didn't matter. Just seeing her as lively and healthy as ever made Sigurd content. As for other matters, they could be discussed later.





"Kiana is so sly! Rozaliya wants a turn too!"





Then, Rozaliya pounced on him.





Next was Sin Mal, who had been holding back.





Then Liliya too, while holding Seele's hand and helping her gain some courage to do what the others did.





Sigurd: "(ー_ー)..."





A group of girls jumped onto him, his arms, neck, and waist - every available spot was hugged, and it felt like he was carrying a pile of packages. If it weren't for his physical strength, he'd have been flattened to the ground.





Bronya lightly tapped her foot, then looked left and right but eventually left it where it was. Uncle Welt and Matushka were still around, so it would be too embarrassing for her to behave like them!





However, this scene didn't escape Cocolia's sharp eyes.





"Ah!"





She covered her forehead, filled with worry about her children's future.





One child, she would genuinely wish them well; two, she could reluctantly accept. But all of them together... Dear heavens, she couldn't bear to see a scenario where these girls are fighting neck to neck with each other for his attention. As their mother, she dared not to imagine what kind of scene that would look like!




















  
    "So, your eagerness to cut his flesh is to see if you can synthesize Soulium yourself?"



    



    Tesla held a piece of meat in one hand and a beer in the other, nudging Sigurd's head with her elbow while casually asking.



    



    Sigurd moved backward a bit.



    



    "Dr. Tesla, that is indeed the case. And please, maintain your image."



    



    "What's wrong with my image? Welt, do I look like I didn't do my makeup right?"



    



    Welt handed Tesla the freshly grilled meat and stared at her silently. After a moment, he sighed.



    



    Sigh



    



    "Hey, why are you sighing!?"



    



    "Dr. Tesla, I believe Yang merely wants to avoid damaging your pride."



    



    Einstein sat nearby, calmly explaining.



    



    "What do you mean, you Mophead!?"



    



    "Dr. Tesla, I think it's more important to discuss the matter at hand. I didn't expect Soulium to have such intricacies, which is why its properties are almost miraculous, to the extent that Dr. Tesla has been trying for years but still can't create a material that can match it."



    



    Einstein said, diverting Tesla's attention from the image issue.



    



    "That's right, Dr. Tesla is exceptionally brilliant. I believe you will succeed."



    



    "That's more like it..."



    



    "We just don't know how long it'll take."



    



    Einstein added with a cool tone.



    



    Tesla immediately perked up her twin ponytails, grabbed the meat in her hand, and instinctively swung it in Einstein's direction.



    



    "What did you say!?"



    



    Smack!



    



    The meat flew off the skewer and struck Einstein right on the forehead, leaving a noticeable grease stain on her once pristine forehead.



    



    Sigurd: "..."



    



    Welt: "..."



    



    Tesla: "ヽ(￣д￣;)ノ..."



    



    Einstein remained silent for a moment, her posture unmoving, and then calmly said, "Eins, activate the destruction mode. Target: Tesla."



    



    "Understood, Doctor."



    



    The blue spherical robot floating behind Einstein, which had a cute and silly electronic smile, instantly transformed into a ferocious and menacing shark-toothed grin.



    



    Simultaneously, numerous autonomous combat drones armed with guns emerged from all directions, their barrels aimed directly at the terrified Tesla.



    



    "Wait, wait, calm down, Einstein—I mean, Dr. Einstein! It wasn't intentional! I swear, it wasn't intentional!"



    



    The ruthless machine couldn't understand Tesla's pleas, and several laser beams swept toward her.



    



    Pew! Pew! Pew!



    



    Squeak—



    



    "Waaah! Welt, help me!"



    



    After surviving a round of attacks with the help of her mechanical gauntlets, Tesla scrambled and crawled behind Welt. Her petite body was entirely hidden behind Welt's tall frame, with only a pair of frightened eyes peeking out at Einstein.



    



    Welt cast a glance at Tesla clinging to his back and then looked at Einstein's composed expression. He sighed, rubbed his forehead, and said, "Stop fooling around."



    



    Welt, with a hint of a headache and helplessness, rubbed Tesla's head and then approached Einstein with a clean, warm, damp towel in hand.



    



    "Don't move; let me clean this up for you."



    



    "Sure."



    



    Welt bent down in front of Einstein, removed the piece of grilled meat that had fallen on her clothes, and gently wiped the grease stain off her forehead. His actions were naturally gentle and filled with tenderness.



    



    Einstein tilted her head slightly, closed her eyes, and in the gentle motion of Welt's cleaning, her expression gradually softened, revealing a faint, gentle smile.



    



    Gulp! Gulp! Gulp!



    



    This scene left Tesla staring blankly as she downed several sips of beer, feeling particularly uncomfortable.



    



    "Alright, all cleaned up, Tesla, come over and apologize to Einstein."



    



    "I don't want to; it's all fine now!"



    



    "Tesla!"



    



    "Are you scolding me!?"



    



    Tesla stood with one hand on her hip, the other holding her beer and pointing it at Welt, her aura quite imposing.



    



    Welt's expression dropped as he rolled his eyes and said, "I didn't scold you..."



    



    "You definitely did!"



    



    "Really, I didn't."



    



    "I said you did, don't argue with me!"



    



    With that, Tesla had already marched up to Welt and began poking his chest, her manner quite arrogant – and unfortunately, she was one of the few people who could leave Welt feeling helpless.



    



    Welt felt quite exhausted, just as he was pondering how to appease this little troublemaker, he heard Einstein's cool voice from behind.



    



    "Make way, Yang. Some people won't learn unless they've had enough lessons. It seems I'll have to give Dr. Tesla a long-overdue etiquette lesson."



    



    "Huh! You think I'm really scared of you!? Come forth, Arataho!"



    



    Boom!



    



    A giant robot descended from the sky, wielding an enormous cannon in one hand and drawing a red giant sword with the other. The narrow eye section emitted a red light, a symbol of the attack mode.



    



    The massive robot faced off against the floating army of autonomous machines, with blue-haired Einstein and red-haired Tesla confronting each other. The scent of gunpowder began to fill the air.



    



    In the midst of all this, Welt, standing at the center, had a bewildered expression. Why were they about to start a fight?



    



    ...



    



    At this moment, Sigurd had silently retreated to the outskirts of the courtyard, watching the spectacle with the others.



    



    "See that? This is what happens when you mishandle emotional matters! Sig, in the future, you need to be more careful and think things through in this regard," Kiana said with a knowing tone.



    



    Sigurd looked at her, wearing a puzzled expression. "What are you implying?"



    



    "I mean, you better handle these children's matters well! If something happens to them, I won't let you off easily!" Kiana said.



    



    While she didn't understand what was going through his mind, Sigurd reassured her, saying, "Don't worry, I won't let them get into danger easily."



    



    "Who told you that!??" Kiana exclaimed.



    



    Bronya patted Kiana's back to calm her down and added, "What Kiana's trying to say is, multiple love interests, harem, not allowed!"



    



    Bronya crossed her arms and made a gesture of denial.



    



    Kiana silently gave her a thumbs up.



    



    Sigurd looked at these two with a puzzled expression. "From a rational perspective, even the most beautiful women are just flesh and proteins. Engaging with the opposite sex has no substantial benefits aside from genetic inheritance, and the cost is a considerable expenditure of energy, time, and even health. I must say, having a relationship with a woman for the purpose of passing on genes is understandable. But for those who want more than one, isn't the time and life spent on dealing with the additional one can be spent elsewhere?”



    



    Kiana: "..."



    



    Bronya: "..."



    



    "Why are you both silent?" Looking at the girl who just looked at him with a blank stare, Sigurd furrowed his brow.



    



    Hearing his question, Kiana let out a sigh and looked up at the moon with a smile.



    



    "Nothing,"



    



    Bronya, on the other hand, had a slight smirk on her face and said, "Sigurd is a dummy."



    



    Sigurd, who doesn't understand any of it, can only look at the twin tailed girl with confusion clearly written on his face.

  
    "So, you're the one Sig calls Raiden Mei?"



    



    By the barbecue grill, three girls, Kiana, Rozaliya, and Liliya, surrounded a black-haired girl who sat on a chair, looking very nervous.



    



    Raiden Mei had arrived during the dinner and was accompanied by her father, Raiden Ryoma, who had come to this unfamiliar place. Now, she found herself facing the three intimidating girls.



    



    Mei was well-mannered, but her father's stern expression throughout the journey, combined with her unfamiliar surroundings and lack of experience playing with peers, had left her feeling quite anxious.



    



    "Listen up! I'm Kiana, one of the three legendary leaders of the orphanage!"



    



    Kiana stood in front of Mei and struck a flamboyant pose, reminiscent of something you'd see in a tokusatsu show. She had a proud expression on her face.



    



    "I'm Rozaliya, the second of the three leaders!"



    



    Rozaliya was to the right, doing the same exaggerated pose with a beaming and enthusiastic smile.



    



    "And I'm the third, Liliya."



    



    Liliya was on the left, mirroring the pose as well. However, her expression lacked the enthusiasm, making her look more like she'd been dragged into it rather than volunteering.



    



    Mei shrank a bit when she saw their peculiar greeting, and then nervously replied, "I'm–I'm Raiden Mei. Nice to meet you—"



    



    "Listen up! Since you're here now, you need to understand that we're the big shots around here! You must follow our lead in everything. And any tasty food or fun things must be offered to us first. That's the only way to survive in this tough place. Got it?"



    



    Kiana had her hands on her hips, proudly smiling, and yet, there was an air of goofiness about her.



    



    Her two companions followed suit.



    



    Rozaliya: "Got it?"



    



    Liliya: "Got it?"



    



    Then Liliya suddenly turned her head and asked Kiana, "Wait, isn't Sigurd the leader of the orphanage?"



    



    "So what!? Sig listens to me! If you round it up, the three of us are the leaders!"



    



    Kiana responded with a logic that was strangely convincing.



    



    Then Rozaliya raised her hand to speak, "Wait a minute! Kiana, you're not from the orphanage, are you? Don't you have a dad?"



    



    "Oh, come on! You know my dad, he's in bed and can't get up. Besides, aren't we good friends? Why are you still hung up on this small detail?"



    



    "Yeah! Kiana is right, we're forever good friends!"



    



    "Right, forever good friends, hahaha!!"



    



    Rozaliya and Kiana then linked arms and included Liliya as well, emitting two energetic and silly laughter sounds, along with one reluctant giggling sound.



    



    Mei looked at this scene, and her gaze couldn't help but waver.



    



    'Are they perhaps intellectually challenged individuals? How sad, they are so young too...'



    



    In her timid eyes, there was a hint of sympathy.



    



    Afterward, right in front of her, three small black spheres appeared above the heads of the trio, who were still holding their heads and laughing heartily. The spheres plummeted freely.



    



    Thud! Thud! Thud!



    



    Following the sounds of what seemed quite painful impacts, the three huddled, clutching their heads and groaning in pain.



    



    "Ouch, that hurts!" x3



    



    "Don't bully the newcomer."



    



    Sigurd walked over slowly, flanked by the expressionless Bronya and the ever-blossoming Sin Mal who snuggled by Sigurd's side.



    



    At her side, there was the demure and elegant Seele, holding a beverage.



    



    "We didn't bully the newcomer. We were just saying hello to her!"



    



    Kiana, still clutching her head, protested.



    



    "Do you think I'm deaf? What do you mean by being the orphanage's leader and offering food?"



    



    "We were just joking! We didn't mean it!"



    



    "I know, that's why you haven't been suspended."



    



    "Dictator! Cruel! Unreasonable! Sig is a big dummy—mhm~!"



    



    Sigurd remained silent.



    



    Then Kiana found herself suspended, her mouth gagged with a towel, making her produce only muffled sounds.



    



    Sigurd nodded to Bronya, and Bronya gave a faint smile. She produced a small whip seemingly out of thin air.



    



    "Give her a spanking."



    



    "Yes! Bronya will make sure she remembers it."



    



    Bronya smiled and playfully licked her lips, and behind her, an endless amount of dark energy seemed to emanate. Meanwhile, Kiana, hanging helplessly in mid-air, struggled in fear but to no avail.



    



    Smack! Smack! Smack!



    



    "Waaaaaa!!!"



    



    Sigurd's gaze then shifted to the remaining two "leaders."



    



    Rozaliya and Liliya clung to each other, trembling in fear, unable to speak.



    



    "In consideration of their minor roles as accessories, they can go face the wall for fifteen minutes."



    



    "Yes!" x2



    



    Afterward, Sigurd turned his attention to Mei, rubbing his chin and wearing a probing expression.



    



    Seeing all of that, Raiden Mei can only let out a tiny whimper of distress as her body trembled.



    



    ...



    



    On the other side, the adults' gathering.



    



    Tesla and Einstein sat opposite each other several meters apart, each tied to a chair with ropes, silently staring at each other.



    



    Welt was busy cleaning their dirty faces and clothes, as well as tending to some minor wounds. He even skillfully touched up the makeup of the two delicate ladies, demonstrating exceptional makeup artistry with tangible makeup tools.



    



    Ryoma began to wonder what kind of thing these 2 grandmas had Welt done to them in their daily life for him to be this skillful.



    



    Cocolia and Ryoma glanced at each other, both feeling embarrassed.



    



    One of them had tied up the other's daughter and used her for an experiment involving the Gem of Conquest.



    



    The other knew they had their part in this, and was just going along with it.



    



    In any case, none of them felt comfortable.



    



    After a while, Tesla and Einstein, who were still in a standoff, were approached by a tired-looking Welt.



    



    "Pfft!"



    



    Cocolia swore she didn't want to offend the big shots, but the sight of Welt in front of her was truly comical.



    



    His clothes were tattered, his hairstyle a mess, and his face was covered in various bruises, with clear claw marks left by Tesla even on his cheeks.



    



    The dignified First Herrscher, Lord of Anti-Entropy, and the man who had long been considered by the Second Herrscherr as her greatest threat, with this appearance, who would believe he’s really the same person?



    



    "...Don't laugh, I had no choice."



    



    Welt helplessly scratched his head.



    



    He had been trying to suppress the two without harming them, but for some reason, after he got involved, Tesla and Einstein seemed to have some unspoken agreement and directed most of their firepower at him.



    



    Welt couldn't bring himself to harm them, so the end result was that he managed to suppress them, but not without getting injured during their struggles.



    



    Ryoma scratched his face, wearing an expression that showed he was trying hard not to laugh.



    



    "Long time no see, Ryoma."



    



    "Yeah, it's been a while, Lord Welt."



    



    "Just call me Welt, or Yang, it's fine."



    



    Welt emphasized with a hint of helplessness.



    



    But Ryoma was a stickler for principles. Despite their friendship, he genuinely followed Welt's beliefs and felt the need to maintain the etiquette of a follower.



    



    "I apologize on behalf of Einstein for what happened to little Mei."



    



    "No, this is... my own choice."



    



    Ryoma said in a low voice, with a sense of guilt and regret in his eyes.



    



    Then, Welt delivered a punch to his face.



    



    Bang!



    



    "I know, so this is a lesson for you! First, you didn't fulfill the duties of a father; second, you forgot our beliefs!"



    



    Ryoma held his face, chuckled bitterly, and had nothing to say.



    



    After the punch, Welt patted Ryoma on the shoulder.



    



    "It's in the past now, thinking about it more won't help. Fortunately, there's still room for recovery, let's work together. Not just for little Mei but for our shared ideals."



    



    "Yes, Lord Welt!"



    



    With the business settled, the two men then exchanged glances, smiled, and hugged each other.



    



    "Long time no see, Ryoma!"



    



    Welt said again, with genuine joy and a smile.



    



    "Yes, Welt, it's really a pleasure to see you safe."



    



    Ryoma also let go of his formality and smiled relaxedly.



    



    "How have these years treated you?"



    



    "Everything's been fine. But on your side... it seems there hasn't been much progress made!"



    



    Ryoma glanced at Tesla and Einstein, who were still in a standoff, with a sly smile on his face.



    



    Welt followed his gaze and then tilted his head, looking puzzled.



    



    "What progress?"



    



    "Nothing, just know that I believe in you!”



    



    "...Although I don't really know what you're talking about, thanks."



    



    "No problem, I have some reference material here that I can send to you when you get back. Take your time to ponder it, I'm still waiting for the invitation."



    



    Invitation? Welt didn't quite understand, but he didn't dwell on it, and soon the two of them went to the side, chatting and laughing heartily.



    



    Meanwhile, Cocolia, rubbing her chin, looked at Welt, then at the two other female big shots of Anti-Entropy still in a standoff, and had a sudden realization.



    



    
      ‘Could the Lord's situation be just like that kid? Hooo~ it seems I've found another shortcut for a promotion!!’
    

  
    

    













In the underground laboratory of the orphanage, the girl's body slowly passed through a row of long detection machines.





Sigurd and Einstein sat side by side on the control panel nearby, and after a series of dazzling cooperative actions, Sigurd handed over a paper report.





"How is Mei's body?"





Ryoma leaned in, trying to maintain a serious expression but unintentionally furrowing his brows.





Sigurd glanced at him calmly and opened the report.





"Well, there are some issues."





"What!?"





"Her body fat percentage is on the low side. Has she been on a diet lately? I mean, she's just a kid, and she doesn't have much of a chest or butt yet, and she's still growing in height. Why would she diet at a time like this? Can't she distinguish between long-term health, development, and the short-term importance of being slim? And who said being skinny is always attractive?"





Sigurd glanced at Mei.





The shy girl, wearing a thin white dress, instinctively looked down, and through the contours of her top, some size was noticeable.





At least, compared to the children at the orphanage, there was a significant difference, definitely not a lack of development. Then she covered her face, even her ears turned shyly red.





Ryoma was visibly taken aback and said through gritted teeth, "Is that what I asked about!?"





"Overall, she's fairly healthy. The Gem of Conquest is quite well-behaved. Although it causes her internal Breaker intensity and activity to be on the high side, it has limited effects, and there won't be any issues in the short term."





"Well, that's good- You could have just told me this directly!"





"Seeing you so nervous, I thought I'd crack a little joke. Besides, it's the truth. You, as a parent, should pay more attention to her diet during her growth period. Look at my daughter, She eats everything I tell her to and is very healthy."





Sigurd pointed to the side, where Kiana sat cross-legged on a chair, leaning back and forth on the chair, in an unladylike manner.





Kiana: "!!!"





Realizing that she had been noticed, Kiana quickly turned the chair around, sat properly with her legs together, gently rested her hands on her thighs, and gave a ladylike smile without showing her teeth - she had just been scolded on her butt, so she had to act submissive now, and she'd jump again tomorrow.





Sigurd gave a light huff, and it was unclear whether he was satisfied or had added another item to his mental checklist.





Ryoma forced a smile towards Kiana.





He also knew Siegfried, though they didn't meet often, but they were somewhat close comrades.





For a friend's child, he was willing to show friendliness.





Then, he turned to Sigurd and Einstein.





"So, Mei won't have any problems for now, right?"





Sigurd remained silent and instead turned to Einstein.





"Dr. Einstein, did you design the implant experiment plan?"





"...More or less."





"No wonder, the effect is very good. The quality of the host is one aspect, but your considerations must also be very comprehensive. Otherwise, the Core of the Herrscher is not so easy to keep in check. Ryoma, relax, she's fine."





Ryoma breathed a sigh of relief.





Sigurd went around him and approached the timid Mei.





"Mei, do you know the current situation?"





"Am I... sick?"





"More or less, but it's not a natural illness. In simple terms, someone has implanted something very dangerous into your body, hoping that you can master its power to fight for humanity. Your father and the beautiful lady over there are also contributors behind the scenes. If you're angry, you can scold or even hit them; I think they won't dare to resist."





Sigurd pointed to Ryoma and Einstein. His straightforward words left both of them speechless.





Mei looked at her father, who hung his head, unable to meet her gaze.





She then turned to Einstein, who seemed much more composed and calmly looked at her.





She had already mentally prepared for this, just as Sigurd had said, she was indeed owed an explanation.





Taking a deep breath, the innocent Mei had already prepared some excuses for both of them. She looked up and said softly:





"It's... okay. I believe my dad wouldn't harm me."





"Mei..."





Ryoma raised his head with a touch of emotion, about to express his paternal feelings, but Sigurd let out a disdainful hum.





"Hmph! He does have good intentions, perhaps wanting you to have the ability to protect yourself in the future. But don't overestimate adults, sometimes they're quite unreliable. Just like that young lady with the improper posture over there, her dad throw his own daughter outside to become a street kid."





Kiana hastily adjusted her posture, which had unconsciously slipped again, and looked obediently at Sigurd, blinking her eyes.





Ryoma blushed slightly, feeling stung.





Wasn't it too harsh to compare him with that giant, incombustible block of junk, Siegfried?





However, he had no words in response.





Sigurd continued to address Mei, saying:





"And another thing is, you don't fully grasp the seriousness of the situation. Maybe you'll get angry when you understand it better. In any case, you'll be staying here from now on. Dr. Einstein and I will be responsible for your treatment and for guiding you to master this power..."





"Wait! This is different from what you said earlier! The Herrscher's power is too dangerous. How can you let a child try it?"





Welt, who had been observing, stepped forward and voiced his disagreement, his face filled with disapproval.





Sigurd cast a sidelong glance at him.





"Mastering it is also one method of treatment. Removing the gem from her body is even riskier. Also, when you first acquired the Core of the Herrscher, you were even younger than she is now. Don't think that you alone can do it and underestimate the potential of the younger generation, Welt."





Who do you think you are to casually underestimate the future Raiden Shogun? Whether she can do it or not, Sigurd understands better than anyone here.





"That's not what I meant... Einstein, is what Sigurd said true?"





Welt turned to Einstein.





Einstein nodded in agreement.





Indeed, as Sigurd had said, removing the Core of the Herrscher was an unprecedented challenge, with a higher difficulty than implanting it.





If Mei could master the core and become an entity like Welt, it would be much safer than removing the core.





Einstein already had experience in nurturing Herrschers twice, and Welt, as the person himself, had plenty of reference material.





"I understand your concerns, so how about we ask the person involved for their opinion?"





Everyone's gaze turned to Mei.





Mei was left bewildered, her face showing a confused expression.





"This world is not safe, to say the least. The entire human race faces an increasingly terrifying threat, and the slightest mistake could result in the collapse of civilization and the extinction of races. Now, you have the chance to master a powerful force that might influence the outcome, but it comes with great risks. Even with our full assistance, there is still a threat to your life, and even the risk of distorting your consciousness and turning into a monster."





"You have two choices. The first is to give up, fret not, no one will blame you of you give up. We will still do everything in our power to safely remove that power. But, as I mentioned, that path is equally dangerous. The second choice is to summon all your courage and will, challenge unimaginable pain and torment, overcome it, master it, and fight for the future of humanity."





"Make your choice. However, there's no rush. You can talk to your father or Welt, or even take three to five days, or three to two months. I'm not in a hurry, but I hope your decision is resolute and irreversible."





As Sigurd finished speaking, he closed the report he had been examining and tossed it onto the table.





"Alright, this side is done. Next."





Sigurd clapped his hands and waited for the long-awaited Bronya, who was pushing a wheelchair.





Sitting in the wheelchair was a black-haired girl with a bewildered and anxious expression, gripping the armrest tightly, her troubled look tinged with a sense of hopelessness.





Sigurd unconsciously patted Wendy's head, prompting her to raise her head blankly.





Then, he turned to Mei, who was still confused, and said, "Get down."





Sigurd waved his hand casually, looking expressionless but clearly impatient, as if he were ushering someone out.





Mei silently descended from the examination table – this was the first time the admired Miss Mei had been so disdainfully dismissed by someone her age, and a boy at that.





All in all, it was quite an uncomfortable experience.




















  
    "Get up here, you can do it on your own."



    



    Sigurd patted the bed of the wheelchair, saying so.



    



    Bronya began to move closer to Wendy, intending to reach out and lift Wendy, but before she could come any closer, she was stopped by Sigurd using the back of his hand.



    



    Looking at the boy's hand that is placed right over her navel, Bronya gave the only male kid in the room a puzzled look.



    



    Ignoring the questioning look from the smaller girl, Sigurd crossed take back his arm and crossed it, and with an indifferent tone, he calmly said to the girl in the wheelchair:



    



    "Do you want someone to carry you up, or do you want to do it with your own strength?"



    



    Hearing the word, Wendy looked up.



    



    Originally, she had thought that she would see a mocking or contemptuous look on Sigurd's face, the kind of face that the researchers in the Oceania branch would often show to her when they are about to start their experiment, it’s the kind of face who were serious in front of her but actually mocked her behind her back.



    



    But to her surprise, there wasn't.



    



    Sigurd's expression was just cold and indifferent, nothing else, as if he were asking her a very ordinary question.



    



    Despite being ignored by the taller boy, Bronya seemed to understand something, took two steps back, and didn't touch the wheelchair.



    



    Wendy lowered her head and, after a moment, said in a slightly hoarse voice:



    



    "I can do it myself."



    



    After taking a breath, she began to climb onto the platform.



    



    Her body was not originally capable of bearing the Gem of Desire, and the researchers in the Oceania branch apparently didn't have the technology or patience to strengthen her body first before implementing the gem into her body.



    



    After the numerous experiments she had experienced, not only she couldn't move her legs, her once powerful arm strength that could wrestle with mechs barehanded was now far weaker than an average person.



    



    Even though it was so close, and the height difference between the wheelchair and the platform wasn't that great, Wendy climbed very slowly.



    



    She moved bit by bit, gritting her teeth, her face turning pale, her breathing trembling, using her weak and feeble arms to move her body onto the platform.



    



    Looking at the scene, everyone is silent, not daring to make a sound.



    



    Even the Raiden Father and Daughter combo, who were both extroverts who like to talk, just watched this scene in silence and didn't say a word.



    



    Raiden Ryoma touched his daughter's hair, looked at the young girl who was trying to climb into the bed, and then at Sigurd's seemingly overly cold and indifferent expression, and sighed.



    



    "My Lord, I think I know why you are so decisive in accepting him."



    



    Previously, Welt has brought up the matter of recruiting him into Anti-Entropy and even promoting him to an Executor the first time they met.



    



    With a smile, Welt replied in a very low voice, as if he was afraid of disturbing Wendy's actions:



    



    "I may be bad at other things, but I wouldn't misjudge a person."



    



    While they are talking, Wendy is still struggling to climb, she is both stubborn and incredibly tenacious.



    



    After what seemed like an excessively long time to the onlookers, Wendy finally lay on the platform, panting and staring at the ceiling.



    



    Unlike her previous gloomy state, she seemed to have a different aura in her eyes.



    



    Clap! Clap! Clap!



    



    Loud applause came from the side.



    



    It was Kiana, standing by Sigurd's side, gazing at Wendy with pure joy and admiration on her face, saying, "You're amazing! You're so impressive!"



    



    Then, Bronya gave a slight smile and joined in the applause, neither too fast nor too slow.



    



    Sigurd glanced around, seeing that some of the other people inside the room were also clapping, began to reluctantly join in — he could pretend it was reluctant.



    



    She was a Valkyrie of Schicksal, and she might be in a sorry state, but it didn't diminish her brilliance at this moment.



    



    This was a girl with the ambition to climb the S-rank throne and participate resolutely in dangerous experiments to save the world.



    



    She had her pride, and even though she was stuck in the mire, she didn't need condescending pity.



    



    Wendy's face blushed for a moment, perhaps due to her previous efforts or because of the applause at this moment.



    



    Sigurd tossed a clean towel to her and said, "Wipe your sweat. It's about to start... Don't be afraid; no one here will harm you."



    



    Wendy followed his advice, wiped the sweat from her forehead, gave Sigurd a deep look, and then closed her eyes, quietly being placed into the testing device.



    



    A few minutes later, Sigurd flipped through the freshly printed report and casually threw it to Einstein.



    



    He came to Wendy's side and decisively lifted one of her legs.



    



    Without her stockings, her leg was pure white, smooth, with a graceful curve, it’s well-proportioned, and the faint veins beneath the skin indicated excellent health. It was indeed a good leg.



    



    Wendy blushed.



    



    Sigurd squeezed it gently, confirming its excellent texture and elasticity, then asked with an expressionless face, "Do you feel anything?"



    



    Without saying whether she felt anything or not, Wendy's face turned even redder.



    



    Suddenly, Kiana rushed over like a cannonball, pushing Sigurd aside unexpectedly, opening her arms, and, like a mother hen protecting a chick, shielded Wendy.



    



    "Sig! I misjudged you! I didn't expect you to be like this! If you want to touch a leg, you can just find me; I would let you touch it all day! How can you do this to Wendy!? Pervert! Disgusting!"



    



    Sigurd, Wendy, Bronya, Welt, and others can only look at the white haired girls in silence, noticing something wrong with what she had said.



    



    "..."



    



    Did she just say something strange as a matter of course?



    



    Sigurd patted the spot where Kiana had touched his clothes, squinting his eyes.



    



    Just as Sigurd was contemplating how to give this stupid tuna a more lasting lesson, Welt appeared behind him and patted his shoulder.



    



    "Ahem! Well, Sigurd, I know you want to understand her physical condition, but she's still a young girl. Shouldn't you be a bit more... you know."



    



    "Fine."



    



    Although to researchers, that leg was just a piece of flesh, Sigurd understood the implication of Welt's words from a broader perspective.



    



    Then, Sigurd pushed Kiana to the side by patting her face and approached Wendy again, saying, "Your situation is quite dire. The Gem of Desire inside your body is overly active, and you don't have the ability to suppress it. If left unchecked, the power of the Gem of Desire will spread from your legs to your upper body, then your hands, and finally your brain. After that, the one looking at the world through these beautiful eyes won't be Wendy, but a new Herrscher."



    



    Wendy, lying on the platform, visibly paled after hearing his word.



    



    "But it's not too late. I will save you. That's my promise."



    



    Sigurd added, in a matter-of-fact and resolute tone.



    



    Wendy fell silent for a moment and then asked, "Are you with Anti-Entropy?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "You are a little different from what I know."



    



    "What do you know?"



    



    Hearing her words, Sigurd raised an eyebrow.



    



    Wendy seemed to contemplate for a moment and said slowly, "The people of Anti-Entropy believe more in cold, heartless machines than in flesh-and-blood people. They are similar to sewer rats, having the both the trait of being despicable and shameless, often resorting to extreme measures, they have a lot of mad scientists amidst their mist, with a Herrscher as their backer, it’s an ambitious and dirty organization."



    



    "Hmm."



    



    Sigurd stroked his chin and looked at Welt, who already had a stiff expression at the not so untrue word.



    



    Then he turned to Wendy and asked, "And now?"



    



    "I... don't know."



    



    Wendy turned her head and looked at the people in the laboratory with a confused expression.



    



    Bronya and Kiana were good people.



    



    Whether it was when they brought her out of the Oceania branch or in their recent interactions, they treated her gently.



    



    Sigurd, who appeared cold and unfeeling, had shown her respect — something she had never received since her disability.



    



    The other people... they didn't seem to be as twisted and cruel as the rumors had suggested. In fact, she felt they were much friendlier than many at the Oceania branch.



    



    It was as if she had returned to her hometown rather than being in the heart of an antagonistic organization.



    



    Wendy bit her lip and asked, "Do you... want the core in my body?"



    



    Sigurd nodded and gave a straightforward answer, "Yes."



    



    Wendy's eyes dimmed, she closed her eyes, and let out a long sigh.



    



    "I'm powerless to resist, but I will never betray Schicksal."



    



    "You think too much, Otto and I are old friends. In the time you were away, I even served as the head of the Oceania branch for a while. Well, the point is, I have no intention of making you betray Schicksal or anything like that."



    



    Hearing his words, Wendy blinked her eyes, and with an incredulous look, stared at him like he was insane. "The Archbishop? Really?"



    



    Sigurd took out his phone, and after tapping it for a while, he showed Wendy a photo of himself and Otto taking a selfie side by side, in which the Sigurd in the picture appeared unwilling to have his photo taken, while Otto had a beaming smile on his face.



    



    "...It's photoshopped! I won't fall for it!"



    



    Wendy's expression did waver a bit, but she remained resolute.



    



    Sigurd put away the photo and didn't bother explaining. Instead, he said, "I will go straight to the point, we do want to remove the gem from your body. However, at the same time, we will also heal your body."



    



    "What's the catch?"



    



    "There is no catch, I just want to help"



    



    "I... I won't trust you."



    



    Wendy stuck to her judgment. Even though her actual interactions with Anti-Entropy didn't match her impressions, she wasn't going to trust these people easily.



    



    "In that case, there's no need to force it."



    



    The one who spoke these words wasn't Sigurd but Welt, who had come forward.



    



    With a gentle smile, Welt brushed away the stray hair from the stubborn girl's forehead, ignoring her earlier biased words. He sincerely said, "We don't force you to believe; we just want to save you, that's all."



    



    "What's the catch?"



    



    Wendy asked again.



    



    Welt glanced at Sigurd and repeated with a smile, "We just want to help."



    



    It was an answer with no substance, no convincing reasons or logic.



    



    But for some reason, as Wendy turned her face away, she suddenly felt much more at ease.

  
    "So, it's settled then. Raiden Mei and Wendy will stay here for treatment. Dr. Tesla and Dr. Einstein will stay as technical support. Welt, you will stay to prevent any Herrscher core-related incidents."



    



    "...You're just looking for convenient test subjects, aren't you?"



    



    "Don't spout nonsense-Ahem! I'm not that kind of person, and you're our leader, after all."



    



    Welt forced a smile, not believing Sigurd's serious tone for a second.



    



    Someone who had a history of shady dealings with Otto couldn't be trusted.



    



    But Welt didn't care much; he just furrowed his brow and raised two fingers, saying:



    



    "Two questions."



    



    Sigurd propped his leg up, supporting his head with his right hand, and replied concisely, "Go ahead."



    



    "First, I still feel there's an issue with Saint Freya's side. We can't leave that uninvestigated. Second, if we all gather together, and the orphanage's location isn't exactly hidden, aren't we practically handing ourselves to Otto? Will he refrain from acting?"



    



    Welt said in a serious tone, with a touch of gravity.



    



    Sigurd didn't respond immediately but instead created a virtual screen out of thin air, displaying an image.



    



    "That's-That's my mo- Cecilia's clones!"



    



    Kiana was the first to get excited, pointing at the image of rows of clone pods immersed in pale blue liquid, each containing a silver-haired beauty in light underwear.



    



    Sigurd looked at Kiana for a second.



    



    'Changed the way of address?'



    



    Sigurd noticed something was off, but he didn't want to discuss it in front of everyone.



    



    So, he turned to Welt and pointed to the screen.



    



    "First question: this is a secret hidden under the Far East Branch, Otto's clone laboratory. I've already arranged for their relocation. The current plan is to repair their physical defects, attempt to awaken them, and have them work as staff and guardians here. After all, they possess the blood of Schariac, which has significant practical value for handling Herrscher power riots, and it can also avoid the risk of foreign agents infiltrating."



    



    "Awaken them? Is that possible?"



    



    "Giving a newborn blank clone with a soul is my next challenge."



    



    "Alright, but make sure to respect their personalities and dignity. They are, after all, living beings!"



    



    Welt sighed deeply, without any further objections.



    



    Because this was arguably the best course of action.



    



    Whether it was equal destruction or allowing them to sleep indefinitely, neither was as satisfying as Sigurd's method.



    



    Sigurd nodded to show his commitment and then continued, "Second question: Otto won't act, I can guarantee that. What do you think you guys are in Otto's eyes?"



    



    "Probably something along the line 'a bit of a troublesome pain in the ass. If left unchecked, it would occasionally cause problems. If dealt with, it's time-consuming and labor-intensive, with no significant benefits.' Something like that?"



    



    Welt scratched his head, somewhat embarrassed.



    



    Ryoma and Siegfried were in a similar situation.



    



    Even Einstein, who was silently sipping tea, had her gaze wander for a moment.



    



    Sigurd's frankness was admirable, but it was also embarrassing.



    



    Sigurd shrugged and gave a slight smile.



    



    "You are pretty self-aware."



    



    Indeed, just like what Welt had said, that's pretty much Otto evaluation of Anti-Entropy, or perhaps, it's actually lower than that.



    



    The incident with Siegfried had revealed a lot.



    



    Because he had a breakthrough and, perhaps, was in a good mood, Otto had planned an operation that almost wiped out Anti-Entropy.



    



    But Siegfried narrowly escaped, and after giving him something of interest, Otto could readily abandon the plan without regret.



    



    To him, it was like not enjoying food but feeling it would be a waste to throw it away.



    



    That was Otto's view on the destruction of Anti-Entropy.



    



    Welt fell silent again, feeling somewhat powerless.



    



    Anti-Entropy had worked hard for many years and developed a sizable military force, but they still lagged far behind Schicksal, which had dominated the world for hundreds of years.



    



    And Otto, who had always been in a superior position, probably never really regarded them highly.



    



    The dream of overthrowing Schicksal seemed indefinitely distant.



    



    Sigurd sighed and said resolutely, "I have something that interests Otto. As long as I'm here, even if you all stand here, Otto won't have any thoughts. What I can offer him is an absolute treasure he can't resist, compared to you guys."



    



    "You're that confident? What does Otto want to achieve, anyway?"



    



    "Sorry, this matter is between Otto and me. Knowing the truth doesn't matter. And you guys, if you glimpse the deepest secrets of Otto, he might not tolerate your existence any longer."



    



    Sigurd shook his head in response.



    



    Otto recognized Sigurd, and in a sense, he couldn't do anything to Sigurd at this point.



    



    Therefore, he didn't mind Sigurd knowing his innermost secrets.



    



    But for others, unless they had some special value, Otto's pride would mean that being informed was equivalent to landing on his hit list.



    



    Welt touched his chin and looked at Einstein, who was quietly drinking tea, as well as Ryoma next to him.



    



    Not getting an answer, the gazes of the group converged on Sigurd.



    



    Sigurd massaged his temples, frustrated, and said, "Clearly, you raise a more just and righteous banner, but you're regarded by Valkyries and even everyone outside of Anti-Entropy as sewer rats. Have you ever considered the reasons behind this?"



    



    "Isn't that all Otto's doing?"



    



    "....Let me ask you one thing. The second Honkai Eruption happened because of Schicksal's inhumane experiments, and Schicksal had many controversial issues during the handling process. Truly, the one who played a purely positive role, willing to do anything to fight the Honkai, was Anti-Entropy, you, as the leader. But why, after the war, did all the credit go to Schicksal? Otto didn't even get a bit dirty, and Anti-Entropy was portrayed as the puppeteer behind the scenes."



    



    "This...," Welt and the others frowned.



    



    Einstein and Ryoma were the first to catch on.



    



    In a dawning realization, they started to wear looks of surprise.



    



    Welt fell into deep thought and said hesitantly, "We're not pursuing empty fame; we're just focused on protecting the world. As long as the results are good, do the rest really matter?"



    



    "And then? On one hand, you shout about overthrowing Schicksal, and on the other, you hand over your hard-earned reputation to them for free. You neither affirm your own correctness nor criticize Schicksal's dark side. Do you really want to overthrow Schicksal, or have you already become roots in the soil, absorbing the darkness that Schicksal can't expose to the sunlight, willingly bearing all the disgrace and happily nourishing Schicksal?"



    



    Welt opened his mouth and, following Sigurd's train of thought, considered Anti-Entropy's actions over the decades.



    



    He suddenly felt that his steadfast beliefs of several decades were being thrown into turmoil, and an unprecedented sense of confusion shrouded him.



    



    Yeah, even though we're doing a more just and righteous cause, why is Schicksal's reputation increasing, and they receive more and more resources, while Anti-Entropy has always been forced to lurk in the shadows, struggling at every step, with even our principles twisted and scorned by outsiders?



    



    Could it be that we've done something wrong along the way?



    



    Sigurd didn't bother to argue further and directly pointed out, "First question: What is your ideology?"



    



    "In a way that minimizes harm to the innocent, we fight against the Honkai, respecting life and morality, and aiming to reduce suffering and sacrifice."



    



    "That's too limited. Broaden it a bit, let's say 'to grant civilization time and grant time civilization.' Civilization refers to everything that is the crystallization of human emotions and wisdom, such as morality, humanity, technology, and so on. Time refers to time. In addition, Schicksal's slogan is Fight for all that is beautiful in this world,' and we should also have a loud slogan - 'offering our hearts to humanity.'"



    



    "Oh! That's a good one!"



    



    Welt slapped his thigh and his eyes lit up.



    



    How should I put it?



    



    Idealists tend to have a touch of chuunibyou (adolescent delusions of grandeur), and Welt was no exception.



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes.



    



    "It's really superficial. The second question - you accepted it all just from a couple of sentences. Do you really have a clear ideology? Do you really have enough faith in your own thoughts?"



    



    Sigurd raised a sharp question, cold and stern.



    



    For Welt, this kind of questioning could even be considered an insult.



    



    He was the soul of Anti-Entropy, a hero who had survived death time and again in the fight against the Honkai.



    



    And Sigurd was questioning his beliefs and will.



    



    Welt's expression froze.



    



    As a loyal follower, Ryoma immediately wanted to stand up and refute Sigurd, but he was abruptly restrained by Einstein's grasp on his arm.



    



    "Dr. Einstein?"



    



    "Sit down and listen. This might be a turning point for Anti-Entropy."



    



    Einstein's gaze had been fixed on the two people in conversation from start to finish.



    



    She felt that Welt needed to grow again, and it had gone beyond her and Tesla's capabilities to help him grow further.



    



    Einstein sensed that this might be an opportunity.

  
    "I'm not quite sure," Welt said after a long pause, frowning and staring at Sigurd.



    



    "Schicksal has packaged the fight against the Honkai as their core ideology, and virtually everyone from top to bottom firmly believes in and follows it. With this common and clear ideology, all the Valkyries can fight loyally and selflessly."



    



    Welt listened quietly, nodding thoughtfully.



    



    Sigurd sighed and, with complex feelings toward Otto, continued, "Otto has emphasized this belief for five centuries and, in practice, defended it. That's why countless people have been willing to die for Schicksal. Even the existence of the dark side like human experiments all are geared and created based on this belief, Otto also never deliberately hid it, and almost all of those who follow him know about it. Yet the majority of people still choose to support him because Schicksal's ideology is clear and correct enough that some slightly shady methods can be forgiven in the name of a higher ideal. But for Anti-Entropy, leaving aside the low-level soldiers, even those at the top—Ryoma, do you know what our ideology is? Do you have enough belief to die following it?"



    



    "I..."



    



    Ryoma opened his mouth, hesitated for a while, and then awkwardly shook his head, unable to respond.



    



    Sigurd sneered.



    



    "You see, even Ryoma, who has climbed to the position of Executor, doesn't know our specific thoughts and doesn't believe in our ideology. Let alone the lower ranked members of Anti-Entropy, they didn't even know what they are fighting for, So, that's why Anti-Entropy are divided into so-called conservative and radical factions, and even someone like me who joined recently can start a faction. What is Anti-Entropy fighting for? If you yourself don't understand your own ideology and Anti-Entropy is all filled with opposing voices, how can outsiders know our beliefs? That's the third question."



    



    Welt had deeply furrowed his brow and his face was heavy. He looked conflicted, and couldn't bring himself to speak for a long time.



    



    "Sigurd, please show me the correct way," he said with great seriousness after a long while.



    



    Sigurd just shaked his head and said:



    



    "I'm not the leader of Anti-Entropy, it's you, I can't show you anything. I can only tell you this:



    



    First, Anti-Entropy needs a clear, correct, and unwavering ideology.



    



    Second, it needs to implement this ideology from top to bottom, building a pure and united organization.



    



    Third, Anti-Entropy must raise its banner high and tell Schicksal and the world what it wants to do and what it must do, gathering people with the same kind of belief around itself.



    



    Lastly, it must stay unwavering on its path. This is the correct way to reshape the world and bring about change."



    



    ".....I see. Listening to your words, I understand a vital point that has been overlooked before. Thank you, Sigurd. No, I should say, are you interested in taking over as the leader? Your thoughts are deeper than mine, and you're smarter than me. You can definitely lead us further."



    



    "Leader!!"



    



    Ryoma stood up, his expression constantly changing in surprise at the sudden proposal.



    



    Welt pushed his hand down, but still looked intently at Sigurd.



    



    Sigurd shook his head again.



    



    "I can't do it."



    



    "Why not? Qualifications and age are not the issue!"



    



    "When the saint chooses a path, the ten thousand man would follow. Welt, you are the saint, I am not. Your proposed ideas, your issued orders, we will believe that they are speaking for justice and righteousness, and we can trust and implement them wholeheartedly. But I'm different; I can't even believe that the decisions I make are entirely selfless. I can be an Executor, but I can't be the leader. Welt, this is a responsibility that only you can bear. I can't do it, Ryoma can't do it, Siegfried can't do it, Only you can!"



    



    Sigurd stood up with absolute conviction.



    



    Welt leaned back, adjusted his glasses, and let out a bitter laugh.



    



    "Well, thank you for your trust, but I think you're exaggerating. I'm just an ordinary person, and I feel the pressure is too great. I can die to protect the world, but when it comes to ideology, it affects all of Anti-Entropy and even more people, and it may be passed down through the ages... I'm afraid of making mistakes, yes, I'm afraid."



    



    "Fear is the right response. Those who aren't afraid won't be able to do this."



    



    Sigurd said meaningfully.



    



    Welt paused for a moment and then nodded in agreement.



    



    Yes, if you lack even basic reverence, you won't be cautious and won't take it seriously enough to shoulder the heavy responsibility of shaping a philosophy.



    



    Sigurd waved his hand, and several books appeared on the table.



    



    "This world lacks an epic that can be sung about... These books are based on some memories I've compiled, and they reveal a lot of things. They should help you. You can study and comprehend them carefully, but don't believe everything in them. Times and circumstances are different, and trusting books blindly is not as good as having no books at all. After that, I hope you can go out and explore."



    



    "Go out and explore?"



    



    "Not as the leader of Anti-Entropy, but as an ordinary person, go out and connect with people from different regions, organizations, and social classes. Truly communicate with them, understand their thoughts and desires. With your compassionate heart, you can surely resonate with them. I don't know what kind of ideology you'll ultimately develop, but I believe that an ideology that includes everyone's voices and gathers the wishes of all people will be the right one!"



    



    Sigurd spoke slowly, recalling many histories and heroes from another world. He was filled with a sense of homesickness and longing.



    



    Welt lowered his head, contemplating Sigurd's words.



    



    "Everyone's voices... everyone's wishes... the right ideology..."



    



    His eyes grew brighter, and a sense of determination ignited in his eyes, a stark contrast to the gentle and amiable look he had maintained since their first meeting.



    



    "I will go, no- I must go! This world is already filled with distortions. If there's something that can save everything and reshape a beautiful world, it must start with the right ideology and the organization that believes in it. I will definitely do it!"



    



    Welt burst into hearty laughter, and his laughter echoed throughout the meeting room, as if conveying his determination and enlightenment.



    



    Even Kiana, who usually didn't like to use her brain, and Cocolia, who was more inclined to favor personal interests, looked at this man and were inexplicably moved.



    



    Sigurd snapped out of his reverie and looked at Welt with a gentle smile.



    



    "So, I entrust this to you. Let us develop the power to change the world, and I leave the task of guiding the path to you. Welt, I've been observing you for a long time, and this decision was not made lightly. After this journey, perhaps, you will be my true leader."



    



    "After all this talk, you mean you never considered me your leader all this time?"



    



    "I can trust idealistic thinkers with immature thoughts, but I can't follow them. This world is very cruel. If you're not strong enough, I might as well follow Otto. despite what he has done and would do, his motivation is pure and direct, and his path seems viable."



    



    "Then you just wait. I will give you a satisfactory answer."



    



    Welt carefully picked up the stack of books as if he were cradling a priceless treasure.



    



    He believed that Sigurd wouldn't provide information without purpose, and there must be useful knowledge within these books.



    



    Then he left, with a powerful and resolute stride that conveyed his determination, even as he carried the weight of those books.



    



    Welt pushed open the door, and Bronya, who was acting as a guard, looked up at him.



    



    Welt ruffled her head with one hand, smiled, and walked away.



    



    
      'Old friend of mine, more than fifty years have passed. I have inherited your ideology and followed the teachings of Einstein and Tesla all the way to today. I don't feel bitter, and I don't think anything is wrong. '


    

    



    'Their beliefs are beautiful, their souls are brilliant, and walking on their path, I truly believe in my righteousness. But Joyce, it's been enough. I've inherited everything from you, but I've remained stuck in the day you died. Now, I want to move forward, to make my own voice heard, to truly guide this world and make it better. You'll support me, won't you, Joyce?'

  
    

    













Late at night, everyone who needed rest had gone to sleep.





Sigurd sat in his room, legs crossed, eyes closed, appearing relaxed but still exuding an air of authority. It seemed like he was waiting for someone.





And soon enough, a knocking noise on the door made him open his eyes.





Knock! Knock!





"Come in."





Einstein entered the room.





Sigurd felt surprised upon seeing her, after all, he had been expecting someone else when he heard the knocking, but he did not let it show on his face, instead, he glanced at the blue-haired girl and let out a hum.





"Is there something you need, Dr. Einstein?"





Without beating around the bush, Einstein went straight to the point and spoke: "I want to tell you something regarding the conversation you had with Welt just now, I've turned your talk into  a video recording, an audio recording, and text transcripts. Do you think it's suitable for publicizing to boost morale?"





"Well….. Not necessary. It doesn't make sense to publicize these scraps of conversation before we get on the right track. Additionally, it's not suitable to publicize Welt's departure, both for safety reasons and because only when no one is prepared can he hear the most genuine voices."





"Hm, You have a point."





Einstein nodded and looked at Sigurd, adding, "Thank you."





Sigurd blinked his eyes, feeling surprised. "Thank you for what?"





"For pointing the way for Welt. Tesla and I are fundamentally technicians. Our ideology comes from Joyce instead of ourself, and that's something that can’t be changed—we helped Yang grow to his current state, and then he stagnated. If it weren't for you, no one would have realized that he could actually move forward, and that he should move forward."





Einstein sighed deeply, his pure blue eyes filled with satisfaction and gratitude.





"Don’t think too much about it, I just want to find a new path. Otto's path is viable, but if there is a different way that would cause less suffering and sacrifice, I would take it.”





Sigurd opened his eyes, not because of Einstein but because the room's door had silently cracked open, and two pairs of eyes, one above and one below, were peering inside.





"Come in."





Sigurd said.





"You stupid fish-for-brain girl! He noticed me because of you!"





"What are you saying? It's obviously because your infiltration skills are subpar!"





There were some subtle shoving sounds from outside the door, and after a moment, the door opened, revealing two little girls, one in pink and one in white.





They stood there with pleasing smiles, and then took small steps into the room.





Einstein raised an eyebrow.





"I was wondering why you seemed preoccupied. I see you had a prearranged appointment. I won't disturb you. Good night."





"Take care, Doctor."





Watching Einstein depart, the door opened once again, and Bronya entered, carrying her rarely let-go-of Homu doll.





"Do you need something with Bronya? If Sigurd do, Bronya need to give some warning, it's not appropriate to sleep together with Bronya. Bronya is still underage... It would be more preferable if you do it with Matushka instead.”





"..."





Bronya, quick on the uptake, interjected casually, leaving Sigurd momentarily speechless.





Sigurd had been preparing for a moment of solemnity and importance but was caught off guard.





He could only cover his face and say, "Just close the door."





Bang!





Bronya obediently closed the door.





She talked about not sleeping together, but in reality, she showed no intention of fighting back if Sigurd were to do anything.





Then the three girls stood in front of Sigurd.





Bronya was in the middle, her face calm and her figure relaxed, hugging her Homu doll as if she were in her own room, feeling completely at ease.





Kiana and Sin Mal stood on either side, their faces bearing expressions of guilt and embarrassment at being caught.





Sigurd observed each of them, his hands clasped on his knees, and spoke.





"Bronya used to be your instructor, and she's also your comrade. Kiana and Sin Mal, you have a close relationship. I believe that everyone here can trust each other; you're not treating each other as outsiders, right?"





The girls glanced at each other and nodded.





Even Kiana and Sin Mal, who usually couldn't stand each other, nodded in response to Sigurd's question.





Whether it was due to being used to being under his authority, holding hidden genuine feelings, or a combination of both, they nodded.





"So, I think we don't need to be too cautious about what comes next. Kiana, why did you have Bronya investigate Siegfried's activities?"





"Chibi, you betrayed me!?"





Kiana trembled at first, then pointed at Bronya, trying to hide her panic.





But Bronya furrowed her brow, not understanding.





Sigurd said, "She didn't tell me about it, or maybe she hasn't had the chance yet. Anyway, it was the Icarus subsystem controlling the workers here that reported to me. To be honest, what I really want to know is... how much do you know?"





"..."





Kiana bit her lip, and began to twist her fingers, revealing her nervousness and resistance.





"I... I don't want to say."





"A wound that is covered up, if not exposed and thoroughly cleansed of pain, will remain beneath the surface until it becomes inflamed and festers, causing even more suffering. If you don't trust them enough, you can tell me alone. But I won't let you keep your head down, lying to yourself."





Sigurd stared at Kiana, his eyes calm and resolute.





Bronya and Sin Mal also realized that something was not right. Kiana was acting very strangely.





Kiana continued to bite her lip and lowered her head.





Sigurd sighed softly, waved his hand, and signaled for Bronya and Sin Mal to leave first.





The two exchanged a glance, understanding that the situation was not simple.





Even Sin Mal chose to comply, and they both walked out, closing the door behind them.





"You know you're a clone, right?"





In the silence, Sigurd spoke slowly.





Kiana, with her downcast face, had already wet her eyelashes, and a tear fell.





"Come here."





Sigurd let out a sigh and opened his arms.





Kiana twisted her fingers, and bit by bit, she moved closer until she was finally embraced by Sigurd.





"Hm? Did you get fatter? When did you find out?"





"I haven't!... I... very early, I felt something was strange. After seeing my dad's experience, I guessed."





"So, you had Bronya investigate Siegfried's interpersonal relationships within the Schicksal. If he had no one else he was desperate to save in Schicksal, it would confirm your suspicion— that you're a clone, his real daughter still in Schicksal?"





"Yeah... isn't it obvious? I have no childhood memories, not a single one. My dad was very cold and didn't talk to me at first... thinking about it now, I'm just a clone, how could I have a childhood? His initial coldness also makes sense."





As Kiana spoke, her voice gradually shifted from her initial timidity to a more normal tone.





The most awkward moment was at the very beginning when Sigurd opened his arms to her, but Kiana soon realized that she was no longer as afraid.





Sigurd rubbed her head and sighed.





"You're very clever."





He said, not surprised at all.





Kiana's brain wasn't non-functional; she just had a habit of speaking without thinking.





Kiana sniffled.





"You know, it's not that hard to accept, really. I've been thinking a lot these days. The day my dad left and told me so much, it was his way of telling me that he accepted me, wasn't it? And Sigurd, you've known for a long time too, right?"





"Yeah, I've known for a long time."





"But you didn't reject me. Once I understood all of this, I didn't feel so sad anymore. I thought about it, and Bronya's past is very tragic, so is Sin Mal's, and the Wendy we met today... so many unfortunate people near me. I can't be too melodramatic."





Kiana sniffled and in Sigurd's embrace, she gave a tearful smile.





But Sigurd gently patted her head and said, "No, with me, you can be as melodramatic as you want."





At this, Kiana's smile suddenly froze and gradually faded, and her small body began to tremble.





"Sig..."





"I'm here."





"I'm... I'm a clone..."





"I know."





"I'm... I'm... fake..."





"You're not."





She started to cry, her sobs at first subdued, but maybe she had been suppressing them for too long, and they gradually turned into uncontrollable wailing.





She used Sigurd's sleeve to wipe away her tears and snot, crying without any elegance or cuteness.





But this time, Sigurd didn't mind at all as he held her, whispering sweet word to ease her sadness.




















  
    

    













Kiana cried until her pajamas were soaked, and her tears and snot made Sigurd's sleeves completely unviewable. So, reluctantly, Sigurd carried her into the bathroom.





Kiana asked him to help her wash her hair, even though she had already washed it today.





Sigurd didn't refuse, checked the water temperature, and began to massage her head.





Hic!





Kiana hiccupped.





Sigurd lowered his head. "Not done crying?"





"I'm done! I can't help it."





"It’s fine, just take your time."





".....Okay."





Kiana pouted and waited quietly for Sigurd to finish washing her hair.





But Sigurd knew that she had already washed her hair, so he just pretended to wash it, and quickly picked up the showerhead.





"Close your eyes; I'm going to rinse it."





"Sure."





The gentle water washed away the foam and flowed down her delicate skin, finally reaching the floor. Kiana sniffled and her eyes were still red from crying, and she hadn't completely recovered from her heavy sobbing. When Sigurd lowered his head and saw this, he couldn't help but smile.





"Bear underwear? You're quite cute."





"Weren't they all bought by you? I want to look more mature too!"





"What's a child like you need to be mature for? Just wear cute, cartoon animals."





"Come on, Sigurd, the moon is so round tonight!"





Kiana giggled, not realizing that there were no windows in the bathroom to see the moon.





Sigurd patted her forehead with his hand, and she laughed foolishly.





"Hurry up and finish washing, don't catch a cold. I need to shower too."





With that, he walked out of the bathroom, leaving Kiana alone. She stuck out her tongue at his back.





"Phew~"





The bathroom door closed.





Sigurd entered the living room where Bronya and Sin Mal were waiting.





"How is she?" Bronya asked with a slight frown.





Sin Mal didn't speak, but she silently watched Sigurd, not as infatuated as usual.





Sigurd sighed and said, "She's fine. There are some things. When she's in the right mood to talk about them, you can go and ask."





"Okay. Sin Mal, come sleep with me tonight."





Bronya said, turning to Sin Mal.





Sin Mal had been holding back for a month, but this time, she glanced at Sigurd, nodded, and held back again.





"Okay..."





Before Kiana came out, Bronya took Sin Mal back to the master bedroom.





Sigurd leaned against the wall, his eyes showing a thoughtful expression.





The first conversation he had with Otto previously was rushed, focused on convincing him to treat Vira, and didn't think too far ahead. He inadvertently revealed a lot of information.





If Kiana remembers that conversation, maybe she's guessed something deeper.





Should he continue to delve into it?





If Kiana didn't notice those details and he directly opened up, would she be able to handle it? But if she had already guessed something, not explaining might lead to unnecessary thoughts.





Sigurd rubbed his forehead, once again lamenting why his high-level intellect couldn't be used to see through people's hearts.





...





After the grooming was done and they changed into clean clothes, the two returned to Sigurd's bedroom.





In the moonlight by the window, Kiana sat on a chair, and Sigurd wiped her silver-white hair, almost merging with the moonlight.





Sigurd was still hesitating about the previous considerations, so he didn't say anything.





Kiana grabbed a cookie from the table, popped it into her mouth, and started chewing loudly. After a good cry and a drink of water, it was time to replenish energy.





The clear sound of chewing made Sigurd hungry. He wiped her hair while saying, "Give me a piece."





"Here you go."





Kiana lifted a hand, holding a cookie she had taken a bite out of.





"This one has your saliva on it, give me another piece."





"What's wrong with a beautiful girl's saliva? Others might want it! Hurry up and eat!"





Kiana shook her hand, defiantly shouting.





Having taken a bite of the cookie, Sigurd chewed it down. He didn't have a serious aversion to hygiene; it was just a slight psychological repulsion. Considering it was Kiana, he could manage.





"That's about it. Sigurd, I'm not sleepy; I don't want to sleep."





"Then stay alone. You have good stamina; I don't. I'm tired."





"Huh? Then, let's sleep. It's boring to be alone."





"Okay, remember to brush your teeth."





Sigurd said indifferently, having made a decision.





Seeing Kiana's appearance, it seemed like she was slowly coming out of it. Perhaps she hadn't thought so deeply yet.





Better observe for a couple of days. The revelation should be gradual; too much information at once might be too much for Kiana to handle.





"Sig, I want to go see my annoying old man."





"He'll be transferred over in a couple of days. Wait a bit."





"Oh."





Kiana didn't say anything more, quietly eating until the plate of snacks was empty, and her hair had dried.





...





The next day, Sigurd once again opened his eyes in discomfort.





Kiana had curled up under the covers, holding onto his waist tightly. One of her legs rested on him, her head against his chest. Dribbles of saliva had spread out on Sigurd's nightshirt.





Sigurd awkwardly tried to free one of her hands.





But Kiana immediately hugged him again, this time even tighter.





Sigurd: "(￣へ￣井)!!!"





"Icarus, execute protocol A-06."





"Yes, my lord."





Boom!





...





Early morning, in the washroom.





Kiana, with a face full of ash, was cleaning her slightly burnt face.





"Kiana, did Big Brother Sigurd scold you again?"





Rozaliya, brushing her teeth, glanced at Kiana.





Kiana rolled her eyes.





"I swear I didn't! I just went out for morning exercises and accidentally got dirty!"





"I don't believe it~~"





"Rozaliya! I'll show Sig your zero-point test paper in cultural studies later!"





"Wait, wait! You're breaking the rules! We agreed to keep it a secret!"





Rozaliya turned her head, and the foam from her toothpaste sprayed onto Kiana's freshly washed face.





Seeing the obvious whitish marks on her face in the mirror, Kiana's face turned into a red crossroads.





"Rozaliya~"





"You— you— I'm not afraid of you!"





Rozaliya crossed her arms, adopting a defensive posture.





Kiana then pounced on her, and the two started wrestling on the floor.





Others brushed their teeth or washed their faces, not bothering to intervene.





Even Seele, the most obedient one, just touched her clean and tender face, smiled sweetly at herself in the mirror, and had no intention of coming out to mediate the two girls.





The orphanage had these kinds of incidents almost every day.





Seele was used to it.





Instead of dealing with this, it was better to hurry up and finish grooming to make breakfast.





There were too many guests today, and it would be a challenge to cook food for them all!




















  
    

    













Wendy found it quite inexplicable.





Early in the morning, seemingly indifferent but actually very concerned Bronya pushed her to the washroom.





Miss Seele, exuding gentleness from inside out, helped her with morning hygiene, welcoming the day in a refreshing manner.





After that, she wheeled herself to the courtyard, intending to take a breath of fresh air and relax before breakfast.





However, three people jumped out in front of her.





"I am Kiana, one of the three kings of the orphanage!"





"The second of the three kings, Rozaliya!"





"And the third, Liliya!"





"Celebrate! This is the moment of the kings' arrival!" (x3)





The three girls each struck strange poses and burst into laughter in front of Wendy.





This was the inexplicable part.





Logically, the ones arranged by Anti-Entropy to entertain her shouldn't be these three fools, right?





The cold and cool handsome boy from yesterday would have been more suitable.





"You guys..."





Wendy hesitated. Could it be that Anti-Entropy had a recent drama performance, and she accidentally stumbled into the rehearsal scene of these people?





Then, Kiana put her hands on her hips and proudly said, "Wendy, listen up! We are the leaders of the orphanage, the invincible organization that commands all the children! I really appreciate you, so I invite you to become the fourth member of the Three Kings. Don't thank me too much, just think about what pose you want to use!"





"...Isn't it the Three Kings? Where does the fourth member come from?"





"Don't pay attention to such details!"





"I refuse."





Wendy turned her wheelchair, intending to breathe some fresh air in a different place.





Kiana and Rozaliya quickly blocked the wheelchair, saying, "No, why refuse!?"





"Yeah! We are very sincere!"





Under their anxious gazes, Wendy slowly turned her head, glanced at them, and said with a straight face, "Because it looks too foolish."





“Gah!” (x2)





The two fools petrified, shaking like they were about to fall apart in the wind.





Liliya covered her face, shook her head, and sighed expressionlessly.





Finally, someone came forward and told the truth.





If it weren't for Kiana and Rozaliya pestering her, she wouldn't have been willing to go along!





Wendy spread apart the two hands on her wheelchair, pushed it decisively, and went far away. It seemed like she was afraid of being infected.





But after turning away from the three, a faint smile actually appeared on Wendy's face.





It's different from the time with the Oceania branch.





When she slept, there were other girls around, whispering until late. Rozaliya's snoring was a bit noisy, but it felt particularly reassuring after falling asleep.





Not everyone was very friendly, or rather, there were quite a few strange people here.





However, there was no one staring at her 24/7, and no one would mock her legs. She could even push her wheelchair around on her own.





Was this really Anti-Entropy?





Or maybe, true Anti-Entropy was like this?





Wendy arrived at another quiet place, closed her eyes, took a deep breath a few times, and suddenly felt—maybe it was acceptable to be brought here because of the desire for gems.





Today's breakfast was particularly lively, perhaps the most lively in the orphanage.





So Welt casually extended the large round table in the living room by a considerable length, giving it a feeling of a noble long table, just enough for everyone to sit.





Welt sat in the middle, holding a book, reading attentively.





Look at that seriousness; it made people suspect if he had been reading all night.





After all, being a lawyer, his spirited look couldn't prove that he had slept well.





Welt was flanked by a yawning Tesla and Einstein, who never forgot his black tea.





The three of them didn't communicate, but there was a strange atmosphere of peaceful coexistence, very harmonious.





The Raiden father and daughter duo sat in a nearby place, indicating their factional stance.





The orphanage children occupied most of the seats at the long table, with Sigurd sitting in the middle.





A few overly energetic children chattered non-stop around Sigurd—mainly Kiana and Sin Mal, making him support his head and close his eyes, looking visibly exhausted.





Wendy wheeled herself into the living room, thinking she might be assigned to some well-monitored spot. However, nobody paid her any attention.





After silently observing for a while, she found a relatively wide spot among the girls and quietly wheeled herself into a seat.





Then she noticed a gray-haired woman, wearing a white dress, sitting stiffly next to her—the only person she hadn't seen before.





Wendy thought for a moment but didn't greet her.





Since she didn't know the person, she was probably some high-ranking member of Anti-Entropy, right?





A proud and aloof Valkyrie, she would never initiate a conversation with someone from Anti-Entropy!





'Everyone here is an enemy!'





Wendy squinted, scrutinizing the people who actually didn't pay any attention to her, reminding herself to stay firm and never let her guard down.





Before long, the busy Seele, Bronya, and Cocolia finally came out with breakfast.





After several rounds of serving, everyone received their breakfast and began to eat.





"By the way, this person is a member of the 'World Serpent' we captured. I interrogated her, and she doesn't know much, but at least we have a preliminary understanding of this organization. What do you think, Sigurd?"





Cocolia, holding a sausage, pointed at the Raven, who had been forced to wear an innocent and pure white dress.





Sigurd took a sip of milk, then turned to Raven.





"Stay here as a laborer. You can also serve as bait, and maybe we can catch something. What about the Third Key of the God Keys?"





Cocolia waved her hand, and a black sniper-like weapon appeared on the table, pushed towards Sigurd.





"The Third God Key, 'Key of Thunder,' has an incredible high-dimensional perspective and powerful pinpoint destruction capabilities. Especially the atomic disintegration bullet that temporarily damages the target, theoretically an absolute one-shot kill, quite formidable."





Welt Yang praised, showing admiration for the revolutionary technology of the ancient civilization.





Sigurd glanced at him.





"So, have you learned how to reproduce it?"





Cough! Cough!





"I mean, you, someone with a genuine Herrscher Core, can only reproduce an aircraft carrier when fighting. Don't you feel embarrassed? At least you need to be able to mimic three or five God Key."





"Well, it's not as simple as you think."





Welt replied slightly embarrassed.





The prerequisite for reproduction is to first understand the construction and principles of the weapon. Just the level of an aircraft carrier would take Welt a long time to learn.





Currently, the only God Key structure he grasped was the "Star of Eden," and that was only achieved with the help of Joyce's imprint, along with assistance from Tesla and Einstein.





Asking him to analyze another God Key would be challenging, perhaps impossible, for at least five or ten years.





Sigurd shook his head.





"So, as I said, the power of a Herrscher is practically wasted on you. Why not give it to me?"





"Enough already. How long are you going to keep this joke going?"





"I'll take the God Key then. Otto is supposed to send me a batch of Soulium soon, so we can research it together."





"I'm not very knowledgeable about research, but I hope you can achieve something. Tesla and Einstein are also very capable, so with all of you together, it should be fine."





Welt smiled.





Raven numbly ate her food. When the topic turned to her, she displayed an indifferent attitude—anyway, there were probably countless invisible robots watching, and there was also the First Herrscher sitting under the same roof as her.





There was no way for her to fight back against them.





Wendy, holding her milk, glanced at her.





"So, you were also brought here?"





"...You too?"





"Yeah, Wendy, Valkyrie of Destiny, Gem of Desire.' Nice to meet you."





"Oh, in that case, the Third God Key was crafted using the core of the Thunder Herrscher by the Previous Era civilization. Originally, it was my weapon, so the reason we were captured should be similar. Call me Raven. I'm from the World Serpent."





The two girls, one big and one small, shook hands.





It seemed light-hearted, but behind the scenes, there were thoughts like Gem of Desire!?' and 'God Key!?'





Raven knew that the "Judgment of Shamash" was also here.





Wendy knew that, last night in the lab, besides her, there was another person implanted with a core, harboring "Gem of Conquest," Radein Mei.





The two finished their handshake, and at the same time, they practically severed their thoughts of leaving.




















  
    

    













After breakfast, everyone went about their business.





Cocolia and Ryoma began integrating some intelligence under Einstein's instructions, intending to clarify the organizational structure of the Anti-Entropy organization.





Once Welt completed his ideological mapping work, he would quickly sweep through the entire organization like thunder, integrating it into a collective with only one voice.





Bronya took Kiana and Mei to a spacious area outside for another round of practical combat training.





Rozaliya and Liliya continued their idol training.





Seele did household chores and also tutored Raven, who had turned harmless after being subjected to a restraint device—mainly because it wasn't clear what this person could do, and Sigurd made this arrangement.





Since Seele's involvement in various legitimate matters was not high, there was no fear of information leakage.





As for Sigurd, he placed Wendy on the experimental table and began his own experiments.





"Raise your right hand."





"The Valkyrie of Destiny will never yield-"





Wendy's harsh words were cut off midway as Sigurd conjured a laser dagger in his hand, staring expressionlessly at her.





"Alright."





Following his command, Wendy raised her right hand.





At this moment, she hadn't reached the level of despair and hatred towards the world, and her loyalty to the Archbishop was still extremely high.





But isn't Sigurd supposed to be Otto's friend?





So this doesn't count as surrendering out of fear of death!





Wendy's mood relaxed, and the slight sense of guilt vanished.





"Hmm, the muscle structure has started to change, and the cells are converging towards a peculiar pattern in the legs. This subtle structure... is departing from the carbon-based category. So, completed Herrscher, is it a silicon-based life form? Similar to the Herrscher of Sentience? No, that's not it... a pure Herrscher energy aggregate? Can Herrscher energy condense into a lasting entity? The possibility is not low..."





Sigurd studied Wendy's body.





In addition to many instruments that made no sense to Wendy, Sigurd practically touched her from top to bottom, despite wearing what appeared to be high-tech glasses with some kind of X-ray capability.





While exploring, he made various records, maintaining a focused and non-sinister expression, typical of a scientist engrossed in research—yet as a girl, Wendy couldn't just ignore her sense of shame because of the situation; her defenses had long been breached.





The researchers at the Oceania branch weren't so extreme.





At least they didn't touch her so intimately!





"Are–Are you done?"





When Wendy was turned over again, she asked with a blushing face.





Sigurd paid no attention to her and continued manipulating her legs, muttering to himself, sometimes frowning, sometimes relaxing.





After a good half-hour, Sigurd looked at the recorded data and conclusions, and put away the virtual screen.





"Alright, leave on your own. Do whatever you want."





Sigurd didn't spare Wendy a glance, as if he were impatiently waving her off.





Wendy, recovering from her embarrassment, blinked in confusion.





"Is it over? So fast?"





In her impression, once an experiment started, it would last at least half a day or even several days, involving intravenous tubes or even cutting her body open while conscious, accompanied by various uncomfortable sensations, and sometimes intense pain.





But Sigurd had only used his hands and instruments to examine her for a while.





It wasn't painful or uncomfortable, except for some embarrassment, and it ended quickly.





Were the researchers at the Oceania branch just not competent?





Or was this just an appetizer, with the real research yet to come?





And Sigurd, he didn't even bother to look at her, already starting on another experimental platform, manipulating the Third God Key he had just obtained.





Unlike the emotionless expression from before, he now seemed very interested, as if saying, "Wendy, how can you compare to the Third God Key?"





Wendy suddenly blushed again.





Lying on the experimental table, she tilted her head and looked at her smooth belly and white thighs, feeling a surge of dissatisfaction.





‘How am I worse than that toy!?’





However, Sigurd still didn't pay any attention to her.





Or rather, he did, but only while manipulating the Third God Key, he didn't even raise his head, and nonchalantly said:





"Why aren't you leaving yet? Do you need me to have a robot carry you out?"





"…No need, I can manage on my own."





Wendy replied slowly, then gritted her teeth as she maneuvered herself onto the nearby wheelchair and left the lab.





...





"Freak! Weirdo! Idiot! No taste!"





Wendy rolled the wheels of the wheelchair, moving forward in the corridor while muttering discontentedly. Her delicate and beautiful teenage heart had already shattered.





"Don't say that. Big Brother Sigurd is just sometimes too focused on his work."





Seele, holding a drink, walked over from the side and aligned her wheelchair, but without pushing it unless Wendy requested.





Wendy rolled her eyes.





"I don't believe that!"





"Let me tell you, actually, Big Brother Sigurd is the one who made your wheelchair! Mister Welt originally wanted to make an automatically walking type for you, but Big Brother Sigurd said, since you're not truly helpless, why deprive you of that power?"





Seele said with a smiling face, popping open a cup holder on the wheelchair's armrest.





She placed the drink from the tray on it, inserted a straw, making it easy for Wendy to sip.





The perfect angle, along with the stable feeling of the wheelchair moving without much shaking, made Wendy realize that this wheelchair was indeed quite special.





"I'm not... helpless?"





Wendy murmured, touching the push handles on both sides, feeling a slight movement in her heart.





There was something different, but she didn't dislike this feeling.





"Hmph! He's just interested in the 'Gem of Desire' inside me."





"No, Brother Sigurd is actually very gentle. It's just that he doesn't express it."





"You're from his side-No, it's obvious you like him. Of course you'd speak up for him."





Seele blushed, using the tray to cover her face subconsciously, then shyly replied:





"Oh, you'll know later. Seele is helping Miss Raven get familiar with the environment here. Do you want to come along? Or you can go see Rozaliya and Liliya's practice. They're going to become a super idol duo!"





Seele said, blinking with a hint of anticipation in her sparkling eyes.





People with dreams and goals are really good.





Unlike her, she's satisfied with the stable environment now.





Besides wanting to see everyone every day and help with household chores, she doesn't have any noteworthy dreams.





Wendy raised an eyebrow, looking incredulous.





"Idols? Them?"





"Well, everyone should have dreams. With effort, Seele believes they can definitely achieve it."





"I think you could be an idol too. You are cute and gentle, the pure and obedient girl type. being an Idol should suit you well."





"Don't praise Seele. Seele will be shy..."





The two continued their conversation, gradually moving away.





Unaware that, if you ignore identity issues and only look at the scene, Wendy appeared quite relaxed. With a natural expression, smiling and frowning, she didn't exhibit the demeanor expected of a captive.




















  
    

    













Beep~ Beep~ Beep~





"La~ La~ La~ Yeah~"





"We are the brightest Rozaliya & Liliya Sisters!" ×2





After finishing the song, the two bouncing sisters struck a pose similar to the "Three Great Kings," each with their hips arched and chests puffed out.





With a mix of energetic and adorable voices, they declared the conclusion.





Then, Rozaliya quickly ran up to Wendy, hands on hips, and proudly asked:





"Here's our new song. How was it? Impressive, right? Want an autograph?"





Wendy looked at Rozaliya, and behind her, Liliya, despite forcing a no-expression calm, her foot drawing circles on the ground and frequent glances in this direction, betrayed her anticipation.





Wendy, with a stern face, coldly commented, "It’s Inharmonious. The styles of your voices are drastically different, there is no coordination, and both of your movements don't match the rhythm. Is this what you call Idols?”





"Eh... well, our teacher also said something like that."





Rozaliya pouted, disappointed, lowering her head.





Even the pink, fluffy antennae on top of her head drooped dispiritedly.





Liliya stopped her restless movements.





Although her expression remained unchanged, it seemed like a dark cloud and drizzle appeared above her.





Wendy felt a slight twinge of guilt.





Even though they were from Anti-Entropy, these two seemed like innocent little girls. Shouldn't she be less severe?





"Cough cough! Although I say that, it's just that the training time isn't enough. In terms of innate conditions, you two are good-looking, and your voices and styles each have their uniqueness. With good training and coordination, your performance will definitely not be lacking."





"Oh! Our teacher said the same! Wait, does that mean you're a professional too?"





Rozaliya's eyes sparkled with little stars.





Wendy couldn't help but tilt her head back, avoiding her gaze.





Could she tell her that, as a former S-rank Valkyrie candidate, an elite among elites in Schickal, Wendy was once obsessively infatuated with a virtual idol – the Magic Girl Teriri?





The main reason for her obsession was Teriri's image and name, which were quite similar to the academy director she admired the most – the elegant, cute, powerful, smart Lady Theresa.





After participating in experiments, she had no chance to follow idols again and didn't know how Teriri was doing now.





Also, what about Lady Theresa? Did she still remember her?





Wendy got lost in memories, and Rozaliya had already tightly grabbed her hand.





"Then it’s decided! You'll be our live guide! Our teachers are far away, so they can only teach us via online means, but it’s not as effective as offline teaching. With an expert like you guiding us, we'll surely progress faster!"





Wendy raised her head, meeting Rozaliya's excited starry eyes.





Behind her, Liliya still had a blank expression, but her eyes were shining.





"Wait! I'm not being humble, but I'm really not a professional. You should find someone else..."





"Ahem! Although you say that, but I'm offering you this much!"





Rozaliya raised two fingers.





Wendy looked confused.





"Two thousand or two million? Dollars or euros?"





"...I don't know! Anyway, if you're not satisfied, we can double it!"





Rozaliya raised four fingers, shaking her head proudly.





Horns of a little devil seemed to grow on her head as she leaned towards Wendy's ear, tempting her:





"Consider it carefully. Big Brother Sigurd is rich; he can give you however much you want!"





"I don't lack money— No, that's not the point! I refuse. Listen carefully, I don't have time to play childish games with you!"





"This isn't a game! It's Rozaliya and Liliya's dream! Besides, you're not that much older than us!"





"I... can't explain. Anyway, I won't do it. It's a waste of time. Miss Seele, I think— Huh? Where's Seele? Wait a minute! Why is the door locked!?"





Wendy leaned against the door, attempting to twist the handle with her feeble hands.





The former S-rank candidate, now powerless, couldn't open a simple wooden door.





At this moment, two pairs of intense eyes appeared on both sides of Wendy's wheelchair.





"Liliya, quickly tie our new teacher to the wall, then start the next dance practice!"





"Yes!"





"Wait! Don't mess around! Let me go! I want to leave!"





...





In the living room, Seele, who was wiping the table, suddenly turned her head towards the direction of the practice room.





‘It seems like I heard some strange sounds? Perhaps it's just my imagination.’





‘I hope she can get along well with Rozaliya and make friends soon!’





Seele gently touched her cheek, smiling warmly.





Then, she turned to Raven, who is dressed in a maid outfit, her hand is still trying their best to tug down the short skirt that she wore, the executive of World Serpent face is as red as a tomato due to embarrassment.





"Miss Raven, are you still accustomed to the clothes and housework? I modified the clothes, so if there's anything you're not satisfied with, you can tell me."





"...Well, the skirt is a bit short."





"It's not! It looks good; I followed the proportions from a magazine."





"What magazine did you read?"





Raven raised the corner of her mouth, smirking as she asked.





Seele blushed suddenly and then waved her hand, replying vaguely, "Um... let's not worry about the details. Let's continue cleaning!"





Raven held a mop, watching as Seele suddenly increased her pace, swiftly cleaning the living room.





In no time, the already clean room became even shinier and incredibly tidy.





Seele touched her forehead, sighed lightly, and smiled with satisfaction.





Her gentle smile, against the sparkling background, seemed particularly virtuous.





Is this what they call the charm of a good wife and mother?





Wait, no, she's just a little kid, why does she exude such a strong married woman vibe?





Raven glanced at Seele's slightly moving chest and then looked at her own—hah! Your married woman vibe is stronger than her? So What? In the end, I won!





"See, cleaning is so simple! Have you learned it?"





Seele asked with a smile.





Raven tilted her head, lowered it to see the small area of floor she had been dragging the mop across for half an hour.





A few noticeable stains and the wet appearance formed a sharp contrast with the other sparkling areas.





"What do you think?"





Raven asked in return.





Her skill is long range sniping, Raven is a top-notch shooter.





Housework? Sorry, it's not on Raven's skill list.





Seele scratched her face awkwardly.





"Well, I think it's all straightforward stuff. As long as you do it with heart, you'll be fine. I can learn, and Raven, you can definitely learn too. Come on, Ganbatte!"





Seele raised her small fist, encouraging herself with a cute expression.





Raven rolled her eyes and continued working silently.





Anyway, since there's no chance for her to escape their clutches, she would just do whatever they want her to do.





Survive, that's her resistance against the cruel fate.





Housework? She'll get good at it, just like killing. As long as she grits her teeth and works hard, there's nothing she can't learn.





Seele watched Raven turn away silently and sighed. 'Wendy is doing better; she should be able to make friends with everyone soon. As for Miss Raven, I always feel like she's carrying a lot in her heart. I really hope she can integrate soon. Everyone here is nice, and as long as she stays a bit longer, she'll surely understand.'





【Oh, everyone is nice? I wonder which little idiot it is. Whenever that pink-haired one with different eye colors sees her alone, she shivers in fear!】





'Oh? It's you! You finally came out to talk to Seele again! Where are you? Do you have a name? I'm Seele. Can we be friends?'





【How noisy.】





'Did it disturb you? I'm sorry, is Seele's voice too loud? '





【...If you can just continue being dumb like this. Believe it or not, sooner or later, you'll be bullied to tears.】





'No way! Seele has so many friends. Big Brother Sigurd, Sister Bronya, and Mama Cocolia will protect Seele! And, Miss Sin Mal is not a bad person, even though she seems a bit stern, she has never bullied Seele.'





【Hmph, it's better be that way! Be more assertive next time. If you embarrass yourself like this again, I'll make you regret it!】





Then, the voice in her mind disappeared, and no matter how Seele called, there was no response.





After a while, Seele lowered her head with a sense of loss.





'Oh... do you hate Seele now?'





【No! I want to sleep! Stop bothering me!】





Seele's eyes lit up, and she nodded with a cheerful smile.





It seems like she made a new friend again.





Should she tell Big Brother Sigurd about it?





Well, she should wait at least until she knows the friend's name before mentioning it!




















  
    

    













The most overlooked thing in the world is time, and the most elusive is also time.





Not long ago, the orphanage was just a joyful little world for a group of children.





Now, everyone has gotten used to the lively atmosphere resembling a banquet during dinner.





"The seventh... eighth... Rozaliya, come on, surpass sister Kiana!"





At the dining table, facing the delicious meal prepared by Seele, everyone unusually had no time to enjoy it.





In the middle of the large table, there were piles of small buns in front of Kiana and Rozaliya.





The two were puffing their cheeks, comparing who could stuff more buns into their mouths—a weird competition, but the scene was undeniably fun.





Kiana was already on her ninth bun, her cheeks puffed high, struggling to squeeze in the tenth bun. Rozaliya had just finished eight and was working on the ninth.





No one knew when this game started, who proposed it, and what the stakes were.





All that was known was that when people noticed, the atmosphere had become thoroughly heated.





Kiana: "(￢∀￢)σ♚€¢*＃¥!"





Rozaliya: "(*°ｰ°)v@＆€♞♚!"





Just like the mysterious beginning of the competition, no one knew what the babbling in their stuffed mouths meant.





However, this did not seem to hinder communication between the two, nor did it affect the passionate and competitive spirit.





"Go, Rozaliya. Victory is within reach."





Lurking behind her, Rozaliya's twin sister, Liliya, cheered her on.





Seele, on Kiana's side, with her mouth wide open, marveled and encouraged, "Go, sister Kiana!"





"You two are idiots— Here, use mine.”





Despite being indifferent, Wendy still pushed her buns over.





"That's amazing..."





Raiden Mei covered her mouth, murmuring.





Even the reserved Mei, by now, had gradually mingled with the children, but her ladylike composure prevented her from joining the fervent atmosphere.





She couldn't help but pick up a small bun, place it near her mouth, and ponder how many she could fit in if it were her.





Then, she also pushed the plate of buns over. "Um, you can use mine too."





Mei smiled, finding the competition quite interesting.





All the children were watching the competition with full interest, and the adults were also smiling.





Even Raven, who had been feeling dejected due to being forbidden from cooking for the moment due to her less than accepted cooking skills, chewed on a bun, staring at the two.





Children are so lovely; they can have so much fun even at a meal.





Raven wondered if they would still enjoy it so much if she had made these buns herself.





"Ha~"





Sigurd yawned, propping his chin with one hand, showing keen interest without voicing any objections due to health concerns.





"Hello, everyone. Welcome to the scene of the finals of the first Anti-Entropy Bun Stuffing Contest. I am the host, Bronya, and I will provide commentary for the entire competition."





Holding a HOMU plushie with one hand and a microphone found in Rozaliya's practice room with the other, Bronya, with a blank expression, used her emotionless, milk-flavored voice to comment.





Don't ask; despite being the Ural Silver Wolf, she is still a child, so it’s normal for her to still have a childlike heart.





Sin Mal stood not far from Bronya, holding up the spotlight to create the effect of a live show.





"What we can see is that the championship favorite, contestant Kiana, has already stuffed eleven buns. She's approaching her limit, but she's still trying to squeeze in the twelfth. What kind of belief and willpower can support her to this point? There must be a touching and tortuous story behind it."





"The camera now shifts to the other dark horse, contestant Rozaliya. Ah; there are swirls in her eyes now. Ten buns seems to  be her limit, so is the victory about to be decided?"





"Wait, we see Rozaliya's twin sister Liliya entering the stage. She's holding down Rozaliya's head and forcefully stuffing the eleventh bun in."





"Rozaliya is struggling, rolling her eyes as if resisting. However, Liliya ignores this signal, presses down Rozaliya's struggling hands with her legs, and continues to forcefully stuff the bun. This sisterly bond that disregards everything for the sake of victory is truly moving and tear-jerking."





Bronya expressionlessly pulled out a white handkerchief and wiped the area where her eyes should be, as if cleaning away tears of emotion.





The only thing to question was why her gem-like pure gray eyes showed no signs of tearing up—no movement, no trace of tears at all.





"Alright, unconsciously, the competition time has come to an end. Whether contestant Kiana can score another point, setting a new record for this competition, or if contestant Rozaliya can catch up with the help of her sister and turn the tide, let's watch eagerly."





"Countdown, 30... 29... 28..."





As Bronya began the countdown, Kiana became visibly anxious.





"!!!"





She closed her eyes, forcefully stuffing more buns into her mouth, determined not to stop there.





Liliya's face also changed slightly.





After squinting her eyes, she pressed down on Rozaliya's head and pushed the bun into her mouth even harder.





"3... 2... 1!"





"Time's up, the competition is over. Our champion is Kiana, who scored 12 points, setting a new record in the history of this competition."





"Although Rozaliya had the heartfelt assistance of her sister Liliya, she unfortunately stopped at 11 points. However, we cannot deny her excellence; she has done her best."





"Let us give a warm applause for the will and skill of both players."





Clap! Clap! Clap!





Amidst the applause, Seele brought a trash bin, and Kiana and Rozaliya spat out the small buns—there's no way to eat comfortably when they're stuffed so full.





Sigurd watched this scene, and surprisingly, a smile appeared on his lips.





Wasting food is not right, but considering that this event is most likely something that the girls do to keep Kiana mind off whatever that made her sad, he would let it be.





"Rozaliya, well done!"





After spitting out the buns, Kiana wiped her mouth and said with a sidelong glance.





Rozaliya, panting, one arm holding Liliya's head and the other tapping on her head, retorted while continuing her retaliatory strikes against Liliya:





"Don't think you're amazing. You just won because you're a few years older than me. Just wait; when I grow up, I'll easily beat you!"





"Oh? Quite confident! Then I'll stand on the peak of victory, waiting for your challenge anytime."





"Not long. As long as you don't run away, victory will soon return to my hands!"





The two stared at each other, and it seemed like sparks were flickering in their gaze.





Wendy seemed to recall something and quietly took out a hot-blooded sports manga from under her seat.





Flipping to the last page, she silently compared the lines inside.





"It can't be exactly the same. It's essentially the same set of lines. It’s amazing how you are able to memorize them so well!"





Wendy used the manga to cover her mouth and, in a position where others couldn't see, laughed heartily.





Pfft!





Raven, who was beside her, also peeked at the content of the manga and quickly covered her mouth, struggling to hold back her laughter.





Bronya turned around, as if in a glamorous transition seen in TV shows, and then made a victory gesture without expression, saying:





"Well, next is the awarding of medals. The championship gold medal and the runner-up silver medal, temporarily created with the friendly sponsorship of Dr. Tesla, please preserve them well, two contestants."





Two medals descended from the air, falling into the hands of Kiana and Rozaliya.





The size of a coin but a bit larger, the gold medal was engraved with a mini portrait of Tesla, while the silver medal featured Einstein, both with red and blue hair made of crystal-like gemstone.





It looked very delicate and intricate, it was impossible to tell they were hastily carved.





Einstein and Welt looked at Tesla together.





"What? There should be rewards for the competition. I, the genius, personally crafted these two medals. Any objections?"





Tesla crossed her arms, proudly humming.





If you had to describe why she intervened in one sentence, it would be—good job, reward earned!





Kiana and Rozaliya exchanged a glance.





"Another medal?" ×2





Only they knew how the competition started.





Initially, Kiana had two buns stuffed in her mouth, chewing like a greedy little squirrel, and Rozaliya was in the same state.





Then, unexpectedly, they looked at each other for a second.





The competition started like that.





No need for verbal or gestural communication, the radio waves connected, and everything was conveyed without words.





But no matter what, if there are benefits, they should be accepted. The two silently put the medals in their pockets, revealing a sly smile of gains.




















  
    "Sigurd, Cocolia, this place of yours is really a treasure trove."



    



    Welt shook his head, a smile on his face.



    



    God knows how happy he was to see the smiles of the children.



    



    Having silently walked the path of saving the world for a long time, if he hadn't stayed here this time, spending time with these children day and night, he would almost have forgotten why he had persistently worked for so long.



    



    Wasn't it just to make more children happy, like these ones?



    



    Of course, Welt would be even happier if these children had living parents and didn't face difficult circumstances.



    



    "So, when do you plan to leave?"



    



    Sigurd looked at Welt, not commenting on his emotions but lazily asking in a tired tone.



    



    Welt paused for a moment, shaking his head with a wry smile.



    



    "Why can't I hide anything from you?"



    



    "Last night, you went to Dr. Tesla's room and stayed for one hour and thirteen minutes. Then you went to Dr. Einstein's room and stayed for one hour and forty-five minutes. Presumably, you were saying goodbye to them. It's not hard to guess."



    



    Sigurd said nonchalantly.



    



    Welt, still composed, smiled.



    



    "How come you have eyes everywhere in this house? How do you know everything?"



    



    "Except for private areas, everywhere else is covered. After all, with so many treasures here, including a Valkyrie and a crow, you can't be too careful. Ha~"



    



    Sigurd yawned, feeling a bit drowsy.



    



    Indeed, there were many treasures.



    



    But whether he referred to those God Keys and the cores of Herrscher or the children, maybe both? And the latter probably carried more weight.



    



    Welt thought like this and laughed.



    



    "It's not a crow, it's a raven. Haven't you slept well these days?"



    



    "Not that I haven't slept well, it's been several days since I've slept. I guess I got a bit carried away with my research. It's just that the constitution of Herrscher like you is good; you can go without sleep for several days and still be energetic."



    



    The two exchanged casual conversation, unaware that there was anything unusual in their dialogue.



    



    Little did they know that nearby, Cocolia and Ryoma had suddenly perked up their ears, synchronously glancing at Welt's lower body direction.



    



    ‘One hour and fifteen minutes!?’



    



    ‘One hour and forty-five minutes!?’



    



    ‘As expected of the Lord, his stamina is great!’



    



    ...



    



    Welt finished reading the book Sigurd gave him.



    



    How much he had grasped, only he knew.



    



    But in Sigurd's eyes, his changes were quite noticeable.



    



    Still with a gentle smile, Welt's once crystal-clear eyes had gained a hint of depth.



    



    His actions reflected a certain kind of determination that made people take notice.



    



    Perhaps, Welt's journey might bring unexpected surprises.



    



    ...



    



    It was the time for Welt to set off, but unfortunately, the weather was not cooperating.



    



    The first big snowstorm of the year whistled through, blocking the mountains and forests.



    



    Most people from the orphanage came out to see him off, but as soon as they stepped out of the warm indoor environment, the bone-chilling cold cast a slight shadow over many hearts.



    



    "Yang, why not leave in a few days? Look at this terrible weather."



    



    Tesla, her nose red from the cold, tugged at Welt's sleeve.



    



    Welt smiled gently, brushing away the snowflakes on Tesla's head and shoulders.



    



    After some thought, he untied the deep blue scarf that had been around his neck all year round.



    



    The scarf wound around Tesla's neck twice, and then Welt, with a slight hesitation, looked to the side at Einstein, who was also rubbing her arms.



    



    He then wrapped the other end of the scarf around Einstein's neck, allowing the two to share this warmth.



    



    Tesla and Einstein leaned against each other, exchanged a glance, and each touched the scarf with the remaining body heat, silent in response.



    



    At this moment, Sigurd stepped forward, rubbing his hands together and lazily asked, "Not considering changing the day?"



    



    "Why should I change?"



    



    "Don't you think this is a bad omen?"



    



    "I don't think so. I want to go, so I'll go. What does it have to do with the weather?"



    



    Welt responded gently, showing no hesitation or wavering in the face of the current snowstorm.



    



    Sigurd smirked, "Seems like you've changed quite a bit."



    



    "Not really, I've just come to terms with many things, but I'm still confused. Hopefully, this trip back will help me truly understand what I need to do."



    



    Welt smiled and turned around, facing the group of children huddled together for warmth.



    



    "I'm about to leave. Any ladies who want to bid me farewell?"



    



    "Uncle Welt, this is my number! Call me if you need anything, and I'll definitely come to help!"



    



    "Bronya made a drone, no combat functions, but it supports listening to music, watching movies, playing games, complete entertainment features, and can even chat to keep the Lord Leader from getting bored."



    



    "Uncle Welt, Rozaliya wants a gift!"



    



    "Ah! Liliya too!"



    



    "Uncle Welt, Seele made a bento... but with this weather, it might freeze on the way. I'm sorry, I didn't consider insulation."



    



    "Lord Leader, Sin Mal has nothing special to give you, only a charm made last night, wishing you good luck in battles!"



    



    Each girl made her farewell, and Welt responded to each one.



    



    In the end, Welt, holding a cold bento, with a round drone floating by his side and Sin Mal's protective charm, turned and left.



    



    The wind and snow gradually blurred his silhouette, and it seemed like he waved goodbye to everyone before disappearing.



    



    "Sigurd, did Uncle Welt really leave like this? The snow is so heavy, what if he gets lost?"



    



    After losing sight of Welt's figure, Kiana, with a runny nose, tugged at Sigurd's sleeve.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her and took out a remote control-like device from his pocket, pressing a button.



    



    Boom boom boom!



    



    The ground started to shake. Next to the orphanage building covered in snow, the snow-covered ground slowly cracked open, revealing a massive towering cannon.



    



    Sizzle sizzle sizzle



    



    Whoosh!



    



    Boom boom boom!



    



    Dazzling white light, deafening roar, the sky, previously blocked by the storm, was pierced by a huge beam of light.



    



    Soon, the vast black clouds shattered, and warm sunlight spilled down.



    



    "Uh!?"



    



    Kiana sniffled, looking at the suddenly bright sky with a bewildered expression.



    



    The endlessly falling snow finally stopped, and even the howling cold wind fell silent after the impact.



    



    "Ha~"



    



    Sigurd retracted the remote control, rubbed his eyes, and yawned.



    



    At the same time, amidst the rumbling ground vibrations, the colossal cannon slowly retreated underground.



    



    If it weren't for the undeniable change in the weather, people might doubt if it was an illusion.



    



    "Have a safe journey, Welt. Well, let's go back. I want to sleep."



    



    Sigurd slowly walked back, and the shadow in his eyes, his expressionless face, and the tired rather than beautiful atmosphere around him made everyone silently clear a path for him.



    



    ...



    



    On the other side, in a corner of the second-floor bathroom at the orphanage, Raven held a communicator that had somehow been delivered, looked at the clear sky, and swallowed hard.



    



    "Um, Gray Serpent, about the collaboration from inside and outside, should we discuss it again?"



    



    "Are you afraid of death?"



    



    "It's not about being afraid of death, I..."



    



    "You're just afraid of death."



    



    Raven fell silent for a moment, then crushed the communicator and threw it into the toilet, flushing it away.



    



    Well, the living room hasn't been cleaned yet today.



    



    After using the bathroom, it's time to get to work.

  
    "Welt has gone on a journey. Do you have any new plans?" Otto inquired.



    



    "Mind your own business. Where's the Soulium? Hurry up and bring it to me," Sigurd complained lazily, resting his head on the table with dark circles under his eyes.



    



    On the virtual screen, Otto, rubbing his chin, seemed to be deep in thought. "You seem quite impatient, and your mental state... Could it be that you have some project you're hiding from me?"



    



    "Honkai Beast gene fusion technology. I'm adjusting my state; I'll be fine soon," Sigurd replied nonchalantly, waving his hand dismissively.



    



    Otto fell silent for a moment. "So, you've been collecting a bunch of Honkai Beast genetic materials from me for this purpose? Is the Soulium also for this? I see, you want the ready-made nanomachine technology as insurance. I can provide you with the ready-made technology, and the first batch of Soulium will be delivered within two days. But I advise against it. You're a genius, not a warrior. Why take such risks? If you're afraid of unexpected dangers, I can share my resurrection technology with you."



    



    "No need. How many times have you resurrected in the past five hundred years? Are you really sure that each time you wake up from a clone, you're still the same as the original you?"



    



    Sigurd replied indifferently, then lifted his head, changed his direction, and continued to rest on the table, showing no intention of sitting up.



    



    Otto was speechless.



    



    This was a philosophical concept.



    



    Same body, same memories, but regenerating each time using this memory transfer method—whether he was still him after waking up like this was an unprovable proposition.



    



    The only thing that Otto wanted in this world was to resurrect the only girl who had captivated his heart, his childhood friend, Kallen Kaslana, and that was an unchanging goal.



    



    As long as he remembered this goal, everything else could be ignored.



    



    "Do you really have confidence?" Otto asked, bypassing the pointless topic of proving "I am me."



    



    He genuinely cared about Sigurd's safety in this matter.



    



    If Sigurd hadn't insisted, Otto would have wanted to send an elite force to turn the area around the Cocolia Orphanage into an impenetrable fortress, just to prevent any accidents before the completion of the information origin theory.



    



    Sigurd raised his head, responding somewhat impatiently, "You're so annoying. Dr. Einstein's nagging is already noisy enough. You should quiet down too. I have my own sense of propriety."



    



    "I think, on this matter, I am on the same side as Dr. Einstein."



    



    "Forget it. Just send the Soulium as soon as possible. I have the final piece of the puzzle, and once I finish it, I'll start the transformation. Others may find Dr.Mei creations like the fusion warrior as unreplicable, but not to me, I know how to do it ages ago, all I need now is the material to make it.”



    



    Sigurd replied, showing even more impatience.



    



    Otto couldn't discern whether this was genuine confidence or if the impatience was due to unease about the success rate.



    



    In any case, he was very worried.



    



    Otto sighed and said, "Manufacturing fusion warriors has never been the problem. The real issue is the success rate and the quality of the fusion warriors. Factors like the base body's quality, the selection of Honkai Beast genetic fragments, timing, luck, and even the psychological state of the test subject—layers of uncontrollable variables—are the real reasons why fusion warriors cannot be replicated. I've been trying for nearly two hundred years, and I still haven't achieved satisfactory results... So, I'm still worried."



    



    "What does it have to do with me? I must do it."



    



    The restlessness and laziness vanished in this moment.



    



    Sigurd, sitting upright, looked coldly at the image of Otto in front of him.



    



    Otto opened his mouth, shook his head with a wry smile, and said, "You really are a lot like me, especially your confidence and stubbornness. Well, I'll personally deliver the Soulium. Don't do anything reckless before I arrive."



    



    "Fine. Recently, a little gray snake has been stirring up trouble. I'm too lazy to catch it. While you're on your way, help me take a look."



    



    "Gray snake... World Serpent?"



    



    Otto raised an eyebrow.



    



    With a vast intelligence network created through a combination of massive manpower and cutting-edge technology, after Sigurd's hive system underwent continuous updates and upgrades, it ultimately failed on his end.



    



    So, Otto knew that Welt had left because the outside world had caught glimpses of him leaving the orphanage.



    



    However, Otto was still unaware of the situation around the orphanage, including the capture of Raven.



    



    Otto nodded, not paying much attention to the World Serpent's matter. He said, "Alright, see you later."



    



    "Hmm, goodbye," Sigurd lazily waved his hand, closed the virtual screen, and kept his head on the table. However, a contemplative expression returned to his eyes.



    



    'Otto, planning to come personally?'



    



    'Although I can't truly kill him, isn't he afraid I'll seize control of his body? Not killing him doesn't mean I can't trap him, right?'



    



    'There must be a backup plan. Even I can think of many possibilities, let alone him. Rita is still over there... Well, it's not time for a war yet, so I'll adapt as needed.'



    



    'Yeah, I need to keep an eye on that little troublemaker...'



    



    As fatigue set in, Sigurd's thoughts gradually became muddled.



    



    He pinched his arm to stay alert.



    



    It had been nine days since he last slept. If his body hadn't undergone modifications from Honkai energy, sudden death would be quite normal, right?



    



    As Otto mentioned, the gene fusion technology for creating fusion warriors was not difficult to deduce.



    



    With the overall plot setting, Sigurd found the direction.



    



    Adding contributions from Kiana, as well as Siegfried's contributions that Sigurd was unaware of, he could reverse-engineer the technical route.



    



    However, the success rate of fusion warriors had little to do with gene fusion technology. The real factors affecting the success rate were the unpredictable parameters of timing, location, and people—almost like magic.



    



    Sigurd, with his superior intellect, used himself as a test subject to quantify most of the uncertain conditions and created a fusion experiment tailored for himself.



    



    This included requirements for his mental state, endocrine system status, muscle fatigue, cell division inhibition, brain neuron activity, and more.



    



    A significant part of these conditions could be fulfilled by not sleeping.



    



    This was why he persisted in not sleeping.



    



    The experimental methods of top scientists were sometimes simple and mundane, and yet, tedious.



    



    Bang!



    



    The bedroom door was kicked open by a small pair of feet. It was Kiana, carrying a cup of milk.



    



    "Good evening, Sigurd."



    



    Kiana blinked her watery big eyes, showing signs of being intentionally cute.



    



    Sigurd propped up his head, staring with dead fish eyes, and said, "... What trouble did you cause? Or do you want something again?"



    



    Knowing Kiana's carefree nature, Sigurd had a profound understanding—no good deeds from her were without ulterior motives.



    



    Kiana maintained a stiff smile, and with two crossroads appearing on her forehead, replied with a grin, "I see you're not feeling well, so I brought you a cup of warm milk. Don't mistake my good intentions for liver and lungs!"



    



    "Hmm, noted. Put it down, then leave gracefully."



    



    "You drink it first."



    



    "Fine..."



    



    Sigurd picked up the milk, sniffed it, but didn't bring it to his lips.



    



    Kiana: "(.❛ᴗ❛.)╭ Why aren't you drinking?"



    



    Sigurd: "(눈_눈) Really? Sleeping pills?"



    



    "..."



    



    "..."



    



    After a brief silence, Kiana jumped onto the table, used both hands to push the milk towards Sigurd's mouth.



    



    "Hurry up and drink it!"



    



    "Icarus!"



    



    Bang! Bang! Bang!



    



    One minute later, Kiana was tied into a caterpillar-like state, squirming restlessly on the table.



    



    Sigurd took out a tissue, wiped the milk that had accidentally touched his lips—he didn't drink it, but in terms of strength, a researcher obviously couldn't compare to Kiana's monstrous strength. In the process of resisting her, he inevitably got some milk on his lips.



    



    Bang!



    



    Kiana, controlling her body, bounced on the table, switching to a face-to-face angle with Sigurd. As for why she could move so skillfully in a bound state, I think, there's no need for much explanation.

  
    "Sig, finish your milk and go to bed, be a good boy and listen!" Kiana, who was tied up and lying on the table, raised her head and said earnestly.



    



    She acted as if she were the one in control, completely ignoring her caterpillar-like state.



    



    Thump!



    



    Sigurd, leaning on the table, lightly tapped the girl's forehead with his fingers, making a clear sound.



    



    He said, "Why do you insist on telling me to go to sleep–Hold on, I understand, did Dr. Einstein tell you something and ask you to persuade me? Your clever little brain quickly figured out that you couldn't convince me, so you decided to use sleeping pills to trick me?"



    



    Kiana turned her head away, whistling nonchalantly, trying to appear innocent, but her guilty conscience was evident and easily seen through.



    



    "Wha–What are you talking about? Why can't I understand? I just brought some milk for you, don't make wild guesses!"



    



    "She told you something, didn't she?"



    



    "..."



    



    "Silence is also an answer. I can just go and ask Dr. Einstein, she won't keep it from me."



    



    Kiana lowered her head.



    



    After a moment, she suddenly started jumping frantically on the table, shouting, "I don't care, I don't care! Anyway, you're not allowed to do dangerous experiments! Absolutely not!"



    



    Sigurd suddenly grabbed her soft cheek, pushing her small mouth forward and silencing her noisy protest.



    



    He leaned closer, face-to-face with her, narrowing his eyes.



    



    "So, you believe her and not me?"



    



    "...This isn't the point...!"



    



    "No, this is the point. Do you dare not to believe me?"



    



    Sigurd's eyes, darkened by sleep deprivation, now emitted an extremely dangerous aura.



    



    'How much effort have I put into dealing with all the trouble you've caused? How many crises have I cleanly resolved for you throughout our time together? And in the end, when something happens, you choose to believe an outsider over me, instead of asking me directly?'



    



    Kiana stopped struggling, and cold sweat began to bead on her forehead.



    



    She knew that whether or not she would see tomorrow's breakfast depended on how she handled this situation.



    



    "I–I was wrong..."



    



    One of Kiana's survival rules: Admit when you're wrong and don't stubbornly insist, so Sigurd would have room to maneuver.



    



    "What did you do wrong?"



    



    Sigurd released her from the iron chains and rested his chin on his hand, asking.



    



    But his voice, filled with ominous undertones, sent shivers down Kiana's spine.



    



    She understood that her fate depended on her response and how she handled this.



    



    "Well, I shouldn't have doubted you..."



    



    "What else?"



    



    "I shouldn't have made decisions without you..."



    



    "And?"



    



    "I... shouldn't have doubted you..."



    



    "You're repeating yourself."



    



    "I shouldn't... disturb your rest so late at night? I'm not wearing shoes. I shouldn't have forced you to drink milk. I shouldn't have used sleeping pills... and... and..."



    



    Kiana's round eyes kept rolling, as she tried to find more words.



    



    Then Sigurd released the iron chains from her body.



    



    "That's enough. You can't come up with anything better."



    



    He said indifferently, waving his hand to dismiss her, signaling that Kiana should go back to her room and sleep peacefully.



    



    Kiana breathed a sigh of relief, knowing she had narrowly escaped.



    



    But instead of lying down, she sat on the table in a duck-like posture, with her hands on the tabletop, leaning forward, and said, "Seriously, Sig, I believe Auntie Einstein didn't lie. That experiment must be dangerous. If you must do it, you can use me as a test subject! I'm strong and can handle it!"



    



    "Are you as strong as Wendy, who used to be an S-rank Valkyrie candidate?"



    



    Sigurd leaned back in his chair, giving her a sidelong glance.



    



    Despite her duck-like sitting posture, the girl's little belly and chubby thighs were still peeking out.



    



    But Sigurd's heart remained unmoved, and he didn't even bother to smile.



    



    Kiana was momentarily speechless.



    



    Indeed, she had learned about how exceptional Wendy used to be.



    



    However, what did that matter when she was now paralyzed?



    



    But precisely because human experimentation was so dangerous, she had tried to interrupt Sigurd's plan of not sleeping, in hopes of convincing him to give up the experiment.



    



    "In any case, I don't agree, absolutely not!"



    



    Kiana bit her lip, looking at Sigurd with determined eyes.



    



    "...I don't care about your opinion."



    



    "Don't say things that go against your heart! Sig, I know you must have long-term considerations and preparations. But you also know Wendy's situation. In any case, promise me not to take risks."



    



    As she said so, shimmering tears began to pool up in her eyes..



    



    It was the last thing Sigurd wanted to see.



    



    So, he turned his face away.



    



    "It's not your turn to teach me how to do things."



    



    "I'll become stronger! I'll work very, very hard and become stronger than anyone else! By then, no matter what Sig wants to do, I can help you perfectly. Don't risk yourself; consider it a plea from me!"



    



    Kiana moved forward and gently hugged Sigurd, resting her head on his shoulder, speaking softly and with a rare gentle tone, pleading in her voice.



    



    Sigurd didn't want to admit his weakness, but at this moment, he had a momentary sense of retreat.



    



    Then he patted Kiana's head, trying to change the subject, saying, "Since the first day we met, how many times have you begged me? And here you come again?"



    



    "This time, it's different."



    



    "...I have my reasons, Kiana."



    



    "Then tell me, Sig! Either convince me, make me believe you have to do this, or I'll definitely stop you!"



    



    Sigurd was about to scoff at her.



    



    How could she stop him?



    



    But then she added in his ear, "I'll go on a hunger strike to show you!"



    



    "..."



    



    While it was a rather absurd method, like playing house with a child, Kiana was the type who could actually do it.



    



    If there was anyone who could absolutely suppress Kiana in the world, it would be Sigurd.



    



    And if there was anyone who could absolutely stop Sigurd at any critical moment, it would also be Kiana.



    



    Sigurd squeezed the girl's silvery, snow-like soft hair and suddenly realized that she had grown a little, and he could feel the softness of her chest.



    



    Girls of this age really change every day.



    



    He took a deep breath and smelled the faint sweet fragrance on Kiana.



    



    He couldn't help but sigh that Dr. Einstein had a keen eye for people, and choosing Kiana to stop him was undoubtedly the most effective decision.



    



    Then, Sigurd pushed Kiana away and rolled up his sleeves in front of her.



    



    On his fair, straight arm, there were peach-colored patterns resembling circuit diagrams, emitting a faint, eerie fluorescence under the light.



    



    "What's this?"



    



    "As you can see, it's the Honkai Radiation."



    



    "Didn’t you make a cure for this? After that incident with Vira, you invented an antidote! Rozaliya, Liliya, Seele, Bronya, and Sin Mal were all treated with your medicine!"



    



    "You are right, since my radiation has come to this, the medicine that I made is no longer effective. If I don't complete the experiment, I'll die."



    



    The word "die" sent a shiver down Kiana's spine.



    



    And Sigurd silently sent an apology.



    



    In reality, he did have preparations just in case.



    



    At the very least, he could extend the time, and he didn't have to complete the experiment right now.



    



    If worse came to worst, he could just call Otto for help, and that guy would undoubtedly go to great lengths to treat Sigurd.



    



    Together, they could ensure he wouldn't die.



    



    To persuade Kiana, this concealment was sufficient.



    



    Her eyes dimmed for a moment, and then she quickly regained her composure.



    



    "Then I'll protect you by your side! You can work without worry, and I won't let anyone disturb you!"



    



    "Fine. Go to sleep."



    



    "I won't sleep; I'll stay with you."



    



    "What's there to keep you company with? Are you going to watch the moon?"



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes.



    



    But Kiana shamelessly stuck to him, chattering away.



    



    The night grew darker.



    



    ...



    



    Outside the door, Einstein, Bronya, and Sin Mal leaned against the wall.



    



    "It looks like it's inevitable," Einstein sighed.



    



    She knew how dangerous the Fusion Warrior experiment was, being a scientist herself.



    



    Believing in Sigurd's abilities didn't mean she wholeheartedly supported it.



    



    But if even Kiana had given up, it meant there really was no other choice.



    



    Bronya tightened her grip on her stuffed Honkai Beast plushie.



    



    "Bronya will increase security around the headquarters. During the time before and after the experiment, no one will be allowed to disturb."



    



    "Sin Mal will do the same. Sigurd, leave the protection to me!"



    



    They exchanged a look and then walked away, choosing not to disturb Sigurd at this moment.



    



    Einstein also left.



    



    ...



    



    Inside the room, Sigurd raised his eyes, glanced in the direction of the door, then turned his head and saw Kiana, who had fallen asleep.



    



    Once she relaxed, she started mumbling and tossing and turning, so she quickly became thirsty.



    



    Without thinking, she drank the milk she had brought with her.



    



    After setting down the cup, she realized her mistake, swayed, and fell, resting on Sigurd's thigh, sleeping soundly.



    



    She even held and sucked on Sigurd's fingers, like a young husky.



    



    "You idiot."



    



    Sigurd muttered, stroking her head.



    



    He raised his hand and turned off the bedroom light.

  
    Drip, drip, drip...



    



    In the quiet laboratory corridor, two figures were slowly walking.



    



    One was Otto, with his left hand behind his back, his right hand stroking his chin, walking and contemplating, while the other was the ever-present Miss Amber.



    



    Otto was in the process of selecting a body for his upcoming mission.



    



    In the headquarters, he used a well-balanced body that consumed minimal energy, was sufficiently stable, and had decent overall qualities without any major weaknesses or notable advantages.



    



    In general, it was at the level of an Elite A-rank Valkyrie, far inferior to someone like Rita, who was nearly at the S-rank.



    



    But when going outside, it was more convenient to have a slightly stronger body, which would also show respect to Sigurd.



    



    Otto walked past rows of incubation chambers, and in the end, he stopped in front of the chamber at the end of the corridor.



    



    "Amber, what do you think of this one?" Otto pointed to the magnificent body in front of him and habitually asked for Amber's opinion, as she was always by his side when making such decisions.



    



    Amber glanced at the body and replied, "It's a rare Kaslana and Schicksal bloodline fusion body with exceptional combat capabilities, more than capable of handling most unexpected situations. The only issue is that, due to the source of the bloodline, this is a female body."



    



    "You don't understand; this is a surprise for Sigurd. He would never expect me to visit him like this. Besides, my appearance is not exactly common knowledge, but it's not a matter of secrecy either; someone will recognize me sooner or later. Changing my genders will maximize our concealment."



    



    Otto rubbed his chin and the more he spoke, the more he realized what a brilliant idea it was.



    



    Amber nodded without objection and asked, "So, should I prepare the transfer facilities? And should I accompany you on this mission or stay at headquarters?"



    



    "Stay at headquarters. Someone needs to keep an eye on things here, and with you here, I'll be much more at ease."



    



    Otto touched the glass canopy of the chamber as if it were a matter of course.



    



    He didn't notice that when he used the word "at ease," there was a fleeting smile on Amber's usually emotionless face.



    



    Then, she replied as usual, "Understood, Lord Otto."



    



    ...



    



    In a hidden underground facility of a pharmaceutical company in Schicksal City.



    



    The masked Grey Serpent, with ten fingers dancing across a sea of buttons, was capturing complex data that continuously flowed on the screen through her red cybernetic eye.



    



    "Oh, who do we have here? Look, it's the ever-elusive and omnipresent Lord Grey Serpent paying me a visit. What brings you here, Grey Serpent?"



    



    Before the person arrived, her voice could be heard, and it was a soft and alluring female voice.



    



    Soon after, a tall woman wearing a black Jackal mask made her way gracefully to the scene.



    



    She walked in high heels, her white semi-uniform clinging to her voluptuous figure, impossible to hide.



    



    Grey Serpent didn't look up and calmly asked, "Has there been any contact with the Sire recently?"



    



    "Not at all. The Quantum Sea is vast and boundless. Unless the Sire intentionally emits his power, it's difficult for us, who are confined within these walls, to actively contact him. What are you investigating, Grey Serpent?"



    



    "The new Executor of Anti-Entropy, Sigurd."



    



    "What else is there to investigate about that guy? Haven't we already gathered more than enough information?"



    



    Grey Serpent then turned his head and asked in a low, electronic voice, "Do you believe it?"



    



    The woman named Jackal chuckled seductively.



    



    "Hahaha, of course not. A genius from another era, yet his early life is so unremarkable, without a single shining moment? It's nonsense!"



    



    "Concealing personal information is normal, but turning past data into this state is just a formality. It seems he is confident that even if his disguise is exposed, no one will be able to uncover his true self."



    



    Grey Serpent leaned back in his chair, stopping his data collection and analysis.



    



    Jackal walked up to Grey Serpent and leaned on the edge of the table, asking, "So, did you find anything interesting?"



    



    Grey Serpent tapped his mask, and in his cybernetic eye, a data window was rapidly calculating and attempting to unlock a deeply hidden data link.



    



    "This is..."



    



    After about ten minutes, Grey Serpent whispered, suddenly raising his head.



    



    "We've been located! Destroy the core database and evacuate immediately."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    Without much time to think, Jackal saw that Grey Serpent had already pulled out a pistol and shot through the computer equipment in front of them.



    



    Jackal clicked her tongue but, recognizing her companion's abilities, she quickly took action.



    



    ...



    



    A few minutes later, standing in a dim alley two kilometers away, Jackal and Grey Serpent watched the branch base engulfed in explosions and fire in silence.



    



    "What did you find?" Jackal asked with a cold tone, still feeling the impact of losing a base.



    



    Unlike the vast and rapidly expanding Schicksal and Anti-Entropy organizations, World Serpent's ethos was shrouded in mystery, emphasizing quality over quantity.



    



    Losing a base was not something Jackal could easily ignore.



    



    Grey Serpent, watching the Titan forces and several Valkyries retreat through his cybernetic eye, turned and left.



    



    "Let's go, find another place; this is a major matter."



    



    For Grey Serpent, who had lived for over 1,500 years, what she considered a "major matter" was at least on the scale of the birth of a Herrscher.



    



    Jackal suppressed her dissatisfaction and unease and silently followed.



    



    ...



    



    "Read it and then burn it. Find me at these coordinates."



    



    In a deserted wilderness, Grey Serpent took out a paper notebook and, unusually, handwrote the information with a pen.



    



    After handing the notebook to Jackal, Grey Serpent left behind this message.



    



    Then, right before Jackal's eyes, Grey Serpent's body disintegrated and disappeared, leaving behind only empty clothing fragments scattered on the ground, blown away by the wind.



    



    Jackal's pupils constricted.



    



    "Why so cautious? What information could this be?"



    



    Grey Serpent had always been cautious; that was his style.



    



    However, being so cautious that he hand wrote information and then immediately destroyed a body was something Jackal had never seen before.



    



    Jackal couldn't help but feel nervous about the information she now held.



    



    "Sequence 1, Wandering Earth Plan. Create a World Bubble within the Quantum Sea, stabilize it with an Aether Anchor, and migrate the entire planet into the World Bubble to escape the control of the Imaginary Tree and the threat of Honkai."



    



    "Proposed by Otto Apocalypse, Current Progress: Successful creation of the controlled humanoid Aether Anchor, Durandal, with proven results in stabilizing World Bubbles; construction of an artificial celestial realm using Otto's duplicates that can encompass the entire planet's outer space, achieving quantum migration of the entire planet."



    



    "Next step: Seek the second God Key, 'Inverted Horizons,' and research the powers of the Herrscher of Void to attempt the construction or large-scale search for suitable World Bubbles."



    



    Jackal's hand shook as she connected this information to the enigmatic Archbishop and some fragmentary information she had learned before. Why did this information look so authentic?



    



    She continued reading.



    



    "Sequence 2, Ascension through Machinery Plan. Promote the entertainment industry and popularize consciousness uploading devices. When the time is right, upload the consciousness of all humans into a virtual world. Significantly reduce energy consumption and, from the perspective of suppressing Entropy increase, greatly curb the concentration of Honkai energy. Transform the population into a mechanical army unafraid of sacrifice and capable of infinite evolution to defeat the Honkai and usher in the era of interstellar travel."



    



    "Proposed by Sigurd, Current Executor: Self-evolving Hive system; Brain neuron connection device, pioneer of the Information Origin Theory."



    



    "Sequence 3, Unification of Consciousness Ascension Plan. Attempt to understand the thoughts of all sentient beings, integrate a thought system capable of accommodating the majority of human spiritual consciousness, and use it to absorb the entire human consciousness into one. He is the entirety of humanity, civilization, one, and all. Humans will break free from the limitations of the physical body and exist in the form of a unified consciousness, reaching higher dimensions—Note: This is an alternative plan after the failure of the first two sequences. Proposed by Welt Yang, Executor Welt Yang."



    



    "Sequence 4, Stigmata Plan. Proposed by Doctor Mei in the Previous Era, Current Executor: Kevin Kaslana, in cooperation with World Serpent. Sacrifices are too great, listed as Backup Plan 2, with room for negotiation and cooperation..."



    



    Jackal closed the notebook, and her palm burst into flames, burning the notebook to ashes.



    



    Damn it!



    



    Grey Serpent had uncovered core information about Schicksal and Anti-Entropy.



    



    No wonder both sides were acting so quickly.



    



    As for the authenticity—everything in the real world seemed to correspond to these plans. Otto's situation, Sigurd's mechanical army, Welt's movements, all matched the requirements of these plans.



    



    Furthermore, this was information dug up by Grey Serpent, and although Jackal didn't know the specific source, Grey Serpent's computer skills were reliable, and the information must have been confirmed by him.



    



    In any case, Jackal was beginning to believe in the information.



    



    Of course, Grey Serpent was inclined to believe in it as well.

  
    

    













Late at night, Jackal changed into casual clothing, a hat, and walked on dimly lit streets.





She looked elegant and graceful, with long, slender legs exuding a youthful charm.





Combined with a trendy shirt, she looked like a beautiful urban fashionista.





She had come to the coordinates Gray Serpent had left and followed a hidden marker for more than ten kilometers until she reached a masquerade event.





There, she found Gray Serpent, who hadn't bothered to change his appearance.





Jackal: "I mean, don't you ever consider changing your look? Like me, I'm both good-looking and unlikely to be recognized."





Gray Serpent: "That's not important. Have you finished reading it?"





Standing in the shadowy corner, the two confirmed there were no surveillance or spies around, and then they began their conversation.





Jackal suppressed her playful smile and chuckled coldly.





"I've finished reading it. I never expected that Otto, who has been running the front-line combat forces for five hundred years, is actually a staunch advocate of escaping. On the other hand, Welt, who is indecisive and overly gentle, has devised such a decisive and grand plan. They should be the opposite, right?"





"It's precisely because of the contrast that I believe in its authenticity even more. This reveals their deeper character traits. Otto is strong-willed and more rational. The more he studies and combats Honkai, the more he'll understand how difficult it is, making it entirely reasonable for him to formulate an escape plan."





Listening to Gray Serpent's analysis, Jackal nodded as if she had gained insight.





She furrowed her delicate brows slightly and continued to analyze along the lines of her reliable old comrade Gray Serpent.





"As for Welt's plan, it further shows that he is a pure idealist. Integrating the thoughts of all humanity? Well, that's a challenge almost as difficult as defeating Honkai directly. The romantic idealism in it, I don't know whether to call it cute or ridiculous."





The more they analyzed, the more they felt that this incredible information was highly credible.





Surely, Anti-Entropy wouldn't go to such lengths to deceive them with such an exaggerated and traceable plan, right?





Why not provide a more plausible piece of information? It would have been much more convincing!





...





"Ah-choo!"





At this moment, far away in the sky, Sigurd suddenly felt a bit itchy in his nose and couldn't help sneezing.





He glanced around but didn't notice anything unusual.





If he knew about the conversation between the two World Serpent members, he would probably burst into laughter.





...





Gray Serpent was extremely confident in his hacking skills, and he indeed had the ability.





However, the more confident he was, the more he tended to believe the information he had unearthed.





Based on this psychological foundation, he would subconsciously lean towards this information when integrating the various fragmentary pieces of information he had previously acquired.





In essence, they were convincing themselves of its authenticity.





But both of them were sharp individuals, so even though they were initially swayed, they still had some doubts.





After a moment of thought, Jackal continued to ask, "Gray Serpent, where did you get this information?"





"From Anti-Entropy's database, hidden in the lowest level of multiple encryptions. It was so well concealed that I almost missed it."





"Anti-Entropy? Wasn't their database always deeply hidden?"





"It suddenly surfaced a few days ago, even their headquarters base was openly revealed, as if they had suddenly changed their style... Upon further thought, perhaps their plans had entered a new stage, and they were reconciling with Schicksal—No, maybe from the beginning, both organizations had secret dealings. It was just for the sake of certain plans and to attract as many talents as possible that they split into two directions to deceive the world."





Gray Serpent said with a heavy tone.





Jackal, after a brief contemplation, nodded in agreement.





"Indeed, the fact that the Valkyries and Anti-Entropy's mechs appeared simultaneously to destroy our base is the best evidence. It's unlikely that Anti-Entropy wanted to deceive us. Otto knew about it and even helped us a bit, right?"





"If that's the case, it also proves that the relationship between the two organizations is not as hostile as it appears on the surface. They are actually quite close."





...





"Ah-choo!"





Having just changed bodies, Otto (♀) suddenly sneezed.





The two snow-white, elastic, bunny ears on her head wiggled playfully, creating a thrilling sight.





"How strange, how could I possibly catch a cold? Is it because Sigurd is thinking about me? Oh well, it was just a small favor, no need to thank me so much."





Otto (♀) chuckled, her mature and gentle voice making her sound enchanting.





"Otto, please put on some clothes, it's quite indecent."





"What's the big deal? You've seen me in all kinds of bodies, haven't you? Besides, do I not look good like this, Amber?"





Otto flirted and tried to be charming.





"ヾ(❀╹◡╹)ﾉ~～"





"Please maintain proper etiquette and decorum, Otto."





Amber replied calmly, dragging her robe.





Otto clicked her tongue.





Trying to make Amber smile was a challenge akin to capturing a fully empowered Herrscher.





"Alright, help me change my clothes. I can't wait to see Sigurd's reaction when he sees me like this."





...





After Gray Serpent and Jackal's analysis, they fell into silence, feeling somewhat weighed down.





They had never imagined that both Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, two prominent organizations in the fight against Honkai, had their own salvation plans in secret.





Moreover, these plans were significant and not inferior to their own World Serpent's Stigmata Plan.





How would their Sire view this revelation?





"Gray Serpent, I will try to contact the Sire as soon as possible. The situation has become quite complicated, and no matter what, the Sire must return promptly. Otherwise, we might find ourselves at a disadvantage. What about your side? Any thoughts?"





After a moment of silence, Jackal spoke slowly.





Gray Serpent raised a hand and said, "No need to rush; there's one more thing we need to do."





"What?"





"Welt is in this city. Jackal, I need you to go there and see what he's doing for final confirmation."





"...You are indeed cautious."





Jackal sighed, understanding Gray Serpent's intention quickly.





Years of cooperation had created a silent understanding between them.





Gray Serpent had multiple bodies, and he wasn't concerned about losing them.





However, his bodies were mostly semi-mechanical cybernetic bodies, which could easily be recognized.





It wouldn't be suitable for him to reveal himself in front of someone like Welt.





Jackal was different.





Her body was that of a beautiful woman, with no major flaws apart from being overly attractive, which could actually be an advantage in blending into a crowd.





Plus, Welt had never seen her before.





To observe Welt's actions, Jackal was much more suitable than Gray Serpent.





As for the peripheral agents - leaving aside their acting skills and the possibility of exposing themselves, their limited perspective and the limitations and risks of recording devices made it impossible to draw definite conclusions about the situation.





In many ways, Jackal needed to see things with her own eyes for the most accurate assessment.





"Your considerations are correct. I need to make the trip myself—Be prepared for backup. I don't want anything unexpected to happen. We haven't retrieved the 'Key of Thunder' and Raven yet, and I'd rather not lose myself before that."





Jackal said.





Gray Serpent nodded and disappeared into the darkness.





...





Jackal arrived at Welt's location.





To her surprise, the typically kind-hearted man wasn't visiting local Anti-Entropy agents, orphanages, or senior care centers.





Instead, he entered a brothel.





"Oh? Well, he is still a man, so it’s not that surprising."





Jackal adjusted her cap, pulled her shirt to the side, revealing a smooth shoulder, and had two rebellious and exotic red lines painted on her face.





Her appearance matched the promiscuous environment.





She confidently entered the establishment.





"So, is it because of family reasons that you're doing this?"





"Oh, it's not like I had a choice. Who wants to end up like this? Once you step into this place, it's hard to get out–By the way, did you spend all this money just to chat with me?"





"Is that bad? I think you seem much more relaxed now. If this can bring you some comfort, then it's worth it."





"...You're the strangest man I've ever met."





Jackal thought she would need to search for a while or that Welt would be off on some heroic mission.





However, as soon as she entered, she saw him.





And what she saw was entirely different from her expectations.





She saw Welt facing several heavily made-up young women, smiling warmly, without a hint of lust or disdain.





In a place like this, why was this man still so clean and warm, like sunshine?





Jackal was taken aback for a moment but quickly regained her composure.





She found a corner to sit quietly and observe.





"I've learned a bit about your situations. Either you were forced by life, or you've suffered unfair treatment. This is a filthy place, but it's not your fault. Those scumbags who devour others without mercy are the ones polluting this place, right?"





"You're crazy! Speak more quietly!"





"It doesn't matter; they can't hear us. If, and I mean if, someone was willing to help you, what would you want?"





"...I want to go home. It sounds funny, doesn't it? I don't know why, but I just want to go home, even if it's lonely and even if I can't eat well."





"I want to go to school again. I don't want to live like this anymore."





"I want to find a good man... But…. am I even worthy of one?"





They spoke, and some of them started crying.





What should have been a place for revelry and indulgence had turned into an atmosphere resembling a church of prayers.





They talked about their hardships and desires, and Welt, surrounded by them, always looked at them with gentleness, like a benevolent and forgiving deity.





Jackal sat there for a long time, listening.





Finally, she saw Welt leave and followed him discreetly.





She witnessed Welt visiting a gangster's base, engaging in another conversation.





Some people confessed and even fell to their knees in tears, while others would never see the sun again.





Jackal had been able to follow Welt all the way to this point, which was surprising given her initial expectations.





"Miss, you've been following me all night. Is there something you need?"





"What... What are you doing?"





"I'm trying to understand their pain, their wishes. I want to know what needs to be done to make this world a better place."





Welt replied with a smile, his pure aura unaffected by the faint scent of blood.





Jackal nodded, stepped back, and left.





As she watched Welt walk away without any intention of stopping her, Jackal's expression darkened.





"Understanding pain and wishes... He's executing that plan! To understand the thoughts of the majority of people, to subdue and unify them, to achieve unity of consciousness! Indeed, it's all true!"





Jackal spoke to herself with conviction, as if using this to suppress certain emotions.





She didn't want to admit it, but for a moment, she saw a shadow of the Sire in Welt—not the terrifying power that could walk through the Quantum Sea, but a steadfast and pure aura emanating from the depths of his soul.




















  
    

    













With a clear understanding of the plans of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, the World Serpent needed to consider its response strategy.





It also needed to contemplate how to handle things when the world's dynamics no longer matched their presumed control.





"In any case, we must quickly bring back the Sire."





"They are hidden too deeply. If it weren't for Anti-Entropy changing its organizational style and unexpectedly exposing its database, which is not yet fully protected and cleaned up, I might not have obtained this information."





"Even so, we know too late. Right now, we can't deal with Otto, we can't stop Welt's steps, and as for the man known as Sigurd, his mystery might not be inferior to Otto's."





"We can't control the overall situation. Now, only the Sire, with his perspective spanning fifty thousand years, can assess the feasibility of their plan and make the appropriate decisions. At the same time, if it needs to be stopped, only the Sire has the power to do so."





"Jackal, even if we interrupt the research on the Holy Mark plan, put all our efforts into building the signal channels in the Quantum Sea, and do everything possible to bring back the Sire!"





Gray Serpent slowly analyzed and ultimately made a decision.





And Jackal nodded, agreeing with his judgment.





Indeed, without the Sire's return, they could not shake the momentum of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy with just the two of them.





The Sire, Kevin Kaslana, was more like someone who had gotten lost than someone trapped in the Quantum Sea.





The Sea of Quantum was just too vast, with all sorts of quantum world creatures, including beings comparable to the Herrscher.





For ordinary people, entering it was no different from death.





But the Sire was different.





Jackal still remembered the image of Kevin in the quantum world from many years ago.





He walked calmly amidst the surging tides of quantum energy and countless groups of monsters, holding a world bubble in his hand, as if playing with an ordinary and harmless glass marble.





All storms vanished by his side, and that kind of existence could not possibly be trapped.





He had simply lost his way in the boundless Quantum Sea.





So, Jackal's research over the years was about finding a way to send a bright enough signal in the quantum realm, marking the orientation of this world to help the Sire find his way back.





That's all there was to it.





She frowned, pacing around the base for a few laps, and finally said:





"The Herrscher Core or the Judgement of Shamash God Key are currently the only two viable methods. The former has the characteristic of connecting to the virtual number portal and is inherently clear in spatial coordinates. It is also a huge energy source, and I have a rough idea of how to use its eruption to indicate the direction for the Sire. The latter is essentially a Herrscher Core and is also a weapon familiar to the Sire, which can serve as a pointer."





Gray Serpent's mechanical fingers scratched across the mask, making a harsh noise as he contemplated:





"So, does that mean we have to have another conflict with Schicksal or Anti-Entropy?"





"Sooner is better. If we delay, and if they decide to take action against us, our chances will become increasingly slim. Furthermore, as long as the Siree returns, these slight risks and losses won't matter."





"You're right... But do you have confidence?"





Gray Serpent confirmed once again.





Jackal rolled her eyes.





"If I had confidence, I would have stolen a gem and experimented with it a long time ago. There's just no other way; we can only try our luck. It's better than them declaring martial law and leaving us completely immobilized."





"Alright."





Gray Serpent replied in a solemn tone.





Both of them agreed that having discovered the core secrets of the two organizations, Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, neither of which would let them off easily, the World Serpent needed to take action.





Next, they could either jointly squeeze the World Serpent's living space, forcing it to hunker down and unable to take action easily, or, in a more extreme scenario, both sides could join forces to exterminate them.





"At present, there are two places where we can obtain the Herrscher Core - Schicksal's headquarters and the publicly known Anti-Entropy headquarters. Schicksal's headquarters is an aerial fortress operated by Otto for hundreds of years, and the risk of infiltration is too high. As for the Anti-Entropy headquarters, according to previous intelligence, there are at least two Herrscher Cores there, as well as the Judgement of Shamash, and the most tricky Welt is traveling the world, executing his plan."





Grey Serpent analyzed, and the target was now clear.





Jackal, behind her mask, stroked her chin and said, "Isn’t Raven still located in Anti-Entropy Headquarters? How about we use her too?”





"She backed off last time, we can force her but…. It’s not a suitable option, we need to prioritize secrecy, and it's not suitable to escalate a major conflict at the moment. Let's aim for a discreet infiltration."





"I see, then you need a suitable opportunity."





"In the near future, a batch of mysterious supplies will be transported to the Anti-Entropy Headquarters."





Grey Serpent explained, clearly having his own plan.





Jackal, under circumstances where she didn't have the advantage, remained calm and cautious, not one to recklessly charge in.





So, she reminded, "Is there a possibility that it's a trap?"





"It's unlikely."





"Why?"





"My clone has already confirmed that the supplies inside are a large quantity of Soulium. Moreover, in the transportation team, there's an S-rank backup from Schicksal, and a high-ranking figure suspected to be above her."





Jackal raised an eyebrow and nodded.





Soulium was an extremely rare and precious material, in some ways surpassing the value of Herrscher Cores.





Using such a thing as bait would be making a big deal out of nothing.





Furthermore, having an S-rank Valkyrie backup from Schicksal, along with an unknown high-ranking figure, almost confirmed it was a formal transaction between the two organizations.





Jackal had her pride, but she also had self-awareness.





The two of them were not important enough to be the focus of such calculations between two organizations.





And Grey Serpent had numerous clones; he could afford the losses.





It was worth a try.





...





So, Grey Serpent infiltrated the transport team.





Relying on the quantum field's long-term research advantage, in terms of concealment, Grey Serpent believed he surpassed both Schicksal and Anti-Entropy.





He couldn't hide over long distances, completely avoiding the detection of numerous drone scouts, but hiding inside a Schicksal supply box was more than enough.





In the not-so-long transport convoy, advanced mechs from Schicksal were in the front, elite Valkyrie squads guarded the sides, and at the forefront of the convoy, Rita, wearing maid-style armor, stood gracefully on top of the moving supply box.





In front of Rita, a beautiful noblewoman in an elegant red and white long dress, with golden hair and blue eyes, sat on the edge of the box, humming a pleasant melody.





Suddenly, the elegant noble girl, named Hera Schariac, stopped humming, her lips slightly curved, and with a smile, she said, "Miss Rita, is there something you need?"





Rita slightly bowed, politely asking, "Miss Hera, do you need anything?"





The girl with the alias "Hera Schariac" shook her head gently and, with a voice as beautiful as poetry, said, "Nothing, I just thought about meeting a good friend soon and bringing so many gifts. I wonder what expression he'll have. Just thinking about it makes me quite excited!"





"Oh, I'm sure your friend will be especially pleased. After all, just seeing Miss Hera's beauty is enough to make people forget all their troubles!"





"Giggle~~ Rita, you really know how to speak. Should I talk to Mr. Otto and find a way to give you a direct opportunity to reach S-rank?"





"No need for that. Rita knows her abilities are still lacking and needs further training. Thank you for Miss Hera's kindness; Rita will always remember it."





The two beautiful girls, like poetry and painting, conversed gracefully.





Different voices, but equally melodious, like the clear ring of golden bells.





With the light snowflakes gently falling from the sky, the scene was so beautiful that it was hard to look away.





And the Anti-Entropy headquarters, the former Cocolia Orphanage, was getting closer.




















  
    "Hiss~"



    



    "It's really cold today!"



    



    Cocolia leaned against the leg of a Titan mech, rubbing her arms.



    



    Raiden Ryoma adjusted his glasses, glanced at her mysterious lines squeezed out of two white snowballs exposed to the cold wind, and said coldly, "If you paid attention to modesty, you wouldn't be so cold."



    



    Cocolia rolled her eyes.



    



    "I'm good-looking, and I'm willing to show it off. What does it have to do with you? By the way, which man was constantly peeking at my breast just now? What’s wrong? without the little lad around you, your true nature is starting to show?"



    



    "... I disdain arguing with someone like you."



    



    "I know you're still harboring a grudge about your daughter. I won’t bother to argue about whether what I did is wrong or not. After all, I'm also a person with a daughter, I understand your feelings."



    



    "Well…. Hard to admit, but you are qualified to be a mother, so thanks I guess.”



    



    Ryoma shook his head helplessly.



    



    He had been at the orphanage for some time.



    



    Cocolia's treatment of those children and how the children respected and liked Cocolia was evident to him.



    



    Sometimes, even his daughter Mei would show a hint of envy.



    



    She lost her mother early, and Raiden Ryoma himself, due to work and feeling of guilt, usually had a relatively stiff and indifferent relationship with her—Raiden Mei missed her mother, making Ryoma feel guilty and distressed, yet helpless.



    



    In the moment Ryoma lost focus, Cocolia suddenly asked,



    



    "By the way, do you know who we're waiting for?"



    



    "Hm? I have no idea."



    



    "Weird, it's not the return of the Alliance Leader. Who could have such a grand entrance that Sigurd sent both of us out? "



    



    "It's just because there are no better candidates. The base is short-handed, and there are even fewer adults. Only the two of us are suitable to greet guests."



    



    Raiden Ryoma replied indifferently, also feeling a bit puzzled.



    



    However, he respected the two girls, Einstein and Tesla, and also respected Sigurd, who initiated the important conversation. He had no objections to assisting them.



    



    While the two were talking, at the end of their sight, in the depths of the snowy plain where flakes were falling, a team gradually appeared.



    



    Giant white mechs and the iconic Valkyrie squad made the expressions of the two serious.



    



    "Hey, what do you think? Enemy or guest? Should we prepare for a fight?"



    



    Cocolia stared at the approaching team and made combat-ready gestures to the Titan units around her.



    



    The originally still Titan units showed slight movements and changed their appearance slightly.



    



    From the quiet silence, a chilling danger emanated.



    



    After hesitating for a moment, Raiden Ryoma shook his head.



    



    "I think they are guests. If they were enemies, Mr. Sigurd's drones wouldn't be completely unresponsive."



    



    Raiden Ryoma referred to Sigurd as "Mr."



    



    In the culture of the Far East, there has always been an extreme admiration for strength. Ryoma recognized Sigurd's high thinking and technological prowess, adhering to the principle of respecting the superior, and called Sigurd "Mr." to show his respect.



    



    Cocolia nodded, didn't say anything, but also didn't let the Titan units lower their guard.



    



    As the team approached, it eventually stopped dozens of steps in front of the two.



    



    Hera jumped lightly from the top of the supply box and landed in the snow.



    



    Then, she tiptoed, her emerald eyes scanning around, seemingly looking through Raiden Ryoma and Cocolia, as well as the well-organized Titan units, searching for someone.



    



    After a while, seemingly not finding the target, she stopped the action with a bit of disappointment, and with a touch of resentment, she said:



    



    "I thought Sigurd would personally come out to greet me. Really, it's so disappointing, not respecting me at all! I must have a good talk with him!"



    



    "Cough cough! Excuse me, are you Mr. Sigurd's guest?"



    



    Cocolia politely inquired, using the title of "Mr." for Sigurd, consciously putting herself in the camp of Sigurd's lackeys.



    



    It seemed that this young lady had a good relationship with Sigurd. By establishing her own camp, she probably wouldn't easily let Schicksal mechs and Valkyries hammer her, right?



    



    Cocolia nodded in her mind, silently praising her own cleverness.



    



    "I am–oh! Almost forgot to introduce myself. I am Hera Schariac, Sigurd's dear friend. Dear Executors, greetings."



    



    Hera lightly lifted her long dress, performing a graceful noblewoman's courtesy, like a dignified princess stepping out of a movie.



    



    Rita timely appeared behind her.



    



    Though she was an escort, she looked more like an advanced personal maid, further highlighting Hera's extraordinary nobility.



    



    'Schariac!?'



    



    Cocolia and Ryoma, as someone who has been dealing with the supernatural side of the world, know the significant meaning behind this name.



    



    They exchanged glances, then stepped aside, gesturing left and right, creating a clear passage, allowing Hera and her entourage to proceed.



    



    Clap!



    



    Unexpectedly, Hera clapped her hands, attracting everyone's attention.



    



    She then addressed the Valkyrie squad escorting her:



    



    "All right, your mission is done, you can go back now. Rita, stay behind and take care of me."



    



    At the same time, the silver-white Schicksal mech unit turned around, slowly floated up, and then soared into the sky, quickly disappearing.



    



    The Valkyries looked at each other. They hadn't expected this turn of events.



    



    However, the highest command they received for this mission was to obey Hera's every arrangement, even if it meant sacrificing themselves.



    



    So, after a brief hesitation, all the Valkyries saluted in unison, pounding their chests, and said:



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Soon, only the automated transport vehicle carrying supplies, along with Hera and Rita, two elegantly different style young ladies, remained.



    



    Cocolia and Raiden Ryoma both sighed in relief.



    



    Anyway, Hera's cooperation eliminated some awkwardness and tension.



    



    ...



    



    About ten minutes later, Hera entered the living room and met Sigurd.



    



    At this moment, Sigurd was lazily lying on the table, as boneless as if he had no bones, emitting a gloomy atmosphere.



    



    "Hmm..."



    



    Although Hera had anticipated it, Sigurd's appearance still intrigued her.



    



    A mischievous idea began to stir in her mind.



    



    Hera's eyes turned cat-like. In full view of everyone, she lifted her skirt and approached Sigurd from behind, as if she were an elegant princess from a movie.



    



    "Stop!"



    



    A white little hand extended, making a pushing gesture, blocking Hera in front.



    



    "Who are you, and why are you looking for Sig?"



    



    Kiana asked with narrowed eyes.



    



    Although she was meeting the lady for the first time, and despite being a very beautiful big sister, Kiana couldn't generate any favorable feelings toward her.



    



    Instead, she had an inexplicable urge to kick Hera's pretty face with her foot.



    



    Then, Sigurd raised his head, turned in another direction, and lay there.



    



    His gloomy dead-fish eyes stared at Hera without moving.



    



    Tch!



    



    Hera realized that her mischief had failed and shook her head helplessly.



    



    "Ara~ long time no see, my good friend. How did you become like this? It makes me feel so sorry for you!"



    



    "...Where is the Soulium?"



    



    Sigurd asked blankly, showing no hint of surprise.



    



    Hera's smile stiffened, feeling stupefied at the lack of expected response that a young healthy male would usually have.

  
    "This is the Soulium you wanted. It may not look like much, but it's almost all that can be allocated at the moment. Mr. Otto paid a hefty price for this, so you better be grateful to me!"



    



    Hera waved her hand, and eight heavy-duty trucks quickly transformed, their compartments shrinking to reveal rows of black metal boxes in front of Sigurd.



    



    Oh, and from one of the compartments that fell, there was also a motionless man in a black robe and mask.



    



    Hera approached him, lifted her skirt, and lightly tapped her white high heels on him.



    



    Seeing no response, she nodded satisfactorily and said to Sigurd:



    



    "This is a gift. Aren't you touched?"



    



    Sigurd slowly took steps, head hanging low, swaying like a zombie, and reached the seemingly unconscious Gray Serpent.



    



    Bang!



    



    He kicked him with a force strong enough to shatter metal, yet Gray Serpent remained motionless.



    



    Kiana quietly took a small step back, swallowed her saliva, and tried to lower her presence as much as possible.



    



    Others in the orphanage did the same, clearing a spacious area for Sigurd, Hera, and Rita.



    



    "Dead?"



    



    Sigurd, with his head down and swaying, twisted his neck slowly, looking at Hera with an unusually dark expression and tone.



    



    Hera couldn't help but take a step back.



    



    Honestly, this version of Sigurd was not only novel and interesting but also frightening.



    



    There was a dangerous aura surrounding him, as if he could summon a swarm of bees to explode with just a word.



    



    Hera wiped her forehead with a handkerchief, trying to maintain a dignified smile, and said:



    



    "Well, no, it's just that I used the Phoenix Down to deceive his consciousness. Right now, all his shared consciousnesses should think that this clone is successfully infiltrating and searching."



    



    "How long can you deceive them?"



    



    "Three to five days. If it's longer, even if the illusion is flawless, they will sense that something is wrong."



    



    "Enough. Cocolia, suppress him, cut off his connection."



    



    Sigurd glanced at Cocolia, causing the large golden-haired fox to shiver all over. She hurriedly responded with a pleasing smile:



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Cocolia dragged Gray Serpent's body down.



    



    Her hurried footsteps were not to execute the order but to escape from Sigurd's aura.



    



    Meanwhile, Sigurd moved his eyeballs, maintaining the creepy twisted neck posture, and looked at the maid Raven, who was stiffening on the edge.



    



    Click! Click!



    



    Raven who felt the dangerous aura around him also trembled in fear.



    



    Hera, with a smile on her face, leaned her body down and said: "Sigurd, you only have one life, and I really don't recommend taking risks."



    



    "Move aside."



    



    Sigurd said indifferently, holding a piece of Soulium, completely ignoring Hera's advice.



    



    Hera squinted her eyes.



    



    Since it’s back to business, her mindset naturally returned to normal.



    



    She ignored Sigurd's gloomy aura and spoke gently and elegantly:



    



    "In fact, I can clone several replicas for you. For safety, we can conduct experiments with the clones first. No need to be in such a hurry, right?"



    



    "This experiment is prepared for myself. Cloning experiments have no reference value. My body and various states have been adjusted to the most suitable positions. There's no time to waste; once it's gone, it won't come back."



    



    Sigurd said with a faint smile, showing no intention of yielding.



    



    Suddenly, a group of drones appeared in the air.



    



    They were smaller than the ones from the previous visit to the headquarters but exuded a more sci-fi texture.



    



    Hera stepped aside.



    



    Not out of fear; this body was specialized for combat, and a small number of drones posed no threat to her.



    



    However, Sigurd's will was obviously firm, and he was about to lose patience.



    



    Hera didn't want to conflict with him and understood that she couldn't force Sigurd.



    



    At least, with her by his side, it might be a bit safer.



    



    Sigurd stepped into the experiment chamber, holding the Soulium.



    



    Hera watched quietly, taking a deep breath.



    



    Neither of them mentioned the danger of Hera being in the headquarters and the potential risk of Sigurd losing his reaction ability.



    



    Hera wouldn't act recklessly as long as she still wanted Sigurd's theories. It was an unspoken understanding between them.

  
    

    













The former Cocolia Orphanage, now the Anti-Entropy headquarters.





Most of the personnel had evacuated to a temporary base dozens of miles away.





However, the underground laboratory, usually occupied only by Sigurd and necessary test subjects, was unusually lively today.





Sigurd immersed himself in the layered closed Honkai Suppressant chambers. Kiana and Sin Mal guarded the door, wearing black armor, ready to launch a joint bombardment at any potential threat.





Bronya stood a little further away, using her control authority over all armed forces, including the Hive System, to monitor any movement within dozens of kilometers.





If there were any anomalies, the Titan troops and drones would not hesitate to level the surrounding mountains.





Tesla monitored the operation of the complete experimental facilities.





Einstein served as the operator.





Hera Schariac kept a close eye on all experimental data and Sigurd's physical changes.





"Vital signs stable, continuous genetic permutation, fluctuations in Honkai Energy intensity... Dr. Einstein, increase the power of the Honkai Energy dilution device by 30%."





"Already doing it. Also, I suggest activating the Schariac Holy Blood; he's approaching the critical point and could use it at any time."





"Denied. Even if the Holy Blood just enters an active state, it will affect the stability of the surrounding Honkai Energy, adding unnecessary variables. Let it freeze there unless there's no other choice."





"Understood."





Einstein chose to trust Hera, but out of the corner of her eye, she couldn't help but glance at this mysterious and beautiful girl.





There are many people from the Schariac family that she knows not of, this, EInstein never doubted,





However, for this girl to be having both the technical expertise and an identity special enough to make Sigurd take notice was too suspicious.





'Hera... Soulium... could it be?'





Thinking about the figure in Schicskal with a connection to Sigurd, and that figure is someone he valued highly, Einstein's hands continued working, but her eyelids involuntary twitched.





The matter of Otto being in a woman's body is something that Einstein didn’t find impossible, after all, during the first Honkai Eruption, Otto had taken control of the S-rank Valkyrie Reanna's body.





However, Sigurd's experiment was ultimately more important.





Einstein suppressed her stray thoughts and focused on her work.





Hera didn't pay attention to Einstein's reaction, or rather, she didn't care about the issue of her identity being exposed.





She just stared at the dense data in front of her and suddenly frowned:





"Wait, what's the source of the Honkai Beast genes Sigurd chose?"





"He adjusted the genes himself, with many sources. I didn't inquire into the details at the time. Is there a problem?"





Einstein asked.





Hera rubbed her chin, pondering:





"He's too eager, and I didn't want any disturbances in the state he carefully adjusted, so I didn't analyze it carefully. Anyway, the concentration of this Honkai Energy is much stronger than experiments I've done before, and it's just the beginning... He wouldn't be using a Judgment-level Honkai Beast gene, would he?"





"And if he is, what would happen?"





"In the last era, the limit of fusion warriors was Emperor-level Honkai Beasts. If it's Judgment-level... it's hard to say. But Sigurd should have considered everything. Be prepared to interrupt at any time. I believe in his abilities, but there are too many variables in fusion experiments; we must be cautious."





"I understand, I'll do my best."





Einstein hesitated for a moment, then focused even more on her  work, not daring to relax in the slightest.





Hera glanced at Einstein and added:





"If necessary, I'll forcefully implement the resurrection measures. I'd rather destroy his body than let his consciousness be damaged."





"...I understand."





Einstein nodded.





At the same time, she completely confirmed Hera's true identity.





But as she said before, Sigurd's safety was more important, and other grudges and grievances had to be set aside for now.





After the communication, the experiment continued to progress step by step.





Even the reinforced Honkai Suppressant facilities couldn't stop the gradual spread of Honkai Energy in the air.





Everyone's faces showed signs of anxiety or worry.





Hera sighed lightly.





"Sigurd, oh Sigurd, you really make people feel helpless. Can't you be a bit more patient?"





Shaking her head, Hera, despite her concerns, couldn't help but feel a lot of expectations.





What kind of results would Sigurd's carefully prepared experiment bring?





Even Hera, who was proficient in human experiments, couldn't be sure.





...





"Seele, what are you doing?"





In the distant snowfield, Seele stood in the open snow, closing her eyes, folding her hands together. She seemed to be murmuring to herself, as if having an unseen conversation with someone.





Hearing Wendy's voice, Seele paused for a moment, then turned around. And she saw the girl approaching her in a wheelchair.





"I-it's nothing. Just praying for Sigurd, that's all."





"I knew it. Don't worry too much; that guy won't have any trouble."





"Thank you, Wendy. I also believe that Sigurd will achieve what he wants. It's just... I feel a little lost. Bronya, Kiana, and Sigurd, they all have things to do, and here I am, feeling like I can't help with anything."





Seele lowered her gaze, unable to maintain her gentle smile, looking particularly disheartened.





Wendy remained silent for a moment, then looked down at her unresponsive legs — "A person who can't do anything isn't you; it's me, the real useless one, right?"





After a moment, she gathered her emotions, looked up, and said, "It's okay, Seele. As long as you take care of this home properly, it's enough. Your smile is the biggest encouragement and help for them. Don't underestimate yourself; you are essential."





"Yeah. Then I'll prepare some food. Once Sigurd's side finishes smoothly, I'll deliver it to them right away."





Seele smiled and then hurried to the kitchen tent.





Seeing her leave, Wendy looked into the distance, towards the direction of the orphanage that had become familiar with every plant and tree without her realizing it. She sighed softly.





"I'm not worrying about enemies..."





"But since it's a friend..."





"It’s normal to hope for it to go smoothly isn’t it?..."





Muttering to herself, Wendy breathed in the cold air, adjusting her cute and warm furry coat, staying there for a long time.





...





"Something's wrong."





In a certain World Serpent base in another side of the world, Gray Serpent suddenly raised his head.





Jackal pressed a button, dissolving the alien creatures in several liquid tanks in front of her, and asked, "What happened?"





"My clone indicates that he is successfully conducting a covert search in the middle of something. However, the locator signal from Cioara's body suddenly appeared a hundred miles away from Anti-Entropy headquarters."





"So, your clone was deceived? Or your quantum signal channel was invaded and tampered with?"





"Very likely. We know very little about Anti-Entropy's and Schicksal's grand plan. Their technological prowess needs to be reassessed. It's not surprising that Anti-Entropy has the ability to deceive my collective consciousness."





Gray Serpent said with a heavy heart.





Regardless, the current situation indicated that the waters at Anti-Entropy headquarters were deeper than he had imagined.





Moreover, there might have been arrangements against him made long ago.





Walking beside Gray Serpent, Jackal pondered as she walked.





After a moment, she said fiercely:





"Forget it! Activate the signal triggering device I made, mobilize the artificial Honkai Beast swarm, and launch a frontal assault!"





Jackal made a bold decision.





Gray Serpent contemplated for a moment, and for someone usually cautious like him, this time, he chose to agree.





"Indeed. The situation indicates that Anti-Entropy probably has measures against me. The locator signal from my clone has been exposed, but I just found out that I cannot control him to self-destruct, and the signal channel is still connected. Continuing to delay, following the threat of my collective consciousness by that clone, they might be able to..."





Analyzing the situation, Gray Serpent made a decision.





The situation was already very bad.





Instead of allowing Anti-Entropy to understand his collective consciousness, destroy, or even control all his clones, it was better to take the initiative and take a chance.





As long as he could come in contact with wither the Herrscher Core or "Judgement of Shamash," it would be a victory for the World Serpent!




















  
    

    













In the underground laboratory, the concentration of Honkai Energy in the air had reached astonishing levels.





Einstein and Tesla had already left, leaving behind a few robots with control functions to continue their work remotely.





Now, the ones remaining in this place were Kiana, Sin Mal, Bronya, and Hera.





The first three had extraordinary constitutions in themselves and served as combat units to restrain Hera.





As for Hera, with her Soulium body and the Schariac bloodline, the concentration of Honkai that would be a disaster for ordinary people was just a drizzle for her.





"It's beyond my experience now, Sigurd. What heights do you really want to reach?"





Hera touched the metal shell of the chamber, a meaningful smile playing on her lips.





Looking at Hera, Kiana gave her a sidelong glance.





‘If it weren't for Sig allowing her to stay, and also as an assistant in the experiment, I really want to kick her.’





Kiana looked seemingly weak, but with the augmentation of the black armor, a kick from her should send her flying far.





Then Hera looked at Kiana.





"Oh, long time no see, Kiana. I haven't greeted you yet."





"I don't know if you know my smelly old man and moth-Aunt Cecilia, or if you're related to those involved in the experiments. Anyway, I'm not that Kiana Kaslana. You don't have to waste these emotions on me, and don't think about deceiving me!"





Kiana stood with her hands on her hips, straightforwardly, full of momentum.





A ripple of emotion flashed in Hera's eyes.





'Does she already know the truth? No, it seems like she only knows a part of it.'





So, does it affect her experiment?





Not really.





The Herrscher of Void still slept within K-423, and the emotional bonds used to stabilize her humanity were continually being reinforced.





It should be said that since K-423 could accept the fact of her being a clone without any reservation, her personality and will had already been strengthened.





This was more advantageous for overcoming Sirin, her original personality, and realizing Otto's plan.





Bronya and Sin Mal exchanged a glance, making some speculations at the same time.





Kiana hasn't mentioned these things to them until now. They didn't know whether she had forgotten or still couldn't let go of them.





But they didn't care much. Kiana is just an idiot; there was no need to think too much about it.





Hera then turned her attention to Sin Mal.





"You must be Sin Mal, right? Sigurd once mentioned to me that you have a pair of special eyes, can you show me?"





"Fuck off!"





In response to Hera's smiling question, Sin Mal's reply was anything but elegant, courteous, and graceful.





Kiana's rejection of Hera was more instinctual.





On the other hand, Sin Mal disliked any vixen that approached Sigurd and Bronya.





For someone like Hera, who was obviously familiar with Sigurd and also very beautiful, Sin Mal had already devised a comprehensive assassination plan in case of necessity—completely clean, without leaving any traces that might displease Sigurd.





"Heh!"





Sin Mal lowered her head, concealing her fierce shark-toothed smile—by the way, usually, she didn't have serrated teeth when she smiled, which allowed Sigurd and Bronya to only perceive her cuteness and docility.





The shark-toothed smile was reserved for enemies—like Hera, like Kiana, like that girl Seele who only act demure and a good and obedient girl on the surface but was definitely a man-snatching vixen hiding in the dark.





Scratching her face, Hera felt something strange from Sin Mal, who had lowered her head, but she understood that Sin Mal didn't like her.





Alas~ Miss Hera's attempt at making a move had failed once again.





So, she shifted her focus again.





"Um, you must be Bronya..."





"Bronya's mouth is sealed with transparent tape, and she can't speak."





Liar! Then, what are you doing now!?





Clearly, you don't want to talk to me!





Hera covered her face, forced to continue waiting and focus on the experiment.





"Unexpectedly, this exquisitely crafted beautiful appearance not only didn't get an interesting reaction from Sigurd but also couldn't handle a few little girls. Tsk~~"





Hera muttered, seemingly with a bit of emotion.





...





At dusk, Jackal and Gray Serpent arrived near the temporary Anti-Entropy base.





To be precise, it was the arrival of thousands of Gray Serpent legions and a large number of hibernation pods containing experimental subjects that could turn into Honkai Beasts at any time—the transportation of these things was the main reason for consuming most of the day.





"So, is the little crow you adore in that camp?"





"Yeah. Although I don't know the reason, a part of the personnel has been evacuated from the true headquarters to here. The reconnaissance clone saw that the carriers of the 'Gem of Desire' and 'Gem of Conquest' are down there. Also, I don't adore Raven; it's just that she has good talent, she's smart, and she's a rare person who can fully utilize the power of the 'Key of Thunder.'"





Standing on a peak, Gray Serpent and Jackal conversed.





In response to these words, Jackal rolled her eyes under her mask and said, "What about the defense forces?"





"The time is too short, and it's not clear yet. Currently, only a certain-sized Titan force has been discovered, overall not a big problem. Most importantly, we've been noticed."





Boom!





The mountaintop suddenly exploded, a powerful strike carrying Honkai energy, trimming off dozens of meters of the peak.





“Roar~"





In the explosion's smoke, colossal figures faintly emerged, and amidst continuous roars, a hundred-meter mountain range was once again crushed by more than half.





Then, numerous mountain-sized Honkai Beasts, exuding overwhelming pressure, surged down.





Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!





The surroundings beneath the slope trembled, and countless Titan mechs, trailing flames from their jet thrusters, sprinted forward in the heavy footsteps.





The mechs gathered into formation below the mountain, and then the shoulder sections transformed simultaneously, revealing large energy cannons.





Boom! Boom! Boom!





Projectiles shot from the Titan's shoulders like falling meteors.





Boom! Boom! Boom!





The next moment, flames and thunderous roars enveloped the entire mountain range.





The war had begun!





Boom! Boom! Boom!





The firepower of the Titan forces, like an unending rain of heavenly fire, relentlessly reduced the number of Honkai Beasts.





Unfortunately, behind the mountain range and from all directions, an endless number of Honkai Beasts continued to emerge, merging into the collective.





The size of the beast horde, like a snowball, showed no signs of decreasing under the bombardment but instead continued to expand.





To make matters worse, countless identical figures in black masks, at a speed faster than the beast horde, came from all directions towards the Titan formation.





Taking advantage of the fact that the Titans were all immobilized in their bombardment form, the Gray Serpent's avatars raised their dual pistols.





The modified pistol, "Colt Defender," fired countless Honkai energy bullets, precisely destroying the energy cores of the Titan mechs.





Bang! Bang! Bang!





In the sound of gunfire, the massive Titans one by one malfunctioned, becoming steel sculptures standing in the snow, now useless.





Soon, the Gray Serpent avatars cleared out the 1,500 Titans that served as the frontline blockade, then spread out, giving way as the uncontrollable Honkai Beast tide roared through, completely crushing these piles of iron scrap.





As the Gray Serpents collectively sighed in relief, they suddenly looked up.





Buzz! Buzz! Buzz!





The revealed swarm of bees were indeed about the size of regular bees, accompanied by deliberately crafted terrifying buzzing sounds, densely occupying the visible sky.





Swish! Swish! Swish!




















  
    

    













In the distance, a section of Gray Serpent's avatars, now in quantum stealth mode, advanced covertly with Jackal.





Killing wasn't the main goal; the key objective of this mission was to contact, or ideally steal, a Herrscher core while Anti-Entropy forces were locked in a fierce struggle with the Honkai beasts.





“Hmph!”





One of the Gray Serpents suddenly let out a snort.





“What is it?” asked Jackal.





Gray Serpent replied coldly, “I assumed the Titans down there were hastily deployed vanguard units, so I cleared out some obstacles for the beast horde. Turns out, that was bait, and I lost over a quarter of my avatars.”





“Condolences, but it doesn’t really matter. Anti-Entropy still has to deal with those Honkai beasts. Our plan is going smoothly; now, we just need to wait for the right moment.”





“Let’s hope it’s that simple,” Gray Serpent muttered under his breath.





In the distance, a brilliant white light illuminated the dusk as the Honkai beasts advanced. Both Jackal and Gray Serpent froze in their tracks.





“Damn! A fission bomb... wait, no! Am I seeing this right, Gray Serpent? It’s a Honkai Energy fission bomb!?”





“The yield is small, but yes, it’s indeed a Honkai Energy fission bomb.”





“When did they turn something like this into a controllable conventional weapon? I had no idea!”





“A few days ago, you didn’t even know about their three major plans, ones they’ve been executing for who knows how many years. How could you possibly grasp their full capabilities? Don’t overreact. We found traces of fission weaponry in the Oceania branch incident. A controlled Honkai Energy fission weapon is unexpected, but it’s not beyond belief.”





With unusual composure, Gray Serpent spoke calmly and resumed moving forward.





Jackal gritted her teeth and asked, “Then, can our plan still succeed?”





“That depends on whether you’ve been wasting the research funds and resources all these years.”





Gray Serpent’s implication was that it all depended on the strength of those artificially created Honkai beasts.





Jackal, as if touched on a sore spot, took a deep breath and replied coldly, “The Honkai Energy fission bomb has considerable aftereffects. I don’t know how they achieved such a minimal yield, but they must have considered the environmental impact and wouldn’t dare go overboard. If it’s just to this extent, we’re absolutely fine.”





“Then, all is well. Continue the plan. Whether we can bring our master back depends on this.”





Gray Serpent’s indifferent voice became a calming force, and Jackal quickly regained her composure, proceeding towards the ambush point.





...





The Honkai beast horde suffered a significant reduction in numbers after a series of mini Honkai Energy fission bomb strikes.





But just as Jackal had predicted, the fission bombs weren’t an issue; the radiation faded shortly after each explosion.





However, the Honkai Energy fission bombs left nearly permanent Honkai Energy radiation, which couldn't be allowed to persist indefinitely.





Thus, a limited number of low-yield explosions could not entirely wipe out the horde, and the battle continued.





However, once the Honkai beasts had regrouped from the relentless bombardment, they faced a fully assembled, endless Titan army and an overwhelming swarm pouring in from all directions, darkening the sky.





In a brief moment, the once overwhelming horde was now in the minority on the battlefield.





In the snowy landscape, countless Titans and Honkai beasts were divided into two factions, while in the sky, the black swarm filled the air, emitting a piercing buzzing sound.





For a moment, the scene fell silent.





“Roar—”





The beast horde roared once more and charged forward with earth-shaking intensity—they felt no fear, as death held no meaning within their simplistic minds. There was only the urge to kill and destroy.





Boom! Boom! Boom!





Rumble!!!





The thick, towering Titans, though impressive, looked like small targets that could be crushed with a single step by the mountainous Honkai beasts. Yet, in a world infused with Honkai Energy, sheer power wasn’t always determined by size.





Around two or three Titans were enough to match the strength of a single giant Honkai beast. The remaining Titans either launched continuous firepower from a distance or agilely climbed onto the beasts’ bodies, tearing and breaking them apart. Meanwhile, swarms of worker drones pierced the beasts with sharp laser beams, slicing through their flesh.





If any weak points or gaps appeared, tiny worker bees swarmed in, either dismantling the Honkai beast from the inside out or setting off fission explosions that would instantly vaporize a giant creature without leaving much Honkai Energy radiation behind.





The drones also served as on-the-spot repairers for damaged Titans, sometimes even fusing together to form new limb parts, keeping the Titans’ failure rate close to zero.





In contrast, the beast horde’s casualties rose rapidly.





Each time a Honkai beast fell, more Titans and worker drones were freed to attack the remaining creatures, steadily increasing the killing efficiency.





...





“Jackal, use your backup plan; your horde won’t hold much longer.”





“Are their forces really that strong?” Jackal asked in disbelief.





Gray Serpent, observing the battle through one of his avatars, watched the shift in the tides.





Suddenly, several worker bees silently surrounded this avatar, their laser weapons emitting a dim red glow.





The quantum stealth had its limits; to stay invisible longer required more advanced equipment and higher energy consumption—resources that only Jackal’s forces had. For the expendable avatars, though, once time was up, they simply died.





Buzz—





Gray Serpent sighed. “Another avatar gone. The signal is cut. In short, they’re stronger than you think.”





“Damn it! I’ve thrown everything I have into this. It’s do or die now!” Jackal muttered, pulling out a remote control and pressing a button.





...





Near the Anti-Entropy camp, a rugged black armored vehicle sped forward.





Seated inside were Seele, Wendy, Rozaliya, Liliya, Raiden Mei, and Raven, with Cocolia and Raiden Ryoma driving in the front. Einstein and Tesla were also inside.





With no need for words, Einstein took over Tesla’s monitoring duties, focusing entirely on the lab’s dynamics, while Tesla began directing the Titan units into battle—she could control only the Titans, while the drone swarms were managed by Siegfried's AI, Icarus.





The only one outside was Rita, standing calmly atop the vehicle, one hand holding a scythe, the other a teacup, looking completely unfazed by the situation.





Rumble—





A deep rumbling came from the distance. Seele, clutching a fresh box of cookies, shuddered involuntarily.





“Don’t be afraid,”





[Stop looking so weak! Pathetic! There's nothing to panic over; I’m here, too!]





The first voice was Wendy's, offering calming reassurance as she held Seele’s hand, providing gentle support.





Despite being in a wheelchair now, Wendy was once a brilliant S-rank candidate, strong enough not to fear such challenges.





Meanwhile, the other Seele voice expressed a sense of scornful impatience.





Seele took a deep breath. “I’m fine.”





She glanced at Rozaliya and Liliya, who sat close by, and offered them a gentle smile. Yes, she had to stay brave for her two little sisters, offering them a sense of security.





“Come over here. Don’t worry; everything will be fine, Rozaliya, Liliya.”





She reached out to them, and the two sisters exchanged a glance before moving closer, each holding one of Seele’s hands.





Together, they shared a warmth that gave rise to renewed courage.





Wendy watched the scene with a smile, placing her hands on her legs—though she felt no sensation there.





Her gaze dimmed momentarily.





‘If… if I could still stand, these Honkai beasts would be nothing…’





She clenched her fists, closing her eyes.





She had always yearned for her former health and strength, but never had she longed for it more than now, with this frustration simmering inside.





Neither Anti-Entropy nor Schicksal mattered to her; all she wanted was to protect these people in front of her.





Raiden Mei, always observant, noticed the shift in Wendy’s emotions.





Sharing the experience of carrying a Herrscher core and having both grown up in orphanages, she felt a close kinship with Wendy.





Mei knew of Wendy’s frustration over her condition, and while she wanted to say something, her limited understanding of Wendy’s past left her unsure.





So, she simply moved closer, gently taking Wendy’s hand and offering an encouraging look.





Wendy opened her eyes, glanced at Mei, and smiled. “I’m fine. Don’t worry.”





“I… I mean, don’t worry too much. Things will turn out okay.” Mei smiled softly, reaching over to tousle Wendy’s hair.





“Don’t worry, this genius herself is on the case. What can’t I handle? Just watch—I’ll have this mess sorted in no time!” Tesla called back to the girls, her head held high in pride and confidence, a bit exaggerated to keep their spirits up.





“Wait, what’s that?!”





...





On the battlefield, with the beast horde losing momentum, everything seemed to be moving towards a smooth conclusion.





But then, a purple meteor suddenly approached from the horizon at high speed.





Boom!





It descended too quickly for the drone swarms or Titans to intercept, crashing into the heart of the battlefield.





A faint mechanical clicking sound followed.





Beep—beep—beep—





Whoosh!!!





An invisible shockwave swept across a hundred-mile radius, nearly reaching the orphanage and Siegfried’s location.





Many Titans lost balance, collapsing clumsily or falling off the Honkai beasts.





Even the airborne swarm faltered, suffering extensive damage.





Afterward, the previously weakened, battered Honkai beasts shuddered, red light radiating from their bodies as their injuries rapidly healed.





Their towering frames began to grow even larger within the red glow, exuding a terrifying, new aura.





...





“Shit! What the hell was that!?”





The speeding armored vehicle was also hit by the shockwave, causing it to veer off course, tossing Tesla hard and nearly colliding her with Einstein.





Tesla sat up, rubbing a soft object under her, grumbling, while Einstein’s face turned slightly red.





“Uh—”





Wendy, lying on the floor, clutched her chest in pain, curling up.





Strangely, her unresponsive legs appeared to regain some mobility. Mei also gripped her head, trembling as Honkai Energy marks appeared on both of them.





“Dr. Tesla, check the Honkai Energy levels nearby!”





“I… I’m on it! 960 HW! This is insane—it’s nearing the Herrscher birth threshold! What on earth happened?!”





“They both have Herrscher cores,” Einstein noted.





“I know that, Einstein… wait, isn’t that a problem?!”





Einstein and Tesla exchanged grave looks as they observed the pained expressions on Wendy and Raiden Mei.




















  
    "This is your so-called strongest trump card? Using the Honkai energy-activating bombs from the Stigmata experiments to prematurely boost your Honkai beasts?"



    



    "Is there a problem?"



    



    "...Did you consider what to do if those two vessels transform into Herrschers?"



    



    "I’m counting on them becoming Herrschers! If they enter that state, it means the core's power is fully unlocked. The specialized signal device I’ve modified is practically a laser cannon: once they're within range, it’ll automatically lock on and fire, channeling the gem’s power through the quantum pathway and illuminating the beacon for our master! If it works, Herrschers or not, our master could deal with them single-handedly. And if it fails, that's for Schicksal and Anti-Entropy to worry about. They've been hiding so well; it's about time we got a glimpse of their real power."



    



    Jackal crushed the remote, saying it as if it were only natural.



    



    Gray Serpent was silent for a moment, then thought about it. It actually made sense, leaving him without anything to argue.



    



    "Then that's it. Keep moving. We’re nearing the designated range, and Raven's signal is close by. Seems like we might avoid the trouble of searching."



    



    ...



    



    "Hiss—"



    



    Einstein inserted a syringe into Raiden Mei’s neck. The pale blue liquid automatically flowed in, quickly fading away the Honkai energy contamination marks on her body, relieving her pain and putting her into a peaceful sleep.



    



    Tesla supported Wendy and was about to do the same when Wendy raised her hand and gripped Tesla's wrist.



    



    "What... what is this medication?"



    



    "A Honkai energy suppressant. It temporarily reduces the activity of Honkai energy within you, cutting off the Herrscher core's absorption of external Honkai energy, ensuring your safety."



    



    "Inject Seele and the others first!"



    



    Wendy groaned in pain but, seeing the unconscious Seele and the others on the cabin floor, insisted firmly.



    



    She was a Valkyrie. Even after being disabled for so long, she remained a warrior against Honkai, used to enduring pain and capable of it.



    



    But Seele and the others were different; they were just regular kids, constantly at risk in this environment.



    



    Tesla paused, then shouted in exasperation:



    



    "What the hell are you whining for!? There’s plenty of the suppressant to go around! Besides, your condition is the most dangerous here!"



    



    Bang!



    



    As the two argued, a foot kicked open the thick steel door of the vehicle.



    



    Raven twisted her neck, snapping the Honkai suppression bracelet overloaded by the surge in Honkai concentration.



    



    Now unrestrained, Raven was once again a skilled operative of World Serpent, an all-round ace assassin.



    



    The S-rank Valkyrie candidate Rita outside the car was tricky, but if Raven wanted to leave, she couldn’t stop her.



    



    With her back to the kicked-open door, Raven turned and rubbed her wrist, looking quietly at those in the vehicle:



    



    Seele and Rozaliya lay nearby with Honkai contamination marks on them, visibly unwell. Raiden Mei lay unconscious after being injected with the suppressant. Tesla and Einstein stood by, one with a red mechanical glove, the other with a few drones, glaring at her with a mixture of anger and alarm.



    



    In the driver's seat up front, Cocolia and Raiden Ryoma, neither particularly resilient to Honkai energy, had also fainted during the surge, likely in no better condition than Seele and the others.



    



    Yet the most striking figure of all was Wendy's gaze.



    



    Despite the pain evident on her pale, sweaty face and her disabled state, she leaned against Tesla, her sharp, warning eyes communicating a readiness to fight at all costs.



    



    "......"



    



    Raven opened her mouth as if she wanted to say something but, in the end, said nothing. She merely turned and jumped out of the door.



    



    'I'm sorry; in the end, we're just not on the same side.'



    



    Raven sighed silently, stepping onto the snow, meeting the bright smile of Rita.



    



    The two of them, with similar maid attire, equally slim waists, and graceful figures, stared at each other, the only thing between them the falling snow.



    



    Raven adjusted her wrist; Rita slowly raised her scythe, ready for a confrontation.



    



    "So, there’s no way you’ll let me through? I was only feeling a bit stuffy inside and thought of stepping out for a bit of fresh air. I’ll be right back."



    



    "Apologies, but I received orders to protect everyone’s safety. If Miss Raven were to leave, how could I still protect you?"



    



    "No room for negotiation? I could even pay you, you know."



    



    "A tempting offer, but as a maid, I must fully execute the orders of my master. It’s a pity! You, of all people, should understand."



    



    Rita chuckled softly, looking Raven up and down, even nodding in appreciation as if admiring Raven’s maid attire.



    



    It was unclear whether she was complimenting Raven’s figure or Seele’s skill in sewing the outfit.



    



    Raven glanced down at herself, feeling exasperated.



    



    After more than half a month, she’d actually gotten used to this maid outfit. If it weren’t for Rita’s reminder, she wouldn’t notice anything weird.



    



    If she were to meet with her other colleague with these outfits, while she didn’t know what Gray Serpent would have thought, Jackal would certainly laugh nonstop for three days and nights.



    



    Still, without other clothes to change into, Raven had no choice but to keep it on.



    



    It was solely because there was nothing else to wear and had nothing to do with Seele’s once pricking her fingers while repairing it or with the time Rozaliya and Liliya had once praised her for looking nice in it...



    



    ‘Damn! Why are these random things so easy to remember?!’



    



    Raven’s face darkened. She stopped wasting time and directly lunged at Rita, who was waiting with a calm smile.



    



    Clang!



    



    The heel of her shoe struck the ivory scythe handle, the impact clearing the swirling snow around them in a several-meter radius.



    



    "Not bad strength!"



    



    Rita felt her slightly numb palm, narrowing her eyes.



    



    "Tch! S-rank candidate, huh? Come back and face me once you’ve removed the 'candidate' part!"



    



    Raven spun around and delivered a powerful kick, sending Rita flying several meters back.



    



    Seizing the advantage, Raven unleashed a flurry of fierce strikes, moving as swift as wind and thunder. Rita, initially caught off guard, could only parry the blows in a hurried retreat.



    



    Raven merely found the encounter bothersome, but Rita felt a genuine shock.



    



    ‘What kind of monster is this? Unarmed, with no special armor, yet matching me—who’s equipped with Valkyrie gear—blow for blow?’



    



    Blocking Raven's onslaught, Rita couldn’t help but reflect on how missions involving high-level power struggles always seemed to be out of the ordinary. Even this small, seemingly harmless maid turned out to be an exceptionally dangerous opponent.



    



    Bang! Bang! Bang!



    



    The sound of repeated collisions echoed hundreds, even thousands of times within seconds, signaling that the pace of their clash had reached an almost surreal level.



    



    The flowing wind and falling snow were constantly disrupted by the shockwaves, and with both of them as beautiful, graceful young women, the scene formed a strikingly fierce yet mesmerizing image.



    



    "Ha!"



    



    Finally, Raven’s slightly older age and extensive combat experience gave her an edge. She found an opening and landed a solid kick on Rita's waist, sending her flying across the snowy field. Then, Raven turned and bolted.



    



    No way was she sticking around to find out when Sigurd’s Swarm might show up to deal with her. The current moment—when the Swarm had no time to block her—was her only chance to escape.



    



    Raven’s maid-outfit-clad figure quickly disappeared into the depths of the snowy field.



    



    Rita hurried back to the car, brushing the snow off her clothes with a grim look. She didn’t chase after Raven.



    



    It was one lone Raven versus a whole vehicle full of people—including four key Anti-Entropy operatives and the bearer of the “Gem of Desire.” The priority was obvious.



    



    "I made a serious error. I’ll need to intensify my training when I return."



    



    Gazing at the now-empty snowfield, Rita murmured, a touch of frustration in her voice.



    



    Raven had merely taken advantage of her reckless determination and Rita’s initial carelessness. In a true fight to the death, Rita was confident her Valkyrie armor would give her the upper hand.



    



    But regardless, they were now one person short, which was an immediate black mark on this mission. Who knew how Lady Hera and Lord Sigurd would assess her performance?



    



    With a quiet sigh, Rita turned back toward the car to check on the others.



    



    ...



    



    Inside the car, only Einstein, Tesla, and Wendy remained conscious. The rest had been injected with the Honkai suppressants, allowing them to survive the intense Honkai contamination but also sending them into a deep sleep.



    



    Wendy, clutching a syringe, refused to inject herself, despite Tesla's desperate attempts to convince her otherwise. Wendy’s response was firm:



    



    "Everyone else is incapacitated, but, thanks to an unusual turn of events, I’ve at least temporarily regained some mobility. If the situation becomes critical, I’ll be the last line of defense!"



    



    "You’re this close to becoming a Herrscher!"



    



    "I won’t. I can still suppress the ‘Gem of Desire.’ If it comes to that, I’ll use the suppressant."



    



    “F****!!!”



    



    Tesla's profanity spilled forth, but Wendy knew it came from concern, so she wasn’t offended. Instead, a soft smile played on her pale face.



    



    Then, she turned to Rita at the door and frowned.



    



    “You didn’t stop her?”



    



    Wendy’s question made Rita avert her gaze, momentarily speechless.



    



    Even in Schicksal headquarters, Rita had heard Wendy’s name.



    



    A super-genius, the likes of which hadn’t been seen in a century, Wendy was six years Rita’s junior yet had become an S-rank candidate earlier. Had she not volunteered for the “Gem of Desire” implantation experiment, which left her disabled, she would likely be fighting alongside Durandal as an S-rank Valkyrie by now.



    



    In front of such a “senior,” Rita’s failure left her feeling as remorseful as a schoolchild caught making a mistake in front of her elders, uneasy and at a loss.



    



    “Forget it; it doesn’t matter. That attack was aimed at my ‘Gem of Desire’ and the ‘Gem of Conquest’ within Mei. They won’t give up easily. From now on, protect us well. The real danger might have only just begun.”



    



    “Yes, ma’am!”



    



    Rita responded seriously, fully bracing herself.



    



    In headquarters, she was considered an elite, and she’d always thought herself top-tier. Who’d have guessed that her first field mission would be such a letdown?



    



    I, Rita Rossweisse, also have my pride!



    



    Just then, behind Rita, the sound of orderly footsteps filled the snowy silence, echoing in the direction Raven had escaped.

  
    "I suggest you go provide reinforcements—seems like your friends are in trouble."



    



    In the underground lab, Hera looked up from the data monitors, her gaze fixed as if seeing through the ceiling to some far-off point. She spoke with a smirk.



    



    Kiana and the others turned to her, all frowning.



    



    "You’re not trying to lure us away to do something nasty to Sig, are you?"



    



    Kiana’s face twisted with suspicion as she glared at Hera, clenching her fists until her knuckles cracked, a clear signal she was itching for a fight.



    



    Sin Mal nodded in agreement.



    



    Meanwhile, Bronya, after opening a virtual screen, had a heavy look in her eyes.



    



    "She’s not lying. Over there, something’s definitely wrong. Whatever the enemy did, the Honkai energy concentration in that area is rising to a terrifying level. It’s likely that the Honkai beasts’ strength has already exceeded the team’s ability to respond. Sin Mal, you go provide backup."



    



    "Huh? No way! I’m staying to protect Sigurd!"



    



    "With us here, nothing will happen to Sigurd. You have the best mobility and range support out of all of us—you’re the only one who can get there in time to help. Please, Sin Mal!"



    



    Bronya’s face was calm, but her eyes were full of determination.



    



    Such an earnest request left Sin Mal torn.



    



    Kiana patted her shoulder.



    



    "Don’t worry, I’m here. Believe in me! And everyone over there is counting on you. Make sure to bring them back safe and sound!"



    



    Even though she was often a goof, Sin Mal knew Kiana’s strength.



    



    Sin Mal looked back at the reinforced metal chamber, then turned to Bronya and nodded.



    



    "Alright, I’ll head out. Keep a close eye on things here. Watch out for her—this woman is incredibly twisted and chaotic, absolutely a demon you can’t let your guard down around."



    



    She pointed at Hera with a look of utter disgust.



    



    Hera raised an eyebrow.



    



    "Oh? So that’s how I look in your eyes? Thanks for the compliment."



    



    Hera’s smile was bright, as if Sin Mal’s words were praise rather than criticism and insult.



    



    Kiana and Bronya nodded, increasing their vigilance.



    



    They knew Sin Mal’s eyes were special but hadn’t realized Hera would be unusual enough for Sin Mal to warn them about.



    



    …



    



    Boom!



    



    Rita was kicked back, crashing into one corner of the armored vehicle. Her hair, usually so meticulously styled, was now in disarray, losing its elegant, refined look.



    



    "What’s up with you? Aren’t you supposed to be the S-rank candidate from HQ? Is that all?"



    



    Wendy stood in front of the unconscious group, her face pale, flanked by Einstein and Tesla, a look of genuine puzzlement on her face.



    



    She wasn’t sneering; it seemed like she was simply questioning the standards HQ used for evaluation.



    



    But to Rita, it only made her feel more humiliated.



    



    Rita’s face turned red. She leapt back to her feet.



    



    "This was just an unexpected situation! I’ve never faced a modified army with a shared consciousness before!"



    



    She defended herself, raising her scythe to charge once more into the swarm of thousands of Gray Serpent clones.



    



    Bang! Bang! Bang!



    



    Gunfire rang out as Rita fought desperately. She was actually holding her ground well; Gray Serpent’s clones fell one by one to her scythe.



    



    But their numbers were overwhelming, and with a shared consciousness, their coordination and combat experience were on a nearly unfair level. It was only natural that Rita would face setbacks now and then.



    



    A little further away, Raven, one of Gray Serpent’s clones, and Jackal were hiding in a blind spot, observing the situation.



    



    "Well? Can your device work?" Gray Serpent asked, glancing at the complicated cannon Jackal was assembling.



    



    An S-rank Valkyrie candidate wasn’t exactly strong, but not weak either. His clones could keep her occupied, but that was all.



    



    If they continued like this, once the Titans or the worker bees arrived to reinforce her, they’d lose this chance to approach the Herrscher’s core.



    



    Jackal adjusted the cannon and replied, "It’s operational. The problem is, the 'Gem of Desire' inside her hasn’t been released yet. Firing it now would have no effect."



    



    "So, you’re saying she needs to go full Herrscher?"



    



    "Or do you have a way to get over there and just take the ‘Gem of Desire’ from her?"



    



    Jackal rolled her eyes.



    



    Gray Serpent was silent for a moment, then said, "Then we wait. The Honkai energy from the triggering grenades is still escalating. In an environment with such a high concentration of Honkai energy, she won’t last much longer."



    



    "On the condition she doesn't inject that suppressant, otherwise it’ll all be in vain!"



    



    "In any case, if things get tough, taking one of them with us will allow us to complete the next phase later, but I doubt Anti-Entropy or Schicksal will give us the peace we need for research. Ideally, we need her to Herrscherize right now, so I can activate the device immediately," Jackal said.



    



    "Raven, go destroy her suppressant. Kill a few more people, push her emotions," she ordered the maid-clad young woman beside her.



    



    Raven shuddered, not immediately following the command. Gray Serpent turned, his cold, red mechanical eye fixed on her.



    



    "What’s wrong? Thinking of betrayal?"



    



    "—No."



    



    Raven forced herself to lift her foot and began to move, her actions mechanical and hesitant.



    



    Honkai and Herrschers were everything she despised. Innocent, cute children were the only thing that could soften her heart.



    



    And now, what was she about to do?



    



    Raven had barely taken a few steps when she suddenly stopped, struggling visibly.



    



    Just then, Gray Serpent’s mechanical arm pierced through her body, emerging from her abdomen.



    



    Raven looked down at the blood-covered hand, her own blood bubbling up in her throat and spilling from her mouth as she turned to face him with trembling eyes.



    



    “W-Why?”



    



    “We’re at a critical moment now; our mission to welcome back the Sire can’t afford any slip-ups. Siora, whether you truly have treacherous intentions or are simply putting your feelings before orders, I can only see this as betrayal now. Farewell. If there’s a next life, may you be born into a world where Honkai has already been defeated.”



    



    Gray Serpent withdrew his arm, watching silently as Raven’s body fell.



    



    "Tsk, tsk, tsk!" Jackal, carrying her cannon, clicked her tongue and shook her head.



    



    "Didn’t expect you to be so decisive, Lord Gray Serpent. Wasn’t she your subordinate for years? No regrets at all?"



    



    "Even the best talent and abilities mean nothing compared to the return of our Sire. You, too, Jackal. We’ve gambled everything on this. If you slip up, expect no different outcome."



    



    Gray Serpent flicked the blood from his mechanical arm. His expression remained unreadable beneath his mask as he gave Jackal a chilling warning.



    



    Jackal shrugged, indifferent. "Whatever. Without her, dealing with the suppressant and triggering the Gem of Desire’s awakening falls on you now. Don’t count on me for fighting—I’m just a delicate researcher."



    



    "Fine. Just make sure to seize the moment. You only have one chance."



    



    Gray Serpent replied coolly. At that moment, several of his clones appeared, collecting Raven’s body and carrying it in Wendy’s direction. Jackal glanced at him sideways.



    



    Kill her and then use her body too—truly, you’re a piece of work, aren’t you?



    



    …



    



    Bang!



    



    Wendy, focused on Rita’s battle, watched as she successfully held back the black-clad army. She had just begun to feel some relief when she heard a gunshot.



    



    Though she reacted before the shot rang out, she was still a second too slow. The syringe in her hand shattered, and a sharp, bloody graze appeared on her pale hand.



    



    “Ugh!”



    



    Wendy bit her lip, suppressing the pain, though her heart was filled with bitter laughter.



    



    Her long-standing disability had ultimately taken so much away from her. Before the experiment, an attack like this would never have come close to grazing her.



    



    If she remained this debilitated, it wouldn’t take long before her combat ability dwindled to a level unworthy even of a B-rank Valkyrie, even if she regained her ability to walk.



    



    Thud!



    



    Before Wendy could get a clear look at the attacker, a familiar body was thrown down in front of her. The sight of horrific wounds and vivid blood filled her vision.



    



    "R-Raven..."



    



    Even though Raven had run off, even though they were on opposing sides, she had still been Wendy’s companion for over half a month.



    



    Wendy knew that Raven had a gentle side, especially around the mischievous children who constantly left her flustered, yet smiling helplessly.



    



    And now, she was dead—right before Wendy’s eyes.



    



    Wendy’s pupils constricted as eerie, greenish-blue lines spread across her face.

  

















“Ugh… Ha… something… is surging out…” Wendy clutched her chest, staggering back as her legs trembled.





She had barely managed to keep her core’s power in check, hoping to preserve enough energy to protect Seele and the others when it mattered. But now it was clear—the core’s power far exceeded her expectations.





In just a fleeting moment of lost control, the core’s power surged through a breach. Under the influence of the high concentration of Honkai energy around her, the surge became unstoppable.





"Don't panic! I still have a suppressant here—"





Bang! Bang! Bang!





A few bullets fired toward Tesla as she reached for the suppressant, only to be intercepted by the round, chubby Eins drone, saving her life.





As Tesla and Einstein caught their breath, Wendy turned, overwhelmed by a wave of emotions, her anger and hatred rising to the surface. Her once-dark eyes were now tinted a menacing green.





"Is it you!?"





Wendy growled, disappearing from sight in the blink of an eye.





Almost simultaneously, she reappeared a hundred paces away, gripping the mask of one of Gray Snake's clones and squeezing.





Crack!





In her rage-filled gaze, the mask, along with the clone's head, shattered into pieces.





Gray Snake’s will, however, remained unshaken. He sent forth more clones without hesitation, who immediately began shooting at those unable to fight back.





“How dare you!?”





Boom!





Wendy’s fury peaked, and with a flick of her hand, she unleashed a powerful gust, tearing both bullets and Gray Snake’s clones to pieces.





Then, she held her face in her hands, tears streaming down her cheeks in an unrestrained flood. She hadn’t felt tears in such a long time, yet now they poured out as if a dam had broken.





It was the uncontrollable power of the gem, dredging up and magnifying all the negative emotions she’d buried—despair, resentment, sorrow—hundreds of times over, relentlessly battering her mental defenses, coalescing into an overwhelming sense of despair and hatred.





“Aah… Aah… AAAH!”





Her anguished cries grew louder and louder, and Wendy’s small frame began to float, shrouded in Honkai energy.





“I… I can’t…”





“I… mustn’t…”





“It’s not…”





“I…”





Wendy struggled, her pained whispers coming out haltingly.





…





Not far away, Jackal’s eyes lit up.





"Well done, Gray Snake! Your actions were unexpectedly effective—is this the last straw that broke the camel’s back? Whatever, this is exactly what I wanted! She’s on the verge of losing control!"





"Stop babbling and seize the moment."





"I know—right now!"





Whoosh!





Suddenly, a spear appeared out of nowhere, piercing straight through Gray Snake's body.





"Fire—immediately, or there won’t be another chance!” Gray Snake's voice, distorted and electronic, came out in stuttering fragments. Anti-Entropy’s counterattack had arrived.





Boom!





The spear impaled Gray Snake to the ground, unleashing a fierce shockwave and deafening explosion that sent Jackal flying.





She scrambled up, hurriedly setting up her device.





Whoosh!





Boom!





Another spear struck, shattering Jackal's head. But before that happened, a powerful beam of light engulfed Wendy’s body.





Crash!





A slender, petite black figure landed with a thud, crushing Jackal’s body and device underfoot, sending snow scattering in all directions.





Two black spears hovered in the air, reattaching themselves to the figure's back—Sin Mal had arrived.





She looked up, a slight frown appearing on her face beneath her sealed helmet.





“Am I… too late?” Sin Mal murmured.





Despite covering the distance as fast as possible, even she needed time to reach the battlefield, and it was already too late to fully control the situation.





In the sky where Wendy was floating, a twisted vortex of indescribable colors began to form as the beam from Jackal’s device faded. It seemed to be absorbing all the Honkai energy from Wendy, whose small frame started to fall to the ground.





However, with the core fully released and the surrounding environment saturated with Honkai energy, as soon as she began to descend, an enormous amount of Honkai energy rushed back into her.





Far from improving, the sudden surge and drain of energy had completely shattered Wendy's mental defenses. Her eyes became vacant, hollow.





In the next moment, she stopped absorbing energy. Instead, an even more terrifying amount of Honkai energy started radiating outward from within her.





Beep! Beep! Beep!





Alarms blared in Sin Mal’s ears, warning that the Honkai energy levels had breached critical limits.





She squinted, observing the strange vortex.





Quantum forces interfered with her vision, making it difficult to discern what exactly was happening.





But whatever lay within that vortex radiated a massive presence like nothing she’d encountered before.





Sin Mal glanced between Wendy, who was silently emitting intense Honkai energy, and the group back at the orphanage, feeling torn about which side to prioritize.





“Are you… Miss Sin Mal?”





“A Valkyrie of Schicksal? Never mind, let’s first get them out of here and ensure their safety,” Sin Mal said to Rita, who had just arrived.





Rita’s face turned grim as she shook her head.





“No, Wendy has lost control of the ‘Gem of Desire,’ and that vortex... my intuition tells me it’s dangerous. Please, you go ahead. I’ll stay and hold them off.”





“You? Alone?”





“...My power is limited, but as a Valkyrie, it is my mission to combat Honkai and protect the innocent.”





“Fine.”





Without further words, Sin Mal quickly moved to where Tesla and Einstein were standing.





“Keep an eye on them!” she ordered, prying open the deformed armored vehicle and stuffing the two scientists, along with the others, inside.





She then cast a glance at Raven’s fallen body nearby.





Frowning, she scooped it up and tossed it into the vehicle as well, securing the door shut by jamming a spear through it.





Finally, she lifted the vehicle and carried it away.





...





Now only Rita and Wendy remained on the scene.





Rita took a deep breath, looking at Wendy, who had fallen eerily silent.





“Miss Wendy, I don’t know if you can hear my voice. Please remember your purpose. I’ve heard of your achievements—the once-promising, brilliant Valkyrie who dedicated herself to the fight against Honkai, an inspiration to all. I… Rita, ask you to reclaim your sanity. This world has never needed your strength more than it does now.”





As Rita continued speaking, her resolve wavered. She wasn’t ignorant of Wendy’s past; understanding it only made her words feel hollow.





If she put herself in Wendy’s place—having joined with high hopes only to be cast into despair as her powers were taken, leaving her a helpless shell—Rita knew she, too, might not have lasted long. How much of her own zeal would survive in the face of such anguish and helplessness?





Then Wendy turned, her empty green eyes locking onto Rita, the only living person remaining.





Boom!!





With her instincts screaming, Rita jumped back as a massive crater formed where she’d just been.





Wendy’s vacant stare stayed on her, raising her hand as violent waves of Honkai energy erupted from her.





A series of invisible shockwaves, pulsing with strange energy, forced Rita to keep moving, dodging, unable to find an opening to attack.





‘What… am I doing?’





A part of Wendy’s mind felt confused, questioning her actions. Yet sorrow, rage, and hatred had woven a cage within her, trapping her consciousness in a deep abyss.





The force guiding her actions was not her rational mind but these overpowering negative emotions.





‘I… shouldn’t…’





Inside, Wendy murmured to herself, while her body, driven by raw instincts, fixated on Rita, venting its uncontrollable fury.





Finally, Wendy came back to her senses. She found her hands wrapped around Rita’s throat.





Rita’s maid uniform was in tatters; her left arm twisted at an odd angle, blood dripping from her right hand and other injuries.





“Ri… Rita?” Wendy stammered, her voice uncertain as she let go.





Unlike in the future, Wendy’s current despair had not yet driven her to abandon hope. Her deep-seated sorrow hadn’t consumed her entirely, and her resistance to both Honkai and the stigma of being a Herrscher remained strong. Her past few weeks of captivity had even somewhat eased her inner anguish.





Though her compatibility with the Gem of Desire was poor, her resilience in suppressing its power was formidable. In another timeline, Wendy had endured the unbearable pain of being forcibly implanted with the gem, suffering deeply, yet she had resisted becoming a Herrscher until the very end.





Now was no different. As the concentration of Honkai energy around her began to drop and some of her pent-up emotions had been released, she quickly regained her composure.





Wendy’s confidence had been justified; as long as she willed it, external forces would struggle to corrupt her into a Herrscher.





Then, her body went limp, collapsing backward, weakened.





Overhead, a shadow loomed—a gigantic Honkai beast had arrived, signaling that the Titan and drone defensive line had been breached.





The massive creature, towering as if it could reach the clouds, raised one of its mountainous limbs, preparing to strike.





“Is this… the end?” Wendy murmured, memories flashing before her eyes.





Surprisingly, her brightest and most cherished recollections were from the past few weeks of captivity.





Then, she saw the light.







































    Crack—



    



    Inside the lab at the base, surrounded by such a dense concentration of Honkai energy that even Kiana and Bronya felt discomfort, a faint metallic cracking sound suddenly broke the silence.



    



    “The metal chamber is splitting open! Hey, what’s going on with you? Did something go wrong!?” Kiana shouted in a mix of panic and horror.



    



    Hera paused, staring at the data that far exceeded her expectations.



    



    Ignoring Kiana, she muttered in astonishment, “How…how could this be? So many unpredictable factors, yet he managed to control them all? It’s as if… it’s as if he knew exactly what the outcome would be from the start, like a script written to perfection!”



    



    Clutching her hair, Hera’s grin spread wide in astonished delight.



    



    This was it. Only such a genius, one who could make her tremble, could achieve the unimaginable!



    



    Hera wanted to burst into laughter. Only a genius of his level could give her a glimmer of hope.



    



    Kallen! Kallen! Kallen!



    



    It’s so close now. All of her hope rests on Sigurd. Who else but him could surprise her like this?



    



    Suddenly, a massive surge of Honkai energy started seeping out from the tiny crack, causing the dark metal chamber door to gradually split wider under the increasing pressure.



    



    “Kiana, get out! It’s going to explode!”



    



    “Huh? But Sig is still in there—”



    



    “He’ll be fine; the experiment is over. If we don’t move, we’re the ones who’ll be in trouble.”



    



    “Alright! Hera, follow us!”



    



    Despite her dislike for Hera, Kiana’s kind nature prevented her from just leaving her to face the blast. She reached out, offering to help Hera escape.



    



    But Hera pushed Kiana’s hand away with a shrug.



    



    “I’m not leaving. I have to witness this moment with my own eyes! In fact, only I am worthy of being the first to see his transformation, the first to congratulate and praise him!”



    



    Hera raised her arms like a zealous devotee, a radiant smile on her face.



    



    Kiana’s expression darkened.



    



    “What do you mean, ‘only you are worthy’? Say that again if you dare!”



    



    “Little pet, run along now. Unlike you, he and I are friends—the only ones in the world who truly understand and appreciate each other!” Hera said, confident, even a bit arrogantly, grinning as if she held all the cards.



    



    Kiana’s face grew even darker. For some reason, her irritation with Hera surged to an entirely new level.



    



    “Kiana, don’t bother with her! Let’s go!” Bronya grabbed Kiana’s arm, gave Hera a long look, and then dashed out of the lab with Kiana in tow.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    Barely a second after they exited, an unimaginable force shattered the confined experimental pod, sending the ceiling soaring and tearing apart the orphanage building above it.



    



    Roar—



    



    Kiana and Bronya, sprawled out on the snow outside, were buried under a cloud of snow blown loose by the explosion. They could vaguely hear an earth-shaking dragon’s roar echoing in the distance.



    



    Moments later, the previously overwhelming Honkai energy vanished in an instant, as if some being had absorbed it all.



    



    Kiana and Bronya pulled themselves out of the snow, exchanged a look, and rushed back through the fading smoke toward the center of the giant crater.



    



    Soon, they saw Sigurd.



    



    He stood there, bare-chested, his feet planted firmly on the ground, examining his right hand as if observing changes within himself.



    



    To Kiana and Bronya, he seemed slightly taller, his face a bit more refined and cold, with some lean, well-defined muscles—though overall, the changes appeared minimal.



    



    Opposite Sigurd stood Hera, beaming with joy.



    



    “Congratulations. You now have the power to challenge me directly. Your transformation is astounding, but your brilliance is even more so. I, Hera—no, I, Otto Apocalypse, acknowledge you as the most extraordinary genius of this era, Sigurd!”



    



    “…Can you get me some clothes?”



    



    Sigurd’s response to Hera’s praise was uncharacteristically cold.



    



    Hera scratched her cheek.



    



    “Come on, don’t start copying Amber’s attitude now. You’re killing the moment here.”



    



    “Do you have clothes or not?”



    



    “Everything around here got blown to bits; where would I find clothes?” Hera spread her hands, shrugging helplessly.



    



    Sigurd stared at Hera, and she stared back. The tension hung in the air, and the awkwardness was all on Sigurd. Standing there unclothed, it was impossible not to feel uncomfortable—especially with Hera, whose… inclinations were well-known.



    



    Just then, a blushing Kiana approached, fidgeting, and held out a pair of gray pants.



    



    “Here, I found this on the way here. Hurry up and put it on.”



    



    Tsk! How could he stand around like this, shirtless in front of everyone? If he's going to show off, at least wait until it's just the two of us behind closed doors!



    



    Kiana, distracted and bemused, thought to herself.



    



    She couldn’t resist stealing another glance at those well-defined abs and—something else she couldn't quite describe.



    



    A subtle, involuntary grin almost slipped across her lips.



    



    Sigurd shot her a sidelong glance, sensing Kiana’s strange inner musings, and looked over at Bronya.



    



    Bronya kept a straight face, her gaze wandering, as if she was too embarrassed to make eye contact.



    



    ‘At least Bronya acts normal and knows how to be embarrassed,’ he thought. As for Kiana… well, that would be something to deal with later.



    



    “Follow me. I’m going ahead to check things out,” Sigurd said calmly.



    



    With a wave of his hand, two drones flew over, carrying the "Key of Thunder" and the "Judgment of Shamash" to him.



    



    As soon as he grasped them, the Key of Thunder transformed into a black gauntlet wrapping around his right hand, and the Judgment of Shamash morphed into a massive flaming sword.



    



    ‘He’s mastered two God Keys instantly?’ Hera narrowed her eyes, growing even more curious about Sigurd’s transformation.



    



    Sigurd stepped forward, and in a blink, vanished, leaving only two deep footprints in the ground.



    



    <+>



    



    The Honkai energy burst had temporarily disabled the Titan units, causing an overload in the Hive System’s data, leaving it unable to respond and just floating in the air.



    



    In contrast, the dwindling number of Honkai Beasts absorbed enough energy to push past their size and power limits, advancing to the peak of low-level Honkai Beasts—Emperor-class Honkai Beasts. They proceeded unimpeded, quickly reaching the area where Wendy was.



    



    If Wendy were still in her berserk state, the beasts might have ignored her, maybe even worshipped her. But now, she had slipped out of that state.



    



    No longer in a near-Herrscher form, she was merely human to the Honkai Beasts—an intruder to be eliminated.



    



    One of the Honkai Beasts raised its massive forelimb, preparing to crush her and the immobilized Rita into pulp.



    



    Wendy cast a regretful look at the pale-faced Rita and felt grateful that Seele and Rozaliya had been taken away in time. Then, she closed her eyes, resigned, allowing her body to fall and death to take her.



    



    ‘So this is the fate of a Valkyrie…’ Wendy and Rita thought simultaneously.



    



    But instead of the ground, Wendy felt herself being supported by a hand that held her limp form.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    Wendy opened her eyes, seeing a blinding flash of fire as it obliterated the impending death blow, even tearing through the clouds above, bathing her in sunlight.



    



    "You…”



    



    The familiar, handsome profile, the clear blue eyes, and the silver hair shining in the sunlight—Wendy couldn’t deny that her heart skipped a beat at the sight.



    



    “Not dead yet? Or have you turned into a Herrscher by now? If you did, I’d just kill you and extract the gem myself.”



    



    Sigurd looked down, gazing at her with detached curiosity, like a naturalist assessing a mildly interesting specimen.



    



    "..."



    



    His cold words brought Wendy’s heartbeat crashing back to normal.



    



    “Scram!” Wendy spat.



    



    She had always been known among her team as kind and gentle. Even when experiments failed or when facing hostile researchers, she had never cursed. Not even against the always-up-to-something Rozaliya, Liliya, or Kiana from the orphanage. At most, she would roll her eyes at their antics.



    



    But this guy—this guy alone drove Wendy to forget her usual patience. If she weren’t completely drained, she would’ve gladly strangled him on the spot.



    



    Sigurd frowned.



    



    “You seem to still have plenty of energy…” he muttered, sounding slightly disappointed.



    



    Wendy felt her blood pressure spike.



    



    Her forehead throbbed as she gritted her teeth and hissed, “(▼へ▼メ) If I were a Herrscher, the first thing I'd do is come for your life!”



    



    As Wendy fumed, more Honkai Beasts focused their attention on them, closing in with their overwhelming size and power.



    



    But Wendy saw only Sigurd’s serene, unwavering blue eyes, and strangely, she didn’t feel a shred of fear in their gaze.



    



    Maybe his dependable, all-capable image had already carved its way into her heart?



    



    Lost in thought, Wendy watched Sigurd lift the flaming greatsword, his fiery presence seeming to set the very sky ablaze as he effortlessly reduced every threat to ash in a sea of flames.



    



    Her eyelids grew heavy under the increasing weight of exhaustion until, finally, she drifted off into a deep sleep.

  
    Wendy fell into a peaceful sleep.



    



    Sigurd had one arm around her waist, the other entwined with the "Key of Thunder" arm armor, holding the "Judgement of Shamash," turning his eyes to the peculiar vortex in the sky.



    



    The "Key of Thunder" activated, granting him a remarkable higher-dimensional perspective. Combined with his elevated intellect, a flood of information surged into his mind.



    



    "Time-space distortion, traces of the quantum world… Could it be using the power of the gemstone she carries?" Sigurd murmured as he looked down at Wendy in his arms.



    



    A shadowy figure appeared faintly beyond the vortex.



    



    Its true appearance was indistinct, yet just its emergence drastically dropped the surrounding temperature.



    



    Even Rita, who was sitting weakly on the ground, felt her breath hitch—not only from the freezing cold, but also from an instinctual terror she couldn't describe.



    



    It was the primal fear one might feel in the presence of a dragon.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her and twisted his grip on the sword. Flames roared even brighter,  warming the surrounding air and melting large patches of snow.



    



    "It's the Sire's gr—"



    



    Boom!



    



    One of the last remaining Gray Serpent clones, overcome with excitement, let out a shout—only to be incinerated by Sigurd in an instant.



    



    Then, Sigurd turned to face the shadow and raised his blazing greatsword.



    



    "Kevin Kaslana, your boundless power is needed to defeat the force of Honkai. But now is not the time for your return." For this veteran trapped in the quantum realm for millennia, Sigurd's greeting was a surge of intense Honkai energy rising skyward.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    The mere release of energy stirred scorching winds that melted all the snow within visible range.



    



    The scene was impossible to ignore even from a hundred miles away, let alone for the nearby Rita, who felt as if she'd been transported from winter to the peak of summer. Sweat from the sudden heat dotted her forehead.



    



    In the next moment, Sigurd swung his sword.



    



    The motion was unremarkable, his expression as calm as ever, but the air distorted, and black scorch marks spread across the ground.



    



    Rita felt her Valkyrie armor burn against her skin.



    



    Then, a pillar of flame surged heavenward, engulfing the vortex.



    



    Rita caught a glimpse of ice forming out of nowhere to meet the massive pillar of fire.



    



    They clashed for several seconds before the ice disintegrated and disappeared.



    



    As Sigurd lowered his greatsword, the twisted vortex gradually faded.



    



    "Is it over?" Rita breathed a sigh of relief, clutching her twisted left arm.



    



    But just then, a sudden change occurred—a few long fingers stretched out from the center of the vortex, stopping it from dissipating.



    



    It was as if someone from the other side was trying to pry open the vortex, like opening a door.



    



    And indeed, they succeeded.



    



    The vortex parted to reveal half a chiseled, handsome face and a single, emotionless blue eye.



    



    "The signal… fading…"



    



    "Almost… there…"



    



    "Not… enough time…"



    



    "You… stopping… me?"



    



    His voice was slow, as though he wasn’t accustomed to speaking after a long time.



    



    The cold, detached tone weighed heavily on those who heard it.



    



    Sigurd met his gaze and, with a calm, composed look, replied:



    



    "Your sword is very effective. I will hold onto it until it’s the right time for your return, until we meet again."



    



    "…Alright."



    



    Kevin's gaze showed no emotion, only a single word in reply before he vanished completely from the real world.



    



    Before he disappeared, Kevin glanced at this strange yet familiar home with neither anger nor irritation.



    



    Instead, he felt a sense of relief.



    



    This powerful, unfamiliar young man in the real world left him with only one feeling: reassurance.



    



    A new force to resist the Honkai had been born.



    



    This era… was in good hands.



    



    …



    



    "Ahhh—"



    



    Rita gasped, taking deep breaths.



    



    The two titanic auras clashing in front of her were far beyond Rita's comprehension.



    



    Standing on the sidelines, she’d unknowingly forgotten to breathe.



    



    When she came back to herself, though her breathing returned, her body remained paralyzed, not even able to move a single finger.



    



    ‘Is this… the true world? Have I grown too comfortable, staying all this time in headquarters?’ A look of confusion filled Rita's eyes.



    



    She was undoubtedly in a sorry state, gravely injured and thoroughly humbled, yet despite the hardships, she felt it was all worthwhile.



    



    She had encountered foes like none she’d ever seen, experienced the terrifying power of Herrschers, and glimpsed the ultimate heights that life could reach.



    



    In retrospect, she was now free from the comfort and arrogance she’d held in her position at HQ.



    



    The vastness of the world made her realize just how ignorant she’d been, to be so proud of her mere S-rank candidate status.



    



    If she truly wanted to save the world, she’d need the strength to stand firm before figures like Sigurd and the unknown power he’d faced.



    



    “Can you still stand?”



    



    Sigurd approached, holding the sleeping Wendy in one arm and gripping his flaming sword in the other, looking down at Rita. His blazing presence felt nearly overpowering.



    



    High above, a swarm of drones belatedly filled the sky, converging like an airborne army in tribute to a king. And on the ground, behind Sigurd, stretched an endless tide of Titan soldiers marching over the mountains in perfect unison, their sheer presence an overwhelming force that struck fear into the soul.



    



    Rita's lips moved slightly.



    



    Under Sigurd's steady, mountain-like gaze, she nodded and trembled as she stood up.



    



    She gripped her twisted left arm and lowered her head with reverence.



    



    In that moment, she understood with absolute clarity why this boy, barely looking older than twelve or thirteen, could hold so many top titles and positions, with even the Archbishop showing him respect.



    



    It was because he truly deserved it.



    



    ...



    



    Sigurd’s experiment had ended, and the conflict was over.



    



    The bad news? Extensive collateral damage surrounded them.



    



    The good news? No major injuries—thanks to a fair amount of luck.



    



    Worker drones had crafted a solid metal seat nearby, with Sigurd’s "Judgement of Shamash" leaning at his side, and the "Key of Thunder" still wound around his right hand.



    



    Sigurd sat there with one hand on his cheek, one leg crossed over the other, watching the distant horizon. He was reviewing his own actions.



    



    He had planned the "World Serpent" entrapment, but had become absorbed in his fusion experiments and, with the exhaustion of long-term sleeplessness, had neglected proper planning.



    



    He hadn’t accounted for the "World Serpent" triggering Honkai-energy devices, underestimated their capabilities, failed to disarm Raven’s signal transmitter, hadn’t allocated "Black Armor" squad’s forces effectively, and hadn’t properly prepared the orphanage's other fighters.



    



    The outcome was acceptable this time, but there could be no next time.



    



    “Sig!!!”



    



    A small, white-haired figure launched herself at him, rubbing her face against his and letting out little sniffs.



    



    “Sniff—ah, that’s Sig’s scent!” Kiana felt every cell in her body bursting with happiness, even her cowlick wiggling with delight.



    



    Previously, Sigurd had been frightening, his lack of sleep making him closed-off and intimidating. Kiana hadn’t dared to approach him. So now that he was back to normal, she could finally indulge in some close contact and recharge on "Sigurd energy."



    



    Kiana took a deep, satisfied breath of Sigurd’s scent before he pushed her face away.



    



    “Get lost. You’re annoying.”



    



    “No way! Don’t be shy; let me hug you a little longer!” Kiana shamelessly tried to cling to him, but Sigurd was no longer just a mild researcher. His fused warrior’s strength far exceeded her own, making her clinginess futile.



    



    She eventually settled into a duck-like sitting posture at his feet, puffing her cheeks in disgruntlement, staring up at him with accusing, wide eyes.



    



    Sigurd was unmoved, yet he exhaled quietly, feeling a long-suppressed shadow lift from his heart.



    



    From now on, whether the little white-head exploded in Honkai energy or got suddenly possessed by a Herrscher, he wouldn’t be at risk himself, nor would he have to worry about her spiraling into self-blame if she ever hurt him. Whatever she did, Sigurd now had absolute confidence he could stop her—nothing could force him to let go of her anymore.



    



    Sigurd ruffled the white head at his side, a faint smile playing on his lips.



    



    Kiana’s first reaction was to close her eyes in bliss, then she suddenly froze.



    



    “Wait a minute! What’s going on? Did I do something wrong? At least tell me, so I can die knowing why!” she said, mustering her courage.



    



    It wasn’t like Sigurd to act gentle without reason; surely a storm was brewing. But even after racking her brain, she couldn’t guess what it might be—there were too many things he could criticize her for.



    



    Bam!



    



    Sigurd flicked her forehead with his finger.



    



    “Ouch!” She squealed softly, clutching her forehead, her big eyes watering with a pout before she quickly brightened into a smile.



    



    She didn’t know what was going on, but it seemed Sigurd wasn’t angry at her after all.



    



    That was all that mattered.



    



    ...



    



    Behind them, countless worker drones and Titan robots worked together to build a new headquarters. The old one was ruined, so rebuilding it larger and stronger seemed only fitting.



    



    Beeeeep!



    



    “Titan 13 and Drone Squad 23 over there, you’re moving too slow! Pick up the pace if you want to eat!” Bronya, wearing a tiny safety helmet and a kid-sized jumpsuit, whistled as she cosplayed the role of foreman—enjoying herself quite a bit.



    



    Meanwhile, Seele and Sin Mal bustled around in the camp kitchen, preparing dinner for everyone.



    



    Everything was so peaceful that it was as if nothing had ever happened.

  
    "Ah!"



    



    "Hoo... hoo... hoo..."



    



    Raven woke up abruptly, gasping for breath.



    



    Before her was a bright, white room, and outside, she could hear familiar sounds of laughter.



    



    Raven extended her right hand, gazing at the familiar Honkai-suppressing bracelet. Her slender, pale fingers trembled for no apparent reason.



    



    "I... didn't die?"



    



    Raven mumbled to herself, her voice slightly hoarse.



    



    "Yeah, you didn't die, it's close call though."



    



    A familiar voice came from beside her, carrying a smile mixed with a hint of helplessness.



    



    Raven stiffly turned her head and saw Wendy sitting in a wheelchair, holding a cup of milk, staring at her motionlessly.



    



    However, that wasn't important. Raven vividly remembered the scene before she lost consciousness, so she lowered her head and, with trembling fingertips, lifted the white gown covering her.



    



    What she saw made her pupils contract.



    



    On what should have been a smooth abdomen with beautiful abdominal muscles was now filled with black metal. The edge where the metal met the skin formed an irregular and grotesque twisted pattern, ugly and horrifying.



    



    Raven touched the metal with her fingertips. Indeed, it was cold and hard.



    



    Raven bit her lip, then, as if relieved, she smiled.



    



    "Don't you find it ugly?"



    



    Wendy tilted her head, asking.



    



    Raven shook her head and replied in a soft voice:



    



    "As long as I'm alive, that's what matters. The rest isn't that important."



    



    "Such a positive attitude. So, any thoughts? I heard your immediate superior was the one who attacked you?"



    



    "It’s to be expected. To him, I'm just a tool that's useful."



    



    "Your tears don't say the same."



    



    Wendy pointed to Raven's eyes.



    



    Raven quickly reached up to touch, but she didn't feel any tears, so she turned her head and met Wendy's smiling gaze.



    



    "...Don't play with me."



    



    "I'm not playing with you; I just wanted to see your true thoughts."



    



    "That's not important now."



    



    "No, it's crucial. Do you know how you survived?"



    



    "...Is it that Sigurd kid?"



    



    "It’s not wrong, but it’s not right either."



    



    Confusion appeared in Raven's eyes.



    



    Wendy sighed and explained slowly:



    



    "According to what Sigurd said, although your body was pierced, the one who attacked you avoided the vital organs that would have caused instant death. There are burn marks from electric cauterization on your wounds. At that time, the temperature was low enough to freeze blood vessels, and with your body modified and rigorously trained, you could have survived for a considerable time— After that, with Gray Serpent's bionic technology, they could have revived me. So, he didn't intend to kill me. Is that what you wanted to say?"



    



    Raven interrupted Wendy's words, continuing with the latter part. In terms of understanding Gray Serpent, there were probably few who could match Raven in this world.



    



    Raven fully understood Gray Serpent's mindset.



    



    For Gray Serpent, nothing was more important than the return of their Lord, Kevin. At that critical moment, Gray Serpent had probably staked a lot. Raven's hesitation made him sense the possibility of betrayal.



    



    Concerning the return of their Lord Kevin, even if it was only a possibility, it was enough for Gray Serpent to take action.



    



    As for leaving Raven alive, it didn't mean Gray Serpent had become soft. Perhaps, due to thinking that there are very few valuable tools like her, it would be a waste to just kill her  and think of utilizing her in the future?



    



    Raven touched the metal on her abdomen, a complex expression in her eyes. She couldn't clearly define her emotions at the moment.



    



    Disappointment? Helplessness? Confusion? Or the sadness and anger of betrayal?



    



    Probably a mixture of all.



    



    Feeling the vitality in her still alive body, Raven sighed in relief. It seemed like many things could be let go of now.



    



    After Raven's moment of contemplation, Wendy placed the milk on the table next to the bed. She then wheeled herself towards the entrance of the tent, facing away from Raven.



    



    "I just want to remind you that it's time to make a decision. Although you are originally affiliated with the World Serpent, the acceptance from those children in this period should be clear to you. Your act of escape, while understandable, has hurt the hearts of those children—meaning you have offended that absolutely ungenerous guy. While he may not necessarily take your life, considering the feelings of those children, you better think it through. Your original stance and the feelings of those children, you should consider carefully."



    



    Raven nodded slowly, then asked with a hint of confusion:



    



    "Aren't you a Valkryie of Schicskal? Why does it seem like you're trying to help  Anti-Entropy?"



    



    "Cough, cough, cough! Just— just due to our similar situations, I end up caring about you! Don't misunderstand, I am still a loyal Valkyrie of Schicskal, I won't do anything for Anti-Entropy!"



    



    This was the truth. Due to their similar circumstances, Wendy had interacted with Raven quite a bit during this period. She genuinely felt that Raven's situation was unfortunate and hoped she could find a better way out. Following Anti-Entropy— at least for now, they didn't seem to be bad people!



    



    Wendy opened the curtain and left the tent.



    



    As Wendy left, Raven lay back on the bed, staring blankly at the tent roof, speechless for a long time.



    



    ...



    



    After leaving the tent, Wendy saw the bright flames.



    



    It was the glow from a large bonfire, especially in the middle of the bonfire, where the "Judgement of Shamash" was inserted, seemingly never extinguishing.



    



    "The God Key shouldn't be used like this!"



    



    Wendy covered her face and sighed, feeling tired.



    



    It was quite an idea for Kiana to come up with, and it was surprising that Sigurd agreed – both of them are not normal.



    



    "Wendy, you're out. Did Raven wake up?"



    



    Seele walked over, carrying a hot drink and a plate of barbecue, placing them on the frame of Wendy's wheelchair.



    



    Wendy softened her expression, smiling:



    



    "Thank you. She's fine, but let her think about it herself. Being betrayed by the one you're loyal to is probably not a pleasant experience."



    



    Wendy started eating, The struggle against the Herrscher's core was very physically and mentally draining, She had just awakened not long ago, and now was the time to replenish energy.



    



    Seele looked slightly worried, glanced in the direction of the tent, and sighed.



    



    Raven's escape this time, compared to Wendy's determination to protect everyone at all costs, really diminished her impression.



    



    Although from her perspective, there was nothing wrong, for decision-makers like Sigurd, it was already enough for a qualitative judgment, and corresponding measures would be taken.



    



    The reason for saving her and not imprisoning her was for the sake of the children, especially for Seele's sake.



    



    So Seele didn't plead for her anymore. Soft-hearted as she was, Seele didn't want Sigurd to be troubled because of her capriciousness. The next steps would depend on Raven's own determination.



    



    "Is it delicious, Wendy?"



    



    "Mmm, delicious. You're indeed skilled, Seele."



    



    "Hehe, this is Seele's masterpiece!"



    



    "Bring more meat, not enough."



    



    "No problem, as much as you want!"



    



    Seele pushed Wendy's wheelchair, entering among the people with laughter and joy.



    



    Kiana and Rozaliya, as usual, started a contest of appetite.



    



    Liliya pulled Raiden Mei to be the cheerleaders for both sides.



    



    Bronya, as always, served as the referee, appearing serious and fair on the surface, but actually enjoyed watching the fun and occasionally nudging the fire. Sin Mal accompanied her, following her lead whenever Bronya wanted to play. Wendy watched Seele run over to be the chef, so she pushed her wheelchair to Sigurd.



    



    Snap!



    



    A cup of beverage was slammed onto the table in front of Sigurd.



    



    "You're welcome. Think of this as a thank you for saving me."



    



    "...All the ingredients here were bought with my money."



    



    "Why bother about such details, big guy?"



    



    "Are you in a bad mood?"



    



    Sigurd noticed Wendy's slight awkwardness, she wasn't usually this confrontational.



    



    Wendy rolled her eyes.



    



    "Just feeling uncomfortable having to thank someone from Anti-Entropy, is that not allowed?"



    



    "Well, no problem. I thought the gem was out of control again."



    



    "What if it really goes out of control?"



    



    "I would take it out of you, what else can be done?"



    



    Sigurd answered Wendy's question with a question, appearing matter-of-fact.



    



    Wendy squinted her eyes and added, "So you're just after the gem inside me, right!?"



    



    "I told you so on the first day, yes."



    



    "What if taking out the gem threatens my life?"



    



    "If that were to happen. I will cure you, that's the promise I made on the first day."



    



    Sigurd's response remained calm and almost casual throughout.



    



    But the last sentence softened Wendy's expression.



    



    "That's a human thing to say. Rest assured, when you cure me, I'll repay you."



    



    "No need."



    



    "You don't appreciate my abilities?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    Sigurd nodded, appearing particularly sincere.



    



    I, Sigurd, have always been honest with people.



    



    "Hiss—"



    



    Wendy took a deep breath, reminding herself that she just had her life saved today, and she shouldn't get angry.



    



    Damn it!



    



    He looks good, so why is his personality so lacking?



    



    Wendy looked up at the night sky, as if realizing something. Perhaps, this is what they call nobody's perfect; to be granted with such a brilliant mind, it’s only natural for his EQ to be rock bottom.

  
    "Sigurd!"



    



    Midway through the game, Sin Mal went to Sigurd, her eyes suddenly brightening as she happily rushed over.



    



    Then, Wendy reached out to stop her.



    



    "What are you doing!?"



    



    "Hush"



    



    Wendy made a shushing gesture and pointed her finger in Sigurd's direction, signaling Sin Mal to go check in front of him.



    



    Sin Mal looked at her suspiciously for a while, suddenly figured out something, and then tiptoed around her, coming to the front of Sigurd.



    



    Sure enough, Sigurd cradled his cheek with one hand, the other naturally hanging down, eyes closed. In the glow of the fire, silver-white strands of hair gently swayed with the breeze, emitting a long and steady breath.



    



    He was asleep.



    



    Quiet and peaceful, the usual expressions of coldness or impatience turned into a very soft and serene appearance. For some reason, perhaps due to a dream, there was even a faint smile at the corner of his mouth.



    



    Sin Mal stared at this scene for a while, then showed a gentle smile after a long time.



    



    Then another white-haired creature rushed over, bumping into Sin Mal's back and poking its head out from her shoulder.



    



    Sin Mal's body didn't shake because of this, still standing steadily in place. She glanced at it and whispered very softly, "If you dare to make noise at this time, I'll turn you into our next meal you stupid tuna!"



    



    "Oh, I know! I'm not that inconsiderate!"



    



    Kiana gave Sin Mal a disdainful look, walked around her, and approached Sigurd closely.



    



    She didn't intend to do anything, just wanted to watch.



    



    "How long has Sig not slept?"



    



    Kiana asked Sin Mal.



    



    Sin Mal tilted her head, thought for a moment, and said, "From what I know, it's been about eight or nine days, probably even longer in reality."



    



    "So long, he definitely needs a good rest."



    



    "Go and make them quiet a bit. They've eaten almost enough, don't make noise anymore."



    



    "Okay, no problem!"



    



    Kiana made a gesture and then tiptoed, somewhat comically, to a distance, going to the girls who were still chatting and said something to them.



    



    Soon, the lively bonfire party quieted down.



    



    Rozaliya and Liliya both covered their mouths, also tiptoeing to Sigurd's side, looking at him and smiling at each other.



    



    Seele and Raiden Mei joined hands, slightly tidying up the scene, trying not to make any noise.



    



    Bronya controlled a group of worker bees, silently forming a windproof small round house, covering the area around Sigurd.



    



    Although the "Judgement of Shamash" still maintained its sword form due to the sufficient infusion of Honkai energy, the flames gradually weakened without the stable supply from Sigurd.



    



    The night finally darkened.



    



    ...



    



    The next day, Sigurd woke up amid the slight commotion of construction outside.



    



    On his knee, there was Kiana's white head, with most of her body leaning against Sigurd's leg, holding a pillow and drooling as usual—surprisingly wearing only wool pajamas and not feeling cold?



    



    "(ˉ﹃ˉ)Zzz——"



    



    On the other side, Bronya and Sin Mal, wrapped in two military sleeping bags, were also sleeping peacefully.



    



    Thud!



    



    Sigurd lightly flicked Kiana's head with his fingers, waking her up. She stumbled and fell to the ground in a panic.



    



    "Yaaah!!!"



    



    After a scream, Kiana rubbed her eyes, shook off the cold wind blowing through the small window of the round house, and shivered.



    



    "Hiss~ where's my blanket?"



    



    "Over there."



    



    Sigurd pointed to a dirty and messy cotton quilt in the corner against the wall.



    



    "Oh—good morning, Sig!"



    



    "Morning."



    



    Sigurd replied casually, gesturing with his hand. The small house made of worker bees instantly dispersed, and then the "Judgement of Shamash" returned to his hand. He inserted it into the side, warming the surrounding air.



    



    Seeing Kiana visibly more comfortable, as well as Bronya and Sin Mal no longer in such tight sleeping positions, Sigurd stood up, stretched, and his bones made a relaxing "crackling" sound.



    



    The new base was still under construction.



    



    Sigurd's planned area was not small, and the technical content and material planning of each building were substantial. It was not something that could be completed casually.



    



    However, at least the courtyard buildings for living and daily use had already proudly risen in the snow.



    



    The kitchen tent emitted the warmth and aroma of food, obviously prepared early by Seele. Wendy and Mei were probably inside as well.



    



    For dining, the outdoor round table seemed more suitable.



    



    However, Sigurd looked up at the sky, and a few snowflakes floated down from the overcast sky.



    



    "I wonder if constantly changing the weather is a bad idea? Let’s see."



    



    Sigurd murmured to himself but raised the "Judgement of Shamash", and then, cast a casual slash into the sky.



    



    Boom!



    



    Flames erupted, and sunlight once again illuminated the land.



    



    This action also woke up the people who hadn't gotten up yet.



    



    "Uaaa! Wake up, sleepyheads! Looks like there's another fight outside!?"



    



    "Rozaliya still wants to sleep..."



    



    "Liliya too..."



    



    "Ah! My wheelchair toppled over!"



    



    "As expected, Mr. Sigurd."



    



    "..."



    



    Various sounds made the quiet morning lively.



    



    ...



    



    During breakfast, Tesla cast a resentful look at Sigurd.



    



    "Impressive experiment, huh? Getting worked up so early in the morning, what's there to be proud of! I bet my Tesla-1234 can knock you down on the spot!"



    



    "Dr. Tesla, speaking in terms of common sense, you're talking in your sleep. and I wasn't getting worked up, I just hoped for better weather during breakfast, so I used a bit of weather interference technology."



    



    "In what era does swinging the 'Judgement of Shamash' into the sky be called weather interference technology!?"



    



    "Any problem?"



    



    Sigurd replied in an indifferent tone.



    



    Tesla then snapped her fork in half.



    



    Unconcerned, Sigurd calmly continued eating—truth be told, teasing Dr. Tesla from time to time was quite amusing.



    



    The people around couldn't help but suppress their laughter.



    



    Tesla snorted, no longer arguing with Sigurd, and continued eating with a lingering grumpiness.



    



    At that moment, unexpected guests arrived.



    



    "Yahallo~"



    



    "Eating breakfast early in the morning, why didn't anyone come to get me? Have you forgotten about me, Sigurd? It's really heartbreaking, sob sob~"



    



    "Ah! Miss Hera, wait a moment, I'll bring it to you right away!"



    



    Seele hurriedly ran to the kitchen tent.



    



    So Hera sat down across from Sigurd, and with a "thud," she placed a peculiar object on the table.



    



    It was the head of Gray Serpent, captured by Hera from the very beginning and brought here for custody.



    



    Sigurd had a busy day yesterday, dealing with the commotion caused by the World Serpent, arranging the construction of the base, settling everyone's lives, and comforting the frightened children. In short, he had no time for Hera.



    



    Therefore, Hera had to dig out Gray Serpent's clone, which was buried by the explosion when Sigurd successfully experimented, from the ruins and conducted research.



    



    In Hera's view, the only interesting thing about Gray Serpent was its collective consciousness network connecting all its clones. Apart from that, the semi-mechanical modified body was just leftovers for her to play with.



    



    So Hera removed Gray Serpent's head, and the remaining parts were given to the worker bees to be broken down into building materials.



    



    Although the still living head didn't make any sound or bleed, placing it on the table like this was undoubtedly a bit eerie.



    



    The people eating stopped their actions one after another. Those who remained calm just had stern faces, while those who were not calm had pale faces and even felt like vomiting.



    



    Only Sigurd, with an unchanged expression, chewed on his fried eggs and calmly asked, "Did you find out anything from the research?"



    



    "It's somewhat interesting. I dug up some information. You can have the Gray Wolf; I want this guy. Is that okay?"



    



    Hera rested her chin on her hand, asking with a playful smile.



    



    Of course, she wasn't referring to the head she currently controlled but rather all the remaining Gray Serpent clones.



    



    Typically, whether it was the World Serpent or the Anti-Entropy, as long as they didn't interfere with her plans, Hera couldn't be bothered to deal with them. However, this time, since they had come out of the shadows due to Sigurd's actions, it was clear that he wouldn't let them go easily. So, Hera took the opportunity to gain some interesting benefits; it seemed only fair.



    



    Sigurd, while eating, glanced at her.



    



    "Sure, they're all yours."



    



    After all, she had just contributed a large amount of Soulium, and there would be more to come. Sigurd's rapid growth to this point was significantly contributed by Otto's generous support, so returning a favor occasionally was only natural.



    



    Hera's eyes twinkled. Since they were here, she might as well try to get some more interesting things.



    



    "Well then, how about some of your current body tissues?"



    



    "No."



    



    "Alright, knew you'd be wary of that. How about lending me a God's Key for a bit?"



    



    "No."



    



    "Don't be so stingy, my good friend. How about letting me take a look at the latest Hive System core code?"



    



    "No."



    



    "Huh? Then what about—"



    



    For a moment, no one could interrupt their conversation.

  
    

    













"Aaaah!!"





Jackal abruptly woke up from the liquid maintenance chamber.





Facing an attack on the Anti-Entropy head-on, one had to be prepared for the possibility of not returning.





So, Jackal naturally made preparations. She had backed up her consciousness in the collective consciousness network of Gray Serpent in advance, synchronizing her memories until her original body's death.





"Darn it! My death must have been gruesome! Don't let me catch that bastard who attacked me; I'll make him pay! But I can resurrect, which means Gray Serpent is still intact. Just don't know if the Sire has successfully returned."





The maintenance chamber's door slowly opened, and Jackal had a vague feeling that there was no hope.





After all, when the device was launched, Wendy was not fully attuned to her Herrscher self, the quantum signal strength she constructed was insufficient, and with the Anti-Entropy causing trouble nearby, the success rate was not high.





"Gray Serpent, what's the current situation—-"





When she sat up from the maintenance chamber, the first thing Jackal wanted to do was confirm the situation with Gray Serpent.





However, what welcomed her resurrection was not the familiar companion Gray Serpent but a silver-haired, blue-eyed handsome young man. He sat on a simple yet sturdy metal throne, the fiery "Judgement of Shamash" leaning beside him, legs crossed, expressionless as he looked at Jackal.





With the same hair color, eye color, ability to control the "Judgement of Shamash," and the same cold expression. Except for being visibly younger, Jackal vaguely felt like she was seeing her Sire again.





The difference was that Lord Kevin's coldness mainly stemmed from pure determination, free from distractions, and in this world, there was probably no one worthy of him showing a smile to. Sigurd's indifference, on the other hand, seemed more like impatience, as if saying—I don't want to communicate with idiots.





"?(o?o)? I surrender!"





Jackal raised both hands, appearing harmless and innocent.





In any case, as a research scientist with no combat skills, Jackal was confident that if she confronted a monster capable of wielding the "Judgement of Shamash," that creature would be begging her not to die after a second.





You talk about reputation? Well, for the sake of survival, she wouldn't mind losing some reputation!





"You seem to be quite sensible."





Sigurd said, and his indifferent expression softened a bit, seemingly satisfied with Jackal's smart approach that didn't waste time.





Then, he continued:





"I want what's in your head. The Stigmata Plan, synthetic technology for artificial Honkai beasts, human modification technology, and everything else you've researched, as well as the knowledge and information obtained from the previous era. I want it all."





"Um, the amount of information is vast, and it's not something I can explain quickly. How about you bring Gray Serpent over too? If we work together, the efficiency will be higher."





Jackal rubbed her hands, responding with a sincere smile—actually, she wanted to see if she could sell off Gray Serpent's clones and create an opportunity to escape.





Sigurd sighed, expressing a hint of regret, and said:





"I also wish to have you both together, but unfortunately, Gray Serpent has already been taken away by Otto."





Jackal's smile froze.





Damn it!





On the surface, Jackal occasionally showed disdain for Otto, and Gray Serpent would say he was just a young punk of around five hundred years old.





But in reality, both of them knew very well that Otto's had spent the last 5 hundred years mastering the technology inside "Void Archives." He had researched many cutting-edge technologies, some already achieved by the previous civilization, and some that even the previous civilization hadn't discovered.





He spent a hundred years building Schicksal, which was originally biased towards secular religion, into the most powerful force in the world. Moreover, for all these years, he had tightly suppressed the Honkai, to the point where even the general public couldn't feel the threat of the Honkai.





Otto, like a deep and bottomless black pool, made it impossible to imagine how much he had hidden. In terms of research ability and strategy, he surpassed the two of them combined.





With Otto, Gray Serpent was basically a lost cause. It seemed there was no hope of relying on him.





Jackal couldn't help but shift her gaze to the submissive maid behind Sigurd.





‘Tsk! I knew that bastard Gray Serpent couldn't be relied on! He really softened up. This little crow— well, forget it, probably can't rely on her either.’





Jackal's mind was racing, but being alone and even having her resurrection point arranged in the enemy's stronghold, there didn't seem to be any solution.





Sigurd looked directly at her, shook his head after a while.





"It seems you're still not being honest. No matter, I have a professional here. If necessary, we can use some brainwashing methods from Otto. I'll leave it to you for now, Cocolia."





"Yes! I guarantee she'll even confess her favorite underwear color, Lord Sigurd!"





"... There's no need to be so meticulous."





"In any case, leave it to me, and rest assured."





Cocolia smirked and dragged the still-stunned Jackal away.





Sigurd built a new base, significantly improving the living conditions for the orphanage residents. This allowed Cocolia to provide assistance and even adopt more orphans.





At this moment, Cocolia was full of enthusiasm.





...





Soon after, Cocolia and Jackal disappeared without a trace.





Sigurd shifted his gaze to the quiet Raven, who was present.





"Although a significant portion of the information overlaps with what Gray Serpent's memories revealed, you did provide a lot of information about the World Serpent. Speak, what do you want?"





Raven fidgeted with her fingers, visibly nervous.





After a moment, fearing Sigurd's impatience, she quickly organized her thoughts, knelt on one knee, and said:





"Lord Sigurd, I want to survive."





"Fine. I didn't plan on killing you anyway."





Though a straightforward answer, it allowed Raven to finally release a large portion of her pent-up anxiety.





Sigurd was a person who kept his promises. From Raven's observations over these days, he didn't make promises often, but anything he explicitly agreed to face-to-face was never broken.





"I also want to stay here. I don't want to fight anymore, just serve as a maid. Is that acceptable?"





Raven made an additional request.





Having spent many years with the World Serpent, she had grown accustomed to wandering in the darkness with her hands stained with blood. But habit and preference were two different things.





No one would enjoy a life drenched in the blood of others. At least, Raven didn't enjoy it; she just had no other choice.





Sigurd stroked his chin, considering for a moment before saying:





"I heard that your cooking is terrible?"





"...I will overcome that. Apart from that, I've already gained approval from Seele for other household chores."





"In principle, I don't object. As long as it's not purely eating dry food, having a few more people doesn't matter. However, there's something I need to remind you of."





"Please speak."





Raven lowered her head, showing respect and submission throughout.





Then, Sigurd snapped his fingers.





Snap!





With the crisp sound, Raven felt a numbness in her abdominal area and couldn't help but let out a muffled groan.





Looking down at her, Sigurd spoke emotionlessly:





"Occupying your abdominal cavity is my worker bee robot. Although it has become independent from the hive system, it is still under my control. If you choose to leave, I can release this control. But if you decide to stay, it will remain, do you understand?"





"I understand. I won't let Lord Sigurd down."





"That's fine. Be cautious and take care of yourself. Finally, I wish you to find the life you desire here."





Sigurd stood up, shouldered his greatsword, patted Raven's shoulder, and left the room.





After a long while, Raven, who was alone, finally stood up from her kneeling position, looked at the empty room, and suddenly smiled.





"Find the life I desire?"





Raven whispered, shaking her head.





The choices she could make were always limited. Just being a maid was already a rare stroke of luck. What more could she ask for?





Raven touched her own firm and cold abdomen through her clothes, then glanced at the restraint bracelet on her wrist, feeling particularly reassured.





Yes, her life was at Sigurd's mercy.





But it was both a threat and a guarantee. As long as she stayed quiet and obedient, who would bother killing a useful and fully controlled maid?





It was the same during her time with the World Serpent, and back then, she didn't even know what traps Gray Serpent and Jackal had set on her. She only knew that betrayal meant death, nothing more.





Raven's mindset was good. Most people in the Anti-Entropy were not bad, from what she observed. From now on, she shouldn't need to dance in danger. Her situation had changed drastically.





This good mood persisted until she walked out and saw Hera's smiling face.





"Big sister Raven, look, this is the new dress I made for you! I took inspiration from Rita's dress design. You'll look beautiful in it!"





"...Natasha Cioara, that's my name. Call me Cioara from now on. As for the dress, why do I feel like it's not a proper maid outfit?"





"Huh? Why not? It looks great! It'll highlight all the best parts of Raven, um, Cioara, big sister Cioara!"





"..."





Cioara wanted to refuse.





However, Hera's sparkling expectant eyes were so irresistible.





Plus, around the corner, Kiana, Bronya, Mei, Rozaliya, Liliya, all poked half of their heads out, openly peering at them. Even the usually serious Wendy and Raiden Mei were there, along with the inconspicuous Tesla. All of them were casting subtle glances, giving off an unsettling vibe.





—Just to clarify, most of the people here aren't bad, but there are quite a few strange ones!




















  
    The Void Peak, like a sword rising into the clouds, piercing and steep.



    



    The peaks and clouds were harmonious, with the sky clearing after the rain. A long mountain path staircase extended into the misty heights, a marvel of nature and an air of enchantment.



    



    "Hmmmm… Quite a nice scenery, It truly deserves to be the dwelling place of the Red Kite Immortal."



    



    Sigurd surveyed the surrounding scenery, expressing his admiration.



    



    Indeed, it was beautiful, but the focus was not here; it was on the special force field enveloping the entire mountain range.



    



    On one hand, it seemed to carry functions related to "Feather Down." Those with insufficient Honkai energy levels and control would have their mind being subtly suggested upon entering, unable to find the real mountain gate. Subconsciously, they would want to leave, and after leaving, they wouldn't notice anything amiss.



    



    On the other hand, the unique multiple-signal mixed force field effectively confused mechanical constructs, especially remote control and observation devices. Essentially, there would be no way for them to see the true scene inside the mountain.



    



    The advanced technological capabilities of the civilization from the previous era were evident through this mountain range.



    



    Sigurd had tried dispatching drones to investigate and had even assigned members of the Anti-Entropy in the Chinese region to visit, but they found nothing unusual.



    



    However, after exhausting various methods and failing to find any traces of Suhua, he had to turn his attention back to Tai Xu Mountain, which he had suspected from the beginning. Coming here personally, he discovered the secret.



    



    "Uaaa~ I smell something delicious over there. Sigurd, let's go check it out please~"



    



    Kiana tugged at Sigurd's sleeve, attempting to walk in the direction down the mountain.



    



    Sigurd stood still like a mountain, but Kiana didn't sense anything wrong and instead increased her strength, steadfastly heading towards the food.



    



    Sigurd turned his head, raised his hand, and pressed it against Kiana's head.



    



    Black substance spread from the black ring on her thigh, quickly forming a set of black armor that covered her body from the neck down.



    



    Then, Kiana paused, blinked, and suddenly turned towards Sigurd with a confused look.



    



    "Huh? It seems like… I can't smell it anymore..."



    



    Bang!



    



    Sigurd tapped her forehead, the force slightly stronger than usual—fortunately, this was Sigurd. For an ordinary person, it would have been impossible to achieve such precise control of force immediately after a fusion experiment.



    



    "Ouch!"



    



    "Looks like you're awake now."



    



    "What do you mean by 'awake'?"



    



    "You were just subjected to psychological suggestion."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    Kiana rubbed her forehead, looking bewildered, not understanding his high-level word.



    



    Sigurd took the first step and ascended the staircase.



    



    Kiana quickly follows right behind him,, still not understanding what is happening, but doesn’t want to look bad in front of Sigurd.



    



    "Um, I was just not prepared. I was careless for a moment. Look, I'm fine now!"



    



    Kiana spoke with an air of seriousness, but Sigurd glanced at her.



    



    "No, you are awake thanks to the black armor. Don't believe me? Try taking it off."



    



    "No way! This mountain clearly has something weird about it. I have to maintain the best condition to protect you!"



    



    Kiana spoke confidently, and incidentally, she pressed the touch switch on her neck, raising her helmet.



    



    Her entire face was covered by the black armor, with only her eyes visible through the light blue eye mask. She managed to conceal her embarrassment.



    



    Sigurd shook his head.



    



    "You want trotect me? You should first master the abilities of the Herrscher of the Void and take control of her six cores, then you can try to ‘protect’ me."



    



    In fact, the reason for bringing Kiana was simply that it had been a long time since they went out together like this. Sigurd decided to bring her along to relax a bit. That was all.



    



    "You go ahead, I'll follow. Leave everything to this lady!"



    



    Kiana stood with her hands on her hips, appearing confident, but her true intention was to let the reliable Sigurd take the lead and face any potential danger.



    



    Sigurd couldn't be bothered to expose this foolish girl and continued walking ahead.



    



    However, the staircase was indeed quite long, and after a while, the bored Kiana couldn't help but strike up a conversation.



    



    "Sigurd, who is this Red Kite Immortal? Why are we looking for her?"



    



    "Red Kite Immortal, a fusion warrior who has guarded Shenzhou for thousands of years, a survivor of the civilization from the previous era. Now, she is Otto's partner, cooperating with him to exchange her allegiance for the protection of Shenzhou. She is powerful, even with repeated severe injuries and amnesia, she can easily defeat ordinary Herrscher of this era."



    



    Sigurd glanced faintly at this heavily armored stupid tuna.



    



    In fact, Fu Hua can not only defeat a normal Herrscher of this Era, but she can even defeat the Herrscher Sirin who are empowered by 6 Herrscher cores.



    



    He continued, "I am looking for her because she possesses the 'Divine Melody' , a technology discovered by the previous civilization. It allows direct control of Honkai energy with special musical notes. After centuries of exploration, Red Kite Immortal has evolved it into a unique martial art passed down through generations in Shenzhou. It gives ordinary people the possibility to wield Honkai energy. I think these techniques could be very helpful to us. If possible, I also want to try recruiting her and then curing her, gaining a top-tier combatant for our cause."



    



    "Oh—"



    



    Kiana nodded earnestly, pretending to fully understand.



    



    "Got it, in any case, we're not here to fight."



    



    She removed her helmet, returning to Sigurd's side.



    



    "You are surprisingly straightforward. Is it because there's no danger that your courage has returned?"



    



    "Uh— So what if it is!"



    



    "You shamelessly admitted it."



    



    "Anyway, it's just the two of us, and you won't dislike me. Right, Sigurd?"



    



    "No, I do dislike you."



    



    "Hehe! I don't believe you!"



    



    With thick skin and a good self-esteem, Kiana suddenly pounced onto Sigurd's back, hugging his neck, and coquettishly said, "Sigurd, I'm tired of walking. Carry me~"



    



    "Get down, you're heavy."



    



    "Shouldn't be, the black armor is obviously quite light."



    



    "I'm not talking about the armor; I'm talking about you. Haven't you noticed you've gained weight again?"



    



    "I've gained weight in the right places; it's no big deal. You'll understand later."



    



    "Do you believe I'll make you roll down the stairs directly from the mountain?"



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes, taking one step at a time without stopping.



    



    Meanwhile, Kiana continued to laugh carefreely, sticking to Sigurd's face, laughing like a little kitten that just got a hold of some fish snacks.



    



    She knew that Sigurd might talk tough, but in reality, his hands were holding her securely to prevent her from slipping off his back!



    



    "Sigurd!"



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    "I'm hungry. Did you bring any snacks?"



    



    "You really are a troublesome pain bringer. There's chocolate in the pocket of my jacket; grab it yourself."



    



    Kiana then pulled out the chocolate, tore open the wrapper, and munched on it, replenishing her sugar levels.



    



    Whether it was due to the good brand or psychological effect, she felt that the chocolate was very sweet. Sweet to the point that her whole being was melting, and she could only softly press against Sigurd's back, listening to the powerful heartbeat in her ears. Her face felt a bit warm for some reason.



    



    "Do you want some?"



    



    "No."



    



    "Really not? It's very sweet! Plus, it has the taste of this beautiful girl in it! This is a treat, a treat! Don't you understand?"



    



    Kiana shook the chocolate, playfully smiling, as she claimed that the chocolate she took a bite of was indeed a treat.



    



    Today's Kiana remained as self-confident as ever.



    



    "If you keep babbling, I'll throw you down the mountain."



    



    Sigurd wore a stern expression and warned darkly.



    



    Kiana stuck her tongue out, no longer teasing Sigurd, silently enjoying her chocolate.



    



    Gradually, the mist cleared, and the stairs reached their end, revealing a broad, bright platform in front of the two.

  
    This was a platform located at the mountain's summit, surrounded by peaks that extended up to the clouds, creating a landscape resembling a valley. There were lush greenery and ancient-style pavilions and buildings.



    



    The dwelling of the Red Kite Immortal Red Kite was impressive enough to qualify for applying as a cultural heritage site. Truly befitting an Red Kite Immortal—Sigurd's thoughts couldn't help but drift in that direction.



    



    "Come down."



    



    He then patted Kiana's small bottom on his back and commanded.



    



    Following his instructions, Kiana descended from Sigurd's back, clapped her hands, and couldn't help but look around with curious eyes.



    



    "Huh? It seems like there's no one around?"



    



    "Then let's look for them."



    



    "Yes~ I'll check out that building over there!"



    



    "..."



    



    Sigurd remained silent but didn't stop her.



    



    She always acted like this, unless it was a serious situation. Being lively was not a bad thing in Sigurd's eyes; in fact, he thought it was good to have someone like her around.



    



    "Sigurd! There really is someone inside!!"



    



    A few seconds later, Kiana rushed out again, shouting loudly.



    



    Then the little white fur hurriedly ran behind Sigurd, its small body hiding behind him, tugging at his clothes. Only half of its head peeked out from beside his shoulder, as if seeking Sigurd's protection.



    



    In reality, it wasn't fear; she was just being intentionally cute.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her indifferently, too lazy to pay attention to her antics. He raised his head and observed the woman slowly emerging from the door.



    



    With gray hair and blue eyes, clad in white like snow, she outlined a graceful figure. Her delicate features seemed to convey a hint of confusion.



    



    "You are..."



    



    Fu Hua stood by the door, tilting her head in confusion.



    



    During the battle in Siberia against the Herrscher of Void, she had burned all her memories. After being awakened by Otto, she subconsciously came to Tai Xu Mountain to seek traces of her past.



    



    And here she had stayed for over ten years, except for occasional trips to places described in her notes. If not for major calamities outside or Otto's summons, she might have remained here indefinitely.



    



    Even without memories, home could still bring a sense of peace.



    



    Fu Hua gazed at Sigurd and Kiana, her soft and pitiful confusion only lasting a few seconds. Then, she quickly straightened her slender figure, replacing any fragile emotions with an unflappable calm.



    



    "Where do you come from, and what do you seek?"



    



    She spoke in standard Mandarin.



    



    Sigurd's gaze swept around, finally settling on the stone table not far away. He gestured for them to sit and talk.



    



    Fu Hua paused for a moment.



    



    "My apologies for the rudeness. Please, be seated, and I will attend to you shortly."



    



    With that, Fu Hua turned and went back inside.



    



    Seizing the opportunity, Sigurd reached behind him and grabbed the pretending little white fur, lifting it up and tossing it into the air before walking confidently toward the stone bench.



    



    Kiana executed a graceful mid-air 720-degree rotation, landing face first into the ground while causing a comical sound.



    



    Thunk!



    



    As expected of Kiana, the thing that one can only see in comedic manga is something that she can do in real life.



    



    Sigurd glanced at the little creature still lying on the ground, then looked up at the sky, saying nothing.



    



    When Fu Hua emerged with the tea tray, Kiana was still playing dead.



    



    "What's wrong with her?" asked Fu Hua.



    



    "She messed up her move, feels embarrassed by it and pretends to be dead, just ignore her," replied Sigurd casually, seeming to completely disregard Kiana's situation.



    



    Fu Hua set down the tea tray and casually replied, "I have some technology left behind by old friends. I've forgotten the specifics, but overall, I don't lack for material needs."



    



    She explained, feeling somewhat surprised at herself for divulging such information to a stranger. It wasn't her usual style, but facing that white-haired, blue-eyed face, she found herself letting down many of her defenses.



    



    "Have we met before?" Fu Hua asked.



    



    Although Sigurd looked young, Fu Hua herself was ageless and knew Otto, so she didn't rule out the possibility of Sigurd having a unique situation that allowed him to live long with a young body.



    



    "I've heard of your name, but we haven't met personally," Sigurd replied.



    



    "Why have you come to seek me out?" Fu Hua inquired.



    



    "To seek enlightenment," Sigurd answered.



    



    "What kind of enlightenment?" Fu Hua pressed further.



    



    "The 'Divine Melody,' and your martial arts," Sigurd replied shortly, causing Fu Hua to furrow her brow gradually.



    



    "Did Otto send you?" Fu Hua asked.



    



    "Yes," Sigurd replied without hesitation, instinctively betraying Otto as usual.



    



    Fu Hua nodded knowingly. She had separate backup memories of her transactions with Otto, ensuring that even if she burned her memories again, she would still understand her situation and have some basic information upon waking up.



    



    And within those backup memories was Fu Hua's understanding of Otto.



    



    In Fu Hua's eyes, it was quite normal for Otto to send someone to learn her techniques—perhaps in her forgotten past experiences, Otto had done something similar, but it may not have been effective, prompting him to send another apprentice.



    



    "I cannot teach you the 'Divine Melody' separately. It's an indescribable skill. It's not actually a melody; we just use 'melody' to describe it. I have already integrated the techniques of the 'Divine Melody' into my 'Tai Xu Sword Qi,' forming a tangible system. Even so, I cannot guarantee whether you can learn it or not," Fu Hua explained.



    



    "That's fine. As long as you teach and demonstrate it to me," Sigurd replied.



    



    "This will take time."



    



    "How long?"



    



    "It could be several decades at most, or three to five years at least. Generally, there are no shortcuts," Fu Hua replied calmly.



    



    Sigurd glanced at Kiana, who was sitting in the corner drawing circles. How could he forget that this little fool had mastered it in just a few months?



    



    Oh, right, back then Fu Hua was inhabiting Kiana's body as a consciousness, providing direct guidance and mentoring, which accelerated her progress. It wasn't a typical situation.



    



    "I think I will learn relatively quickly. However, I hold an important position and honestly cannot stay here. I hope the Red Kite Immortal will accompany me down the mountain and teach me at my office," Sigurd proposed.



    



    Fu Hua hesitated.



    



    Clearly, she didn't want to leave the mountain.



    



    Currently, she was still in a state of blank memory, with some tendency towards isolation, preferring to spend her days meditating and contemplating in Tai Xu Mountain.



    



    She instinctively resisted going out and forming relationships with others. Perhaps it was fear, fear of hurting someone again after losing her memory.



    



    Just like how she could only know about her apprentice, Li Xue, from her notes.



    



    "This is also part of the deal, Red Kite Immortal," Sigurd placed a badge on the table, the identification used to infiltrate Schicskal HQ.



    



    Fu Hua, clearly recognizing the badge, fell silent.



    



    Sigurd raised an eyebrow, relieved that she recognized it. Otherwise, he would have had to resort to showing a photo of him and Otto.



    



    After a while, Fu Hua sighed softly.



    



    "Well, I'll go down the mountain with you. This is also part of the deal," Fu Hua said with a hint of resignation, but without any discontent. In exchange for the safety of Shenzhou, her slight personal emotions were insignificant.



    



    And so, Sigurd brought back the Red Kite Immortal quite easily, much easier than imagined—thanks to Otto's selfless dedication. Without him, how could this have been achieved?

  
    

    













Time is a dualistic thing.





When you're in class, you always felt that time is going on for so slow, like someone used “The World” to stop it from time to time, while you are out playing with you friend or playing some game online, it passed by so fast that you wonder if Pucci used “Made in Heaven” to accelerate the time.





Just like now, although only a single chapter has passed, you suddenly realize that several months have passed unnoticed.





...





Drip, Drip





The sound of water in the bathroom, white jade-like feet stepping on the smooth floor, clear water flowing down those straight, slender legs.





After a while of rinsing, Fu Hua turned off the water switch, opened the glass door, and walked into the room without a single thread of clothing.





No steam came out. In the cold winter, she took a cold shower to clear her mind.





As a result, the reflection of herself in the standing mirror at this moment seemed exceptionally clear to Fu Hua.





"Whew—"





Fu Hua touched her face in the mirror, feeling somewhat dazed.





Fifty thousand years had passed, and she remained ageless, but the people around her and the memories in her heart were inevitably lost to her.





Her pseudo-immortality always seemed more like a curse than a blessing.





After a moment of silence, Fu Hua picked up a towel to dry herself, then put on her clothes one by one. Finally, what appeared in the mirror was a cool and heroic woman in a gray trench coat and jeans.





At this moment, all the worries and confusion had dissipated, leaving only a pair of calm eyes, as ancient and unchanging as the sky and the sea.





Then she walked out and went to her classroom.





...





A large podium, several rows of desks arranged in a fan shape.





Fu Hua was giving a lecture, and the audience consisted of children from the orphanage. Occasionally, adults would come, like Einstein, who came for academic discussions.





Fu Hua glanced at the students below, noticing that only the children were present today, with no adults, and even Sigurd was absent—this was normal, as the Executor of Anti-Entropy was busy with his duties.





Fu Hua had never expected that the one inviting her down the mountain would be the Executor of Anti-Entropy.





However, a few months ago, during a conversation with Otto, although his expression was slightly strange when he saw Sigurd and her together, he admitted that it was part of the deal, which dispelled all of Fu Hua's doubts.





The close relationship between the Executor of Anti-Entropy and the Archbishop of Schicksal was beyond her concern. She only knew that someone wanted to learn, and she was willing to share her martial arts.





It was important to cultivate more forces to resist the collapse, so she had no reason not to support it.





"Today, let's review the general outline of the 'Tai Xu Sword Qi.' The the five aggregates of mind, form, mind, soul, and spirit, each symbolize an aspect that Honkai can use. If you get one of the five aggregates, you will easily go astray; while mastering all five leads to mastery. I hope you can strive for the latter, so I will explain this part in depth again. This is not only basic knowledge but also the core of Shenzhou martial arts—"





Fu Hua was speaking, and the students were listening.





Since the 'Tai Xu Sword Qi' was already a specialized martial arts system integrated into Shenzhou culture, she explained it in Mandarin.





Below, Kiana had worked hard to learn Mandarin because Sigurd was fluent in it. Mei was the same.





Bronya was a genius with an IQ of 180, so learning a language was not difficult for her.





Raiden Mei, coming from the Far East, was already part of the Shenzhou cultural circle and had received elite education, so she was the first to master Mandarin.





As for Wendy, as a S-rank Valkryie candidate, she was not only exceptional in combat but also in academics, so learning Mandarin was not difficult for her either





So, the only ones facing difficulty were Seele and the Olenveya twins, but Sigurd didn't have many expectations for them. Their presence was mainly for accompanying the other girl, and it didn't really matter whether they learned Mandarin or not.





Fu Hua was earnestly explaining, and most of the people below were earnestly understanding and digesting the information.





Suddenly, another voice mixed into Fu Hua's cold tone.





"Zzz~"





"Zzz~"





"(???)~Zzz!"





There was no doubt, the source of that noise was none other than the idiotic tuna who got sleepy after eating lavishly at the food that Sigurd had ordered for her last night at her request.





Kiana Kaslana





She sat upright, her back straight, holding a pen as if she were taking notes, her eyes wide open. But her motionless posture and obvious snoring indicated everything.





By the way, Rozaliya and Liliya were in a similar state, just not as conspicuous as Kiana.





"..." xN





Amidst the silence of the crowd, a silver-haired young man walked into the classroom.





He headed straight for Fu Hua but paused when he passed by the motionless Kiana. Without missing a beat, he silently raised his hand and swung it down forcefully to the back of her head.





Bang!





The sleepy tuna face was directly imprinted into the steel tabletop, and after lifting her head, the table bore the indentation of a face.





Kiana looked around in bewilderment.





"What's going on? Is class over? Is it time for lunch?"





Sigurd: "(ー`?ー)づ——"





Bang!





The same scene, the same loud noise, but this time the dent in the table was even deeper.





Finally fully awake, Kiana held her throbbing face and leaned back guiltily.





"I’m not sleeping! I’m just meditating about world hunger—"





Sigurd stared coldly at her for a while before turning to face Fu Hua and suddenly pushing out his palm.





Boom!!!





Accompanied by a deafening explosion, a powerful shockwave spread throughout the classroom, prompting the girls to raise their hands to block it.





Using the same technique, Fu Hua took the unexpected blow, but she took a step back, her face showing a hint of astonishment.





"The Force-Generating Technique of Six Fists! You actually learned it? Have you comprehended its essence?"





"No. Things like artistic conception are still too mysterious for me to understand."





"Then how do you use such powerful punches?"





"I just do what you do. It's not that difficult. I don't understand the so-called state of mind, but I can understand how your body moves and how Honkai Energy operates. After combining your body movement and the energy to form a certain balance to an extent, it's more or less ended up like this. I came to you to ask for guidance. Is there anything I need to improve?"





Sigurd asked calmly.





Fu Hua was momentarily speechless, feeling a surreal sense of the collapse of her worldview.





Do what I do?





Is this how martial arts are understood?





Although it was possible to understand the physical techniques in this way, the mental methods, the state of mind—those were supposed to be self-realized, and they were different for each individual!





Yet, Sigurd had indeed achieved it.





Facing the boy's eager gaze for knowledge, Fu Hua hesitated for a moment before stuttering out:





"Uh... well, that sounds... good. Maybe— maybe you should try to comprehend your own state of mind, to understand the essence of the five aggregates?"





"Alright. Call me next time for practical teaching. I have other matters to attend to. Carry on."





Sigurd turned and left.





As he passed by Kiana, he glanced at her without any emotion, causing the little fluffball to shiver, dispelling all drowsiness from her mind.





Sleep any more, and I'll hit you.





Sigurd didn't say that, but Kiana had already understood.





"Why sleep so much in life, when you can rest eternally in death? I've realized it, Sigurd."





Kiana rubbed her hands together with a flattering smile, watching as Sigurd walked past her, letting out a relieved sigh only after he was gone.




















  
    

    













Just as Sigurd was about to reach the door, a small hand suddenly grabbed onto his sleeve.





"Hey! What's the deal with them? Why should I, a legless person, be forced to attend such classes? Do they want me to be a comical character like a wheelchair martial artist?"





Wendy tugged at Sigurd's clothes, looking displeased.





Sigurd lowered his head.





"First, you're temporarily unable to move, not legless. Second, they'll be able to move sooner or later. And what the Valkyries are learning, the Schisckal combat techniques, is a simplified version of Fu Hua's martial arts. Understanding it more will not only help control Honkai better, which will aid in the gem extraction surgery, but also allow you to recover combat effectiveness more quickly when you stand up again. Any more questions?"





"Um— okay, then. You should have told me earlier! I thought you were just dumping me here to avoid the hassle, hmph!"





Wendy let go of his hand, sounding either satisfied or still unhappy with a hmph.





Sigurd looked at his wrinkled sleeve and Wendy's pouting expression. He reached out, pinching her cheek and pulling it.





"Ouch! Ouch! Ouch!"





"I've noticed that you've been disrespecting me more lately."





Sigurd squinted his eyes and said coldly.





Wendy winced in pain, still unwilling to give in as she protested:





"Just a mere member of Anti-Entropy, and you want me to submit to you—let go!"





"Oh? Even Otto wouldn't be so impolite to me. You're quite bold. It's snowing heavily outside today, a good day to bury a Valkyrie alive."





Sigurd's words were devoid of emotion, casting a sudden shadow of horror over Wendy, causing all the girls to involuntarily shrink their necks.





Only when facing death do people realize the value of life, and Wendy was no exception.





"I— I'm sorry—"





"What are you sorry for?"





"For being disrespectful to you?"





"And then?"





"I won't do it again next time, Sigurd— Lord Sigurd!"





Tears welled up in the girl's eyes as she spoke, her tone extremely submissive, both from the pain and the fear.





With that, Sigurd let go of her hand, and the frozen atmosphere thawed momentarily.





"Maintain your respect, and let this not happen again."





"Yes, Lord Sigurd."





Sigurd walked away, this time truly leaving the classroom.





"Pay attention to the lesson. Whether you learn or not is not something I force, but don't give up without even trying. That would disappoint me."





Leaving these words behind, he disappeared outside the door.





After Sigurd's figure had vanished for several seconds, Kiana patted her chest dramatically, exhaling with relief:





"He's finally gone, so scary."





"You brought it on yourself."





Sin Mal rolled her eyes, then stared affectionately in the direction Sigurd had left, holding her flushed cheeks:





"As expected, Sigurd is so handsome even when he's angry. Ahh, so cool! Hehe~"





"Simbalah, Your smiling face look ugly"





"A stupid fish who knows nothing but eating like you has no right to criticize me."





"Are you asking for a fight!?"





"Even with just one hand, you can't beat me, weakling tuna!"





"What did you say!?"





The old rivals once again engaged in their banter, but everyone was used to it, silently ignoring the two's commotion.





Only Fu Hua scratched her head, suddenly saying:





"It seems like his temper is quite bad. If he goes too far, you can come to me—"





Fu Hua's reflection and words of concern suddenly came to an abrupt halt.





Because, as she uttered the word "bad," pairs of eyes, expressing disapproval or even clear anger, stared at her.





All the girls, including Wendy still rubbing her cheeks, frowned as they looked at her.





Fu Hua was puzzled, tilting her head.





"Did I say something wrong?"





"You, who understand nothing, should not speak recklessly! Sigurd is not someone you can casually judge!"





Kiana stood up, hands on her hips, speaking with a fierce demeanor.





Just a second ago, Sin Mal was at odds with Kiana, but now she stood by her side, her sharp teeth visible in her sinister expression. It was a silent warning and a threat.





Fu Hua became even more perplexed.





Truth be told, some of these children here were indeed exceptional talents, but no matter how you looked at it, they were just children. Even if you added them all up, they couldn't possibly threaten her. Plus, being naturally indifferent, Fu Hua didn't feel offended.





She was just confused as to why, merely by saying something not quite pleasant, these girls completely disregarded their teacher-student relationship of one or two months and wrote hostility all over their faces.





Could it be that, like Otto, he was also skilled at manipulating people's hearts?





As Fu Hua pondered, Bronya stood up, holding onto Kiana and Sin Mal's shoulders.





"Teacher Fu Hua, please continue your explanation. They're just a bit impulsive. Don't mind them. Just, please refrain from making any unwarranted comments about Sigurd. To us, he is an extraordinary person."





Bronya spoke calmly and expressionlessly, despite being the smallest in stature, she clearly suppressed Kiana's and Sin Mal's impulsiveness.





Both Rozaliya and Liliya nodded in agreement.





The children in the orphanage undoubtedly had a very positive impression of Sigurd.





He had changed the plight of the orphanage, allowing everyone to live the life they desired without worrying about material shortages.





He made Cocoa, who used to be troubled and could hardly sleep on time, now smile every day.





He gave everyone a sense of security, like a brother, a parent, and a friend, silently but meticulously caring for them. Although he rarely spoke, he spoiled them with actions, fulfilling the children's concept of "home" and all the longings they had.





While Raiden Mei and Wendy's emotions were a bit more complicated, Sigurd's style of not treating them like girls did indeed give rise to complaints from the girls with a little bit of girlish heart. However, you should judge a person not by what they say, but by what they do. Having been together for almost half a year, they could sense what kind of person Sigurd was from the details of their daily lives.





A person who didn't understand romance but was really, really good—a description that fit Sigurd perfectly!





Fu Hua sighed.





"Well, it was wrong of me to make conclusions without a deep understanding. Let's continue with the class, starting with the basic 'Heart Essence,' one of the Five Elements—"





Fu Hua proceeded to share her martial arts insights, starting from the basics and delving deeper, thorough and comprehensive.





The apprentices below listened, showing even more seriousness than before. However, how much they could comprehend depended solely on individual aptitude.





After the morning class ended, during lunch, Fu Hua was surprised to see Sigurd join them at the table.





Normally, he would only come out to eat with everyone during dinner.





In Fu Hua's eyes, it seemed like he had a lot on his plate. Despite being the one who invited her to teach, he rarely entered the classroom himself. Instead, he often self-studied through recordings and occasionally came to discuss with her with questions.





But even so, his progress was astonishingly fast, completely incomprehensible.





Among the students who had been attending classes diligently, Raiden Mei and Bronya excelled the most. Even they had only mastered the stance and cultivation methods, with no foreseeable timeframe to nurture the Honkai Energy into manipulable true Qi.





Yet, Sigurd was already able to wield the "Six Fists," its power terrifyingly potent, not much inferior to Fu Hua's millennia-old proficiency—thanks to that bizarre "do-as-I-do" learning method that truly defied common sense.





Because Sigurd was so busy, Fu Hua didn't have much interaction with him.





Due to the conflict in the morning, this time, she didn't shut herself off in solitude, ignoring those around her. Instead, she began to observe Sigurd's words and actions attentively.





Compared to the class, the girls were obviously livelier now, chatting with Sigurd incessantly.





However, Sigurd's response remained as indifferent as ever, only occasionally replying and making small gestures, yet easily eliciting smiles from the girls.





‘He's different from Otto.’





Fu Hua chewed her food, silently reflecting.





Although much was still unclear, at least Sigurd wasn't brainwashing anyone. His aloofness was just superficial; he listened attentively to the girls' conversations, and though his responses were somewhat cold, they were genuine, revealing a different kind of maturity and steadiness. He seemed to emit his own light, which attracted these children.





‘Maybe I shouldn't have prejudged him just because I know Otto.’





Fu Hua pondered, finding herself curious about the real Sigurd.




















  
    

    













Chi—





Layer upon layer of sealed metal liquid tanks, with wispy flesh decomposition floating within, were completely drained of their contents by the powerful digestion fluid injected into the tanks, accompanied by the sound of air pressure being released, thoroughly emptying the chamber.





Thud! Thud!





Hera tapped on the specially made glass window of the chamber, gazing at the empty experimental tank, and let out a slow sigh.





"As expected, Soulium isn't meant to serve as insurance; it simply can't prevent the rampant mutation of the Judgement-class Honkai Beast genes. Sigurd brought it into the experiment chamber without incident, but afterwards, the Soulium vanished into thin air. If it's not for insurance, then there's only one possibility..."





"Sigurd has already incorporated the Soulium into his body."





The golden-haired man, hands behind his back, added softly.





Hera turned to look at him, and they gazed at each other for a moment before Otto rubbed his temples and looked away.





"Using two bodies simultaneously does feel quite uncomfortable!" (x2)





This was the result of the research on Gray Serpent consciousness network. Of course, the original Otto could also manage to operate multiple bodies simultaneously, but complete synchronization of consciousness was not easily achievable and would consume a lot of mental energy.





Now, Gray Serpent had filled in the final piece of the puzzle for Otto, enabling him to achieve a networked consciousness and effortlessly synchronize the operation of all his bodies.





So, although he appeared to have two bodies now, Hera and Otto were essentially one person, utilizing a single connected consciousness.





"Lord Otto."





"What is it?" (x2)





A man and a woman, their voices simultaneously responded to Amber, leaving the typically composed and indifferent perfect assistant feeling unusually flustered.





"Um, the underground base of the Far East Branch has been emptied."





"Oh? Who did it? Does Theresa know what happened?"





Otto asked calmly.





Hera, meanwhile, operated the computer, meticulously examining a series of previous experimental data, conducting further analysis and confirmation.





Glancing at Hera's figure, Amber replied to Otto, "It was the Hive System's doing; it should be Lord Sigurd's handiwork. As for Lady Theresa, she knows nothing about it."





"Then it's fine."





Otto said indifferently.





In fact, besides wanting to study his consciousness network, tying Gray Serpent back was also because he held significant importance to Sigurd.





Don't forget, the Hive System itself is a large interconnected network. Once Gray Serpent's consciousness network is decrypted by Sigurd, Otto had no doubt that the Hive System would undergo a significant upgrade.





In that case, perhaps the next time they meet, every worker bee would become an extension of Sigurd's consciousness - the thought was terrifying, and Otto could scarcely imagine it.





After becoming a Fusion Warrior, Sigurd had effectively filled in the final weakness of his mortal body. Although he still lacked in some aspects, he had become a formidable opponent that Otto had to take seriously.





Now that he was an opponent, it was only natural to strike at him at the right time, delaying his progress. Sigurd clearly understood this point and willingly handed Gray Serpent over to Otto. So, reciprocity was only natural.





It was just a production base for extracting the blood of the Schariac Saints; if Sigurd liked it, he could have it.





"I think I can understand Sigurd's state of mind now."





Hera suddenly looked up, letting out a long sigh.





Otto stroked his chin, expressing his astonishment, "By using Benares as the main body It gave Sigurd new body the characteristics of being half-Herrscher and half-Judgement-class Honkai Beast, he would have nearly insurmountable immortality and resilience, combined with his compatibility with multiple Herrscher cores, and further adaptability to decay through the integration of Soulium into the body..."





"All the pieces of the puzzle have come together, and that is..."





"The 'Hollow Armor'!" (x2)





Otto and Hera looked at each other, both wearing nearly identical smiles of satisfaction.





The "Hollow Armor," the masterpiece of Dr. Mei, the greatest scientist of the Previous Era, it’s a God Key that is not embedded by any of the Previous Era Herrscher Core,  but is compatible with all of them.





Moreover, unlike the normal God Keys, which can only harness the power of certain Herrschers, the user of the "Hollow Armor," as long as the body can withstand the ramapging Honkai Energy that would invade their body, would be no different than a Herrscher, minus the constant voice of the Will of Honkai of course.





"To complete this plan, he asked for the 'Gem of Desire' from me early on, the 'Gem of Conquest,' are mingling near him 24/7, and via K-423, he also have the Core Herrscher of the Void in his hand."





"He began to implement this plan on his way back then. Because if it were now, I would never allow him to take any of the Gem. With the uncertainty of his ability to simultaneously accommodate multiple gems, each additional one increases the level of threat by a dimension."





"I finally understand his plan, but it's too late. Now, multiple gems have gathered around him. If he goes all in - Sigurd, with three gems in hand, is much more dangerous than Sirin in her full power.”





"Unlike Sirin, Sigurd will become stronger because he knows how to wield his power effectively. And evidently, Sigurd has also taken into account the compatibility issues of the God Keys; the characteristics of Benares are simply the optimal solution to counteracting the side effects of the God Keys."





"Three Herrscher cores, plus two God Keys, and he's not satisfied yet. He even found my old friend; I don't know if he's already mastered the 'Tai Xu Sword Qi' and 'Six Fists stances,' or not, but he definitely hasn't come away empty-handed."





"Oh, almost forgot, the Core of the Herrscher of Logic is also one of his reserves, which makes him even more formidable."





"No wonder he let me take Gray Serpent so easily, he doesn't care about the upgrade of the Hive System. He himself is the greatest threat."





Otto and Hera, each with their words, outlined Sigurd's comprehensive calculation. Their keen interest, even excitement, could be faintly heard, but there was no hint of fear.





Then, Otto turned to Amber and asked, "By the way, where is Welt now?"





"According to the latest intelligence, he's in the Far East, and judging by the direction he's heading, he should be heading towards the 'Saint Freya' Academy."





"Saint Freya? Theresa?"





Otto frowned.





If the destination is 'Saint Freya,' the only possibility Otto could think of was this. Apart from his beloved granddaughter, there shouldn't be anything of interest to Welt in such a place, right?





"Lord Otto, how should we deal with this?"





"Well, let me think. I seem to have not had afternoon tea with Theresa in a long time, haven't I?"





"To be precise, the last time was five years ago, Lord Otto."





"Five years... isn't that perfect then? This way, Theresa can meet her dear friend Cecilia distant cousin (Hera), and I can hold Theresa, who I've missed for so long. It's killing two birds with one stone!"





Hera gracefully twirled, her magnificent red dress dancing lightly in the air, resembling an innocent princess.





"Amber, looking like this, do you think she will let me hug and cuddle her?”





"If you go as Lady Cecilia's aunt, undoubtedly, Lady Theresa won't resist too much."





"Then it's settled. Bring Rita and Durandal as well. How can the current head of the Schariac family travel without maids and knights?"





Hera smiled as she finalized her identity setting.




















  
    "Lord Leader, it's an honor to see you here. May I ask if there's any order for your sudden arrival? Lord Raiden Ryoma happens to be away, I'm truly sorry."



    



    The assistant of Raiden Ryoma, currently the spokesperson for the Anti-Entropy Subdivision in the Far East region, a well-fed Mediterranean-style political figure, humbly greeted Welt.



    



    Welt shook his head, wearing a gentle smile, and said, "I'm aware that Raiden Ryoma is at headquarters. I'm just here to take a look. You don't need to worry about me; go ahead and attend to your own affairs."



    



    "Um— perhaps I should arrange a guide for you?"



    



    "Sure, that'd be appreciated. Thank you."



    



    "You're too kind; it's my honor."



    



    Then, Welt watched as the person left, sighing helplessly.



    



    There weren't many people in Anti-Entropy who had seen him, but Raiden Ryoma's trusted assistant was one of them, and he hadn't expected him to be so proficient in intelligence work. Welt had barely entered the city area when this spokesperson rushed over.



    



    Well, if one isn't skilled in intelligence work, how can they develop under the watchful eye of the Fate Far East Branch?



    



    Currently in a café, Welt took out a thick, dark red notebook from his backpack when he had the opportunity to be alone.



    



    [First day of survey in the Far East region.]



    



    [The natural environment is good, the urban construction is well-developed, but there's a stifling atmosphere in life. The disparity in levels among people of different professions and classes is extremely obvious, and social stratification is particularly pronounced here.]



    



    [Fate's secular influence isn't prominent, providing an opportunity for the development of the Anti-Entropy Subdivision. The fact that two organizations can coexist almost frictionlessly in this land is a rare phenomenon and worth further investigation and analysis.]



    



    [Regarding decay, the threat suffered by the Far East region seems quite limited. As a densely populated developed country, this is abnormal. According to the pattern of decay, this place is highly likely to be the site of the next major disaster. I need to do something.]



    



    [Let's start with another visit to 'Saint Freya'.]



    



    [But before that, I haven't sorted out my dinner yet, and my travel expenses have been spent along the way. What should I do now?]



    



    Welt closed the notebook, his bright and clear brown eyes filled with contemplation, pondering whether to mooch off the Anti-Entropy Subdivision for a meal or go find Theresa, the headmistress of the academy, to mooch off her.



    



    Although not eating wouldn't have much impact, as a human being, it's generally better to have a bit more lively atmosphere.



    



    Then, his guide arrived.



    



    Whether there was some deeper meaning or simply fitting for the job, the guide arranged by Raiden Ryoma's assistant for Welt was an elegant and graceful woman named Mizuki.



    



    Mizuki seemed a bit restrained, after all, she was facing the leader of the Anti-Entropy organization. It was strange if a junior officer like her wasn't nervous.



    



    "Lord Leader, greetings. Mizuki is honored to serve you. You can just call me Mizuki."



    



    "Mizuki is it? A very special name. Well then, there's a serious matter I need to inform you of."



    



    "Please, for the sake of Anti-Entropy's cause, I'm ready to take on any responsibility."



    



    "Spirited indeed! So, let me ask you, do you have any money with you? I'll be frank, the money I have on me is barely enough for my own coffee. If you don't have money, you won't be able to order anything."



    



    Welt said very seriously.



    



    Mizuki clearly paused for a moment.



    



    Wait, this is our Anti-Entropy leader? Why does it feel so different from what I imagined?



    



    Then, she unconsciously relaxed and sat down with Welt, gradually engaging in conversation.



    



    One conversation led to another, and before they knew it, an afternoon had passed.



    



    Mizuki led Welt to the cafeteria of the Anti-Entropy base, watching as he seamlessly integrated with the lower-level workers, chatting with them about various topics without any hint of discord.



    



    It's really different from what I imagined!



    



    Standing outside the cafeteria, Mizuki watched the leader who had a gentle smile, resembling a friendly neighborhood boy, gradually smiling herself.



    



    Although different from what she imagined, if this man is the leader, it doesn't seem so bad after all.



    



    ...



    



    Welt stayed in the Anti-Entropy base for several days. Apart from Ryoma's assistant and his guide Mizuki, no one noticed anything amiss; they all treated him as a new intern.



    



    He could make friends with anyone and open up to anyone. When he left, a group of people even spontaneously threw him a farewell party. It wasn't extravagant, just a gathering in the cafeteria, but everyone seemed happy.



    



    After the meal, Mizuki accompanied him out of the base.



    



    On their way back, they passed by a production area.



    



    Mizuki looked at the people working overtime inside and felt that they seemed different somehow. They worked with extra vigor, and despite their fatigue, their smiles carried hope.



    



    "Lord Leader is truly a remarkable person," Mizuki said thoughtfully.



    



    ...



    



    Welt walked on the road to Saint Freya, feeling a sense of accomplishment from the wages he earned over the past few days of work and the gambling winnings from his coworkers.



    



    What? You say he cheated?



    



    Can the power of the Herrscher of Logic allow cheating? If it's not discovered, it's not cheating!



    



    Welt smiled faintly as he reached the school's ground pickup point.



    



    However, he had already resigned from his position as a teacher, so theoretically, he couldn't use this pickup point to reach the school floating in the air.



    



    But everything had to be tried. How would he know if he didn't try?



    



    "Um, hello. I was previously a history teacher at the school, Welt Yang. I happened to pass by here today and wanted to visit the headmistress. Could you please help me inform her?"



    



    The receptionist student pushed her glasses and looked at Welt, who appeared gentle and harmless.



    



    Hmm, a tall and slim man, seems quite sturdy, but gives off a bit too honest vibe, like a harmless herbivorous character?



    



    Strangely, although Welt had clearly mentioned his name as Welt Yang, the same name as the leader of Anti-Entropy, because of his overly calm and harmless demeanor, she didn't associate him with Anti-Entropy at all.



    



    "I'll inform her, please wait."



    



    "Alright, thank you very much."



    



    Soon, the female student returned with a communication from Theresa.



    



    "Wahhh! Mr. Yang, you scumbag! How dare you come to find me? Do you know how much damage your sudden resignation caused me?! I still haven't found a history teacher who's good enough and willing to endure hardship!"



    



    "Principal, as I said, there were some family matters. I apologize for any inconvenience caused."



    



    "Hmph! I know, that's why I didn't refuse to talk to you. If you're willing to come back, this principal will generously increase your salary by ten percent!"



    



    "A tempting offer, but I'm really just here to visit you today."



    



    "Then you don't need to come. I don't want to see you. Just leave, no need for a goodbye!"



    



    "Um, I brought a set of limited edition Homu's Comics—"



    



    "The plane will be here in ten minutes!"



    



    Theresa cut off the call.



    



    Welt returned the communicator to the female student.



    



    She looked at the communicator, then at Welt's smiling face, and suddenly wondered if her initial impression of him being honest and harmless was too one-sided.

  

















"Mrrr~"





In the snowy weather, on the bare branches of trees, Kiana squatted high up, licking a lollipop with a displeased expression.





Covered in black armor from neck down, she looked like she was wearing a sleek black bodysuit adorned with cool patterns—Sigurd had tried adding accessories, but the primary function of the black armor was to enhance physical abilities and agility to the utmost. Any additional adornments would only compromise its performance.





In the end, this was how it turned out. The now partially matured Kiana looked like a nimble little panther from afar, her budding body curves exuding an aura of youth and strength.





Chirp! Chirp!





A communication call came in, from Bronya in the distance.





Kiana squatted, holding her lollipop in one hand and scratching her butt with the other, then answered the signal.





"Kiana, are you keeping a good watch?"





"Otherwise? Should I be surfing instead?"





"Don't complain. While the enhancement of the black armor is impressive, I've reviewed the data from the second Honkai Eruption, and frankly, we're not qualified to intervene in Level events yet."





"┐(?-｀)┌Yes, yes, you're right!"





Kiana responded lazily, nonchalantly, though inwardly she was probably still resentful.





Chirp!





At this moment, another line connected.





"Stupid tuna, don't drop the ball."





"Wow! You better take care of yourself first! Acting like you can beat me?"





"You think I won’t stab you?"





"Come on! Let's see if this lady's fists are tougher or your lame spear is faster!"





Squeak—





The harsh electronic interference suddenly sounded in Kiana and Sin Mal's ears, causing both of their spirits to deflate simultaneously.





Then, Bronya's cold voice came through.





"Are you done making noise? You're on a mission, not playing around."





Kiana: "Sorry, my bad."





Sin Mal: "Apologies, Bronya. I got too relaxed."





In the distance, Bronya sat on a snow-covered rock, having finished checking the bee's defensive situation, her clear gray eyes looking at the drone by her side, where she could see the figures of Kiana and Sin Mal on the display screen.





She sighed softly.





"I know you're both not satisfied, but inadequate ability is just that. You can only do as much as your power allows. If you're not satisfied, then continue to grow stronger."





Kiana and Sin Mal didn't reply, but Bronya knew they were listening.





"Now, back to the task at hand. Extraction of the Gem of Desire is something Sigurd is definitely confident about, but there are plenty of ambitious individuals. Our job is to ensure Sigurd isn't disturbed in any way. This is a very important task, so don't take it lightly."





Bronya's gaze darkened.





In the distant formation of the triangle, Kiana and Sin Mal's expressions also flickered.





While there were many ambitious individuals, there was only one person who could potentially know about Sigurd's actions and pose a threat at the same time—Otto Apocalypse.





Sigurd had mentioned that his relationship with Otto had changed since the day he completed the fusion warrior experiment.





Otto might not continue to sit idly by or even encourage Sigurd's growth. It was possible that he would intervene to prevent Sigurd from obtaining the Gem of Desire.





Though Sigurd had a high level of information blockade around him, and Welt was diverting attention by going to "St. Freya," it was hard to say whether Otto had noticed this place or whether he would intervene.





The importance of their mission goes without saying.





"Wendy and the Gem of Desire side have Sigurd and Instructor Fu Hua. Sigurd is strong, unbelievably so, and Instructor Fu Hua, while not as strong as him, is not one to be underestimated. With the two of them there, there shouldn't be any problems. We must also do what we need to do—enter stealth mode, stay alert, and anyone who's careless, Bronya will be angry."





The helmet slowly covered Bronya's face, and as her petite figure faded away, she left behind her final warning.





Kiana and Sin Mal nodded in unison.





In the well-built temporary base, Sigurd pushed his wheelchair slowly towards the central laboratory.





"Don't be nervous. Although it's the first time, with my technique, it won't hurt much."





"... "





Wendy sat in the wheelchair, her hands on her legs, and clenched her fists.





She wasn't nervous.





It's just that a few days ago, he would occasionally throw her onto the experimental table and touch her body as he pleased, making her angry and embarrassed. Today, he suddenly told her that he was going to remove the gem from her body.





Wendy felt confused.





"What— What should I do after I recover?"





"You can go wherever you want, what's it got to do with me."





"I see, that's also true..."





Wendy lowered her head, trying to force a happy smile, but found that she couldn't.





Seele is very gentle and cooks delicious food. Raiden Mei is the same way, both are innocent and shy children who blush easily at any playful tease. Rozaliya and Liliya are mischievous but take their idol dreams seriously. A casual remark in the practice room can make them happy and jumping with joy. Bronya, although she doesn't speak much, is also very gentle and quietly takes care of her mood...





As Wendy recalled these things and imagined her days back in Anti-Entropy, she suddenly found herself unable to depict the life of a Valkyrie anymore, a strange sense of panic rising within her.





The girl's eyes shook, and then Sigurd's gentle voice came.





"Go wherever you want— Do you think I would say that?"





"Huh?"





"You've been eating for free here for almost half a year, relieving your body, taking care of your daily life. Do you know how much money I've spent? Want to leave? At least finish ten years of work first."





"Huh!?"





Wendy looked incredulously at Sigurd, her eyes widened like a startled kitten. After a while, her face turned red with anger as she scolded:





"Unreasonable! You forcibly brought me here, and now you blame me? Besides, I haven't even accounted for you touching me all over every day!"





"What's there to account for, you little brat? If it wasn't for me checking and nurturing your body, would you have the strength to yell at me now?"





"I'm not a little brat! Anyway, I won't yield! I'm a Valkyrie of Schicksal! You jerk, you clearly said on the first day that it was just out of pity! It was all a lie! And to think I once thought you were a good person!"





"A good person isn't a fool. After all, you're a potential S-rank Valkyrie. There will always be a time when you can be useful. Furthermore, disappearing for almost half a year and returning with a body without the gem, are you sure Schicksal will treat you as a Valkyrie and not a criminal or an experimental subject?"





In Sigurd's consistent tone, Wendy hesitated for a while, reluctantly lowering her head.





Yes, this was indeed a practical problem.





A look of dismay appeared on her cute little face.





She had already figured out Schicksal's nature. While they had a sense of righteousness and their purpose was good, they had the mindset of the end justified the mean, their methods had almost no bottom line. Especially after spending so much time at the Anti-Entropy headquarters, the comparison between the two organizations made Wendy realize the significant issues with Schicksal.





To turn her into a criminal, and then use her as an experimental subject to study her condition after losing the Gem of Desire, the people at the Oceania branch were certainly capable of doing that.





"... Anyway, I won't yield!"





With a burst of determination, Wendy gathered her spirits and expressed her final stubbornness—she would never surrender to this guy. He was definitely Wendy's lifelong enemy!





Then, Sigurd glanced at her indifferently, coolly saying:





"You talk as if you could resist me."





To be honest, that was quite hurtful.





Wendy was so angry that she wanted to jump up from her wheelchair and strangle him immediately, but considering the gap in their combat abilities, she swallowed her anger and simply retorted:





"One day, I'll knock you into a wheelchair!"





"Oh."





Sigurd replied casually.





Wendy: (??皿?｀)！！！





Do you have to say so little!





What does that "oh" even mean!?





Is it beneficial for you to anger me now!?





Wendy was so angry that tears welled up in the corners of her eyes, her expression of extreme annoyance, but it didn't move the boy in front of her, who remained as indifferent as a block of wood.





Today's Wendy, once again, was easily irritated into the shape of a pufferfish by Sigurd.





























 












    "Relax, control your emotions, do you want to be controlled by the power of the gem?"



    



    "Stop babbling, just get on with it, I'm not afraid."



    



    "If your eyelashes weren't trembling, I might have believed you."



    



    "Why do you care about my eyelashes? Just focus on your job!"



    



    Wendy's face turned red, unable to tell how much was due to anger and how much was due to shyness.



    



    After all, she was a girl. The fact that such a subtle gesture as the trembling of her eyelashes was described—didn't that mean Sigurd was seriously looking at her, how could she not feel embarrassed?



    



    "The surgical procedure is like this: use a sufficient amount of Honkai energy to extract the gem, separate the gem, use Soul Steel to isolate the power of the gem, remove the gem, and finally save your life. Do you understand?"



    



    "You're being so vague, there's no way I can understand!"



    



    "If I explain it too complicatedly, you won't understand anyway. You just need to know the general process."



    



    "Anyway, let's get on with it. If I call out, I won't be a Valkyrie of Schisckal anymore!"



    



    Wendy said disdainfully, closing her eyes proudly, even though she was firmly tied to the operating table, she acted as if she were the one in control, particularly dominant.



    



    Sigurd raised an eyebrow.



    



    Courage is commendable indeed. Removing the gem is equivalent to removing the Honkai energy that currently supports her special body structure, and this naturally comes with intense pain.



    



    But the real challenge comes after removing the gem, when the mutated body loses its power and collapses from within.



    



    That would be unimaginable agony.



    



    Sigurd made the necessary preparations, but it might not alleviate much.



    



    However, since the girl was so brave, there was no need to waste time on preliminary preparations. Let's just get started.



    



    Sigurd activated a series of equipment expressionlessly.



    



    With her eyes closed, Wendy suddenly felt a chill all over her body.



    



    "Did you just think of something bad?"



    



    She asked, sensing something keenly.



    



    Sigurd replied calmly as usual:



    



    "No. I've started."



    



    "Wait— Aaaaahhh!!!"



    



    A piercing scream, filled with agony, echoed throughout the entire base.



    



    With a wooden expression, Sigurd continued to manipulate the instruments while looking at the convulsing girl on the operating table with dead fish eyes.



    



    She rolled her eyes back, crystal-clear drool dripping from the corners of her mouth. Her body writhed and convulsed, emitting high-pitched screams of agony.



    



    So much for not making a sound, right?



    



    Is this it?



    



    Sigurd pursed his lips, inserting his prepared backup plan to alleviate her pain and continued with the surgical process.



    



    Meanwhile, in the distant Far East region, Welt met with Theresa.



    



    "Headmistress, long time no see. It seems like you haven't grown taller at all."



    



    "...You won't be leaving this academy today, I assure you."



    



    "Here's the 'Homu' series anniversary commemorative artbook for you."



    



    "Hmph! Do you think I'd like such childish things? But seeing as it's your gesture, and you must have prepared it for quite some time, I'll reluctantly accept it."



    



    Theresa snatched the comic book from Welt's hands, flipping through it. Her eyes immediately sparkled with excitement.



    



    "Oh, is this the excellent history teacher that the Headmistress has been so fond of? I've heard so much about you."



    



    A lazy yet charming voice came from behind Welt, and a majestic red-haired woman entered the pavilion.



    



    Welt turned around, looking at her, and remained silent for several seconds before sighing deeply.



    



    "Himeko, I didn't expect you to walk down this path. I've learned about your experiences, and I regret that I couldn't be of help. I'm sorry."



    



    Himeko Murata was taken aback.



    



    The Welt she first met was an associate professor at Caltech, a young scholar with profound knowledge and charismatic personality.



    



    Later, after a series of events, this professor mysteriously disappeared.



    



    Himeko later investigated his whereabouts—the true identity of the Anti-Entropy Lord, while it was kept secret, for a bright and A-rank Valkyrie like Himeko, it was only a matter of time before she found out.



    



    Upon arriving at St. Freya's, Himeko immediately recognized Welt from personnel files, but due to time constraints, she never got to meet him.



    



    Regarding the stance of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, Himeko was quite open-minded, and she also trusted Welt's character. She had intended to help him conceal his identity properly, but she didn't expect Welt to openly acknowledge their relationship.



    



    "None of your concern, probably. That's just fate, isn't it?"



    



    Himeko Murata gave up on concealing her emotions, her eyes revealing a complex expression that eventually faded into a faint melancholy, lingering around her graceful and voluptuous figure, making her look pitifully poignant.



    



    "No, fate is in our own hands. I don't believe that destiny is inherently tragic. If it is, I'll shatter it and rebuild everything."



    



    Welt said calmly, extending his hand, with a blue syringe appearing on it.



    



    "What's this?"



    



    "Honkai Suppressor, capable of even suppressing a Herrscher awakening, it's highly effective against the Honkai Erosion. Use it when you return. Your life has just entered its best phase, and I won't let you wither away."



    



    "...In what capacity are you saying this to me?"



    



    "Perhaps, as an elder? After all, I am your teacher!"



    



    Welt flashed a gentle smile, as usual, his image matching Himeko Murata's memories once again.



    



    However, she wasn't pleased. Instead, she frowned and suddenly didn't want to say anything.



    



    Welt, puzzled, tilted his head and gradually moved the syringe closer to Himeko Murata.



    



    Himeko Murata stared at him, and after a moment, snatched the syringe from him and casually tucked it into her clothing.



    



    Then, Theresa, holding the comic book, glanced at Welt and then at Himeko Murata, a large exclamation mark appearing above her head.



    



    "Wait a minute! Do you two know each other? No, wait, how do you have something like the Honkai Suppressor? Who exactly are you!?"



    



    "I, ah, am just an ordinary—what do you mean, who am I?"



    



    Bang!!



    



    Welt made a defensive move, but the lightning-fast fist easily broke through his guard, landing squarely on his cheek, sending him flying.



    



    "Who!?"



    



    As Welt flew backward, Theresa quickly grabbed a nearby giant cross, while Himeko assumed an attacking posture.



    



    What they saw before them was a petite, tender girl with dazzling golden hair, shining like flowing gold.



    



    "Anti-Entropy Lord, I never thought you'd dare to come and kidnap Lady Theresa. You're really daring!"



    



    Durandal's elegant eyebrows furrowed, staring fiercely in the direction where Welt was sent flying.



    



    As the dust settled, however, there was no trace of anyone in the cracked ground.



    



    "What? It should have hit, right?"



    



    Durandal looked around cautiously, but suddenly, a hand rested on her shoulder.



    



    "Calm down young lady, how about taking a seat for a moment? Gravity, multiply by fifty thousand."



    



    "Eh!!!"



    



    Under the heavy pressure, Durandal was momentarily unable to control her body, kneeling on the sunken ground, but she gritted her teeth and glared at Welt defiantly.



    



    Welt rubbed his sore cheek and said:



    



    "Those who are watching from the sideline, you can come out now, let’s have a face to face talk.”



    



    Welt looked up at the sky, where two graceful and beautiful figures descended like goddesses in the moonlight.



    



    ‘He really turned into a woman. You're truly remarkable, Otto.’



    



    Welt scratched his head, looking at Hera with a strange expression, and finally managed to force out a peculiar smile.

  
    

    













“Yo, isn't this the renowned Anti-Entropy Lord, Welt Yang? Who would thought such renowned person would be coming all the way to my Schicksal Eastern Branch 'Saint Freya' Academy in the dead of night, specifically to bully little girls?”





Hera descended gracefully, holding her skirt, standing in the moonlight with a smile as beautiful as a painting.





Rita glanced at Durandal, who was still struggling against the gravity, a fleeting look of concern crossing her face, but she remained respectfully by Hera's side, not daring to act rashly.





Welt slapped his forehead, sighed helplessly.





"Long time no see, Miss Hera. After so many years, you still maintain your elegance—ten times gravity."





While exchanging pleasantries, Welt suddenly conjured a blue sphere in his hand, then applied an astonishingly heavy pressure on Hera, causing her to momentarily bend her knees in surprise.





Maintaining her smile, Hera raised an eyebrow.





She knew that Welt knew her name and her true identity, which wasn't surprising; after all, he was the leader of Anti-Entropy. It was inevitable that Sigurd would provide him with the relevant information.





But, starting off with a show of force upon their first meeting? Although it seemed retaliatory, this decisiveness didn't match Welt's usual dovish style, did it?





Then, Hera looked at Durandal, who was slowly rising from the oppressive gravity.





"Durandal, what are you dawdling for?"





"Hyah!!!"





With Hera's gentle reprimand, Durandal finally accumulated enough energy to counter the heavy pressure on her body. She retaliated with a side kick, accompanied by a violent burst of air, aimed at Welt.





Bang!





Welt's body suddenly shattered, like fragile glass.





Without losing focus, Durandal immediately followed up with a punch.





Bang!!!





The deep red energy shield shattered under her full-force punch.





As Welt's hair fluttered in the wind from the force of the punch, he shook his head, then increased the gravity on Durandal once more. Before she could adjust, he struck her neck from behind.





Hiss—





Amidst the sound of released air pressure, a blue syringe was inserted into Durandal's neck, injecting its contents.





Durandal took a step back, once again overwhelmed by the gravity.





This time, she couldn't gather enough strength to counterattack, feeling her power rapidly draining from her body.





"Sigurd mentioned that among the Valkyries of Schicksal, the only one currently posing a potential threat to me is you. Indeed, seeing is believing. This is an Honkai energy suppressor that can temporarily dilute even the power of a Herrscher. Considering your reputed defense surpasses that of Honkai beasts, I used a needle made of Soulium. So, take a rest for a while. You're still young, and now isn't the time for you to shine."





Welt patted the girl's head, smiling gently, like a big brother soothing a mischievous little sister rather than an enemy.





Splurt!





And then, a small fist pierced through his body.





Welt's smile froze for a moment as he lowered his head, a look of surprise appearing on his face.





"I didn't expect to find myself here..."





Welt's legs seemed to lose strength as he took a step back, his body showing a tendency to slowly fall backward.





Durandal fell before him, unconscious.





Hera narrowed her eyes.





'So easily?'





The next moment, as expected, Welt's smile returned, and his slowly falling body dissolved into countless glows, dissipating in the moonlight.





Then, before everyone's eyes, an unharmed Welt reappeared in the same spot.





"Hmm?"





A glint appeared in Hera's eyes as she watched Welt, slowly revealing a beautiful smile as if spring had arrived.





Welt scratched his head, looking at the bewildered Himeko and Theresa, and smiled:





"Why are you so surprised, as the First Herrscher, to create a new body when something happened to the previous one is normal isn’t it?”





"This is not normal at all, is it? Did Sigurd fix the problem in your body?"





Hera asked confidently.





Welt nodded.





Indeed, Welt's biggest problem before was that he wasn't an original Herrscher. Despite Joyce's stubborn will, the Herrscher core would always reject Welt, burdening him.





Especially after the Second Eruption, the body rebuilt with the Herrscher core became even more fragile and unable to withstand the energy of the Herrscher core.





Sigurd adjusted his body structure, providing the most perfect Herrscher body construction plan for Welt, significantly reducing Welt's burden. At the same time, he also gave many effective improvement suggestions for the use of Herrscher power.





With both combined, after months of adaptation, Welt finally regained his peak state.





Under Hera's scrutiny, Welt knelt down, picked up the fallen Durandal from the ground, and gestured for Rita to come and take her.





Rita hesitated for a moment, looking at Hera.





Hera nodded with a smile.





"Go on, our Mr. Welt seems to be particularly gentlemanly!"





"It's not exactly gentlemanly, just that if she wakes up halfway through, at such close proximity, I might have to rebuild my body again. Honestly, handling her is not hard, but I have to admit her strike felt quite painful."





Welt said honestly.





Then, Hera and Welt looked at each other, the former with a smile as gentle as a spring breeze, and the latter with a warm and sincere smile, they stared at each other, both silent.





After a while, just when Theresa was about to lose patience and intervene, even if she didn't fully understand the situation, Hera slowly said:





"You seem... different."





In the past, if Welt saw Otto, his hatred and fear would be almost impossible to hide. At the slightest provocation, he would easily panic or become furious.





Today, he's a bit too calm.





Moreover, his use of power, as if skipping the rough groping stage, appears extraordinarily adept.





Subduing Durandal, while not unexpected since she's still young with plenty of room to grow, was done with such ease that it raises eyebrows.





Welt sighed deeply, shaking his head with a smile.





"Just walked a long road, figured out a few things, that's all there is to it. Compared to you, there's still much more for me to learn."





"Oh? Do you want to be like me?"





"Not really. Just feel that you're someone worthy of admiration. Looking back, I still don't agree with you, but I must admit, I should respect you. If it's possible, I really want to persuade you to return to the right path. Even if it means letting go of our past grievances. But I realize I can't change you. If there's a chance, someday in the future, I'll come to take your life, when the time is ripe and necessary."





Welt chuckled lightly, with no hint of hostility, as if stating an acknowledged fact.




















  "Wow—such confidence, why don't I just kill you now?"





Hera laughed as if meeting a beloved person, a mixture of shyness and joy in her demeanor, yet behind her, countless golden ripples emerged, each shaping into various golden weapons, slowly revealing themselves.





Welt sighed, the 'Mimetic · Star of Eden' in his hand slowly disappeared, saying:





"Don't be ridiculous. I won't die here, and you're not the type to waste energy on futile efforts. Let's just leave it at that with the greetings. Since you're here, why not sit down and have a chat?"





"Sigurd is my friend, he's entitled to say such things to me at any time. But you, why?"





"Friendship huh... I heard you tried to be friends with Joyce and failed. Why don't we become friends too? I'm also called Welt, not a bad deal, right?"





"..."





Hera's smile gradually faded, along with the overwhelming golden ripples.





"Joyce, it's indeed a pity."





"Isn't it also your doing? That's why I say, you're really a contradictory and twisted guy."





Welt said calmly.





This was a mentality he never imagined he'd have before, but now he had achieved it.





Suddenly, Hera smiled again.





"I used to see you as some worthless fool who is chasing after Joyce's shadow. Now, you're different, you have become somewhat interesting, let's have a chat."





"Sigurd mentioned that this Miss Rita's tea skills are good, too bad I didn't bring any tea leaves."





"No problem, I brought some. How can I chat with a guest without offering tea?"





"Then I won't be polite. Honestly, I'm very poor right now."





Welt gestured, and the broken pavilion slowly restored amidst the purple light. The two of them sat down in the middle as if there were no one else around.





At this moment, Theresa, who had been outside of the state all this time, looked at the destruction around her, then at the two who seemed as if nothing had happened, and suddenly became furious.





"╰(‵□′)╯Hey!!"





"Do you two know where this is? Do you know who I am!? How dare you cause trouble while I’m still around!?”





"I'm Hera Schariac. In terms of bloodline and generation, I'm Cecilia's grandaunt. You may call me Granny, Little Theresa."





"Ah, let me re-introduce myself, I'm Welt Yang, the Lord of Anti-Entropy. Siegfried is receiving treatment from me. By the way, his daughter Kiana is also with me now. For their sake, calm down a bit, Theresa, Headmistress of St. Freya Academy."





Theresa's arrogance suddenly disappeared. In Hera's interested smile and Welt's friendly gaze, her expression gradually became trance-like.





Cecilia's... Grandaunt?





Siegfried aside, but Kiana...





Theresa's hand trembled, and the huge cross fell to the ground with a bang.





When she came to her senses, she found herself being hugged by Hera, a pure white hand gently stroking her chin.





"Don't..."





"Good girl, good girl, so obedient~"





"Don't... um, a little lower..."





"Such a good girl, here, drink some bitter melon juice."





Hera skillfully tamed Theresa, holding the now softened little girl and offering her the bitter melon juice.





Watching Theresa holding the bitter melon juice, squinting her eyes, her face seemingly blossoming with innocent smiles, Hera's expression appeared especially pleased.





Rita, who was brewing tea, kept her eyes on her task, afraid to look at Theresa at this moment, lest her overflowing envy, jealousy, and loyalty affect the purity of the tea.





Soon, she served the tea, watching Hera, who had a formidable background, and the equally formidable Lord of Anti-Entropy, drinking together.





Rita lowered her head.





Known facts:





 
	




 
	Sigurd is Otto's good friend, surname Kaslana, a high-ranking member of Schicksal, and also an executor of Anti-Entropy.














 





 
	




 
	Hera is the head of the Schariac family. She brought a batch of Soulium to the Anti-Entropy headquarters to give to Sigurd and ordered Rita to fight alongside Anti-Entropy once.














 





 
	




 
	Wendy, the former genius of Schicskal Oceania branch, is also at the Anti-Entropy headquarters.














 





 
	




 
	Siegfried Kaslana and Kiana Kaslana, the famous father-daughter pair, are also in Anti-Entropy.














 





 
	




 
	Hera came to see Welt. While they seemed to have fought on the surface, it was actually a relationship where they could sit down and have tea together. Moreover, from the preceding conversation, it can be inferred that they already knew each other.














Questions:





What is the relationship between Schicksal and Anti-Entropy? How complex are the relationships between the high-ranking members on both sides?





Rita wrung her fingers, feeling her brain burning, on the verge of overload.





Unfortunately, Lady Durandal was already unconscious, and the nearby Himeko Murata seemed bewildered. In other words, Rita was the only one who knew so much about the situation.





No, she should say it's fortunate that Lady Durandal is unconscious.





With such a complex conspiracy to bear, let Rita handle it. To protect Lady Durandal's purity, even if she becomes a pawn in the game of the big shots, Rita accepts it!





Rita suddenly realized that, yes, knowing so much, she couldn't escape from this little-known maelstrom, so she might as well accept it.





With this thought, Rita suddenly felt relaxed.





Meanwhile, after teasing Theresa for a while and finally satisfying her longing for her adorable granddaughter, Hera finally turned to Welt and asked:





"So, why do you travel the world, forming bonds with people everywhere? What's your purpose?"





"To save the world, one must first listen to the world's voice, understand what the world wants—I'm doing this work as a kind of learning and training."





"Oh?"





Hera paused in her teasing of Theresa.





"Sounds like something out of a fairy tale plot, doesn't it?"





"Not really? I've gained quite a bit from it. I feel like my understanding of the world is improving every day. It's the right thing to do, at least that's what I think."





"Your answer is so Innocent to the point it makes me want to laugh."





"Aren't you already laughing? O Tyrant of the Skies, how long has it been since you last listened to the voices from the ground?"





The familiar address reminded Hera of her past conflicts with Joyce.





Then, she shook her head.





"Never. The vast majority of humans are ugly and shallow creatures, always have been. Why bother listening to such meaningless voices?"





"Wrong."





"Where's the mistake?"





"Humans are both ugly and beautiful, both shallow and deep as the cosmos. Each and every sentient being has their unique appearance and thoughts. What you see is a hastily painted oil painting, with too many muddy and complex colors haphazardly intertwined, clashing and competing for each other's presence, chaotic and disorderly, naturally repulsive. But I believe that if a skilled artist takes the brush and gives enough arrangement, allowing each color to adequately display itself and harmoniously complement each other, the same colors will become a magnificent scene that can amaze the starry sky."





Welt said slowly, with a sense of nostalgia and pride, his eyes seemingly shining with a strange light Hera hadn't seen in a long time.

    

    













"An artist, a painter..."





Hera, with Theresa in one hand and a teacup in the other, the pale steam drifting over her exquisitely painted face, carried a somewhat meaningful expression.





She continued:





"The one who controls the colors, stands outside the painting, overseeing all things, outlining the destinies of living beings—so, are you, trying to become a god?"





Hera raised an eyebrow, looking at Welt with a gaze of expectation, even encouragement.





Welt shook his head with a wry smile.





"How could I dare? I'm just an insignificant member among the myriad of living beings. How could I become a god? I just want to find the method to create a perfect masterpiece and the process to realize it."





"Kindness, understanding, mutual love, unity—what you want has actually been written in the most prominent places of human history for thousands of years, even passed down from mouth to mouth. Everyone knows it, but no one takes these qualities seriously. Thousands of years have passed, and nothing has changed. So, you're just wasting your efforts."





"Hahaha! Makes sense, I need to jot that down. Shaping all the good qualities has indeed been written in human history long ago, we just need to guide and amplify this power. The goodness of one person is weak and powerless. Guiding the goodness of millions, regulating and restraining desires, that is the true utopia!"





Welt looked as if he had gained insight, jotting down something on his notebook, already marked with signs of frequent use. His gentle smile remained, unaffected by Hera's assessment of his efforts as "useless".





Hera raised an eyebrow and asked:





"You're so determined, what kind of answer are you looking for?"





Welt gently stroked the cover of his notebook, smiling slightly.





"Truthfully speaking, it should be a kind of idea. I believe that people have limits, but ideas do not. As long as I find the right idea and transmit it, it will be passed down and developed for thousands of years. Eventually, it will guide humanity to paint that perfect picture. As for me, all I need to do is to carry it out to the end, whether I achieve my goals completely or fall on the way, it doesn't matter. I will strive to the end, but success doesn't have to be mine; I just need to know that one day it can be achieved, and that's enough."





"...Naive."





Hera slowly uttered this word, setting down her teacup. She continued:





"Rather than relying on humanity to achieve utopia on its own, it's more realistic for you to ascend to godhood first and, with your own will, transform the world into what you desire. That would be more practical."





Just as the former Schicksal was a decaying and absurd religious institution, if it weren't for Otto's ascent, intentionally maintaining the world's stability and forcibly reversing everything with his strong personal abilities, the Schicksal of today would not look like this.





Welt sighed.





"Indeed, I could do that. And then what? How long can a system enforced by external force be maintained? No, I should ask, how long can I exist forcefully? When I fall, everything will dissipate again, right? Only by finding the right idea, making people comprehend, acknowledge, and willingly follow it from the heart, guiding them to spontaneously establish the order they need, can it truly endure."





Hera's eyes flickered. Yes, this is how the current Schicskal is.





Without qualified successors, when Hera, or Otto lets go, this powerful organization, unified outwardly and dominating the globe, will decay and collapse from within, and everything will slowly return to square one — humanity's flaws are so stubbornly unsolvable.





So, she said lightly:





"It's impossible. Humanity's flaws have remained the same throughout the ages; there's no order that everyone would agree to."





"Then, have you asked every single person?"





"What?"





Hera was taken aback.





And Welt, always gentle, said:





"Obviously, you haven't asked them; you just assume. But I have decided to ask, to discuss and research with them, to find that kind of order — even if not everyone, at least the vast majority, willing to follow and uphold. It must exist, the further we go, the more I believe in this. After all, we are all humans with soft hearts, why can't we work together?"





"...Naive."





Hera repeated this assessment once again.





Then, she raised her teacup.





"But, you know what? I actually don't dislike naive people, so, here's to you!"





"Haha, I'm honored."





The two teacups clinked.





"I admire those who are upright and brave, and you, you're very courageous, but I still think this is a ridiculous journey. I don't hold much hope for the future you described. When it comes to understanding human nature, I have much more experience of it than you.”





"Yeah, it's quite difficult. But someone has to do it, who else could it be besides me?"





"Why are you so confident again?"





"People are contradictory, you know? On one hand, it feels difficult, on the other hand... in this vast world, who else but me? Is that strange?"





Hera shrugged, smiling, noncommittal.





Then, she changed the subject again.





“Tell me, do you think gods exists?”





"I don't think so, everything is just a person's fate and choices."





"If there are no gods, then where does the Honkai come from?"





"Well... you've got me there. If there truly exists some divine will above us, arranging the Honkai as a great adversary for humanity, watching the tug-of-war struggle between both sides until one ends – that kind of existence could be described as godlike."





Welt sighed deeply, his words heavy with both weight and sadness. The story of the Honkai was a tale woven with blood and tears, as it has always been throughout history.





Hera then asked, "If there really is such a god, how would you respond?"





"First, eliminate the Honkai, then break through the world's barrier, and array our troops beyond the world – uprooting the tree and filling the sea."





Tres, referring to the Imaginary Tree.





Sea, referring to the Quantum Sea.





In reality, they are neither Tree nor Sea, just metaphors. If one were to understand the concepts involving the origins of countless worlds simply as a great tree and a vast sea because of these names, that would undoubtedly be foolish.





But Hera understood what Welt meant.





So, she suddenly burst into laughter.





"Hahaha!"





"How could— How could you have such thoughts? Isn't this the stuff of dreams?"





"Hahaha!"





The girl laughed so hard that her laughter shook her whole body, her golden hair rippling in the night as if creating ripples, accompanied by her clear laughter like silver bells, dazzling and mesmerizing.





Welt just watched her, seeing her laughter gradually fade into nothingness.





Then, he calmly asked, "So, in your opinion, besides this, does humanity have another choice?"





"How about fleeing?"





"Fleeing to where?"





"Quantum Sea, World Bubble, how about it?"





Hera asked with a mischievous smile.





Welt stared at her, unable to tell if Hera really had a plan or if she was just teasing him in every possible way.





In the end, Welt could only sigh and say, "If we could truly escape, it wouldn't be a bad way out. But I remain skeptical; if we hide in the World Bubble, would the Honkai just stay away, or worse, intensify? Furthermore, even if the Honkai stays away, is there really peace and safety in the elusive Quantum Sea? In my opinion, we only have one path – and that is victory. Besides victory, there's nothing else."





"Victory, that's another fairy tale."





Hera said softly, recalling the civilizations that had already perished under the Honkai, and also remembering her brief encounter with the God of Honkai, she was momentarily lost in thought.





Then, she raised her glass once again.





"Here's to you again, Welt Yang!"





Hera pronounced Welt's full name, looking at the man with calm and gentle eyes.





He was no longer just a shadow of Joyce; he was Welt Yang.





Welt Yang — Hera silently repeated this name in her mind. She knew she had another person to remember.





Welt clinked glasses with Hera, finished his drink, then glanced at his watch, speaking to himself without hiding his voice:





"Well, I think it's about time. The tasks entrusted by Sigurd should have been completed unexpectedly smoothly"





Hera's smile stiffened.




















  
    

    













What's Welt talking about? The tasks entrusted by Sigurd?





What could Sigurd entrust him with? Chatting with himself?





Hiss!





No, the fact that Welt appeared openly at "St. Freya", something that would naturally attract her attention and then, instead of fighting with her, chose to chat with her for so long.





From what she has gathered so far, Sigurd is doing something that he doesn’t want him to disturb, does that mean he have a plan?





Is it related to K-423? Or perhaps it’s related to one of the Herrscher Core?





Crack!





Hera squinted, crushed the handle of the teacup, and the cup shattered on the ground with a crisp sound, splashing tea everywhere.





...





"Amber, organize a team, bring the nearest Soulium, and come with me to the Anti-Entropy Headquarters."





"Yes, Lord Otto."





Amber withdrew to arrange the trip as instructed.





Meanwhile, Otto opened a screen, looking at the large reconnaissance blind spots in the Siberian Plain, pressing his temples with a headache.





"I was careless. I'm still digesting the memories of Gray Serpent, and then I was disrupted by Welt — it's too late now, whatever Sigurd wants to do should be done by now. But, at least I need to confirm what he's been up to."





Otto shook his head, actually having some guesses already, but he just wanted to confirm them for real.





This time, he was one step behind in his chess game, but it felt... not bad, somehow.





...





Hera, in synchrony with his thoughts, sighed helplessly from thousands of miles away, then glanced at Welt with a girlish pout, looking adorable as ever, despite what other might say, she’s not intentionally pretending to be cute or anything to let his guard down, but after five hundred years of experience of switching body back and forth, she had instinctively learned how to behave like how her Soulium body looks like.





"Muu~ Welt, you've learned bad habits from Sigurd, dare to cooperate with him to fool me?"





"Haha, he's my trusted general and strategist, so I naturally have to agree to his requests, well, mainly because when he speaks to you all gloomy, I really dare not refuse."





Welt's smile suddenly became forced.





He recalled the late-night communication with the kid from some time ago, thinking of Sigurd's emotionless dead-fish eyes — to be honest, at that time, he felt that if he refused, the next day he would be run over by a group of Titans passing by, losing even his Herrscher Core.





Hera also recalled the Sigurd before the fusion experiment, that terrifying aura crawling out from the abyss, her expression stiffening momentarily with some sympathy, then she said with a hint of sympathy:





"...You've been through a lot too."





"It's okay, just go along with him, in general, Sigurd is quite gentle."





"If you ever feel coerced, just blink twice rapidly at me."





Hera playfully blinked at Welt, teasing him.





Welt chuckled lightly, silently deciding to mention this to Sigurd when he returned, then calmly said:





"So, next, I'd like to discuss some serious matters with you."





"Go ahead."





"The Honkai Suppressant, as you've seen, it's highly effective in treating the damage caused by Honkai, significantly reducing the burden on Valkyries' bodies. I've already achieved mass production; each dose is $75, and I can produce four million doses per month. Whether it's for expanding the Valkyrie Legion, maintaining the Valkyries' lifespan, or reducing injuries to personnel in various human experiments, it can play a significant role."





"$75... dollars?"





Hera's eyebrows twitched.





You spendthrift fool, do you know how much time and resources I've spent to concoct the perfect Schariac Holy Blood?





This suppressant is obviously a variant serum derived from Holy Blood, except Sigurd has achieved industrial production.





But at a price of $75, you might as well say it's being given away for free!





"What's the catch?"





Hera asked with complex emotions.





This transaction is beneficial to Schicskal, but for the Anti-Entropy, whether they can recoup the cost is uncertain.





Welt raised an index finger and said slowly:





"First, to save some lives."





"Hmm, that fits your character. And then?"





"Second, each dose of the suppressant will be labeled with the mark of Anti-Entropy, and it must not be concealed that this is a drug produced by Anti-Entropy."





"Oh? Go on."





"Third, a formal reconciliation between Schisckal and Anti-Entropy, signing and publicly announcing a friendly agreement and a cooperation treaty on dealing with the Honkai."





Welt raised three fingers to express his goals and conditions.





However, Hera showed a perfect smile, kindly asking:





"Hmmm~  What if I want to refuse?"





If these conditions were agreed upon, it would garner too much support for Anti-Entropy.





Think about it, Anti-Entropy, which uses mechas as its main combat power, has worked hard to develop medicines to treat Honkai Erosion and sell them at a low price. Why? Of course it is to save the Valkyrie from their tragic fate!





Once this fact is established, how will the previously thrown dirt at Anti-Entropy be accounted for? Will the upper echelons of Schicksal question the correctness of the Archbishop? Even if it's just a little bit, it's a sign of trouble.





Welt smiled amiably, sincerely and friendly replied:





"Then I'll sell it to Principal Theresa first and then go to various branches of Schicksal for sales. If you prohibit all of them, I'll do a buy-one-get-one-free promotion on the internet, black market, and the like. As long as those threatened by Honkai Erosion can use it, selling it at a cheaper price, even hiring an idol for advertisement wouldn't hurt. By the way, in that case, when I sell it, I have to remind the buyer that this is prohibited by the Archbishop of Schiskal. Use the potion in secret, and don’t spread it around - if you spread it around, you can only get a 10% discount."





"... "





Hera's expression became serious.





She began to put her 500-year-old clever brain to work, contemplating strategies to counteract — smearing and defaming certainly seemed feasible. In just a moment, Hera could come up with nine different ways of negative public relations, a full nine!





However, the truth is the truth, and ultimately, the results will speak for themselves.





And for Anti-Entropy, being smeared with dirt is nothing new; they can completely accept it and persevere in resistance and criticism for the long term.





In the long run, this move is futile.





"Did Sigurd teach you this method?"





"Not exactly, I came up with it myself."





"Since when did you have such a compassionate heart?"





"It's not about compassion, it's actually quite simple. I didn't come up with any plan to fight against you, I simply chose to stand on the side of the masses. And then, this plan emerged."





Welt said calmly, even allowing Rita to refill his tea.





And surprisingly, she was quite skilled at it.





"..."





Hera fell silent.





And Welt continued:





"I stand on the side of the masses, while you do not, that's the essence of this situation. Accept it, Hera, you won't lose out."





Hera remained silent once again.





Refusal is a path that is bound to fail. As long as there is one Valkyrie who is at their wits' end and accepts the potion, confirms its effectiveness, slowly, widespread dissemination is only a matter of time.





Otto can declare a ban, but he cannot control everyone. Once Anti-Entropy's potion changes the situation, even if he wants to suppress it again, he must compromise for the sake of public opinion.





And accepting — it might not necessarily lead to harm. After all, the act of smearing can be easily dismissed as a strategy taken due to differing positions. Moreover, she can even create a public opinion that "the Archbishop, for the future of the Valkyries, is willing to set aside pride and compromise with Anti-Entropy," thereby strengthening her own authority.





Furthermore, the extension of the Valkyries' lifespan and the reduction of losses among the experimental subjects undoubtedly represent a significant enhancement to the overall power of Schicksal.





Hera is not someone who acts on impulse, so she nodded.





"I understand. I will make it clear to Otto."





"Thank you for your understanding. I’m looking forward to our cooperation."





Welt raised his cup, then politely smiled as if he just noticed Hera's tea cup was empty, drank his tea, and stood up.





"Your Highness, it's been a long time since we last met. Shall we go for a walk in the city and have a chat?"





"Okay."





Hera watched as the two of them walked away, gently stroking the now awake Theresa in her arms, silent for a long time.





"Is what you just said true? Can that potion, that transaction, really save many Valkyries?"





"Yes, he wouldn't lie."





"That's great... Is there anything I can do to help? By the way, if it's about Grandfather, I can help convince him."





"No need, Otto will agree."





Hera said calmly, then lost interest in further conversation.





In just a few hours, she was misled by Sigurd once and pressured by Welt once. In five hundred years, she had never experienced such things.





Perhaps she should put away her arrogance and laziness and take things a bit more seriously?




















  
    

    













The process of extracting the "Gem of Desire" is far more painful and unbearable than Wendy imagined.





The power of that gem has long permeated every cell in her body, like the stubborn roots of a plant deeply rooted in her body, pulling every inch of flesh and blood in her body.





And now, Sigurd wants to forcibly pull out this plant, even if it means tearing out blood and flesh all over the floor.





This kind of pain cannot be resisted solely by willpower.





"Ah!!!"





Wendy let out one last piercing scream, her petite body uncontrollably stiffened for a moment, then fell heavily, limbs twitching slightly, and then fell silent.





At that moment, an index finger was placed on her neck where the artery was.





"Weak vital signs, highly active brainwave frequency, Honkai Energy Erosion Degree at 90.12%, intensity level critical—passed the first critical point, Phase One is over. We can move on to Phase Two now. Thank you for your efforts, Miss Fu Hua."





Sigurd turned towards the entrance of the laboratory and spoke thus.





Fu Hua, clad in a fitted trench coat, appeared silently outside the door, hands in pockets, and walked in with an indifferent expression.





"You don't feel anything hearing her scream like that all the time?" Fu Hua said with lowered eyes.





Only to see the girl on the experimental table, pale-faced, with black-green hair dampened by sweat, scattered messily across her forehead, with deep wounds on her lips—there was no way to stop the erosion of the Honkai Energy by stuffing soft items into her mouth, and high-intensity materials would easily shatter her teeth, so it was better not to stuff anything at all.





But Wendy, she was clearly a tender girl like a flower bud, she shouldn't have to endure such pain!





There was a flicker of emotion in Fu Hua's eyes. Essentially, no matter how many times she lost her memory, she was still a person who was easily swayed by emotions.





Then, the response of the young man, calm as cool water and without a ripple, came:





"No."





Sigurd grimaced, gesturing towards Wendy on the table, signaling Fu Hua to act.





Fu Hua gave him a deep look.





If you truly don't feel anything, then why are you so gently clearing the strands of hair from Wendy's forehead? Is it just out of boredom?





A boy with a sharp tongue but a soft heart!





Fu Hua sighed, no longer saying anything, her hands forming a strange gesture, facing Wendy and Sigurd, slowly closing her eyes.





"Fenghuang Down — Dream of Yellow Millet!"





Fenghuang Down — Dream of Yellow Millet, a dream that touches the heart.





Sigurd sat on the edge of the table, holding Wendy's damp hand, lowering his gaze, his eyes gradually losing their luster.





Fu Hua sighed, wanting to join in, but remembering Sigurd's previous instructions—not to interfere unless danger was detected.





So, she could only stand quietly aside, maintaining the connection between the two consciousnesses, without any further action.





However, although she had lost her memory, Fu Hua vaguely felt like she had done something similar before, and there was a faint sense of aversion.





...





"Who are you?"





"Me? Aren't I you?"





In the chaotic and obscure space, Wendy stared at the silhouette of the girl formed by black elements, her consciousness blurry, unable to determine her own state.





"Are you... me?"





"I am you, I am your sadness, loneliness, pain, and resentment."





"Mine— No! You're the power of the gemstone!"





Wendy suddenly woke up, taking a step back.





In her wary expression, the surrounding chaotic environment suddenly split into two distinct colors.





On one side was the black domain where Wendy was located, and on the other side was the eerie green domain where the black mist life resided, the two colors each occupying half of the sky, facing each other, clearly dividing this boundless world.





At the same time, as Wendy regained her senses, the silhouette formed by the black mist suddenly twisted.





It first turned into a black whirlwind, and then finally formed another Wendy, a Wendy with ink-green pupils and a crazed smile at the corners of her mouth.





Perhaps she could be called Darkened Wendy.





Darkened Wendy smiled, with suppressed madness, saying:





"Why deny it? Have you forgotten what those scientists did to you, forgotten the ugly faces of those villains? We willingly sacrificed everything to protect the world, but how did they repay us? Does this world really have any value worth protecting?"





"—Not everyone is so bad! I didn't decide to protect the world for those people, but for the smiles of more innocent people!"





"You speak grandly, but look at your legs, this is what the world has given you in return, can you really accept it?"





Darkened Wendy pointed with her hand.





Immediately, Wendy found herself sitting on the ground. Looking down, her pair of healthy, beautiful, and powerful legs were slowly turning grayish-white from the ankles, as if cursed with petrification, and then gradually showing signs of cracking, as if they were about to shatter and disappear at any moment.





"No! No, don't!"





Wendy's pupils contracted, instinctively shouting.





And Darkened Wendy burst into laughter suddenly.





"Hahaha! Look, this is what the world has given us in return! It's not worth it at all! Come on, accept me, accept this power that originally belonged to you, with our combined efforts, health, strength, dreams, and future, everything is within reach! You can do whatever you want, without enduring disdain, and without experiencing the agony of powerlessness!"





Darkened Wendy took a step forward, and the green domain behind her extended forward.





While the black domain where Wendy was located was gradually eroded, visibly shrinking at a speed visible to the naked eye.





Darkened Wendy came to Wendy on the ground, with a cruel smile, reaching out to her.





Snap!





Wendy swept away the hand in front of her, and the black domain symbolizing her willpower suddenly trembled, halting its shrinking trend.





"Don't come any closer!"





"Are you an idiot? Why resist me? I've said I am you, aren't you also longing for this power? What's the point of deceiving yourself?"





"You're not me! You're just a counterfeit created by the 'Gem of Desire' to lure me into corruption!"





"You fool! This is the best chance! Once Sigurd takes out the gem, we will never have the chance to avenge ourselves on this ugly world again!"





Darkened Wendy scolded anxiously and bitterly.





As if she wasn't trying to lure Wendy, but was simply anxious about the opportunity Wendy was about to lose.





"You're wasting your effort, I won't be fooled!"





"You fool! How far do you want to deceive yourself? You clearly hate Schicksal, hate this world!"





"Even if I blame myself, I won't compromise with you!"





"I didn't ask you to compromise! I just want you to accept your true self, is that so difficult?"





They argued fiercely, refusing to give in to each other.





However, even if Wendy remained steadfast, the green domain eventually overwhelmed the black domain symbolizing reason, gradually squeezing it out.





Wendy faintly sensed that when the black domain representing her own will was engulfed, the bizarre and crazed version of herself in front of her would replace her and become the new Wendy!





She began to feel anxious and uneasy.





And this emotional turmoil once again accelerated the expansion of the green domain.





At a certain critical point, Darkened Wendy couldn't help but relax her expression.





"Never mind, if you want to pretend to be strong, go ahead. But I've said it before, I am you. You can't deceive yourself, you will eventually accept me, and together we will become the wild wind that blows away all ugliness!"





"...Sigurd will stop you."





"I've already said I am you! As for Sigurd, that pseudo-gentleman who has never had good intentions from the start, just wait, you'll see how terrified and ugly he looks! Come on, let's merge together!"





Darkened Wendy covered her face, bursting into laughter, speaking with the exact appearance and voice as the original Wendy:





"Hahaha! I am, the god of the new world!"





"Haha!"





"Hahahaha!"





"Did I just hear you badmouthing me?"





Suddenly, a voice not belonging to Wendy echoed in this world gradually covered by emerald green, cold but with a hint of danger.





Wendy trembled subconsciously.





Darkened Wendy also stiffened.





The next moment, a portal unfolded in front of Wendy, and a bony hand extended from the dazzling white light.





Without hesitation, Wendy grasped the hand.





An irresistible force came over her, and then, she was pulled into the portal.





After that, a white radiance radiated from the two-person-high door, illuminating the entire space in the blink of an eye, dispersing the emerald green and pitch-black colors, leaving only an endless expanse of pure white.




















  
    

    













"How did you appear here?"





Darkened Wendy, symbolizing the persona of the Herrscher, stood in the pure white space, alerting the two individuals before her as if facing a formidable enemy.





Sigurd stood there nonchalantly, one hand around Wendy's waist, pulling her close to his side, while his ice-cold blue eyes looked at Darkened Wendy without any fluctuation.





Darkened Wendy looked at the other herself being embraced by Sigurd, her already grim face becoming even darker.





"Why are you blushing!?"





She snapped.





Wendy stole a glance at Sigurd's handsome face, then put on a straight face and replied with forced composure:





"It's just a girl's natural reaction."





"You're lying! There's no such thing as an instinctive reaction in the consciousness world!"





"..."





The original Wendy turned her face away, saying nothing.





Then Darkened Wendy took a deep breath, and the ominous green substance emanated from her body, like a demon descending, glaring at Sigurd with a fierce momentum.





"This is our consciousness domain, how the hell did a bastard like you get in here?"





"Are you calling me a bastard?"





Sigurd lowered his head, looking at Wendy in his arms, expressionless.





Wendy's expression froze for a moment, then hastily pointed at the other Wendy opposite her, explaining:





"It's not me! I didn't say anything! It was her, look at her!"





So, Sigurd looked up at Darkened Wendy.





Darkened Wendy instinctively took a step back, then realizing her reaction, she stepped forward again, showing determination.





Sigurd just looked at her, with a cold and indifferent expression, saying:





"Where there is existence, there is a way to touch it. It's just a consciousness domain, is it strange that I can come in?"





Of course, in reality, it's not that simple. While Fu Hua could send Sigurd's consciousness in, actually entering Wendy's consciousness domain required Wendy's acceptance. This step was completed when Wendy held his hand.





Now, Sigurd's consciousness was connected to Wendy's, and this space was their shared consciousness world.





This also meant that the persona of the Herrscher's consciousness could now touch Sigurd's consciousness—Darkened Wendy didn't know the details, but she could sense this fact.





"You're seeking death!"





Understanding the current situation, Darkened Herrscher's mouth curled into a sinister smile, and the green substance on her body surged again.





'I'll die here... Forget it, let's trap him for now. How to deal with it will be thought of later. '





Darkened Wendy hesitated inexplicably.





And Sigurd's lips curved upwards.





The next moment, the world darkened.





Both Wendy and Darkened Wendy were stunned at the same time.





They saw the blank world in front of them suddenly turn into an endless expanse of dark starry sky.





And behind Darkened Wendy, there was a huge white star floating in the starry sky, so massive that it was indescribable, its scorching breath almost burning the skin of the two Wendys in an instant.





But the most terrifying thing was that this already enormous star was still expanding and contracting like it was breathing, appearing rather unstable.





"Let me show you the scene of a supernova explosion. I've been wanting to witness this spectacle with my own eyes for a long time."





Sigurd held Wendy with one hand and, toward Darkened Wendy and the massive star, reached out his other hand gently.





Boom!!!





In the moment Darkened Wendy turned her head in shock, white light covered everything.





The universe seemed to tremble, there was no sound in the vacuum environment, but the terrifying explosive force seemed to stir waves in space. The dim background of the universe was also covered by pure white light.





The heavens and the earth fell silent, and the unimaginable heat and explosion swallowed the figures of the three present in an instant.





"... "





"... "





"... "





After a long time, an indeterminate sense of time passing, Darkened Wendy lay motionless on the ground, her eyes rolled around, a strand of saliva even dribbling from the corner of her mouth.





The original Wendy also leaned weakly against Sigurd, completely devoid of strength and reaction.





Next moment, the original Wendy fell to the ground again.





She looked up and saw Sigurd's colossal figure standing in the starry sky, while she and Darkened Wendy were between Sigurd's outstretched hands.





Sigurd reached out his other hand, using his huge fingers to flip over the prostrated Darkened Wendy as if to toy with an ant.





"What are you looking at? Isn't it natural to do as you wish in the domain of consciousness?"





Seemingly realizing the original Wendy's confusion, Sigurd lowered his head, his huge eyes staring at her, his voice echoing from all directions.





The original Wendy shrunk her neck, thought for a moment, and tried to restore her gray-white legs, then stood up.





But nothing happened.





'He's definitely lying! I can't do anything at all!'





"Of course, I meant people like me. Forget it if you didn't hear me."





Sigurd added.





Instantly, Wendy was infuriated to the point of exploding.





"What do you mean!? Do you take me for an idiot!?"





Wendy roared in frustration.





Then, the giant finger moved away from Darkened Wendy and came to Wendy's head, lightly tapping.





Wendy was pushed down onto the ground, lying on Sigurd's palm.





She pouted, familiar anger rising in her once again, and then bit down fiercely.





"Ouch!"





Hmm, it was as hard as steel, almost breaking Wendy's teeth.





"Idiot."





"You dare insult me again!?"





"Idiot."





"You damn @*＆＃$?%EUR……"





Then, she was gently pressed down by the giant finger and rolled back and forth on Sigurd's palm until she became dizzy and lost her voice.





"Ugh... so dizzy..."





When Sigurd moved his finger away again, Wendy lay on his palm, her eyes resembling mosquito coils.





Sigurd's lips curled slightly, finding it particularly amusing to play with Wendy like this. This was an expression he had never shown while inspecting Wendy's body or kneading her perfectly rounded legs.





"Let her go!!!"





Darkened Wendy had regained her senses by now, seeing the original Wendy being bullied like this, her anger surged. The green substance covered her whole body, turning into countless sharp wind blades, heading towards Sigurd's giant finger.





Buzz





The next moment, all attacks vanished into thin air, and Darkened Wendy fell to the ground, not lying in Sigurd's palm but enclosed in a transparent glass dome.





Outside, the gigantic figure of Sigurd held up this transparent sphere, his huge eyes, like the sky, coldly overlooking her from above.





"Ah!!!"





"What the hell is this again!?!"





Darkened Wendy pounded on the transparent glass dome, but it was futile, and she could only scream hysterically.





She had never experienced such a situation before. The domain of consciousness should have been her home turf!





"Do you want to see a black hole?"





"No!"





Darkened Wendy shuddered, her expression changing, and she instinctively rejected.





"Really? It's one of the wonders of wonders."





Sigurd's voice carried a hint of regret, as if tempting Darkened Wendy.





Darkened Wendy's face twitched, gritted her teeth, and said bitterly, "Enough, what do you want!? Give me a straight answer!!"





As Darkened Wendy's voice fell, the fantastical and beautiful world changed once again, turning into a vast grassland, with the wind blowing the grass low and the sky high and vast.





Sigurd sat at a small round table, pouring tea.





The original Wendy sat on a wheelchair, looking numb, on the other side of the round table.





The small round table left an empty seat.





Darkened Wendy knew that seat was reserved for her.





Sure enough, after pouring the tea, Sigurd pointed with his chin at the empty seat, indicating Darkened Wendy to take a seat.





Darkened Wendy's face twitched, with a foul expression, and she stiffly sat down.





"Try this, it's the best tea in my memory, brewed from Schicksal Amber, a delicacy usually enjoyed only by your Archbishop Otto."





Both the original Wendy and Darkened Wendy picked up their teacups, sipped in unison, and their eyes brightened.





Good tea.





Even someone who rarely drank tea could clearly feel its high level.





"What do you want to do? Although I don't know how you still maintain such dominance in this consciousness world, you can't kill me!"





Darkened Wendy put down her teacup, questioning confidently.





The original Wendy glanced at her, then lowered her head, quietly sipping her tea, appearing very calm and well-behaved.





Are you kidding me? Sigurd had already demonstrated his unwavering dominance in this place, and in front of him, there were probably more than a thousand ways to play with herself, leaving her completely helpless.





No big deal, just timely admitting defeat. The original Wendy was very familiar with this business, so much so that she didn't feel embarrassed anymore.





Anyway, it’s Sigurd, everyone else was the same, there was nothing embarrassing submitting to him.




















  
    "Firstly, I don't want to do anything for now. Based on the current observation results, you and her are indeed one and the same, a negative personality activated by the power of the gem. I can't directly eliminate you, otherwise, it would directly harm her consciousness. Secondly, why am I so dominant here— Let me repeat, there is a pathway for everything that exists. I've just done enough research on the domain of consciousness before coming here, and control is just an extension of material information. It's easy for me to command the wind and rain here."



    



    Sigurd calmly explained while drinking tea.



    



    Darkened Wendy snorted.



    



    "Hmph! Whether you say it or not, it's all nonsense. Just talk straight. If you have the guts, leave right now. Once I settle things with her, we can settle our score in the outside world."



    



    "Yes yes, even if you end up as the Herrscher of The Wind, your strength is still far below me."



    



    "Don't treat me like her, I'm not the same as her!"



    



    "Oh really?"



    



    Sigurd put down his teacup, his dead fish eyes devoid of life, staring at Darkened Wendy.



    



    Three seconds later, the darkened girl averted her gaze.



    



    "See? not much different."



    



    "You damn @*＆＃$?％EUR……"



    



    Swearing like a sailor, as elegant and graceful as the original Wendy, polite and courteous.



    



    Then, her cheek got caught by Sigurd finger.



    



    "It seems like you don't respect me very much, just like when I first came in, I heard you talking bad about me?"



    



    "You're just a jerk! No different from those disgusting guys! You just covet the power of the 'Gem of Desires'!"



    



    "Well, that's basically correct."



    



    "...You shamelessly admit it!?"



    



    "I've always been honest with people, something Otto would smile and agree with."



    



    "Then how dare you ask for my respect!?"



    



    Although her cheeks were caught, Darkened Wendy still looked undefeated.



    



    Compared to the spineless S-rank backup original Wendy, who had already been worn down by Sigurd, Darkened Wendy's performance was undoubtedly much stronger.



    



    This made Sigurd frown involuntarily.



    



    He couldn't linger in the consciousness world for long, nor did he have time to properly educate this stubborn child. So, how could he make her obedient?



    



    "How about trying a few more supernova explosions?"



    



    Sigurd rubbed his chin, contemplating nonchalantly in front of the two Wendys.



    



    Both of them shivered simultaneously.



    



    "Don't— don't— don't mess around! It's useless, I will never surrender!"



    



    The Darkened Wendy, with her cheeks pinched, pouted. Though her voice was somewhat distorted, she still pretended nothing was wrong.



    



    Sigurd raised an eyebrow, releasing his grip.



    



    "Let's talk business. You voluntarily sever the connection with the gemstone power. I'll protect your consciousness, then remove the gemstone. This way, we can ensure the safety of both of your personalities simultaneously, which is the most secure method."



    



    "You wish! I won't let you succeed!"



    



    "I'm not negotiating with you."



    



    "I didn't mean to negotiate either!!"



    



    The Darkened Wendy stubbornly stared at Sigurd, full of hostility, seemingly unafraid.



    



    Sigurd rubbed his chin again, frowning once more.



    



    The Darkened Wendy was born from the power of the gemstone, closely linked to the "Gem of Desire," and integrated with the original Wendy.



    



    If the Darkened Wendy refused to compromise, directly removing the gemstone would almost amount to erasing her consciousness and simultaneously shattering the consciousness of the original Wendy—this was why those fused with gemstones almost always died after the gemstone was removed.



    



    Although Sigurd had other methods if necessary, they were not entirely foolproof. If something went wrong, it would permanently damage Wendy, an S-rank seedling, which would be a significant loss in the long run.



    



    —Well, he was only concerned about his own loss, it had nothing to do with Wendy herself, everyone should believe this fact.



    



    "Supernova..."



    



    With this in mind, Sigurd extended a hand, once again conjuring the cosmic sky and massive stars.



    



    Let's have a few more supernova explosions, hopefully to tame the Darkened Wendy and make her listen to him.



    



    Even the idiotic hardheaded tuna would be obedient after undergoing his session a few times,, the Darkened Wendy, no matter how stubborn, was still easier to discipline than Kiana.



    



    "Wait!!" x2



    



    Just as Sigurd was about to clench his fist, the original Wendy and the Darkened Wendy grabbed Sigurd's hand almost simultaneously, their expressions filled with fear, stopping him.



    



    "What are you doing? Don't waste my time."



    



    Sigurd looked at the two of them, impatiently saying.



    



    "Um— um, actually, we can negotiate a bit, give us some time, okay?"



    



    The original Wendy chuckled awkwardly, trying to appease.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her, frowned, hesitated for a moment, then nodded, transforming the starry sky back into a peaceful grassland.



    



    The original Wendy exchanged a glance with her other self.



    



    The Darkened Wendy, with a stern face, cautiously glanced at Sigurd, then stood up, pushing the original Wendy's wheelchair slowly towards a distance.



    



    "Hmph! You worthless piece of trash!"



    



    Confirming they were far from Sigurd, the Darkened Wendy sneered disdainfully.



    



    The original Wendy rolled her eyes helplessly.



    



    "You act like you can be tough."



    



    "...Anyway, I'm stronger than you!"



    



    "Yeah, yeah! You're the bravest and most fearless person in the world, I'm really admiring you!"



    



    "Stop being sarcastic!"



    



    The Darkened Wendy stamped her foot in annoyance.



    



    Meanwhile, the original Wendy turned her wheelchair around to face her other self, looking at her with gentle eyes.



    



    "What's with that look!?"



    



    "Nothing, I just finally confirmed that you're also a part of me."



    



    "Didn't I say that from the beginning? I'm your resentment, fear, sadness, and despair!"



    



    "But isn't it incredible? This is the power of the gemstone, amplifying and personifying my negative emotions. As I get closer to you, I also get closer to what they call the Herrscher. It's really scary, isn't it? Who can be free from negative emotions forever? Especially in that not-so-beautiful world outside."



    



    Sighing, Wendy, although young, sighed in a way that didn't match her age. Despite her young age, she had experienced and witnessed more than many adults.



    



    Upon hearing the original Wendy admit their unity, the corner of the Darkened Wendy's mouth twitched slightly, then she quickly put on a stern face and rebuked, unkindly:



    



    "If you know that the world isn't good, then let's destroy it and use our power to reshape a better one!"



    



    "We can't do that, Sigurd would stop us. Also— I want to take back that assessment. The world isn't not beautiful, it's just not beautiful enough yet. Think about Seele, Bronya, Rozaliya, and Liliya. There are many people in this world worth protecting. How can we decide to destroy everything just because we've encountered some misfortune?"



    



    "They don't know anything, carefree people like them. What can they understand? The reason you have such naive thoughts is because you haven't experienced more misfortune!"



    



    "But I was saved, I escaped from that dark and oppressive place. Although I still can't stand up, but in the orphanage, I absolutely don't feel sad and lonely."



    



    Wendy smiled, looking at the Darkened Wendy as if she were looking at an ignorant child, her face radiating with gentle warmth.

  

















In the gaze of the original Wendy, the Darkened Wendy hesitated for a moment, then shook her head vigorously, dismissing her thoughts, gritting her teeth:





"Don't look at me like that! If it wasn't for that jerk forcing himself in, do you think I would be so polite to you!?"





Wendy shook her head, smiling:





"Indeed, I can feel your anger and stubbornness. If it were just the two of us, even if I resisted, you would still forcibly compel me to accept the power of the Herrscher—but I also understand that it's all for my own good, isn't it? You want to care for and protect me in your own way, right?"





"—I'm just doing it for myself!"





"But, I am you, and you are me."





"—Stop babbling! Nonsense! Ridiculous thoughts! I'm not that foolish!!"





As the Darkened Wendy resisted, the original Wendy sighed lightly and suddenly grabbed her hand.





The Darkened Wendy's movement halted once again, staring stiffly at the two clasped hands, suddenly feeling unable to move.





The original Wendy smiled apologetically, saying:





"Sorry."





"Huh? Why are you suddenly apologizing?"





"I didn't know about your existence. I never thought there would be another me, constantly enduring that sadness and despair, unable to relieve it, unable to share it with others, bearing it alone in loneliness. I can't imagine your pain, but I know it must be much worse than losing both legs."





The Darkened Wendy's expression froze for a moment. The eyes that had been filled with hostility since her appearance showed a moment of hesitation, then she glared darkly and said:





"I'm not that weak! Don't pity me!"





"But I can't help but pity you. You are me. If I can't even pity myself, then who will care about my feelings?"





"Naive! Stupid! Just obediently listen to me! Merge with me now, our combined power is enough to drive that annoying jerk away!"





"You know I won't agree."





Wendy said helplessly.





Then, as if she remembered something, her gaze shifted slightly, and she added softly:





"And besides, he's not... that annoying or a jerk, actually."





"You're blushing again!!!"





The Darkened Wendy was furious—but she didn't let go of the original Wendy's hand.





Then, she continued in frustration:





"Seriously, think about it. Since you've known him, have you ever successfully rejected him? At this rate, one day when he wants you in his bed, will you obediently climb into it, pretending to be virtuous? What's so good about that guy anyway? Can't you show some backbone!?"





"I won't!"





"It's not convincing at all!!"





"No, why are you so agitated?"





Wendy blinked, looking at the Darkened Wendy in confusion.





The Darkened Wendy's face was now flushed, gritting her teeth as she spoke slowly:





"Because I am you! I absolutely would not like that blockhead, idiot, and super jerk!"





"I don't— I don't like him— it's just... he helped a lot..."





Wendy lowered her head, even though it was in the consciousness world, she still felt like her heart skipped a beat and her breath stopped.





Upon hearing the words "like" uttered by the Darkened Wendy, the original Wendy suddenly understood something. A blush spread from her cheeks to the soft lobes of her ears in an instant.





The Darkened Wendy glared at her, wanting to curse but unable to find more harsh words.





The two fell into silence for a long time. Finally, the Darkened Wendy said angrily:





"In any case, I won't give up. Unless you kill me directly, I will never forgive those things!"





"Then, just for my sake, can you help me out?"





The original Wendy took the Darkened Wendy's hand, shaking it gently, blinking her eyes with hope and pleading.





The Darkened Wendy's pupils contracted, and uncontrollably, she took a step back.





"I— I won't agree! I won't agree with your weak and naive thoughts!"





"I'm not that foolish either! Your appearance also shows that I'm not someone who just accepts everything without resistance, am I? I remember those researchers who had completely different attitudes before and after, who deceived me, and those who mocked me. I won't forgive them easily— But I don't want to reject everything outright. If you are me, please, understand me. We only protect what we want to protect. If someone bullies us again, I will firmly say no. I will never allow myself to be wronged again, because I know that when I feel bad, there's you, who will feel even worse."





"You..."





The Darkened Wendy looked at her other self, her expression wavering.





"Please, the other me, I know this is difficult for you, but please give me a chance to prove myself. If I can't do it, then at that time, I will welcome you to become mine."





Wendy pulled the Darkened Wendy closer, embracing her waist, and said seriously and gently.





The fierce expression on the Darkened Wendy's face faltered for a moment. Trembling, she reached out and stroked the original Wendy's hair.





People couldn't deceive themselves.





Likewise, they couldn't refuse a request from themselves.





"Only this once..."





After a while, the Darkened Wendy reluctantly lowered her gaze.





The original Wendy looked up, flashing a brilliant smile at her other self.





The Darkened Wendy turned her face away.





It wasn't that she disliked it; it was just that the smile was too silly and too dazzling, making her feel uncomfortable, that's all.





...





Sigurd's vision blurred for a moment, returning to the real world, and his hollow eyes gradually regained their luster.





"How did it go, still smooth?"





Fu Hua stepped forward, asking Sigurd, who had regained his senses.





The realm of consciousness was a complex and dangerous place, especially with the influence of the gemstone's power. Fu Hua couldn't imagine the risks involved.





In the relatively short time they had spent together, Fu Hua had come to understand Sigurd's capabilities and limitless future potential. He would be the core force to combat the Honkai in this era, and Fu Hua didn't want anything to happen to him.





If Sigurd hadn't been given any room to refuse, Fu Hua wouldn't have agreed to help.





Sigurd closed his eyes, rubbed his brow, partly to relieve mental fatigue, and partly to digest the memories from the consciousness realm, saying:





"It went alright. The gemstone's power gave birth to the Herrscher persona. Fortunately, the girl showed some spirit and reached a reconciliation with the other side, persuading the Herrscher persona to cooperate with us."





"Persuaded... the Herrscher persona?"





Fu Hua's pupils contracted.





This was a miracle that not even the Previous Era had achieved. Could beings like the Herrscher really be persuaded by humans?





Of course, she was aware of Welt's existence, but encountering such a thing again, and with her own involvement, was undeniably shocking.





"It's not that simple. Firstly, my presence gave Wendy the confidence and opportunity to negotiate with it; secondly, the other persona hasn't been around for long, so its character hasn't fully distorted yet; thirdly, Wendy herself has an extremely strong will. Even without my intervention, she could have held on for several more years in that hellish place of the Oceania Branch. Convincing a newly born Herrscher persona isn't impossible for her."





"But it's still quite shocking. So, if everything goes smoothly, this child could become a human who wields the power of the Herrscher, just like Welt?"





"I said it's not that simple. The influence of the 'Gem of Desire is still affecting the Herrscher persona. If it continues to develop, she might not be persuaded the next time she goes berserk. Moreover, Wendy's body can't continue to withstand the erosion of the gem. Otherwise, she might actually die."





According to the data Sigurd possessed, Wendy's physical structure was already very unstable, with a risk of sudden death at any moment. In the original work, her ability to endure for several years in the harsh conditions of the Oceania Branch was nothing short of a miracle. But now, Sigurd didn't want to gamble on her ability to achieve the same miracle again.





"...You're right. Then, let's continue with extracting the gem."





Fu Hua pursed her lips, feeling a bit disappointed.





It wasn't that she lacked fortitude, but having a Herrscher with a human heart on the battlefield against the Honkai was of immense significance. It was a strategic unit even more crucial than the God Key!





Sigurd nodded.





"Phase Three— Instruments are functioning normally, and the Soulium is ready. Let me, see the true appearance of the 'Gem of Desire."





Sigurd calmly muttered to himself and input the next command. He watched as the concentration of Honkai energy displayed on the instruments kept rising.





Soon, a dark green rhombus-shaped gem floated slowly above Wendy's chest, releasing an eerie emerald light and an even more suffocating power of Honkai.





"So, this is the 'Gem of Desire?"





Sigurd whispered, a slight smile playing on his lips, feeling a hint of satisfaction.





























 












    

    













Sigurd took out the "Gem of Desire."





Everything went smoothly, without Otto's interference, and Wendy successfully reached an agreement with her Herrscher persona. The subsequent work was just following the preset procedure.





At this moment, Wendy was peacefully sleeping in the base, with Fu Hua responsible for  her protection.





Carrying the Soulium box containing the gem, Sigurd arrived at the snowy plain outside.





There, Kiana, Sin Mal, and Bronya had been waiting for some time.





"Was it successful? Is Wendy okay?" Kiana hurriedly asked as she approached.





Although she had already received the results through communication, she still wanted to hear Sigurd confirm it in person.





Sigurd nodded.





"The 'Gem of Desire is temporarily here. Wendy is fine, sleeping inside the house. She just needs a few more days of rest before waking up. After that, she will be able to recover."





Kiana breathed a sigh of relief, patting her visibly fluctuating chest.





"That's great," she exclaimed.





There were so many children in the orphanage, but Wendy was unique because of her disability. Her recovery would surely be welcomed by everyone.





Meanwhile, Bronya, ever observant, furrowed her brows.





"What do you mean by 'temporarily'?" she asked.





Sigurd looked at her.





"Indeed, you noticed. I'll get you another toy when we go back."





"Thank you," Bronya replied calmly, continuing to gaze at Sigurd with a questioning look.





Sigurd explained:





"The Herrscher persona has already formed. According to the rules, Wendy is the Wind Herrscher of this era, whether she likes it or not. Taking out the 'Gem of Desire only delays the process of her becoming a Herrscher, but she will eventually reach that stage. Once she becomes the Wind Herrscher and the new Herrscher core is formed, this gem will disappear."





"Can't it be stopped?" Bronya frowned.





While the power of the Herrschers was indeed formidable, it was also ominous and destructive. If possible, Bronya didn't want gentle children like Wendy to be associated with such power.





Sigurd shook his head.





"There is a method, but I don't want to use it."





"What is it?"





"We can just kill her right now, then the Wind Herrscher of this era will perish prematurely. That way, she won't become a Herrscher, and I can continue to possess the 'Gem of Desire."





"Hmph (°?°)!"





Bronya was first stunned, then snorted and turned away, puffing out her cheeks in annoyance.





Once again, she felt played by Sigurd. This wasn't a solution at all, it was clearly teasing her!





Sigurd smiled faintly, then, in front of the three, he opened the Soulium box and took out the "Gem of Desire" with his bare hands.





"Although it's only temporary, and will eventually disappear, let me see what changes having one more gem can bring!"





Sigurd clenched his fist, drawing out the energy from the gem. The patterns of corruption lit up instantly in his palm, then quickly spread along his entire arm, reaching even half of his face.





Boom!!!





The next moment, accompanied by a deafening roar of air, a white pillar of light soared into the sky, shaking the ground and clearing several kilometers of accumulated snow.





Even the three, clad in black armor, were forced to step back a few steps due to the intense winds.





"That’s…. A strong concentration of Honkai Energy, it has reached the level of a Herrscher."





Bronya looked at the readings on the corner of her screen, amazed but also feeling it was within expectations. After all, it was Sigurd; anything he did was to be expected.





After the fierce winds subsided, looking at Sigurd standing in the same place as before, one couldn't see any change, but at this moment, just by standing there, he exuded an aura that made people's minds stiff and their breathing difficult.





Even Sin Mal and Bronya couldn't help but freeze for a moment.





Only Kiana seemed oblivious to it all, walking over with her hands behind her back, peeking at Sigurd and even daring to tug on his hair, the thought of the boy ever harming her never even crossed her mind.





"Huh? Is this the power of the gem? Why does it seem like nothing has changed?"





"You..."





Sigurd was about to say something when suddenly his pupils contracted, and he turned abruptly, looking towards the southeast sky.





...





In the far east, in the city of the night.





The bustling streets were devoid of the tranquility typical of nighttime. With the invention of electric lights over a hundred years ago, human routines had changed, completely incorporating the night into daily life.





Welt and Himeko walked along the streets.





One was a tall, elegant, and extraordinary gentleman, while the other was a graceful and charming beauty. The combination of these two attracted attention wherever they went.





Welt bought an ice cream and handed it to Himeko.





"I remember you liked this. But the brand you used to love went bankrupt due to the aftermath of the Siberian conflict years ago. Now there's only this one left. I picked the most expensive one, so don't look down on it."





"Thank you... Professor."





Himeko took the ice cream, a long-lost smile appearing at the corners of her mouth.





It had been a long time since she had smiled like this.





Ever since her father disappeared for no reason and her teammates sacrificed one after another, Himeko's laughter was often just a facade of carefree pretense.





"Professor? It's been a while since I heard that title. It's kind of nostalgic."





"What titles do you usually hear then? Alliance Lord?"





"Something like that. Most of my friends just call me Welt or Yang. You can call me that too."





"Then Welt it is. It's a bit longer, but it has a nice rhythm to it."





Himeko blinked one eye playfully at Welt, trying to tease him.





However, Welt, the straight-laced guy that he was, unfortunately wasn't made of actual steel, so he didn't conduct electricity.





Thus, he didn't react at all, just wearing a kind expression, smiling as he patted Himeko's head, treating her like a cherished junior, and said, "It's been so many years, and you're still as mischievous as ever. That makes me feel a bit more at ease."





"(￣ж￣)......"





Himeko took a big bite of her ice cream, chewing silently, not wanting to say anything else.





This ironclad straight-laced guy, just like back then, completely clueless when it came to flirtation.





But that was fine. It meant he was still a pitiful virgin — similar to Himeko.





"How have you been lately?" Welt asked, sounding concerned like an elder.





Himeko rolled her eyes.





"How do you think? Most of my family and friends are dead, so I'm just getting by."





Her expression and tone were indifferent, but precisely because of that, it only highlighted the deep-seated sorrow within her.





Perhaps, this was the manifestation of having shed all her tears.





Welt scratched his head, not wanting to delve into Himeko's painful memories, so he changed the subject.





"So, have you met any boys you like recently? You're not getting any younger—"





Himeko stepped on Welt's foot, the sharp heel of her high-heeled shoe grinding down hard on it.





Welt stopped talking.





Actually, it didn't hurt. To make a Welt feel even a hint of pain, at least a large-caliber Honkai Energy shell would be needed.





However, years of interaction with Einstein and Tesla had taught Welt the appropriate response for such situations.





He furrowed his brow, displaying a semblance of enduring pain.





Only then did Himeko release her foot, huffing.





"Hmph! And you're talking about me? Do you have anyone you like, you dummy?" Himeko asked, stealing glances at Welt's expression.





Welt scratched his head, chuckling, "Of course I do!"





"Hmm?" Himeko's ice cream dropped to the ground.





"Be careful— ah, forget it, I'll buy another one. It's just a hassle for the sanitation workers, but they'll manage," Welt shook his head.





Himeko grabbed his collar. "Forget about those little things! Tell me, who do you like?"





"Well, there are quite a lot," Welt said.





"A– A lot!?" Himeko's eyes widened with disbelief and incomprehension.





Welt didn't mind the former student's impolite gesture. He simply said gently, "I like all those people with kind hearts."





Welt pointed at the pedestrians passing by on the street, his smile filled with compassion and gentleness.





Himeko breathed a sigh of relief, released his hand, and straightened Welt's slightly messy collar. "I knew it! With your character, how could you have any romantic encounters?"





"Hey, hey, hey! Don't tease your old teacher like that!"





"Why not? Is teasing you a problem? I dare you, right now, to find someone you like of the opposite sex and, I mean, really like, like wanting to hop into bed with and have babies!"





Himeko puffed out her chest and said boldly, teasingly hinting at her own curves in front of Welt.





But Welt just scratched his head and chuckled.





"Hahaha, how could that be possible? Those kinds of things depend on fate. Besides, I have many responsibilities. With the Honkai still looming, how can I think about personal matters?" Welt sighed.





Himeko pouted, also sighing.





Boom!





Just as the two fell silent, the earth suddenly trembled.





"An— an earthquake!?"





"Run! Get to an open area!"





"My wallet, my wallet—"





"Forget about it, let's get to safety first!"





Pedestrians panicked and began running in confusion.





Meanwhile, Welt's gaze hardened as he looked up to the southwest.





A Herrscher's eyes could pierce through the darkness, and he saw a massive and ominous black vortex brewing in the sky, filled with unprecedented and terrifying Honkai Energy, almost engulfing the entire sky.





Welt took out his communication device and initiated a group video call.





The first person to answer was Sigurd.





"Welt, you felt it too? Well, you're in the Far East, so it makes sense that you wouldn't miss such a drastic change."





"So, you also noticed from Siberia? Then it's not just my imagination. This level of Honkai Energy, it's the second time I've seen it in my life, almost like the Six Core Void Herrscher from back then."





"So, we're in trouble, big trouble. I declare, all members of Anti-Entropy, enter wartime mode."





"I agree. In the name of the Anti-Entropy Lord, I grant you the highest command authority. From this moment on, you are the primary executor of Anti-Entropy, make the best arrangements. Ah— Hera is on 'St. Freya', I'll go find her."





The next moment, a new window squeezed into the row of video windows, and Hera appeared among them, lazily waving at Sigurd and Welt.





"No need, I'm already here."





"... ... ..."





After a brief silence, Sigurd and Welt simultaneously said:





"Cooperation?" x2





"Agreed."





Hera replied succinctly, taking a sip of her tea.





It was a crisis, but also an opportunity. Let her see how much Anti-Entropy, now boosted with the presence of Sigurd, had up their sleeves now!




















  
    In the East China Sea, waves rolled endlessly.



    



    At dawn, coastal residents could finally see the strange black vortex in the sky over the ocean, spitting out lightning, covering the sky, and emitting an oppressive and terrifying atmosphere.



    



    "It— it's the wrath of the Dragon King!"



    



    Many fishermen who were planning to set sail couldn't help but hesitate, most of them ultimately deciding to temporarily abandon their plans. Even if it wasn't the Dragon King, such strange weather posed significant risks.



    



    "Humph! Dragon King? Who still believes in superstition in this day and age? If there really were a Dragon King, it would have been dealt with by the Red Kite Immortal long ago."



    



    "Hey! Weren't you saying you don't believe in superstition? Why are you still believing in immortals?"



    



    "Can the Red Kite Immortal be compared? She's a historical figure clearly recorded in the annals, definitely an extraordinary and powerful warrior from ancient times. It's completely different from those elusive things like Dragon Kings."



    



    "Alright, alright, I believe..."



    



    Amidst the bustling conversation, countless coastal residents gathered at vantage points to curiously observe the changes in the sky.



    



    Some were worried, sending advice messages to friends and family planning to go out to sea, while others didn't care at all, just eating and drinking, at most taking an umbrella when going out.



    



    Different strokes for different folks.



    



    ...



    



    Welt, Hera, Bianca, Rita, Theresa, Himeko, seven people stood on the deck of the Hyperion, overlooking the turbulent currents and waves of the sea.



    



    Welt frowned with a serious expression.



    



    "Could there be a Herrscher lurking beneath the sea? Hera, is there perhaps another Babylon Lab under there?"



    



    The implication was suspicion of whether Otto was once again causing trouble, creating another Herrscher like the Herrscher of Void, who are extremely hostile to humans.



    



    Hera rested her hands on her chest, gracefully handing over a white eye, gently opening her lips adorned with cherry blossoms, and complained innocently:



    



    "Don't accuse me wrongly, why would I build a large-scale laboratory under the sea for no reason? Isn't that a waste of resources? This has nothing to do with me. As for the Herrscher, as long as human civilization continues to survive and develop, it's bound to happen at any time, not surprising at all. Don't casually suspect your allies, it's very hurtful."



    



    "I reserve my doubts. If it's really not related to you, do you have any other clues?"



    



    Welt pushed his glasses and asked heavily.



    



    Arriving at the core area where Honkai Energy was being released, he keenly felt the terrifying energy that only Herrscher had possessed in the past. This was not an ordinary Honkai. The threat brewing beneath the sea was probably beyond the explanation of just a Herrscher.



    



    Hera's face turned serious, stroking her chin:



    



    "Legend has it that in ancient times, there was a demon god named Chi You, who swallowed the heavens and earth, tormenting all living beings. Then there was the Shenzhou maiden Ji Lin, who wielded the Golden Holy Sword, cutting down his physical body and sealing him beneath the Nine Hells to protect Shenzhou. According to ancient records, the Nine Hells, according to ancient records, is located in the East China Sea region."



    



    "You mean..."



    



    Welt's pupils slightly contracted.



    



    Chi You, Anti-Entropy knew about him.



    



    After all, being an organization that has broken away from Schicksal, they also have control over and research into many histories.



    



    Chi You was a gigantic Honkai Beast that appeared over five thousand years ago. According to historical records and some archaeological studies, Schicksal's evaluation of its level was - Judgment Level.



    



    A Judgment Level Honkai Beast, in a sense, was similar to a S Rank Valkyrie, both capable of bringing about disasters sufficient to destroy human civilization.



    



    "Could this be the third Honkai Outbreak?" Welt muttered to himself.



    



    Hera nodded slightly, her eyes showing a serious expression.



    



    "According to my research, Chi You actually did not die completely, just fell into a temporary slumber, and the location of this slumber is basically around here. In fact, I had plans to investigate further over the past two years, but I didn't expect to encounter this situation first. If Chi You is resurrected with such a scale of Honkai Energy— calling it the third Honkai Outbreak would be quite accurate."



    



    Welt furrowed his brow. In other words, this matter was closely related to the ancient Honkai Beast Chi You, almost certain.



    



    He asked, "Do you have a plan?"



    



    "Two aspects. Firstly, a large-scale strategic attack with high destructive power, to directly eliminate Chi You. Secondly, coastal defense. According to historical records, Chi You's body can spawn large numbers of Honkai Beasts at any time, so preparations must be made to repel them before they reach the coast."



    



    "The entire coastline? That's a bit difficult."



    



    Welt sighed.



    



    The various islands around the East China Sea, the long coastline of Asia, would require Titans and Valkyries in numbers that were simply incalculable to defend them all. Even if Schicksal and Anti-Entropy emptied their nests, it wouldn't be enough.



    



    "My combat drones, Dr. Einstein's squadron of fighter jets, plus a certain number of air forces, can implement a battlefield blockade. Welt, we need a large and sturdy circular battlefield to support the Valkyries and Titans in combat."



    



    From the projection screen beside him came Sigurd's calm and rational voice.



    



    Welt nodded.



    



    "I understand. Let's begin immediately. Additionally, in the joint name of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, issue warnings to the coastal countries, urging them to evacuate residents from the seaside as much as possible to minimize possible casualties— do you agree?"



    



    "As long as Lord Otto told us do it, the Schariac will do it."



    



    Hera responded with a smile.



    



    Welt nodded, took a deep breath, and his eyes turned crimson. The terrifying Honkai Energy broke through the limitations of his body, causing awe in the onlookers around him.



    



    "So this is the Lord of Anti-Entropy?"



    



    Himeko clenched her fists.



    



    It seemed that last night's brief confrontation was just a game for the other side, and Welt hadn't taken it seriously at all.



    



    'I still need to train harder!'



    



    Himeko thought firmly.



    



    Welt, too preoccupied to notice the reactions of the others around him, raised both hands and said while calculating, ‘A circular fortress with a radius of two hundred kilometers and a width of fifteen kilometers along the recent coastline— what a huge project. I might collapse from exhaustion if I really made it, won't I?’



    



    Welt smiled wryly, but had already made a decision.



    



    "What about the seabed? How do we control Chi You and the Honkai Beasts if they move underwater?" Welt asked as he constructed the fortress.



    



    "My drones can serve as surveillance, and I can also deploy the Black Armor Trio for flexible small-scale decapitation operations," Hera replied.



    



    "I have underwater combat units here. The temporary production line has been set up, with a current inventory of six thousand units, and reinforcements are being increased at a rate of three hundred units per hour. I can handle one-third of the defense line under the fortress," Tesla promised, her dirty little face appearing on another screen as she continued to refine the facilities.



    



    Then, both Sigurd on the screen and Welt on-site looked at Hera.



    



    Hera squinted her eyes and shook her head helplessly under their gaze after a moment.



    



    "Fine. After all, it's our first cooperation. We'll take care of the remaining two-thirds of the seabed defense line," she said.



    



    Welt looked at Hera skeptically.



    



    What couldn't Otto do?



    



    The answer was nothing.



    



    His moral bottom line was lower than the core of the earth. Honestly, although Welt had agreed to listen to Sigurd's command, he didn't quite believe Otto.



    



    Through the screen, Sigurd looked at Hera and said casually, "If you play tricks, I'll consider changing the priority of our research projects."



    



    "Don't! I'm very honest. If I say I'll take care of two-thirds, I'll take care of two-thirds. I absolutely won't cause trouble!" Hera stomped her foot and waved her hands hastily.



    



    Meanwhile, at the headquarters of Schicksal, Otto called Amber back, who was about to leave to arrange battle orders.



    



    "Replace all the deployed Aesir units with the new Aesir Legion. Also, increase the number of Valkyrie units for underwater combat by five times. Choose the elite ones; not even one Honkai Beast should be allowed to pass!"



    



    "Are you sure about this, Lord Otto?"



    



    "Sure, go do it."



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Amber left as instructed.



    



    Otto rubbed his temples and sighed helplessly.



    



    He had always been the one threatening others, but today, he was threatened by Sigurd and couldn't do anything about it.



    



    Friends were such existences, both loved and hated, but in any case, they were never boring.



    



    Otto smiled slightly and raised his glass, looking at the image of the East China Sea.



    



    "I'm getting serious now. I wonder what surprises you guys can bring me. I'm really looking forward to it, Sigurd!"

  
    "Emergency notice! Emergency notice!"



    



    "There will be large-scale geological and volcanic activities in the East China Sea area. Geological and marine experts predict a high risk of earthquakes and tsunamis. In order to ensure the safety of coastal residents, all maritime activities are urgently suspended, and large-scale evacuations are underway in coastal areas!"



    



    "Please evacuate in an orderly and rapid manner under the arrangements of the government departments! Please evacuate in an orderly and rapid manner under the arrangements of the government departments!"



    



    "I repeat! There will be—"



    



    In the coastal areas of China, action was swift.



    



    Although the systems were different now, the concept of valuing human lives and rallying together in times of crisis remained largely the same. The actions of the Chinese government were relatively swift, and the cooperation of residents was relatively high.



    



    As Welt's magnificent fortress gradually took shape, the Honkai energy in the sea also began to show signs of eruption. Information from the drone monitoring screen showed that more than a quarter of the coastal residents in China had already been evacuated, and the remaining population was also moving out in an orderly manner.



    



    But that was far from enough.



    



    Boom! Boom!



    



    "Roar~"



    



    Indescribable roars of giant beasts came from beneath the raised sea surface, with large bubbles rising within a hundred-mile radius, as if the entire sea was boiling.



    



    "Is it coming? We need to speed thing up— Sigurd, how are the arrangements on your end?"



    



    Welt focused on building the fortress while simultaneously combating wave after wave of giant waves, trying to minimize the damage to the coastal areas. He didn't even turn around as he asked.



    



    "I'm on my way, I'll make it. The drones and Dr. Einstein's combat aircraft have already been deployed, and the mechas and manpower from the surrounding branches of Schicksal have been arranged properly and will be fully deployed within fifteen minutes."



    



    As Sigurd's voice fell from the screen, a buzzing sound echoed, and countless small drones and the relatively large EINS aircraft appeared in the sky, floating around the perimeter of the circular fortress, gradually sealing off the vast airspace around it.



    



    Welt finally breathed a sigh of relief when he saw this, then turned to Hera with a sharp gaze, silently asking her a question.



    



    "The Valkyries from the surrounding Schicksal branches have been gradually deployed, and reinforcements from headquarters are still on their way, expected to arrive in twenty-five minutes. Before that, I just hope this big guy below doesn't get too out of control."



    



    Hera leaned out from the edge of the deck, overlooking the now looming shadow of Chi You, her eyes also showing a hint of seriousness.



    



    To be honest, if it weren't for the cooperation with Anti-Entropy, with the commotion down below, it would be difficult for him to quell the situation without causing major damage to Schicksal.



    



    Otto wouldn't let human order easily collapse, as it wouldn't be conducive to his resource acquisition and research plans, but he wouldn't be willing to reveal too many cards for the sake of humanity either.



    



    This collaboration was not only a request from Sigurd and Welt, but Otto himself was also happy to go along with it.



    



    But I wonder what's special about Chi You, and if it's worth doing some extra research afterward?



    



    There was a glimmer of anticipation in Hera's eyes.



    



    ...



    



    In the distance, inside of a speeding black transport aircraft.



    



    Sigurd sat in the middle of the conference room, legs crossed, the "Key of Thunder" wrapped around his right arm, and the "Judgement of Shamash" leaning against his hand. A delicate gold wire ball made of soul steel hung from his waist, containing a verdant "Gem of Desire."



    



    ‘Chi You... Why would it awaken at this time?'



    



    'Is it the butterfly effect? My appearance has led to the advancement of civilization and technological levels, and the will of Honkai has reacted?'



    



    'That should be the only explanation. The Third Herrscher has not yet arrived, so it's appropriate to resurrect Chi You as the third Herrscher. Judging from the readings of Honkai energy in the surrounding sea, this can be considered a genuine Honkai Outbreak.'



    



    'The faster I develop, the sooner the Outbreak will come. But fear and compromise are useless. The disaster known as Honkai is a genuine test for any civilization. Only by facing it head-on can we break through the catastrophe. Civilizations that are trying to run from it cannot pass.'



    



    Sigurd intertwined his fingers, lightly tapping his hand back with his thumb, contemplating and conserving his strength.



    



    His overly serious expression made Kiana and the others, as well as accompanying members like Rita Rossweisse and Liliya Olenyeva, dare not disturb him at this moment.



    



    After a while, Sigurd raised his eyes, swept his surroundings, and spoke:



    



    "Bronya, you lead Sin Mal and Kiana. First, ensure the battlefield blockade task of the drones, and second, patrol the sea areas around the fortress. Do not engage in direct combat, but instead, eliminate any fish that break through from the sea and the fortress. Your life safety is the bottom line, no bravado, no carelessness, and no cowardice."



    



    "Yes!" x3



    



    The three figures clad in black armor stood together, saluting.



    



    The situation was grave, and even Kiana, with her husky-shaped soul, appeared particularly serious and reliable at this moment.



    



    Sigurd eased his expression and turned to Cecilia and Raiden Ryoma.



    



    "The command of the Titan forces on the fortress is up to you. This is the first time Anti-Entropy does any cooperation with Schicksal, and it's also a crucial battle against the Honkai. We cannot afford any mistakes."



    



    "Yes!" x2



    



    Cecilia and Raiden Ryoma replied in unison.



    



    The former was already a loyal supporter who had been trained by Sigurd, and the latter was a loyal executor of Anti-Entropy and a staunch warrior against the Honkai. Both had good commanding abilities, and Sigurd trusted them.



    



    Then, Sigurd opened several virtual screens and carefully reviewed the entire battle line arrangement from beginning to end before he breathed a sigh of relief.



    



    "Miss Fu Hua, is this black armor still suitable for you?"



    



    Sigurd turned to the slender figure leaning against the wall and asked.



    



    "It's very impressive technology. Coupled with your previous treatment, I'm probably already as strong as when I’m at my prime, perhaps even stronger. Just tell me the plan, and I'll do my best to cooperate. By the way, you can just call me Fu Hua."



    



    Fu Hua lifted her head, her voice carrying a hint of gentleness. They were all main forces against the Honkai, and having spent some time together, Fu Hua genuinely hoped for their safety and success and was more than willing to provide assistance.



    



    "You are free to act. I don't fully understand your abilities, and only you know what you're capable of."



    



    Sigurd said lightly, lowering his gaze. Not making arrangements for Fu Hua could make it difficult for Otto to deal with her.



    



    Yes, he was also holding back a bit. He hadn't mentioned Fu Hua to Welt, let alone Otto.



    



    Although Otto might have some guesses.



    



    Anyway, Fu Hua was an insurance policy. Regardless of anything, she was a steadfast force against the Honkai and could effectively fill any gaps in the entire front line.



    



    Moreover, considering Fu Hua's current strength, it should be enough to make Otto hesitate to launch a sneak attack, and even if she were to be defeated by the Archbishop, it was still better than nothing.



    



    Against that guy, it's never too much to be cautious.



    



    The East Sea was near, and the surging Honkai energy had reached a spine-chilling level even at the edge.



    



    Both Sigurd and Fu Hua's eyes narrowed.



    



    "That's about it. Let's get to our respective positions. Cecilia, open the hatch, we're going down."



    



    "Yes! Please be careful."



    



    "I will."



    



    Sigurd said so, standing in front of the howling wind at the hatch.



    



    He paused for a moment, then turned back and patted Bronya and Sin Mal's heads before finally placing a gentle hand on Kiana's head.



    



    "Stay safe, all of you. If a few Honkai Beasts manage to slip out and cause trouble, don't try to be heroes, understand?"



    



    "Yes yes, we know, we know! We're not kids anymore, no need to lecture us, let's go, let's go!"



    



    Kiana pouted and complained, then flashed a particularly bright smile.



    



    Sigurd naturally pinched her soft and smooth cheek and smiled.



    



    "If you don't follow orders and cause trouble, after this is all over, I'll hang you up in the Arctic and let you enjoy a month of snow and ice."



    



    He smiled, making a threat that made Kiana shiver.



    



    Kiana stuck out her tongue.



    



    "I know you care about me..."



    



    "It's not about caring for you. I trust Bronya and Sin Mal, but you, you're a worrywart."



    



    "Say that again!?"



    



    "You're a worrywart."



    



    Kiana puffed up her cheeks, stomped her foot angrily, and then stormed out of the hatch, heading straight for the sea surface.



    



    Sigurd watched the disappearing figure and sighed.



    



    "Bronya, take care of them. Not just Kiana, Sin Mal can be troublesome at times too, don't let her act recklessly."



    



    Sin Mal twisted her fingers shyly, feeling a bit embarrassed.



    



    Although it was criticism, Sigurd's words carried affection and concern, which made her very grateful.



    



    "Understood!"



    



    Bronya replied firmly, and together with Sin Mal, they jumped off the plane and chased after Kiana.



    



    Meanwhile, on the sea surface, a huge black shadow had slowly emerged.



    



    "Roar~"



    



    The giant beast Chi You officially broke through the sea, with just one head soaring into the sky, towering so high it couldn't be seen, occupying a vast area of the sea, and its mighty roar echoed for hundreds of miles without weakening.



    



    At this moment, everyone along the coast of the East Sea was speechless.



    



    Welt twitched his mouth.



    



    "Is this really a Honkai Beast? Can my fortress contain it? What did the ancestors of Shenzhou use to defeat such a creature five thousand years ago?"



    



    He was a bit on the verge of exploding.



    



    Just this kind of beast, simply taking a stroll around the globe's surface would be enough to destroy the world, right?

  
    The so-called Chi You is a huge Honkai Beast characterized by its ability to endlessly grow by devouring continents. It doesn't have any special abilities, just its massive size and strong vitality, and it constantly gives birth to large numbers of Honkai Beasts, much like how life is born on the continents.



    



    However, when size becomes the most prominent feature of a Judgment-level Honkai Beast, it means that this gigantism has reached an unsolvable level.



    



    Just like now, with just its head emerging from the sea, the immense black shadow had already pierced into the thunderclouds in the sky, completely obscuring its top.



    



    The sight before them had far exceeded the so-called highest peak on land; it was as if a whole new continent had appeared in the ocean.



    



    "Five thousand years ago, it might not have been as big as it is now. This could be the result of a large amount of Honkai Energy catalyzing its growth. But regardless, the fact that humans were able to defeat it back then was indeed a miracle."



    



    Hera commented dryly.



    



    Then, she glanced sideways at Welt, who had a heavy expression.



    



    "It looks like your fortress indeed needs modification. To contain such a giant beast, a radius of two hundred kilometers is probably far from enough. And if this creature isn't stopped, the sinking of the Asian continent will happen in an instant."



    



    If you don't stop it, the continent will sink.



    



    Yes, this could be considered a form of moral blackmail to some extent, but it was a tactic that worked well against someone like Welt.



    



    Sure enough, in silence, Welt increased the output of Honkai Energy once again. The already incredibly vast and broad circular fortress expanded outward once more, not just covering the entire East Sea, but spreading towards the depths of other oceans.



    



    Welt's face visibly paled, and sweat beaded on his forehead.



    



    A faint smile hung on Hera’s lips, a hint of malice gleaming in her eyes.



    



    ‘Should I try to collect the Herrscher of Reason Core now?... Probably too soon, I don't want to have a fall out with Sigurd at this point in time.’



    



    Hera looked away, with a hint of regret.



    



    "For St. Freya," declared Theresa, dressed and equipped with Judah on her back, crossing her arms and giving orders to the students in front of her, who weren't too numerous.



    



    This was humanity's calamity, and there was no room for hesitation. No one would be spared, especially for the Valkyries; it was only a fight to the death.



    



    ...



    



    Splash!



    



    Above the expanding circular battlefield, many Valkyries had already taken their positions, yet they seemed almost indifferent to the displacement of the platform beneath their feet.



    



    Because, the silhouette of that behemoth, no matter how many kilometers it moved outward, remained clearly visible, its enormity suffocating.



    



    "Is this our mission objective?"



    



    A Valkyrie swallowed nervously.



    



    "The power of Honkai is truly formidable, to think it’s capable of creating even something like this— But what are you afraid of? The day you decided to become a Valkyrie, didn't you resolve to charge fearlessly against any enemy? Moreover, this time, we are not fighting alone."



    



    The surrounding Valkyries looked around in unison.



    



    The orderly and imposing Titan Legion, like silent giants, stood there, silently proclaiming the might of human technology, instilling a sense of security.



    



    As enemies, these giants were formidable adversaries, but as allies, they were reassuring.



    



    As for the resentment towards Anti-Entropy...



    



    When this behemoth seemed to burst through the clouds from another dimension, the voices saying "Anti-Entropy is not to be trusted" or "We don't need that bunch of stinking rats" had already disappeared. Regardless of the conflict between Anti-Entropy and Schicksal, cooperation was the only choice in the face of such unprecedented Honkai calamities.



    



    ...



    



    "Hera, please prepare the Honkai Energy fission bomb."



    



    Welt continued to expand the scale of the battlefield while making the request.



    



    "With its size, the fission bomb won't easily resolve the situation. Launching it now will only anger it prematurely; our front lines haven't been fully deployed yet."



    



    "So I'm just saying to prepare."



    



    "Understood. The satellite will be in position in eleven minutes."



    



    Hera replied calmly.



    



    From the nearby electronic devices came the cool voice of Einstein:



    



    "The 'Silver Bullet' is in pre-launch status."



    



    "You're truly worthy of being Dr. Einstein, but please make sure your satellite doesn't collide with mine!"



    



    "My satellite's orbit is far above yours."



    



    "Boasting? Or provocation?"



    



    Hera asked with keen interest.



    



    Einstein remained silent, busy with her own preparations, paying no attention to Hera, who seemed idle.



    



    It was another major Honkai outbreak, and once again, Welt stood at the front lines without hesitation, her mood not good.



    



    Sometimes, Einstein envied the Valkyries. Despite their short lifespan and constant danger, at least they had power and could join the battlefield alongside those they wanted to fight with.



    



    Einstein couldn't do that.



    



    She was just a vulnerable researcher, and no matter how much support technology she provided, the people standing by Welt's side weren't her. When Welt was in danger, she couldn't provide immediate rescue, only sitting helplessly in the distance, waiting for news — like an outsider.



    



    It was like this in the past, and now, it remained the same.



    



    Einstein paused her command inputs, sighing softly.



    



    She didn't like this feeling, not one bit.



    



    "Otto, if you dare cause trouble, I'll throw all the 'Silver Bullets' in our inventory at your headquarters."



    



    "Oh, you're threatening me?"



    



    "You can interpret it that way."



    



    "I recall, Doctor, you're not usually this aggressive, are you?"



    



    "When did you ever understand me?"



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    Hera narrowed her eyes.



    



    And Einstein continued coldly:



    



    "Ever since that boy arrived, no one is irreplaceable anymore. You can be sacrificed, and I can too. There are already new guardians in this world. If something happens to Welt, I'll hold you responsible. Otto, in terms of intelligence and charisma, you are far above me, but I’m more capable of causing mass destruction to the world. Take care of yourself.”



    



    Einstein cut off the communication.



    



    Hera squinted at Welt.



    



    Welt awkwardly smiled.



    



    "Don't mind her. Einstein is like that sometimes. Looks scary, but not really. I'll talk to her when I get back."



    



    Hera shrugged, seeming entirely unconcerned.



    



    ...



    



    Anti-Entropy headquarters, central remote command room.



    



    Tesla weighed the mechanical parts in her hand and raised an eyebrow.



    



    "Hey, you were pretty domineering just now. I almost admire you."



    



    "I was just emulating Dr. Tesla's fearless spirit of being able to curse at anyone anytime. Compared to Dr. Tesla, I still have a long way to go."



    



    "Hmmph! That sounds acceptable. You could learn a thing or two from me— Wait a minute, why do I feel like something's off? Are you mocking me for being rude and reckless?"



    



    "I wouldn't dare."



    



    Well, maybe she wouldn't dare, but she certainly wanted to.



    



    Tesla pondered for a moment, still feeling uneasy, but she had a lot to do, so she didn't have time to dwell on it. After grabbing some things from the room, she quickly left.



    



    Of course, before leaving, Tesla didn't forget to turn back with an imposing tone:



    



    "I'll remember this, and I'll come back to settle the score later!"



    



    "Very well. Safe travels, Dr. Tesla."



    



    Watching the perpetually radiant and energetic figure of red depart, Einstein rubbed her face, her eyes softened slightly.



    



    This world was boring, incompatible with her — Einstein had felt that way since she was young. If she hadn't met some interesting good people later on, and fallen in love with what one might call the human incarnation of goodness, she might have turned out to be a mad scientist like Otto, wouldn't she?



    



    However, after experiencing so much and living through sixty or seventy years, Einstein found that she was still herself.



    



    She didn't really care about morals and the safety of the world, if she did, there wouldn't have been the incident with Raiden Mei, and Anti-Entropy wouldn't have split factions such as the "radicals" — all of which happened under her indulgence.



    



    Upon introspection, Einstein admitted that she only cared about two people now — Dr. Tesla, who had been friends with her for many years, and Yang, who the man she loved inherited his spirit to and raised like a son.



    



    One is her best friend, and one is like her son, anyone else is no more than a stranger than she can work together with.



    



    For the sake of these two people, Einstein was willing to stand in the position of protecting the world and continue to spare no effort. But if she had to choose between the world and these two people, her answer was clear.



    



    Otto thought she was like Joyce, a kind-hearted person who wanted to help the world to be better, but she wasn't.



    



    "Sip—"



    



    Einstein calmly took a sip of tea.



    



    Then, she turned on a screen, projecting the magnificent view of the Schicksal headquarters.



    



    Einstein's index finger gently rubbed against a red button, and in her cold, deep blue eyes, a faint chill flickered.



    



    "Forget it, let's focus on the task at hand."



    



    Einstein closed the screen window, opened another one filled with miscellaneous data, and continued to adjust various combat parameters.

  
    "Roar~"



    



    The colossal beast Chi You, after appearing on the sea surface for about five minutes, finally stirred, accompanied by a deafening roar that shattered the clouds, and the towering waves surged in all directions.



    



    "It's coming!"



    



    Welt's expression froze, and a blue sphere appeared in her hand.



    



    "Star of Eden, Tenfold Gravity!"



    



    Due to the massive scale of the waves and the consumption required to sustain the platform, Welt only activated tenfold gravity, but it was already quite effective in restraining the waves.



    



    At the same time, Chi You's enormous size destined it to bear extraordinary weight.



    



    As the visibly sinking waves subsided, the massive head of Chi You also sank down. However, countless dark dots fell from its towering cliff-like body.



    



    No, those weren't dots; they were just relatively small compared to Chi You's monstrous size. In fact, those were colossal Honkai beasts, measured in the scale of skyscrapers.



    



    Bang! Bang! Bang!



    



    One by one, the Honkai beasts fell into the sea, and what's worse, they didn't resurface.



    



    Welt watched this scene, slightly puzzled.



    



    With a smirk, Hera asked:



    



    "Oh, I almost forgot to remind you. Honkai beasts don't need to breathe. They can completely advance underwater. If the Honkai beasts don't resurface, how can our combat platform intercept and annihilate them? Mr. Welt, any brilliant ideas?"



    



    Welt's mouth twitched.



    



    This cunning woman didn't forget to remind him; she was waiting to see a joke. Did Otto really have so much confidence that, even without that platform, he could still intercept those swarms of Honkai beasts?



    



    Welt wasn't sure about Otto's thoughts. He just shook his head and said:



    



    "I believe Sigurd has considered it. Let's wait for his arrangements."



    



    As soon as he finished speaking, part of the drones in the sky combined to form peculiar devices floating on the sea surface.



    



    Then, special low-frequency sound waves echoed over the sea.



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    Hera was momentarily stunned.



    



    The next moment, countless gigantic Honkai beasts burst out of the sea, heading towards the special devices floating in the sky.



    



    Each signal device was surrounded by thousands of Honkai beasts, and when the creatures gathered to a certain extent — light appeared.



    



    "..."



    



    Between the sea and the sky, there seemed to be a momentary silence.



    



    But it was just an illusion.



    



    Boom! Boom! Boom!!!



    



    Massive explosions sprayed a large amount of water vapor into the air. One by one, expanding white light circles emerged, as if new suns were rising from the sea, illuminating the entire world and obliterating everything covered by the white light.



    



    When the light dimmed, those closer to the scene regained their senses from the deafening roar and dizziness. They found countless dead sea creatures floating on the sea surface, along with a few remnants of Honkai beasts. Other than that, there was nothing alive.



    



    "So that's how it is!"



    



    Hera clapped her hands, revealing an appreciative smile.



    



    "Jackal's technology."



    



    She added, understanding everything now.



    



    The value of Grey Serpent lay in its unique consciousness network technology and the vast knowledge accumulated in the network for over 1.500 years.



    



    And the value of Jackal lay in quantum field research, as well as — Honkai beast research and modification technology.



    



    The special audio signal to attract Honkai beasts was probably from Jackal's research. It was indeed a creative and disruptive technology. Its value in combating the Honkai beasts was immeasurable.



    



    Sigurd used this technology to confine the activities of the Honkai beasts to the surface of the sea, which was quite appropriate.



    



    Subsequently, more Honkai beasts fell from Chi You's head.



    



    The drones began to form more signal devices, arranged in arrays, covering almost the entire sea surface with low-frequency sound waves, extending all the way to the area where the fortress was located.



    



    Sigurd probably also made corresponding designs so that the Honkai beasts didn't just swim on the sea surface but radiated outward, rather than simply chasing the signal devices in the sky.



    



    As the Honkai beasts moved outward, in the sky, the EINS fighter jets and more drones launched their attacks.



    



    Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!



    



    The densely packed laser weapons and missiles ruthlessly swept through the beast swarm, harvesting the lives of the Honkai beasts like a scythe cutting through straw, swiftly reaping their lives.



    



    This scene, with its blend of cruelty and sci-fi beauty, was quite spectacular.



    



    After admiring for a moment, Hera opened a virtual screen to observe the movements under the sea.



    



    Sure enough, there was always a portion of Honkai beasts that either had relatively special perception abilities or simply evaded the range of the special sound waves, remaining indifferent as they prowled underwater.



    



    Suddenly, Hera saw countless black dots rising from the seabed, intertwining and swirling together like a dark underwater current.



    



    "Is this... his swarm?" Hera looked slightly surprised.



    



    The next moment, the massive black current split into numerous branches, engulfing one sea Honkai beast after another.



    



    As the torrent passed, the Honkai beasts could no longer swim. They all turned into fragmented chunks of flesh, slowly sinking to the dark and lightless seabed.



    



    "They don't use lasers, but physical attacks?" Hera took a deep breath, feeling a slight sourness in her teeth.



    



    Sigurd's HIVE system had exceeded her expectations. It could not only remotely activate lasers and nuclear explosions but also launch sharp physical attacks like a swarm of insects devouring prey. It was becoming increasingly perfect and difficult to deal with.



    



    Shaking her head, Hera put away the observation screen.



    



    "It seems that Sigurd has made very thorough arrangements. These Honkai beasts won't break through for a short time, so we have enough time to arrange the defenses outside. But I wonder if this big guy is willing to stay quiet for a while."



    



    Hera's pessimistic prediction seemed to work.



    



    Just as Chi You remained quiet for a while, it suddenly surfaced again.



    



    This time, not only its head but also its body, limbs, and tail, the indescribable colossal creature emerged directly from the sea in an extremely short time.



    



    Rumble!



    



    Chi You stood in the sea, with a large amount of seawater pouring down from its body like numerous massive waterfalls descending from above the clouds.



    



    As Chi You stood up, the deep East Sea was only enough to submerge its feet. Even the sea level of the entire area dropped massively because Chi You emerged from the ocean — it could be foreseen that the entire planet's ocean currents would be completely disrupted due to this event, and even the planet's gravity might undergo slight changes.



    



    At this moment, it was not just the Valkyries on the fortress, but also the people along the coast of the East Sea who saw this indescribable gigantic creature.



    



    Chi You perfectly demonstrated the innate fear of life towards massive things.



    



    In fact, it was not just fear anymore; people felt suffocated, unable to think about anything in their blank minds.



    



    "Roar!"



    



    Chi You roared, its sound shaking for miles, causing a strong storm similar to a large typhoon.



    



    The glass of the coastal skyscrapers shattered one after another, and countless buildings were destroyed in the storm.



    



    On the fortress, Valkyries collapsed to their knees.



    



    "It's... impossible..."



    



    "How could there be such a thing?"



    



    "Herrscher... I'd rather face a Herrscher..."



    



    On the deck of the Hyperion, Welt's coat fluttered in the fierce wind, his expression heavy.



    



    "Damn it, their morale is gone."



    



    It wasn't the Valkyries' fragility to blame, but the Chi You in front of them was simply beyond human capabilities.



    



     



    



    The massive figure, which couldn't be fully seen even from hundreds of miles away, was like an existence from another dimension.



    



    No matter how strong a Herrscher was, it was still humanoid, and with fearless courage, one could still charge forward.



    



    But facing Chi You, it wasn't like ants facing an elephant; it was more like cells facing humans — how could one charge towards a continent? The disappearance of morale was a natural occurrence.



    



    "What are you worried about, Welt?" Hera asked with a smile.



    



    Welt frowned.



    



    "This won't work. They can't fight anymore."



    



    "Don't worry! Their loss of composure is because they realize they can't deal with Chi You. But in fact, we don't expect them to confront Chi You. Their mission is just to deal with those Honkai beasts that escape from the swarms and other fighter squads. As for Chi You, there are naturally people and means to deal with it."



    



    "... You're right, but how do we make the soldiers realize this?"



    



    "It's simple. Look, isn't someone already doing it?"



    



    Hera pointed upwards.



    



    Welt suddenly looked up and saw, directly above Chi You, at an almost space-like altitude, a rapidly expanding red light.



    



    ...



    



    In space, beyond the atmosphere.



    



    Sigurd held the sword with both hands, flames flowing in all directions.



    



    'The Tai Xu Sword Qi encompasses the five aspects of heart, intention, form, soul, and spirit. Heart and intention are the internal skills, while form and soul are the techniques. The spirit encompasses all five aspects, and it's the true essence.'



    



    'I still can't fully understand the so-called realm of intention, unable to learn all the aspects of the spirit, but just mastering the internal skills and techniques is enough.'



    



    "Tai Xu Sword Qi: Red Lotus!"



    



    Sound couldn't travel in a vacuum, but the continuously expanding sea of fire, which purged everything around, replaced Sigurd's words.



    



    The Tai Xu Sword Qi used the human body as a channel, not storing Honkai energy but gathering and outputting the massive Honkai energy from the outside world through the body. In theory, the output capability was infinite as long as there was unlimited Honkai energy from the outside.



    



    Currently, using the "Gem of Desire" and the "Key of Thunder" as Honkai energy sources, supplemented by Sigurd's own nearly Herrscher-level Honkai energy, Sigurd poured them into the "Judgement of Shamash" and unleashed the Tai Xu Sword Qi.



    



    Sigurd held the "Judgement of Shamash," his body wrapped in flames, even his silver-white hair burning and flickering like flames.



    



    The Honkai energies of four Herrschers, guided by the Tai Xu Sword Qi, merged into one, unleashing a more powerful force to break through the limits.



    



    Externally, it manifested as an endless sea of fire covering about one-tenth of the surface area of the atmosphere.



    



    Then, Sigurd crashed into the planet, and the towering flames followed suit.



    



    "The sky, why has it turned red?"



    



    "Look over there, what's descending!"



    



    "Oh my god, is that fire? Or... a sword?"



    



    People looked up at the sky, some shocked, some numb.



    



    The appearance of Chi You had already shattered the worldview of too many people. Even the Valkyries were shocked. Another "Judgement of Shamash" didn't seem to be a strange occurrence.



    



    However, things far exceeded people's imaginations.



    



    The rapidly descending red dot turned into an increasingly large flaming sword shape, until — it surpassed the scale of Chi You!



    



    Chi You also sensed something and slowly lifted its head. In its eyes, comparable to the size of a large country, reflected the increasingly close and massive flame sword tip.



    



    "Roar!!!"



    



    Sensing the threat, Chi You opened its huge abyss-like mouth and emitted an immensely powerful black shockwave, colliding with the descending flaming giant sword from bottom to top.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    The planet seemed to tremble.



    



    Even Welt and Hera were stunned by the scene of destruction, so one can imagine the helplessness and fear of the others.



    



    The result of the collision was obvious. Perhaps it was the first shockwave launched by Chi You in its life, but it had no effect against the sword in the sky, allowing the sword to continue its descent until it finally crashed into its body.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    It was flames that burned the sky, a heavenly sword piercing through the ocean. The world lost its color, and after the clouds were burned away, the sun was revealed in the fire, losing its radiance in the blaze.



    



    With a single blow, Chi You's limbs knelt down, sinking into the East China Sea, which was left with only a small amount of residual water. The upper half of its massive body was burned in the endless heavenly fire.



    



    The Hyperion retreated more than a hundred miles, still feeling intense vibrations and scorching temperatures.



    



    Even though the circular fortress was on the edge of the destruction caused by the heavenly sword, it still required Welt's full effort to ensure that the fighting force above was not affected.



    



    It was a long time before the seawater poured back, and the sky returned to blue. The giant beast, with only its limbs and half of its body left, knelt in the gradually recovering waters of the East Sea, motionless.

  
    The situation was far from over.



    



    Five thousand years ago, Chi You's consciousness was severed, but its body remained intact, relying on its extremely tenacious vitality.



    



    Now, nourished by the high-concentration Honkai energy of the Great Honkai level, this kneeling giant beast was still in the process of regenerating the lost half of its body. However, due to its massive size, this regeneration process appeared very slow.



    



    Moreover, the layer of charcoal left by the "Red Lotus" strike was very deep. Even Sigurd, who was falling above Chi You's body, couldn't see any movement in the scorched earth below.



    



    Whoosh!



    



    A black shadow flashed across the sky, catching Sigurd as he fell.



    



    "Thank you," Sigurd said, lying softly on the back covered in black armor, his gaze still fixed on Chi You.



    



    Fu Hua lowered her head and sighed as she looked at Chi You's pitifully charred body surface.



    



    "It's nothing."



    



    "How was my 'Red Lotus'? Do you have any advice on how to make it better?" Sigurd asked.



    



    "Although you haven't mastered it, you have already perfectly controlled a Honkai energy several times stronger than a Herrscher average Honkai Energy output. This strike was more powerful than I could have imagined. I have nothing to advise you on. It's just a pity that you probably can't make another attack like this, otherwise you could completely destroy Chi You's body," Fu Hua said regretfully.



    



    Fu Hua gestured towards the charred "ground" below, indicating her landing, and said:



    



    "That's true. This is already my limit. If I make another attack of this scale, it will probably take at least three months of preparation. But still, this monster is so large that it doesn't seem like a creature that could be born on this planet."



    



    Fu Hua nodded her head upon hearing Sigurd's words.



    



    Sigurd jumped off Fu Hua's back and squatted down in the scorched earth, inserting one hand deeply into the ground.



    



    But even when he reached the deepest part, Sigurd only grabbed meaningless pieces of charcoal.



    



    He couldn't help but furrow his brow.



    



    "Make a hole for me."



    



    Sigurd didn't look up, rubbing the charcoal between his fingers, and said lightly.



    



    Without hesitation, Fu Hua raised her hand, formed a palm, and slammed it down heavily.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    A spectacular pit opened up in the scorched earth. Sigurd stood up, but unexpectedly, his legs softened, and his body fell backward.



    



    "Be careful."



    



    Fu Hua caught him, feeling the weight of the young man as light as a feather, and pursed her lips, feeling a bit helpless.



    



    No matter how talented and powerful he was, Sigurd's youthful age couldn't be changed. Yet, despite his youth, he had reached an incredible height, she couldn't help but wonder about what could have forced him to progress so quickly?



    



    Perhaps it was this unforgiving world?



    



    Fu Hua's eyes dimmed, but when she looked at Sigurd's expressionless yet slightly pale face, her expression softened.



    



    "What do you need?"



    



    Fu Hua asked softly, both of her arms were still hugging Sigurd's body, her eyes were gentle as she gazed at the much younger man.



    



    Sigurd answered without hesitation:



    



    "Get me a piece of Chi You fresh flesh, preferably one with obvious biological characteristics."



    



    "Okay, stay here and rest, I will be back in a moment."



    



    After helping Sigurd sit down, Fu Hua flashed into the deep pit. In the blink of an eye, she came back holding a black-brown rock-like piece of flesh.



    



    Sigurd took the fragment, took a deep breath, and reluctantly mobilized some Honkai energy, his eyes glowing



    



    Sigurd took the fragment, took a deep breath, and reluctantly activated some crumbling power, purple light flickering in his eyes.



    



    He activated the "Key of Thunder”, In an instant, the tissue structure and even the genetic map within the flesh turned into countless scattered pieces of information, presenting themselves in Sigurd's eyes.



    



    The purple light continued to act for ten seconds, then Sigurd put down the fragment, murmuring:



    



    "As expected, it's not over yet."



    



    "What did you find?"



    



    "I found that our troubles far exceed what we initially imagined."



    



    Sigurd said to Fu Hua.



    



    At this moment, behind him, a Honkai Beast that sensed the commotion approached, raising its huge forelimbs to stomp down towards Sigurd's head.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    Fu Hua casually punched, shattering the monster that resembled a towering building.



    



    Bang! Bang! Bang!



    



    Then, with the sound of layers breaking apart, more Honkai Beasts emerged from the scorched earth below, closing in on the two of them.



    



    "Should I take you away first?"



    



    "No, I still have something to do."



    



    "Then I'll go clean up these Honkai Beasts. If you need help, just call me."



    



    "Alright."



    



    Sigurd watched Fu Hua leave. Soon after, accompanied by loud explosions, the huge monsters that had just crawled out of Chi You's body exploded one after another.



    



    He looked up at the azure sky, countless tiny black shadows rushing back from the distant horizon.



    



    ...



    



    The Hyperion was on its return journey.



    



    To avoid the terrifying power unleashed by the "Red Lotus" sword that upheaved the seabed, this aerial mother ship carrying the pinnacle of current human technology rapidly withdrew hundreds of miles under the protection of Welt and Hera.



    



    Then, to confirm Chi You's situation and, more importantly, for Sigurd's safety, it returned at the same extreme speed.



    



    "The power of that blow has far surpassed any destructive action in human history. Even my Honkai energy fusion bombs are like small firecrackers compared to it. Sigurd's condition is definitely not optimistic."



    



    Hera paced restlessly around Welt, biting her thumb, her beautiful face showing obvious anxiety.



    



    She had miscalculated.



    



    Although she anticipated that Sigurd's actions would be extraordinary and had been eagerly awaiting to see his cards, Herrscher never expected him to go to such lengths.



    



    Even the mighty Kaslana lineage, except for that brute Siegfried, would retreat after using the Judgment of Shamash.



    



    But the terror just now was on a completely different level of power. What kind of price would it demand?



    



    Whether it was Chi You or Sigurd's trump card, it didn't matter anymore. What mattered most was that Sigurd must survive!



    



    Thinking of her wish pursued for five hundred years, Hera lost control for a moment. On the high-strength alloy deck of the Hyperion, she left a large pit with her foot.



    



    "Arrange the best medical facilities— No, my old friend is nearby. If necessary, even just protecting Sigurd's consciousness for now will do— The clone experiment was halted by Sigurd, I can't clone him without him noticing. Not having a spare body prepared in advance is also a problem— Welt!, don't just stand there! What about your Herrscher of Reason ability? Speed things up for me!"



    



    Hera glared fiercely at Welt, her usual elegance replaced by blatant aggression.



    



    That accumulated killing intent of five hundred years made Welt shudder as if he had fallen into an abyss.



    



    Welt gave a bitter smile.



    



    "Calm down, I'm in the middle of it, don't rush me. I'm worried about Sigurd too."



    



    Welt, while not thinking that he and Otto are friend with each other, thought himself to be having some sort of friendship with Otto, but now that he saw the comparison between Otto attitude toward Sigurd and toward him, realize that the Archbishop never took him seriously.



    



    At least, Sigurd, who could act as a limit to this guy, was on the side of Anti-Entropy!

  
    In the key strategic area closest to the land in the circular fortress, the S-rank Valkyrie Durandal stood on the edge of a floating platform, gazing at the colossal beast whose full form couldn't be seen, her expression grave.



    



    Welt could construct and suspend a fortress of warfare comparable to the Great Wall of the Ringed City in the game Dark Soul 1, and the giant Chi You itself was comparable to a continent. The enormous sword aura descending from the sky seemed capable of piercing and incinerating planets — compared to these entities, the accolade of an S-rank Valkyrie was truly a joke.



    



    "My strength is still lacking! I need to multiply my training a hundredfold after this war!"



    



    Realizing her insignificance was the first path toward improvement.



    



    Durandal held her spear diagonally, her grip tight, fearless and dauntless, only infinite fighting spirit burning within her.



    



    Suddenly, a gentle breeze wafted by, and Durandal turned her head to see a cute maid standing gracefully beside her. The maid placed her hands on her abdomen and bowed slightly, saying:



    



    "Lady Draundal, the situation isn't good. Although Rita has been trying her best to encourage them, everyone's morale is still..."



    



    Rita's voice was soft and melodious, like an enchanting song, but with a hint of concern, causing Kiana to furrow her brows slightly.



    



    Looking at the Titan Mechs that had never faltered in formation from start to finish, a hint of frustration appeared on the blonde Valkyrie still somewhat immature face.



    



    The Anti-Entropy mechs, in this war against the giant Honkai beast Chi You that had yet to truly start, demonstrated their unique advantage — they didn't know fear.



    



    Because they were machines, no matter what kind of enemy they faced, as long as the command was given, they would never retreat.



    



    Valkyries couldn't do that because they were human.



    



    In contrast, in their first cooperation, the contribution of Schiskal seemed to be overshadowed.



    



    But that wasn't what troubled Durandal.



    



    She didn't blame the Valkyries for losing their composure, after all, they were facing an opponent beyond comprehension like Chi You.



    



    The problem was, Durandal's reliable intuition told her that this turmoil was far from over, danger was still brewing, and if a large number of Valkyries faltered, how could they continue the fight?



    



    "Forget it, let's continue to persuade them. The war shouldn't be over yet. We can't have the Titans charging ahead while the Valkyries are daydreaming or even fleeing, can we? That would be too disgraceful!"



    



    "Yes!"



    



    At Rita's words, her expression became solemn, and she continued her efforts to boost morale, albeit with little effect.



    



    ...



    



    At that moment, the azure sky brightened for an instant.



    



    "Announcement for the entire army!!"



    



    Using countless worker bees dispersed in the air as sound and projection devices, a cold teenage voice resounded across the sea, and a huge image appeared above everyone's heads, occupying half of the sky.



    



    It was a pitch-black wasteland, with a white-haired youth sitting solemnly on a black chair, surrounded by countless gigantic Honkai Beasts roaring, before they fell silent as they are being swiftly slaughtered by a black figure.



    



    At the same time, there were vast swarms of black spheres, either radiating thousands of laser beams or devouring Honkai Beasts like ants consuming an elephant, efficiently, coordinately, and cruelly massacring the horde.



    



    Further away, dazzling white lights and mushroom clouds bloomed without restraint, the image and the thunderous sound were both clear and audible, making people shudder involuntarily — was this some kind of nuclear arsenal being depleted?



    



    "Hear this! Under our effective attack, the giant beast Chi You has lost its mobility, and the direct threat to the continent shelf has been temporarily removed. We have achieved initial victory."



    



    "But the war is not over yet, Chi You's body is still constantly giving birth to Honkai Beasts, their target is the land, their purpose is destruction. The front line where you all are is humanity's last defense line. I urge you— Fight to the end!"



    



    "In the name of the acting Archbishop of Schicksal and the first executor of Anti-Entropy, Sigurd, I declare: this battle is not allowed to retreat, cannot retreat! Ahead is Honkai, behind is our homeland, we have no way to retreat!"



    



    "In the name of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy's joint commitment, this battle will be recorded in terms of the number of Honkai Beasts defeated and the level of contribution. After the battle, promotion, leave, salary increase, stronger stigma, more advanced armor, and even the highly effective medicine developed by Anti-Entropy to alleviate Honkai corrosion syndrome, as long as you want, as long as Schicksal and Anti-Entropy have it, everything can be exchanged for contribution points!"



    



    "My promise is the promise of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, my command is the command of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy."



    



    "Hereby, I order: for civilization, for humanity, for those who cannot fight — only advance, no retreat, only victory, no defeat!"



    



    "Today, we declare war on Honkai! Today, we will save the world!"



    



    "Announcement over, all troops — attack!"



    



    With an unwavering voice and an expression as calm yet resolute as a mountain, accompanied by the death wails of Honkai Beasts in the image, when the word "attack" was uttered, something seemed to return to the despondent Valkyries.



    



    At the same time,



    



    Buzz!



    



    Buzz!



    



    Buzz!



    



    With the electronic sound of firepower being released, countless Titan Mechs raised their heads, started moving, purple light shining above them, with the reassuring presence of their massive cannons, they came to the edge of the platform in an orderly manner, guarding the frontline area.



    



    Then, Valkyries who stood tall and chest out, armed with their weapons, stood behind the Titan-formed Great Wall, poised for action.



    



    "It's been stopped—"



    



    "Just Honkai Beasts—"



    



    "Behind us is our homeland—"



    



    "The effective medicine—"



    



    "For those who cannot fight—"



    



    "We are saving the world!!!"



    



    Gradually, the atmosphere on the battlefield changed.



    



    ...



    



    Durandal  stared blankly at the sky.



    



    "Is that... Lord Sigurd Kaslana?"



    



    "Indeed, it is him.”



    



    Rita nodded with a smile.



    



    Indeed, as expected of the remarkable figure who could converse with Archbishop Otto with ease and wield great authority in Schisckal. Just by showing his face and sitting on the half-burned remains of Chi You, he’s able to bring an unprecedented sense of security.



    



    Rita and Durandal both smiled, feeling a sense of relief that dispelled the shadow cast upon them since they first saw Chi You.



    



    So what if it's Chi You? Didn't it still kneel before humanity?



    



    At their feet, the seawater pouring in from all directions had gradually approached its original level. However, the surging currents had stirred up the seabed mud, making the entire ocean appear turbid.



    



    But even with such turbulent currents, it was doubtful that anything significant could happen if even those gigantic Honkai Beasts, which were dwarfed by blue whales, were to venture down. They would likely just be tossed around by the ocean currents, unable to accomplish much.



    



    Suddenly, a small hand clad in black armor gripped the edge of the platform, and from the murky seawater emerged a slim, pure-black figure.



    



    Struggling, the girl climbed onto the platform and approached Durandal and Rita, then lay on the ground in a prone position, retracting her helmet to reveal her signature silver-white hair and a flushed, breathless little face.



    



    "Huff— Huff— Huff—"



    



    "I almost died!"



    



    "I knew it, only Sigurd could come up with such a strong attack! You annoying white head! I was almost swept away by the sea and ended up in the Pacific Ocean! Just wait until we get back!"



    



    Whoosh!



    



    A beam of light shot at the spot just one centimeter above Kiana's head, leaving behind a fist-sized black hole.

  
    One moment, this worker bee was emitting a strong light in the chaotic currents to guide Kiana's direction.



    



    The next moment, it became a merciless punishment machine.



    



    "Ahhh!!!"



    



    Feeling the heat from above, Kiana quickly rolled to the side, bumping into Rita's feet.



    



    Then, she hastily jumped up, pointing at the worker bee that had just guided her through the sea and yelled arrogantly:



    



    "Sigurd! You jerk, are you watching me?! I'm warning you, if you mess with me again, when we get back, I'll show you what regret feels like!"



    



    Click!



    



    As Kiana spoke, dozens of tiny blades emerged from the surface of the small worker bee, then began to rotate rapidly along different trajectories on the surface of the worker bee's sphere.



    



    At this moment, this round, bee-sized worker bee became a killing machine that could tear apart anything it came into contact with.



    



    Even more frighteningly, visible arcs of electricity appeared on the worker bee's surface.



    



    Buzz! Buzz! Buzz!



    



    Then, the buzzing sound coming from the worker bee changed from mono to 360° surround sound—because many worker bees, similarly rotating blades and emitting arcs of electricity, surrounded Kiana from all directions, slowly closing in on her.



    



    Like executioners approaching a condemned prisoner.



    



    "Eheheheh~"



    



    Kiana scratched her head, laughing nonchalantly.



    



    The next moment, she knelt down, kowtowed, all in one second.



    



    "I'm very sorry! I was too presumptuous! I'll go find Bronya and Sin Mal right away, please don't waste your precious time on me!"



    



    Kiana said loudly and sincerely. Her face buried in the ground was now full of cold sweat and trembling.



    



    After a while, the surrounding worker bees retracted their arcs and blades, slowly retreating and flying towards the distant sky.



    



    Kiana finally breathed a sigh of relief, ungracefully slumping to the ground, patting her slightly heaving chest, grumbling discontentedly for a while.



    



    Then, she got up, her smile as bright as the sun, waving to Durandal and Rita.



    



    "Ah, Rita, and whoever that little lady over here, hello! Goodbye!"



    



    Leaving these words behind, Kiana leaped into the turbulent and murky waters of the ocean currents once again.



    



    "Who is she?"



    



    "She's Sigurd's subordinate, or perhaps his ward? Her name, according to my memory, is Kiana Kaslana."



    



    "Kiana? She’s Cecilia's daughter?"



    



    "It should be. After all, she's also a Kaslana, it's normal for Sigurd to have her by his side for guidance."



    



    Durandal nodded thoughtfully.



    



    Then, she touched the top of her own head, gesturing the height, and asked again:



    



    "By the way, Rita, that girl is not taller than me, right?"



    



    "Lady Durandal, don’t worry, you are taller than her."



    



    "Phew~ What a lively little girl, I kinda like her."



    



    Theresa shook her head, wearing an interested smile on her face.



    



    ...



    



    As the whole army was about to end, the Hyperion finally approached the remains of Chi You.



    



    Welt stood on the deck looking forward, unable to see the body of the giant beast at all, but only a vast blackened continent—Chi You's enormity was secondary, the key was, how strong was Sigurd's strike for him to be able to cause such a scene?



    



    Welt himself couldn't do it, as for the Second Herrscher, Sirin, with the 6 Herrscher Core, while she had the potential to lay waste to a civilization in a single continent, that’s all, a potential, it would at the fastest, a month, for her to destroy the civilization of a continent, unlike Chi You, who could genuinely lay waste to the entire planet.



    



    While Welt was lost in thought, Hera had already turned into a golden meteor, directly crashing into the depths of that dark continent, ruthlessly tearing apart countless Honkai Beasts, leaving behind a conspicuous path full of the remains of those creatures.



    



    "Ah, why the rush, isn't Sigurd doing just fine?"



    



    Welt sighed and issued orders to the personnel inside the battleship to continue moving forward—how strange, as the Lord of Anti-Entropy, he was now commanding the staff of Schicksal.



    



    And Sigurd, this guy, is really too bold. It's one thing for him to be the first executor of Entropy, but for him to casually wear the title of acting Archbishop of Schicksal? Isn't he afraid of Otto turning the tables over?



    



    ...



    



    Boom!



    



    Swish!



    



    A golden figure landed in front of Sigurd, making a thunderous noise as it shattered the earth, followed by the sharp whistling of the air.



    



    "Sigurd, are you okay?"



    



    Hera, feeling annoyed, tore off half of her long skirt and stepped forward with her delicate and slender legs to reach Sigurd.



    



    After observing Sigurd's appearance from top to bottom, Hera reached out her hand, wanting to physically check Sigurd's body.



    



    Smack!



    



    That reaching hand was ruthlessly slapped away by Sigurd.



    



    Hera held her reddening hand back, looking at Sigurd with tearful eyes, her watery big eyes filled with pitiful accusation and deep grievances



    



    After seeing that Sigurd was fine, Otto acting skills once again came online in full force.



    



    "If you have something to say, just say it, don't act like a maiden in love worrying about her paramour wellbeing, it pisses me off."



    



    Sigurd leaned back, wrinkling his brow in disdain, clearly expressing his annoyance.



    



    "That's too much! I'm actually worried about you, and this is how you repay me? By the way, Miss Plain of China over there, it's been a long time since we last met, how have you been?"



    



    She waved to a flexible black shadow not far away.



    



    Boom!



    



    Fu Hua smashed the head of a huge Honkai Beast, landed near them, and looked at the brightly smiling Hera with confusion.



    



    "Have we met before?"



    



    She pondered, then casually raised her hand, catching the huge forelimb of another Honkai Beast that was stomped down, exerted force, and the continuous power shattered its large body.



    



    After thinking for a while, Fu Hua still couldn't figure out who this girl was.



    



    "Umm…Hello."



    



    Fu Hua could only respond awkwardly and politely, while at the same time, she dealt with several Honkai Beasts beside her and returned to Sigurd's side.



    



    "May I ask, who are you? Sorry, I don't remember you."



    



    "Ara~ That so~ That’s fine then~ You just haven't seen me in this form before, so it's normal not to recognize me."



    



    "This… form…?"



    



    This time, Fu Hua noticed the weird term that Hera used, and her pupils trembled as realization struck her.



    



    "You're Otto!?"



    



    "Yes~ It’s me~ you finally recognized me~"



    



    Hera nodded with a smile.



    



    And Fu Hua, took a step back, her eyes twitching.



    



    Her eyes are going straight to Hera bosom, who are much bigger than her.



    



    Why does a man have a bigger breast than her!?



    



    "Your new body... is really beautiful."



    



    With a twitch at the corner of her mouth, Fu Hua once again made an  awkward yet polite response, but no one can blame her for that—this was freaking Otto!



    



    Otto is the kind of guy who is so dirty that when thrown into a mud pit, the pit would turn into clear water!



    



    How come his female form is like this!?



    



    Where is the fairness!?



    



    "Mou~ Stop looking at me like that~ Am I really that dirty?"



    



    "...Did you finally know how to read minds?"



    



    "No~ Your face said what you think, it’s quite cute, actually~”



    



    "..."



    



    Fu Hua closed her eyes. "Sorry, this is just a bit of a shock, let me calm down before I say anything else."



    



    Fu Hua rubbed her forehead, not intending to speak further to avoid accidentally blurting out something impolite.

  
    "Alright, back to business, is your body really okay?"



    



    Hera looked at Sigurd and once again reached out, trying to check his physical condition.



    



    Smack!



    



    The same action, the same reaction, and once again, Hera's hand was slapped away by Sigurd.



    



    Then Hera's forehead formed a crossroads.



    



    "Don't joke around! I'm serious, the scale of this Honkai outbreak could lead to unprecedented output, the potential risks are too high!"



    



    "Be quiet,I'm not the kind of hot-blooded idiot who doesn't care about his life."



    



    "Oh? Is that so? Is the esteemed Sigurd not the kind of man who would fly down from outer space and level a continent with one slash?"



    



    “There is no risk to me when I do that.”



    



    Sigurd gave a meaningful smile.



    



    Hera was taken aback for a moment, then her lips curled up into a beautiful and innocent smile.



    



    Fu Hua looked left and right.



    



    Hmm, both of their smiles seem sincere, but why did she feel so uneasy?



    



    "Hee~~ Do what you want then.”



    



    Standing in the middle, Fu Hua's expression was wooden as she scratched her nose, feeling like she shouldn't be here.



    



    Then, with the sweeping wind and the roar of engines, the belated Hyperion finally arrived at the scene.



    



    Shadows cast over the heads of the three, and Welt descended from the sky.



    



    "Sigurd, well done! Whether it's that sword or the recent military declaration, they were all great! By the way, is your body alright?"



    



    Welt stepped forward to the three, looking at Sigurd from head to toe. Seeing that he had no external injuries and his mental state seemed normal, he finally breathed a sigh of relief.



    



    Sigurd glanced at Welt, feeling a slight relief.



    



    This was a high-end force that would undoubtedly stand by his side. Unlike Fu Hua, whom he still felt uncertain about, with Welt around, Hera had no chance to force Sigurd into anything—Not that Sigurd think Hera would do anything, but it's better to be safe than sorry.



    



    Then, Sigurd looked up at the battleship that blocked the sun.



    



    "Hyperion, huh..."



    



    The size was acceptable, the aerial suspension stability was excellent, the structural layout was slightly lacking, barely balancing aesthetics and practicality—just like that, anyway, he couldn't possibly go up there and be a deck cleaner again.



    



    "Let's go, we should leave. This isn't the place for conversation."



    



    Sigurd stood up, and the black seat beneath him transformed into countless worker bees, dispersing into the sky with a buzzing sound.



    



    ...



    



    On the pristine metal deck of the Hyperion, four figures walked side by side towards the interior space, disregarding the fierce winds generated by their rapid flight and even conversing casually.



    



    "After we return, I'll bundle the consciousness network technology and soul-steel body adjustment technology for you. Remember to prepare the resurrection measures. Also, you and Fu Hua should carry a few feathers with you, just to be safe."



    



    "Oh? Aren't you afraid that I'll progress too quickly?"



    



    "I'd rather you to surpass me than suddenly disappear one day."



    



    Hera rolled her eyes, but she spoke sincerely.



    



    She had analyzed Sigurd's character many times.



    



    Firstly, Sigurd was not a saintly figure; he would kill when necessary, especially if it’s to save those he is close to.



    



    At the same time, Sigurd had a moral bottom line. If he could, he would help the weak and almost never harm the innocent. Even when he was developing the hive system, the factories he robbed were all from dark forces or unscrupulous capitalists.



    



    Moreover, Sigurd placed great emphasis on equal reciprocity. For example, in his dealings with others, Sigurd would generally return favors when he received help, never taking advantage excessively. For example, Cocolia, who worked for him, now lived a comfortable life because of her diligence.



    



    Furthermore, Sigurd was highly rational, dominant, liked to take initiative, relatively tolerant towards children, had a certain dark sense of humor, and was cautious while also daring.



    



    Hera couldn't say with absolute certainty what kind of person Sigurd was, but she could be sure that even if Sigurd acquired the ability to kill her one day, as long as her contributions and favors were sufficient, he would resurrect Karen.



    



    As for whatever she would still be alive to see her again... it didn't matter. As long as Karen could be resurrected, she wouldn't mind standing still and letting Sigurd kill her.



    



    "What's your plan for dealing with Chi You next?"



    



    "Let's discuss it in detail later. However, for now, let’s use your Honkai fission bombs and Dr. Einstein's silver bullets first, my worker bees are too small in size, and their explosive power is not enough."



    



    "Understood, we'll follow your plan."



    



    As the two conversed, Welt also chatted with Fu Hua. One had a purely noble disposition, while the other had a kind and gentle nature. Although it was their first meeting, there was a sense of mutual understanding and regret.



    



    During their conversation, they entered the cabin's interior through the door.



    



    ...



    



    In the reception hall, soft sofas and overflowing tea fragrances filled the air.



    



    Hera lifted her tea cup high.



    



    "To the decisive blow of Sigurd, to the end of Chi You!"



    



    It was a toast that couldn't be refused.



    



    So the remaining three also raised their tea cups and, following Sigurd's lead, clinked them together.



    



    After each took a sip of tea, Sigurd calmly asked, "What are your thoughts on Chi You?"



    



    Hera squinted her eyes as she sipped her tea, remaining silent.



    



    Fu Hua thought for a moment and replied, "It's too massive, to the extent that it cannot be described as strong or weak; it's simply unstoppable."



    



    Welt nodded in agreement, sighing deeply. He said, "As of right now, Chi You has been classified as a Judgement-Level Honkai beast, not unlike those of Benares.If not for Sigurd strike, I think we would have had to slowly consume its life through continuous firepower output. But in that case, by the time it stopped moving, the Asian continent would likely have been shattered and submerged, with billions of people sacrificed."



    



    Welt's words expressed both relief and lingering fear, earning Fu Hua's wholehearted agreement.



    



    Without Sigurd, Fu Hua's Tai Xu sword technique might not have had the same effect. After all, was such a massive body purely driven by consciousness? Where exactly was its consciousness located? What kind of intensity did it possess? These were all unknowns.

  
    "Chi You isn't dead yet."



    



    Welt and Fu Hua's evaluations were mostly accurate, and Sigurd didn't add anything, just calmly stating another fact.



    



    Welt and Fu Hua were both stunned.



    



    Then, Fu Hua nodded thoughtfully. She had just fought on Chi You's body and witnessed the continuous birth of Honkai Beasts from it. It wasn't very surprising that such a body was still alive.



    



    But Welt's hand trembled, almost spilling his tea, as he exclaimed in disbelief, "Most of its body is destroyed, but it's not dead? How is that possible!?"



    



    "Its consciousness was sealed by Ji Lin and sank into the sea for over 5.000 years. Now, due to the high concentration of Honkai energy in the surrounding, it’s stimulated once again and had woken up,  having half of its body destroyed would just be an inconvenience to it, it only took time for it to come back.”Hera, sipping her tea, raised her eyes and said calmly.



    



    In this world, nothing is impossible.



    



    Just like Fu Hua who is drinking tea with them today, she is someone who has died over and over again in the past, yet after each death, is able to come back without any issues.



    



    The fact that Fu Hua is able to come back alive after dying is what brought her hope of the possibility of resurrecting Karen.



    



    Hera smiled brightly as she held her tea cup.



    



    Otherwise, she would have destroyed this world a long time ago.



    



    A world without Karen is a world not worth living in.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her, sighed softly, and said, "There's another piece of information that might be even worse."



    



    "...Just say it."



    



    Welt quickly calmed down and said calmly.



    



    Sigurd glanced at the three of them, crossed his hands on the table, and said softly, "What if I told you that Chi You is still in its juvenile stage?"



    



    The room fell silent, even Hera, who was holding her tea cup, didn't move, allowing the faint steam to linger in front of her.



    



    "What evidence do you have?"



    



    "Combined with Jackal's research results, I have data on 4048 lower-level Honkai Beasts and 17 Emperor-Class Honkai Beasts. Twenty-three minutes ago, I used the high-dimensional perspective ability of the 'Key of Thunder' to analyze Chi You's cells and genetic structure. To cut to the chase, I judge that Chi You is still in its juvenile stage and has enormous potential for continued growth. Currently, the evidence is only my analysis. If you want to confirm it yourself, you can collect samples and do the analysis."



    



    Hera stroked her chin, pondered for a moment, and nodded slowly.



    



    "Since it’s you who said it, I believe it—"



    



    "Wait! Honkai Beasts also have a growth period?"



    



    Welt suddenly interrupted Hera's words and raised a question.



    



    Then, both Sigurd and Hera turned their puzzled gazes to Welt.



    



    "What's with you two—?"



    



    Sigurd rubbed his forehead, letting out a long sigh.



    



    Hera shook her head.



    



    "How come anyone dares to let you be Anti-Entropy leader? You don't even know the basics."



    



    Even your knowledge on Honkai Beasts isn't thorough; what can you use to fight against the Honkai? Your passion and dreams?



    



    Their reactions made Welt inexplicably embarrassed: Could it be that this was common knowledge?



    



    Sigurd glanced at him, seeing the obvious embarrassment on Welt's face, but at the end of the day, he was still his superior. Sigurd could only speak up to explain for him, "Anti-Entropy's technology focuses mainly on creating machinery that can convert Honkai Energy into natural energy, they also focus on creating robots and artificial intelligence, their knowledge regarding anything beside those 3 are basically nothing, which is understandable. Considering their goal, besides, Welt is the figurehead of Anti-Entropy, not its researcher.”



    



    "Calm down, I didn't say anything."



    



    Hera spread her hands innocently and laughed.



    



    Then, considering Welt's and Fu Hua ignorance—don't think that her silence while drinking tea means she knows, she's probably just pretending to know so she won’t look like an idiot—Sigurd could only explain:



    



    "Honkai Beasts are nurtured by Honkai Energy, which is vastly different from carbon-based life forms. However, they also have a growth cycle, although generally brief enough to be negligible—first, understand this concept. If you're interested, I can show you detailed data later, especially the unique peptide-based genetic sequences and enveloping shell-like skeletal cells, which have tremendous implications for mechanical structure improvements, it's simply—"



    



    Just as Sigurd was starting to get interested, Welt and Fu Hua shook their heads in unison, decisively refusing:



    



    "No need."



    



    "I trust everything you said, Sigurd."



    



    In synchronous refusal, the two exchanged a glance, expressing a mutual understanding—they were just lowly Herrscher/Fusion Warriors, the only thing that can do is fight, even if Sigurd spent ten years with them explaining it to them very slowly, they would still not understand it.



    



    With a deadpan expression, Sigurd stared at the two with unblinking fish-like eyes, causing Fu Hua to take a sip of her tea in embarrassment and Welt to glance away in silence.



    



    "Ah~ What a great tea."



    



    "Huh? What a unique lamp."



    



    "(?_?)......"



    



    So Sigurd hated trying to teach people who prefer to solve their problems with only their brawn. Most of the time, it was just a waste of time with no meaningful reward on his end.



    



    Giggle



    



    Hera laughed with her shoulders trembling slightly, covering her mouth as her bright eyes curved into crescents.



    



    Sigurd clicked his tongue and continued, "Anyway, without the birth of a new Herrsher since the last one, the Honkai Energy in the real world cannot be supplemented by the imaginary world. Even if it's massive, it's just water without roots. The Honkai Energy in the East Sea region has significantly declined after awakening Chi You and allowing it to undergo a round of size breakthrough. It won't be able to stand up again in the short term. But since it's still alive, and at such a size it's still in its juvenile stage, it signifies an unimaginable potential threat. We must come up with countermeasures."



    



    Hera shrugged her shoulders, her eyes darting as she said, "At this point, if Chi You has fully recovered itself, it would become a Planet-Class Honkai Beasts, the second one in history. Dr. Mei from the previous era once proposed a hypothesis. The intensity of Honkai is directly related to the strength of civilization itself. In theory, as civilization continues to develop and ventures into space to harvest cosmic resources, the current Honkai Beasts that we have seen so far is barely an inconvenience for a civilization spanning the size of a galaxy, so there must be a Honkai Beast of a higher level, which are called the Planet-Class Honkai Beast, created to cause destruction to these high level civilization.”



    



    Hera's calm explanation opened Welt and Fu Hua's eyes once again. Though they hadn't seen any precedent, Hera's words were logical and reasonable.



    



    After a moment of contemplation, he replied, "Generally speaking, the larger the species, the longer the growth cycle. I don't think Honkai Beasts would defy this law. So, a massive Honkai Beast comparable to a planet would take thousands of years to gestate and grow.”

  
    "How about you go back and rest first, and I'll take care of things here?"



    



    Hera noticed Sigurd's anomaly first and suggested.



    



    Sigurd looked at her and shook his head.



    



    "No need. I'm not at ease with you handling the situation alone."



    



    Sigurd said straightforwardly, with a hint of mistrust evident in his dead fish-like eyes.



    



    On one hand, he didn't want Hera to mess up again, like in the Second Honkai Outbreak, where instead of dealing with Chi You smoothly, she ended up helping it grow to be the second Planet-Class Honkai Beast.



    



    And considering Chi You ability, if it becomes a Planet-Class Honkai Beast, it would become a much more dangerous threat than Jyahnar. No matter how small the probability, Sigurd didn't want to take the risk.



    



    On the other hand... Kiana and the others were still below. If he didn't keep an eye on things, Sigurd couldn't be at ease, what if they did something dangerous and he wasn’t around them when it exploded on them.



    



    But if he leaves, what if Hera had some other thoughts when she saw he wasn't around?



    



    Hera quietly looked at Sigurd, not feeling awkward at all. It wasn't until she confirmed that he was just tired and not seriously injured that she continued slowly:



    



    "So, what you're saying is, Chi You isn't actually a test for us at the moment, nor was it prepared for Shenzou 5.000 years ago. Its actually created to be the test for a civilization of the future?”



    



    "Pretty much."



    



    "Can the Will of Honkai know whether we will pass all of its tests or not? To think it’s already prepared for the future civilization Herrscher in advance…... No, considering what else it could do, seeing the future is not impossible. It's more like, it's only natural."



    



    After pondering for a while, Hera thought of the so-called "Will of Honkai" she had encountered in the Second Honkai Outbreak and nodded.



    



    Indeed, it made sense.



    



    5.000 years ago in Shenzou, even with the remnants of previous civilizations like Fu Hua, the overall strength of Earth civilization should not have caused a Honkai Beast of the Judgement-Level like Chi You's to appear.



    



    Now thinking back, the ancient Honkai Beast that has been written off as Legend or Myth in Human History so far are all Honkai Beast that were born from Chi You, and they all are  generally of low rank. According to the legend, while the “Demon God Chi You” is a terrifying God with the ability to devour the sky and earth, there were no records of it directly making a move to attack a specific location, it’s merely written as a Demon God that slept on some mountain and never move outside of it



    



    So, 5.000 Years ago in Shenzou, the test Humanity needed to face was actually just the Honkai Beasts naturally born from Chi You's body, while Chi You itself is a Honkai Beast that would be used as one of the Herrscher of a distant future where Mankind has passed all of its current trial.



    



    It's just that no one expected Fu Hua to ignore the smaller Honkai Beast and launched an attack on the sleeping Chi You, causing the little baby who just wanted to quietly grow to sink into the ocean floor.



    



    "This is getting interesting. I want ⅕ of the Planet-Class Honkai Beast's cub."



    



    "Sure, but the premise is to kill it first."



    



    "Agreed. Regardless of which era it is supposed to be a test to, despite being a baby, it's already a huge threat. If it’s left to quietly grow, the chance of it destroying the distant era is quite high, so there's no reason to leave it unchecked."



    



    "So, do you have any feasible methods to slay it?"



    



    Sigurd looked calmly at Hera.



    



    The "Red Lotus" sword was considered one of his trump cards.



    



    Hera, or rather Otto, had been keeping a low profile so far. If he could have Hera test one of her cards while dealing with Chi You, that would be ideal.



    



    Hera naturally sensed Sigurd's thoughts and replied with a smile, "You're overestimating me. Even your final move couldn't kill it. Unlike you, I’m just a weak and powerless researcher, what can I do?”



    



    Hera carefully patted her chest, feigning fear.



    



    However, her brute strength that tore through countless Honkai Beasts just now spoke otherwise.



    



    Sigurd, with his deadpan expression, said, "Really? I don't believe you."



    



    "Hee~ Why would I lie to you? At most, I can bring out some insignificant Honkai fission missiles. They work against ordinary Honkai Beasts, but as for monsters like Chi You who are the size of a continent, even if I use all of it, it's no different than being bitten by a mosquito! I really can’t do anything."



    



    With a coquettish tone in her voice, Hera blinked her big eyes, looking innocent and cute.



    



    If Sigurd didn't know Otto and has developed a resistance to this kind of attack due to Kiana overusing it on him in the past, he might have almost caved..



    



    "Yeah, right, spill it."



    



    "Oh, don't say that! So, Sigurd, my dear friend, do you have any good ideas?"



    



    "Well, there is one..."



    



    "Oh? Tell me tell me~."



    



    With an expectant look in Hera's eyes, Sigurd glanced at her, a hint of playfulness in his eyes as he casually said,



    



    "The grumpy edgelord, Kevin Kaslana."



    



    "..."



    



    Hera fell silent.



    



    Her gaze swept over the few people around her.



    



    Welt had regained his strength with Sigurd's help and had also grown significantly in mindset and thoughts, becoming a formidable presence.



    



    Her old friend Fu Hua, from what she has seen on her battle against Chi You, has most likely become stronger than when she last met her, this boost of strength are most likely come from Sigurd, and considering how they behave around each other, while they are not friend yet, they are close enough that when someone call them as that, they can just nod.



    



    This meant that this old grandma with a field of Shenzou placed on her chest would no longer blindly follow her own commands as before, and are more likely to obey Sigurd



    



    As for Sigurd, he was the biggest variable, uncontrollable in his growth speed.



    



    Overall, her control over the world had been significantly challenged. If adding in the unpredictable Kevin Kaslana whose sole focus is the eradication of the Honkai, the situation would surely spiral further out of control.



    



    Hera, or rather Otto, didn't care much about wielding power over the world, but this affected many of his prior arrangements, which in turn affected Kallen's resurrection process.



    



    Truth be told, Otto didn't want Kevin Kaslana to intervene. Maintaining the current situation was most advantageous for him.



    



    "I think the timing isn't ripe yet, right?"



    



    Hera probed.



    



    There was no choice; Jackal's technology was in Sigurd's hands, as was the "Gem of Desire". So the decision of when Kevin Kaslana would enter the scene rested with Sigurd, not Otto.



    



    "I agree. It's only suitable for him to return when our resurrection technology has made enough breakthroughs."



    



    Sigurd agreed, with an underlying implication.



    



    When there were decisive developments in the resurrection matter, Sigurd's own abilities should have accumulated enough. By then coupled with the possibility of bringing back Dr. Mei, Kevin would stop the Stigmata Plan on his own.



    



    He may not seem like it, but he’s the Previous Era equivalent of Otto, with Dr. Mei as his Kallen.



    



    After all, the reason why he fought the Honkai till this time is because she asked him to.



    



    At present, Kevin might not be willing to lay down the plan due to the lack of trust.



    



    However, on one hand, Kevin had taken actual actions in the original work by devouring Chi You, and his personal strength was enough to directly kill the young Chi You; on the other hand, doing what the enemy didn't want him to do directly wouldn't go wrong.



    



    No, thinking like this wasn't right. Kevin was, after all, an unstable factor, which also affected him... But it seemed Otto's rejection of Kevin's entry was stronger. In that case, coercing him a bit would also be feasible.



    



    Sigurd looked straight at Hera, a slight curve forming at the corner of his mouth.



    



    "Hey! You're not seriously considering doing that, are you?"



    



    Hera sweated nervously on her forehead, laughing with a hint of panic.



    



    Sigurd smiled very rarely, speaking softly,



    



    "I have no choice! After all, we're at our wits' end, with no other option but to seek help from that grumpy old man."



    



    Hera paused, puffing up her cheeks, then deflated, saying,



    



    "Alright, I won't pretend. Firstly, Chi You's body continues to produce Honkai Beasts incessantly, which is both a consumption of Chi You's physical body and its life force. According to my observations, the scarcer the Honkai energy, the greater the consumption of Chi You's body. I can give Chi You a super-large potion to keep it continuously producing Honkai Beasts, gradually depleting its flesh and vitality until it dies completely. Secondly, several of my prosthetic bodies are already inside Chi You's body. According to my observations, there should be several core energy supply nodes within Chi You's body. Destroying them would cripple Chi You for some time. With both strategies being done at the same time, it should be enough to kill the present Chi You. There's no need for Kevin Kaslana to appear."



    



    This could avoid using covert means to the greatest extent while still dealing with Chi You, so in Hera's view, it was the best solution.



    



    "Good plan. Then let's go ahead with it, I'll be waiting to see your results."



    



    Sigurd said leisurely, playing with his own golden filigree ball—housing the "Gem of Desire", also the key to Kevin's return.



    



    Hera understood, this was a threat.



    



    Either she exerted more effort on her side to resolve Chi You quickly, or Sigurd would simply let Kevin free, greatly influencing her various arrangements.



    



    "You're ruthless. I'll get to work on it."



    



    "Well, let's go to the deck and see the scenery. It's my first time in the Eastern Sea too."



    



    "What scenery can there be now? There are Honkai Beasts everywhere, and Chi You is still lying in the sea!"



    



    "Don't say that. Basking in the sun isn't bad."



    



    The two of them conversed as if there were no others around, having settled on a solution.



    



    Welt and Fu Hua exchanged glances, silently sipping their tea.



    



    They couldn't understand what Hera and Sigurd were talking about, so they didn't understand the plan and all, but since it looked like there was already a solution to Chi You, they could just wait and see.



    



    ‘Kevin......'



    



    Fu Hua looked at the tea in her cup, a mixture of emotion such as confusion and an sadness appearing in her eyes.

  
    Splish splash!



    



    Bang!



    



    Amidst the surging murky seawater, a petite and delicate black figure emerged from below the sea, floating to the surface.



    



    "Lightly Equipped Little Rabbit 16C."



    



    Beneath the black armor, came a clear and milky yet tender female voice, followed by the sudden appearance of two elliptical-shaped drones with long ear-like structures in the air.



    



    The drones came from above the water, allowing Bronya to climb up and stand on them.



    



    "Phew—"



    



    "It still feels better to have my feet on solid ground, although it's not exactly solid here."



    



    Bronya glanced at the drones beneath her feet and said lightly. At the same time, her helmet retracted, revealing her delicate yet expressionless face, then she shook her hair, which had been restrained all along, restoring her twin-tail hairstyle.



    



    "How's the situation?"



    



    A small bee-sized orb flew over, emitting a calm voice, it was Sigurd.



    



    "Everything's okay. Kiana and Sin Mal have rendezvoused with me. Apart from the turbulence caused by the emptying of the sea and the backflow of seawater, there were no surprises."



    



     



    



    Bronya replied expressionlessly, her voice carrying a hint of milkiness, indicating some complaint, and even a suspicion of petulance.



    



    Sigurd paused for a moment and said sincerely, "Sorry, Chi You's size is bigger than I expected. If we don't take decisive action, once it collides with the Eurasian continent, it will be an unimaginable disaster. Anyway, since you have the Black Armor to protect you, nothing should go wrong, so I didn't specifically inform you."



    



    "...So as long as nothing goes wrong, it's okay to act recklessly?"



    



    "I already ordered a batch of Homu Comics–"



    



    "It's not about Homu, you're not respecting me!"



    



    On the Hyperion, Sigurd moved the worker bee he had been holding between his fingers a little farther away, scratching his head in confusion.



    



    What’s happening? This girl is usually obedient.



    



    "Well, what do you want then?"



    



    "Next time, before making any action, inform me in advance. Also, is your body okay?"



    



    Bronya pursed her lips, unable to resist asking the question in the end.



    



    She was also half a scientist now. With that exaggerated scene of the sky burning down, Bronya knew without thinking that the output of the Honkai Energy must be of an unimaginable scale.



    



    And the nature of Honkai Energy, being anti-life energy, no matter how much resilience is enhanced, it always has a negative effect on the body.



    



    So, she couldn't help but worry.



    



    Sigurd replied indifferently, "It's okay, I just need some rest. Benares' genes have extremely strong regenerative abilities."



    



    "Then I'm fine. I will continue to follow orders. Any changes?"



    



    "No. Just confirming your situation, that's all."



    



    Bang!!



    



    At this moment, a massive creature emerged from the sea, braving the turbulent currents, opening its huge abyss-like mouth, intending to devour the petite Bronya.



    



    At the same time, white streaks pierced through the muddy waves, and a small figure wearing black armor swiftly darted towards the head of the giant Honkai beast, its tiny fist smashing down like a falling meteor.



    



    "Ha!"



    



    Boom!!!



    



    The beast was knocked askew by this tremendous force, and simultaneously, its gigantic body was forcefully pulled out of the sea, soaring into the air.



    



    Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!



    



    Then, several shadows blinked out of the depths of the sea, piercing through the air, instantly piercing through the body of the giant beast in the sky, tearing it into several large pieces, which fell into the sea, sinking directly to the bottom, leaving no trace.



    



    "Bronya, are you okay? Are you injured? Tired? Do you want to rest, or eat something?"



    



    Sin Mal, standing with her feet in a line on a floating spear. She came to Bronya's side, asking gently, while Kiana, who had just emerged from the sea, dove back into the sea after losing momentum.



    



    Bang!



    



    Then Kiana emerged again from the sea, grabbing onto the spear under Sin Mal's feet, using both hands and feet to hold onto it, like a roasted piglet skewered on a barbecue stick, huffing and puffing:



    



    "Simbala you ungrateful bitch! Bronya, can't you give me a hand?"



    



    "You stupid tuna! Let go! Your hand is dirty! my spear will get blunt!"



    



    "You little–Do you want to fight!?"



    



    Kiana roared, then the spear behind Sin Mal shifted direction, pointing remotely at her body.



    



    Kiana sneered disdainfully, saying, "You think I’m afraid of your little toothpick?”



    



    There is only one person in this world that she’s afraid of, and Sin Mal is not him.



    



    Kiana not only wasn't afraid of Sin Mal threat, but also tilted her head back, provocatively sticking out her tongue at Sin Mal, playfully saying:



    



    "La la la~"



    



    "You stupid tuna! You're asking for it!"



    



    "Are you guys fighting?"



    



    A brief remark, a familiar voice, and a cold tone came from the small worker bee behind Bronya.



    



    The two girls who were at odds with each other stiffened for a moment, then instinctively shook their heads in unison, decisively denying:



    



    "No!" x2



    



    "I'm noting this down."



    



    "Heave-ho!"



    



    Kiana agilely flipped over and clung onto Bronya's side, anxiously saying:



    



    "Don't do this! Sig! You can't be so petty!"



    



    "Petty? Fine, Kiana got double."



    



    "Wait! That's not what I meant!"



    



    "I've noted down that Kiana is being lazy, arguing to superior, and not focusing during the mission. Do you have anything else to add?"



    



    "–Dictator! Tyrant!"



    



    "Do you prefer to sleep in the South Pole or the North Pole? Or maybe the mouth of an erupting volcano, I can arrange that for you."



    



    Kiana pouted, looking like an angry hamster.



    



    Meanwhile, Sin Mal, holding a spear, tried to pick Kiana off Bronya's body while she was distracted.



    



    'I rarely even hug Bronya like this! You brat, let go!'



    



    Unexpectedly, Kiana used both hands and feet to climb up along the spear, ending up on Sin Mal's back.



    



    Sin Mal's face changed color, as if something dirty like a cockroach had crawled onto her, she quickly reached back, trying to pull Kiana off herself.



    



    "Oops!"



    



    After a tussle, Sin Mal finally lost her balance, letting out a cry as she fell off the slender spear, plunging into the sea along with Kiana.



    



    It's unclear what struggles and battles the two had in the sea, but after a while, they both floated up to the surface from two different directions.



    



    "Phew!"



    



    Kiana tilted her head back, mischievously spraying a stream of water upwards, then spat out water, saying "Bleh bleh bleh."



    



    "It's all sand, so salty and dirty!"



    



    She complained, sticking out her tongue.



    



    Sin Mal's reaction was somewhat similar, just not as carefree as Kiana's.



    



    Then, the two girls glanced at each other, each snorting disdainfully before looking away.



    



    "Sigh..." x2



    



    Bronya and Sigurd, through the voice transmitted by the worker bee, both sighed in unison.



    



    "Anyway, as long as everything is normal, continue with your mission."



    



    Kiana said indifferently, intending to cut off communication.



    



    Meanwhile, in the distance at the fortress defense line, countless Honkai beasts emerged from the sea, advancing towards the platforms at sea.



    



    The frontline Titan forces reacted, unleashing a barrage of firepower like a torrential downpour.



    



    The war had begun.

  
    The fortress forged by Welt floated above the sea surface, six meters high, made of high-strength solid alloy, thick and sturdy. It was equipped with countless heavy firepower weapons, intimidating anyone who beheld it.



    



    From a human perspective, it was a spectacle, a natural barrier, an insurmountable super military fortress.



    



    But for the giant Honkai beasts, a height of six meters was just a trivial matter to leap over after surfacing from the sea.



    



    However, as the first batch of Honkai beasts, attracted by the worker bees' induced sound waves, emerged from the sea surface and were about to land, they were met with a surprise from human technology.



    



    Countless heavy machine guns spewed blue flames, and countless missiles almost covered the entire sky. The frontline Titan forces, activated their shoulder cannons in unison, and thousands of light spots fell into the sea.



    



    Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!



    



    Boom! Boom! Boom!!!



    



    The deafening sound shook the heavens, waves surged hundreds of meters into the sky, turning into a drizzle as they fell, even bringing out rainbows.



    



    It was a feast of destruction, as if the sea had been boiled, with vast amounts of steam rising from the surging tide, and the wind and waves sweeping for miles. The damp sea breeze instantly lost its salty taste, replaced only by the scorching heat spreading continuously.



    



    Splish splash—



    



    When the firepower subsided, the waves carried some bone-white Honkai beast fragments, slowly dragging them into the deep sea—not just in a small area, but as if the entire ocean was filled with these Honkai beast fragments, and there were no more giant beasts capable of moving on the sea surface.



    



    The first wave of Honkai beasts' landing ended in vain.



    



    "Is–is that from Anti-Entropy?"



    



    "What kind of firepower is that!?"



    



    "Could it be that all these years, Anti-Entropy has been playing around with us?"



    



    Many Valkyries were shocked, panicked, and even terrified for a moment, but then the scene was filled with countless enthusiastic cheers.



    



    "Awesome!!!"



    



    "So powerful!"



    



    "As allies, there's nothing more reassuring than this!"



    



    "Anti-Entropy is amazing!!!"



    



    But this was just the beginning.



    



    The second wave of Honkai beasts soon emerged from the seabed, with a larger scale and more terrifying numbers.



    



    They were met with a second round of high-intensity firepower coverage, once again rendering the tide of beasts futile.



    



    Then came the third wave, the fourth wave, the fifth wave. Anti-Entropy's firepower was extremely exaggerated, and the appearance of worker bees and Einstein fighter jets in the sky was a testament to their era-defying strength. Coupled with occasional worker bee nuclear explosions, the killing efficiency completely surpassed imagination.



    



    But there were simply too many Honkai beasts.



    



    The Valkyries had lost count of how many rounds of Honkai beasts they had defeated. Just as they were almost blinded by the light and deafened by the roar, the first Honkai beast finally climbed onto the fortress, after countless companions had paved the way with their bodies.



    



    Although this brave warrior was torn to shreds by countless artillery shells in an instant, it marked the official start of the contact battle.



    



    "Sisters, grip your weapons tightly. It's time to show the power of Valkyrie to our allies!"



    



    "Long-range output team, withdraw. Defensive formation in place. Dagger team, go clear the riffraff for our allies and maintain the formation of the Titan robots!"



    



    "Charge!!!"



    



    The smoke had reached them, and facing the Honkai beasts was the duty of the Valkyries. No one would retreat—at least the vast majority wouldn't, in such a heroic atmosphere.



    



    Numerous agile Valkyries intermingled within the Titan formations, conducting annihilation operations against the Honkai beasts that climbed onto the fortress.



    



    The Titan forces and aerial units were also extremely coordinated, either providing cover or cooperating in attacks against the Valkyries of the Dagger team, ensuring that the number of Honkai beasts landing was kept at a minimum.



    



    This situation continued for several hours.



    



    After that, weapons would overheat, energy would be depleted, and the flesh and blood bodies would inevitably succumb to fatigue.



    



    In short, the front line was gradually pushed back bit by bit, and the number of Honkai beasts climbing onto the platforms gradually spiraled out of control.



    



    "Dagger team, rotate. Long-range team, go all out. Don't leave any gaps!"



    



    “”"Yes!!!"””



    



    Similar scenes played out in every area enveloping the entire East Sea, and even wider circular fortresses.



    



    Valkyries could rotate, but the Titan forces had already deployed all their numbers, with no possibility of rotation. While there were worker bees constantly performing maintenance, the inevitable loss of energy, overheating of weapons, and damage to the machines' performance couldn't be avoided.



    



    The intensity of firepower gradually weakened, and more Titans began engaging in close combat with the colossal creatures. It was powerful and spectacular, but the rate of attrition skyrocketed, and the rate of destruction noticeably slowed down.



    



    The Valkyries began extensive engagement on the front lines.



    



    "For humanity!"



    



    "Attack!!!"



    



    The Valkyries, who had been waiting for this moment with suppressed passion, replaced the main force of the Titan forces.



    



    Soon, they pushed the retreated front lines forward again on a large scale, giving the Titan forces the opportunity to rest and adjust their formation.



    



    ...



    



    This was an unprecedented scene of war, and the spectators, apart from those on the Hyperion, included ordinary people from all over the world.



    



    Yes, Sigurd broadcasted the scene to the global audiovisual devices, allowing all of humanity to witness this world-changing battle.



    



    "Is this really a good idea? Wouldn't it cause widespread panic?"



    



    Hera rubbed his forehead, looking quite troubled.



    



    Sigurd sat in the chair Hera had indicated, leaned forward, and watched the battle below.



    



    "The technological level and heritage of the previous civilization are undoubtedly much stronger than ours. Even they failed. What makes you think that, based solely on Shicskal and Anti-Entropy prowess level, we can repel the Honkai from our planet?"



    



    "..."



    



    Hera had nothing to say.



    



    Should she tell Sigurd that she wasn't interested in this from the beginning? That the so-called "defeating the Honkai," "saving the world," and "fighting for humanity" were just empty slogans she used to rally people and exploit resources for resurrecting Kallen?



    



    Sigurd glanced at her indifferently, understanding Hera's temperament well enough to know it was pointless to argue with her.



    



    Anyway, what was done was done, and from now on, it was up to Hera to decide.



    



    On the side, Welt, who maintained the stability and output capability of the entire fortress, couldn't hide his fatigue but still smiled gently and said, "Actually, I also think we acted a bit hastily, but since the timing is right, it's not a bad thing to let people know the truth a bit earlier."



    



    "Huh? You, the conservative leader of Anti-Entropy, also agree with this approach? Weren't you the one who liked to be a lone hero?"



    



    "The old me was too immature. The Honkai is not the disaster of one person or a few people; it's the disaster of the entire world, the entire humanity. Everyone is on this boat together. Only by uniting all forces and exhausting all wisdom and strength do we have a chance to create miracles that even the previous civilization couldn't achieve!"



    



    "What if people become fearful and order collapses?"



    



    "We're not hosting a dinner party, writing poetry, painting, or playing music. We can't be elegant, leisurely, refined, and courteous. There will always be sinister forces unwilling to accept the idea of equality and cooperation. At that time, violence and bloodshed will be inevitable."



    



    Welt adjusted his glasses and the warmth on his face gradually dissipated, replaced by an unwavering determination.



    



    Hera was momentarily stunned.



    



    "Welt, you've really changed. The old you wouldn't have said such cold-blooded things."



    



    “For the betterment of the whole world, compromise is out of the question.."



    



    "But what if you're wrong?"



    



    "Sigurd will correct me, and the millions of people will also tell me if what I think right is wrong. At least for now, I believe my path is correct. If I'm wrong... it's better than watching the world fall into the hands of the Honkai without doing anything."



    



    "That's... quite..."



    



    Hera shook her head, gazing at Welt's resolute profile, a smile of genuine interest playing on her lips.



    



    She suddenly felt a bit hopeful. With Sigurd's abilities and Welt's determination, what kind of world would they ultimately create?



    



    Would they be the end of mankind? Or would they be the one who created the world no one has ever dared to hope for?



    



    If they succeeded, Kallen should also be very pleased, right?



    



    In Hera's eyes, the deep and profound indifference softened for a moment.

  
    "At east 53°, altitude -1597, two targets are about to cross the border. Kiana, go!"



    



    In the pitch-black abyss, Kiana received Bronya's command, a hint of resignation showing on her face beneath the black armor.



    



    "Sure, sure. Leave the hard work to this lady while you sit safely in a protected space." Kiana muttered, pushing through the turbulent currents around her like a black arrow heading straight for her targets.



    



    Soon, relying on the excessive strength of her black armor and her own monstrous power, she smashed the heads of two Honkai Beasts, rendering the two colossal creatures powerless as they sank into the seabed.



    



    "Northwest, 12° deviation, 69 kilometers away, altitude 4553. We're all quite far from each other. It's up to you now, Sin Mal."



    



    "Got it! Leave it to me!"



    



    A black spear pierced through the water, leaving a vacuum trail and violently tearing through the target with precision.



    



    "Kiana, move northwest. Sin Mal, move southeast. I'll notify you when you reach the target area."



    



    "Yes!" ×2



    



    Despite their individual quirks, when it came to executing missions, both of them were highly coordinated and didn't cause headaches like they usually did.



    



    This somewhat relieved Bronya.



    



    In deep-sea combat, despite the performance of the black armor allowing them to ignore high pressure, hypoxia, and almost any level of impact, it was still their first time. With Bronya's calculating ability, she still felt a bit inadequate.



    



    Fortunately, these two little monsters were obedient, and there were also plenty of worker bees in the deep sea area. Otherwise, maintaining a defense line against the almost immeasurable swarm would be nothing short of a dream.



    



    During a brief rest period, Bronya connected to the visual signal of the worker bees at sea and monitored the situation at the sea fortress.



    



    By this time, the battle had become fiercer.



    



    Titan mechs fell one after another, only to be repaired and standing up again by the worker bees.



    



    But the machine's affairs weren't as eye-catching. What was truly worrying were the Valkyries who sacrificed one after another.



    



    Some were trampled into pulp by huge Honkai Beasts, some were bitten to pieces and even swallowed by the beasts, and many died from the Honkai Energy erosion, losing their lives in the blink of an eye after unleashing attacks beyond their limits.



    



    Many of these Valkyries even lost their heartbeat and breath during the charge; many were severely eroded and tended to become Zombies, tearfully killed by their comrades, entering eternal sleep with a peaceful smile.



    



    The worker bees continuously transported Honkai suppression agents, saving some people, but they couldn't save everyone.



    



    Each scene, each wail of despair and cry of anguish, made Bronya pause and unconsciously bite her lip.



    



    "—Bronya, do we really need to stay here?"



    



    Kiana's low voice suddenly came from the communication channel.



    



    Bronya was taken aback; she almost forgot that their audiovisual signals were synchronized to ensure the complete transmission of combat information between the three of them.



    



    She forced herself to calm down and said calmly, "Yes. The Honkai Beasts on the sea surface are blocked by the fortress, but those beneath the sea are not. We must prevent the Honkai Beasts from breaking through the defense line from the seabed. The importance of this mission is equal to that of the battlefield on the sea surface."



    



    "The number of worker bees at the bottom of the sea has been increasing, and Schicksal Valkyries and Anti-Entropy Titan mechs in the sea are also almost fully deployed. The best we can do by staying here is just cleaning up a small part of the Honkai Beasts. Actually, isn't it okay to leave all of them in the hands of the Valkyries and mechs?"



    



    "—Just focus on the mission and don't think too much!"



    



    Bronya spoke coldly.



    



    However, deep down, she somewhat agreed with Kiana's words.



    



    "What do you want to do, Kiana?"



    



    Sin Mal's questioning voice appeared in the communication channel, her voice is as cold as ice.



    



    Kiana was silent for a moment, then said:



    



    "I just think that the number of Honkai Beasts under the sea is actually very small. The current Valkyrie squad deployed by Schicksal and the Anti-Entropy Mech are more than enough to handle them. We might be more useful on the front lines."



    



    "Don't forget Sigurd's orders!"



    



    "What if he's wrong? What if he just wants to keep us in a safe place out of personal feelings?"



    



    "......"



    



    Sin Mal had no response.



    



    Not just Sin Mal, Bronya felt the same.



    



    They believed in Sigurd's abilities, yet they also believed that Sigurd might make such arrangements out of personal feelings.



    



    His outward coldness couldn't hide his care and protection for them. Sometimes, this protection might override the main objective.



    



    "Sin Mal, Bronya, you don't want to be treated by Sigurd as useless babies who can only do meaningless things in safe places, right? I don't want that. I want to be useful, not just for Sigurd, but for this world."



    



    Kiana said.



    



    Then, in the silence of the two, she directly connected to Sigurd's signal.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    Sigurd's cold voice echoed in their ears.



    



    Kiana took a deep breath and then mustered up her courage to say:



    



    "Sigurd, actually, we don't need to stay underwater, do we?"



    



    "......What are you trying to say?"



    



    "I–I want to go to the battlefield above the sea surface. With our Black Armor, we can do more—"



    



    "Rejected. Continue with your mission."



    



    Sigurd's voice is still cold, carrying an undeniable authority.



    



    However, from this authority, Kiana confirmed her suspicions.



    



    "Then tell me the truth, did you place us underwater to keep us in a safe place? Tell me , if we joined the battle above the sea surface, would we be able to make a difference or save anyone? I will trust your answer, you've never lied to me."



    



    "......"



    



    On the sea, in the air, aboard the Hyperion, Sigurd crushed a bee used for communication, his expression instantly darkening.



    



    The only thing she needs to do is to clear out the Honkai Beast under the sea surface, what the hell is this drama! Clearly, the training he gave them wasn't enough! Sigurd wanted to rebuke her immediately, but couldn't speak the words.



    



    He never lied to her? What a joke!



    



    Where did that useless girl get such confidence!?



    



    He's lied to her countless times!



    



    Just like...



    



    Just like...



    



    Just like...



    



    Sigurd wanted to recall a time he had deceived that idiot thoroughly. But upon careful reflection, besides occasionally joking and teasing her, he hadn't actually lied to her about serious matters.



    



    Or rather, had he ever really lied to her?



    



    A hint of confusion appeared in Sigurd's eyes.



    



    Perhaps he was too tired, his memory a bit hazy. Why couldn't he recall any precedent that would allow him to confidently lie to her this time?



    



    "Sigurd, let us go to the front lines. They need our strength more there."



    



    "This war spans thousands of kilometers. Do you think you can make any significant difference?"



    



    "At least we could save some people, even if it's just one or two. I don't want to just watch and hide underwater as if nothing is happening!"



    



    "The Black Armor has its limits."



    



    "I'm strong! We've all become very strong! Stop treating us like children. We can help, not just pretend to help!"



    



    "Strong? The only reason why you are strong is because of the Black Armor I made.”



    



    "What's wrong with that? Strong is strong. Stop making unreasonable arguments!"



    



    Kiana retorted firmly, her face slightly flushed, but she didn't back down.



    



    Sigurd, holding a new communication bee, said one word.



    



    "Denied."



    



    "I deny your denial!"



    



    "Denied."



    



    "Sigurd, I'm begging you!"



    



    On the Hyperion, for a moment, an eerie black aura emanated from Sigurd's body.



    



    Welt and Hera looked over at him.



    



    Sigurd looked up, his face gloomy, and said coldly:



    



    "What are you looking at? Continue with your tasks."



    



    He didn't voice a threat, but the threat was clear from his eyes and expression.



    



    Welt and Hera silently looked away, one focusing on maintaining the battle line, the other continuing to monitor actions within Chi You.



    



    'Hey! Aren't you his superior? Why so submissive?'



    



    ‘Why don't you try to provoke him? Let’s see if you are any better than me'



    



    Sly Hera and resigned Welt exchanged glances, each remaining silent, choosing not to speak to Sigurd at this moment.



    



    "Why are you so persistent?"



    



    After a period of silence, Sigurd asked softly, the eerie black aura that surrounded him had started to fade, leaving him with a sense of helplessness.



    



    Kiana bit her lip and said:



    



    "I'm sorry."



    



    "You haven't done anything wrong."



    



    "I... I just don't want to do nothing when I have the ability to save them. Even if it means saving just one more life, that's what I want to do."



    



    "...Fine."



    



    Sigurd crushed the communication bee in his hand, simultaneously cutting off the connection.



    



    Fuck!



    



    Why couldn't he just firmly refuse?



    



    Wouldn't this make him seem too easily swayed, like he'd give in the moment Kiana asked for something?



    



    However, amidst the frustration, underlying worry, and restlessness, a voice in his heart softened his expression uncontrollably.



    



    'That's just like her.'



    



    As the voice in his heart said this, a small smile gradually appeared on Sigurd's lips. For a moment, his eyes were filled with tenderness.



    



    Though in the next second, that tenderness vanished.



    



    He began deploying some of the worker bees to ensure the safety of the trio. Meanwhile, as he gazed at Chi You's immense body, a new idea started to form in his mind.

  
    "Take this!"



    



    As soon as she reached the platform, soaked in seawater, Kiana delivered a flying kick that toppled a huge Honkai Beast, leaving a struggling Valkyrie stunned.



    



    "Are you alright?"



    



    "That voice, that black outfit—you're the one who attacked the Oceania branch! Well, you’re from Anti-Entropy too, so it's not surprising to see you here."



    



    The blonde girl, holding a lance, wiped a scratch off her face and spoke with a sudden realization.



    



    Kiana removed her helmet, shaking free her long silver hair, and exhaled deeply.



    



    The air provided by the Black Armor was of good quality, but ultimately it was a closed environment, unlike real air that made one feel refreshed and free—even though this battlefield, mixed with the smoke of war and the blood and tears of Valkyries, had no true freshness to speak of.



    



    "Are you from the Oceania branch? Sorry, there were too many enemies back then, I didn’t remember all of you."



    



    "It's alright. I know you're strong, and it's great to have your help, but I didn't expect you to be so young. I thought you are an adult who is just small.”



    



    Looking at Kiana's still youthful face, with a hint of baby fat, the Valkyrie smiled slightly, then her expression turned somber.



    



    So, even an organization like Anti-Entropy, which mainly uses robots, had to send such young girls into battle?



    



    Honkai, indeed, is suffocatingly oppressive everywhere.



    



    "Hehe! Don't mind those details! I'm here to save the world. Let's fight together!"



    



    "Yes, it's an honor!"



    



    With Kiana’s bright smile, the Valkyrie's fatigue and numbness seemed to ease a lot, and she gripped her lance more tightly.



    



    Then, as Kiana charged at another Honkai Beast, the Valkyrie with the lance launched yet another assault, heading towards the same goal—to defeat the Honkai!



    



    ...



    



    Sin Mal wasn’t as hurried as Kiana; she simply walked into the battlefield normally.



    



    A Honkai Beast, with sharp, enormous horns, charged straight at Sin Mal amidst the horrified gazes of some nearby Valkyries.



    



    Boom!



    



    A loud crash echoed as the air screamed from the impact.



    



    Yet, Sin Mal remained unmoved.



    



    Upon closer inspection, it was her hand gripping the tip of the Honkai Beast's horn, stopping the mountain-like beast in its tracks.



    



    The stark contrast between her slender arm and the beast's towering mass made the onlookers instinctively uncomfortable, as the scene clearly defied common sense.



    



    Sin Mal turned her head to look at the beast, which was straining but unable to advance or retreat. Under her armor, her face twisted into an exaggeratedly sinister smile.



    



    "Do you want to play with me too?"



    



    Sin Mal giggled, but her laughter sent chills down everyone's spine.



    



    Kiana would be deeply saddened and enraged by the sacrifice of the Valkyrie, and Bronya would feel the same, but Sin Mal would not.



    



    Unlike them, Sin Mal had been broken since that night when her parents were killed by a sudden attack from robbers, and she herself had devoured those robbers.



    



    Sin Mal had no love for this world and felt nothing for strangers. To her, the entire world was twisted. Who would mourn the destruction of something so grotesque? At least Sin Mal wouldn’t.



    



    In her world now, the most important people were Sigurd, followed by Bronya. And then, the one she saw as a mother figure, Cocolia. As for everyone else, she couldn't care less—including that annoying Kiana. Though she admitted Kiana was strong, her constant clinging to Sigurd was intolerable, and Sin Mal would destroy her given the chance.



    



    Sin Mal wasn’t fighting for the Valkyrie or human civilization. What drove her was Kiana's remark about being treated like a baby by Sigurd.



    



    That was absolutely unacceptable! How could she be seen as a useless baby? She wanted to be an indispensable powerhouse for Sigurd!



    



    To prove her strength, Sin Mal needed to start by creating the most Honkai Beast corpses possible.



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    Sin Mal tilted her head, her laughter growing louder before suddenly disappearing. She grabbed a spear with her other hand.



    



    Here, far from Bronya and Sigurd, she didn’t need to hide her dark side. A violent and cold aura filled the surroundings without restraint.



    



    "Die!"



    



    Sin Mal screeched as the spear in her hand flew out, creating a gaping hole in the massive beast. The spear continued its trajectory, piercing through dozens of giant beasts. In an instant, a long trail of shattered bodies marked its path.



    



    Sin Mal laughed maniacally, the destruction unleashing her long-suppressed brutality. More power surged within her, and spears floated behind her, charged with the energy of time and destruction.



    



    Then, a brutal massacre followed—of course, due to Sigurd and Bronya's presence, Sin Mal was restrained. At least she didn't attack people, only Honkai Beasts. Occasionally some Titans got caught in the crossfire, which was an unavoidable consequence and not worth worrying about too much.



    



    …



    



    Rat-a-tat-tat!



    



    Boom!



    



    Unlike Kiana and Sin Mal, who stormed into the battlefield with the sheer brute force of their black armor, Bronya skated across on the high-speed rollers extended from her black armor. Using drones, worker bees, and an endless array of heavy weapons, she didn't resort to mindless firepower but aimed at weak points, harvesting the Honkai Beasts' lives with precision, lethality, and efficiency.



    



    She moved like a free black whirlwind, advancing unimpeded on the battlefield, leaving behind hundreds and thousands of Honkai Beast corpses. Eventually, she reached an empty zone—though not truly empty, it was devoid of standing Honkai Beasts, filled instead with countless dismembered limbs.



    



    This was Fu Hua's territory.



    



    After running for over a minute, Bronya finally found Fu Hua, swiftly dispatching Honkai Beasts at the other edge of the empty zone.



    



    "Fu Hua-sensei."



    



    "Hmm? Bronya? Weren't you on a mission in the deep sea?"



    



    Fu Hua crushed the massive head of a Honkai Beast with her bare hands, not even wearing her black armor, and looked at Bronya, frowning slightly.



    



    Bronya removed her helmet, her face wooden as she replied, "It's a long story. In short, we got Sigurd's approval."



    



    "That's all right, then. Even though you haven't truly mastered Taixu Sword Qi, your combat power is already impressive, and you indeed play a significant role on the front lines. So, what’s your plan?"



    



    "Bronya can deliver large-scale, precise firepower but needs ample space to do so. Fu Hua-sensei's area is the most suitable, and there's no worry about friendly fire."



    



    "Understood, I'll coordinate with you."



    



    Fu Hua nodded.



    



    Bronya's lips curled slightly as she lifted her helmet, and a series of remote images and data windows appeared before her eyes.



    



    "Platinum Wolf, enter hunting mode!"



    



    In a cold, childish voice, a fleet of bunny-eared drones appeared in the sky. Their previously cute electronic expressions transformed into dangerous, toothy grins.



    



    Then, the sky was covered in a barrage of firepower, and Bronya's performance began.



    



    ...



    



    In the sky, aboard the Hyperion, Sigurd watched the trio's movements and felt slightly relieved.



    



    Kiana might be reckless, but she knew her strength lay in her physical abilities. Her unique charm gradually attracted some Valkyries willing to team up with her, and everything went smoothly.



    



    Bronya, an outstanding talent, perfectly utilized her computational skills and affinity with firearms. She smartly partnered with Fu Hua, turning herself into a walking high-tech arsenal.



    



    As for Sin Mal... well, she's strong, but could she tone it down a bit? That maniacal laughter and exaggerated dark aura—whose side is she on, really?



    



    Despite his helplessness, Sigurd focused on Sin Mal's image, a warm look in his eyes.



    



    It didn't matter. Sin Mal's world was someone who is inherently twisted. Sigurd had never thought of her as a good person.



    



    If Sin Mal was a wild beast, Sigurd was her leash. If the world couldn't accept Sin Mal, Sigurd would be her haven.



    



    Using her power while providing her with a sense of security and fulfillment was an equal exchange, very fair.



    



    "They're all promising talents! Sigurd, you have a good eye!"



    



    Hera, too, saw the images.



    



    Leaving aside K423, both Bronya and Sin Mal had rare talents. With proper training, S-rank wouldn't be out of reach. No wonder Sigurd chose them for his team—quite interesting!



    



    "It's still a long way off. It'll be years before they become truly qualified swords."



    



    "Swords? Swords aimed at the Honkai? Or at me?"



    



    "Guess."



    



    "I don't need to guess. With K423 among them, who'd believe there's no intention of using them against me?"



    



    "Fair point."



    



    Sigurd responded blandly, his eyes rapidly inputting data.



    



    The data window appeared only in his eyes, his hands operating an invisible interface in the air—this was Void Coding, something even Hera couldn't spy on. No one could decipher the code Sigurd was inputting from his random finger movements in the air!



    



    Only Sigurd knew he was completing a special device, one that could end this war in one stroke and then allow him a good rest.

  
    Moonlight Throne, a technological marvel of the previous civilization, was essentially a Honkai energy conversion technology. Its effect was to convert large-scale Honkai energy into conventional energy forms like electricity and heat. It served as both a civilian energy source and a lethal weapon against Herrschers and Honkai Beasts.



    



    To delve deeper, this was essentially the Herrscher's power.



    



    Regardless of the nature of the power, the fact was that the Herrscher of Thunder could convert Honkai energy into lightning, and the Herrscher of Flames could convert it into fire—the essence of the "Moonlight Throne" was to simulate this conversion effect mechanically.



    



    This was a miracle of human wisdom, mechanically simulating the Herrscher's powers.



    



    "Dr. Mei… Your design is not half bad."



    



    Having completed the entire machine design, Sigurd praised the scientist sincerely.



    



    However, his design differed significantly from the previous civilization's "Moonlight Throne." Apart from the name and final effect, they were essentially two different technologies.



    



    Going back over sixty years, before Tesla and Einstein had left Schicksal, they had excavated a pre-civilization warship equipped with the "Moonlight Throne" device from some ruins.



    



    Later, they deduced the entire "Moonlight Throne" technology from it. However, this technology required large amounts of soulium and special materials from Honkai Beasts, which Tesla and Einstein couldn't obtain.



    



    Thus, these two geniuses, through long theoretical derivation and experimental research, adapted this technology to suit the current civilization.



    



    In summary, the new "Moonlight Throne" technology eliminated the need for soulium and special Honkai Beast materials, but required four gemstones as driving sources and energy conversion cores.



    



    When Einstein and Tesla designed this device, they intended to use the gems of Conquest, Desire, Haste, and Serenity—the gems once embedded in Sirin, which were the only known gems suitable for this purpose.



    



    Now, Sigurd had made another adjustment, replacing the four gems with the "Key of Thunder," "Gem of Desire," "Judgement of Shamash," and—the Core of the Herrscher of Reason.



    



    "Welt, I need to borrow your core."



    



    After thoroughly calculating the entire technology in his mind, Sigurd stood up and spoke to Welt.



    



    Welt, who was maintaining the fortress with all his might, was taken aback and turned to look at Sigurd.



    



    "Now?"



    



    "Now."



    



    Sigurd replied.



    



    Welt looked into Sigurd's calm blue eyes and remained silent for a moment.



    



    He didn't know what Sigurd intended to do, but he trusted Sigurd's intelligence and capabilities. If Sigurd wanted to use the Herrscher of Reason's power, it meant he was confident in his plan.



    



    Welt sighed, then smiled and said:



    



    "Just be careful. The platform below is heavily burdened. Are you sure your body can handle this right now?"



    



    "A few extra months of recovery won't make much difference."



    



    "Fine. But remember to return it when you're done."



    



    "......"



    



    Sigurd was silent, his face expressionless, but his eyes wandered a bit.



    



    Welt's face darkened immediately.



    



    "Hey! You're not really planning to keep it and leave me hanging, are you?"



    



    "Stop talking! Hand it over quickly. The sooner we end this, the fewer people will die."



    



    Sigurd extended his hand, speaking righteously.



    



    Ignoring that suspicious silence earlier, his words did sound quite just and reasonable.



    



    Welt's mouth twitched, but he eventually sighed and said:



    



    "All right, I'll leave it to you then."



    



    Welt grasped Sigurd's hand, and with a gentle smile, his body shattered like a bubble of light, leaving behind a deep red gemstone emitting terrifying Honkai energy, now in Sigurd's hand.



    



    "Wait! Are you going to wield the Herrscher core's power?"



    



    Hera, who had been watching for a while, showed a change in expression, unable to hide her surprise and disapproval.



    



    She had been waiting for Sigurd to act for a long time, but she hadn't expected such an extreme measure. Whatever Sigurd intended, using the Herrscher core with his current weakened body was dangerous.



    



    "Hold on! Things aren't that bad yet. Don't do anything rash—"



    



    "Otto, a small suggestion: recall your clone inside Chi You and the power you deployed in the sea to avoid wasting them. As for Anti-Entropy's forces, I already ordered a retreat ahead of time. Simulated Eden Star!"



    



    Sigurd interrupted, holding the core in one hand and pointing at the unprepared Hera with the other. Honkai energy erosion patterns covered his entire body. Then, a powerful, twisted gravitational force flung the greatest unstable factor straight to the far end of the sky.



    



    Afterward, Sigurd stepped off the Hyperion's deck, walking in mid-air as a massive battleship quickly took shape, simultaneously bearing his weight.



    



    "Welt, control it. The core is resisting me."



    



    'I'm trying! Back in the day, it took me a long time to master this power with Joyce's help. You're in a similar state to how I was then, so it's not easy!'



    



    "Do your best to control it. Leave the rest to me."



    



    'All right! Be careful, and don't push yourself too hard.'



    



    After a brief exchange with Welt's consciousness within the core, Sigurd felt the violent energy coursing through his body and the intense mental strain, prompting him to take a deep breath.



    



    Borrowing the Honkai energy from the gemstone and wielding the Herrscher's power were two different concepts.



    



    Otherwise, the previous civilization wouldn't have needed to create so many God Keys. They could have simply handed the gems to powerful enough fusion warriors, allowing them to directly wield the Herrscher's power, making them more formidable.



    



    The reality was that, except for the Herrscher of Reason's core, which was suppressed by Welt's consciousness, a normal gem would lead to certain death for a non-Herrscher trying to wield its power—Sirin's situation was an exception, as she had encountered the God of Honkai as a Herrscher and likely received some kind of gift.



    



    Therefore, even though Sigurd had the original "Gem of Desire," he couldn't wield the Wind Herrscher's power. He could only, and barely, use the Herrscher of Reason's power with Welt's help, and even that came with a heavy burden.



    



    With his exceptional physical resilience and willpower, possibly aided by his "superior intellect," Sigurd demonstrated remarkable proficiency in wielding the power despite it being his first time.



    



    He maintained the operational platform below while increasing the output, and the battleship beneath him rapidly expanded, covering the Hyperion in moments.



    



    After about thirty seconds, Sigurd placed the "Key of Thunder," the "Gem of Desire," and "Judgement of Shamash" into the fully formed "Moonlight Throne" device.



    



    He then held the Herrscher of Reason core, seated himself in the command chair, and stared emotionlessly at the remains of Chi You displayed on the screen.



    



    "Initiate device, charge the main cannon, target—Chi You!"



    



    The changes in the sky did not immediately draw the attention of those on the battlefield below.



    



    Given the overwhelming presence of Chi You and Sigurd's enormous sword aura, followed by countless giant Honkai beasts, a slightly larger airborne battleship seemed insignificant.



    



    That was until the main cannon began charging, gathering the energies of the four distinct gemstones into the void.



    



    "What is that!?"



    



    "My—my hands are shaking?"



    



    "Such an eerie feeling, it's dangerous!"



    



    Even the most oblivious individuals, if they could see the battleship, instinctively glanced at the sky in unnamed dread.



    



    Then, a blinding white torrent split the sky.



    



    The brilliant barrage from the "Moonlight Throne" device dispersed in the air like a meteor shower, covering a vast area of Chi You's body. Relative to Chi You's continent-sized form, this immense area was only a small part.



    



    Sigurd continued to maneuver the battleship, resetting and replacing components for subsequent shots. After eighteen volleys, covering Chi You's entire body, including areas underwater and behind, Sigurd finally ceased the bombardment.



    



    Post-barrage, Chi You's flesh quickly lost vitality.



    



    The black, massive scales on the visible parts above the waterline noticeably faded, the organic texture disappearing, transforming into the inorganic hues of rock and soil. At the edges, large portions of the structure began breaking off into the sea.

  
    The numerous unlucky Honkai Beasts caught in the "Moonlight Throne" blasts vanished without a trace, but more terrifying energy brewed within Chi You's body.



    



    Soon, the continent trembled, and endless lightning burst from the earth.



    



    Boom!



    



    Crackle!



    



    Snap!!



    



    The massive Honkai energy transformed into a colossal thunderstorm, erupting violently from Chi You's now stony form.



    



    Numerous gigantic lightning columns shattered more rocks, affecting both Chi You's interior and the multitude of Honkai Beasts on the ocean. All fell silent except for the thunderous roar of the lightning field covering the vast ocean.



    



    The lightning extended so far that even the Titan units on the edges of the battle fortress were knocked offline.



    



    The discharge continued for a full five minutes, affecting numerous areas of the sea, sky, and Chi You's body.



    



    When the lightning ceased, nearly all Honkai Beasts in the sea were annihilated, and Chi You's body transformed into a completely silent landmass.



    



    Boom!



    



    Buzz! Buzz! Buzz!



    



    Suddenly, countless black drones burst from Chi You's body.



    



    These swarms of black dots merged into columns of smoke rising from the ground, forming a black tide that almost obscured the East Sea. These were a new generation of drones, powered by the electrical energy and crafted from Chi You’s flesh.



    



    Their task was to devour the innermost parts of Chi You's body that even the "Moonlight Throne" couldn't reach, and they brought out the long-slumbering—Xuanyuan Sword!



    



    “Phew, finally, I can rest for a bit.”



    



    Sigurd, sitting in the battleship’s cockpit, exhaled a long breath. He watched his battleship gradually vanish, then blacked out, falling from the empty sky.



    



    Slap!



    



    Welt floated in mid-air, retrieving the "Key of Thunder," the "Judgement of Shamash," and the "Gem of Desire," while catching Sigurd by the arm.



    



    From Sigurd's steady breathing and closed eyes, Welt knew he had fallen asleep.



    



    As for Chi You, it too had fallen asleep, but this slumber was going to last for at least a hundred thousand of years, possibly even millions.



    



    Welt carried Sigurd on his back and looked down at the massive fortress below.



    



    “There are still a few Honkai Beasts left to clean up. Looks like the aftermath isn’t over yet.”



    



    Welt sighed wearily.



    



    However, with Chi You thoroughly defeated, the remaining issues were minor, and Welt felt responsible for handling them.



    



    …



    



    The war dragged on for over an hour.



    



    Though called a war, it was more of a cleanup of the surviving Honkai Beasts. With many new drones joining, there were no new Valkyrie casualties.



    



    After allowing time for evacuation, Welt finally stopped maintaining the platform—an impressive feat that even Hera, upon her return, marveled at.



    



    However, upon reuniting, Hera couldn't help but grit her teeth as she watched the sleeping Sigurd.



    



    “Unhappy! I am very unhappy! This little brat doesn’t listen at all, acting on impulse! He doesn't respect me, which is fine, but what does he think his body is? Even if his body can endure, recklessly wielding Herrscher powers could harm his mind and brain! Has he considered how important his intellect and wisdom are!?”



    



    At the temporary rest base on the edge of the East Sea, Hera paced indoors, biting her thumb, clearly displeased.



    



    However, the three Black Armor members guarded Sigurd closely, preventing Hera from approaching to vent her frustration by pinching Sigurd’s cheek.



    



    Moreover, Welt and Fu Hua were also present, keeping an eye on things!



    



    Welt, drinking and recovering with Fu Hua, rolled his eyes at Hera’s glare.



    



    “Glaring at me won’t help, If you’re unhappy, tell Sigurd himself when he wakes up.”



    



    “He won’t listen! Welt, Aren’t you his leader? Do something useful for once!”



    



    Hera stomped her foot in frustration.



    



    Fu Hua glanced at her calmly, though internally, she was just as exasperated.



    



    Otto, the five-hundred-year-old schemer and tyrant who despised humanity, had a softer side as well? Quite an eye-opener.



    



    Welt sipped his tea leisurely and replied:



    



    "I'm doing my job. Sigurd didn’t do anything wrong. From your perspective, it may seem reckless and impulsive, but from mine, he effectively ended the crisis. There's no need for admonishment. Moreover, sacrifice in the fight against Honkai is something you’ve always advocated, isn’t it?"



    



    "The sacrifice of pawns! Not someone of Sigurd caliber!"



    



    "That's your problem. We have different views, so there's no need to say more."



    



    Welt responded calmly, not losing his composure over Hera’s cold remarks—he was well aware of her nature. Getting angry over such things was pointless.



    



    He wasn't shirking his duties. Most of Anti-Entropy's forces were mechas, with rest and return handled by Tesla and Einstein. Additionally, Sigurd's drones were managing the aftermath. As a non-technical person, Welt had no place to interfere.



    



    In contrast, the Valkyries of Schicksal were the main combat force. Hera staying here to vent instead of organizing treatment and comfort seemed more like slacking off.



    



    "Hmph! Let me know when he wakes up!"



    



    Hera finally said with a dark expression, leaving the room constructed by the drones, possibly off to plot another scheme.



    



    "Whew! She’s finally gone! Seriously, acting like she cares about Sigurd when she’s the enemy. It’s so annoying!"



    



    Seeing Hera leave, Kiana put her hands on her hips, pouting and making a face at the door.



    



    "Nyeh~"



    



    "I’m not notifying her! Once Sigurd wakes up, we’ll just leave—Actually, why don’t we leave now? I can carry Sigurd back!"



    



    Kiana suggested, raising a finger as if she had a brilliant idea.



    



    Bronya looked at her and nodded slowly. She also agreed that leaving directly was the safest plan.



    



    Yawning lazily, Sin Mal said:



    



    "I agree with everything except the last part."



    



    "Huh? What do you mean?"



    



    "Sigurd should be carried by me! You’re too clumsy and reckless. What if you hurt him on the way?"



    



    "What did you say!?"



    



    The two immediately butted heads, glaring at each other.



    



    "Alright, alright, stop arguing. We won’t be leaving anytime soon."



    



    Welt intervened, causing the Black Armor trio to look at him in confusion.



    



    "Ahem!"



    



    Welt cleared his throat, speaking gently:



    



    "First, we can’t skip the funerals and memorials for the fallen Valkyries and civilians. Second, although the crisis is over, there are many aftermath effects to manage. And the vast landmass that was Chi You’s form is still floating in the sea. We need to handle it properly."



    



    "Funerals, huh..."



    



    Kiana fell silent, biting her lip and nodding slowly.



    



    Yes, after all, so many people had died.



    



    Kiana’s mood dropped.



    



    Her eagerness to leave wasn’t due to indifference to the sacrifices. On the contrary, she felt deeply saddened and didn't know how to face the tragedies, which made her want to escape.



    



    Then, Kiana looked around.



    



    Welt, Fu Hua, Bronya, the annoying Sin Mal, and Sigurd… Everyone she cared about was okay, and the girls at the orphanage were safe.



    



    Thinking of this, Kiana felt deeply relieved.



    



    If the sacrifices of unknown people affected her this much, she couldn't imagine if something had happened to those close to her…



    



    Slap! Slap! Slap!



    



    Kiana slapped her cheeks and shook her head vigorously, trying to shake off the terrible thoughts from her mind.

  
    Sigurd slept for a full three days.



    



    The physical burden was secondary; after all, with his foundation as a perfectly integrated warrior, his body could handle it. The main issue was mental exhaustion due to twice harnessing large-scale Honkai energy and the backlash from the Herrscher's powers, which was more than he could bear.



    



    “Deciphering the principles of the ‘Divine Melody’ technology should be prioritized,” were Sigurd’s first words upon waking, his eyes clear and focused on the next steps.



    



    Before he could move, a small white-haired bundle and a small pink-haired bundle pounced on him, pinning him down.



    



    “Sigurd!!!” ×2



    



    Thud! Thud!



    



    Two ruthless karate chops landed on their heads, leaving two large bumps.



    



    “Ouch, QAQ～～” ×2



    



    Kiana and Sin Mal wailed, clutching the bumps on their heads, and slumped down next to the bed in a duck-sit position.



    



    Sigurd threw off the blanket, got up, and twisted his neck.



    



    Crack! Crack!



    



    His stiff body emitted several cracking sounds, then he expressionlessly glanced at the two girls by the bed.



    



    Hmm, they look in good spirits. Excellent.



    



    At that moment, Bronya entered, pushing a cart laden with food to the bedside.



    



    “Would you like to eat first or take a bath?”



    



    Bronya’s voice was as cold and emotionless as ever, but her expression had a touch of softness.



    



    Sigurd felt his empty stomach, grabbed some food from the cart, and started stuffing it into his mouth, answering with his actions.



    



    After a ravenous meal, Bronya took a warm wet towel and attentively wiped his face while he cleaned his hands.



    



    Sigurd closed his eyes, enjoying Bronya’s attentive care, nodding inwardly—having a capable assistant and a thoughtful secretary was truly beneficial.



    



    Kiana and Sin Mal watched this scene in a daze, feeling a twinge of jealousy for some reason.



    



    After a while, Sigurd, now rested and dressed in a thin white nightgown, sat on the bed with his feet on the floor, leaning forward in a posture that exuded an air of authority.



    



    Bronya, having tidied up, handed a lollipop each to Kiana and Sin Mal to keep them quiet and seated nearby.



    



    Sigurd looked at her and asked indifferently:



    



    “Where are Welt and Hera?”



    



    “They’re busy outside, and the funeral ceremony is this afternoon.”



    



    “Oh? A funeral ceremony? Whose idea was that?”



    



    “Lord Welt’s proposal, which Schicksal also agreed to.”



    



    “Has Hera tried anything while I was out?”



    



    “No. According to your last order, the three of us stayed here the entire time, even during shifts. She didn’t force her way in.”



    



    Sigurd nodded, slightly surprised.



    



    Was Hera really this well-behaved?



    



    Rubbing his chin, Sigurd summoned a drone, bringing up a virtual screen.



    



    A quick scan of recent data records made Sigurd’s eye twitch.



    



    Sure enough, the drone’s AI system and his personal database had numerous data intrusion traces, likely with many files stolen. Additionally, records showed that hundreds of the latest model drones had “mysteriously” gone missing over the past three days.



    



    “As expected of you.”



    



    Sigurd sighed in resignation. She must have started hacking soon after he fell asleep and had been busy ever since.



    



    Sigurd’s fingers flew over the virtual screen, quickly patching the security gaps before launching a counterattack along the data transmission paths, disrupting Otto’s series of invasion attempts.



    



    This was more symbolic than practical.



    



    Given Otto’s nature, he had surely backed up the data he had scavenged. This maneuver only served as a signal for Otto to cease his activities; the existing losses were irreversible. Fortunately, Sigurd had more tightly guarded critical information, otherwise, Otto would have emptied his archives!



    



    Shortly after Sigurd finished, as he anticipated, Hera, having noticed his awakening, gracefully entered the room with an elegant smile, lifting her skirt slightly.



    



    “Good day! Did you sleep well?”



    



    “Very well, if I hadn’t discovered your surprises.”



    



    “Oh dear? What are you talking about? I don’t quite understand. I’ve been busy handling post-war affairs these past few days, so exhausted that my bones are aching!”



    



    Hera spoke with an air of innocence, even stretching slightly to alleviate her supposed fatigue.



    



    Sigurd believed she was indeed busy, but it had nothing to do with post-war affairs. She had been engrossed in breaking into his system and studying the latest drone designs.



    



    Sigurd, with a deadpan expression, retorted:



    



    “Don’t nonchalantly take credit for Amber's hard work.”



    



    Hera narrowed her eyes while Sigurd stared back with his signature dead-fish eyes. After three seconds of staring each other down, they moved past the topic.



    



    “How are the damages for Schicksal?”



    



    “Approximately eight thousand Valkyries died. We won’t count the injured, since with your Honkai Energy inhibitors, most can be healed.”



    



    “Eight thousand… much fewer than I imagined.”



    



    Hera spread her hands, her smile unchanged, without a trace of pity or regret:



    



    “It’s all because of Lord Sigurd's amazing combat prowess. First, there was the use of Judgement of Shamash, then the barrage from the ‘Moonlight Throne.’ The majority of the credit for this event goes to you. The Valkyries’ contributions were minimal.”



    



    From a data perspective, this was indeed the case. Sigurd practically dealt with Chi You single-handedly, and 99,99% of the Honkai Beast were destroyed by the ‘Moonlight Throne.’ However, without the Valkyries and Titan units intercepting from the outside, many giant Honkai Beast would have attacked the mainland, resulting in unimaginable human losses.



    



    From this angle, the Valkyries' contributions were actually crucial. Hera's evaluation was based on cold, hard data. She didn’t care about lives, whether they were Valkyries or ordinary people.



    



    “When does the funeral start?”



    



    After a long pause, Sigurd asked.



    



    Hera replied:



    



    “At three in the afternoon, about three hours from now.”



    



    “You can leave now. I want to be alone.”



    



    “Okay~”



    



    Hera smiled as she turned to leave.



    



    She wasn’t offended by Sigurd’s coldness. On the contrary, the more Sigurd showed concern for human morality, the more satisfied Hera was—this was advantageous for her. A good person was easier to manipulate and influence. After all, you can’t blackmail someone who lacks morals.



    



    …



    



    “Sig, don’t be too sad. It’s not your fault.”



    



    After Hera left, Kiana sat on the ground, laying her head on Sigurd’s lap and holding one of his hands, offering words of comfort.



    



    Sigurd merely extended his other hand to pat Kiana's head, saying nothing.



    



    Indeed, it wasn’t his fault. In war, especially a war against the Honkai, countless sacrifices were inevitable. But being human, facing such a large number of sacrifices, all of them young girls in their prime, it was impossible not to feel affected.



    



    “Honkai…”



    



    Sigurd murmured the word. Even though he had always known what a dreadful disaster it was, his heart grew heavier at this moment.

  
    “Ladies and gentlemen, with heavy hearts, we lay to rest our comrades today.”



    



    “They were all young and beautiful girls, full of life and charm. They were gentle, kind, and beautiful, deserving of all the goodness in the world. But they were also great Valkyries, outstanding and fearless warriors, who stood before the brutal and relentless Honkai Beast with flesh and blood, guarding the safety of the people.”



    



    “They rest here now, bidding farewell to their loved ones and to this beautiful world. Yet, they will forever live on in our hearts, becoming the eternal pride of humanity.”



    



    “Heroes are immortal! Glory endures forever!”



    



    “Burial! Moment of silence!”



    



    Welt’s resounding and solemn voice marked the beginning of the funeral ceremony.



    



    On the eastern coast, within the new, vast, and solemn grand white cemetery, coffins of fallen Valkyries were slowly lowered into the ground by their relatives, teammates, or superiors, ushering in their final rest and peace.



    



    Too many Valkyries cried as they buried their comrades, some even smudging their faces into cat-like patterns while wiping away tears, yet no one mocked them.



    



    This scene was broadcasted to every corner of the world, rendering countless people silent.



    



    Welt stood there, having just finished his brief speech, his eyes reddened.



    



    He had so much more he wanted to say, but as the funeral officially began, he found himself unable to articulate anything, only able to express his grief with a few short and pale words.



    



    “Don’t be too sad. At least, we saved more people.”



    



    Sigurd patted his back, offering comfort with an expressionless face.



    



    Welt took a deep breath.



    



    “Do you know, when I entered the battlefield, I saw a dying Valkyrie. Her lower body had turned to mush, and with her teammates by her side, she struggled to breathe… I couldn’t save her. There wasn't enough of her body left to save her.”



    



    “I didn’t know her name, or where she came from. I could only guess from her teammates’ tearful words that she must have been a gentle, just, caring, and loving food and music-loving girl… Then she died, right in front of my eyes. She was so young, no more than sixteen or seventeen, she shouldn’t have died, but I was powerless.”



    



    “There were 7983 children like her… How much pain must they have felt? I don’t know at all, I don’t even dare to think about it… Sigurd, if you had been there at the time, you would have found a way to save her, and more people!”



    



    Sigurd opened his mouth, unsure of what to say. It was too late to save them, and he couldn’t do anything if he wasn’t there. Such a multitude of sacrifices was an unchangeable fact.



    



    Welt closed his eyes, sighing deeply, tears streaming down his cheeks.



    



    Welt could smile in the face of his own pain and even death. As long as the sacrifice was meaningful, he wouldn’t even frown. But facing the sacrifices of these young girls, he had wanted to cry many times.



    



    If he were stronger, if he could do better, would these girls be able to live and laugh like before, continuing their youth?



    



    “I'll design some emergency medical equipment. Learn it well and reproduce it.”



    



    Sigurd sighed.



    



    Not only Welt but also his drones needed further enhancement of medical modules.



    



    “All right!”



    



    Welt nodded, resolutely responding.



    



    He was never someone who liked war. Compared to making weapons for destruction, if it was for making devices to save people, even if it exhausted him to death, he would smile and fall down with pride.



    



    Nearby, Kiana’s sniffles could be heard.



    



    Sigurd turned his head to see Kiana's tears flowing uncontrollably, her nose running as well.



    



    She kept wiping her tears, while stubbornly pursing her lips, not crying out loud, yet no one knew what she was trying to hold back.



    



    “Cry if you want to, no need to hold it back.”



    



    Sigurd pressed her head gently, speaking in a rare soft tone.



    



    Kiana turned her head, looking at Sigurd, choked up for a moment before grabbing his clothes and crying into his arms.



    



    “Waaah!”



    



    “So many… so many people died…”



    



    “Why… why did it have to be like this…”



    



    “Sig…”



    



    “Waaah!”



    



    Kiana’s tears and snot soaked Sigurd’s clothes, much like the day she found out she was a clone.



    



    In Kiana’s crying, there was uncontrollable sadness and reluctance. She wanted to save people, she thought she could save many people, but in the end, she couldn’t change the fact of so many sacrifices.



    



    “Sigh…”



    



    Sigurd stroked her head, holding the trembling girl in his arms, sighing deeply.



    



    "It will be okay. Let's try harder next time. It's okay, it's okay..."



    



    Sigurd awkwardly comforted her, his eyes overflowing with tenderness.



    



    Some Valkyries nearby, either wiping tears with red eyes or disguising their pain with wooden expressions, now turned their eyes towards the little girl crying without restraint in Sigurd's arms, showing a gentle expression.



    



    The funeral lasted for an hour, mainly because some Valkyries cried until they were too exhausted while burying their comrades, possibly unable to accept reality, resulting in a slow burial process. However, no one rushed them.



    



    Until the last fallen Valkyrie was laid to rest, Welt erected two massive obelisks over thirty meters tall in the middle of the cemetery, one inscribed with the names of the martyrs and the other commemorating civilians affected by the tsunami.



    



    "To the heroes who sacrificed in the East Sea Battle, may they rest in eternal glory!"



    



    "For the heroes who sacrificed in the fight against Honkai over the past thousands of years, may they rest in eternal glory!"



    



    "For all the heroes who sacrificed for human civilization throughout history and into eternity, may they rest in eternal glory!!!"



    



    As Welt engraved the inscriptions on the monument, his voice trembled uncontrollably towards the end.



    



    ...



    



    On the day of the funeral, no discussions took place. It was a day of mourning for the fallen, and anything other than that shouldn't interfere with people's emotions.



    



    The following day was the day when Schicksal and Anti-Entropy publicly signed the Treaty of Friendship.



    



    As it was a major event that would affect the entire world, it was still broadcasted globally, and the location was set on the desolate and uninhabited Chi You Continent.



    



    In fact, this continent had not yet been named, and the subsequent plans for handling it had not been finalized. "Chi You Continent" was just a temporary designation.



    



    At eight o'clock in the morning, the live broadcast was prominently displayed on public networks, and anyone could click to watch.



    



    However, upon entering the live broadcast, the empty and charred continent made many netizens exclaim—what a lonely sight.



    



    Bam! Bam! Bam!



    



    At eight thirty, the earth trembled as a silent and scarred group of Titans, clad in black and blue steel, stepped into the frame. They were part of the Titan legions that participated in the battle, their towering and hefty figures bearing the recent marks of warfare. Their meticulously organized formation, reminiscent of obsessive-compulsive disorder, emanated silent but ironclad strength, causing both fear and exhilaration.



    



    "Anti-Entropy is awesome!" Similar barrage comments began flooding the screen.



    



    Three days had passed since the battle. At this critical moment, Anti-Entropy and Schicksal had done a lot of educational work to clarify information about Honkai and the origins of both organizations. Now, asking an average person about the leaders of their country might yield uncertain answers, but when it came to Anti-Entropy and Schicksal, even those without internet or television signal would know.



    



    Leading the mighty tide of Titans, Cocoloa and Raiden Ryoma stood on two speeding steel chariots, their bodies erect, the Anti-Entropy banner with its distinctive S-shaped symbol fluttering proudly, declaring Anti-Entropy's entrance.



    



    Simultaneously, a series of swift and striking figures streaked across the sea like meteors. A team of silver-white Schicksal Valkyries, adorned with the golden cross emblem representing Schicksal, took to the skies and gracefully descended into the wilderness.



    



    Soon, the Titan legions of Anti-Entropy and the Valkyrie squads of Schicksal, the human-machine cooperative camps, stood facing each other on the vast dark earth, separated by a hundred meters.



    



    In the silence, the suppressed smell of gunpowder permeated the air.



    



    Despite the cooperation, the animosity built up over the past sixty years was not something that could be erased in just one or two days.

  
    The sea breeze, mingled with the thick scent of scorched earth on the continent, blew through the middle of the two factions.



    



    On one side stood the Titan legions, exuding a prominent aura of technology, iron, and strength. On the other side were the Valkyries and their machines, with such exceptional beauty that they seemed otherworldly. These two vast armies faced each other from a distance.



    



    Though the purpose was to sign a treaty, to the audience, the atmosphere on-site seemed completely different from the title.



    



    "Looks like they're on the verge of conflict. Why does it feel like they're about to start a fight?"



    



    "Are the Valkyries going to battle the Titans?"



    



    "They just cooperated to defeat that monster, right? It shouldn't be like this."



    



    "It probably won't happen. Logically, these two organizations wouldn't act so recklessly... Of course, we only know a little bit from the released information; we don't really understand the situation and don't have the ability to interfere. We're just spectators."



    



    "Schicksal's Valkyries... They all look so young."



    



    "They are indeed young, much younger than most of us."



    



    "But they've already sacrificed so many people, haven't they? Instead of sending girls to the battlefield, I hope Anti-Entropy's mechs can be produced in larger numbers, and we rely more on robots for combat."



    



    "It seems Schicksal also has mechs."



    



    "It's not the same. I heard from a friend that Schicksal's mechs are very expensive to produce and can't be mass-produced like Anti-Entropy's Titans. They're different."



    



    In the unified online forum, text is translated into local languages according to regions, enabling people from all over the world to communicate and facilitating the observation of public sentiment changes by the two major organizations after the release of information, allowing them to adjust propaganda methods as needed. Of course, during special times and occasions, inappropriate comments are identified by specialized programs and personnel for screening. However, all these discussions and disturbances couldn't convey the atmosphere on the scene, so Anti-Entropy and Schicksal were still visibly facing each other, the atmosphere silent and solemn.



    



    Sss!



    



    Sss...



    



    In front of the Titan legion, Cocolia, holding the Anti-Entropy flag, stood on an armored vehicle, emitting a few strange sounds without changing her posture.



    



    On the adjacent armored vehicle, Raiden Ryoma, also holding a flag, glanced at her and asked, "What's wrong?"



    



    Cocolia slightly moved her head and gestured with her eyes in a certain direction, saying, "Look over there, in the first row, the eighth from the left, the Valkyrie carrying the giant sword."



    



    Ryoma looked over and indeed saw such a Valkyrie. She looked to be in her early twenties, with a golden ponytail, silver-white armor, long legs, a slim waist, fair skin, and cherry lips adorned with enticing light pink, exuding a dazzling and charming aura.



    



    "Do you know her?"



    



    "She's Irin Arnould, from Germany, a senior A-rank Valkyrie known as the 'S-Class Wall'. She's very skilled and is one of the few Valkyries with a brain among those silly and cute ones. She's not easy to deal with. Fortunately, she has a fatal weakness, which is her excessive compassion, which easily leads her to lose her rationality."



    



    Ryoma frowned. He had heard of this person, but only heard of her. Unlike Cocolia , who seemed to know a lot about her, including her weaknesses.



    



    So he asked, "Does that mean you've fought before?"



    



    "Not exactly? Two years ago, I was doing a deal on Honkai Beast materials in Germany, and she was sent by Schicksal to investigate."



    



    "You suffered a loss?"



    



    "Not really. Using her weakness, I tricked her into volunteering at an orphanage in the city for three weeks and then took her to a terrorist organization's base and blew the base up.”



    



    "... "



    



    Ryoma Mei was speechless. If this girl wasn't one of Sigurd's subordinates, he would never want to work with such a cunning woman.



    



    "The problem is, after she found out she was tricked, she publicly stated that she would break my legs next time she saw me. If she rushes over later, remember to help me stop her. You're a great swordsman, but I'm not. She could easily beat me in close combat."



    



    "... We are at a treaty signing ceremony, why would she act recklessly?"



    



    "Do you know what it means to be prepared? If I weren't cautious, do you think I'd be where I am today? With my looks, if I’m not careful, I would already be turned into someone's pet a long time ago."



    



    "... "



    



    "Look at the sky, our leaders are here!"



    



    While Ryoma was speechless, Cocolia was the first to notice the changes in the sky and reminded him.



    



    Ryoma and both the on-site and off-site spectators, all turned their attention to the sky.



    



    Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!



    



    The sharp electric chirps echoed one after another, complementing each other like a symphony of birdsong, making it strangely pleasing to the ears.



    



    The golden and silver streams approached the scene at a visible speed, rapidly closing in from afar, expanding in size. They appeared like a massive cloud reflecting golden and silver light, shrouding the sky in brilliance.



    



    Then, the streams surged straight towards the ground, resembling liquid gold and silver, instantly covering the earth below, creating a metallic ground divided into gold and silver, clearly marking the territories of the Schicksal and Anti-Entropy camps.



    



    The Schicksal camp stood on the golden ground, while the Anti-Entropy camp occupied the silver side.



    



    "Wow! That's so awesome!"



    



    "It's probably Mr. Sigurd's work. Are you sure you don't want to modify your evaluation?"



    



    "Wow! It's so beautiful! So magnificent and beautiful! Mr. Sigurd truly deserves to be called the strongest in aesthetics. I, Cocolia, am willing to acknowledge you as the best!"



    



    "... "



    



    Ryoma needs to give it to her, she knows how to please her superior.



    



    As the two conversed, the golden and silver substances continued to extend upwards, forming a grandiose hall towering dozens of meters high. In the center of the hall's square, a platform with four-tiered steps was constructed. However, all structures were divided into gold and silver according to their respective positions, highlighting the division between the camps.



    



    The gold belonged to the Schicksal faction, while the silver belonged to the Anti-Entropy faction.



    



    Buzz! Buzz! Buzz!



    



    As the hall took shape, another buzzing sound filled the air, sharper and more piercing, sending shivers down the spine.



    



    Another cloud covered the sky, but this time, it was pure black.



    



    Boom!



    



    A black swarm descended like a massive black smoke, spreading out abruptly. In the center of the grand hall, a black round table and matching black chairs were set up.



    



    In the center of the dispersing black tide, two slender figures, almost equal in height, appeared. They stood prominently at the forefront of the Anti-Entropy camp, each corresponding to one of the Anti-Entropy flags.



    



    One was a silver-haired youth carrying a flaming greatsword, and the other was a blue-haired girl in a formal gown with cherry-red lips. They were equally exquisite and beautiful, exuding a calm demeanor.



    



    "Hera, being late is not a virtue."



    



    Sigurd's lips parted, and his cold teenage voice echoed throughout the entire hall.



    



    "Oh, my dear friend, the acting Archbishop of Schicksal, the current head of the Kaslana family, Mr. Sigurd, who is unparalleled in both strength and intellect. Why are you standing on the Anti-Entropy side? Did you get lost? Come over here quickly; I'm scared when you stand over there!"



    



    "... "



    



    Sigurd showed a dead fish expression, feeling that there were too many loopholes. He didn't know where to start—anyway, Otto, you really love to play, and you're really too slick!



    



    Crack!



    



    After the gentle and melodious bell-like voice sounded in the hall, there was a crisp sound of glass shattering in the air. Then, in the middle of the hall, the atmosphere cracked open like a shattered mirror.



    



    Subsequently, the air ruptured like a broken mirror.



    



    Looking again at the front of the Schicksal camp, Hera, holding her long dress, and Amber, dressed in a delicate military uniform, stood gracefully in place.



    



    "Oh? Where's Welt? When it comes to treaty negotiations, your leader doesn't show up? Don't you think it's disrespectful to us?"



    



    "And why isn't Archbishop Otto here?"



    



    "It’s just a treaty negotiation with Anti-Entropy, do you think it’s enough to warrant Archbishop attention? He's busy with thousands of tasks, constantly pondering the truth of the world and the future of humanity. How could he waste his time playing pretend?"



    



    Hera said with a smile.



    



    And Sigurd rolled his eyes.



    



    Stop talking nonsense; you're right here, and you seem to be having fun too?

  
    The negotiation teams ascended to the high platform and took their seats, separated by the black round table. On one side were Sigurd and Einstein representing Anti-Entropy, while on the other side were Hera and Amber representing Schicksal.



    



    The eyes of both sides converged on the central position—mainly because there was a change on the Schicksal side. On the Anti-Entropy side, except for the two flag bearers, the rest were all machines, unable to change much.



    



    In any case, the original tension disappeared, replaced by a subconscious solemnity.



    



    The negotiation for the alliance officially began.



    



    "First of all, regarding the recent battle with Chi You, I, representing Anti-Entropy, express my condolences for the sacrifice of the Valkyries. If there are any needs for martyr compensation, Anti-Entropy can provide unconditional support. Additionally, for all Valkyries who participated in the battle, Anti-Entropy will provide the required Honkai Inhibitors free of charge for the next three months as a gesture of respect."



    



    Sigurd took the lead, initiating the negotiations.



    



    Hera replied with a smile, "There's no need to worry about compensation. Schicksal has always upheld the tradition of not mistreating martyrs. The Archbishop has always insisted that there be dedicated supervision for the arrangements of compensating fallen soldiers. Anyone who can't control their greed... regardless of position or quantity, will face the death penalty."



    



    "Oh? In this day and age, Schicksal still maintains such ancient traditions?"



    



    "What's wrong with tradition? While human technology and ideology have indeed developed, I don't think abolishing cruel executions is progress. Upholding justice, maintaining a strict system, rewarding the worthy and punishing the guilty—this is the foundation of Schicksal. It was like this a thousand years ago, and it will remain so a thousand years from now. This is the right thing to do! Without this, where would Schicksal's unity and determination come from, and what would we use to confront the Honkai, civilization's greatest enemy?"



    



    The conversation between Hera and Sigurd echoed in every corner of the hall and reached the ears of the audience outside.



    



    The Valkyries present couldn't help but straighten their backs, feeling proud.



    



    The audience outside gained a more vivid impression of Schicksal—a venerable organization that upholds righteousness and strict discipline.



    



    And with the recent scenes of the Valkyries fighting fearlessly, this ancient traditional image, combined with the valiant actions of the Valkyries, evoked even more admiration and reverence.



    



    Sigurd sneered. "When it comes to tradition, the truly correct approach is to take the essence and discard the dross. Has Schicksal done that? Countless human experiments, countless sacrifices of young girls in their prime. When real crises arise, the lives of civilians are not even considered by the upper echelons—just like before, you talk about saving the world, but in essence, you trample on human nature and morality. It's because of this that I'm now a part of Anti-Entropy."



    



    Sigurd refuted calmly, also putting a reasonable patch on the "identities" Hera had previously revealed.



    



    Hera's smile faded, and she calmly replied, "Regardless of how Anti-Entropy evaluates our ideals, the fact is that Schicksal has guarded the world for thousands of years. Especially since Archbishop Otto took office, every threat of Honkai—whether it was the Black Death five hundred years ago, the first Honkai outbreak sixty years ago, the second Honkai outbreak ten years ago, or the countless other major and minor dangers—was all suppressed by Schicksal. Can humanity have continued to develop and thrive safely without Schicksal?”



    



    "So we, Anti-Entropy, have come! It was our leader, Welt, who fought fiercely against Sirin on the moon, dragging her back to Earth, which led to your later decisive blow. And in the battle with Chi You, it was a demonstration of the superiority of our mecha forces. Humanity's past owes thanks to Schicksal's protection. Humanity's future is destined to be guided by Anti-Entropy! Tyrant of Schicksal, the times have changed."



    



    Sigurd argued calmly.



    



    Although these were old topics, for the grassroots of both organizations and the billions of ordinary people outside, the collision of these ideas and beliefs was unfamiliar and intriguing— in a sense, the outcome of this debate would determine the loyalty of the people to both organizations for a long time to come.



    



    The debate was initiated by Sigurd's guidance, and Hera had just realized its significance.



    



    Sigurd genuinely wanted to win, to secure more development resources for Anti-Entropy.



    



    As for Hera... she didn't have much desire to win. Regardless of the outcome, she was the lofty Archbishop, and she didn't lack the research resources she needed. However, debating with Sigurd was very interesting in itself, so Hera naturally didn't want to give up easily.



    



    "A tyrant? Perhaps. I don't object. I believe Archbishop Otto would also accept such an evaluation with a smile. But it doesn't matter. As long as we can defeat the Honkai, even if the future generations of humans nail us to the pillar of shame, we will smile in response. Yes, the times have indeed changed, and the threat of Honkai is becoming increasingly serious. We even have to publicly disclose relevant information to let those who have always lived under protection realize the threat. However, the essence of the times has never changed! A great cause is inevitably accompanied by sacrifices, and victory is never obtained through weakness and naivety! Schicksal accommodates both Valkyries and mecha technology, while Anti-Entropy only accepts mecha and rejects Valkyries. Which side truly represents the future?"



    



    “The conventional Titans cost only a fraction of the God Machines, yet their performance can reach one to ten percent of the latter's height. Moreover, they are already being mass-produced, and in the future, their costs will only become lower, and their performance even more superior. Can your God Machines still be produced after exhausting the remnants of the previous civilization's Soul Steel? How many advanced Valkyrie armors can you produce? Take a look at my beehive, and Dr. Einstein's fleet of combat aircraft... Wake up, Hera. Holding onto past greatness serves no purpose! The future lies with us, with Anti-Entropy, who are determined to protect more people and to blaze new trails!”



    



    Hera and Sigurd locked eyes, their expressions calm yet exuding unwavering determination, confronting each other without yielding an inch.



    



    Then Hera smiled sarcastically and asked, "If you are so confident, why bother signing an alliance with Schicksal? Just continue on your path and overthrow Schicksal, wouldn't that be better? If you can truly achieve that, the Archbishop would only be relieved and would smile as he hands over the responsibility he has carried for five hundred years to you, and then calmly accept your so-called judgment, right?"



    



    "Why sign an alliance? Because time is running out, and because we cannot bear to see fellow humans killing each other."



    



    Sigurd replied.



    



    Bang!



    



    Hera slammed the table, her face cold, as if suppressing her anger, and said coldly, "You also know that time is running out! Schicksal is walking on the right path, as proven by thousands of years of history. The future described by Anti-Entropy sounds good, and everyone would agree, but where does humanity find the time to follow your new path? The existing power has laid a foundation for thousands of years, but if we don't continue to optimize it to the extreme to deal with the Honkai, just because you find this too cruel, are we supposed to give up? Will the Honkai stop and wait for us to explore your so-called new path?"



    



    "So that's why we're here to sign the alliance! So, Anti-Entropy has developed Honkai Energy Inhibitors to treat the pitiful experimental subjects, all the Valkyries threatened by the Honkai Erosion, and the countless civilians who will face the threat of the Honkai in the future! I never deny Schicksal's achievements and contributions, but things should change. Treating human lives as expendable, letting innocent girls sacrifice endlessly... This way of doing things and these beliefs should change!"



    



    "..."



    



    "..."



    



    The debate continued, lasting for a long time, with a large amount of information being revealed, allowing ordinary people to gain a deeper understanding of the attributes of the two organizations.



    



    One was an ancient organization dedicated to combating the Honkai, with mature technology and the most powerful Valkyries, but the cost was countless sacrifices of young girls in laboratories. Greatness and cruelty, two halos harmoniously shrouded Schicksal's head.



    



    The other was Anti-Entropy, which focused on humanity and delved into mechanical strength. Relatively immature and inexperienced, but more in line with the emotional cognition of the general public, and also actively and firmly stood on the front line against the Honkai.



    



    Right and wrong became increasingly unclear during the debate.



    



    Or perhaps, facing such powerful and towering organizations, ordinary people, and even individual Valkyries, were not qualified to judge what was right or wrong. They could only choose which side they had a higher degree of approval for, that was all.

  
    ...



    



    ...



    



    ...



    



    ...



    



    ...



    



    ...



    



    ...



    



    ...



    



    ...



    



    The debate reached a stalemate at some point, with an immense amount of information being exchanged.



    



    Neither side had defeated the other.



    



    One stood from the perspective of reason and the pursuit of victory, while the other stood from the perspective of human morality and the future. Both sides were determined to fight against the Honkai and had their own established directions.



    



    This was a debate where it was impossible to determine right from wrong.



    



    But Sigurd won.



    



    It wasn't because his debating skills were superior, but because from the very beginning, he stood on an unassailable position.



    



    In reality, Schicksal was deeply connected to the upper echelons of human society and the Valkyries, and Archbishop Otto's fabricated ideology was highly recognized among the upper echelons of human society and among many Valkyries.



    



    Anti-Entropy was different. Its foundation was shallow, its ideology vague, and coupled with Otto's sixty years of continuous slander, it wasn't just a lack of recognition, it was like a sewer rat's reputation.



    



    In this debate, regardless of winning or losing, as long as Sigurd persists long enough and articulates enough ideas, the image of Anti-Entropy will undergo a transformation in the eyes of countless informed individuals. From a psychological perspective, once a transformation occurs, these individuals' impressions of Anti-Entropy are likely to become increasingly favorable.



    



    In summary, the first level of this debate is about who wins and gains public favor. On the second level, for Anti-Entropy, winning is naturally the best outcome, but even in defeat, they will gain a significant boost in their reputation.



    



    Thus, from the beginning, Sigurd is in an invincible position.



    



    As long as Hera continues to debate with him, Anti-Entropy wins, and the only question is the extent of their victory.



    



    "How cunning!"



    



    Realizing this, Hera could only smile wryly and tease.



    



    Does Anti-Entropy's victory mean Hera loses? Not necessarily.



    



    From the start, she didn't care much about winning or losing. For her, if Anti-Entropy can take on the fight against Honkai, it would actually save her a lot of trouble, freeing up time for her to... ahem, conduct research.



    



    So, if Sigurd wants to win some public favor, she might as well let him have it.



    



    On the contrary, Hera hadn't encountered anyone in the past five hundred years who was qualified to debate with her on equal footing. This back-and-forth was a new and intriguing experience for her—so, no loss here!



    



    Sigurd looked at her calmly and replied, "I only learned a bit from you, it's not worth mentioning."



    



    "You–! Never mind. If I could persuade you, then Anti-Entropy wouldn't be able to stand in front of me in the first place; conversely, if you could persuade me, Schicksal would have been renamed Anti-Entropy long ago. Let's stop here. We each have our own beliefs, and further debate is meaningless."



    



    Hera waved her hand lazily.



    



    Amber glanced at her.



    



    She knew Hera's character, preferences, and habits very well, and from Hera's smile, she saw satisfaction.



    



    So, it was indeed time to end this.



    



    "It seems the conversation between our two leaders has concluded. Following the verbal suggestions from your leader, we in Schicksal have drafted this alliance agreement. Lord Sigurd and Dr. Einstein, please review it."



    



    Amber took out two documents and gently pushed them in front of Sigurd and Einstein.



    



    Sigurd did not move.



    



    Einstein, setting aside the tea she had been drinking, lifted a hand, and a round Eins robot appeared above, placing down two documents.



    



    "Coincidentally, I also have two documents here, dictated face-to-face by our leader. Theoretically, my version is more suitable as the alliance document."



    



    Einstein's version of the alliance document was pushed towards Hera and Amber.



    



    Amber lowered her head, her eyes narrowing slightly under the golden eyepatch. "Are you questioning my professionalism?"



    



    "Don't misunderstand, it's not aimed at you. I'm just questioning the entire upper echelon of Schicksal."



    



    Einstein spoke calmly and indifferently.



    



    Everyone present knew that the so-called upper echelon referred to Otto.



    



    If Otto's drafted alliance document were to be signed, Einstein would quit tea for at least three days.



    



    Then, silent sparks flew between Amber and Einstein as they stared at each other.



    



    After a moment, Amber picked up Einstein's alliance document and said, "Forming an alliance is a process that requires discussion. Since we don't trust each other, let's review both documents and talk it over."



    



    "Agreed," Einstein replied, opening Amber's alliance document.



    



    The two began reading each other's documents, and for a while, only the faint sound of pages turning could be heard.



    



    Sigurd and Hera did not touch the documents.



    



    Sigurd didn't touch them because he wasn't interested.



    



    Ultimately, he wouldn't be the one signing the contract, and its binding force depended on his mood. The signing was more symbolic of reconciliation, meaningful but not critically important.



    



    Hera didn't touch them simply because Amber was there, and it wasn't her business.



    



    Then Hera, resting her chin in her hands, looked at Sigurd with a gentle smile and said, "Sigurd, have you really not considered returning to Schicksal? Staying with Anti-Entropy is a waste of your talent!"



    



    "We are on different paths, and there is no mutual consultation... If you return Vera to me, I might consider it."



    



    Sigurd rolled his eyes, showing that he had principles, but only a little.



    



    Hera replied without batting an eye, "Oh, don't say that! Little Vera has always been at headquarters. You can see her anytime you want, no one will stop you!"



    



    "I see."



    



    Sigurd believed he could see Vera, but taking her away was another matter.



    



    Initially, in Otto's eyes, Vera's value was just one of the many sacrifices for the Artificial Herrscher Project. Now, it was likely more to restrain Sigurd.



    



    For Otto, as long as the Information-Origin Theory could be perfected and resurrection technology developed, not just the sacrifices, but the entire Artificial Herrscher Project would become worthless. However, Vera's value would not diminish. Whether the Artificial Herrscher Project or Sigurd's theory was more likely to bring about resurrection, Vera was a key piece.



    



    This was a non-negotiable issue. To take Vera back, either Otto would have to willingly let go after achieving his goal, or Sigurd would have to forcibly seize her.



    



    "Enough, let's talk about something else. After the battle with Chi You, besides personnel casualties, the global ocean current system has been affected to varying degrees, leading to large-scale climate anomalies and severe damage to marine ecosystems... Any countermeasures?"



    



    "For the climate, just strengthen monitoring. It will pass eventually, just endure it. As for the ecosystem, we should implement some protective measures. After the alliance is signed, we can jointly lead the efforts. The main issue is the residual Honkai energy in the East Sea, which will spread to other seas with the currents. If we don't want Honkai beasts emerging from the ocean, we need to address it quickly."



    



    "I've already deployed numerous drones in the East Sea to absorb the Honkai energy, but it's impossible to completely eliminate the subsequent effects; the area is too vast."



    



    "Then we can only establish a global rapid response mechanism to clear out Honkai beasts wherever they appear—again, after the alliance is signed, we can lead this effort together."



    



    Hera said this with an obviously disinterested expression.



    



    She talked about joint leadership, but in reality, she just wanted to dump the responsibilities on Sigurd and Anti-Entropy, and at most assign some Valkyries to cooperate with Anti-Entropy's operations.



    



    Not having to manage anything while still getting half the credit—Hera couldn't love this arrangement more.

  
    Sigurd nodded, tacitly acknowledging Hera's intention to take the credit effortlessly.



    



    Then, Amber and Einstein began their clash.



    



    Amber was the de facto chief administrator of Schicksal, skilled and efficient in her duties.



    



    Einstein, a super-intelligent scientist, had studied every significant alliance treaty, national letter, and international cooperation agreement in history before coming here, making thorough preparations.



    



    The two meticulously compared and negotiated each line of their respective documents, causing Hera to droop her eyelids and doze off, the livestream audience to log off in droves, and Sigurd to open a virtual screen to attend to his own work.



    



    By the time the sun set, casting its last rays into the grand hall of gold and silver, painting it in a dreamy glow, the two finally each held a freshly drafted alliance document and simultaneously sighed in relief.



    



    “Zzz…”



    



    Hera lay on the table, her dazzling golden hair spread out on the black metal surface like a stunning painting, breathing evenly in her sleep.



    



    Sigurd put away his work screen, snapped his fingers, and sent a worker bee flying towards Hera's head like a supersonic metal peanut.



    



    Bang!



    



    The worker bee struck Hera's head with a loud thud.



    



    Hera jerked backward from the force, almost falling, then clutched her head and yelled, "What the heck! Can't a person sleep around here!?"



    



    "Why the pretense, old lady? This isn't the place to sleep. The alliance documents are ready. Get your Archbishop to sign them so we can all clock out and go home," Sigurd criticized Hera's act of cuteness without mercy, pointing to the two identical documents on the table.



    



    “Oh…”



    



    Hera pouted and clapped her hands.



    



    After the crisp claps, a golden beam of light descended from the sky, precisely illuminating the two documents.



    



    In an instant, the light vanished, leaving behind flamboyant golden signatures on the documents: Otto Apocalypse.



    



    Hera then pointed to the alliance documents, smiling expectantly at Sigurd and Einstein, as if waiting for a grand show from Anti-Entropy.



    



    Sigurd looked expressionlessly at Einstein.



    



    Einstein rolled her eyes.



    



    "Showy and impractical."



    



    She commented dryly, pulling a stamp from her pocket. She breathed on it lightly with her cherry-red lips and then stamped both documents, leaving Welt's signature.



    



    Hera blinked in surprise.



    



    "That's it?"



    



    "With me and Sigurd, plus this stamp, we can fully represent our leader's intentions. That's enough," Einstein replied with a deadpan expression, casually putting away the stamp.



    



    Hera: “(ー`?ー)…”



    



    You should be cooperating with my performance, and yet you're ignoring it?



    



    Hera huffed and prepared to take one of the documents and leave.



    



    Just then, Sigurd's hand gently pressed on the document, stopping Hera.



    



    "Wait a moment."



    



    "What now?"



    



    "Given the gravity of the matter, I've invited a witness."



    



    Sigurd turned to look towards the west.



    



    Simultaneously, the perspective in the livestream shifted dramatically.



    



    In the viewers' sight, against the backdrop of the massive setting sun, a huge crimson flame rose from the East Sea, spanning the ocean and stirring up towering waves, like a blazing new sun rising from China.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    Blinding crimson flames descended from the sky, engulfing the hall in endless fire, causing most of those present to break out in a sweat.



    



    As the flames dissipated, a silver-haired woman in a white qipao, with red flame patterns at the edges, appeared at a corner of the round table.



    



    On her shoulder stood a tiny girl dressed in black and white Daoist robes, resembling a doll but with an adorable yet intense smile. She raised her hands and shouted in a sweet, childlike voice:



    



    "Rejoice! The immortal transcending time has manifested before you mortals! She embodies the power of two epochs, transcending space, soul, life, death, and reincarnation, subduing all demons of past and future. She is the Red Kite Immortal. And I am the Book of Fuxi, created by the ancient Fuxi and Nuwa, forever serving the immortal!"



    



    "Celebrate, mortals!"



    



    "Wahahaha!"



    



    This audiovisual feast and the boastful proclamation of this peculiar being left the onlookers stunned.



    



    Then, Fu Hua scratched her face, cradled the little Book of Fuxi in her arms, and gently covered her mouth with a finger, slightly embarrassed:



    



    "Sorry, this child is a bit too naughty, please don't pay her any mind."



    



    The Book of Fuxi bit Fu Hua's finger, freeing herself from the restraint, then angrily waved her little fists:



    



    "What are you doing! Did you forget what I told you before we came? Show your immortal aura! Prestige! Do you understand? If you act so meek, it'll be hard for me to collect incense money in the future, how am I supposed to support you then!?"



    



    "…I don't need incense money."



    



    "Rubbish! In this world, the most important thing is money. Without money, you can't move an inch, understand?"



    



    "Um, I…"



    



    "No 'um'! Stand up straight! Where have you lived those fifty thousand years? You blockhead!"



    



    They started bickering, or more accurately, the Book of Fuxi was scolding Fu Hua, like an experienced elder sister reprimanding her naive younger sister.



    



    It was clear that Fu Hua was a bit troubled, but she held the Book of Fuxi carefully, not daring to apply even the slightest extra force. Even though she was being scolded harshly, her eyes were full of doting affection.



    



    Sigurd pointed to Fu Hua, looked at the dumbfounded Hera, and said emotionlessly:



    



    "The witness I invited is the Red Kite Immortal. Go ahead and start your performance."



    



    Hera looked at Sigurd's merciless yet sarcastic deadpan eyes, then at the gentle-faced Fu Hua, paused, and then stood up, politely lifting her skirt and curtsying:



    



    "Honored Immortal, I am truly humbled by your presence. On behalf of Lord Otto, I greet you. With you as a witness, this alliance is bound to be successfully executed. It is a great honor for Schicksal!"



    



    Her words were humble, but Hera's mood sank.



    



    Fu Hua's strength had recovered, at least to a significant extent, she was sure of this fact.



    



    And with Fu Hua's powers restored, plus the new option of Sigurd and Anti-Entropy, she likely wouldn't listen to Otto anymore.



    



    The Red Kite Immortal kept her promises, but it depended on the type of promise. The deal with Otto was unequal and one she made unwillingly from the start, and given their clashing personalities and years of friction, it wasn't surprising that Fu Hua might change her stance.

  
    "So, what should I do?"



    



    Though she had agreed to become a witness, Fu Hua didn't actually know what to do in this situation and looked to Sigurd for help.



    



    Sigurd gestured to the two alliance documents on the table and said:



    



    "Just leave your name. The important thing is to show that this alliance has authoritative third-party certification, making it legitimate and supervised. After all, it concerns the future world order and the grand plan to combat the Honkai. Thank you in advance, Immortal."



    



    "You’re too kind. Besides, I haven't thanked you for bringing back the Book of Fuxi. If it's for combating the Honkai and protecting the world, I will do whatever I can."



    



    Fu Hua replied, holding the small Book of Fuxi in one hand and lightly passing her other hand over the documents, leaving her signature in the form of a delicate burn mark.



    



    Sigurd looked at it for a few seconds, then closed both documents, taking one and gently pushing the other towards Hera. He stood up and extended his hand to Hera:



    



    "The alliance is formed! This is a document recognized by Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, witnessed by the world, and certified by the Immortal. We hope it brings peace and stronger protection to the world. Hera, do you, representing Schicksal, have any objections?"



    



    "None. I, too, look forward to seeing what kind of flowers today's seeds will bloom into."



    



    "They will be flowers that won't disappoint the world."



    



    "Let’s hope so."



    



    Hera picked up the document and shook Sigurd's hand.



    



    The scene froze at this moment.



    



    A strange feeling emerged simultaneously in the hearts of all viewers.



    



    They seemed to have witnessed history, witnessing the dawn of a new era.



    



    ...



    



    After the alliance was signed, the livestream ended. The Book of Fuxi then extended her tiny hand to the representatives of the two major forces.



    



    "Job’s done, time to pay up!"



    



    "Fuxi!"



    



    "What? It's only natural to get paid for work! What's the big deal? I'll let that big-boobed lady go for now, but Sigurd boy, even though you repaired me, the Immortal's tab can't be dodged! Anyway, with all this gold and silver around, you must be loaded. Just give me a bit!"



    



    The Book of Fuxi raised her head proudly, speaking with conviction.



    



    Sigurd summoned a small, silver, bee-sized sphere from the ground.



    



    "Sorry, none of these are gold or silver. All the buildings here are my worker bees."



    



    "Huh? Aren't your little robots black?"



    



    The Book of Fuxi covered her mouth, her big blue eyes blinking.



    



    The worker bee floating in Sigurd's hand then changed colors to a variety of hues. He explained:



    



    "It’s a tech made by me, I had added a color changing feature to it.”



    



    "I don't care, I still want money!"



    



    "The cost of Anti-Entropy's mech troops is quite high. We don’t have much spare funds at the moment—two hundred million yuan as a token of appreciation, hope that suffices."



    



    "Oh! Generous, young man! And you, young lady?"



    



    The Book of Fuxi took the card and then looked at Hera with a smile.



    



    Hera smiled slightly and handed over a gold card.



    



    "A billion dollars. Miss Fuxi, please take care of us in the future."



    



    "Oh oh oh! From now on, young lady, you are our distinguished guest, everything can be negotiated!!!"



    



    The Book of Fuxi wiped away the tears at the corners of her mouth, her eyes already turned into dollar signs.



    



    ...



    



    After everyone had left, late at night, Sigurd and the Book of Fuxi met under the moonlight.



    



    The Book of Fuxi handed over a black card.



    



    "Here's your card, back to you."



    



    "Mm. Hera's share, seventy-thirty split."



    



    "What? I only get seventy percent?"



    



    "No, seventy percent is mine."



    



    Sigurd said calmly.



    



    The Book of Fuxi widened her eyes in shock and jumped up:



    



    "Does that mean I only get thirty?!"



    



    "You can choose to get the seventy, then I'll tell the Immortal that the new mech development urgently needs funds and get it from her."



    



    "Wait! I agree! If I talk to that blockhead, I won't get a penny! Thirty percent it is, that's enough to start a business!"



    



    "Here."



    



    Sigurd took the gold card handed by the Book of Fuxi and waved it with a delighted smile.



    



    The Book of Fuxi huffed, imagining her suddenly deflated wallet, gritting her teeth, then quickly changed her expression to a sly grin:



    



    "Remember to come to me next time you have the chance to take that girl's money! That Hera girl still has a lot of money, unlike my Immortal who has become so thin in less than a thousand years. She used to be quite well-off, but now... sigh, it’s such a pity! I don't know how long it'll take to replenish her, I need to gather as much money as possible to nourish the Immortal!"



    



    The Book of Fuxi put her hands on her hips, looking both distressed and worried.



    



    Sigurd nodded, the corners of his mouth lifting.



    



    Returning my money in full and splitting Hera's money seventy-thirty, how could one such good deal be enough? Ten times, eight times, it would still be great!



    



    ...



    



    After the alliance was signed, everyone got busy.



    



    On the third day, around lunchtime, Kiana looked around and didn't see Sigurd.



    



    Kiana: "Where's Sig?"



    



    Bronya: "He's processing official documents."



    



    ...



    



    On the seventh day.



    



    Sin Mal: "Where's Sigurd?"



    



    Bronya: "He's organizing the exploration of the New Continent and the selection of new base sites."



    



    ...



    



    On the thirteenth day.



    



    Kiana: "Where's Sig?"



    



    Bronya: "He's at a social event with Schicksal."



    



    ...



    



    On the sixteenth day.



    



    Kiana & Sin Mal: "Where's Sigurd?" ×2



    



    Bronya: "...He’s conducting experiments."



    



    ...



    



    Twenty-first day.



    



    Kiana & Sin Mal: "Sigurd..."



    



    Bronya: "He’s processing documents."



    



    ...



    



    Twenty-seventh day.



    



    Bronya: "Sigurd is in New Zealand, there are Honkai beasts along their coast. This is the first collaborative operation in both regions, so he went there arranging specific strategies."



    



    Kiana & Sin Mal: "We didn't even ask yet!" ×2



    



    Bronya: "Because you ask every day, so Bronya answered in advance."



    



    Kiana & Sin Mal: "..." ×2



    



    ...



    



    Thirty-second day.



    



    In Sigurd's office, Cocolia walked in with a mobile data disk.



    



    "This is the new paperwork from the North American branch. There seems to be a problem with the machine and drug production lines over there, so the number of documents has increased a lot."



    



    A worker bee extended its slender mechanical arm, took the USB drive, read the data, and transmitted it to the processing system.



    



    Then, in front of Sigurd, who was already buried in a dense array of document windows, countless new overlapping windows were added.



    



    Sigurd's fingers moved expressionlessly across the various projection windows, making decisions quickly and correctly.



    



    Suddenly, he paused and tilted his head slightly.



    



    "Hmm (?_?) ???"



    



    "Master, what's wrong?"



    



    "Wait a minute...why does it seem like all the documents are coming to me? Where is Welt?"



    



    "The Alliance Leader reported to you last month that he was going to promote and practice his theories and further explore future directions. You approved it."



    



    Cocolia replied.



    



    Both of them naturally ignored the fact that the Alliance Leader would formally report and seek approval from someone like Sigurd, an executor.



    



    Sigurd: Welt? Isn't he just a tool? In the Anti-Entropy organization, except for Einstein occasionally providing constructive suggestions, of course, it's my say in everything!



    



    "Oh, that did happen. What about Dr. Einstein?"



    



    "She's in charge of base construction and land rights negotiations for the New Continent, currently negotiating with Schicksal and various countries."



    



    "Oh, that's also true. What about the other executors?"



    



    "Well... Ryoma followed the Alliance Leader. They removed more than half of the unfit executors, and the remaining ones have their own tasks. Moreover, many middle and senior personnel have been purged. In short, there are more and more things to do, and fewer people available, so everything...you know."



    



    Sigurd sat in place, stroking his chin, frowning.



    



    Something's not right. This wasn't part of his plan!



    



    After a moment of contemplation, Sigurd waved Cocolia over.



    



    "You, come here."



    



    "Huh? Oh!"



    



    "Sit in my seat."



    



    "But this..."



    



    "These documents are now your responsibility."



    



    "I... I... what did I do to deserve this?"



    



    Cocolia was startled, blinking cutely.



    



    Sigurd patted her soft shoulder and said expressionlessly:



    



    "Do a good job. If anyone doesn't cooperate, I'll deal with them. Of course, if you don't do well, I'll deal with you too."



    



    "Eh!?"



    



    Cocolia was frightened again, trembling and causing a slight ripple to her huge breast.



    



    "Then, what will you do?"



    



    "I’m going to take a vacation."



    



    Sigurd decisively said, then left with a bang, closing the door behind him.



    



    Cocolia sat in the seat for a while, holding her head:



    



    "Eeeeehh!!?"

  
    On a southern island, with sun and sand.



    



    Sigurd lay on a fine redwood beach chair, eyes closed, leisurely enjoying a sunbath. He wore only a pair of gray beach shorts, exposing his well-proportioned and muscular physique with streamlined body lines, making the two small onlookers not far away gulp simultaneously.



    



    "Sigurd muscle is amazing (?﹃?)!"



    



    "Yeah! I could feel it when cuddling with him, but didn't expect him to look this great in daylight!"



    



    Kiana and Sin Mal exchanged a glance, both huffing, then turned away from each other.



    



    Had they not been overly clingy to him earlier, causing Sigurd to get angry and hang them upside down on a coconut tree, they would surely have gone another round of scuffling.



    



    Below them, Rosalia and Lilia each held a popsicle, licking and gazing at the two offenders.



    



    "Lilia, you need to behave today. Otherwise, Sigurd will punish us like those two idiots, getting hung on a tree will ruin our seaside trip."



    



    "That's what I should say, stupid sister."



    



    "Huh? There's no way I'll get hung up! The great Rosalia is definitely Sigurd's favorite, he wouldn't dare!"



    



    "Stupid sister is so frustrating, no self-awareness at all. Without me, Sigurd would definitely hate you."



    



    Lilia sighed, shaking her head in resignation.



    



    Then, the sisters walked away hand in hand, still licking their popsicles, showing no sympathy to upside down girls.



    



    "Ahhhh!"



    



    Kiana struggled hard to break free, but Sigurd's restraints kept evolving, so no matter how strong she got, she still couldn't escape.



    



    "Damn it! We finally came to the beach, do we have to stay tied up like this!?"



    



    Sin Mal glanced at her without saying anything.



    



    What’s so great about the beach? Being tied up didn’t matter as long as she could watch Sigurd; that was enough for her.



    



    Sluuuurp!



    



    "Hey! You're drooling, Simbalah!"



    



    "What's it to you, you stupid fish?"



    



    "The problem is you're so close to me that people might think I'm a pervert too."



    



    "As if you aren't, hmph!"



    



    And they started arguing.



    



    Even when hung up, rivals are still rivals, their confrontation knows no bounds.



    



    Bang! Bang!



    



    Just as the argument got louder, two enhanced rubber bullets hit the two small fry, leaving them dazed and effectively silencing the quarrel.



    



    Sigurd lowered his gun, revealing a pair of indifferent dead fish eyes, and sighed.



    



    "Can't get peace anywhere."



    



    "Pfft! Serves you right!"



    



    Wendy, now healthy, lay on the beach chair next to Sigurd, drinking juice and making sarcastic remarks.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her, raising his gun.



    



    "Wait! Let’s talk!"



    



    "How much combat strength have you regained?"



    



    "About seventy to eighty percent, mainly due to being out of practice for a long time, I can't quite get back the battlefield awareness."



    



    "Next time there’s a Honkai beast attack, go to the front lines and get your groove back. Don’t embarrass me."



    



    Sigurd said expressionlessly and then fired a bullet.



    



    Bang!



    



    Wendy’s head snapped back, she lost her balance and fell onto the beach.



    



    "Ouch!!!"



    



    "You really shot me!"



    



    Wendy clutched her forehead, jumping up and rolling up her sleeves, storming towards Sigurd.



    



    ...



    



    Three minutes later, beside Kiana and Sin Mal, Wendy now hung too, with one cheek swollen, several lumps on her head, and a tearful expression on her face.



    



    Sigurd put down the gun again, lay back in his chair, and revealed a contented smile.



    



    "Damn tyrant! No sense of romance! Deadwood!"



    



    Wendy grumbled, sniffled, and held back the tears from the pain.



    



    (→)…(→→)…(｀Δ?)



    



    Kiana and Sin Mal both shot her sideways glances.



    



    Then Kiana kindly advised:



    



    "Hey, I suggest you tone it down a bit. Sig is right there... he won't go easy on you just because you're tied up."



    



    "Shut up... mind your own business..."



    



    The last few words trailed off as Wendy, feeling guilty and anxious, averted her gaze from Sigurd.



    



    Sigurd squinted, watching Wendy’s actions, and let out a soft humph.



    



    Wendy is a former Valkyrie of Schicksal, after all, her initial stance and mindset were different, she’s still not quite obedient. To establish absolute authority, it seems she needed good training every now and then.



    



    He then turned his attention to the sea, where a white wave danced across the water’s surface.



    



    "Seele, how does it feel? Is it fast enough?"



    



    "Bronya, the waves are huge, slow down a bit! Hahaha!"



    



    "No way, the essence of speedboating is in the speed. It's not thrilling if it's not fast! Hold on tight Seele, Bronya is going to accelerate!"



    



    "Ah!!!"



    



    Listening to Seele's screams, whether of fear or joy, and watching the two of them hugging tightly, after making sure that there is no real danger to them, Sigurd nodded his head in satisfaction.



    



    Then Sigurd closed his eyes again, his consciousness gradually drifting away.



    



    With such warm sunshine bathed his body, even the Honkai beast genes inside him seemed to grow lazy; this beach is truly a perfect place for a nap.



    



    Vacation is such a wonderful thing!



    



    What? You ask how the girls’ swimsuits look?



    



    Ha! While they are developing, they’re still just kids, so they are all still flat.



    



    But admittedly, they are pretty cute.



    



    Zzz～～



    



    ...



    



    At night, after a lively beach barbecue, Sigurd lay on his big bed, glancing at the moon outside the floor-to-ceiling window, feeling immensely at ease.



    



    This is the life, after all. Working overtime every day is no way to live.



    



    I’ve brought Anti-Entropy this far, not to turn myself into a workaholic.



    



    When I get back, I'll officially promote Cocolia so that she can handle more paperwork, Bronya should also be trained in administrative management, and Icarus needs additional functional modules for this...



    



    As Sigurd was devising a hundred strategies to have more time to laze off, the quilt beneath him suddenly moved.



    



    Soon, two cute little heads, one white and one pink, popped up from either side.



    



    Sigurd glanced at the room’s door, there was no sign of it being opened. However, the window on the other side was slightly ajar.



    



    "You two, your stealth skills have improved?"



    



    "Of course! This lady's stealth skills are so good even that smug Bronya has to praise me!"



    



    "Sin Mal too, got praised by Bronya!"



    



    "...I wasn't praising you."



    



    Sigurd, with dead fish eyes, retorted helplessly.



    



    Then the two girls each grabbed one of his arms.



    



    "I don't care, you haven't spent time with me for so long! Tonight, we’re sleeping together!"



    



    "This time this stupid girl is right. Sigurd, Sin Mal really missed you!"



    



    They spoke half-jokingly, half-complaining, likely having had a dispute before sneaking in and reaching some agreement; otherwise, they wouldn’t be so harmonious.



    



    Kiana and Sin Mal’s bodies were soft, and a sweet fragrance wafted from them—honestly, they didn't smell unpleasant.



    



    But Sigurd's face soon darkened.



    



    "Get your hands off my stomach!"



    



    "Hehe! You noticed!"



    



    Kiana stuck out her tongue, grinning cheekily as she nuzzled Sigurd’s neck, seemingly sniffing his scent.



    



    Sin Mal blushed, not as brazen as Kiana, but still snuggled closer to Sigurd.



    



    "Mua!"



    



    Kiana kissed Sigurd on the cheek, then said confidently:



    



    "Alright, let’s sleep. It's late."



    



    "...Aren't you hot?"



    



    Sigurd, slightly disgusted, wanted to wipe his face, but both hands were tightly held, leaving him unable to move.



    



    Sin Mal, sweetly, replied:



    



    "It's fine, Sigurd’s body is cool, it’s very comfortable."



    



    "I'm hot. I'm uncomfortable. Let go."



    



    Sigurd said woodenly.



    



    Kiana: "No way!"



    



    Sin Mal: "Sigurd... just tonight, please!"



    



    Sigurd wanted to get rough, but under their bright, expectant eyes, he ultimately held back.



    



    "…I’ve been in the headquarters the whole time, I haven’t left."



    



    "That’s different, you’ve been so busy,  you spent no time with me!"



    



    Kiana complained loudly, hugging Sigurd's arm tighter, expressing her dissatisfaction.



    



    Sigurd weakly scolded:



    



    "Kiana, Sin Mal, you’re growing up, be more independent."



    



    “Absolutely not! Never! Bleh~~”



    



    “Sin Mal... Sin Mal doesn’t want to either!”



    



    Sigurd felt utterly helpless. If they were just a bit older, he could rightfully kick them out and enjoy some peaceful sleep. But as they were now, not quite children yet not quite adults, their clinginess left even a tough guy like him with no choice.



    



    “Behave and go to sleep.”



    



    “Okay (＾ワ＾)～” ×2



    



    As the night deepened, Bronya gently pushed the door open and saw the three already asleep. She paused by the bed and leaned over to tuck them in. Her delicate, white fingers brushed a few strands of hair from Sigurd's forehead.



    



    A soft smile slowly spread across Bronya's usually emotionless, exquisite face, making her appear particularly gentle and lively.



    



    Then, she turned her head from left to side, making sure no one saw what she’s about to do.



    



    After being sure that she’s the only one who is still awake, Bronya, with a red tint on her cheek, lightly kissed Sigurd's forehead.



    



    “Good night,” she whispered softly, leaving the room as quietly as she had entered.

  
    The next morning, as expected, Sigurd woke up to Kiana's chokehold. However, he was used to it by now, and his strengthened physique made it a minor inconvenience.



    



    Sin Mal, on the other hand, was curled up quietly beside him, her peaceful sleeping face resembling a small, napping kitten.



    



    Pop!



    



    Sigurd flicked Kiana on the forehead.



    



    “Uh… is it morning already?”



    



    Kiana jolted awake, shrinking slightly, and mumbled sleepily as she instinctively snuggled closer to Sigurd.



    



    ‘Is she getting clingier?’ Sigurd wondered, deadpan, as he pried open her eyelid.



    



    “Ah… Sig…. so sleepy… let me sleep… sleep a… a…”



    



    Caught in a haze of sleepiness, Kiana’s hands groped aimlessly in front of her, her eyes unfocused, solely driven by the desperate desire to return to her peaceful slumber.



    



    “Sleep a bit longer?”



    



    “Sleep a d… d… day… whoa!!!”



    



    Sigurd's hand came down on Kiana’s head with a dull thud, followed by her startled yelp.



    



    “Get up.”



    



    “Ah—Sigurd, you’re a demon.”



    



    “First, stop giving me that cute look; second, don’t just casually crawl into my bed anymore; third, get up!”



    



    “What’s wrong with crawling into bed? I don’t mind it!”



    



    Fully awake now, Kiana rubbed her head and gave Sigurd a mischievous tongue poke.



    



    Then, she got flicked on the forehead once again.



    



    She reluctantly climbed out of bed, stretching lazily in front of Sigurd.



    



    Her emerging curves and flawless skin, showcased through her loose pajamas, were fully exposed to Sigurd's eyes.



    



    Sigurd looked on expressionlessly, then lifted his foot and kicked.



    



    Bang!



    



    “Ahh!!!”



    



    “Show some gender awareness!”



    



    Sigurd scolded the little white puffball, now sprawled on the floor with her bottom in the air.



    



    Suddenly, Sin Mal tugged at Sigurd's sleeve.



    



    She had reached the point of waking up when Sigurd woke Kiana, and she heard their entire conversation.



    



    “Uh… Sigurd… if you… you ever need that… you can always come to me. Sin Mal… Sin Mal can… hehe!”



    



    Blushing fiercely, Sin Mal stammered, her face contorted with embarrassment, but she couldn’t hold back a giggling laugh.



    



    Sigurd, with an expression as blank as ever, lifted his foot again.



    



    Bang!



    



    This time, the little pink puffball also got kicked to the ground.



    



    Sigurd sat up, twisted his neck expressionlessly, and sighed deeply as his bones cracked crisply.



    



    What's with these girls? Do none of them have any shame or awareness of gender?



    



    He was sure his education methods were fine!



    



    Knock! Knock!



    



    “Are you two up? It's time for breakfast.”



    



    After the knocking, Bronya entered the room calmly, her gaze unfazed by the sight of the two puffballs sprawled on the floor. It was a common occurrence, after all, and Sigurd had scolded them many times before.



    



    However, when her gaze landed on Sigurd and saw the tent under his blanket, Bronya paused for a moment, her usually pale cheeks suddenly flushing red, a normal reaction of shyness and cuteness.



    



    “Tidy up and come out for breakfast,” she said, closing the door.



    



    Sigurd nodded approvingly.



    



    See, this is how girls should behave! These two shameless little puffballs are just oddballs!



    



    Outside the door, Bronya leaned against the wall, slid to the ground, and covered her face with her hands. Her cheeks felt warm, emitting a cute little hum.



    



    “Woo…”



    



    “It’s so big…”



    



    “Would that fit inside Bronya…?”



    



    …



    



    “Needle doesn’t poke, seaside is needle-less!”



    



    Raiden Mei sat under a beach umbrella after breakfast, watching the cheerful splashing of Rozaliya and Liliya sisters, her face lit up with a blissful smile.



    



    She had followed Einstein to the New World.



    



    To master the power of the Herrscher, one must have a strong will and soul, as well as mature wisdom. Therefore, exposure to sights, thoughts, and experiences was essential for her development. At the same time, Einstein also intended to train her into a versatile all-rounder.



    



    This internship, under Einstein guidance and mentorship, involved everything from commanding construction projects to debating and negotiating with Valkyries and representatives from various countries, allowing Mei to learn and assist alongside her.



    



    To be honest, it wore Mei out.



    



    Einstein knew that Sigurd was on vacation here, and considering that the New World wasn't too far away, she decided to give Mei a few days off, a mix of work and leisure, so she could come and reunite with her friends she hadn't seen in a while.



    



    So, Mei found herself on this beach, sitting comfortably under an umbrella, watching the sea.



    



    "Mei~~"



    



    A little white puffball appeared out of nowhere and naturally lunged towards her, hugging her tightly and rubbing her face against Mei's.



    



    "Long time no see, Mei, I missed you so much!"



    



    "Haha, Kiana, that tickles! I missed you all too."



    



    "Hehe! Is your longing for me slightly stronger than for others?"



    



    "Kiana, that's a weird thing to say, haha!"



    



    The two of them chatted intimately, creating a beautiful scene. After all, who could resist the sweet sight of two adorable girls being affectionate with each other?



    



    Meanwhile, Sigurd rubbed his chin, observing Mei's quiet and elegant demeanor, and nodded.



    



    Well, she had received elite education after all, so she could be the perfect assistant for his hundred fishing strategies.



    



    Suddenly, Mei shivered, as if sensing something malicious.



    



    "Mei, what's wrong?"



    



    "Nothing, it's just... I feel like I sensed some ill intent."



    



    Mei finally noticed Sigurd's presence, stealing a timid glance at him. Seeing his handsome yet expressionless face, she couldn't help but shrink back.



    



    This man is standing at the top of the Anti-Entropy hierarchy..



    



    He’s super strong, super intelligent, standing at only 1.6 meters tall but emanating a presence of 160 meters. He was good at taking care of people, but at the same time, he was a titanium alloy macho man without emotions, always resorting to simple and rough suppression when dealing with the conflicts of the girls around him.



    



    Having him around brought a sense of security but also an overwhelming sense of fear. So far, because of her quiet and obedient nature, Mei had yet to receive any real reprimands from him.



    



    Raiden Mei: TrembleTrembleTremble~



    



    "Stop trembling."



    



    "Yes!!!"



    



    "What did you learn from Dr. Einstein during your outing?"



    



    "Um, mainly some meticulous frontline work and understanding the thoughts of different people... It feels quite different from what's written in books."



    



    "That's a vague answer. It shows your thinking isn't deep enough. You should think more in your free time, understand?"



    



    Sigurd patted the girl's head, expressionlessly.



    



    Raiden Mei couldn't help but tremble again, then bowed down obediently, replying sincerely:



    



    "Yes! Sir Sigurd!"



    



    "Don't call me sir. Just call me sir or mister."



    



    "Yes! Mister Sigurd!"



    



    Sigurd nodded and walked away without looking back.



    



    Kiana watched his departing figure and made a face.



    



    "Tch~"



    



    "Why so smug! Acting all high and mighty, hmph!"



    



    Mei chuckled helplessly, scratching her face:



    



    "Kiana, I really admire you sometimes. Aren't you afraid at all?"



    



    "Afraid of what?"



    



    "Of Mister Sigurd...? Don't you think he's very imposing and intimidating?"



    



    "Huh? Let me tell you, I've never heard of fear in my dictionary! Just what can Sigurd do to me?"



    



    Kiana puffed out her chest proudly.



    



    Mei covered her mouth and chuckled, not wanting to burst her bubble.



    



    Despite Sigurd being the one Kiana often fears when he's angry, she's also the one who's the most fearless and daring to provoke him on a regular basis.



    



    She really doesn't know how to evaluate her.



    



    Suddenly, a dark shadow flashed by, and a gust of wind lifted Raiden Mei's long hair.



    



    Bang!



    



    Kiana was sent flying about fifteen to sixteen meters away, and then a white volleyball rolled to Mei's feet.



    



    Raiden Mei's smile froze for a few seconds, then she screamed:



    



    "Ah Σ(っ°Д°;)っ! Kiana!!!"



    



    "Nothing... nothing! Who's the bastard that did this? Come forward right now!"



    



    Kiana jumped up, clutching her reddened nose, and unsurprisingly, she saw the “kindly” smiling Sin Mal.



    



    "Oh dear! Sorry about that. Your face was just too stupid, and I instinctively threw the ball at it! I think you should reflect on yourself, you stupid fish! Right, Sigurd???~~"



    



    One second, Sin Mal was harshly mocking Kiana, and the next, she was clinging to Sigurd’s arm, her eyes filled with hearts, looking unbearably sweet.



    



    Sigurd glanced at the weapon Sin Mal used.



    



    "It’s a volleyball. As long as it’s just a game... I suppose it’s fine, just don’t fight."



    



    Sigurd said.



    



    Mei broke out in a cold sweat.



    



    You call this a game?



    



    With such a speed that causes sonic booms, and such impact force like a cannonball, any normal person would be shattered on the spot!

  
    Ten minutes later, a mysteriously appeared beach volleyball court.



    



    Mei stood on one side of the court, utterly bewildered, while next to her, Kiana, Rozaliya, and Liliya were stretching.



    



    On the opposite side, led by Sin Mal, who wore an extremely healthy smile, were a timid Seele and a lifeless Wendy.



    



    “Tweet!!!”



    



    From the referee’s high chair in the middle, Bronya, dressed in a blue children’s one-piece swimsuit, blew her whistle expressionlessly, holding up a volleyball:



    



    “The first Anti-Entropy beach volleyball tournament, the rule is that anyone who leaves the court is out. The side with all members out first loses, and the other side wins. Besides not using weapons other than the body, there are no rules. By any means necessary, the winner takes all!”



    



    After explaining the rules, Mei seemed to see Bronya’s sly smile, as if enjoying the chaos.



    



    Then, she finished understanding Bronya’s rules, her mouth twitching.



    



    ‘As expected, she just wants to stir up trouble!’



    



    "Just wait! I’ll return that ball a hundred times over!"



    



    “Hah! What can a stupid girl with a fish brain like you do? today I’ll smash your head!”



    



    The two main opponents, burning with fighting spirit, completely missed Bronya’s mischievous intent.



    



    Then Bronya served, the ball’s trajectory slightly tilted, landing not too hard on a bewildered Seele’s head.



    



    "Yah!"



    



    Startled, Seele took a few steps back and ended up sitting outside the court.



    



    “Tweet—”



    



    “Seele is out!”



    



    Bronya announced emotionlessly.



    



    The only two sane ones, Mei and Wendy, both had black lines on their faces.



    



    Who didn’t know that you and Seele are the closest? This is blatant cheating!



    



    However, the two main players seemed only to have eyes for each other, completely oblivious to Bronya’s partiality.



    



    "Ahahaha! One’s out even before we started, what are you going to fight me with, Simbalah!"



    



    "Shut up! I never counted on that one’s fighting ability. Sin Mal alone is enough to take you all down!"



    



    "Oh ho! Big talk!"



    



    "You’ll find out soon enough!"



    



    Sin Mal picked up the volleyball, grinning ferociously, an endless dark aura seemed to emanate from behind her.



    



    Rozaliya and Liliya high-fived.



    



    "Liliya, it’s time to show everyone the power of the Vodka Sisters!"



    



    "Exactly, Sister Rozaliya."



    



    Then Sin Mal tossed the volleyball high, jumped up tens of meters into the air, and fiercely spiked it.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    The volleyball landed like a meteor, and if Mei’s eyes didn’t deceive her, the ball even seemed to be wrapped in flames from the friction with the air.



    



    Mei crossed her arms to shield her face, closing her eyes to protect against the flying sand.



    



    A minute later, Mei was brushing the sand off her body, and their side of the court looked like a small meteor crater.



    



    Rozaliya and Liliya lay motionless on the sand a dozen meters away, both extending their right hands forward, index fingers pointing ahead, lying peacefully.



    



    "Comrade Rozaliya! Comrade Liliya! Damn it, how dare you do this to my comrades? Simbalah, you’re dead!"



    



    Seeing the eliminated Vodka sisters, Kiana gritted her teeth, picked up the volleyball, and seemed to be engulfed in flames.



    



    She tossed the ball high, jumped, and spiked the volleyball with tremendous force, hitting Sin Mal at a speed too fast for the naked eye to catch.



    



    Boom!



    



    Bang!



    



    Bang!



    



    Bang!



    



    The wind blew left and right, and soon the court was riddled with craters, the net in the middle long since disintegrated in the aftermath.



    



    Bronya had also disappeared from the referee's seat, joining Sigurd in the distance who were enjoying Seele’s attentive feeding service to watch the spectacle.



    



    Mei and Wendy stood on the sidelines, exchanging looks of disbelief.



    



    Wendy: "Maybe we should leave too."



    



    Mei: "Alright... let's take Rozaliya and Liliya with us, it’s getting dangerous. They’ve gone crazy."



    



    The two carried the Vodka Sisters away from the court to Sigurd’s observation area.



    



    "Did you tamper with that volleyball?"



    



    Wendy asked with a black face as she set Liliya down.



    



    Sigurd glanced at her and nodded.



    



    "Specially made, resistant to impact, wear, and disintegration."



    



    "Damn! I knew it wasn’t normal! Are you just watching a monkey show?"



    



    "Not exactly. Mainly, they have too much energy, and I needed a way to burn it off."



    



    "Wow... you’re really awful!"



    



    "Do you want to be strung up?"



    



    "Sorry! I mean, what a great idea!"



    



    Wendy quickly backed down.



    



    She couldn’t win in a fight against Sigurd, and admitting defeat was embarrassing but being strung up was worse—given the two options, she chose the lesser evil.



    



    Seele and Mei joined hands to settle the dazed Vodka Sisters under a parasol, applying ice packs to help them recover.



    



    Then, they prepared fruit platters, juice, ice cream, and jelly, delivering these refreshing treats to everyone—showing impressive hospitality.



    



    ...



    



    While the others enjoyed a leisurely beach holiday, Kiana and Sin Mal’s battle grew more intense, continuing until sunset.



    



    “Caw! Caw! Caw!”



    



    Seagulls flew overhead, while Kiana and Sin Mal lay on the shore, panting, glaring at each other stubbornly.



    



    But they had no energy left to continue.



    



    At this moment, shadows loomed over them—Sigurd and Bronya had come over.



    



    “Had enough?”



    



    Sigurd squatted down, poking Kiana’s soft cheek, then Sin Mal’s cheek.



    



    Kiana rolled her eyes.



    



    “Let’s call it a day. I’m hungry, I’ll teach her a lesson next time.”



    



    “Big words!”



    



    “Can’t hear, can’t hear! Turtles saying proverbs, I don’t listen, I don’t listen! Lalala~~”



    



    “Stupid tuna!”



    



    Sigurd patted Sin Mal’s head.



    



    In the next second, her angry and fierce expression vanished, and she nuzzled his hand, blinking adorably.



    



    “Sigurd, I want a hug!”



    



    “Alright.”



    



    Sigurd picked up Sin Mal.



    



    He rarely did this, and suddenly realized how light she was, her soft and warm touch instinctively making him want to hold her tight.



    



    "Eat more, you’re too light, it’ll be hard to grow taller."



    



    "Do you like taller girls, Sigurd?"



    



    Sin Mal blinked her eyes, softly asking.



    



    At the same time, Kiana and Bronya's ears twitched.



    



    Sigurd tilted his head, thought for a moment, and said:



    



    "If you're asking about romantic preference... not necessarily. I think it’s more about being a good match."



    



    "So, what type does Sigurd find suitable?"



    



    "Someone who is easy-going, considerate, and doesn't cause trouble."



    



    "That's totally me!!!"



    



    "No it’s not."



    



    "Hehe!"



    



    Sin Mal laughed foolishly, snuggling into Sigurd's arms, her smile especially sweet.



    



    Kiana gritted her teeth, her eyes turning red.



    



    Meanwhile, Bronya touched her chin.



    



    Easy-going, considerate, and not causing trouble—that… perfectly described her?



    



    Could it be that Sigurd was subtly confessing his feelings for her!?



    



    Bronya’s heart start to hammer in her chest, but then she heard Sigurd calmly instruct:



    



    "Take Kiana, let’s head back."



    



    "Okay..."



    



    Bronya responded woodenly. She extended her foot under Kiana, lifted her up, and slung her over her shoulder like a sack of potatoes.



    



    "Whoa! Be gentle!"



    



    "Stop whining and behave, or I’ll toss you into the sea."



    



    Bronya said coldly.



    



    She realized she had overthought it. Would Sigurd ever confess? It was more likely that they’d defeat the Honkai tomorrow and everyone in Anti-Entropy could retire peacefully.



    



    "Bronya."



    



    "Yes!"



    



    "When we get back, I’m planning to give everyone a lesson on physiology. You’ll be my assistant."



    



    "Understood! I’ll prepare the materials and classroom right away."



    



    Bronya nodded expressionlessly, always dependable and obedient.



    



    Sigurd nodded in satisfaction.



    



    This couldn't be delayed. These girls were quite naive, and some basic knowledge, no matter how awkward, was essential.



    



    He couldn't watch over them all the time. If an unworthy individual took advantage, it would be too late to rectify it, and he wouldn't be fulfilling his role.



    



    So, a lesson it is.



    



    Additionally, there were other tasks to attend to:



    



    The "Divine Melody" technology, which he had asked the Book of Fuxi and Fu Hua to organize, needed to be reviewed;



    



    The sub-systems of the Hive System had been significantly upgraded, but Icarus, the intelligent center, needed further enhancement, and the "Consciousness Network" technology from Otto could complement it;



    



    The "Xuanyuan Sword" had been obtained but not yet studied. It seemed Ji Lin's soul was still dormant inside, requiring further investigation;



    



    The ruins of Yae Village had been secured without Otto’s knowledge. The "Key of Erosion," the black box sealing Yae Sakura and Higokumaru, also needed to be acquired soon;



    



    The ongoing revision of the "Information-Origin Theory" had reached the practical stage. Involving resurrection, Otto should be consulted on the feasibility of time-space traversal from the quantum realm. He would be eager, which would also keep him occupied and facilitate Anti-Entropy's development;



    



    Additionally, Vera needed a visit, possibly with Kiana, as Sigurd's current abilities could protect her;



    



    Kiana's Herrscher identity, Seele’s emerging second personality, Anti-Entropy’s future development, the unified strategy against the Honkai, Kevin, Durandal, Tianwu Chen, Anna Shariac...



    



    "Sigh!"



    



    Under the setting sun, Sigurd sighed heavily.



    



    Why, when everything seemed to be going well, did he feel like there were more and more tasks piling up?

  
    In the aerial main city of Schicksal, the real Kiana Kaslana sat on her bed, holding her golden-haired little pet, Vera, and watching today's news.



    



    =============================



    



    Recent News:



    



    Recently, the third round of international negotiations on New Continent land rights took place. Sigurd Kaslana, executor of Anti-Entropy, and Hera Schariac, representative of Schicksal, attended and announced a land distribution agreement.



    



    Referencing contributions in the Chi You campaign, Anti-Entropy declared complete sovereignty over 42% of the New Continent's land, intended for metal mining, the establishment of factories, schools, and residential and commercial areas. Schicksal claimed 29% of the land, primarily for Valkyrie training and residential purposes, with some allocated for research.



    



    An additional 15% was allocated to Shenzhou, honoring their ancestors' contributions in blocking Chi You and their support in the recent campaign. Shenzhou has not yet announced their plans for this land.



    



    The remaining land will be distributed based on each country's past contributions against the Honkai and their future support, but its sovereignty will be jointly held by Schicksal and Anti-Entropy. Countries will only have usage rights, and the final interpretation of the agreement rests with Schicksal and Anti-Entropy.



    



    The representative of the United States of America objected, arguing that the New Continent should belong to the world's people and that Schicksal and Anti-Entropy had no authority to make such decisions, claiming this violated international spirit, democracy, and human rights.



    



    Sigurd Kaslana responded calmly and logically, as seen in this playback:



    



    Sigurd: "What's your surname, and which faction do you represent?"



    



    Representative: "That’s none of your business! I speak for democracy and freedom, for the justice of God!"



    



    Sigurd: "God? How much firepower does he have? No, the point is, if I remember correctly, your God is a fictional figure created by Schicksal. If you insist, then Archbishop Otto is your God, and Hera could be considered Christ or an archangel... never mind, I won’t waste time with you. I've noted your identity."



    



    Representative: "What do you intend to do? I’m telling you, the great United States will not—"



    



    Sigurd: "Get lost."



    



    Sound: "Boom!!!"



    



    We see that the exchange was frank and intense, leading to a mutual understanding.



    



    =============================



    



    International News:



    



    This morning at 7 a.m., over a hundred high-ranking military and political officials, and business magnates in the Euro-American region died of a mysterious illness, with the majority being from the United States.



    



    Anti-Entropy's investigation suggests this might be a new Honkai threat—a virus targeting high-ranking officials in military, political, and business sectors. The virus mechanism is unclear, and no effective treatment or specific medication has been found. Anti-Entropy urges high-ranking officials, especially in Euro-American regions, to minimize outings or gatherings to avoid misfortune.



    



    Reports indicate that the virus can cause severe physical damage, resembling remote sniper shots, but is indeed due to infection.



    



    Schicksal has endorsed Anti-Entropy's findings and committed unlimited resources to researching the virus mechanism and developing a treatment.



    



    =============================



    



    Far East News Bulletin:



    



    “Beep—”



    



    Kiana turned off the TV, lazily yawning, her golden eyes blinking with a hint of boredom.



    



    “Ha~~”



    



    Vera moved in Kiana’s arms, then turned her head and said:



    



    “Miss, I feel like this is Sigurd’s doing.”



    



    “No need to feel; anyone with half a brain knows the situation. It’s just a warning. Some people are filled with greed and desire, lack rationality, and can’t see the bigger picture. There’s nothing wrong with sending such people on their way.”



    



    Kiana’s peculiar voice echoed in Vera’s mind.



    



    Vera was speechless.



    



    She didn’t feel much sympathy for the dead, as they seemed like bad people. She was just surprised to see such a ruthless side of her brother, Sigurd, feeling both shocked and enlightened.



    



    Kiana petted the little golden retriever in her arms, suddenly looking down and asking:



    



    “Did you attend your online class today?”



    



    “Not yet…”



    



    “Then start now. Make sure to make up for the classes you missed when Sigurd visited and show me yesterday's homework.”



    



    “Eh? Okay…”



    



    Reluctantly, Vera handed over her homework and started her online classes on the tablet, pouting.



    



    Geez, when Miss urges her to study and do homework, it’s just like Sigurd.



    



    Even though they’ve never met.



    



    =============================



    



    “Hmm?”



    



    “Sigurd, what’s wrong? Did you remember something you haven’t done? Go handle your business—ow! That hurts!”



    



    Proto-Kiana Kaslana, holding a pencil, clutched her head, feeling a fresh bump.



    



    Sigurd wiped his fist with a handkerchief, looking down.



    



    “Make up the classes you missed when I visited Vera. Also, yesterday’s homework was all nonsense, redo it today.”



    



    “Ugh, I quit! My goal is to become the strongest hero; all this studying of math, science, politics, and history is useless!”



    



    “Without a basic education, you lack the ability to make rational judgments, let alone control mechs or command swarms in complex situations. Do you think you can solve problems just by wielding the 'Judgement of Shamash' and shouting ‘I’m willing to sacrifice myself’?”



    



    “Then why don’t Bronya and Sin Mal have to study?”



    



    “Because they can ace the same tests.”



    



    “What about Rozaliya and Liliya? They don’t pass either!”



    



    “Their dream is to be idols, which doesn’t require a diploma—cuteness is enough. So, are you going to study or not?”



    



    The 'Judgement of Shamash' pistol was pressed to Kiana’s forehead as Sigurd smiled warmly.



    



    Kiana, with a serious expression, carefully moved the deadly muzzle away and said solemnly:



    



    “You’re absolutely right! To become a qualified warrior, I must work hard!”



    



    “Three days ago, you said the same thing when Bronya strafed you with a machine gun.”



    



    “This time I mean it, believe me! Look into my sincere eyes!”



    



    Kiana pointed to her clear blue eyes, blinking earnestly.



    



    “All I see is you didn’t clean the gunk out of your eyes. Now get to studying, no slacking.”



    



    “…Alright.”



    



    Kiana rubbed her eyes, finding no eye gunk as Sigurd mentioned, but she felt like crying instead—Sigurd was perfect in every way, except for his insistence on making her study whenever he had the time. Even her cute acts of pouting and pleading didn’t work, leaving her feeling helpless.



    



    Sigurd watched the white head beside him lower and start studying seriously, a smile of both headache and helplessness spreading across his face.



    



    She needed to study more. For Kiana, physical strength was important, but mental fortification was also necessary.



    



    The threat of Honkai was drawing nearer, and the unforeseeable end could arrive at any time and in any form, bringing the ultimate test and judgment to this civilization.



    



    Sigurd couldn’t guarantee that he could always protect this little white-haired bundle from harm. Therefore, he could only feel slightly more at ease if she became strong in every way.



    



    The snow outside had stopped for several days, and spring was arriving again.



    



    Time passed so quickly that he might suddenly realize one day that Kiana had grown up.



    



    Sigurd thought absentmindedly, reaching out to pat Kiana’s head, feeling a tinge of sadness.



    



    “Hmm? Sig, what’s wrong?”



    



    “Nothing, just a bit sentimental. You seem to have grown a lot since we first met.”



    



    “Hehe! Have you finally noticed my feminine charm? Bow down before me! It’s only natural since I’m so cute!”



    



    “Stop being silly and get back to your lessons.”



    



    “Oh…”



    



    Seeing her lower her head again, Sigurd smiled faintly.



    



    Whether she grew up or not, she still seemed unchanged—just the same silly, loud, and naive little puppy.



    



    How could he be at ease without keeping an eye on her?

  
    In the warm spring of March.



    



    The growth of the young, the ever-changing world order, were beyond mere words.



    



    In 2017, the headquarters of Anti-Entropy had moved from the cold and barren Siberia to the vast and warm New Continent, located in the central area of Anti-Entropy’s direct-controlled district, echoing across the New Continent from Schicksal's Holy City.



    



    =============================



    



    “Zzz... zzz...”



    



    “Hello! Hello!”



    



    “Can you see me? Is the signal connected?”



    



    In a livestream watched by millions, a little girl with long, vibrant pink hair appeared, waving at the audience.



    



    Due to being too close to the camera, her delicate, doll-like face filled the entire screen, showing detailed features in ultra-high definition.



    



    Despite this, the viewers could only see her fair, rosy skin and fine, tiny hairs, with no imperfections.



    



    【Ah! It's Rozaliya!】



    



    【How can she be so cute!!】



    



    【Ah!! I’m dying from cuteness!!!】



    



    “Hmph! That’s right, I’m the future number one idol of Earth, the universal dream of men, women, young, and old, the world’s cutest, eldest of the Vodka sisters, the great Rozaliya!!!”



    



    Rozaliya stepped back, striking a flamboyant and exaggerated pose that she thought was cool, but actually looked adorably silly.



    



    【Ohhh!】



    



    【But aren’t you yet to debut?】



    



    “Yes, that’s why I said future number one idol! There’s nothing I can do; Sigurd says we can’t officially debut until we reach the legal age. Being able to perform on stage occasionally and do some livestreams is already his bottom line.”



    



    【To be fair, the Vodka sisters don’t perform often, but every performance is top quality!】



    



    【And the venues are always high-profile…】



    



    【Like the first negotiation meeting between Schicksal and Anti-Entropy… This is so nepotistic, I’m reporting this (doge)!】



    



    “What do you mean nepotistic! If Sigurd arranges it, it’s not nepotistic! Besides, there are assessments beforehand. If we don’t pass, he wouldn’t let us perform... Okay, maybe there’s a bit of nepotism, you guys are right.”



    



    Rozaliya puffed out her cheeks, trying to refute confidently, but ultimately couldn’t hide her guilt.



    



    Well, silly or not, these years of performing had gilded their popularity, allowing them to amass an immense fanbase even before their official debut. Rozaliya knew this was indeed thanks to Sigurd’s arrangements.



    



    This was a super backer that no one in the entertainment industry could reach no matter how hard they tried.



    



    【Wow! She actually admitted it (lol)!】



    



    【Rozaliya is so cute.】



    



    【It's okay, as long as she's cute. You all would have been famous anyway. Sigurd is just helping you build momentum. There's nothing shady about it.】



    



    【Let's be honest, can Sigurd's arrangements be considered favoritism?】



    



    【No joke, my boss Sigurd is straightforward. He just wants to support the Vodka Sisters. Anyone got a problem with that? Step forward!】



    



    【Step down warning! Bankruptcy warning! Jail warning! Cement shoes warning!】



    



    【Hahaha! Can’t let go of that joke, huh? Our boss just mentioned it casually at a public meeting, and nothing happened to that senator in the end!】



    



    "Hehe! Sigurd said we could definitely become superstars globally!"



    



    "And then perform to earn money and use more than ninety percent of our income to pay off debt."



    



    A cold, emotionless loli voice came from off-screen.



    



    【Ah! It's Liliya's voice! AWSL!】



    



    【Liliya Liliya Liliya!】



    



    【I want to see Liliya! Show her to me!】



    



    【Ninety percent for debt repayment, that's too real!】



    



    【No wonder it's Sigurd. You think I’m spoiling my sisters? No, it's just an early investment that they have to pay back in full!】



    



    【Wow, just heartless!】



    



    【So supporting the Vodka Sisters = supporting Sigurd = supporting Anti-Entropy = saving the world!】



    



    【Real men rejoice!】



    



    【Supporting other idols is like supporting nothing. Supporting the Vodka Sisters is like saving the world!】



    



    【Love it, love it!】



    



    【Anti-Entropy rules!!!】



    



    Amidst the dense barrage of comments, Liliya turned the camera on herself, waving with a blank expression.



    



    "Yo! I'm Liliya! Skr~"



    



    She posed with a hip-hop hand gesture, saying "skr" with a completely expressionless face, making it even more humorous—AWSL flooded the screen again.



    



    “Alright, enough of the irrelevant stuff. Today we promised to show everyone around our Anti-Entropy headquarters, so let's skip the distractions. Look, isn’t our Anti-Entropy gate impressive!”



    



    The camera showed a colossal gate over a hundred meters tall. There was no door, but besides the vehicles on the ground runway, numerous flying objects passed through rapidly and orderly, adhering to a vertical clearance of about six meters.



    



    【Wow! High-tech!】



    



    【Mind-blowing!】



    



    【Anti-Entropy really lives up to its name. Just this gate scenery alone is decades ahead of other first rate country technology!】



    



    【This reminds me of Anti-Entropy's logistics that started a year ago, with fully unmanned drone deliveries, precise, fast, and convenient, which crushed the competition in the logistics industry.】



    



    【What’s most impressive is that they took in a large number of laid-off logistics workers, distributing them across various fields, massively expanding Anti-Entropy’s commercial workforce.】



    



    【They aren't in it just for profit. They earn money but also provide full benefits and easy work, except for mandatory new knowledge learning. I'm envious!】



    



    【Truly the nemesis of capital!】



    



    【Schicksal's technology is just for fun, but for real tech changing the world, it's Anti-Entropy!】



    



    【Wait! I had a question before the stream—doesn’t your headquarters have confidentiality concerns?】



    



    “Hmph! You don’t get it. Anti-Entropy's secrets HQ are neither in the sky, underground, in the deep sea, or even beyond the universe. The headquarters on the ground is just an administrative facility. Even if some technology is seen, how many can understand it? And even if they do, so what? Anti-Entropy doesn't care!”



    



    Rozaliya puffed out her chest, hands on her hips, with a smug smile.



    



    Next to her, Liliya, with a blank face, commented:



    



    “Those were the lines Sigurd told us to say. It’s a miracle that dumb Rozaliya could memorize them.”



    



    “Liliya!!!”



    



    【Oh, that's fine then.】



    



    【Beyond the universe? Could it be in a bubble universe?】



    



    【So, in conclusion… brothers, follow up.】



    



    【Anti-Entropy rules!】



    



    【Sigurd rules!】



    



    Over the years, since the concept of the Honkai was made public, much common information had become widely known. Few could grasp the true meaning of a bubble universe, but everyone knew it was impressive.



    



    “Anyway, today's stream is to show you our headquarters. It's also a recruitment promotion. Anti-Entropy has grown rapidly over the years, covering various industries and institutions, and we have a huge demand for talent. After the stream, the trainee recruitment notice will be posted on our website. Please apply if you meet the criteria. Thank you!”



    



    Rozaliya explained properly and bowed to the camera.



    



    Then, Liliya turned the camera, revealing a small sphere in her hand. The sphere projected the lines Rozaliya just recited—including the bowing instructions.



    



    【So there were lines and a script!】



    



    【I knew it! Rozaliya couldn’t have said such proper lines!】



    



    【Scandal! I’m reporting this fake livestream (sarcasm)!】



    



    【Anti-Entropy is recruiting again? I knew it, it’s about time!】



    



    【Guys, get ready!】



    



    【Schicksal, take notes! This is what it means to have a global vision!】



    



    【Schicksal might have beautiful Valkyries, but when it comes to the human civilization community, it's all about Anti-Entropy!】



    



    【Start already! I'm dying to see the mysterious Anti-Entropy headquarters!】



    



    【It's "can't wait"…】



    



    Despite being backstabbed by her sister, Rozaliya was slightly upset but quickly cheered up seeing the enthusiastic atmosphere in the chat.



    



    With a bright and proud smile, she pointed forward and loudly declared:



    



    "Let's go! Let Lady Rozaliya show you around Anti-Entropy! This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, let’s move out!"

  
    Stepping into the wide gateway, the first thing that caught the viewers’ eyes was a black obelisk shaped like a sword peak.



    



    Inscribed on it was: “There is no god or savior; to create happiness for all mankind, we must rely on our own hands!”



    



    For a moment, the chat went silent.



    



    Beneath the obelisk were countless tombstones surrounding a model of the Earth, silent and solemn.



    



    Rozaliya and Liliya both bowed deeply.



    



    The camera shifted quickly and then stabilized, with Rozaliya explaining:



    



    “These are many great people who contributed to human civilization in the past and present, from Anti-Entropy, Schicksal, and beyond. Some are well-known, some are unsung heroes, but all deserve to be remembered. Our leader set a rule: everyone who enters must first pay their respects here because without them, we wouldn’t have our present.”



    



    【We've all seen the world change over the years… respect!】



    



    【Mr. Walter, a giant of an era! Salute!】



    



    【Anti-Entropy has been around for over sixty years, through tough beginnings, uncertain continuations, fearless battles, and finally rising from the ashes to proudly lead civilization. Truly heroic!】



    



    【There’s been a lot of negative talk about Anti-Entropy over the years, but I never believed it. Famine, war, plague nearly eradicated, global poverty visibly improved, and countless beneficial tech products appearing… the world is getting better, anyone with eyes can see it. I’m not a fool.】



    



    【Had the honor of working with Mr. Walter and Anti-Entropy’s forces. Their capabilities are undeniable, but it’s mainly their spirit, that sublime drive that makes you want to drop everything and follow them. If you said the sky was red, I’d believe you. If you said Mr. Walter was wrong, I’d never believe you.】



    



    【Salute!】



    



    “Alright, let’s keep moving.”



    



    Rozaliya and Liliya passed through the cemetery and arrived at the entrance of a massive complex, where a tall, graceful maid with gray hair and red eyes awaited them with elegance.



    



    “Welcome back, Miss Rozaliya and Miss Liliya.”



    



    “Cioara, are you waiting for us?”



    



    “Yes. Master Sigurd was concerned you might not be fully familiar with the headquarters, so he asked me to be your guide if needed. Please bear with us, viewers.”



    



    But why would the viewers mind?



    



    They only saw the long white stockings, the impressive figure, and the maid outfit—who could resist such a lady?



    



    “Hmph! Let me introduce you all to Cioara, our head maid and deputy executive officer. She’s a household expert, firearms master, combat guru, and military genius, managing the headquarters' daily life, basic security, and external receptions. Except for her terrible cooking, she’s basically perfect!”



    



    【Whoa! Deputy executive officer? Third in the Anti-Entropy hierarchy?!】



    



    【With her rank, even our prime minister would have to smile and be courteous.】



    



    【Haha! That’s what you call status!】



    



    Cioara smiled and, extending her hand, tugged at Rozaliya's ear.



    



    “Did I hear you say something about my cooking skills?”



    



    “Mis–misunderstanding! It was a slip of the tongue!”



    



    “Then let me prepare tonight’s dinner for you. I’ll put in extra effort to make it unforgettable.”



    



    “—Liliya, save me!”



    



    Cioara followed Rozaliya's gaze to Liliya, who looked away, whistling nonchalantly.



    



    “Whew… whew… whew…”



    



    Cioara released Rozaliya's ear and clapped her hands.



    



    With the sound of the clap, several small black spheres appeared around them.



    



    At the same time, Liliya's streaming equipment was disconnected, and the viewers' perspective changed abruptly, becoming wider and clearer, capturing all three individuals and their surroundings.



    



    Then, transparent projection windows appeared in front of each of the three, displaying the streaming interface and chat content.



    



    “Why use that outdated streaming equipment when you’re at Anti-Entropy?”



    



    Cioara smiled.



    



    The chat was mostly filled with ellipses.



    



    Liliya's streaming gear was top-notch in the outside world, with independent signal bands, ultra-HD biological cameras, and intelligent data processing and transmission functions—packed with advanced tech.



    



    But here, at the world’s top tech center, Anti-Entropy headquarters, it seemed almost primitive.



    



    “I just forgot. Actually, I could’ve asked Sigurd… I wasted money! Rozaliya’s debt just increased!”



    



    Rozaliya clutched her head in frustration.



    



    Years ago, Sigurd had already listed a clear debt sheet, recording every expense and resource spent on the sisters. All of this had to be repaid with their idol earnings!



    



    “Don’t worry, dumb Rozaliya. Once we marry Sigurd, all these debts will be written off.”



    



    “Oh! You’re right! As long as we win Sigurd over, no amount of debt will be a problem!”



    



    The sisters high-fived, full of confidence.



    



    Cioara’s mouth twitched.



    



    To be honest, she had thought about who amongst the girls would be the future lady of the house, but the likelihood of one of these two to become the lady of the house is extremely low.



    



    【You’re dreaming…】



    



    【Sigurd’s future is a serious matter… I’m rooting for Sigurd and Hera!】



    



    【Miss Hera, forever the best!】



    



    【Over the years, the only women Sigurd has truly acknowledged are: Miss Hera from Schicksal, Dr. Einstein from Anti-Entropy, and the immortal Red Kite from Shenzhou.】



    



    【I support the Immortal! With someone as amazing as Sigurd, he should come to Shenzhou!】



    



    【I think Dr. Einstein has a better chance. They’re colleagues, working closely together. It’d be unnatural if they didn’t end up together!】



    



    Cioara looked at the chat and twitched her mouth again.



    



    None of them were right.



    



    Does the master of this house even have thoughts about finding a woman?



    



    Imagining some girl in a wedding dress, sweetly walking down the aisle with Master Sigurd—no, impossible, couldn’t imagine it, it just doesn’t seem possible!



    



    Master Sigurd clearly has no worldly desires!



    



    Cioara nodded quietly, ending her daydream.



    



    “Miss Rozaliya, Miss Liliya, and all our viewers, please enter the base.”



    



    Rozaliya: “Oh!”



    



    Liliya: “Yes…”



    



    ...



    



    Meanwhile, deep in the base, a handsome young man with silver hair and blue eyes, wearing a white trench coat, stood before numerous floating projection windows, handling the day’s important affairs.



    



    Suddenly, he turned to the silver-haired girl clinging to him like a pet cat, and said expressionlessly:



    



    “You’ve been holding onto me for an hour and seven minutes. Let go.”



    



    “I won’t! Why can’t I go to the Moon Base inspection? If Simbalah can go, why can’t I?”



    



    “The setup on the Moon is crucial, and you’re not as steady as she is.”



    



    This was true, but not the whole truth.



    



    The real issue was that Sigurd couldn’t be sure if there were any remnants of the Honkai God on the Moon’s ruins—even a 99% certainty wasn’t enough. When it came to Kiana, Sigurd didn’t want to take any risks.



    



    However, Kiana couldn’t understand Sigurd’s worries. She just felt underestimated, puffing her cheeks in defiance and rubbing her soft chest against Sigurd’s back, saying:



    



    “I’m very steady, okay?”



    



    “…Do you think I’ll believe that with how you’re acting now?”



    



    “This is an exception! Why won’t you agree? I can do it! You have to trust me~~”



    



    Pouting, Kiana swayed her body against Sigurd, using a sickeningly sweet voice to plead.



    



    Clearing several more document windows, Sigurd sighed, feeling a bit helpless—she was the only one who dared to act so shamelessly. Anyone else, even Bronya or Sin Mal, would accept a simple yes or no from him and would not make any argument.



    



    “Why are you so insistent?”



    



    “Because it’s the Moon! Don’t you get it? Kiana means Moon Goddess. How can I not go?!”



    



    “…Nonsensical.”



    



    Sigurd evaluated Kiana’s reasoning.



    



    She was always like this, with thoughts and ideas that Sigurd couldn’t understand—where did she get all these quirky, jumbled ideas from?



    



    To Sigurd, this might be a question on par with the question of how to defeat the Honkai, something requiring a lifetime to solve.



    



    Unhappy, Kiana bumped her head against Sigurd’s, saying:



    



    “Don’t worry about whether it makes sense! Just agree already!”



    



    “Denied.”



    



    “Aaaah! Then I won’t get down!”



    



    “Oh? Really?”



    



    Sigurd suddenly turned, grabbing Kiana’s white-haired head with a smile as gentle as a spring breeze but with a fierce glint in his eyes.



    



    Kiana then got down, squatting by Sigurd’s feet.



    



    “I don’t care! I want to go!”



    



    “…”



    



    “If you don’t agree, I’ll roll around here! And when you sleep, I’ll roll around on your bed!”



    



    “…You win.”



    



    After hesitating for a long time, Sigurd finally nodded.



    



    “But there are three conditions. You have to listen to—”



    



    “Yay! Sig agreed!”



    



    Bang!



    



    Kiana ran out, slamming the door open, not giving Sigurd a chance to issue his orders.



    



    Sigurd stood still, frozen for three seconds, then spoke in a monotone voice:



    



    “Icarus, initiate internal sweep mode, target Kiana—Level Two firepower.”



    



    “Yes, My lord!”

  
    “Let me introduce everyone. In here, we have Captain Bronya of the Black Armor Squad, her deputy Sin Mal, our advanced combatant and idol mentor, Wendy, and Deputy Executive Officer Mei, all of whom are S-class Valkyrie standards! They’re all Lady Rozaliya’s good friends! So don’t mess with me. If I say the word, you’ll disappear from the planet in no time!”



    



    【Iconic moment: Rozaliya threatening her fans!】



    



    【Underworld warning!】



    



    【She’s an idol trainee on the surface, but the big boss of Anti-Entropy in reality!】



    



    “Rozaliya, don’t say such things lightly. Anti-Entropy is not an unreasonable organization. Everyone is working hard to protect the world, and we won’t act recklessly. Please rest assured, viewers.”



    



    “Seele!” ×2



    



    “Miss Seele, good day!”



    



    Seele, carrying drinks and snacks, gracefully entered the camera's view. Her sweet and gentle appearance exuded a warmth, with each strand of hair seemingly imbued with softness. Following her were several identical silver-haired women with expressionless faces.



    



    【Oh, this must be the legendary Miss Seele! I’ve heard that she’s the true darling of Anti-Entropy, a little angel!】



    



    【Rumor has it that the returning personnel from headquarters have a motto—‘Seele is heaven!!!’】



    



    【So, she’s the real idol of Anti-Entropy?】



    



    【Am I the only one curious about those identical ladies behind her? Are they sextuplets or something?】



    



    【Curiosity +1】



    



    Seeing the questions, Seele covered her mouth and giggled.



    



    “Haha! They’re not multiple births, they’re clones. During the Second Honkai War, the S-rank Valkyrie Cecilia of Schicksal sacrificed herself. Later, they cloned many versions of Cecilia to research Schariac’s Holy Blood. We were enemies at the time, and Sigurd saved them after discovering them... Anyway, they live here at the base now and are all good people!”



    



    【So they’re clones of Lady Cecilia.】



    



    【Insider info: Anti-Entropy’s Honkai inhibitors were derived from research on Schariac’s Holy Blood.】



    



    【It’s hard to evaluate Schicksal’s actions. Cloning experiments are undoubtedly cruel, but the research on Schariac’s Holy Blood resulted in Honkai inhibitors that saved countless lives and have numerous applications on the front lines against Honkai.】



    



    【Evaluate? Are you qualified? Schicksal made it clear from the start—they’d do anything to fight Honkai.】



    



    【Schicksal’s dark history has been exposed over the years, but let’s be honest, without those seemingly insane experiments, humanity might not be here today. We can’t judge because we are all beneficiaries of those harsh sacrifices.】



    



    【Why discuss such serious topics during a livestream?】



    



    【That’s enough, everything’s improving. Schicksal has adopted some of Anti-Entropy’s principles and compensated many victims. As for that elusive Archbishop Otto, honestly, few in this world are qualified to judge him.】



    



    【Just watch, who knows what the future holds!】



    



    【Exactly, even those Valkyries who risked their lives for experiments and battles didn’t have much objection to Schicksal’s methods. What right do we have to say anything?】



    



    Seeing the heavy atmosphere, Seele blinked and turned to the clones behind her:



    



    “Ladies, why don’t you greet the viewers?”



    



    “Why? Does it matter? We don’t need to know ordinary humans outside the base. do” one Cecilia clone tilted her head and expressed her confusion in a mechanical, emotionless voice.



    



    “Um, well, it’s Rozaliya and Liliya’s livestream…”



    



    “It’s irrelevant to us. do,” another Cecilia clone, 0103, coldly rejected, disdainful of the Vodka Sisters, seeing them as useless brats.



    



    “What did you say? Say that to Rozaliya’s face again!”



    



    “It’s irrelevant to us. do,” 0103 coldly repeated, with another clone, 0414, echoing the sentiment, never having heard such a strange request.



    



    “Liliya, let’s show them the Vodka Sisters’ years of sword training!”



    



    “Better not. The Cecilia network contains ample combat knowledge. For one-on-one combat, bring at least an elite A-rank Valkyrie or a fully armed Titan. do,” 0415 advised, while secretly amused by the thought of the Vodka Sisters attempting to challenge them.



    



    “Pfft!”



    



    Seele couldn’t help but laugh.



    



    “Alright, no fighting.”



    



    “They’re so infuriating!”



    



    “0415 believes we’re simply stating facts. do,” 0415 responded, stepping back to avoid troubling Miss Seele.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    At that moment, an explosion and a blast of hot air roared down the corridor.



    



    “Waaaah! Cecilia sisters, save me!”



    



    A certain white-haired girl, who had grown in body but not in behavior, came running and hid behind a Cecilia clone.



    



    Several worker drones, clearly charged with laser energy, hovered in front of the group, but did not attack.



    



    Kiana cautiously poked her head out.



    



    A lock of silver hair slowly floated down. Had Kiana not retreated quickly enough, it would have been a tragic scene.



    



    Everyone present had black lines on their faces, looking at the trembling Kiana hiding behind the Cecilia clone.



    



    “You made Sigurd angry again?”



    



    Rozaliya poked Kiana’s slightly dirty cheek, blinking.



    



    “…Seems like it?”



    



    “Just come out and apologize. It’ll be fine.”



    



    Rozaliya, with an experienced look, advised.



    



    Kiana, almost in tears, replied:



    



    “I want to! But Sig cut off the communication signal, he’s not listening!”



    



    “Then there’s no helping it. Keep hiding until Sigurd calms down.”



    



    “Warning! Warning! Cecilia 0103, there is a special danger source behind you. Please move out of the cleaning drones’ shooting path promptly.”



    



    Icarus’s soft electronic voice echoed around them.

  
    “(¯﹃¯)Zzz～～”



    



    The scene takes place in Kiana's room, where Kiana is sprawled over her desk, a small patch of drool wetting the exam paper beneath her.



    



    The electronic door silently opens, and Sigurd walks in at a leisurely pace.



    



    Seeing the scene before him, he sighs and rubs his forehead.



    



    "At least make it look like you're thinking seriously," he murmurs, shaking his head in exasperation.



    



    With a casual wave of his hand, a thin blanket floats down from above, gently draping over Kiana.



    



    Then, he picks up a nearby math and physics exam paper, flipping through it. A faint smile appears on his face.



    



    "Ninety-five points. Not detailed enough in the numerical calculations, and one conclusion is wrong… Really, you talk about wanting to be a moon goddess and go to the moon, yet you make mistakes in Earth-moon gravity field calculations. It leaves me speechless," Sigurd mutters to himself, his ear suddenly twitching.



    



    "Kill...kill you...die...go die..."



    



    The thin blanket Sigurd had just placed on Kiana flies off in a ripple of invisible force, hitting the ground already half-corroded. It is clear evidence of Honkai energy at work.



    



    Sigurd's gaze darkens as he observes this.



    



    This was the third time this month.



    



    The first occurrence, or rather the first time Sigurd noticed these symptoms, was three months ago… and to this day, Kiana has never mentioned anything about it to him.



    



    "Mm…"



    



    Kiana wakes up, her eyes opening with a few traces of confusion.



    



    By this time, Sigurd has already had the worker drones retrieve and deal with the blanket.



    



    Kiana blinks a few times, seeing the tall figure standing beside her. Instantly, she straightens her back and sits up.



    



    "If my height is h, and at a distance l there is an emperor-class Honkai beast with a height H, weight M, and Honkai energy intensity F, needing to…"



    



    "Enough, stop pretending. Your drool is still on the exam paper."



    



    "…I really tried."



    



    "You did..."



    



    Sigurd sets down the ninety-five-point exam paper, his tone indifferent.



    



    Kiana, like a student relieved to find they’ve passed after hearing their grades, or a death row prisoner who hears the inspector cry "stay the execution," breathes a heavy sigh of relief.



    



    "Hehe! I want cake!"



    



    "Denied. Dinner is soon, save some room."



    



    "Then cola!"



    



    "Just one sip."



    



    A chilled cola appears in Sigurd's hand, which he hands to Kiana.



    



    "Glug glug glug glug!"



    



    Indeed, it was one sip, although she downed it all in one go.



    



    "Ahhh!!!"



    



    "Burp～～"



    



    Kiana lets out a long breath, followed by a burp, the sweet cola scent wafting directly onto Sigurd.



    



    Sigurd waves his hand in front of his nose, looking disdainful.



    



    "Doesn't that bother you?"



    



    "You think a mere cola fazes me? I've built up a tolerance!"



    



    Kiana stands with her hands on her hips and chest out, looking quite pleased with herself.



    



    Sigurd, expressionless, raises his hand.



    



    "I said, you can only have one sip because it's almost dinner."



    



    Boom!



    



    Kiana's ability to chug cola might be questionable, but her toughness is undeniable.



    



    Just like now, after being punched into the alloy desk by Sigurd, she pulls her head out, rubs the bump on her head as if nothing happened, and pouts, "You hit me again."



    



    "Not happy about it?"



    



    "No…"



    



    She wouldn't dare to be unhappy!



    



    Kiana rubs her head, seeing Sigurd’s clenched fist, as if ready to continue, she shrinks her neck in fear.



    



    Then Sigurd notices her still dirty face and clothes, and says, "Go take a shower."



    



    "Want to peek? I'll leave the door open for you!" Kiana tilts her head, grinning mischievously.



    



    Sigurd flicks her forehead. "Get lost."



    



    "No fun! It's a benefit, you know? Not anyone can just see me bathe, people outside would kill for that!"



    



    "You want to show people outside?" Sigurd leans in, his eyes narrowing with a deathly glare.



    



    Kiana shrinks her neck again, weakly saying, "I was just joking…"



    



    "Not funny. Go take a shower."



    



    Sigurd grabs her by the collar, drags her to the bathroom door, tosses her inside, and shuts the door.



    



    "I didn't bring my clothes!"



    



    "I put them by the door."



    



    "Oh."



    



    "Come out for dinner after you’re done."



    



    "Oh."



    



    Then Sigurd leaves the room.



    



    Half a minute later, Kiana, wrapped in a towel, exposing her flawless legs, cracks open the bathroom door, peeking out cautiously.



    



    "Sig really left? Damn!"



    



    Kiana mutters, pouting. She loosens the towel around her chest.



    



    What she sees makes her swallow hard—suddenly craving peaches. She thinks, off-topic, that she should ask Sigurd to buy some tomorrow.



    



    Since it involves food, Kiana mentally notes it down to make sure she doesn’t forget.



    



    She peeks out further, her toes, round and smooth, wiggling restlessly, looking almost translucent in their purity.



    



    "Not attractive? Not appealing? Hmph!"



    



    Kiana puffs her cheeks in frustration, closes the door with a bang.



    



    …



    



    "Sigurd, you promised to join our livestream, how could you ditch us!"



    



    "Rozaliya is right, Sigurd. You stood us up."



    



    As dinner approaches, in the dining room, the Vodka Sisters cling to Sigurd, each shaking one of his arms.



    



    Sigurd replied nonchalantly, "I only said I'd consider it, not guaranteed."



    



    Over the years, Sigurd hasn't appeared in public often, but he has made appearances during important events to express his stance or announce decisions.



    



    He doesn't need exposure, and no one can demand it from him.



    



    Like today, when Rozaliya and Liliya were livestreaming, Sigurd was busy with paperwork and checking Kiana's homework, with no intention of appearing.



    



    However, the Vodka Sisters didn’t see it that way.



    



    Rozaliya: "Not acceptable, I want compensation!"



    



    Liliya: "Yes, compensation."



    



    Sigurd looked at the sisters and asked confidently, "What do you want?"



    



    "Just sign here," Rozaliya said mischievously, handing over a folded piece of paper with only a signature space visible.



    



    Sigurd unfolded the paper, and with the sisters’ changing expressions, saw what it was—a marriage application.



    



    The groom was Sigurd, and the brides were Rozaliya and Liliya—both had already scribbled their names in the bride's signature section.



    



    Boom!



    



    Sigurd's face remained impassive as flames ignited in his hand, reducing the paper to ashes. The sisters lowered their heads in disappointment.



    



    Liliya: "Stupid Rozaliya, it's your fault again."



    



    Rozaliya: "It’s okay, there’s always next time. For our debts, for endless beautiful dresses and delicious food, we mustn’t give up."



    



    Liliya: "Rozaliya is right, we won't give up."



    



    Rozaliya: "Vodka Sisters, fighto!"



    



    Hand in hand, they ran off as if nothing had happened.



    



    Sigurd watched them go with a blank expression, shaking his head, a hint of a smile in his eyes.



    



    They're still just kids, with their endless, laughable marriage proposals, all for debts and food—classic them.



    



    "Sigurd~ here’s your dinner," Seele said, bringing a lavish meal and placing it in front of him. The main dish was authentic Yangzhou fried rice.



    



    Seele, though only fourteen, prepared meals that were always beautifully presented and delicious. Her every move exuded the aura of a perfect housewife.



    



    "AWSL," came a voice from Bronya, not far away, a rare gentle smile on her face.



    



    Seele, holding the tray, blushed all the way to her ears. "Bronya, stop saying weird things you found online."



    



    Bronya, patting Seele's head, replied seriously, "No, I'm serious."



    



    "Bronya…" "Seele…" "Bronya…" "Seele…"



    



    Crack!



    



    Sin Mal's super-strong alloy chopsticks snapped.



    



    At this moment, Kiana was joking with Mei, making the normally reserved Mei blush furiously with her inherited teasing skills.



    



    Then, a piece of broken chopstick flew through the air and hit Kiana on the head.



    



    "Ow! Simbalah, are you challenging me?"



    



    "No, it’s just your bad luck."



    



    "…Fine, dinner's more important, I'll let it slide!"



    



    The two glared at each other, huffed, and turned away.



    



    A few years ago, their height and build were similar. Now, Kiana had grown into a curvy young woman, while Sin Mal was just starting her development, still slim and petite.



    



    They looked like an older and younger sister arguing, a charming sight compared to their much earlier childish squabbles.



    



    Sigurd watched silently, noting Sin Mal's clenched jaw as she stared at the figure of Seele.



    



    He sighed, patted Sin Mal's head.



    



    "Sigurd ❤～～"



    



    "Yes, be good," he said flatly, soothing Sin Mal.



    



    Then Kiana, chewing on her spoon, made a fuss again.



    



    ——So troublesome.



    



    "Pfft!" Wendy, who had been quietly observing, couldn't help but laugh—her favorite sight was Sigurd being flustered by these girls.



    



    Serves you right for always bullying girls!



    



    No way I'm helping you, suffer!



    



    Sigurd shot her a glance, silently noting it down, then sighed, his face showing a deadpan expression, and said, "（눈_눈）Let's eat."

  
    After dinner, it was time to relax.



    



    As usual, Sigurd was sitting in his room, writing and organizing his thoughts on the projection screen, completing his theories or handling some tasks he missed during the day.



    



    Bronya, wearing a VR headset, was rapidly manipulating something in the air.



    



    She probably found a game she liked and was working hard to rank up.



    



    Kiana, with her head on the table, had a cup of chilled fruit parfait in front of her, spooning it into her mouth with each bite showing a look of bliss.



    



    She was always creative in strange ways, like eating while lying down.



    



    Sin Mal was resting her chin in her hands, glancing at Sigurd deep in thought, then at Bronya, who was waving her hands, looking even more adorable than usual, with little flowers of joy and happiness blooming behind her.



    



    This was their daily routine—dull yet everyone enjoyed it.



    



    "My lord, Principal Theresa and Ms. Himeko are here to visit. Shall I let them in?"



    



    "Let them in."



    



    Responding to Icarus' request, Sigurd looked up, seeming a bit puzzled.



    



    Soon, a certain little white-haired loli kicked open the door, waving her small fists in a flurry, shouting as she charged at Sigurd.



    



    "I watched the livestream. How dare you bully my adorable niece! I'm going to beat you up!"



    



    "Ora! Ora! Ora!"



    



    Her stance was formidable, but Sigurd merely extended a finger to her forehead, and all her punches landed in the air, achieving nothing.



    



    "Ora! Ora! Ora!"



    



    Theresa tried hard to push forward, but she couldn't budge Sigurd's finger. After a while, she bent over, supporting her knees, panting heavily.



    



    "Principal Theresa, why the late-night visit?"



    



    "I'm here... huff... to stand up for my niece! How could you use a drone swarm and laser cannon on Kiana? She lost two hairs!"



    



    Before Sigurd could respond, Kiana raised her hand and said, "I’ve already told you, I’m not your niece. I’m just a clone."



    



    "It doesn't matter! You’re my niece. When I rescue the other Kiana, I'll have two nieces!"



    



    Theresa stood with hands on her hips, looking triumphant as if she had struck a great deal. Sigurd finally looked away from his virtual screens and at Theresa.



    



    "So, do you have any leads?"



    



    "None at all! Argh! Where on earth did my wretched grandpa hide the other Kiana? I even tried bribing that useless maid with my charms, but found nothing!"



    



    Theresa screamed in frustration, clutching her head.



    



    "Keep trying then."



    



    Sigurd lost interest and returned his focus to his work. If the other Kiana’s whereabouts were easy to find, he’d have met her by now.



    



    Years ago, he could deduce she was in the headquarters of Schicksal. But over the years, as Sigurd grew stronger, Otto's defenses became increasingly impenetrable.



    



    Finding that Kiana might only be possible by capturing Otto and extracting the information from his brain.



    



    The more difficult the search, the more Sigurd prioritized finding the other Kiana.



    



    Otto's extreme secrecy indicated that this Kiana held unimaginable value, possibly even more than the artificial Herrscher Kiana on Sigurd's side.



    



    Kiana on this side was already a major headache. The other Kiana seemed equally troublesome.



    



    Perhaps the name "Kiana" was his insurmountable hurdle.



    



    Sigurd paused, glancing at Kiana who was resisting Theresa's embrace, and sighed silently.



    



    "Don't be shy, Kiana. Let your auntie hug you. Auntie hasn't seen you in months."



    



    "No! I've told you I'm not that Kiana!"



    



    "It’s okay, Auntie’s love for you is genuine! Hehe!"



    



    Theresa admitted she had a moment of disgust when she first met Kiana and learned her true identity. But Kiana was truly a good kid, inheriting Cecilia's kindness and bravery, and eventually, Theresa was won over.



    



    After all, only her grandpa was at fault. What did it have to do with this Kiana?



    



    Once she figured it out, Theresa couldn't suppress her auntly love for this Kiana—after all, she carried Cecilia's blood.



    



    "I really... I'm not..."



    



    Kiana pushed away, looking helpless.



    



    She already felt guilty enough for taking the name "Kiana." She was used to it and used to hearing it from Sigurd and others.



    



    She could do without "Kaslana," but not "Kiana."



    



    If she continued to enjoy Theresa's affection, the guilt would crush her.



    



    Suddenly, Theresa's short legs floated off the ground. Himeko arrived late, holding Theresa like a naughty child.



    



    She smiled apologetically at Kiana, then turned to Sigurd.



    



    "Sorry for the disturbance. I couldn't keep an eye on her. Hope she didn't trouble you."



    



    Sigurd said nothing. Kiana, however, patted her chest, relieved and said, "Auntie Himeko-"



    



    "Hm?"



    



    In an instant, Kiana felt like she fell into an icy abyss.



    



    Under Sigurd’s terrifying high-pressure training, her survival skills were maxed out, and she quickly corrected herself.



    



    "Sis Himeko, good evening!"



    



    "Good evening, Kiana."



    



    Himeko nodded, smiling. Her mature and enchanting demeanor momentarily overwhelmed all the girls in the room.



    



    Only Sigurd, unfazed, asked, "So, what’s the business?"



    



    "Mainly about St. Freya's exchange students and updating the Honkai energy monitoring technology at the Far East branch. We need detailed discussions."



    



    "Fine. Stay a few days, we’ll talk."



    



    "Gladly. We’ll head down now."



    



    Sigurd nodded and cut off Bronya's game signal. Completely absorbed in the game, Bronya jumped up, removed her VR headset, and glared.



    



    "Sigurd!"



    



    "Go with Sin Mal and arrange rooms for Ms. Himeko and Principal Theresa."



    



    "You cut off my ranking streak!"



    



    "A rare metal mine opened in the north. It's yours."



    



    "Understood. Please follow me."



    



    Bronya, though visibly annoyed, politely escorted the two out.



    



    Soon, the room was empty again. Kiana finished her parfait, even licking the cup clean.



    



    "Sig, a refill... Of course, if you want to drink from this cup, I wouldn’t mind either."



    



    Bang!



    



    With a light tap on Kiana’s head, Sigurd said, “It’s time to sleep. Don’t eat so much cold and sweet stuff.”



    



    “Oh…”



    



    “We’ll be heading to the moon in a few days. This trip will take at least half a month. Now that it’s just the two of us, is there anything you want to tell me?”



    



    Sigurd emphasized the "just the two of us" part slightly.



    



    Kiana looked up at the ceiling, scratched her chin in deep thought, then raised her finger and said, “Eat well, sleep well, and remember to miss me!”



    



    “…Anything else?”



    



    “Hmm… drink more hot water and remember to miss me!”



    



    “You can roundly roll back to sleep now.”



    



    “Oh, then good night!”



    



    Kiana turned around, humming a tune as she walked out of the room.



    



    Once everyone else had left, Sigurd closed his work windows, crossed his fingers on his lap, and looked up at the moon outside the window, sighing softly.



    



    “Bringing Theresa over to remind you of your identity still elicited no reaction from you.”



    



    “I’ve tried similar indirect hints several times over the past three months. Are you really unaware of the probes from Sirin and me, or are you just… unwilling to speak?”



    



    In the dim room, Sigurd rubbed his temples, feeling a long-awaited headache.



    



    He suspected that Kiana might know more about her deeper nature, with an 80% certainty.



    



    However, Kiana’s choice to hide and evade was also understandable.



    



    Sigurd’s original self, his parents, most of the children from the original orphanage, and Cecilia… all were tragedies created by the Second Eruption.



    



    With Kiana’s personality, she couldn’t possibly accept it.



    



    Even for Sigurd, untying this emotional knot seemed overwhelming.



    



    “The moon… you want to go there so badly, even playing small tricks in front of me. What exactly are you planning? Hopefully, it’s the right place…”



    



    Sigurd calculated some things, closed his eyes, and let out a long sigh.

  
    Three days later, at a plaza somewhere in the Anti-Entropy headquarters, a tall silver-gray rocket stood, with those about to embark on the journey and those seeing them off below.



    



    “Mei Mei, I’m leaving now. You must remember to miss me! And, don’t you dare look for any other girls while I’m gone, got it?”



    



    “Kiana, what are you talking about? It’s just a trip to the moon. You’ll be back soon. Remember to behave out there.”



    



    For Raiden Mei, who was used to Kiana’s usual antics, she could only helplessly pat her silver-haired head, half-amused and half-exasperated.



    



    After several years of studying under Dr. Einstein, Raiden Mei had seen many big scenes.



    



    A trip to the moon might seem rare to outsiders, but to her, it wasn’t a big deal at all.



    



    Firstly, the rocket and space travel technology were absolutely reliable.



    



    Secondly, even if something went wrong, they had several strong warriors with them, each carrying black armor that ensured safety. Anti-Entropy also had the technology for space rescue.



    



    Lastly, both Sigurd and Welt had the ability to traverse space.



    



    If all else failed, they could even seek help from Schicksal!



    



    “Sister Bronya, stay safe.”



    



    “Mm, see you when I get back, Seele.”



    



    “Sister Bronya…”



    



    “Seele…”



    



    Sin Mal stood alone on the side, gritting her teeth as she watched, her wide eyes filled with jealous red streaks.



    



    Sigurd patted her head.



    



    “Be good.”



    



    “Sigurd❤～～”



    



    “Outer space is different from the inside of planets. Be careful and don’t get into danger.”



    



    “Yes～～”



    



    Sigurd initially just wanted to pat her head for comfort, but Sin Mal quickly clung to his arm, snuggling up to him with a birdlike dependence, her face full of shy, adorable blushes.



    



    This scene was seen by Kiana, who was still acting cute and whining to Raiden Mei.



    



    “Hi-yah!”



    



    A flying kick sliced through the air but was intercepted by Sin Mal.



    



    “Let go of Sig! How dare you sneak around while I’m not watching!?”



    



    “You think you can order me around, you stupid fish? Why not go cling to your girl instead?”



    



    “Mei is Mei, and Sig is Sig. How can they be the same?”



    



    “Hmph!”



    



    Sin Mal sneered disdainfully.



    



    A vein popped on Kiana’s forehead, and she retaliated with a punch.



    



    Sin Mal also clenched her fist, powerful energy surging within her small frame.



    



    Boom! Boom!



    



    A second later, Kiana and Sin Mal lay sprawled at Sigurd’s feet, bumps on their heads, and the metal floor beneath them cracked.



    



    “Phew—”



    



    Sigurd blew on his fist without a change in expression.



    



    His cold gaze swept around, seeing Bronya unfazed, Seele lowering her head submissively at him, Raiden Mei trembling as usual, Wendy’s gaze wandering around at anything but him, and the Vodka sisters silent with fear.



    



    Only Theresa, spinning her arms, charged at Sigurd.



    



    “How dare you bully my niece!?”



    



    Bang!



    



    Sigurd blew on his fist again, now with another small girl at his feet, and the noise ceased.



    



    “Bronya, check the rocket status and confirm the launch procedure.”



    



    “Yes, Sir.”



    



    Bronya saluted and jogged to the rocket’s control panel, rapidly inputting commands.



    



    “Everything is normal. We are ready for launch, Sir!”



    



    Moments later, Bronya returned to Sigurd, reporting with her head raised.



    



    It was quite remarkable; after all these years, Kiana and Raiden Mei’s growth was evident, but Bronya, who wasn’t much younger, seemed not to have grown at all—short, which perfectly described Bronya now and was also her taboo.



    



    Looking at his cute little secretary, who barely reached his chest, Sigurd patted her head.



    



    “Hmm. There are 30,000 drones on standby in the rocket. Use them if needed. The swarm on the moon is quite substantial; deploy them as necessary. Keep an eye on them and don’t let them cause trouble or embarrass us.”



    



    “Yes, Sir!”



    



    “Go ahead, safe travels.”



    



    “Thank you, Sir!”



    



    Bronya saluted again, then grabbed Kiana by the collar with one hand and Sin Mal with the other, jumping straight into the high cockpit.



    



    Minutes later, accompanied by mechanical sounds, the tall rocket trembled and slowly lifted off, propelled by smokeless blue flames, heading skyward.



    



    “Kiana, come back soon～”



    



    “Sister Bronya, everyone, safe travels!”



    



    “Niece, stay safe～”



    



    Raiden Mei, Seele, and the bumped-headed Theresa waved and shouted at the rocket, though their voices likely didn’t reach inside.



    



    At this moment, Wendy nudged Sigurd’s arm with her elbow.



    



    Sigurd looked down at Wendy, who was no taller than Bronya.



    



    “What is it?”



    



    “Just letting them go like that, aren’t you worried about not saying a proper goodbye?”



    



    “Scientific matters are hard to explain to someone like you.”



    



    All necessary calculations and preparations had been repeatedly confirmed, and the rocket was fine. As for Sin Mal and Kiana—wasn’t the reliable Bronya sent along to keep them in check?



    



    Wendy’s teasing smile stiffened.



    



    “What do you mean someone like me!? I aced all my theoretical exams, okay!”



    



    “Exams are exams, research is research. That’s why I said it’s hard to explain to a layman like you.”



    



    “…You’re just pretending not to care. Anyone can see you’re worried!”



    



    Wendy spread her hands and rolled her eyes.



    



    After all this time together, she could tell whether Sigurd’s expressionless face meant calm or worry.



    



    —It’s definitely not because she spends her free time observing him when he’s busy doing work, she’s just naturally perceptive!



    



    Wendy nodded to herself, her mind wandering—now that the Black Armor trio was away, wouldn’t the girls crowding around Sigurd decrease by a lot…?



    



    Hmmm…. Should she make a move…?



    



    Wendy shook her head, patted her face, and took deep breaths to calm her rising temperature.



    



    Seeing her inexplicable reaction, Sigurd frowned.



    



    “Did you forget to take your medicine?”



    



    “Buzz off!”



    



    Wendy rolled her eyes.



    



    Sigurd patted her head and changed the subject.



    



    “Guard the headquarters with Mei. Dr. Einstein will also be back to oversee things.”



    



    “Oh… wait, you’re leaving?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “Where? For how long?”



    



    “I have an appointment with Chiyuan Immortal, about half a month.”



    



    “Half a month… huh!?”



    



    Wendy looked as if struck by lightning, eyes wide.



    



    Half a month… by the time he’s back, he’d be inseparable from the Black Armor trio again!



    



    “Idiot! Just boldly sneak into his bed at night and everything will be settled!”



    



    “Shut up! I’m underage!”



    



    “Hm?”



    



    “Nothing, just talking to my other self.”



    



    “Communication is good. When the time is right, I can give you the 'Gem of Desire.' As long as you maintain your heart, being a Herrscher isn’t bad. Didn’t Welt gain many loyal followers too?”



    



    Sigurd said without noticing Wendy’s subtle expression and turned to leave.



    



    “Keep hesitating over age and you’ll miss your chance.”



    



    “Argh! I told you to shut up!”



    



    “Hmph! I don’t mind, just hope someone doesn’t cry too hard. First love, sweet and bitter!”



    



    “It’s not first love! Shut up!”



    



    Wendy tugged at her unusual black-and-green hair, her voice uncontrollably loud, not noticing the sympathetic looks around her.



    



    Raiden Mei and Seele exchanged glances, scratching their faces awkwardly.



    



    How to put it, they probably understood Wendy’s state better than anyone present—it’s what happens when there’s an extra person inside you.

  
    "Chiyuan Immortal, it's been a long time."



    



    "Just call me Fu Hua, Sigurd. Are we setting off now?"



    



    "No rush. We can chat for a bit. They need to inspect the space station first before heading to the moon. We have enough time."



    



    "Good. I'll go make some tea. Please wait a moment."



    



    At Mount Taixu, a gentle breeze rustled through the trees, casting dappled shadows.



    



    Sigurd watched Fu Hua’s slender figure as she walked away, feeling a bit more relaxed.



    



    Then, a cute little Book of Fuxi crawled onto his shoulder and tugged at his hair.



    



    "Hey! Were you staring? Isn’t my Immortal beautiful?"



    



    "She is."



    



    "Right? I tell you, with her looks, even ancient emperors would be infatuated, abandoning their thrones just to chase her. I’ve seen it happen many times."



    



    "Oh? Was there such history?"



    



    "Hmph! You don’t know enough. Back in the Tang Dynasty, an emperor once met Hua, and after returning, he was so smitten he wrote hundreds of poems and painted countless pictures, all professing his love for her. He even took her portrait into his tomb after he died, such deep affection!"



    



    Book of Fuxi’s small legs dangled and occasionally kicked Sigurd, causing a slight tingling sensation.



    



    As she continued her vivid storytelling, Fu Hua returned with a tray of tea and snacks.



    



    "Book of Fuxi!"



    



    "Oops! Did I talk too much? Just wanted to let this young man know how amazing our Immortal is. Look, our Immortal is strong, beautiful, kind, and righteous. And you’re so talented… How about you marry her? Think about it, you’re both fusion warriors with no lifespan limitations, a perfect match!"



    



    "Book of Fuxi!!"



    



    Fu Hua picked up Book of Fuxi, placing her in her palm, and used her other hand to press down on Book of Fuxi’s little head as punishment.



    



    Book of Fuxi stuck out her tongue, her head wobbling but showing no fear.



    



    Blushing slightly, Fu Hua apologized to Sigurd.



    



    "Sorry, Book of Fuxi is like this, always playful. Please don’t mind."



    



    "It’s alright. Listening to Book of Fuxi’s stories is quite interesting."



    



    "Those are just made-up tales, not to be taken seriously."



    



    "I’m just listening as fun anecdotes. But when it comes to matters of love, I prefer to let nature take its course. I’m not currently interested in such things. With the Honkai threat not yet over, settling down wouldn’t bring peace of mind."



    



    Sigurd sighed and shook his head.



    



    Book of Fuxi pushed Fu Hua’s finger away.



    



    "You two can fight together! With the Immortal by your side, you’d have nothing to worry about. I tell you, with any other girl, you’d always worry about her safety. But with the Immortal, even if you’re in danger, she’ll be fine!"



    



    "Book of Fuxi!!!"



    



    Fu Hua finally got angry, pinching Book of Fuxi’s little head, lifting her to eye level and glaring.



    



    Book of Fuxi’s body swayed in the air, her hands folded inside her sleeves, unfazed.



    



    "So what? You think you can get angry with me? From the day I woke up, Mount Taixu has been under my rule! If you have a problem, keep it to yourself! With your blockhead, if I don’t worry, you’ll end up a spinster for 50,000 years!"



    



    Fu Hua puffed up her cheeks, looking like an annoyed young girl, shaking Book of Fuxi up and down.



    



    But that was all she dared to do; no further punishment was given.



    



    The years since Book of Fuxi’s awakening had been overwhelmingly blissful for Fu Hua, making her nearly drowning in happiness.



    



    The deeply ingrained loneliness vanished overnight, waking each day to Book of Fuxi’s lively voice, watching her mischievously create countless exasperating situations—this was paradise for Fu Hua.



    



    If not for the ongoing Honkai threat, Fu Hua would have gladly lived with Book of Fuxi forever, until Book of Fuxi returned to sleep and they could eternally rest together.



    



    How could she dare to punish Book of Fuxi?



    



    Saying that Fu Hua is treating her like a delicate treasure was not an exaggeration.



    



    This favoritism emboldened Book of Fuxi, who became increasingly brazen.



    



    Dizzied by the shaking, Book of Fuxi finally stopped spouting embarrassing remarks.



    



    Fu Hua then set her down on a soft cloth on the table, sighing in relief, and turned to Sigurd.



    



    "Kiana has started to come into contact with Sirin’s consciousness, hasn’t she?"



    



    Fu Hua asked.



    



    Sigurd sighed.



    



    "About 90% there. To be honest, Sirin doesn’t worry me. At this point, I can defeat any Herrscher except the Finality. But Sirin and Kiana share one body, or rather, Sirin is the original personality while Kiana is her secondary personality that sprouted because she lost her memory… I’m really unsure how to handle this flawlessly."



    



    "You’re worried because you care."



    



    Fu Hua chuckled.



    



    Over the years, she had witnessed Sigurd’s capabilities.



    



    In terms of strength, scientific knowledge, and strategy, he seemed to embody perfection.



    



    But whenever it involved Kiana, he became irrational.



    



    Sigurd rubbed his temples, acknowledging his concern.



    



    "Perhaps."



    



    "On matters of consciousness, leave it to me. For the Herrscher’s power, we’ll join forces. As for Kiana’s personality… you know, love is a weakness, but it also provides armor. As long as you’re there, I believe Kiana can overcome this. She’s never been a fragile child."



    



    Fu Hua spoke confidently.



    



    She had to be confident.



    



    If something happened to Kiana… she couldn’t imagine, nor dared to think about what Sigurd did.



    



    "Anyway, I’ll be counting on you. The moon is a good place, vast and empty, with no worries about collateral damage or Kiana’s issues being exposed. Plus, it’s almost entirely free from Otto’s prying and interference. I believe it’s the best place to resolve this."



    



    "You’re too kind. Setting aside the great cause of fighting Honkai, Kiana once called me teacher. Given her integrity and kindness, there’s no way I’d stand by."



    



    They smiled at each other.



    



    Sigurd felt most of his anxiety dissipate, gaining more confidence as he looked at the naturally harmonized Fu Hua.



    



    "Wait! If the Immortal is going to help, you need to pay a fee first!"



    



    Book of Fuxi jumped between them, holding out her hand, instantly breaking the warm and harmonious atmosphere.



    



    "Book of Fuxi!!!"



    



    "Alright, alright, no more jokes. Young man, blockhead, are you both really planning to intervene in that girl and the Herrscher of the Void’s struggle from the consciousness level?"



    



    Book of Fuxi turned serious, looking up at the two of them.



    



    Sigurd and Fu Hua both nodded simultaneously.



    



    Book of Fuxi sighed deeply, lowering her head.



    



    "Such a situation never occurred in the previous civilization. My database lacks any reference, but I know the dangers are immense. I can’t stop you, but please be extremely careful... Especially you, blockhead. You’re the type who would give up your life if necessary. Promise me, come back safely. Without you, I have no purpose."



    



    "Book of Fuxi..."



    



    Fu Hua gazed at Book of Fuxi with sorrow and affection, reaching out to touch her.



    



    Book of Fuxi stopped Fu Hua’s hand with a finger.



    



    "Hey! Don’t create a parting atmosphere! I’m just warning you. Young man, since you’re borrowing the Immortal from me, make sure to bring her back in one piece. Memory loss is fine; she’s lost her memory more than once. But she must come back alive, understand?"



    



    "I will."



    



    Sigurd nodded, making his promise.



    



    Then he turned to Fu Hua, his expression serious.



    



    "Well, it’s about time. Let’s set off after finishing this pot of tea."



    



    "Alright."



    



    Sigurd and Fu Hua lifted their teacups, and Book of Fuxi held her tiny cup as well. The three of them sat and drank together.



    



    Half an hour later, Book of Fuxi stood on the teapot, gazing at the sky where the two had disappeared, and slowly sat down.



    



    She said nothing, just waited. Waiting for the day the Immortal would return, ready to greet her with a bright smile and enthusiastic welcome, just as she had awaited her return from demon slaying centuries ago.



    



    "Just this time, please don’t forget me again, blockhead..."

  
    Traversing the starry sky has been a long-standing dream of humanity.



    



    Thanks to technological advances, modern humans have achieved this feat.



    



    However, this is often done within the confines of layered steel machines or at the very least, clad in thick, sealed protective armor to barely stay briefly in the dark void of space.



    



    Now, aboard a simple silver shuttle, two figures sat facing each other.



    



    One in silver-white, the other in light gray.



    



    Their hair floated slightly due to inertia, with nothing but the vast blue planet and the boundless darkness as their backdrop.



    



    This was outer space, a feat that defied the very concept of life.



    



    Fu Hua's eyebrows were slightly furrowed, her face somewhat pale.



    



    "Feeling uncomfortable?" Sigurd asked indifferently as he placed a black metal chess piece on the strong magnetic chessboard between them.



    



    Playing chess in space might be pretentious or even absurd, but Sigurd thought it was fitting while traveling with Fu Hua.



    



    It is well known that sound cannot travel in a vacuum.



    



    Sound is a form of vibration that needs a medium to reach the eardrum, allowing people to hear it.



    



    In the vacuum of space, there is no such medium, but Honkai energy can be used to transmit the energy of vibrations.



    



    So Sigurd could speak.



    



    As for why such an implausible operation could be performed—the superiority of Honkai knowledge, of course!



    



    "Yes, a little," Fu Hua replied. Her voice was transmitted directly into Sigurd's mind.



    



    She couldn’t perform the intricate operations Sigurd could, but telepathic communication was not difficult for the wielder of Fenghuang Down.



    



    She then placed a white piece on the board.



    



    Sigurd glanced at the board, countless possibilities flashing through his mind before he placed another piece.



    



    He said, "Don’t resist the changes in your body. You can adapt to this environment. Perhaps, in the fierce civilizational conflicts of the previous era, you already experienced this but forgot."



    



    "I will adapt. Future wars indeed have the potential to extend beyond the planet. Not adapting to this environment is a weakness," Fu Hua responded.



    



    The sound from her consciousness allowed Sigurd to clearly sense the helplessness within but also the resolve.



    



    Sigurd nodded and continued, "Don’t be confined by the so-called human body. Whether you are human is determined by your heart and attitude, not your physical capabilities. You must acknowledge that from the day we became fusion warriors, we became different. Immortal, ageless, unconstrained by eating, drinking, or breathing. What ordinary people see as fatal weaknesses are not much more than a cut on the back of the hand for us."



    



    Sigurd placed another piece, causing Fu Hua to furrow her brows deeply.



    



    No matter how many strategies she tried, it seemed Sigurd could block her path within a few moves.



    



    Was the difference in their chess skills really this vast?



    



    Sigurd continued, "You have a heartbeat, breathing, body temperature, and blood flowing. When you're injured, your blood is red just like anyone else's. But these are only superficial similarities. In fact, your genetic composition and structure, the operation mechanism and strength of each cell, are completely different from ordinary people."



    



    Fu Hua looked up at Sigurd, realizing that he seemed to be giving a lesson.



    



    "The moment you stepped into deep space, a different mechanism started working in your bloodstream. It's no longer oxygen or your heart pushing the blood flow, but rather, it's the Honkai energy. Your internal environment is automatically adjusting to adapt to the external vacuum. Your skin cells are active, rejoicing as they are no longer useless like they were on the planet's surface. They've armored themselves, making your skin, although still fair and smooth, perfectly resistant to the cold and deadly radiation of deep space, even absorbing the sparse materials in space to maintain your body's functioning."



    



    As Sigurd spoke, he gently lifted Fu Hua's hand and brushed her smooth, jade-like arm, causing a slight tingling sensation.



    



    This was purely instructional, with no hint of intimacy, but Fu Hua's cheeks still flushed.



    



    In her fragmented memories, she had never experienced such close contact with the opposite sex.



    



    Even during the long years she couldn't remember, Fu Hua instinctively felt that such experiences were nonexistent.



    



    She quickly adjusted her mindset, calmly listening to Sigurd.



    



    Unlike some naive girls who might get angry or flustered by Sigurd's blank face, Fu Hua maintained her composure.



    



    Sigurd released her hand and then lifted a strand of her silky, light-gray hair, continuing, "Your body is adapting to this environment, from your organs and limbs down to each blood cell and even every strand of hair. They are all adjusting to enable you to stand in deep space. Don't resist this change... Hmm? Why is your face so red? Are you feeling unwell?"



    



    "...No, please continue."



    



    Fu Hua's voice echoed in Sigurd's mind.



    



    The emotional transmission of telepathy was strong, making Sigurd sense an unusual, almost panicky emotion.



    



    "Is it because you left the planet? Don't worry, I have the flight path in my mind. Even if the spaceship malfunctions, I can use the propulsion of 'Judgement of Shamash' to take you back."



    



    "Mm..."



    



    "Are you really okay? Is it that time of the month? Hmm, I haven't really researched the menstrual cycles of female fusion warriors... Is it inconvenient for you?"



    



    "I'm fine. Let's continue playing chess."



    



    Fu Hua decisively replied in Sigurd's mind.



    



    Sigurd paused, slightly regretful, and nodded.



    



    He genuinely felt regretful since it was an unresearched topic.



    



    His curiosity was aroused, and not satisfying it was torturous for a science enthusiast like him.



    



    So, Sigurd proceeded to defeat Fu Hua thoroughly on the chessboard.



    



    Three minutes later, Fu Hua held a white piece, looking at the chessboard with no room for maneuver, her eye twitching slightly as she crushed the metal piece in her hand.



    



    "Do you want to continue?"



    



    "No, I admit defeat. My skills are inferior."



    



    "Don’t take you lost to the heart. You're playing with strategies and patterns, while I'm simply calculating what’s the best move to win. Only Otto might be able to defeat me.”



    



    "I feel like you have a high opinion of Otto."



    



    Fu Hua sat cross-legged, her hands on her knees, tilting her head with a curious look in her clear eyes.



    



    Sigurd smiled slightly, "I am, he's a madman for sure, but you can't deny he's a genius."



    



    "I never deny his abilities and contributions. Otherwise, I wouldn't have sought his protection for Shenzhou when my strength faded. But, dealing with a tiger rarely ends well. Otto is far more than a fierce tiger. Be careful."



    



    "I grasp his deepest weakness and never underestimate his danger. Rest assured, I'm much safer than you. I'm curious, though—what gave you the confidence to deliver goods to Otto? Frankly, with your straightforward and honest nature, Book of Fuxi might have sold you out several times, and you'd still help her count the money."



    



    "Book of Fuxi... Maybe she did sell me out during the years I can't remember."



    



    Fu Hua smiled.



    



    Since Book of Fuxi Shu's resurrection, she often seemed more like a lively but gentle girl than a lifeless, exquisite puppet.



    



    Sigurd raised an eyebrow, "You're not angry about being sold out?"



    



    "Why should I be? For someone like me who often forgets the people around her, if Book of Fuxi can be happy, it's fine if she sells me a few times. As long as... she doesn't abandon me."



    



    "You are too humble."



    



    Sigurd shook his head and continued, "Book of Fuxi said you are her reason for existing. Don't be so humble and cautious. It worries her."



    



    Fu Hua was silent for a moment, then sighed, "Maybe. But I can't help it. When Book of Fuxi first woke up, I had no memory of her. Memory fades, but some things don't. The feeling of regaining something lost is hard to explain for someone who often loses their past. You helped me recover a treasure I had forgotten, and I can never repay that kindness. Thank you."



    



    "Don't mention it. It was just a way to win you over, and it worked better than I expected."



    



    "...You are very straightforward."



    



    "Lying for no reason wastes time and mental energy. Speaking of which, I have something I need your help with now."



    



    "Go ahead."



    



    "Can I study your psychological issues?"



    



    "Eh?"



    



    Fu Hua blinked in confusion, looking particularly adorable.



    



    Sigurd rubbed his chin, his expression serious, "I am already a fusion warrior. Although the perfect experimental design allowed me to grow to this extent, I've nearly reached my limit. From now on, like you, I will have a long life and youth. A few hundred years should be fine, but for thousands or tens of thousands of years, if nothing happens to my body, I have to consider psychological issues. I don't think you're a good reference since you often lose your memory... I feel Otto's psyche might be more instructive."



    



    Sigurd spoke earnestly, while Fu Hua shook her head with a smile.



    



    "Your considerations are thorough and far-sighted. Sure, come to me anytime you need. As for Otto, be careful and good luck."



    



    "Thank you. We have thirteen more hours to the moon, and Kiana and the others will take two more days. Do you need a movie or game? Don't worry, my equipment is space-proof. Or, you could take a nap?"



    



    "No, I'll just look at the stars. They're quite beautiful."



    



    Fu Hua said leisurely.



    



    Sigurd nodded in agreement.



    



    Yes, the starry sky is beautiful.



    



    If it weren't for Kiana's problem, it would be even more beautiful.



    



    Sigurd looked up at the increasingly massive moon and sighed inwardly.



    



    He decided, once the problem was solved, he'd give Fu Hua 120 sets of test papers.



    



    Keeping her mentally active would prevent her from overthinking.

  
    "Achoo!"



    



    Departing from the nearly one-quarter completed equatorial space station, the silver spaceship had already traveled more than a third of the way to the moon.



    



    Suddenly, Kiana sneezed violently.



    



    "Strange, is someone talking about me? Could it be my dear Mei missing me already? Or maybe it's Sigurd... Ah, I really am sinful, being missed by so many people just after leaving. The pressure is immense!"



    



    Kiana rubbed her nose and couldn't help but puff out her chest with pride.



    



    Compared to her two companions, she indeed had a well-proportioned and striking figure.



    



    "Idiot, disgusting, completely unaware."



    



    Sin Mal glanced at her coldly, full of disdain and disgust.



    



    Kiana rolled her eyes.



    



    "Little brat, I know you're jealous of my great figure. Take your time growing up... though no matter how much you grow, you'll never match my golden ratio. Maybe you'll be a skinny, flat-chested kid your whole life. Hmph~"



    



    Patting Sin Mal's head, Kiana grinned smugly.



    



    However, she had completely forgotten that there was an even smaller girl present, who was extremely sensitive about her development.



    



    "Execute program A3."



    



    Ahead, Bronya, who was operating the spaceship, spoke without turning her head.



    



    Her cold, ruthless tone was very much like Sigurd's usual way of speaking, making Kiana shiver instinctively.



    



    In the next second, several worker drones flew out from the corner and started precise and continuous strikes on Kiana.



    



    Bang! Bang! Bang!



    



    Thirty seconds later, a bruised and battered Kiana curled up in her seat, weakly murmuring, "I'm sorry, I got too carried away."



    



    Normally, Kiana wouldn't be so scared of Bronya, but on this trip, Bronya represented Sigurd's will.



    



    And the drones represented Sigurd to some extent as well—so she couldn't afford to mess with them.



    



    "It's okay, I'm not mad."



    



    Bronya said calmly, letting the drones return to their corner to rest.



    



    'Not mad, my foot...'



    



    Kiana rubbed her swollen cheeks, wincing as she felt the pain.



    



    "Serves you right, bleh~"



    



    Sin Mal stuck out her tongue at Kiana.



    



    "Behave yourselves. The spaceship is fragile. After all, we're in outer space. I don't want to be floating out there in a black suit waiting for rescue."



    



    Bronya cautioned, glancing at the two who seemed ready to argue again.



    



    For people like them, who could tear through steel with their bare hands, the spaceship was indeed fragile.



    



    A little roughhousing and it might break.



    



    "Yes..." x2



    



    The two replied obediently, sitting quietly in their seats.



    



    Bronya shook her head, sighed, and continued, "You both did well at the space station. Remember to maintain that behavior at the lunar base. We're representing headquarters' eyes and Sigurd's authority and image. In public, act like the elites you are. Got it?"



    



    "Yes!" x2



    



    "Although you usually bicker, I trust your judgment and abilities. We have about 16 hours left until we reach the moon. You can take a nap."



    



    Kiana and Sin Mal exchanged a glance, then huffed and turned away from each other.



    



    Snore—



    



    Three minutes later, Kiana's head drooped as she started snoring loudly, a bubble of snot inflating and deflating with her breath, a sign of deep sleep.



    



    "She really... fell asleep?"



    



    Bronya turned to look, unsure whether to laugh or admire.



    



    Sin Mal stroked her chin thoughtfully, then chopped Kiana's neck.



    



    Thunk!



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    The heavy blow caused Kiana to groan and pass out completely.



    



    Sin Mal then spread her hands and gave Bronya a sweet, innocent smile.



    



    "Bronya, now that she can't hear us, tell me Sigurd's secret mission! Whatever it is, I'll handle it. For Sigurd, I'll do anything!"



    



    Bronya was speechless.



    



    Sin Mal was truly reckless.



    



    "You, without me and Sigurd watching, will eventually cause trouble for society."



    



    "Ehehe!"



    



    "That wasn't a compliment... The secret mission is simple: once we reach the moon, relax a bit with Kiana. If she tries to do anything unusual, let her be as much as possible within permissible limits. Also, wait for Sigurd's instructions."



    



    "Is that all?"



    



    Sin Mal tilted her head, blinking adorably like a well-behaved girl.



    



    "That's all. This idiot probably caused some problem again. Leave it to Sigurd to handle. You should rest; there's still some time. Or should I lend you my VR headset to play?"



    



    "I want it!"



    



    "Bronya sternly declares, this is for playing games, not for sniffing or kissing like last time. Licking is also out of the question."



    



    "Oh..."



    



    Sin Mal's unusual and beautiful heterochromatic eyes dimmed, showing disappointment.



    



    It was like expecting to get a crush's worn underwear, but ending up with a new, unopened one.



    



    Bronya hesitated, wondering whether to lend it or not.



    



    ...



    



    The voyage was smooth.



    



    Sigurd had already meticulously calculated everything.



    



    Bronya's navigation was more about real-time speed confirmation.



    



    After over twenty hours of travel, the spaceship entered the moon's gravitational field and finally landed on a broad platform.



    



    Figures in white spacesuits approached the three as they disembarked.



    



    "Welcome, officers, to the lunar base. You've had a hard journey!"



    



    The greeter, in advanced but not bulky space suits, saluted briskly.



    



    As you might know, this was Chen Tianwu.



    



    Though he might not have the potential of a Herrscher due to different experiences, he was capable of becoming a key member of World Serpent.



    



    His intelligence, learning ability, and execution far exceeded ordinary people—making him a perfect tool for Sigurd.



    



    Knowing his name and reputation, Sigurd naturally didn't let him go.



    



    Moreover, in the original timeline, he had a background of severe Honkai energy erosion.



    



    Without Honkai resistance, one would die immediately upon exposure, not just be eroded.



    



    This resistance made him an important sample for a project on the moon.



    



    Bronya led, followed by Kiana and Sin Mal, and they returned a standard military salute.



    



    "Chen Tianwu, right? Sigurd mentioned you. How's the progress on the plan?"



    



    "Commander Sigurd... I hope he doesn't worry about me too much. I really don't want to work overtime anymore; I want to go home to see my sister..."



    



    Under the helmet, the once solemn gray-haired young man, with heavy dark circles, showed a deflated expression full of fatigue and despair.



    



    After sighing, Chen Tianwu continued, "As for the male stigma adjustment plan... It's not just going well, Sigurd's reputation as a universal genius is well deserved."



    



    Speaking with great admiration, Chen Tianwu gently removed his helmet.



    



    Exposed to the near-airless lunar surface and intense cosmic radiation, he nonchalantly stretched his neck before putting the helmet back on and speaking via the wireless device.



    



    "As you can see, I'm the third person in the base with a stigma and currently have the highest stigma adaptability among males. My physical functions already far exceed the average A-rank Valkyrie, with excellent adaptability to harsh environments. As for S-rank, that's a highly unstable level and can't be accurately compared. Of course, my physique is quite unique, so this situation can't be replicated. Mass-producing male warriors with Honkai resistance like Valkyries still requires more time."



    



    "That's already impressive. For thousands of years, the warriors facing Honkai have mostly been female. Despite men having greater combat potential, they've always been limited by zero resistance to Honkai energy. If this plan succeeds, or even yields some promotable results, humanity's combat power will double."



    



    "Indeed. I know it's important. Though exhausted, I accept the overtime... I hope you can tell Sigurd to at least give me more overtime pay when you return!"



    



    "I'll relay the message."



    



    Bronya chatted with Chen Tianwu as they walked into a vast, seemingly endless enclosed building complex.



    



    Sin Mal and Kiana followed closely.



    



    As the base door slowly closed, Kiana seemed to sense something, turning to look in a specific direction outside, pressing her lips together.

  
    The inspection team from Anti-Entropy's headquarters consisted of three young girls.



    



    Naturally, no one underestimated them.



    



    In a world with Valkyries, three girls from headquarters couldn't be ordinary.



    



    No one believed otherwise!



    



    "How's the progress on the pre-civilization ruins research?"



    



    "We've found some technological remnants, and the research department has made some progress. The conversion rate of the military 'Moonlight Throne' technology has improved by 0.3%, the stability of the civilian version has significantly increased; the performance of standard armor has seen some improvement; and we've discovered something new with Honkai inscription artillery, though it's still in the experimental stage. We hope Sigurd can come personally, as we can't solve it in the short term."



    



    Despite expressing a desire for Sigurd's visit, Chen Tianwu's expression twisted slightly, out of sight of the others.



    



    Bronya nodded as she walked, responding, "The gains are not insignificant, but not enough to warrant Sigurd's presence. What about the construction progress of various combat facilities?"



    



    Chen Tianwu swallowed his heartfelt relief and continued, "Overall, it's smooth. I'll show you the construction progress model stored in the core confidential library later. After that, you can select points to inspect, and we'll arrange the tours for you."



    



    "What if we want to inspect everything?"



    



    "Well, as you can see, the buildings on the surface are vast, but they are just the tip of the iceberg. Most of the main facilities are underground. To personally inspect each one—pardon my frankness—unless you plan to stay on the moon, it's better to give up."



    



    "No problem, I have the swarm."



    



    Bronya said emotionlessly.



    



    The distance between Earth and the Moon was vast.



    



    The swarm Sigurd deployed on the moon expanded independently, using subroutines in case of emergency.



    



    Before Bronya's arrival, the swarm here only exchanged evolutionary signals with the hive on Earth periodically.



    



    The moon base staff knew nothing about them.



    



    But with Bronya now on the moon and real-time network connectivity restored, the swarm could become active, assisting in base inspection.



    



    "I see, we'll follow your plan then."



    



    Chen Tianwu scratched his hair, yawning uncontrollably.



    



    He hadn't slept for three days.



    



    His body was fine, having been transformed into a male equivalent of a Valkyrie, but his spirit was struggling.



    



    He stole a glance at the serious trio, mainly observing Bronya, feeling a bit uneasy.



    



    No offense intended, he simply saw a shadow of Sigurd in her.



    



    "Hiss—"



    



    Chen Tianwu rubbed his arm, habitually feeling a bit anxious.



    



    Years ago, Chen Tianwu was a lazy, carefree young man who reluctantly took the entrance exam for the so-called "Anti-Entropy Youth Elite Class" due to family expectations.



    



    Then he passed.



    



    Quickly, he skipped grades, graduating with top honors alongside many older students.



    



    Then, Anti-Entropy's three tech giants—Sigurd, Einstein, and Tesla—came to recruit students and assistants.



    



    As everyone expected, Sigurd picked him out immediately.



    



    Chen Tianwu didn't want to recall the years that followed.



    



    Thinking of Sigurd's name now made his heart chill instinctively.



    



    From then on, Chen Tianwu, who always had at least eight hours of high-quality sleep daily, began developing dark circles, worsening year by year.



    



    Truth be told, when assigned to the moon base as the person in charge, Chen Tianwu almost cried with relief while boarding the rocket.



    



    "What's wrong? Your steps are faltering."



    



    Bronya looked up, asking calmly.



    



    "Nothing, probably just too tired. Please follow me."



    



    Chen Tianwu wiped a tear from the corner of his eye, unsure if it was from those tough youthful years or the current overtime work.



    



    Forget it, it's all over.



    



    When Chen Tianwu heard about the headquarters sending an inspection team, he felt a moment of dread.



    



    Fortunately, he quickly learned that Sigurd himself wouldn't be coming.



    



    As long as the great First Executor, his respected mentor Sigurd, didn't come to the moon, even a few more days of overtime wouldn't dampen Chen Tianwu's mood.



    



    The skies would remain clear.



    



    ...



    



    On the moon's hilly surface, surrounded by the swarm, Sigurd suddenly looked up.



    



    The swarm, like a dark storm around him, scattered and sank into the lunar soil, clearing his line of sight and exposing the clear, starry backdrop of the dark universe.



    



    Seeing Sigurd gazing into the distance, Fu Hua, adjusting to the low gravity, gently jumped to his side and asked telepathically, "What's wrong? Is there an unexpected situation?"



    



    "No, not really. I just remembered that the person in charge of the lunar base is one of my students," Sigurd replied casually, summoning another worker bee and bringing up a series of data windows that dazzled Fu Hua.



    



    Fu Hua's expression turned exasperated.



    



    With a few strands of helplessness on her elegant face, she said, "Your student? Shouldn't this be something you wouldn't suddenly remember?"



    



    "His name is Chen Tianwu. In all respects... he barely makes the cut. Though he's called a student, he's really just a very useful tool."



    



    "It's not very nice to say that behind his back."



    



    "I say it to his face, too. Even if Welt were here, I'd say the same. By the way, you're also a very useful tool. I have high hopes for you, Immortal."



    



    Sigurd patted Fu Hua on the shoulder, speaking coldly and bluntly.



    



    Fu Hua glanced at the hand on her shoulder, her clear eyes rolling before she brushed his hand away and said with a mix of amusement and exasperation, "Typical of you, not holding back at all. Speaking of which, since he's your student and will meet Bronya and the others, won't he be happy to see you too?"



    



    "In fact, because he's so useful, I've been ordering him around without him formally meeting Bronya and the others. They don't know each other. As for me... I could tell he was overjoyed the last time we parted, like a husky finally freed from its leash."



    



    So, meeting Sigurd again probably wouldn't make him happy; it might even make him cry.



    



    And what kind of metaphor is a leash and a husky?



    



    Are you a demon?



    



    Fu Hua facepalmed and sighed silently.



    



    "Typical of you. Never mind, let's change the subject. What have you been doing since earlier?"



    



    "First, checking the swarm's proliferation. Second, inspecting the lunar base. Although it's officially Bronya and the others' task, I feel better seeing it myself. Lastly, I need to verify some data."



    



    "Summoning the swarm so ostentatiously, won't it be noticed? Won't Kiana find out about our presence?"



    



    "Who do you think I am?" Sigurd retorted nonchalantly, as if it were obvious, and turned back to his work.



    



    Fu Hua nodded in agreement.



    



    Indeed, overlooking the possibility of being discovered or lacking the ability to hide such activities were not things that could happen to Sigurd.



    



    In recent years, the outside world had come to view Sigurd as an omnipotent individual, excelling in technology, politics, civil affairs, economics, military affairs, and even philosophy and art.



    



    Fu Hua found this evaluation very accurate—except for his understanding of human hearts, which was even worse than hers.



    



    She stopped questioning further, instead turning her gaze to the magnificent blue Earth.



    



    A complex and profound emotion rippled in her usually calm mind.



    



    "This is... home."



    



    Beautiful but fragile.



    



    Without enough effort and strength from people like them, under the threat of the Honkai, such beauty could turn into desolation, just like the moon beneath their feet, leaving nothing behind.



    



    Standing with her hands behind her back, facing away from Sigurd, Fu Hua's calm eyes revealed determination and fearlessness.



    



    Everything remained unchanged.



    



    As long as she continued walking down the long path she had tread for fifty thousand years, everything would be fine.



    



    And this time, she was not alone.

  
    Bronya, leading Kiana and Sin Mal, personally inspected key areas of the research zone, energy zone, armament zone, and construction front.



    



    Afterward, she summoned the invisible swarm to inspect the entire base for her.



    



    Although Sigurd had mentioned he would handle this task, Bronya didn't want to be idle after coming all this way.



    



    Having both of them check was more reassuring.



    



    Bronya listed 17 issues. Sigurd's feedback included 23, covering all the problems Bronya had identified.



    



    So, Bronya handed Sigurd's inspection report to Chen Tianwu.



    



    When he received the report, Chen Tianwu's hand trembled slightly.



    



    "The overall planning and construction are fine. This report is more for reference. However, if possible, it's best to make improvements. Even minor issues can become critical weaknesses at crucial moments... Hmm? What's wrong? You seem a bit off."



    



    "No, nothing. Just more overtime, I'm used to it. Mainly... are you sure Sigurd isn't here?" Chen Tianwu asked, scratching his face nervously.



    



    Bronya's expression remained unchanged as she replied calmly, "Of course not."



    



    "I see, that's good then..." Chen Tianwu appeared tired and lazy, but his eyes narrowed slightly.



    



    The report was high-quality, but this level of nitpicking detail reminded him too much of his time as Sigurd's student... or more accurately, his lackey.



    



    "By the way, Kiana was secretly reviewing information about the Second Eruption battlefield yesterday. She just headed to the top of the base alone, with Sin Mal seemingly tailing her from a distance. Is there anything I can help with?" Chen Tianwu asked slowly, with a meaningful look.



    



    Bronya straightened her posture, crossed her arms, and coldly questioned, "Are you spying on us?"



    



    "Never."



    



    "Then what do you mean?"



    



    "Please don't misunderstand. While I have confirmed the inspection order and your identities as Sigurd's subordinates, the lunar base is crucial for humanity's future. As the person in charge here, I need to pay attention to everything, big or small."



    



    Chen Tianwu smiled innocently.



    



    Bronya stared at him expressionlessly for a long time before her lips curled slightly.



    



    "You're quite good. Though we've just met, you truly are Sigurd's student."



    



    "You're too kind. Sigurd often used you as an example to motivate me. I've admired you for a long time."



    



    "You don't need to worry about this. Just focus on managing the lunar base. Some things, I know you know, and you know I know you know. That's enough."



    



    "OK! I'll take my leave then."



    



    Chen Tianwu stood up and left.



    



    Once out of Bronya's sight, his expression twisted.



    



    "Damn! He's really on the moon!"



    



    Bronya, after Chen Tianwu left, connected to Sin Mal's communication channel.



    



    "What's the situation?"



    



    "She left the base. It seems she physically cut off the signal from her black armor and blocked detectable electromagnetic reactions. Once she's far enough, I can't track her. But the moon's surface is too barren; if I follow, I'll be easily spotted. Should I use worker bees for surveillance, or should I take the risk and follow her?"



    



    "Don't follow her. Let her go. We'll wait for orders."



    



    "Understood!"



    



    Bronya cut off the communication, caught a worker bee from the air, and sent out the information.



    



    Then, she sighed.



    



    ...



    



    Meanwhile, on the far side of the moon.



    



    A graceful girl in a snow-white qipao embroidered with fiery red patterns performed elegant martial arts, her movements creating a perfect balance of beauty and power.



    



    Each punch and step was harmonious yet filled with the force of thunder.



    



    After completing her form, she stood still, revealing a large and flawless Taiji pattern in the gray-white dust.



    



    "Impressive."



    



    Sigurd applauded, and though the atmosphere was too thin for the sound to carry clearly, his approval was evident.



    



    Fu Hua shook her head and smiled calmly.



    



    "You're too kind. I didn't expect to fully adapt to this environment only now, but as you said, once accustomed, it feels... like I might be better suited to living here."



    



    "It's just a misconception after your body adjusts. We're still human, and living on a planet is best," Sigurd replied.



    



    "Is that so? As long as I don't hold you back, that's fine," Fu Hua said with a smile, walking towards Sigurd.



    



    At that moment, a worker bee appeared in the air, projecting a line of text.



    



    Sigurd grabbed the bee, squeezing it slightly.



    



    His blue eyes flickered, and his handsome face turned cold.



    



    "Let's go. Kiana is on the move, and we'll need your help later."



    



    "Leave it to me," Fu Hua replied seriously.



    



    Sigurd raised his hand, and a silver-white spaceship descended from the horizon.



    



    The two of them stepped onto the ship, which quickly disappeared into the distance.



    



    ...



    



    On the boundless desolate ground, a black figure sped through the air.



    



    Kiana, bathed in intense cosmic radiation, wore a rare cold expression beneath her black armor.



    



    Boom!



    



    Landing abruptly in a mountainous valley, Kiana's impact cracked the ground and raised a cloud of dust, showing she had no intention of restraining her power.



    



    She slowly emerged from the crater she had created, walking towards a seemingly ordinary patch of barren land.



    



    However, while it looked normal to the naked eye, through the lens of Honkai energy, the residual traces in the surrounding area were as dazzling as the sun.



    



    Kiana knelt down on one knee, scooping up a handful of sand and watching it slip through her armored fingers.



    



    "This must be the place."



    



    "There are countless worker bees on the moon. With Bronya's abilities, finding me won't take long."



    



    "Besides, sneaking out might not have fooled her."



    



    "There's not much time. I need to resolve this quickly."



    



    Kiana analyzed calmly, her hand tightening into a fist, powerful energy radiating outward and stirring up the sand.



    



    "Ha!"



    



    As Kiana's punch was about to strike the ground, her eyes suddenly glowed with golden ripples.



    



    Her other hand, seemingly out of control, intercepted the punch.



    



    "After hiding for so long, you finally show yourself, Sirin... or should I call you the Herrscher of the Void?"



    



    Beneath the black armor, Kiana's face showed a struggle.



    



    Then, from her mouth came another voice, similar in tone but colder.



    



    "I just didn't want to waste time bickering with you. Do you really think you matter? Trying to desecrate the palace of a god is a death wish."



    



    "The one who should die is you! Let's settle this now. This body is mine, and you should have stayed buried!"



    



    "Foolish!"



    



    "You'll soon see who's foolish!"



    



    "Ah!!!"



    



    A white pillar of light shot into the dark space, a beacon on the moon like a torch in the night.



    



    Simultaneously, red alarms blared in the lunar base.



    



    "Warning! Warning!"



    



    "High-intensity Honkai energy detected at A1 site, suspected Herrscher emergence! Entering war mode! Entering war mode!"



    



    "Warning! Warning..."



    



    Chen Tianwu, busy with paperwork, looked up sharply, his eyes twitching beneath his dark circles.



    



    He knew it!



    



    With Sigurd coming all the way to the moon, trouble was inevitable!



    



    A Herrscher-level Honkai energy reaction, and they expect him not to get involved!?

  
    Kiana crouched stiffly on the lunar surface.



    



    Although she appeared motionless, her inner world was in chaos.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    White light, intense heat, and a shockwave of such magnitude that it shook the heavens and earth swept through the boundless, illusory world.



    



    A slender black figure was sent flying through the air, crashing to the ground with a single knee, causing the earth to heave.



    



    "Hoo—"



    



    Kiana exhaled, stood up, and looked towards the girl with three golden wings and three white spears behind her.



    



    This girl had an identical flawless face and silver hair, but her golden eyes were as cold as a heartless deity.



    



    "Should I call you foolish or overconfident? We've been fighting for almost a year now, and each time I've easily defeated you. You've only survived by escaping the dream world. Who gave you the courage to challenge me like this? To desecrate a god is an unforgivable sin!"



    



    Sirin's voice was icy, filled with anger and a killing intent she could barely contain.



    



    As the Herrscher of the Void, her eternal faith lay in the Honkai God who had twice granted her the power of revenge in desperate situations.



    



    Kiana challenging her was one thing, but desecrating the sacred place where the god once descended was an absolute no-go.



    



    "Easily defeated? It seems the one dreaming all this time wasn't me, but you, Herrscher of the Void!" Kiana scoffed, wiping her nose with her thumb.



    



    "Insolent fool, desecrator, perish!" Sirin raised her head expressionlessly and snapped her fingers.



    



    Immediately, numerous black holes with purple edges opened in the sky, and hundreds of golden spears rained down like meteors, carrying unmatched speed and destructive power.



    



    Boom! Boom! Boom!



    



    In a flash, Kiana donned her black helmet, her figure darting like a black lightning bolt across the ground, deftly dodging all attacks.



    



    Then, she soared into the sky, her fist imbued with surging Honkai energy, crashing down towards Sirin.



    



    Sirin's expression remained unchanged. She merely glanced sideways.



    



    A black hole appeared between them, Kiana's fist entering it and emerging from another black hole at her side, striking her own face.



    



    Rumble!!!



    



    Kiana was blasted into the ground by her own strength, carving a deep valley.



    



    "Cough!"



    



    She crawled out of the ground, supporting herself with her hands, shaking her head before swiftly performing a series of backflips to evade the incoming spears.



    



    "You are like a ridiculous monkey, quite adept at dodging," Sirin remarked coldly.



    



    She flipped her hand, and the spears behind her transformed into long golden beams, slicing through the ground towards Kiana like laser cutters from different directions.



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    Kiana glanced around, realizing that the spears and beams had cut off all her escape routes.



    



    Whoosh!



    



    Boom!!!



    



    Amidst the violent tremors, a small figure was thrown by the explosion's shockwave, rolling on the ground, with half of her black armor shattered.



    



    "Cough, cough!"



    



    Kiana curled up on the ground, spitting out several mouthfuls of blood.



    



    Sirin's lips curled into a cold smile.



    



    "Challenging me with such power, you're truly a fool. Your pitiful and foolish life ends here."



    



    Spears of the void continuously shot out from the black holes, mercilessly aiming at Kiana's body.



    



    Bang!



    



    Kiana slammed her fist into the ground.



    



    "Damn it! I have to trust the black armor! I have to believe in... Sigurd!!!"



    



    With a loud shout, the shattered black armor instantly regenerated, completely blocking the incoming spears.



    



    Kiana stood up from the dust, and the blue visor of her helmet suddenly turned an ominous deep red.



    



    "Come on! Let's keep fighting!" Kiana shouted.



    



    Her figure disappeared and reappeared right in front of Sirin, her fist's shadow rapidly enlarging in Sirin's view.



    



    "Is that it?" Sirin sneered expressionlessly as a black hole once again opened up before Kiana's fist.



    



    This time, Kiana abruptly retracted her fist and delivered a powerful jet-propelled kick that struck Sirin's waist.



    



    Bang!



    



    Sirin was sent flying sideways, yet she did not forget to launch continuous void spears at Kiana, who blocked them with her arms.



    



    Then, a black hole silently opened behind Kiana.



    



    Sirin emerged halfway from the black hole, reaching out to grab Kiana's head, while the void spears transformed into golden bands that bound Kiana's body.



    



    "You dare to hit me? Does this strange suit give you that much confidence? Watch me tear it off!" Sirin said coldly.



    



    This was a battle of wills within the mind, where the grand combat scenes were actually a contest of mental strength.



    



    The black armor significantly boosted Kiana's willpower in ways Sirin couldn't comprehend.



    



    Crack! Crack! Crack! 



    



    The black armor trembled under Sirin's infusion of Honkai energy, seemingly on the verge of breaking.



    



    Meanwhile, Kiana struggled fiercely, causing cracks to appear in the binding golden bands.



    



    Sirin's expression remained unchanged as she quickly added more bindings to Kiana, attempting to completely suppress her resistance. However, it seemed to be in vain.



    



    "Compared to Sigurd's iron chains, this stuff can't hold me no matter how many there are!" Kiana shouted, her hands breaking free from the bindings and grabbing Sirin's arm, yanking her down.



    



    Boom!



    



    Caught off guard, Sirin was pulled entirely out of the black hole and flung towards the ground, barely managing to stop herself with her flying ability, avoiding a face-first crash.



    



    In the next moment, a black figure slammed down on her, stomping her heavily into the ground.



    



    "You dare!?" Sirin exclaimed.



    



    "Of course I dare! Disappear, Herrscher of the Void!" Kiana raised her fist and rained down punches like a relentless storm.



    



    "Ora! Ora! Ora! Ora!"



    



    Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! 



    



    In her haste, Sirin couldn't react in time.



    



    The heavy blows pressed her deeper and deeper into the ground, the unfamiliar pain shocking and infuriating her, almost driving her mad.



    



    The tide seemed to have turned in an instant.



    



    Suddenly, Sirin, who was enduring the relentless punches, reached out and grasped Kiana's fists, her golden eyes blazing with rage and killing intent.



    



    "Have I... been too lenient with you!?" Sirin said, enunciating each word.



    



    Kiana took a deep breath, raised her head, and then smashed down with all her might.



    



    "Die!"



    



    Boom!!!



    



    Sirin's head was driven deep into the ground, the dizziness causing her to loosen her grip.



    



    "Die! Die! Die!" Kiana was on a roll, her punches growing stronger and stronger as they rained down on Sirin.



    



    Crack! 



    



    At some point, the sound of shattering glass rang out.



    



    Kiana's next punch passed through Sirin's suddenly fractured body, sinking deep into the ground.



    



    "What?" Kiana pulled back and looked up, seeing Sirin seated high above.



    



    "You look quite pleased with yourself?" Sirin said, barely containing her anger.



    



    With a flip of her hands, countless golden bands shot out from all directions, binding Kiana.



    



    Then, numerous black holes appeared around them, emitting a blinding, intense light.



    



    
      Boom!!!
    

  
    In the realm of consciousness, the battle had been raging on for who knows how long.



    



    Sirin was furious.



    



    This damned monkey was a hundred times more difficult to deal with than she had imagined, resilient and seemingly unkillable, reminding her of the adversaries she had faced in the war long ago.



    



    "You are just a mere human. Just die already and give me back my body!" Sirin screamed in frustration.



    



    "You're dreaming, you damn idiot!" Kiana retorted, clinging to Sirin's waist.



    



    No matter how much Sirin tried to shake her off by flying wildly through the air, Kiana hung on tightly, kicking and biting without any discernible pattern, making her even harder to deal with.



    



    "You are just a clone grown in a lab, you are not even a real human, and you dare resist me?"



    



    "Whether I'm human or not isn't for you to decide!" Kiana snapped back.



    



    "Heh! It's because of that Sigurd, isn't it? You know, his parents died because of you!"



    



    "...That's why I'm here! If you don't die, how could I ever face him again?" Kiana grabbed Sirin's hair, and despite Sirin's cry of pain, she used her other hand to claw at Sirin's face, drawing blood.



    



    "Ahhh!!" Sirin screamed as she fell from the sky, crashing into the ground.



    



    Simultaneously, Kiana was thrown aside by the impact, coughing up blood mixed with pieces of flesh as her helmet shattered, exposing her mouth.



    



    "Cough!" Kiana coughed, wiping the blood from the corner of her mouth.



    



    She staggered to her feet, a crazed smile on her face, her mouth full of blood.



    



    "Die already!" Kiana shouted as she kicked Sirin hard in the waist, sending her flying far away.



    



    But Kiana couldn't control her momentum and collapsed onto the ground, panting heavily, unable to stand up for a moment.



    



    In the distance, Sirin floated up, holding her waist, defying gravity.



    



    "Y-you bastard! How dare you... how dare you do this to me!" Sirin raised her hand, and countless void spears shot toward Kiana.



    



    Amid the booming sounds, Kiana was sent flying, but she staggered back to her feet.



    



    "Ahhhh!!!" Kiana screamed as she charged forward, ignoring Sirin's bombardment, seemingly immune to pain and fear.



    



    Sirin's face twisted with rage.



    



    This was it! This was that incomprehensible tenacity!



    



    Despite being outmatched in strength and skill, and even though Sirin was the dominant personality with the advantage of the battlefield, Kiana kept getting back up.



    



    She should have died in the realm of consciousness long ago, or at least passed out countless times, yet she kept clawing her way back, bit by bit, until Sirin found herself in this humiliating situation.



    



    Suddenly, as if the charge had been halted, Kiana's steps faltered, and she collapsed to the ground.



    



    "Did she give up?" Sirin blinked in surprise.



    



    But then, her perception of the real world showed her it wasn't that simple.



    



    ...



    



    Under the dark starry sky, on the desolate ground, a silver-haired young man and a gray-haired girl walked side by side toward the kneeling black figure.



    



    When they reached Kiana, Sigurd leaned down, ignoring the surging Honkai energy around her, and patted her head.



    



    "Wake up. Don't fall asleep out here," Sigurd said calmly.



    



    "S-Sig..." Kiana stammered, calling out his name from within the black armor.



    



    Suddenly, her eyes flashed with a golden light, and a fist shot toward Sigurd's face.



    



    But before it could land, Kiana's other hand caught it, stopping the punch inches from Sigurd's face.



    



    He raised an eyebrow as he glanced at the black fist.



    



    "Oh? You dare raise a hand against me? You've improved," Sigurd remarked.



    



    "Sig... let me handle this myself, okay?" Kiana pleaded from within the black armor, her voice trembling with emotion, the sound reaching Sigurd's mind through the device in his ear.



    



    "Don't try that with me. From the time you were little, when have you ever gotten into trouble that I didn't clean up for you? Thank you, Fu Hua," Sigurd said, placing his hand on Kiana's head, his face expressionless.



    



    Fu Hua nodded, forming several hand seals as she chanted, "Huangliang—Enter Dream!"



    



    ...



    



    After a brief moment of disorientation, Sigurd found himself in a shattered world.



    



    Looking closely, he saw Kiana collapsed on the ground, blood spreading beneath her like a pool.



    



    The sight was a sharp stab to Sigurd's heart.



    



    Sigurd turned his gaze towards Sirin, who floated ominously in the air.



    



    "Heh! One after another, do you all think I'm an easy target? You've come just in time—I'll deal with both of you, then kill that meddling woman outside. In the palace where the gods once dwelled, I'll offer you guys as a sacrifice... How perfect!" Sirin sneered, raising her hand as countless black holes filled the sky.



    



    Sigurd, expressionless, lowered his head.



    



    The next second, the world around Sirin abruptly changed.



    



    The landscape vanished, along with Sigurd and Kiana, leaving only an endless, desolate plain.



    



    "What is this?" Sirin looked up, finding herself under a pair of cold, vast eyes, like the boundless night sky.



    



    She realized she was standing on a massive hand, spread out like a planet.



    



    Suddenly, the ground beneath her began to tremble violently.



    



    Sirin stumbled, struggling to keep her balance, and when she looked up again, she saw enormous fingers—large enough to blot out the sky—slowly closing in on her, ready to crush her.



    



    "Sig... let me do this myself... I beg you," a voice echoed through the vast world, weak and pleading.



    



    Another, more powerful voice responded, "Do you know what you're asking for?"



    



    Kiana remained silent for a long time, then simply repeated, "I beg you."



    



    She didn't say the rest out loud, but Sigurd could hear it clearly in the world of consciousness: If I can't do this myself, I'll never be able to face you again.



    



    Along with this thought came Kiana's intense fear and despair, and Sigurd understood why.



    



    His vast, celestial eyes wavered slightly.



    



    "If you keep pushing yourself like this, you might die. Death in the consciousness realm is fatal in the real world."



    



    "I'd rather die..." Kiana's voice was thick with tears, as if she were wiping them away even now.



    



    Sigurd's tone turned icy. "Say that again."



    



    In the past, whenever Sigurd used that tone, Kiana would immediately shrink back, too scared to speak.



    



    But this time, she replied, "I'd rather die... Please, just this once, let me handle it. If you don't... I'd rather die..."



    



    Sirin couldn't see what Kiana was experiencing, but on her side, the space around her trembled.



    



    The colossal fingers that seemed ready to crush her remained suspended in the air, neither closing in nor retreating, as the atmosphere grew thick and heavy.



    



    After a long silence, Sigurd's fingers slowly withdrew.



    



    Then, a blood-soaked girl appeared before Sirin, slumped on the ground.



    



    Kiana raised her head, wiped her bloody mouth, and grinned—a feral smile, her teeth stained red.



    



    She leaped towards Sirin with the ferocity of a wild animal.



    



    "You... you bastard! Do you really think I can't kill you? I'll show you my hatred!"



    



    "I hate you too! Why am I you? Why won't you just die, Herrscher of the Void?!"



    



    Boom!!!



    



    Kiana's fist crashed into the shield Sirin had conjured from her void spears.



    



    But Sirin's expression changed—the girl's body was riddled with wounds, her face streaked with tears that should have signified vulnerability, yet this punch was unstoppable.



    



    Boom!!!



    



    Sirin was sent flying, crashing into the ground and rolling to a stop.



    



    She struggled to her feet, her face a mix of shock and fear.



    



    How was this possible?



    



    Kiana had been on the brink of collapse just moments ago, so how had her willpower suddenly surged to a level that completely overwhelmed her?



    



    Kiana's figure leaped forward, landing a few steps away from Sirin.



    



    Her bloodied teeth bared in a snarl, she began walking towards Sirin, step by step.



    



    "Die... die... die..." Kiana chanted, her steps faltering as though she might collapse at any moment, yet the pressure emanating from her was more intense than ever.



    



    Sirin's pupils dilated in fear, and she involuntarily crawled backward.



    



    "How can I be you? Why am I you? Die... die... die..."



    



    "You... you're insane!" Sirin exclaimed, her voice trembling.



    



    Sharing a connection in the consciousness realm, she could sense the extreme turmoil in Kiana's emotions.



    



    Kiana paused, then grinned again, her mouth spilling more blood that dripped down her chin to the ground.



    



    In this twisted and terrifying form, it was clear that Kiana's mental state had become unstable.



    



    "Heh... Just die. Please, die..." Kiana whispered as she reached Sirin, raising her hand to strike, like a madwoman—or perhaps, she had already become one.

  
    "Die..."



    



    Bang!



    



    "Die..."



    



    Bang!



    



    "Die..."



    



    Bang!!



    



    Kiana sat on top of Sirin, pounding down with her fists over and over again.



    



    Sirin's face was already bruised and swollen, her golden eyes dull and filled with numbness.



    



    She had fought back, of course.



    



    But every time she managed to suppress Kiana, the girl would just keep coming back, like an undying mad dog, relentlessly regaining the upper hand and pinning Sirin to the ground once again.



    



    Kiana had gone insane—this wasn't an insult Sirin hurled in anger, but a truth she felt deeply as another personality born from the same source.



    



    From Kiana's emotions and actions, Sirin could sense it clearly.



    



    Bang!



    



    Another punch landed on Sirin's face, making her spit blood.



    



    In this battleground of memories, the pain and injuries Kiana suffered mirrored those in reality, and the same was true for Sirin.



    



    Sirin trembled as she tried to turn over, inadvertently catching sight of Kiana's bloodshot, lifeless eyes—eyes that resembled those of a beast, or more accurately, a creature that had forgotten what it meant to fear death.



    



    This girl really only wanted her dead, in the most pure and stubborn way possible.



    



    Seizing a moment when Kiana raised her fist, Sirin managed to push her off and crawled away as quickly as she could.



    



    Next time. Her mental state is off this time. Next time, Sirin convinced herself, it won't be this difficult.



    



    But Kiana got up once more, staggering on her feet, relentless as a demon, and continued her pursuit of Sirin.



    



    "Don't... don't come any closer! Aaaaahhh!!"



    



    "Die... die..."



    



    Again and again, Kiana repeated those simple words, words that explained all of her actions.



    



    Then, just as Sirin thought they might be the only two left in this world, a young man in a white trench coat appeared behind Kiana.



    



    He embraced her from behind, gently holding her bloodied form.



    



    "Enough, that's enough now."



    



    "You did well, very well."



    



    "You were amazing, so strong."



    



    "It's okay now, Kiana..."



    



    Sigurd spoke softly, his deep voice filled with a warmth as gentle as the spring sun.



    



    He rarely showed this kind of emotion, but whenever Sigurd did express his tenderness, no one could resist it—at least, Kiana never could.



    



    "I... I was so close, just a little bit more..."



    



    Kiana leaned into Sigurd's embrace, reaching out towards Sirin, unwilling to give up.



    



    Sirin, seeing this, couldn't help but crawl back a few more steps.



    



    "Ahhhh!!!"



    



    So close, she felt she was so close to finally killing Sirin.



    



    But why, why couldn't she finish her off? Kiana clutched her head in agony, crying out loudly.



    



    "Sigh—"



    



    Sigurd sighed softly, gently stroking the top of Kiana's head.



    



    She couldn't kill Sirin.



    



    This was different from Wendy, Mei, and the others.



    



    Sirin was the original consciousness in this body, the dominant personality, while Kiana was only a secondary personality derived from Sirin's amnesia.



    



    A secondary personality could never kill the original one; at most, it could suppress it—just as Kiana was doing now, driven by deep, complex emotions, to suppress Sirin.



    



    But that was her limit, and pushing further wouldn't achieve anything.



    



    The most frightening thing was that if Sirin's consciousness disappeared, Kiana would die with her.



    



    However, Sirin's survival wouldn't be affected by Kiana's death.



    



    This was the most difficult problem to solve.



    



    Sigurd, holding Kiana, transformed the chaotic world around them into a familiar office.



    



    There was a desk, a high chair, sunlight streaming through the window, dust particles dancing in the light, a reddish-brown sofa by the window, and on the table before the sofa, there were tea and delicious cakes.



    



    For both Sigurd and Kiana, this was a scene so familiar it felt like home.



    



    "Fu Hua is still outside. There are some things we need to discuss, just the two of us, so we won't go out right away... Close your eyes."



    



    Sigurd explained as he set the little girl on his lap, one hand supporting her back while the other held a warm, damp towel.



    



    Kiana obediently closed her eyes, tilting her head back slightly.



    



    Sigurd wiped away the dirt and blood from her face, carefully cleaning her tangled hair and the battered skin beneath.



    



    Soon, the messy, disheveled girl had returned to her clean and adorable appearance—in the world of consciousness, it only took a thought to become clean, but this was a ritual, one that helped calm Kiana's troubled heart.



    



    "I'm sorry..."



    



    Nestled in Sigurd's chest, her arms wrapped around his neck, Kiana whispered, her voice filled with a sorrow she had never shown before.



    



    Sigurd responded with a soft "Mhm," then casually fed her a piece of cake.



    



    Kiana chewed on the cake, and in the sweetness of the imaginary treat, she began to sob softly, trying to suppress her cries.



    



    Sigurd let out a long sigh, hesitating for a while before gently stroking her hair and asking, "Why are you apologizing?"



    



    "I'm... sorry..."



    



    "How long have you known?"



    



    "A long... long time..."



    



    "Why didn't you tell me?"



    



    "I... I was so scared..."



    



    She was afraid of being disliked by him, she’s even more afraid of being resented by Sigurd—her cowardice left her with no other option but to bury her feelings deep inside, while outwardly pretending to be purely optimistic and carefree.



    



    This had been going on for quite some time.



    



    Every time she thought about this secret, the fear of it overwhelmed her to the point of wanting to die.



    



    Then she would desperately cling to Sigurd, seeking temporary comfort from him.



    



    But the more she craved Sigurd's indulgence and affection, the more terrified she became of this truth, creating a vicious cycle.



    



    However, the mask of optimism was so strong that even Sigurd, who knew her so well, hadn't noticed anything amiss for a long time.



    



    It was indeed strange—a pair of people who both understood the truth yet stayed together every day without ever addressing it.



    



    "Silly girl."



    



    Sigurd gently patted her head, speaking to both Kiana and himself.



    



    Maybe if he had brought it up sooner, she wouldn't have had to endure so much.



    



    "I'm sorry..."



    



    "No need to apologize."



    



    "Sig's mom and dad..."



    



    "It's not unrelated to you, given your origins. But you don't need to blame yourself—at that time, you didn't even exist. I can't speak for anyone else to say if you're forgiven or if it doesn't matter, but as for me, I've never blamed you."



    



    Sigurd spoke sincerely.



    



    Kiana looked up at him, gently touching his face, and with a timid voice, she confessed, "I'm so scared... of being hated by you. If you didn't like me, I would die... I would really die..."



    



    "Don't treat your life so cheaply."



    



    "...I'm not lying."



    



    Sigurd grasped her small, delicate hand, feeling its warmth and softness.



    



    But the fact that she wasn't lying only made things more troubling.



    



    She was far too dependent on him—this gave Sigurd a mix of comfort and satisfaction, but also a hint of disapproval.



    



    If things continued like this, would she ever become independent?



    



    "I don't want to be independent. Without you, Sig, I wouldn't know how to live. I could live without cake and ice cream, without pretty dresses and soft beds. I could live without friends, without dad, I could live without anything, but not without you..."



    



    Kiana pressed her lips together, speaking with such seriousness as if she were stating an undeniable truth.



    



    This was a direct and unfiltered confession, leaving Sigurd momentarily at a loss for words.

  
    "I want to destroy her. Only without her can I be the real Kiana, can I see you, talk to you... I hate my origins more than anyone else."



    



    After a long silence, Kiana softly explained her feelings and motivations.



    



    She lay on Sigurd's chest, listening to the heartbeat that felt as real as the world outside, inhaling the scent that was no different from reality, no longer hiding any of her thoughts.



    



    At this moment, all she wanted was to lay bare everything in her heart for Sigurd to see clearly, to understand her dependence, her longing, to understand all of her emotions.



    



    She wanted Sigurd to know, to look at her, to always, always look only at her.



    



    "It's okay, never hate yourself... Remember, that night, it was you who held me, gave me the most precious warmth, and that's why I'm still alive. I don't know the Herrscher of the Void, nor have I ever met the so-called real Kiana. The only one I know is you. To me, you are Kiana."



    



    Sigurd spoke as he kissed her forehead gently.



    



    He could feel Kiana's emotions and saw everything hidden beneath her cheerful facade—the careful affection, the secret joy when clinging to him, the sorrow and confusion when alone, the deep guilt and hatred, and the deep, genuine attachment, all conflicting within her.



    



    Sigurd couldn't quite describe his feelings at that moment, only that he wanted to hold her like this, not wanting her to be unhappy ever again.



    



    "Thank you, Sig, thank you..."



    



    Tears streamed down Kiana's face as she smiled, feeling that her life was complete in this moment.



    



    "From now on, don't keep your feelings hidden like this. If something's wrong, tell me."



    



    "Okay."



    



    "Don't worry too much about your origins. Those who truly care about you won't blame you for mistakes you didn't make. As for those who would blame you... just stay away from them, they don't matter."



    



    "Mm."



    



    "I... was that a confession?"



    



    "Would you accept it?"



    



    "... I thought you liked girls, like Vera, like Mei."



    



    "That’s called being friendly you dummy!"



    



    Kiana lightly bumped Sigurd's chest, her face flushing red with embarrassment.



    



    Sigurd blinked a few times in confusion. "Uh... I never really thought about romance, let alone with you."



    



    "Oh... that's okay. I just wanted to tell you. It's enough that you know; whether you accept it or not is fine."



    



    "You sound a bit like a simp."



    



    "Can you even speak properly? What else can I do? It's already like this; I can't change it."



    



    Kiana bumped Sigurd's chest again with her head, sighing softly in complaint.



    



    She pouted, regaining a bit of her usual lively spirit.



    



    As she said, when affection reaches an extreme, it no longer matters whether it's reciprocated.



    



    As long as she could stay by Sigurd's side, to Kiana, that was enough.



    



    "I'll think about it slowly... As for the Herrscher of the Void, Sirin, keep up your momentum, keep her suppressed. If you can gain control of the Herrscher's powers, even better. If your strength is strong enough, then I can be at ease."



    



    "Okay, whatever you say, Sig. I'll take good care of her, so I can help you out."



    



    Kiana's eyes darkened for a moment.



    



    Her emotional knot, difficult as it might be to unravel, was actually easily loosened—Sigurd just needed to express his stance, and that was enough.



    



    However, no matter how her feelings might change, Kiana would never forget—Sirin, the Herrscher of the Void, was responsible for the death of Sigurd's family, for his childhood of hardship, and for the frail body he had when they first met.



    



    That was all Sirin's doing.



    



    For that reason alone, Kiana could never forgive Sirin.



    



    Sigurd gently tapped Kiana on the head.



    



    "Don't think too much. My situation... is a bit special. For me, the day I met you was the day I came into this world. Anything before that wasn't my experience."



    



    It's hard to explain the situation of being a transmigrant, especially when it involves the script of the Honkai world.



    



    Maybe later, when the time is right, he could slowly explain it to her.



    



    "Oh..."



    



    Kiana murmured skeptically.



    



    Of course, she trusted Sigurd, but at this moment, she couldn't help but wonder if he was just saying that to comfort her.



    



    In any case, it's all Sirin's fault—thinking that made it easier.



    



    The sunlight outside the window grew warmer, shining on the tightly embracing pair, as if gilding them in gold, beautiful like a carefully crafted painting.



    



    ...



    



    Eventually, Kiana's consciousness fell asleep, but she still clung to Sigurd, curled up in his embrace, unwilling to let go.



    



    The familiar office transformed into a pitch-black starry sky.



    



    Ahead, golden chains bound Sirin's limbs and body, suspending her in the void.



    



    "We can have a proper talk now, but keep your voice down. She hasn't slept this peacefully in a long time, and we mustn't wake her," Sigurd said softly, gently stroking Kiana's back.



    



    He then lifted his gaze, coldly observing Sirin, whose expression was a mix of humiliation and anger.



    



    "Hah! She’s just a fake fool, and you treat her like a treasure?" Sirin spat.



    



    Whoosh!



    



    White beams of light pierced through Sirin's body, creating several bloody holes, inflicting intense pain.



    



    However, her screams were forcibly silenced by a strip of tape materialized by Sigurd.



    



    As he had mentioned earlier, Kiana hadn't had a good night's sleep in who knows how long, and nothing could be allowed to disturb her now.



    



    "Sirin, I know your story from the Babylon Lab. Frankly speaking, you've committed many sins and deserve to die, but not all of the blame lies with you. There are things about you that are worth sympathizing with. I don't hold much against you... But Kiana is unique and precious. Anyone who dares to insult her will pay the price—this I swear!"



    



    Sirin's wounds slowly began to heal as she gritted her teeth, glaring defiantly at Sigurd.



    



    "You once encountered the God of Honkai. Tell me, what kind of existence is that?" Sigurd asked as he removed the tape from Sirin's mouth.



    



    "In your dreams! I won't tell you anything."



    



    "No matter. I didn't expect you to be able to describe it clearly anyway. I just want to take a look at your memories."



    



    "You..."



    



    "Behave."



    



    Sigurd's tone was cold as he raised his hand towards Sirin.



    



    His gemstone-like blue eyes gradually turned a brilliant gold.



    



    Moments later, he lowered his hand, frowning.



    



    There was little to be gained; the information Sirin had was vague.



    



    She knew it was an immense, indescribable being, but its specific characteristics were beyond her understanding.



    



    Recovering from the discomfort of having her memories invaded, Sirin snarled through gritted teeth, "I'll kill you! Not just you, all humans deserve to die!"



    



    "What about Cecilia? She genuinely loved and cared for you as a daughter. Even in her final moments, she wanted to give you a mother's warmth."



    



    "...It's all a façade!" Sirin sneered dismissively, but the fleeting moment of hesitation and distraction at the mention of that name spoke volumes.



    



    Sigurd sighed. "So be it. In the end, it's between you and Kiana. You harbor resentment, and Kiana can't let go of the guilt. Whether you two come to some form of reconciliation or continue to be at odds, I don't want to interfere... But if Kiana gets hurt, you should know that the one who severed your connection with the God of Honkai, Fu Hua, is now even stronger, and she's my ally."



    



    "You're threatening me?"



    



    "Just stating facts. I don't care what happens to you, but Kiana must be fine. Consider this a warning—watch yourself."



    



    With a wave of his hand, Sigurd sent the golden chains dragging Sirin into the depths of the dark consciousness, ensuring she could no longer interfere with Kiana's dream for the time being.



    



    Afterward, Sigurd gently ruffled Kiana's hair, smiling as he exited her consciousness.



    



    In the deep recesses of that dark mindscape, amidst the sound of chains clinking, Sirin clutched her chest.



    



    "Impossible... Impossible!"



    



    The main personality and the secondary personality were, after all, the same body and soul.



    



    Though distinct, they were deeply interconnected.



    



    Only Sirin could truly understand the impact of Kiana's emotions on her.



    



    "Ah!!!" Sirin let out a hysterical scream.



    



    Hatred and the overflowing happiness from Kiana intertwined within her chest.



    



    Sirin didn't want to be influenced, but after screaming her frustrations, she panted heavily, her hollow eyes staring into the darkness before finally laughing in despair.



    



    "Hah... Hahaha!"



    



    What a ridiculous world!



    



    What if, what if Sigurd had appeared at the Babylon Lab back then? What if the person who gave him warmth wasn't that fake fool, but herself? What would the situation be now?



    



    Cecilia... Cecilia... Ich liebe dich...



    



    That name, that cursed phrase, brought back all those memories at once.



    



    Sirin clutched her head in agony.



    



    Why, why did you all have to appear after everything was already too late?



    



    What must I do to find release?



    



    "Hahaha!!!" Sirin laughed bitterly, tears streaming down her cheeks.

  
    

    













Damage on the consciousness level typically doesn't manifest physically.





However, Kiana pushed herself too far this time, and the injuries she sustained in her mental space translated almost entirely to her physical body.





Sigurd brought Kiana to the moon base. After removing her black armor, blood poured out, pooling on the floor.





Bronya and Sin Mal were visibly shocked.





While Bronya's reaction was more controlled, Sin Mal's distorted personality still couldn't hide the genuine concern she had for Kiana.





Despite all their bickering and mutual hurt, the bond between them had grown deep.





"Who did this?" Sin Mal asked, following closely behind Sigurd, her eyes filled with a dangerous glint, her expression twisted with rage.





Sigurd placed Kiana in the medical pod.





After wiping the blood from his hands with a clean white cloth handed to him by Bronya, he turned to Sin Mal, patting her head. "She did this to herself. It's over now. She just needs to rest and recover."





Bronya and Sin Mal exchanged a glance, their expressions softening.





Sin Mal then crossed her arms, snorting disdainfully.





"Hmph! That idiot always acts recklessly. She should stay asleep for a few years... It'd be perfect if she wakes up after I've already married Sigurd, don't you think, Sigurd? ❤～～" Sin Mal, now free from her earlier murderous intent, quickly returned to her usual self. Clinging to Sigurd's arm, she coyly swayed her body, her heterochromatic eyes twinkling with trademark hearts.





Normally, Sigurd dismissed Sin Mal's sweet, coquettish tone as mere teasing. However, after Kiana's heartfelt confession, he couldn't help but take Sin Mal's countless declarations of love and marriage more seriously.





He compared their heights.





At around 149 cm tall, with a still-developing body and at the age of 14, Sin Mal exuded a sweet, innocent vibe—an age some might consider a golden stage, but Sigurd was not one of those people.





"You're still underage. Stop talking about things that are illegal," Sigurd said, his tone firm.





"What's the big deal? As long as Sigurd likes me, Sin Mal is ready anytime..." Sin Mal clung to Sigurd's arm, her eyes brimming with hearts.





She squeezed her legs together and twisted her body, her mind seemingly drifting off into inappropriate thoughts as a blush spread across her cheeks.





Then, under the synchronized deadpan stares of Sigurd, Sin Mal added nonchalantly, "Laws don't matter at all. If anyone objects, I'll skewer them into kebabs!"





To be fair, Sin Mal did have the capability to back up her words.





Thwack!





"Ouch!"





Before Sigurd could respond, Bronya delivered a powerful chop to Sin Mal's head, sending her yelping and dragging her by the collar, tossing her aside.





Bronya then looked up at the dusty Sigurd and the subtly smiling Fu Hua, her face stern. "You two have been through a lot outside. I've prepared rooms for you—go rest."





"Sigh, you're always the one who gives me the least trouble." Sigurd patted Bronya's head, sighing with both exasperation and gratitude.





"Being low-maintenance" was Sigurd's primary criterion for a lifelong partner—something he had always said.





Bronya was pleased with this compliment and allowed a smile to grace her lips.





Meanwhile, Sin Mal, still nursing her head where it had hit the wall, puffed out her cheeks.





If anyone else had treated her like this, she'd already be ripping them apart or skewering them, but this was Bronya—what else could she do but look at her with sad, pitiful eyes?





…





"Sip～"





In a beautifully decorated room with simulated sunlight streaming through the windows, Sigurd sat in the guest room, sipping the tea Bronya had brought him, letting out a long sigh of relief.





Kiana's heartache had finally been resolved.





But a new problem arose: she was actually craving her own body—cough, cough, although that wasn’t the exact phrasing, it was pretty much the same thing.





Scenes from the past flashed in his mind, but no matter how he looked at it, Sigurd couldn’t connect that immature girl with a lifelong partner.





If he were to consider a partner, a few candidates came to mind: the caring and capable Bronya, the wise and intuitive Dr. Einstein, the elegant and serene Fu Hua... even Hera’s face appeared.





To be honest, if Hera weren’t Otto in female form, given her intelligence and appearance, she would really be a great lifelong partner.





In any case, Kiana had nothing to do with it.





However, he had also heard that a woman truly matures at the moment she becomes a mother.





If Kiana had a child, might she become better?





Sigurd envisioned a scenario: if he and Kiana were together, years later, a big white fluffball would bounce towards him, and a little white fluffball would also run towards him.





“Sig, Sig, I want cake~~”





“Daddy, Daddy, I want cake too~~”





Then the silly mother and daughter, with snot still hanging on their faces, would both trip over each other and fall at Sigurd’s feet, with their snot sticking to his shoes and pants.





“Ugh——”





Sigurd recoiled, his trigeminal nerve aching faintly.





No way, this future is absolutely unacceptable!





Thinking it over calmly, Kiana’s issue was that she was overly dependent on him, afraid of being abandoned.





As long as he could find a way to stabilize their relationship, she should feel secure.





It didn’t necessarily mean they had to be together.





After all, there were other types of stable relationships beyond being romantic partners… Providing her with enough security should have other ways.





Knock! Knock!





As Sigurd pondered, a knock came at the door.





“Come in.”





The door opened automatically, revealing a disheveled young man with dark circles under his eyes.





“What’s up?”





“Is it so wrong to come and see Lord Sigurd after being a student and teacher together?”





Chen Tianwu, with eyes similar to Sigurd’s deadpan look, scratched his head and spoke lazily.





Sigurd nodded.





“I’ve seen you. You can leave now.”





“... I want to take a leave and visit my family.”





“Your sister is studying at Anti-Entropy 17 High School, doing well and continuing her education. Your parents are in good health; their recent medical check-up showed excellent results. They seem to be considering having another child. Work hard and don’t disturb them.”





“...”





Chen Tianwu was left speechless.





Sigurd lived up to his reputation, as cold and unfeeling as ever.





Chen Tianwu sighed and pondered with his chin in hand.





“If possible, I’d prefer a sister. A brother would be less desirable.”





“Prefer daughters over sons?”





“No, mainly because imagine a lazy, slack-off brother like me—he would be completely unappealing! A sister, on the other hand, would be all sweet and adorable, and would say things like ‘Brother is the best,’ ‘I love brother the most,’ ‘I want to be brother’s bride when I grow up’... I can’t handle it, I need to video call Little Wen.”





Chen Tianwu turned to leave, but Sigurd tossed a small badge to him.





“What’s this?”





“Deputy Executive Officer badge.”





“I’m too young for this, isn’t it inappropriate?”





“As long as your abilities and achievements are sufficient, age doesn’t matter.”





Sigurd said matter-of-factly, opening a virtual screen and pulling up an appointment document, signing his name, and then transmitting it to Chen Tianwu.





Of course, this wasn’t some token gesture of giving a stick to a radish.





For someone as smart as Chen Tianwu, it was purely a matter of accumulated merit.




















  
    Chen Tianwu carefully reviewed the document, feeling a bit excited.



    



    After all, it represented the third tier of the Anti-Entropy power pyramid—a rare honor and status globally.



    



    He tilted his head and muttered, "There's no signature from the Alliance Leader."



    



    "Oh, I forgot," Sigurd responded casually, reopening the electronic document, signing Walter Young's name, and then sending it back to Chen Tianwu.



    



    Chen Tianwu twitched his mouth. "Aren't you being a bit too reckless?"



    



    "You speak as if there's anything in Anti-Entropy that I can't decide. If he has any objections, let him come and talk to me."



    



    "Then there's no problem. Thank you, Mentor, for the promotion... although I still prefer taking a vacation."



    



    "Relax, I'm not a devil. In two months, a group of students will come to the Moon Base for internships, selected from the elite students of the 103 Anti-Entropy middle schools. Chen Tianwen barely made the cut," Sigurd said nonchalantly.



    



    After the internship, he would officially bring that little girl into Anti-Entropy.



    



    Not only was she a qualified talent, but it would also further tie Chen Tianwu to Anti-Entropy—a win-win situation.



    



    Chen Tianwu was momentarily stunned.



    



    His sister was coming? He could see her in person?



    



    His eyes lit up, and he straightened his back, snapping to a standard, sharp military salute. "I'll go organize the recent research problems right away, please wait a moment, sir, to help us solve a few issues."



    



    He quickly turned and left, his steps noticeably lighter.



    



    He understood Sigurd's intentions, but in any case, reuniting with his sister and receiving this good news in advance was a great favor that he needed to repay.



    



    As known from the original story, because Anna had saved him, he would go against his former employer, World Serpent, to protect Anna.



    



    Betraying his old employer was because their relationship was transactional; World Serpent saved his life, and he contributed much to them in return—nothing owed between them.



    



    Chen Tianwu always repays kindness and values fairness.



    



    Before meeting Sigurd, Chen Tianwu's life was actually very dull, aimless, just drifting through school with his exceptional intelligence.



    



    After meeting Sigurd, he was first overwhelmed by his mentor's all-around capabilities, forcing him to obey Sigurd's orders.



    



    Then, he found himself engaged in meaningful work, a career worth boasting about for a lifetime.



    



    To this day, if you ask him what he thinks of Sigurd—words like "old scoundrel" or "utterly unscrupulous" might be appropriate.



    



    However, if Sigurd asked him to undertake a difficult, even suicidal mission, Chen Tianwu would raise a middle finger and then charge forward without hesitation.



    



    ...



    



    "So, that's how you’ve got that young man in the palm of your hand?" Fu Hua chuckled, holding her tea as she listened to Sigurd's analysis of Chen Tianwu's character, shaking her head in amusement and feeling deep sympathy for the dark-circled youth.



    



    But since it's all for the great cause of resisting Honkai, she didn’t say anything.



    



    After all, who can have an easy time on this path?



    



    Sigurd looked at her, raising an eyebrow. "Saying I’ve got him in the palm of my hand is a bit harsh. It’s just a matter of giving the right medicine—one willing to hit and one willing to endure."



    



    "You always have a point. I can’t argue with you."



    



    "Has the immortal become more lively recently? Is your mentality getting younger?"



    



    "Hey, I’m still a woman. If you make comments about my age, I’ll be upset... But, speaking of mentality, maybe it’s thanks to Book of Fuxi’s help, and knowing there’s so much strength fighting Honkai gives me a lot of peace."



    



    Fu Hua sipped her tea, her smile serene, exuding a calming and comforting aura born of time’s quiet accumulation.



    



    Sigurd silently nodded.



    



    Yes, this was the feeling—beautiful, intelligent, gentle as jade, not giving anyone a headache.



    



    Just sitting with her brought a sense of peace—this was the ideal life partner!



    



    Kiana? The human-shaped Husky? No thanks, that would shorten his life.



    



    "Why are you staring at me? Is there something on my face?"



    



    "No, it’s just... you look very beautiful."



    



    "(*ꈍᴗꈍ) That makes me happy, but saying such things can easily be misunderstood."



    



    "True, then let’s pretend I didn’t say it."



    



    Sigurd nonchalantly set down his teacup, sighing, appearing relaxed.



    



    Meanwhile, Fu Hua scratched her smooth cheek, feeling slightly embarrassed.



    



    Somehow, Sigurd’s extreme calm made her feel less attractive, as if she couldn’t captivate him at all—though they call her an immortal, she’s really just an ordinary girl with a young heart.



    



    As Fu Hua was quietly embarrassed, the door suddenly burst open with a great force, and a fully developed, but still childish, white-haired girl pounced on Sigurd.



    



    "Sig! ❤~~"



    



    "Don’t imitate Sin Mal. Your tone isn’t as sweet as hers; it’s too cloying," Sigurd remarked coolly, habitually petting Kiana's head.



    



    Kiana instantly pouted, then quickly deflated, replying weakly, "Oh..."



    



    "Is your body okay now?"



    



    "Yes, I’m fine."



    



    "And mentally? Do you feel uncomfortable anywhere?"



    



    "No, I slept really well."



    



    Kiana grinned, showing a row of neat, white teeth.



    



    Sigurd's lips curled up slightly as he nodded in satisfaction, then spoke with a bit more warmth, "Go sit over there, and don’t just flop on me like that, be proper."



    



    "No way! I already confessed all my shy feelings to you. Don’t be shy either—aren’t you wanting to hug me? Wanting to touch here, here, and here? Wanting a passionate wet kiss? Come on, I’ll totally cooperate!"



    



    Kiana squirmed around on Sigurd, completely ignoring Fu Hua nearby, doing her best to seduce him.



    



    Honestly, if you could ignore Husky-like daily behavior, Kiana did look like a fiery little fairy, tempting enough to make anyone's heart race.



    



    But Sigurd’s expression turned into that of a dead fish—he only saw a shameless lunatic.



    



    To get aroused by someone you watched grow up? You'd have to be crazy.



    



    Clearly, Sigurd wasn’t crazy.



    



    So, he didn’t react.



    



    "I know you might lack a sense of security, so here, sign this agreement, and we’ll be inseparably linked forever. Then you can feel free to be wild," Sigurd said, showing her a form.



    



    Kiana took it, curiously looking at the contents. "This is... an adoption agreement? Adopter: Sigurd. Adoptee: Kiana. Establishing a legal father-daughter relationship... You want to be my dad? Wait, I see! I didn’t expect Daddy to be so playful. No worries, daughter will definitely cooperate!"



    



    Kiana covered half her face with the form, giving a mischievous smile, clearly thinking of something inappropriate.



    



    Bang!



    



    Kiana fell to the ground, a big lump on her head, pointing a trembling finger forward, before finally passing out.



    



    Sigurd took a deep breath, calming himself.



    



    He swore that in light of the recent hardships Kiana had gone through, he really wanted to be more patient and gentle with her.



    



    But he just couldn’t hold it in.



    



    Why did Kiana turn out this way? His education was impeccable!



    



    Sip~~



    



    Fu Hua took a sip of tea, gazing out the window at the simulated blue sky and white clouds, feeling perfectly at peace.



    



    So that's their relationship, huh? Well, it makes sense; no one else could keep Kiana in check like Sigurd could.



    



    "No, please don’t misunderstand, Immortal."



    



    "I understand. Book of Fuxi said this is normal for people your age. Don’t worry, I won’t spread rumors. I wish you happiness. But your way of playing is a bit... unique. Be mindful of your behavior in front of others."



    



    "Do I... seem like that kind of person?"



    



    "Everyone has a hidden side. It’s your business; I have no opinions."



    



    "In any case, I have no feelings for an idiot. Please, don't misunderstand."



    



    But no matter how much he explained, Fu Hua continued to face Sigurd with her unruffled smile.



    



    Sigurd knew that, for now, there was no way to clarify this misunderstanding with Fu Hua.



    



    Damn it!

  
    

    













In the end, Kiana didn't sign that agreement.





She might appear simple-minded on the surface, but the fact that she was able to grasp the truth about her origins early on, even without clear information or Sigurd telling her, shows that she isn't actually foolish.





It was easy for her to understand what Sigurd intended by presenting the agreement: once she signed it, it would mean she was implicitly giving up on the possibility of being his wife.





The future she hoped for between them would become impossible.





Kiana truly believed that being by Sigurd's side was more than enough, but unless there was absolutely no possibility, who wouldn't be greedy or crave more in the face of love?





Kiana certainly couldn't.





Moreover, the fact that Sigurd hurriedly brought out such a strange measure like an adoption agreement...didn't it also prove that the usually calm, composed, and overwhelmingly powerful Sigurd was flustered by her confession?





"Heh!"





Kiana smiled sweetly, rubbed the fragments of the torn agreement between her hands, and then blew on them, letting the pieces flutter in the air.





Smack!





Then, she received a slap on the head.





"Don't litter."





Sigurd said without looking up, one hand operating the virtual screen, the other pressing down on Kiana's head.





Kiana stuck out her tongue, then rolled her eyes, twisted her body, and with a coquettish tone, said:





"Sig, I haven't been sleeping well lately. Can I go to your room to catch up on some sleep? I'll be very well-behaved!"





Smack!





Sigurd responded with another slap on her head, slightly harder this time—if he could believe that, then all those years of looking after Kiana would have been in vain.





"Shameless!"





A shout filled with anger came from beside them.





Kiana glared at Sin Mal, then belatedly realized—besides Sigurd, she had many formidable rivals to deal with.





Sin Mal was an unavoidable obstacle.





In terms of clinging to Sigurd, she was no less than Kiana.





"You little vixen have no right to call me that! Get lost! Bleh~"





Kiana made a face, counterattacking.





She had only been a bit more straightforward these past few days, but that little seductress Sin Mal was offering herself to Sigurd almost every day.





Just as the two were about to start their usual argument, Bronya walked in with tea and snacks.





"Did you receive the project materials I sent?"





"I'm processing them... They have some interesting ideas, I didn't pick the wrong people."





"After all, the leaders were mostly trained by the three of you, the great scientists. They won't be bad. It's just that the scale is too large, which inevitably affects the conversion rate of results."





"That's why I'm eliminating the useless items and prioritizing them based on value and difficulty."





Sigurd carefully reviewed, calculated, and assessed a project.





This wasn't an easy task; it wasn't about looking down from a position of knowledge.





No one could judge the feasibility of an experimental project just from its plan—unless the person designing the experiment was incompetent and made obvious mistakes, but there were no such people in the lunar base's research team.





Bronya glanced at the two girls, then calmly approached, placing the tea and snacks on the table, and tugged on Sigurd's sleeve.





"What's wrong?"





Sigurd asked casually.





Bronya replied in her usual cold voice:





"Take a break, you've been working for a long time. The ecological park on the lunar base is already quite complete, with many daily needs being self-sufficient. These snacks were made from grains produced in the ecological park, so they should taste different from what we have at home."





Bronya's expression was as subtle as ever, but there was a hint of softness.





Sigurd finally looked up, raising his eyebrows with some interest as he picked up a cookie.





"Mm... The taste is indeed different."





After all, it was grown in a low-gravity environment, with artificial light and air, different seeds, and microbial environments.





As Bronya said, it had a unique flavor.





"How about the nutritional content? Compared to what’s produced on Earth, can it meet the human body's needs?"





"Still a bit lacking, but the research department is continuously improving it. It'll get better. Most of the base's staff have undergone varying degrees of body modification, so it's not a big issue. With continued efforts, lunar colonization won't take long."





"Mm, that's good news. Let's arrange for more vacations this year, and increase the supply of various resources. Now that the space station can be put to preliminary use, the cost can be covered."





"Understood, I'll make the arrangements."





Bronya said, pulling up a chair and sitting beside Sigurd.





They continued discussing—matters that Kiana and Sin Mal found difficult to involve themselves in.





Kiana watched in a daze, her ahoge standing up.





She almost forgot that Bronya, who seemed unassuming, was actually her most formidable opponent.





When it came to being thoughtful and capable, none of their small group could match Bronya, and this was precisely one of the qualities Sigurd had explicitly mentioned as essential for a life partner.





How insidious...





It turned out that long before Kiana even understood her feelings, this turbocharged chibi had already trained herself into the kind of woman Sigurd loved the most!





Crunch!





Kiana bit down on her cookie, narrowing her eyes as she warily watched Bronya.





Bronya seemed to notice this gaze and glanced sideways at Kiana, then smiled smugly.





Kiana: "(▼ヘ▼＃)!"





No, she had to think of a way to seize the initiative!





Kiana chomped on her cookie aggressively, and the gears in her usually idle brain began to turn rapidly.





...





After a while, Bronya took Sin Mal to continue inspecting the base, while Sigurd focused on his work.





Kiana, having just recovered physically and mentally, was allowed to rest in the room.





Then, she started causing trouble.





"Sig, ah~~"





Kiana held a cookie and brought it to Sigurd's mouth, using a tone usually reserved for coach children.





Sigurd glanced at her sideways, unsure of what she was up to, but he still opened his mouth and ate the cookie.





Then, Kiana brought over some tea and held it up to Sigurd’s lips.





"Here, drink some tea."





"???"





Sigurd couldn't help but wonder if she was planning to make some outrageous request again.





But then, as Kiana, who had never served anyone before, poured the tea, she misjudged the tilt of the cup and spilled it on Sigurd's face.





Smack!





A minute later, Kiana obediently knelt nearby, a big bump on her head, punished to kneel for thirty minutes.





...





"Sig, what’s this?"





"The Earth-Moon Gravity Ladder Orbit Project, aimed at significantly reducing the speed and cost of material exchange between Earth and the Moon."





"And what about this?"





"The Lunar Atmosphere Project, an attempt to create a habitable gaseous environment on the lunar surface."





"Oh, they both sound impressive. How about we approve them?"





"No, I rejected both."





"Why?"





"Given your level of knowledge, it would take too long to explain it to you."





"Don’t be like that! Tell me, please tell me, I want to know..."





Kiana shook Sigurd's arm, not realizing that because of her constant interruptions, Sigurd's work efficiency had dropped by about 40%. So...





Smack!





With two bumps on her head, Kiana knelt nearby, looking obedient, and was punished to kneel for another half hour.





...





After half an hour, Kiana brought over a plate of cake and placed it on the table, sitting quietly beside it.





She stared at the cake, swallowed a mouthful of saliva, and then remained perfectly still.





This posture continued for a full half hour until Sigurd finally looked up, confused as he observed her.





"What are you doing?"





"Meditating!"





"And what are you meditating on?"





"I'm resisting the temptation of the cake!"





Kiana raised her index finger, her large blue eyes blinking, with an extremely serious expression.





Sigurd rubbed his chin, looking at her with a mixture of pity and affection, and after a moment, he slowly said:





"...Well, good luck."





Kiana then held out for several hours until she fell asleep in the chair.





Sigurd heard the familiar sound of her snoring but didn’t pay much attention.





He just kept working until he finished reviewing the last project proposal, leaned back in his chair, and took a deep breath, finally noticing the sleeping girl.





"Asleep...?"





Sigurd rubbed his temples, smiling wryly yet fondly.




















  
    "She's asleep..."



    



    Sigurd looked at Kiana, resting his head on his hand, his gaze gradually softening.



    



    She wore a white uniform, light blue denim shorts, and long white socks that wrapped around her round, toned legs.



    



    A retracted black armor strap encircled her right thigh.



    



    Her long, silver hair cascaded down to her waist, with the simulated sunlight shining on her curvaceous figure, making her neck appear especially fair and delicate.



    



    The peaceful atmosphere in the room was filled with a subtle fragrance.



    



    Sigurd took a deep breath, catching a hint of sweetness, though he couldn't tell if it came from the nearby Kiana or the cake on the table. So, he ate the cake.



    



    "Mmm..."



    



    The sound of Sigurd eating woke Kiana from her nap.



    



    She rubbed her eyes, and as her awareness returned, she noticed the empty plate and Sigurd wiping his mouth.



    



    "Ah! My cake! The one and only lunar strawberry flavor!!!" Kiana exclaimed, holding her head, her sweet, melodious voice tinged with despair.



    



    Sigurd nonchalantly crossed his legs, a smile playing on his lips. "Weren't you trying to resist temptation?"



    



    "I was just practicing; I never said I wouldn’t eat it!"



    



    "The best practice is to give it up completely."



    



    "…You owe me!"



    



    Kiana's eyes widened, tears welling up as she accused Sigurd.



    



    He intertwined his fingers, placing them on his lap, and spoke slowly, "Be honest, why were you doing so many things while I was working? What were you trying to do?"



    



    Kiana froze, the tears in her eyes instantly retreating.



    



    After a while, she twiddled her fingers nervously and replied, "I just wanted to be a little more considerate and thoughtful."



    



    "Give it up," Sigurd advised bluntly.



    



    That sort of thing was beyond Kiana.



    



    If she could manage it, Sigurd might as well go to the Book of Fuxi and propose marriage tomorrow.



    



    "Hey!"



    



    Kiana pouted, unhappily glaring at Sigurd.



    



    "So, why the sudden change? You've always scoffed at my lessons on being a lady, and no matter how much I tried, you only ever humored me."



    



    "That’s because… I was young and foolish!"



    



    "I want the truth."



    



    "It’s just… didn't you say you wanted your future partner to be the considerate and reliable type?" Kiana continued to twiddle her fingers, her gaze shifting, a blush spreading across her face.



    



    After a moment, she shyly covered her face.



    



    Confessing her feelings in the consciousness realm had been different—driven by extreme emotions, she hadn’t cared about the consequences.



    



    But now, admitting these things in front of Sigurd made her feel deeply embarrassed. When trying to seduce him, it was different; in those moments, there was no room for shyness.



    



    Sigurd watched her intently for a long while before shaking his head with a laugh. "You..."



    



    It seemed that, after that confession, both of them were a bit at a loss.



    



    She had never considered these things before.



    



    With a low chuckle, Sigurd reached out and ruffled her hair. "Come here."



    



    Sigurd said, patting his lap.



    



    Kiana's eyes lit up, and she quickly scooted over, leaning back against him, smiling so widely that her eyes nearly closed.



    



    Sigurd wrapped his arm around her slender waist, his other hand threading through her silky silver hair, lifting a strand and catching a faint, delicate fragrance.



    



    This was their daily routine, always like this.



    



    Before, Sigurd hadn’t realized that this closeness had already crossed the line of ambiguity, or perhaps he had noticed but couldn’t refuse Kiana’s closeness.



    



    "Sigh..."



    



    Sigurd sighed softly.



    



    If he had no feelings, he should have distanced himself from Kiana, clearly establishing a boundary between them, instead of continuing to let her stay so close.



    



    However, he could already imagine how Kiana would react if he tried to distance himself—how could he bear to see her cry?



    



    Caught between a rock and a hard place, that’s what this situation was.



    



    "Don’t sigh… Am I making things difficult for you?" Kiana looked up, her large eyes filled with a soft, watery light.



    



    Sigurd nodded honestly. "A bit."



    



    "Oh..." Kiana lowered her head in disappointment.



    



    "It’s not your fault," Sigurd reassured her, patting her head.



    



    Kiana remained silent for a while before looking up again, her smile radiant but with tears in her eyes as if she had made a decision.



    



    She said, "Then, can we pretend it never happened? Go back to the way things were before, no confession, no feelings. Sig is Sig, and I’m just me."



    



    "…What nonsense are you talking about?"



    



    "It’s not nonsense. I know you’re doing something very important, and there are so many people you need to take care of. So, if my confession is troubling you, let’s just pretend it never happened. That way, you don’t have to feel conflicted!"



    



    Sigurd was taken aback. Knowing Kiana, she wouldn’t give up so easily.



    



    "I… I don’t want you to be unhappy. I want you to be happy, and everything else isn’t important."



    



    Kiana clasped Sigurd’s hand, intertwining her fingers with his.



    



    She looked at their joined hands and smiled sweetly.



    



    Sigurd also looked at their clasped hands.



    



    Kiana’s hand was small but warm, soft like holding a piece of cotton candy, but with a unique and wonderful feeling.



    



    "Fool."



    



    Sigurd sighed.



    



    Kiana chuckled and leaned against Sigurd, not saying another word.



    



    She wasn’t a fool, just a little bit sillier than Sigurd.



    



    "Do you remember our first meeting?"



    



    "Of course! I will never forget about it! Now that I think about it, it feels like it was just yesterday. You were so different back then, so skinny and weak. Not like now, where nothing can defeat you."



    



    Kiana smiled nostalgically, her words filled with admiration for Sigurd.



    



    "I’m not that impressive. There are still many things that can defeat me."



    



    Sigurd tightened his grip on Kiana’s hand, his eyes softening.



    



    Yes, many things could defeat him—like saving the world, or the girl now nestled in his arms.



    



    Kiana, oh Kiana, what should I do with you?



    



    Sigurd thought with a mix of helplessness and sweet indulgence. After a while, he spoke slowly, "In a few days, let’s go back there again. We buried some charcoal there, remember? You said you’d dig it up one day. So, let’s go see if it’s still there… just the two of us."



    



    Kiana froze, her eyes blinking rapidly.



    



    Just the two of them?



    



    Did she misunderstand what he was saying?



    



    "I’ve never been in a relationship. I never even thought about what it would be like. I admit, your confession left me confused, making me overthink a lot of things. That’s why I came up with that adoption agreement. But, when I really think about it, besides myself, who else could I trust to take care of you... Let’s give it a try. Maybe, I’ve long since been unable to let you go."



    



    Sigurd spoke slowly, first with resignation, but as he followed his heart and explained everything, he felt a sense of clarity.



    



    Yes, Kiana was playful, gluttonous, lazy, impatient, mischievous, impulsive, and often kept her troubles to herself… Given all that, no one else but Sigurd could take care of her properly.



    



    He knew nothing about love, but it didn’t matter.



    



    He just couldn’t let go of Kiana, and that was enough.



    



    As for the ideal of a lifelong partner—it didn’t matter.



    



    Compared to Kiana, it really didn’t matter at all.



    



    "Hic..Hic…Hic.."



    



    Kiana’s sniffles reached his ears. It seemed she was crying.



    



    Sigurd’s heart tightened.



    



    "What’s wrong?"



    



    "N-nothing! I’m just… just really happy, extremely happy… Waaaah!!!"



    



    She really started crying, one hand still tightly clasping Sigurd’s, while the other clumsily wiped away her tears, but she couldn’t stop more from spilling out.



    



    Sigurd sighed with relief.



    



    As long as she wasn’t sad.



    



    "You’re like a little child."



    



    "I-I just can’t help it…"



    



    "I didn’t say it’s a bad thing. If you want to cry, cry. If you want to laugh, laugh. That’s all I ask of you."



    



    "Sig…"



    



    "Yeah?"



    



    "I really like you. I like you so, so much… More than I like this world! No one will ever like you as much as I do! Really!"



    



    Sigurd didn’t realize that his lips had curved into a gentle smile.



    



    He ruffled the girl’s hair before saying, "You know, Siegfried might cry if he heard that."



    



    "That’s different… I could leave dad, but I could never, ever leave you!"



    



    Kiana looked up, her tear-filled eyes gazing at Sigurd with complete sincerity and determination.



    



    Sigurd opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out.



    



    He admitted that because of this sentence, because of this tear-streaked little face, his mind went blank for a moment.



    



    How did he not realize before that Kiana’s words could be so powerful?

  
    

    













“La~ La la la~ La la la~”





Ding! Ding!





Under the sunshine, in a meadow with a gentle breeze, Kiana sat at a small white round table, humming a cheerful tune while tapping her spoon on a cup to create a crisp rhythm.





Her delicate face was full of smiles, a healthy blush coloring her cheeks, carefree and happy.





"Come out. You've been watching for a while now, so why not sit down and have a chat?"





Suddenly, Kiana stopped her actions and looked up in front of her.





The sunny world split in two from the middle of the small round table in front of Kiana. The other half of the world turned into pure darkness.





Clink clank!





Amid the sound of metal chains moving, a girl with golden eyes, as if bearing wings of light, appeared before Kiana.





Her arms, thighs, neck, and waist were bound by golden rings, connected to golden chains extending into the depths of the darkness, as if suspended in midair.





She landed, her heels clicking on the black floor, dragging the golden chains as she walked step by step to the black chair opposite Kiana and sat down, looking at her with an ice-cold expression.





"This seems to be our first harmonious conversation... Want to try it? My favorite milk tea; it’s really good."





Kiana pushed a cup over.





Then, with a "smash," the cup of milk tea shattered and disappeared just before crossing the black-and-white dividing line on the small round table.





"Wow, someone’s in a bad mood!"





Kiana raised an eyebrow, propping her chin with one hand, looking lazily at the girl opposite her, as if she were looking at her twin sister.





"You seem quite pleased with yourself. You are just a mere counterfeit, a waste, idiot!"





"Say whatever you want. No matter how much you talk, it doesn't change what I am. Besides, when you were crawling on the ground in fear a few days ago, you weren't saying that, were you?"





"It was just a moment of carelessness. What, did a bit of luck go to your head?"





"Such harsh words... Not that I'm much kinder, though."





Kiana gestured, and another cup of milk tea appeared before her.





If Sirin didn't want to drink it, so be it; Kiana loved it!





"Mm... delicious! Tastes just like it does in reality!"





"What are you trying to say?"





"Sigurd showed me the complete event report. How should I put it... it confirms what Sigurd has always said: hateful people often have their own pitiable side."





"How dare you pity me!?"





A thick killing intent surfaced in Sirin's eyes, and her aura grew menacing.





Boom!





The opposing worlds began to tremble, with storms surging and darkness seeming to spread towards the blue sky and white clouds.





Kiana continued to drink her milk tea, her expression unchanged.





Sure enough, in the next moment, the golden chains on Sirin tightened sharply, and an invisible force suppressed her energy.





The world's turbulence ceased.





Sirin frowned and sneered coldly.





"Your courage comes from that hypocritical human. But don't forget how his family died. Do you think he will easily let go of that hatred?"





"Of course not! If Sig were to let it go so easily, even I would feel bad for him!"





Kiana slammed her cup on the table, speaking seriously.





This left Sirin stunned.





What did she mean? Is she expecting him to hate and resent her?





She's heard of selling out friends and family, but not someone selling themselves out.





Then Kiana started fidgeting with her fingers, speaking shyly:





"Sig said people should take responsibility for their mistakes, but not blindly. I can't bear all the mistakes you've made, but considering our special relationship, I must take some responsibility. I thought about it, and to make it up to Sig, I need to have a few cute babies with him. But coming up with names is tricky... Ah, so embarrassing!"





"You–you dare!? This is my body!"





“That’s true. I heard that the first time can be quite painful. How about this: you take the painful part as punishment, and I’ll enjoy the pleasant part, hehe!”





“Don’t you dare!!!”





“I’m just joking! I won’t let you have even a second with Sig, not even for a moment! Ha!”





“You!!!”





Sirin slammed the table, her face dark and terrifying.





However, the power of the chains was mysterious and incredible, tightly restraining her strength, leaving her with no choice but impotent rage.





“One day, I’ll kill you, and then I’ll cut that hypocritical guy into a thousand pieces–Ugh!”





Suddenly, the black and white round table between them vanished. Kiana appeared before Sirin, raising her hands to grab her by the neck and lift her, cutting off her words.





“You can insult me, but don’t you dare insult Sig. Don’t think that just because I’m willing to sit down and chat with you, I’ve accepted you. Remember, if I get the chance, I’ll make you disappear for good!”





Kiana’s face was cold, her blue eyes devoid of any emotion, and she spoke in a matter-of-fact, chilling tone.





“You–you’re still crazy!” Sirin mocked intermittently, having grown accustomed to Kiana’s neurotic nature due to the fact that she wouldn’t die.





Cough! Cough! Cough!





Kiana released her grip, letting Sirin fall to the ground and cough repeatedly.





Then, bending down, she said:





“Maybe. After holding back for so many years, I might have some mental issues... But it’s okay. As long as I stay with Sig, I’ll gradually recover. Today, I mainly wanted to tell you that I want the power of the Herrscher of the Void. I’ll use this power to atone for those sins and provide real help to Sig.”





“Herrscher’s power? Hahaha!”





Suddenly, Sirin burst into laughter, clutching her stomach and nearly rolling on the ground.





Kiana frowned. “What are you laughing at?”





“Do you think the power that God granted me is so easy to control? If you want to die early and give this body to me, then go ahead and try!”





“I know that you are the true Herrscher of the Void, and the Herrscher’s power doesn’t belong to me. That’s why I’ll be patient and take it bit by bit. Don’t worry, I want to be with Sig for thousands of years; there’s no way I’d risk my life. Besides, Sig will help me. You know his abilities well, don’t you?”





Kiana kicked one of the chains on the ground, smiling.





Sirin’s laughter gradually stopped.





Kiana spoke with confidence: “These chains are Sig’s interference with our soul’s information. Because he doesn’t want to harm my soul, they won’t last long. But Sigurd will teach me how to use the methods of ‘Information-Origin Theory.’ Fu Hua is also an authority in the field of consciousness. As for the Herrscher’s powers, haha, we Anti-Entropy specialize in this! Rest assured, I will get what I want!”





“You’re dreaming!”





“Say what you like; I’m just here to tell you this. If you’re willing to cooperate, maybe we can be more friendly in the future. Otherwise, you’ll be forever hiding in the darkness of my mind!”





“The will of God cannot be defied! Humanity will be destroyed in the end! Everything you do is just a joke! And I am the Herrscher, hahaha!!!”





Suddenly, Sirin started laughing madly.





Amidst her shrill laughter, the golden chains pulled her back into the darkness, and she completely disappeared from Kiana’s sight.





The world of the mind reverted to a clear blue sky and a meadow.





…





“Ha~”





Kiana lifted the blanket and woke up from the bed, yawning groggily.





“Seriously, saying such nonsensical things, and not even finishing her sentences, it’s so unsatisfying,” Kiana complained, then saw Sin Mal sleeping beside her.





She gave Sin Mal a smack.





Slap!





“Ah! Darn–fish-for-brain!!!”





“I’m just waking you up, you lazy pig.”





“Awoo!”





Sin Mal bit Kiana’s hand.





Kiana’s triumphant expression froze, and cold sweat began to form on her forehead.





“Hey, I’m bleeding; could you let go?”





Gnash! Gnash!





“Hey, it really hurts! I was thinking about becoming more gentle and considerate today, so how about we make peace for now? Don’t make me lose my temper.”





Gnash! Gnash!





“Uh, it’s pierced through, your teeth are really sharp—don’t push your luck, you bastard!!!”





Kiana pressed Sin Mal’s face, trying to pull her hand out, but Sin Mal’s bite was exceptionally strong, resulting in nothing but increasing pain.





So, Kiana gritted her teeth, grabbed Sin Mal’s hand, and brought it towards her mouth.





“I’ll bite!”





“Mm!!!”





Sin Mal widened her eyes, enduring the pain in her hand but not letting go.





Instead, she wrapped her slender, fair legs around Kiana’s neck.





Kiana immediately fought back.





The two began wrestling without any regard for their image, their pajamas torn to shreds in the intense scuffle.





Eventually, with a loud bang, the four legs of the bed snapped.





When Sigurd and Bronya entered to check on the commotion, what they saw was a rather indecent scene.





Then, under the gaze of two pairs of eyes that resembled dead fish, the two tangled-up girls began to break out in a cold sweat.





“Icarus, execute Program A7.”





“Ahhhhhh!!!” ×2




















  
    

    













The Moon Base serves three purposes:





 
	Cutting-Edge Weapons Development Center


 
	Interstellar Migration Experiment Base


 
	Reserve Force for War and a Backup Plan for Civilization






But these are just the stated reasons. In reality, none of these three reasons are the core value that Sigurd is concerned with.





What he truly wants to explore is the power of finality and, beyond that, the so-called God of Honkai.





Without understanding the capabilities of the ultimate enemy, blindly accumulating technology and power would be inefficient, and could lead down a path that yields no results.





“Master Sigurd, it’s here. To the naked eye, and even to devices that measure Honkai energy intensity, this land doesn’t show any abnormalities. However, whether it’s Honkai beasts or the energy from a Herrscher core, they all become unusually active here... Sorry, I can only describe it as ‘active.’ In fact, we cannot understand its true nature.”





This was the place where the God of Honkai descended in the past, and where Kiana had lured out Sirin a few days ago.





Chen Tianwu, scratching his head through his black armor, spoke with a look of helplessness.





The black armor was the culmination of Sigurd's technological prowess, a creation that almost matched the capabilities of the Hive System.





Though its capabilities were powerful, the cost was high, making it impossible to mass-produce.





Therefore, Sigurd only equipped qualified authorities and warriors with it as a trump card and a means of survival.





Chen Tianwu had earned the right to wear the black armor when he received the Deputy Executive Officer badge.





Behind him, Sigurd, in a white trench coat, Fu Hua, dressed in a white cheongsam with decorations, and the three members in black armor, all walked in silent procession.





Chen Tianwu watched as they passed by him, his gaze lingering on Kiana and Sin Mal, his two superiors… Oh, wait. As a Deputy Executive Officer, even if an inspector came from headquarters, Chen Tianwu should technically have a higher rank.





He glanced again at Sigurd’s back — better to keep calling them superiors.





As a Deputy Executive Officer, he might be a significant figure on a global scale, but that title meant nothing in front of Sigurd.





Keeping a low profile, staying obedient, and minimizing his presence was the key to avoiding overwork and death.





In short, Chen Tianwu felt that today, Kiana and Sin Mal’s postures were exceptionally straight, seemingly more serious than they had been in the past few days.





“Well… none of this has anything to do with me.”





Chen Tianwu shrugged and quietly followed at the back, sticking to the edge, and began walking with them.





Sigurd stopped abruptly at a certain spot, seemingly sensing something.





“Is this the place?”





Fu Hua furrowed her brow and asked with a cool, solemn expression.





Sigurd nodded and knelt on one knee, rubbing the dust on the ground with one hand.





“The strongest feeling is right here. That mysterious presence should have descended here and met Sirin — at least from the perspective of relative spatial coordinates, this is the spot.”





“What should we do?” Fu Hua asked.





“All things are manifestations of information, and change is the flow of information — thoughts are also a form of information. Fu Hua, Kiana, Gouzi... Chen Tianwu, I need all of you to recall everything related to this place and that being, including all your memories and feelings.”





Sigurd stood up and said calmly.





Chen Tianwu raised his hand. “Um, did you just casually call me ‘Gouzi’?”





“Do your best to recall everything related, even if Fu Hua has lost her memory. As long as you’re thinking, information will converge. And I need that to guide my observation.”





“Um, about the ‘Gouzi’ thing… Understood, I’ll try to recall all the explorations and attempts from this period,” Chen Tianwu said earnestly, ignoring the nickname in Sigurd’s emotionless gaze.





Again, being submissive was his way of avoiding overwork and death.





Sin Mal and Bronya quietly stepped aside to keep watch, while the three individuals Sigurd had named stood behind him and began to think and recall as instructed.





Sigurd raised his hand, rubbing a dark purple ring on his right index finger — this was the "Key of Thunder" in its portable mode.





His clear, cold blue eyes gradually glowed with a purple light, with a few arcs of electricity occasionally flickering in his eyes.





With a detached intellect, enhanced by the higher-dimensional perspective granted by the "Key of Thunder," the principles of "Information-Origin Theory" flashed through his mind...





Sigurd's expression grew increasingly cold and emotionless, as if transforming from a human perspective to some indescribable, peculiar height.





As his vision and consciousness adjusted to a specific domain, what Sigurd saw changed.





Dust, particles, people around him, the surrounding space — everything lost its appearance, revealing a connected, flowing form that pointed directly to its essence.





Within the vast sea of information around them, there were segments representing the thoughts of the three individuals that converged into lines, connecting to the distant, lofty depths of the sea of information.





Maintaining pure rationality, following his initial and currently sole thought, Sigurd parted the chaotic sea and moved upwards, vaguely glimpsing something vast and indescribable...





Crackle... crackle...





“Kiana! Contact Sigurd, there’s an emergency!”





In Kiana’s ear, a quantum communication signal from the mother planet came through, pulling her out of her effort to delve into Sirin’s memories.





In the next second, the purple glow and electric arcs faded from Sigurd's eyes, and his highly detached and emotionless demeanor vanished.





He frowned slightly.





“Kiana, focus a bit more. Let’s try again.”





“Wait, Sig, the Far East has fallen!”





“Hm?”





“A great Honkai outbreak! An unprecedented Honkai disaster has occurred. Schicksal and Anti-Entropy are joining forces to fight it, and Mei is requesting our assistance!”





Sigurd hesitated for a moment.





Then, Kiana summoned a worker bee drone and brought up a virtual projection.





On the holographic blue globe, the polar region was entirely red, and the ominous red area was still expanding outward.





"Uncle Welt has already taken down three pseudo-Herrscher, and Durandal has killed a few as well, but the intensity of the Honkai energy is still increasing. It's speculated that multiple true Herrschers may be about to be born. Additionally, Wendy is severely injured and missing, her life or death unknown. Rozaliya and Liliya were participating in activities there, with Seele accompanying them, and now, we have no idea about their situation either."





"Return to base. Chen Tianwu, continue to guard the moon. The rest of you, board the ship and prepare for impact and heavy pressure."





"Yes!" the group responded in unison.





What led Sigurd to make a decisive decision, aside from the news Kiana reported, was another crucial point—the “Gem of Desire” hanging at his waist was rapidly losing energy.





In a blink, it had gone from constantly emitting powerful Honkai energy to becoming just a crystal with only a limited amount of Honkai energy remaining.





The Herrscher of Wind might truly have been born.




















  
    

    













Inside a silver-white fighter jet with a wingspan of less than ten meters, Kiana, Bronya, Sin Mal, and Fu Hua were strapped into their seats by several different kinds of restraints.





The cabin was filled with a thick, light blue liquid, making it even harder for them to move.





The atmosphere among them was tense.





It wasn’t the unfamiliar cabin conditions that caused their anxiety; they trusted in what Sigurd was doing.





What truly worried them was the situation on Earth.





Outside the spacecraft, Sigurd leapt to the front and placed his hand on a raised platform.





At the same time, the "Judgement of Shamash" dissolved from its ring form on his finger, seeming to merge into his body.





In the next moment, Sigurd’s silver hair blazed into bright red flames.





The high temperature melted the lunar soil around him.





At the rear of the spacecraft, the propulsion system was brewing a concentrated flame with terrifying intensity.





Then, the silver spacecraft shot out from the moon, leaving behind a long, endless trail of lava on the lunar surface.





Boom!!!





Enveloped in the cushioning liquid, the four inside felt an unprecedented force pressing down on them, nearly crushing their bodies.





"Cough!"





"Ugh!"





Bronya and Sin Mal, whose bodies were relatively weaker, made painful sounds, and bloodstains spread across their bodies.





Kiana saw the blood floating before her eyes, her heart tightening.





She tried to check on their condition, but found herself unable to even turn her head.





Fu Hua raised her hand and gently patted Kiana’s shoulder to reassure her.





She had already noticed that the black armor on Bronya and Sin Mal had deployed, further protecting their bodies.





With Sigurd’s capabilities, they shouldn’t suffer too serious injuries.





Outside the spacecraft, Sigurd continued infusing Honkai energy and flames, dragging a long trail of starlight behind him, his eyes cold and determined.





"Speed at 0.01% of light speed... 0.1%... 1%. Acceleration complete. Distance to target: 138 seconds."





Boom!!!





A fiery red meteor streaked through deep space, swiftly passing the construction site of the global space station and plunging into the atmosphere, entering the planet with an intense, scorching force.





…





“What’s that? A meteor?”





“Meteors don’t move that fast… Oh, there’s a message from the moon. It’s Sigurd showing his power.”





“Oh, then it’s fine.”





“Not really. They say the Far East region is already out of control. It’s not just the land filled with Honkai energy; the spreading Honkai energy pollution has even seeped into ocean currents. It might affect the whole world. Who knows? Maybe we’ll pull Honkai beasts out of the sea instead of fish… Damn! Just thinking about it is terrifying! Please, Sigurd, you must save the world!”





“Why are you all daydreaming? We can’t do much about what’s happening below right now. What we can do is finish this space station as soon as possible. The sooner we complete it, the more it will help the world.”





“That’s right, let’s keep working hard!”





“Team Leader Liu, the bug here is fixed. We can proceed with the next stage. I’ll prepare for the next section. Let’s do our best.”





“OJBK! Team One and Team Two, confirm the orbit. Team Three, prepare for operations. Command team, take your positions. Let’s move!”





…





Sigurd didn’t hear the conversation on the space station.





He was only focused on navigating with explosive Honkai energy, crashing violently into the atmosphere.





Forcibly controlling the excessive Honkai energy and the damage caused by atmospheric friction destroyed some of his more delicate external tissues—in other words, he was temporarily blind and deaf.





Fortunately, the flight path was set, and even with his sight gone, Sigurd knew exactly where to go.





Thus, in the Far East region, a massive pillar of fire descended from the night sky, crashing into the wilderness with a resounding impact that shook the mountains and set the land ablaze for miles.





Boom!!!





After the earth-shattering commotion subsided, the large crater left behind revealed the silver spacecraft, now reduced to ashes.





Several figures, scattered around, slowly stood up.





Only Sigurd remained in the center of the crater, motionless, as his tattered nano-machine clothing rapidly repaired itself.





“Sig... Sig... Sigurd!?”





Kiana called out a few times, but Sigurd remained frozen in place, unresponsive.





She hurried over and reached out to pat him on the shoulder.





Sigurd turned his head, and they all noticed his face was mostly covered in severe burns, his eyes shriveled and blackened in a horrifying way.





Yet, all of these injuries were healing at a visibly rapid pace.





Moments later, his horribly wounded eyes recovered to their usual clear blue color, his gaze sweeping over everyone.





“Is everyone okay?” Sigurd asked calmly.





“...Yes, we’re all fine,” Kiana replied softly, biting her lip.





She felt her heart tighten suddenly, as if an invisible hand had gripped it hard, making her want to hug Sigurd tightly, but she didn’t dare disturb him at this moment.





The others didn’t look much better either.





Then Sigurd took a few steps forward, not turning back as he spoke, “At 9 o’clock, there are two pseudo-Herrscher signals. Fu Hua, go take care of them, then quickly support the city to the north. At 4 o’clock, Honkai Beasts are attacking a city. Bronya and Sin Mal, go provide support. Kiana, you come with me to find people. The concentration of Honkai energy here is very high; we must be wary of the Herrscher of the Void’s potential rampage. Everyone, keep communications open and be ready to receive orders at any time.”





“Yes!” *3





Three figures quickly dispersed, while Kiana followed Sigurd to the most populous, most devastated city in the Far East region, where Wendy and others had gone missing—the economic and political center of the Far East, Changkong City.





Meanwhile, around the world, tremors and landslides occurred intermittently.





Countless black spheres surged up from underground in torrents, all rushing in the same direction, whistling through the air.





…





Almost at the same moment that Sigurd landed, inside a building in Changkong City, a silver-haired, golden-eyed girl breathed a sigh of relief.





“Miss, is everything okay now?” A delicate and cute face peeked out beside her, with dazzling, flawless golden hair flowing in the air like a stream of gold.





“Yes, it’s fine now,” the silver-haired girl said indifferently.





Without opening her mouth, her cold voice resonated directly in the listener's mind.





She was adorned with golden shackles on her limbs and neck, each attached to a heavy, thick black chain that hung down to the ground, making one wonder how such a frail girl could carry these metal restraints.





Vera made a sound of acknowledgment, rubbed her chin thoughtfully, and then pointed to the three young girls curled up and sleeping together in front of her, asking, “What about them? Should we take them with us?”





“No need. The mission is already accomplished. Let’s not leave any more traces... He is too perceptive; we can’t afford to be discovered.”





“But the Honkai energy around here and those Honkai Beasts...”





“Someone will come to save them. They’re safe,” the girl replied.





Her golden eyes, filled with a brief moment of softness and nostalgia as she looked at the three girls, quickly turned back to their usual cold, indifferent state.





“So, are we heading back now? What a shame; I wanted to see Big Brother Sigurd and Big Sister Kiana...”





“Hmm?”





“Nothing. I mean, I miss my bed at home, and my homework too. Let’s head back quickly, Miss.” Vera raised her index finger, pretending to be serious.





The girl looked at her steadily.





After a moment, she lifted her right hand, restrained by the heavy shackles and chains, and gently patted Vera’s soft, fluffy head, showing a faint, satisfied smile.




















  
    "Did it hurt just now?"



    



    A platform made of worker bees formed beneath their feet, carrying Sigurd and Kiana as they flew towards Changkong City.



    



    In the silence, Kiana suddenly turned her head and asked.



    



    Sigurd had just finished a round of intelligence gathering and bee swarm deployment.



    



    He looked up and responded calmly, "A little."



    



    "I'm sorry. I'll try to master the powers of the Herrscher of the Void as soon as possible. Next time, you won't have to do it that way."



    



    "Do your best, but don't push yourself. Safety is the most important thing."



    



    "Mm."



    



    Kiana nodded, biting her lip.



    



    After a moment of hesitation, she slowly reached out and held Sigurd's hand.



    



    Sigurd, who appeared quite indifferent due to his deep concentration, was taken aback for a moment.



    



    "You..."



    



    "My heart aches," Kiana said decisively and directly.



    



    Sigurd was silent for a long while, not shaking off the soft hand in his.



    



    He merely scolded her in a matter-of-fact tone, "Don’t think about irrelevant things at a critical moment. Focus on the task at hand."



    



    "Yes," Kiana replied, blinking.



    



    She said it but had no intention of letting go.



    



    She knew things were serious and was deeply worried about her friends' safety, but that didn't stop her from feeling pain and concern for Sigurd.



    



    Sigurd said nothing more, only silently gazing into the distance and gently squeezing Kiana’s small hand.



    



    They had held hands many times before.



    



    On the contrary, such intimacy was practically commonplace.



    



    However, before Kiana's confession, holding hands had no special meaning to Sigurd beyond feeling pleasant.



    



    But now, holding this soft warmth in his hand made him feel particularly at ease, even knowing the situation was grim.



    



    …



    



    In Changkong City, the roars and destruction caused by massive white beasts were constant.



    



    The city, once bustling with lights throughout the night, could no longer fend off the darkness, enveloping everything in a terrifying atmosphere.



    



    Thousands of Titan mechs and Valkyries were fighting in tandem against what seemed like an endless horde of Honkai Beasts across numerous battlefields.



    



    Meanwhile, more Anti-Entropy combat units were active in every corner of the city, using various rescue equipment to continuously evacuate civilians to nearby shelters.



    



    At each of the city’s four corners, towering “Moonlight Throne” devices continuously converted dense Honkai energy into electricity, providing powerful firepower to countless stationary weapons scattered around, relentlessly mowing down Honkai Beasts and Honkai Zombies, significantly protecting the nearby civilians.



    



    “Ah! It's a Honkai Beast! Save me!”



    



    “Dad, Mom, where are you? Waaaah…”



    



    “Damn it! We pay so much in taxes, why is the rescue so slow at a critical time!?”



    



    “The shelter... The shelter is over there! Just a bit more, hurry up…”



    



    In every corner of the city, the chaos of humanity played out.



    



    Some civilians complained about the inadequate rescue efforts from the two organizations, while others lamented why this disaster had to strike their nation, their city.



    



    But most people focused entirely on escaping; survival was the only thing that mattered now.



    



    It was at this moment that Welt stepped into the city.



    



    When the First Herrscher, Supreme Leader of Anti-Entropy, Iron Will, the Saint Walking Among Us, the Human Arsenal—Welt Yang—arrived, the weapons and equipment on the human side received an upgrade and enhancement.



    



    Firepower multiplied, and countless cannons materialized in the corners.



    



    The highest form of Herrscher power usage has always been simple and practical.



    



    Welt didn’t need to conjure up any flashy advanced technology.



    



    Simply enhancing and replenishing the city's equipment firepower changed the chaotic situation in an instant.



    



    Seventy percent of the rampaging Honkai Beasts and Honkai Zombies were wiped out in the blink of an eye.



    



    With the regained advantage, the human armed forces began to effectively rescue civilians, and the casualty rate quickly dropped to nearly zero.



    



    In such a large-scale chaotic battlefield involving countless civilians, Welt's role was significantly more impactful than individuals with overwhelming combat prowess, like Fu Hua or Durandal.



    



    Seeing that the situation was under control, Welt finally breathed a sigh of relief.



    



    From above, Sigurd and Kiana descended, landing in front of him.



    



    “Who are those people?” Sigurd asked, pointing to a group of people not far away who were wearing shackles.



    



    Welt sighed. “They’re defectors, believers of the Honkai. They tried to sabotage the shelter in the previous city to guide the Honkai here... Since I didn’t have anyone to escort them, I brought them along.”



    



    “Convicted of crimes against humanity under wartime special regulations, there’s no need to waste human resources on them. Execute the death penalty.”



    



    With a wave of Sigurd's hand, flames ignited and completely engulfed these individuals.



    



    They were turned to ashes before they could even let out a scream.



    



    Welt opened his mouth but eventually shook his head.



    



    Originally, the plan was to have a public trial and execution to serve as a deterrent, but Sigurd had a point; during critical times, it's not worth wasting time and effort on such people.



    



    Welt relaxed his expression, looking slightly fatigued but relieved, and said, "Let it be. This situation came up suddenly; the intensity and scope of this Honkai Eruption are unprecedented. It's fortunate you could arrive in time... Any news about them?"



    



    No matter how selfless Welt was, he was still human.



    



    The children at headquarters had all grown up under his watchful eyes, and naturally, he cared for them more deeply.



    



    Sigurd nodded. "We found Seele, Rozaliya, and Liliya. I'd like you to go and bring them back. Kiana must stay by my side. The concentration of Honkai energy around us is intense, and there's always a risk that the Herrscher of the Void might seize the opportunity. As for the others, I'm not at ease, especially considering Otto's involvement..."



    



    Welt understood Sigurd's unfinished words.



    



    Indeed, although Otto had been remarkably quiet these past years, he was still a deeply calculating schemer.



    



    Welt didn't want to get entangled in human scheming while combating the Honkai, but one could never be too cautious with Otto.



    



    He then glanced at Kiana, whose expression hadn't changed.



    



    If Sigurd could discuss the Herrscher of the Void in front of her, it meant that Kiana had already understood and accepted the truth, hadn't she?



    



    Welt smiled reassuringly and nodded. "That's exactly why I came. Leave it to me. What about Wendy?"



    



    "Her situation is a bit more unique. I'll handle it myself."



    



    "Alright, then let’s make it quick. I’m off now."



    



    "See you later."



    



    Sigurd nodded.



    



    Kiana waved goodbye and watched as Welt departed.



    



    After he left, she frowned and asked, "What’s up with Wendy?"



    



    Sigurd took out an ornament from his person.



    



    The soul steel-woven golden thread ball unraveled, revealing a blue gem that had significantly dimmed, lying in his palm.



    



    He then tossed it directly into his mouth.



    



    Crunch!



    



    The gem was crushed and swallowed, replenishing some of Sigurd's Honkai energy.



    



    "As you can see, the 'Gem of Desire' has lost its original power. This indicates that a Herrscher Core has emerged to replace it."



    



    "Are you saying... Wendy… is now the Herrscher of Wind?"



    



    "That's exactly why I brought you along. A high-intensity Honkai energy environment could cause Wendy to transform into a Herrscher. For Sirin, it's a tremendous supplement as well. We must stay vigilant."



    



    "Got it, I'll be careful," Kiana replied, nodding seriously.



    



    Sirin was currently sealed deep within her mind, but it wasn't an absolute guarantee.



    



    When it comes to Herrschers, is there ever an absolute guarantee?



    



    She wouldn't allow herself to become a burden to Sigurd at such a critical moment—absolutely not!

  
    

    













Two hours earlier, on April 17th, the construction of the final "Moonlight Throne" device was completed in the last unoccupied city of the Far East region.





This made it the first country in the world to have installed "Moonlight Throne" devices in all its cities.





Coupled with the anniversary of the "Chi You Battle," it was a cause for celebration.





A grand eight-hour entertainment performance was held at the renowned Changkong City Stadium.





The Vodka Sisters, launched as idols by Anti-Entropy, were naturally invited by the Far Eastern government.





Since this was a formal and influential stage, Sigurd, their guardian, had no reason to refuse.





Thus, Rozaliya and Liliya attended, with Seele accompanying them as a semi-caretaker and semi-guardian, and Wendy acting as both a mentor and bodyguard, making it a group of four.





The atmosphere was lively at the time, and they were in high spirits.





However, just as Rozaliya and Liliya stepped onto the stage, the city's Honkai energy monitoring system issued a city-wide alert.





Boom!





"Darling! What's wrong with you?"





"Someone's dead!"





"An earthquake, is it an earthquake?"





"Ah! What the hell are you doing—ah!!!"





The ground trembled, and the audience's seats were filled with chaos and screams.





With Wendy's keen hearing, she even picked up the roars of Honkai Beasts from a distance, but more importantly, she sensed the sudden appearance and rapid escalation of Honkai energy to a terrifying concentration.





"This is bad!"





Wendy, who had been enjoying some tea provided by Seele, suddenly stood up, causing the cup to shatter on the ground.





Seele clutched her chest uncomfortably, realizing something, and looked up to ask, "Wendy, is it...?"





"Yes, a Honkai Eruption—of such intensity, it could give birth to a Herrscher! Seele, stay close to me, do not leave my sight. We need to go get those two idiots."





"Understood, I know!"





The two quickly rushed toward the stage.





As they sprinted, Wendy sent out an alert and a request for assistance to headquarters.





Upon reaching the stage, Rozaliya and Liliya were still in shock, holding microphones and looking confused.





"A major Honkai Eruption! Let's go to the nearest shelter!"





Wendy didn't have time to explain further.





She and Seele each grabbed one of the sisters and quickly ran toward the stadium exit.





Boom!





A white giant beast, dozens to hundreds of meters tall, broke through the stadium's outer wall, charging in with a terrifying, despair-inducing aura.





"This is trouble!"





Wendy stopped in her tracks, glancing at the spectators being chased and slaughtered by the Honkai Zombies in the stands, then at the enormous front limb of the giant Honkai Beast about to crush countless civilians.





She gritted her teeth, reached into her skirt, pulled out a black ring band from her thigh, and snapped it onto Seele's leg.





"Take them to the shelter. The Black Armor can provide you with some protection, and nearby worker bees can use it as a locator to prioritize your support. Go now, leave this to me!"





"Wendy!"





"No more nonsense! Unlike Bronya and the others, I don't rely much on the Black Armor. This won't affect me greatly. Go now, protect yourself! I'll resolve this quickly and meet up with you all!"





Wendy pushed the three away and, crushing the floor beneath her, launched herself like a bullet toward the giant Honkai Beast's raised front limb.





Seele's hand reached out into the air, but it was too late to hold her back.





Then, the black ring band on her leg activated, and nano-machines enveloped her body, forming a complete Black Armor instantly.





"Wow! It's black now! Sister Seele looks so cool... but it's a bit lewd," Rozaliya remarked, still somewhat oblivious to the crisis, staring blankly.





Seele's Black Armor was in its primitive form, with no extra structure, merely emphasizing her slim and slender figure.





Hearing this, Seele's face blushed under the helmet, but before she could respond, a familiar electronic female voice sounded in her ear.





"Unknown access detected."





"Identification result: Seele Vollerei."





"Data retrieval in progress... Completed. Access granted."





"Miss Seele, I have selected the optimal evacuation route for you and your companions. Should I activate the Black Armor's control and automatic combat mode?"





Icarus's voice inquired.





Seele quickly nodded. "Activate it, please, and take Rozaliya and Liliya to a safe place... Also, be sure to help Wendy, don't let her be in danger."





"Yes!"





Then, with Icarus taking over the Black Armor, it grabbed one of the Vodka Sisters under each arm, smashed through the wall, and headed out of the stadium.





Wendy glanced with her peripheral vision, feeling slightly relieved, then punched the enormous forelimb of the Honkai Beast.





Boom!!!





She flipped the Honkai Beast over and, taking advantage of the momentum, shattered its massive head with a few punches, turning the giant Honkai Beast into a motionless corpse.





Landing back on the ground, she saw the chaotic and brutal scene of survivors and Honkai Zombies clashing in the stands.





She sighed, rubbed her wrist, and began systematically eliminating the Honkai Zombies.





After more than twenty minutes of frantic effort, a Titan unit with twelve Titans and a team of seven Valkyries finally arrived.





In truth, their response was already swift, nearly lightning fast, but for the unfortunate victims who couldn't hold out until then, even a second too late was far too late.





"Are you... Wendy from Anti-Entropy's Black Armor Corps?"





"Yes, that's me. Please take care of these civilians. I have to go look after my companions."





"I am A-Rank Valkyrie Ana Schariac, captain of the Snow Lotus Squad. Leave this to us!"





"Thank you. Be careful!"





Wendy smiled warmly, wishing them well, then waved her hand and dashed out of the stadium.





To say she didn't rely on the Black Armor would be a lie.





For instance, Bronya's combat strength in Black Armor is 20,000, but without it, it's only 1,000.





Wendy's combat strength in Black Armor is 24,000, and without it, it's 4,000.





Even without the Black Armor, Wendy's combat strength isn't too shabby, but compared to her peak state, it's still worlds apart.





She needed to get Seele and the others to a safe place, retrieve her Black Armor, and then she could fully commit to this battle.





Following the footprints left by the Black Armor and confirming the signal with a worker bee, Wendy continued tracking them.





Then, she got lost.





Standing at the entrance of a now-deserted supermarket, her black eyes blinked, and she tilted her head.





The tuft of hair on top of her head swayed back and forth in confusion.





"Huh? Where are they? Where am I?"





"Notification: Black Armor signal has been interrupted here. It is presumed that interference from the battle with high-level Honkai Zombies and excessive Honkai energy is preventing further tracking."





"Are Seele and the others okay?"





"Notification: Based on the last battle footage and the lack of a Black Armor damage signal, it is estimated that the three are unharmed. It is recommended to deploy worker bees for a physical search."





"Agreed, go ahead. Inform me immediately if there's any news... Hm? What's that!?"





Wendy suddenly turned her head, sensing several terrifying presences in different directions within the city.





"Warning! Warning! Three pseudo-Herrscher reactions detected... One location... Two locations... Three locations! Given the current Honkai energy concentration, pseudo-Herrschers could evolve into complete Herrschers at any moment. Satellite weapon strikes are recommended."





"Denied! There are still many civilians in the city. Using such weapons here would result in too many casualties. Can the Sovereign make it in time? Or is there a backup Black Armor available?"





"Notification: The Sovereign is still 1,400 kilometers away from this location. Backup Black Armor has been dispatched, estimated to arrive in fifty-one minutes."





"That's too late! Give me the coordinates of the pseudo-Herrscher with the highest intensity. I'll go stop it!"





"Notification: In your current state without Black Armor, facing a pseudo-Herrscher, your mortality rate increases by 3.16%. It is recommended to retrieve the Black Armor before taking action."





"Denied! I have to fight. Give me the direction."





"Yes, Lady! It is estimated that 3,321 worker bees will join you in combat upon reaching the target. Wishing you success on the battlefield."





With that, Wendy rushed towards the direction indicated by Icarus. In the sky, a sparse swarm of worker bees gathered, heading toward the battlefield.




















  

















Boom!!!





The violent clash of two figures sent shockwaves that tore apart the concrete ground, collapsing several skyscrapers within a hundred-meter radius.





Wendy, unable to withstand the recoil, was sent flying hundreds of meters, crashing through countless buildings.





Boom! Boom! Boom!





After finally crashing into a store, Wendy tasted blood in her mouth before being buried under the rubble of the collapsed building.





In terms of individual capability, Wendy was undoubtedly in the S-rank realm.





However, even S-rank Valkyries enter the battlefield equipped with specially designed Valkyrie armor and powerful weapons.





Just like a certain overpowered blonde duck, the difference in combat power with and without armor was vast.





This was even more true for someone like Wendy, who, though a genius, was still a normal person.





At this moment, Wendy was fighting barehanded, aided only by thousands of worker bees.





Against a pseudo-Herrscher, she could still fight, but it was far from easy.





Wendy pushed the concrete slab off her body and had just gotten up when an ominous figure, wrapped in black patterns, violently burst through the obstacles in front of her.





Boom!!





Under the impact of immense power, Wendy crossed her arms to block the attack, leaving trails of damage over dozens of meters as she was pushed back.





She shook her numb arms, grimacing.





"This is getting troublesome," she muttered.





If fully equipped, she could easily take down a pseudo-Herrscher with a single punch.





But now, it was proving much harder.





Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!





The swarm of bees in the sky continuously launched ranged attacks: lasers, infrasound waves, ball lightning.





These powers, which could easily destroy Honkai beasts, were insignificant against a pseudo-Herrscher.





Apart from causing the shadow to roar in irritation, they had no effect.





"Icarus, warn the nearby support troops. Titans are fine, but anyone below S-rank and S-rank candidates shouldn't approach. They can't withstand these attacks," Wendy ordered as she shook off her hands, clenching them into fists.





The gap between an A-rank Valkyrie and a pseudo-Herrscher was vast.





The gap between a pseudo-Herrscher and an S-rank Valkyrie was another chasm—of course, that’s referring to fully armed S-rank Valkyries.





And the difference between an S-rank Valkyrie and a fully-fledged Herrscher? That's difficult to compare, as each S-rank and each Herrscher are unique, and there are so few of them that it's hard to say who would win without them actually fighting.





In any case, Wendy charged forward.





Although she was barehanded, Wendy was an outstanding student among her peers.





Fully exerting herself, each strike she landed had the power to shatter mountains and crack the earth.





She fought the pseudo-Herrscher, who seemed to specialize in physical enhancement, to a standstill.





Buildings were continuously leveled, discharges and fires caused by the explosion of electrical equipment spread everywhere, and the earth's rumbling could be heard clearly for miles.





This fierce struggle continued for half an hour.





Wendy finally managed to take down the pseudo-Herrscher, who was closest to full evolution.





Although, in the high concentration of Honkai energy, it was hard to determine whether this pseudo-Herrscher would awaken again.





Wendy, gasping for breath, lifted the pseudo-Herrscher's body and declared her victory.





"Icarus, bring over the restraint equipment. Take her back and see if she can be saved. If not, hand her over to Sigurd for dissection. Although I don't like it, it's the most efficient use of resources," Wendy said.





She lifted the girl's hair, revealing her peaceful face, which seemed to exude a sense of relief.





Wendy sighed.





Herrschers aren't necessarily born of their own will.





If they are, it usually involves a painful story—those who seem hateful often have pitiable circumstances.





Wendy felt that this saying accurately described Herrschers.





She hoped that this girl's story wasn't too tragic; it would make Wendy feel a bit better.





Several worker bees brought over the Honkai energy restraint devices and took the pseudo-Herrscher, who was either dead or unconscious.





Wendy then looked up and asked, "Any news on Seele and the others? When will my Black Armor arrive?"





"Notification: The whereabouts of Miss Seele and her companions have not yet been determined, but no information on Black Armor damage has been found. Your backup Black Armor will arrive in twelve minutes."





“Still haven't found them? Damn it! Could something really have gone wrong? Never mind, you're more efficient at finding people. Keep searching. Give me the direction of the next pseudo-Herrscher,” Wendy demanded.





“Notification: You have expended a great deal of energy. It is recommended to rest temporarily and await reinforcements or the arrival of your Black Armor,” Icarus suggested.





“They could become full Herrschers at any moment. If I take down one more, the future risks decrease. Stop nagging, I can hold on. Just point the way!” Wendy insisted.





“As you wish.”





Whoosh!!





Before Icarus could direct her, a sharp sound of wind suddenly pierced the air.





Wendy's ears twitched, and her body reacted faster than her consciousness, flipping backward several times to dodge the lightning-fast assault.





Bang!





A thick, vine-like object extended from afar, leaving a deep groove in the ground where it struck.





The force was swift and concentrated, and a corrosive mark and acrid smell were left where it landed.





“Huh?”





Wendy frowned, but before she could ask, Icarus had already provided an answer:





“Notification: The target is another pseudo-Herrscher lurking in the nearby area, suspected of controlling mutated plants to attack. Physical attacks contain corrosive toxins. It is speculated that due to the defeat of the pseudo-Herrscher in this region, this one has come to eliminate the threat. Warning: Neurotoxins detected in the air; composition unknown, specific effects unclear, danger level unassessed. Evacuation is advised.”





“Poison?”





Wendy quickly covered her nose, holding her breath as she frowned in frustration.





Moments later, a girl entwined with green vines and leaves appeared, floating in mid-air in front of Wendy.





Wendy considered retreating.





However, her senses told her that the energy intensity of this pseudo-Herrscher had already surpassed that of her previous opponent.





Retreating might be safer, but if she allowed this to continue, a new Herrscher could be born right before her eyes.





Her heart sank, and Wendy made her decision.





“Icarus, create micro-currents in the air to disrupt the neurotoxins.”





“Warning: The toxin's composition is still unclear, possibly containing Honkai energy factors. Micro-currents may not completely neutralize the toxin.”





“It’s better than nothing. I’ll try to make this quick. Support me with all you’ve got.”





“Yes.”





Wendy wasted no more words.





In the blink of an eye, she had rushed in front of the green-clad girl, her palm, as heavy as a mountain, thrusting forward with a tearing wind.





Boom!!!





The palm wind shredded countless vines, clearing a fan-shaped area behind the pseudo-Herrscher.





However, Wendy's actual palm, which carried her full strength, was entangled by countless tiny vines, stopping just inches from the enemy’s forehead.





Wendy's expression remained unchanged.





Her arm trembled slightly as she used a subtle force to break free from the toxic vine's binding, simultaneously sweeping her leg in a powerful kick that connected with the enemy.





Bang!





Like a golden right foot striking a soccer ball, the pseudo-Herrscher was kicked back a hundred meters, crashing into the ground and creating a deep crater.





Wendy glanced at her sleeve, which had been completely corroded, revealing her arm. She tore away the useless fabric and frowned slightly.





She felt it.





Before the impact, the pseudo-Herrscher had used vines to shield herself.





This strike likely did not achieve much.





As expected, from within the smoke-filled crater, dozens of vines shot out like arrows, aiming directly at Wendy.





‘The corrosion is too strong; it’s not wise to take them head-on.’





Deciding swiftly, Wendy landed and immediately dodged, avoiding each attack.





‘This one is different from the last; more agile and adept at countering close-quarters combat. But that also means her physical defense isn’t that strong. Perhaps I can end this quickly.’





Thinking through her strategy, Wendy continued to dodge on the ground, evading a round of attacks.





She quickly identified a route to advance and sprinted forward like a gust of wind.





‘I need to be fast and strong, penetrate the vines, and strike a fatal blow!’





Resolute in her decision, the hundred-meter distance vanished in the blink of an eye.





Wendy appeared before the girl, who was shielded by layers of vines, and struck with a palm that sounded like thunder.





Boom!!





The immense power shattered the resilient vines, the force going beyond the defense and directly hitting the girl's chest, causing a deep dent in her chest.





Before the pseudo-Herrscher could react, Wendy’s other palm, which she had been holding back, descended with the fury of a storm.





The terrifying force, encompassing the might of nature, pushed forward.





“Internal Force · Mountain Crusher!”





Internal Force Fist, one of Fu Hua's secret martial arts techniques, is a purely physical attack that harnesses Honkai energy, maximizing the destructive power of the physical body.





Though Wendy’s progress in Tai Xu Sword Qi was average, her mastery of the Internal Force Fist had earned her a true understanding of Fu Hua’s teachings.





This palm strike landed on the pseudo-Herrscher's chest, first shattering the immense Honkai energy she had accumulated, then breaking all the bones in her strange body.





Finally, the force penetrated her chest, the energy imprinting onto the ground from a distance, shaking the mountains and causing the earth to sink three feet.





Boom!!!





<+>





Tn: I don't know what is the EN equivalent of the Internal Force Fist (寸心拳法) + Internal Force: Mountain Crusher (寸劲·山崩), can someone who read the lore a lot or have a clue fill me in?







































    

    













After the tremors subsided, Wendy stood in front of the fallen girl whose chest had a hollow, and she swayed for a moment before collapsing backward.





"Ugh!"





The blood she spat out was a mixture of airborne toxins, vine poison, and the deadly toxin of the pseudo-Herrscher's blood—three layers of poison combined.





"Cough... Icarus... is there any medicine?"





Lying on the ground and looking up at the darkened sky, Wendy's vision blurred.





She hadn't expected that just a few minutes of brief combat would allow the invading toxins to overcome the robust body of an S-rank Valkyrie.





It was a mistake, but one she had to make.





This pseudo-Herrscher was too troublesome.





If it had evolved into a full Herrscher, who knows if it would have unleashed a lethal toxin that could cover the entire city or even a larger area?





Too many people would suffer then—including the missing Seele, Rozaliya, and Liliya, who would likely be in danger as well.





Oh, Seele might fare a little better; the black armor could achieve internal circulation, so she might escape this calamity.





In short, Wendy was severely injured, but she felt it was worth it.





"Notification: Toxin analysis is still ongoing. No specific antidote has been found. A general antidote has been administered, but its effectiveness is uncertain."





"Th-that's fine, get us out of here. In my current state, it's not safe to stay—ugh!!"





Wendy couldn't help but let out a cry of pain.





Dark green Honkai energy corrosion patterns began spreading across her body.





The surrounding Honkai energy intensity was too high, and Wendy's condition had deteriorated to the point where her resistance was no longer enough to fend off the encroaching Honkai energy.





"Injecting Honkai energy suppressant now. Additionally, reinforcements from nearby units have been notified. Please hold on, Commander Wendy!"





There was a hint of urgency in Icarus's voice.





Though fundamentally still a cold algorithmic program, her level of intelligence had reached a point where she could express some basic emotions.





"Wait... have you found Seele and the others?"





"Not yet."





"What’s wrong with you!? It's been so long, how hard can it be to find them!?"





Veins bulged on Wendy's forehead, though it was hard to say if it was from pain, anger, or anxiety.





Icarus attempted to soothe her:





"Commander Wendy, no abnormal signals have been detected from the black armor. Therefore, it can be assumed that the black armor is still functioning under the subroutine's control, meaning Miss Seele and the others are likely unharmed. The reason for their disappearance is likely external interference. The Lord Commander is already on the way and should be..."





Zzz... zzz... zzz!





"Danger warning! Danger warning! Herrscher reaction detected! Herrscher reaction detected!"





"What!? At a time like this!?"





Wendy forced herself to stand, coughing up a mouthful of abnormal black-red blood, which stained her chin and tattered clothes, making her look particularly disheveled and frightening.





"Commander Wendy, an evacuation procedure has been arranged for you. Please remain calm and try not to get agitated."





"A Herrscher appearing in a place like this, at a time like this, will directly affect Seele and the others! Where is my black armor!?"





"The black armor has arrived. Would you like to equip it?"





"Hurry up and give it to me!"





A dark shadow descended from the sky, enveloping Wendy's body and instantly transforming into a black tight-fitting armor.





The moment she donned the black armor, the surrounding Honkai energy influence dropped to a minimum, allowing Wendy's body to stabilize.





She quickly seized the opportunity, regulated her breathing for a few seconds, suppressed the toxins, and then charged straight toward the direction where she sensed the intense malice.





"Commander Wendy, your physical condition is dire. Immediate evacuation is advised, immediate evacuation is advised!"





Several worker drones followed Wendy, relaying Icarus's warnings.





But Wendy didn't look back, replying:





"I'm the only one who can hold the line! Request reinforcements from headquarters, from Sigurd! The situation is out of control, and we can't let this country fall!"





"…Understood, Commander. I've called for reinforcements as much as possible. I wish you a safe return."





"Thanks, I'll do my best."





This time, Wendy didn’t limit the scope of support.





Facing a Herrscher, sacrifice was inevitable, and no one could escape it.





If anyone could play a role in delaying the battle, even if it meant dying as cannon fodder, it was an honorable death for a warrior.





Wendy accelerated again, completely leaving the slower worker drones behind.





Her determined yet petite figure disappeared into the distance.





...





When Wendy arrived at the source of the ominous aura, she found herself in the middle of a ruined city covered in glaciers.





In the center, she saw Ana, the Valkyrie she had encountered before, kneeling in the snow, holding a Valkyrie who had already lost all signs of life.





The atmosphere was silent, oppressive, and cold.





'That's… her teammate, isn't it?'





Underneath the black armor, Wendy's eyes revealed a trace of sorrow.





She took a deep breath, hesitated for a moment, and then removed her helmet, slowly approaching.





"Ana… Miss Ana, are… are you alright?"





"I… I killed them…"





"Sacrifice is inevitable on the battlefield. They died with honor. Fighting alongside you to the end, they surely have no regrets… Please, be strong!"





"If… if only I were stronger… if only I were more decisive… my… my… ah… ah!!!"





A sudden burst of Honkai energy exploded, pushing Wendy back several meters before she collapsed to the ground.





"Miss Ana! Please calm down! If this continues, you'll lose control!"





The excellent qualifications of the Schariac bloodline, coupled with extreme grief and the terrifying Honkai energy gathering around her like rivers flowing into the sea—Wendy had already confirmed that the ominous feeling she had sensed earlier was coming from Ana Schariac.





She was already a Herrscher!





But she might still be in a confused state, not yet fully controlled by the Honkai.





This meant there might still be a chance to save her.





If this were the previous era, no one would think this state could be reversed.





But in this era, with examples like Welt, Raiden Mei, and even herself, Wendy believed there was still hope.





"Miss Ana, think about why you fight, about your teammates and everyone you love. They wouldn’t want you to become like this! Please, calm down, don’t give up your beliefs!"





"It’s… it’s already… too late for me…"





Ana stiffly raised her head.





The girl in her arms, now frozen by the sudden cold, shattered in her embrace.





"Cynthia! My Cynthia! No!!!"





This scene likely shattered the last of her fragile mental defenses.





Ana tightened her arms, but there was nothing left to hold.





She then threw her head back and howled at the sky.





Amidst her falling tears, the Honkai energy that had reached its limit surged, carrying sharp ice spikes and sweeping in all directions.





Boom!!!





With an earth-shattering roar, a towering glacier shot up into the pitch-black night sky, and the city was instantly plunged into winter.





"Damn it! Just a step too late!"





Wendy propped herself up in the distance, punched the ground, and muttered through gritted teeth.





Then, the nearly black toxic blood surged, spraying from her mouth as she collapsed weakly to the ground.





【Hey! The toxins are getting out of control. The black armor is external, after all. Your body can't keep fighting like this.】





"Do you… have any ideas? Please, someone has to stop her, or the whole city will be destroyed."





【The Honkai energy I absorbed earlier has filled me up. I feel better than ever.】





"Huh?"





【I’m saying, only a Herrscher can fight a Herrscher.】





"Can… Can I control it? Even though Sigurd and Fu Hua have been training my willpower, can I really control it?"





【What are you afraid of!? Aren't I here with you?】





"...You're right. I can’t just stand by and watch her freeze the entire city. Seele, Rozaliya, and Liliya are still here… If I can’t protect them, I won’t have the face to return."





【Hmph! Power is something you should use for yourself first! It’s because you’re always worrying about this and that that you’re in such a sorry state.】





"I don’t really understand, but… maybe it’s time."





【Are you ready? Once you cross this line, there’s no going back.】





"It’s okay. I trust you, and I trust myself."





【And you also believe that no matter what happens in the end, your dear Sigurd will save everyone, right?】





"Of course not… not at all! I can do this, I have to do this! Help me, other me!"





【Yeah, yeah! You know I can’t refuse you, you sneaky little thing! Come on, let’s–】





"Become one!" ×2





Boom!!!





A defiant surge of Honkai energy shot into the sky, Wendy’s eyes turning a cold, dark green.





She held the black armor, now shrunk into a ring-like shape, and threw it to the ground, allowing more Honkai energy to pour into her body, triggering a true transformation.





The next moment, a fierce wind tore apart the glacier.





The clash of two powerful energies severed all surrounding remote monitoring signals.





At the same time, Raiden Mei made contact with Kiana on the moon, while the "Gem of Desire" pendant on Sigurd's waist lost its original luster.




















  
    

    













In truth, things shouldn't have gone in this direction.





If Seele and her companions hadn't gone missing, Wendy could have quickly dealt with the situation at the stadium, reunited with them, escorted the trio to safety, and then returned to the city with her black armor.





Following that, the three pseudo-Herrscher would have been nothing more than appetizers for Wendy, who could have easily resolved the issue.





Then, even if Ana had transformed into a Herrscher, a fully-rested Wendy, who hadn't been poisoned or injured, would still have faced a tough battle, but she would have been able to hold her ground.





Meanwhile, Welt, without having to worry about the city, could have swiftly provided support to other cities in crisis.





In this scenario, the situation in the Far East would have been much better controlled, buying enough time for reinforcements from Anti-Entropy and Schicksal to arrive.





As a result, Raiden Mei wouldn't have needed to seek help from the moon, and Sigurd might have had the chance to make contact with that unspeakable being.





It was just the interception of three girls, yet the original Kiana turned the situation into what it is now.





Afterward, she left without a trace, and even if someone investigated later, no one would connect it to her, given her history of remaining hidden.





What she did seemed trivial, but the changes she caused were significant, like a time traveler altering a famous historical battle after having already seen history unfold.





In the end, as the two Herrschers were about to clash, Welt was on the verge of finding the missing girls, and Sigurd and Kiana were heading towards the most dangerous battlefield—Original Kiana vanished without a trace, leaving no evidence behind.





"Sigurd, I found the girls. They're all safe. I also dealt with a pseudo-Herrscher on the way. Now I'm arranging for a city-wide evacuation. Try to contain the battlefield as much as possible to avoid unnecessary casualties."





With the Herrscher battlefield nearby, there was no telling when the entire city might be engulfed in the conflict.





Welt's decision was the right one.





In the distance, Sigurd, who was approaching the battlefield, nodded.





"Understood. The battle won't spread. You make sure to hurry," Sigurd responded as a chilling wind, carrying the terrifying Honkai Energy, brushed against his face, almost condensing into liquid.





He shook his head, glanced at the steady-footed Kiana beside him, looked up, and continued forward.





...





Wendy felt something peculiar.





An instinctive desire for destruction raged within her mind, fueled by some unpleasant memories from her past, which only amplified her growing negative emotions.





With malevolence brewing in her eyes, she momentarily considered flattening the entire city but then stopped herself.





"So, this is... a Herrscher?"





Her cold gaze gradually regained some warmth as she looked at her pristine, flawless hands and then down at the beautiful, elegant green dress she was wearing.





Then, she gently raised her hand.





Whoosh!





The ideal fluid, concentrated into a line, easily sliced through the ground as if it intended to cut the city in half.





It took a while for the rumbling destruction to echo back to Wendy's ears.





Perhaps some people were affected?





A flash of guilt crossed Wendy's eyes, but she had no time to dwell on it.





The escalating power and the growing urge to destroy made it difficult for her to restrain herself.





At this moment, she needed a target to unleash her power on.





"Ideal fluid, a surreal substance with no friction and incompressible properties, symbolizing absolute strength and undiminished kinetic energy... Let's try a fluid cannon!"





Boom!





The invisible cannonball shattered the towering iceberg, sending the Herrscher of Ice, who was within, flying far away.





After that, in Wendy's perception, the fluid cannonball pierced through distant clouds, heading straight out of the atmosphere until it left the range where her Honkai energy could influence it, finally dissipating into nothingness.





Throughout the entire process, there was no sensation of atmospheric friction, and no extra energy was expended after the shot.





The sheer destructive power was astonishing, achieved with just a single thought.





"So, this is... a Herrscher?" Wendy murmured, repeating the phrase, suddenly understanding why a Herrscher is considered the enemy of civilization.





For example, in her current state, she could easily slice the island nation beneath her feet into pieces, or turn it into a honeycomb, or even wrap it in fluid and crush it directly—destroying a nation, eradicating countless humans, was just too easy for a Herrscher.





Then, countless enormous ice spikes shot down from the sky like meteors—a counterattack from the Herrscher of Ice.





Wendy looked up, her dark green hair swaying in the wind like a vibrant and free painting.





Without making any visible movements, a layer of fluid enveloped the space above her.





As the ice spikes descended and struck the fluid, they shattered into countless ice crystals.





"I should be the Herrscher of Wind? Indeed, creating fluid in the air can easily push the atmosphere, making it simple to generate strong winds... Let's give it a try."





Wendy spoke to herself, raising her hand.





A fierce wind blew from behind her, mixed with fluid blades that left a trail of destruction in their wake, heading straight for the Herrscher of Ice, who was surrounded by layers of protective ice pillars.





Boom! Boom! Boom!





The wind, laced with sharp blades, tore through the ice layers, sending the Herrscher of Ice flying for the second time.





"Ah!!!"





The Herrscher of Ice, flying backward, let out a sharp scream, filled with either pain or hatred.





Then, the surrounding air rapidly cooled, and Wendy's hands were soon covered in a layer of ice crystals.





"Freezing so quickly?"





Wendy exhaled a breath of white mist, her pupils shrinking as she hurriedly wrapped her body in fluid.





The ideal fluid blocked heat conduction, rendering the Herrscher of Ice's cooling effect ineffective against her.





Wendy slightly bent her knees, and an invisible layer of ideal fluid appeared beneath her feet.





Under the combined effects of Honkai energy and the ideal fluid, she ignored air resistance, appearing in front of the Herrscher of Ice as if she had teleported.





"Calm down a little, Miss Ana."





Boom!!!





‘I’m so strong!’ Wendy thought with excitement in her eyes as she punched the Herrscher of Ice to the ground and then continued to pummel her with heavy blows.





...





Not far away, Sigurd, sitting side by side with Kiana on top of an ice pillar, looked at the endless scar left on the ground by Wendy's earlier attack and sighed.





He had just promised Welt that he wouldn't let the battlefield spread, and then Wendy did this—he had no time to stop her.





Hopefully, Welt wouldn't hold this against him; otherwise, Sigurd would lose face.





Sigurd then turned his gaze to Wendy, who was violently beating the Herrscher of Ice while enveloped in ideal fluid.





He turned his head and said to Kiana, who was swinging her slender legs:





"Did you see how she's fighting?"





"Yeah! Wendy has become so strong!"





"No, what I mean is, remember this as a negative example."





"Huh?"





Kiana turned her head, blinking in confusion.





Wendy seemed to be doing quite well, perfectly suppressing the Herrscher of Ice.





"The frightening thing about a Herrscher is that they can draw endless Honkai energy from the Imaginary Tree and possess powers that reach the limits of physical laws. To put it in terms you'd understand, unless it's a purely physical enhancement type, every Herrscher is like a max-level mage with almost infinite mana. Look at her, using a mage's account as a warrior's, and being so proud of it—doesn't that seem kind of stupid?"





Kiana was skilled at all things fun, including games.





Then, she looked at Wendy, who was hammering the Herrscher of Ice's face repeatedly.





Hmm... honestly, there was something a bit off about it.





"Remember, I emphasize physical training to make sure you have no weaknesses. But a Herrscher’s fighting style should never involve rushing into close combat. Have you ever seen Welt exchange punches with someone? He always opens up a whole arsenal and relies on overwhelming firepower. Aside from his limited intelligence, which keeps his weapon levels low, he’s the one you should learn from."





"Got it! I understand!"





Kiana nodded vigorously.





In the distance, Wendy's face stiffened as she continued to beat the Herrscher of Ice.





Feeling awkward, a cross-shaped vein popped out on her forehead.




















  
    

    













"You're making it sound so easy! Why don't you try it yourself? It's not like controlling authority is a walk in the park!"





Wendy shouted at the two onlookers from afar as she pinned the Herrscher of Ice beneath her.





She had noticed the arrival of Sigurd and Kiana, but was too busy dealing with the Herrscher of Ice and adjusting to her own Herrscher state and powers to greet them.





Who would have thought that Sigurd's first words upon appearing wouldn't be of concern or congratulations, but rather a heartless remark?





However, she finally felt a sense of calm.





If Sigurd was here, it meant that Seele and the others were no longer a cause for concern, and she didn’t have to worry about losing control—the mere fact that Sigurd had appeared made Wendy feel a sense of peace and reliance.





After grumbling for a moment, Wendy didn’t change her approach and continued to fight the Herrscher of Ice with her fists and kicks.





This was the best way to ease her inner destructive desires; as for controlling her powers, she could figure that out later.





...





On the other side, after confirming Wendy’s condition, Sigurd smiled faintly, and a series of data and video windows appeared before him.





"Dr. Einstein, the situation in Changkong City is under control. How's the main force doing?"





"A total of 120,000 Titans, 250,000 anti-Honkai special forces, and the Eins fighter jet group will begin entering from the coast and air in 11 minutes. I need you to provide accurate data to help formulate a support plan."





"There are currently 600,000 drones gathered over the Far East, and the number is still increasing. I can provide comprehensive real-time data. I've connected the Icarus Network's data port. I'll leave the remote command and dispatch to you, Doctor, while I take care of the pseudo-Herrscher and the large-scale Honkai beasts and zombies."





"Understood."





After moving the reliable Dr. Einstein’s video window aside, Sigurd opened another window, revealing a cold beauty wearing a golden visor.





"Amber, how are the preparations of Schicksal?"





"Lady Theresa's main forces from St. Freya Academy have already engaged. About 30,000 Valkyries from nearby branches are participating in the battle. Additionally, 180,000 elite Valkyries will fully land in 21 minutes, along with the mechanical units and heavy firepower support, awaiting your orders."





"That's encouraging news. I'll also give you a share of the Icarus data port. Coordinate with Dr. Einstein to completely eradicate the Honkai!"





"At your command."





"By the way, what's Otto up to?"





"That... Amber does not know."





Sigurd then pushed away the reliable Amber’s video window with a slight sigh.





Whether she didn't know or just didn't want to say, Sigurd didn’t have the time to figure that out right now.





He opened a series of data windows, locking onto 17 suspected pseudo-Herrscher reactions using the massive data on Honkai energy levels across the entire region.





Sigurd looked up at the sky.





Such an exaggerated number—was it that his technological advancements had progressed too quickly, or was there something else in the Honkai Will’s plans?





Shaking his head to clear his thoughts, Sigurd spoke expressionlessly:





"Welt, you have 12 minutes to assist with the city evacuation. Prioritize those closest to the Herrscher battlefields. Leave the rest to the forces in the city. After that, targets 1 to 3 are yours."





"Roger!"





"Fu Hua, targets 4 to 6 are yours. They're spread out, so make sure to handle them quickly."





"Leave it to me; I won't let you down!"





"Bronya, you and Sin Mal handle targets 7 and 8. Don't split up; facing a pseudo-Herrscher alone might prevent you from a quick takedown. In this concentration of Honkai energy, efficiency is crucial."





"Yes, Sir!"





"Durandal, I see your current route. Upon landing, your primary targets are 9 to 11. Don’t let any new Herrschers emerge."





"Understood, Lord Sigurd!"





That left 6 targets after subtracting the 11 assigned ones.





After some thought, Sigurd sent a communication to the Book of Fuxi in Mount Taixu.





"Fuxi, I need to borrow the Xuanyuan Sword."





"I’ve seen the situation in the Far East. Lady Ji Xuanyuan has already departed and should arrive soon."





"I'll send you the coordinates—three pseudo-Herrscher targets. The functionality of the Xuanyuan Sword has been enhanced, and Lady Ji Xuanyuan, who resides within, should be in good condition. Consider the cores of these three pseudo-Herrschers as gifts from a junior to her."





"Such nice words, but you're just making someone work without paying them! Whatever, I’ve recently made a lot of money in my investments, so I’m not short a few billion… Just make sure that blockhead comes back for dinner."





Sigurd smirked and nodded.





Then, Kiana’s enthusiastic voice came from the side.





Pow! Pow!





"What are you doing?"





"Warm-up exercise, huh? And three pseudo-Herrscher? At least give me one or two!"





Kiana stood nearby, twisting her waist, her expression eager and ready.





Sigurd sighed, raising his hand and casually patting her peachy, soft little bottom.





"…You have nothing to do with this. Stay here and let me observe the resistance of soul information interference technology against the Honkai energy."





"Huh? You're going to handle the three targets by yourself?"





"No need. I have a good swordsman hunting dog... well, more accurately, a fox, right?"





With a puzzled look, Kiana watched as Sigurd smiled lightly, offering no further explanation.





Then, another set of data windows appeared before Sigurd.





These were the data reports of a large-scale Honkai disaster, specifically the Honkai Beast horde and the Honkai Zombies army.





The data showed a lot, and it covered a wide area.





Sigurd shook his head, his hands moving rapidly across the screen, distributing the incoming swarms in succession.





Halfway through the task, Sigurd looked up towards the distant west, frowning.





"Target No. 16, energy level… it's reached another tier."





"What do you mean?"





"The third Herrscher has been born."





"What? Three Herrschers at once!?"





Kiana's eyes widened in shock, her face filled with disbelief.





"What the hell? Is this the end of the world?"





"Not quite, it's just an excess of Honkai energy erupting. Hold on, we're on a tight schedule."





"Huh!?"





Before Kiana could react, Sigurd had already stood up, wrapping one arm around her waist while continuing to operate the virtual windows around them with the other.





At the same time, a surge of flames melted the ice within a hundred-meter radius.





Boom!!





A pillar of fire shot into the sky, tearing through the night, momentarily making it feel like a scorching day.





Wendy watched as the flames shot away, curling her lips.





"He just left me here like that?"





Was this trust? Or did he simply not care about her situation?





Wendy's anger flared up without reason, and she looked down at the struggling Herrscher of Ice beneath her, a cruel smile slowly forming on her lips.





"Internal Force · Mountain Crusher!"





Boom!! 





…





Thousands of miles away, in Kawayanagi City, known for its rich cultural atmosphere, a powerful pressure covered half the city, staining the land with a mottled blood-red color—a cruel scene painted by the blood and flesh of countless civilians or soldiers who couldn't escape in time.





The event was sudden, and without strong enough heroes to stop the Herrscher, this was the result.





Boom!





At the horizon, blinding flames burned through the cloud layers, making the exposed moon in the sky seem dim and lifeless.





The flames descended almost in the blink of an eye, engulfing the Herrscher standing amidst endless rock spikes.





A deafening explosion shook the entire city, the high temperatures melting large areas of rock and buildings.





Even at the city's edge, one could feel the scorching heat that soaked clothes with sweat.





More than half a minute later, as the tremors subsided and the smoke gradually dissipated, Sigurd could be seen, one arm around Kiana, still arranging the worker bees, with one foot lifted, stepping on a charred corpse.





Suddenly, resistance surged beneath his foot as the charred Herrscher's body began to regenerate at a visible speed.





"Hmm?"





Sigurd lowered his gaze, his foot exerting force again, and nearly colorless flames enveloped the Herrscher's body.





Moments later, Sigurd's foot touched the ground, the Herrscher's body burned to nothingness by the high temperatures.





A black crystal floated down, hovering in mid-air.





Sigurd released Kiana and grabbed the Herrscher's core—let's call it the "Gem of Destruction," fitting the current scene.





Then, Sigurd tossed it into the empty Soulium golden thread ball on his waist, which had been vacated by the "Gem of Desire."





"Go check if anyone survived the attack and provide aid. But don't leave the city; you're not in a safe state either."





"Got it!"





Kiana sniffed, wiping away the tears of sorrow, and dashed off.





Sigurd glanced at the surrounding bloodstains, his heart sinking.





"Notify everyone, accelerate operations, and resolve this incident as quickly as possible."





His slightly heavy voice received unanimous responses from the members dealing with the pseudo-Herrscher.





Then, Sigurd opened more virtual screens, not only dealing with the Beast and Honkai Zombies hordes but also enhancing the monitoring of the other pseudo-Herrscher's Honkai energy.





Honkai Eruption has never been a one-person affair.





Sigurd was thankful that he had managed to integrate so much power together; otherwise, the situation in the Far East region would be unimaginable.




















  

















To the outside world, the Far East had been out of contact for several hours.





Many were anxiously awaiting news.





Even those without loved ones in the Far East couldn't ignore the impending catastrophe, one that could fall upon anyone at any time.





Who could remain indifferent?





Everyone was waiting—for a result.





This result would clearly demonstrate whether humanity's foundations were strong enough to withstand the impending collapse.





Einstein and Sigurd sensed the direction public opinion was heading.





“We need to resolve this quickly, and with a remarkable result. Otherwise, the hard-earned confidence and courage in our civilization will suffer a major blow,” Einstein analyzed, rubbing her temples in frustration.





The problem was that the casualties were already staggering.





No matter how it was presented, there would be discontent and fear once it was made public.





For the moment, even someone as smart as Einstein couldn’t figure out how to minimize the impact.





Human hearts can be as resilient as steel, but sometimes, they can also be as fragile as paper.





Sigurd, while organizing the battle lines and planning troop deployments, was silent for a moment before speaking:





“Broadcast it. Show the world the footage of our main forces landing in combat.”





“...That's not a bad idea. The casualties have already happened, but using the bravery and strength of our warriors to overshadow the pessimism is feasible. However, the surrenderists still exist. I'm afraid they’ll seize this opportunity to cause trouble. It would be strange if they didn’t show their presence.”





“Disable the comments section. I’ll choose the footage. We need to show the brutality of the situation, but also humanity's tenacity and strength. The surrenderists... there will always be those who drag us down, but fortunately, they’re the minority. We’ll clean them up as needed.”





“Alright, I’ll initiate a vote. I'll cast my support.”





Einstein spoke calmly, and the proposal was submitted to the decision-making body comprised of high-ranking officials from Schicksal, Anti-Entropy, and various countries.





Ten minutes later, the proposal was approved.





At that moment, the true main force officially entered the stage.





Under the watchful eyes of the world, legions of towering Titans emerged from the ocean waves like a silent army from myth.





Drones swarmed across the skies, and youthful, energetic figures dashed across the screen one after another.





Spaceships, heavy artillery, flashes of electricity, flames—countless technological weapons, both known and unknown, seemed to blanket the sky.





They filled the horizon as they made their way into the Far East...





There was no explanation or narration, but the crowded yet orderly scene undeniably displayed humanity's strength, leaving viewers breathless, followed by a swell of pride and passion.





The scene shifted to the chaotic and devastated city, where Fu Hua, Welt, and others effortlessly slaughtered the pseudo-Herrscher, beings that seemed like gods or demons reborn.





Though brief, the battle scenes were awe-inspiring.





Following them were the warriors already engaged on the battlefield, fighting to the death against the collapse.





The scarred Titan legions, the heavily injured Valkyries, and the ever-sacrificing special forces tugged at the heartstrings of viewers, moving them deeply.





There were also many scenes of battlegrounds littered with bodies and strewn with blood and gore, which chilled viewers to the bone.





All of this was real.





The truth was laid bare without hesitation—terrifying yet also admirable.





Gradually, the main forces entered the battlefield.





Honkai beasts continually assaulted the defensive line, trying to break through the soldiers who were giving their lives to protect the rear civilians.





But then, the Valkyries’ spears and swords tore through the beasts' bodies, while the heavy, silent Titans crushed their remains underfoot, unstoppable as they shattered every threat.





Various weapons fired, turning battlefields full of Honkai beasts and the Honkai Zombies into seas of fire.





Swarms of drones descended from the sky, engulfing the beast hordes and leaving behind no trace of armor or scales.





Or they simply triggered chain nuclear explosions, engulfing everything in blinding white light.





Rescue units followed closely behind, providing aid to survivors, distributing food and water, leaving medical personnel behind, and then quickly rejoining the front lines, pressing deeper into the battlefield.





Some online viewers had complaints about not being able to post comments, but as the footage unfolded, they gradually forgot about it.





Instead, they watched in silence and focus.





Some held their breath, others clenched their fists, and still others sighed with relief, their emotions shifting with the changing scenes.





People saw a Valkyrie, her hands missing, sitting in a corner, smiling through her tears upon seeing the arriving main forces.





They saw Titans crushing through beast hordes, leaving one small blank area, where a bloodstained Valkyrie descended from the sky to rescue a little girl protected by her parents' bodies, gently ruffling her hair.





There were so many more scenes like this…





The situation was grave, but humanity’s strength was driving out the Honkai.





In full view of the world, they were saving it.





…





One hour later, Wendy, surrounded by a whirlwind, placed the restraining device on the fallen, unmoving Herrscher of Ice.





Two hours later, Fu Hua pierced through the 42nd and final pseudo-Herrscher that appeared in the war, gently laying them down before raising her eyes to the devastated city, now devoid of enemies, and sighing softly with a gaze full of compassion.





Three hours later, Titans, Valkyries, and countless aerial weapons surrounded the last city still occupied by Honkai beasts and Honkai Zombies, focusing their fire and reducing the city to rubble in one powerful strike.





Finally, the screen showed silhouettes of cities one after another.





[Sky City: Honkai energy levels reduced to safety levels.]





[Kawanagi City: Honkai energy levels reduced to safety levels.]





[Six Cities: Honkai energy levels reduced to safety levels.]





[Minhua City: Honkai energy levels reduced to safety levels.]





[… Safety level.]





[… Safety level.]





In the end, a satellite image of the Far East showed red danger zones gradually turning green, until there was no trace of red left on the entire map.





The broadcast ended.





With this, humanity was victorious.


...


Sigurd's fingers finally paused.





Beside him, Kiana gently wiped the sweat from his forehead with a handkerchief.





In this war, Sigurd was undoubtedly the busiest person.





Real-time data analysis, large-scale troop deployment, frontline command, monitoring public opinion, logistics, coordinating orders for the worker drones, managing top-tier combat units, and even personally eliminating a Herrscher and several pseudo-Herrschers that others hadn't been able to handle in time.





Without Sigurd, this battle could not have ended so quickly.





Without Sigurd, there wouldn't have been such a united, unstoppable force.





Bronya handed him some water.





Sin Mal brought over some food.





Sigurd sat down on a dirty, slightly damaged chair that someone had dragged over from somewhere.





Kiana instinctively moved behind him to give his shoulders a massage.





To be honest, her technique was rough, but the strength was just right.





With Sigurd's physique, he could enjoy it perfectly.





After taking a few bites, he looked up and surveyed the people around him.





The Black Armor Trio, who had been with him from the start; Wendy, still unable to fully contain her Honkai energy; Alliance Leader Welt; Fu Hua with the Xuanyuan Sword on her back; Durandal clad in golden armor; Anti-Entropy members such as Cocolia, Raiden Ryoma, and Sun Tan; and those appearing on the screen—Einstein, Raiden Mei, Amber, and the Book of Fuxi—were all present.





Sigurd's lips curved into a slight smile.





“We won.”





A simple sentence, yet it brought a smile to everyone's face.







































    

    













As the war ended, the morning sun began to peek over the horizon.





For many, today's sunrise felt distinctly different.





Meanwhile, Sigurd had fallen asleep in the temporary war camp.





The subsequent medical treatment and consolations were handled by a professional team, leaving Sigurd with no need to manage everything himself.





By the time the sun was setting, its rays filtered through the transparent fabric of the tent, casting a warm glow on Sigurd's face.





His eyelids twitched slightly as he slowly opened his eyes.





"Zzz..."





As he sat up, he wasn't surprised to hear the familiar sound of breathing in sleep.





Looking down, Sigurd saw Kiana resting her head on the edge of the bed, her hand clasping his.





The sight of her long silver hair draped over the bedside filled his gaze with warmth, and a soft smile tugged at the corners of his lips.





"Mmm... Sig, you're awake!"





The girl, who hadn't been sleeping deeply, quickly woke up as well.





With a smile as radiant as the sunlight, she threw herself into Sigurd’s arms.





Sigurd's eyes gleamed with amusement.





He wrapped one arm around her waist while gently running his other hand through her soft, silver hair.





"How's Wendy?"





"Dr. Einstein took her away for a full check-up. They need to test her powers and everything."





"And what about Bronya and Sin Mal?"





"They're in the temporary hospital nearby. They fought a lot, but their injuries aren't too serious, so don't worry too much."





"And Seele, Rozaliya, and Liliya?"





"They're fine. Seele said she got lost and then passed out, probably from being hit by a surge of Honkai energy... but overall, they're unhurt. They're helping out around here."





"Hmm... and you?"





"Me? Of course I'm fine! I'm full of energy!"





Kiana grinned up at him from his chest, showing off a set of perfectly white teeth.





Her fair, rosy cheeks made her look adorably silly.





Sigurd tapped her forehead lightly with his finger, a soft smile playing on his lips.





"You're not feeling guilty for not joining the battle, are you?"





"Ah... maybe a little."





"There will be plenty of opportunities in the future. Your condition is unique, so be kinder to yourself."





"Okay, I'll listen to everything you say."





Kiana nodded, tightening her embrace around Sigurd's arms.





She breathed in deeply, savoring his scent, and her expression softened with affection and longing.





At that moment, with her head tilted up, her lips curved into a delicate smile.





The sight of her cherry-red lips made Sigurd feel a bit thirsty.





He followed his impulse and touched Kiana’s lips lightly with his finger.





They were softer and more delicate than he had imagined—like freshly made, silky-smooth custard, but far more enchanting.





As Sigurd gazed intently at her, Kiana's face flushed slightly.





She hesitated for a moment before boldly saying, "If you want to kiss me, just do it. I won't resist~"





"You mischievous girl!"





Sigurd flicked her forehead, making her stick out her tongue playfully, followed by a soft, endearing laugh.





With a smile, Sigurd wrapped his arms around the girl, drawing her close as he buried his face in her hair.





He mimicked her, taking a deep breath.





A sweet, gentle fragrance filled his senses.





It had always been there, but now it felt particularly pleasant to Sigurd, lifting his mood inexplicably.





He seemed to understand why Kiana loved clinging to him so much.





Just like now, after waking up and holding Kiana for a while, he felt an overwhelming sense of peace.





"Let’s go. There's still a lot to do."





"Rest a little longer. You’ve already done so much. Don’t push yourself too hard."





Kiana raised her hand, gently caressing Sigurd’s cheek as she softly urged him.





Sigurd paused for a moment, collecting his thoughts.





Then, he took hold of Kiana’s hand and said, "...Alright, the major issues are resolved. The rest... they can handle without me."





"Mm, I'll stay with you," Kiana said softly.





"Are you hungry?" Sigurd asked.





"A little... but let’s worry about that later. Right now, I just want to be with you," Kiana replied.





"What would you like for dinner?"





"Anything's fine. Don’t think of me as so spoiled… even though you do pamper me a lot. But really, everyone’s been through so much, anything to eat is fine," Kiana said, blinking with a thoughtful expression.





Sigurd gently stroked her smooth back, feeling a bittersweet emotion well up inside.





Kiana seemed more mature now, but Sigurd found himself yearning for her to cling to him, make demands, and act like her usual carefree self.





"After seeing so much tragedy this time... does it make you sad?" Sigurd asked quietly.





"...It does. I even started thinking that this might have been what the Second Honkai Eruption was like," Kiana admitted.





"If it becomes too much to bear, don’t bottle it up. Come to me, talk it out, cry if you need to. Don’t make me worry, okay?"





"Mm, with you around, I’m not afraid of anything. I really like you... no, I love you, Sigurd!" Kiana exclaimed.





"Silly girl," Sigurd muttered with a fond smile.





"Hehe, I’m only silly for you, and you won’t mind at all," Kiana giggled, resting her head on Sigurd’s chest.





Listening to his strong heartbeat, she felt a sense of intoxication, as if she had drunk too much, though no alcohol was involved.





Sigurd didn’t say anything further.





He just smiled softly, hugging Kiana a little tighter.





...





Meanwhile, in Kiana’s mind, Sirin—who was bound by golden chains—felt waves of overwhelming sweetness surging within her.





"Ahhh!!!"





"Impossible! Impossible!" Sirin shouted.





"Ahhhh!!!"





She conjured a brick and smacked it against her own head, but it was useless.





She couldn’t stop the corners of her mouth from curving upward.





She conjured another brick, smashing it over and over again, yet to no avail.





Finally, she collapsed onto the dark floor, banging her head against it, unable to block the powerful emotional impact radiating from Kiana.





"Ahhh!!! Stupid humans… stupid humans… stupid humans…" Sirin muttered in frustration. "How could I? I never will!"





"Ahhh!!!" she screamed again, slamming her head repeatedly. Bang! Bang! Bang!





...





"Ah-choo!" In the real world, Kiana sneezed just as she stepped out of the tent.





Sigurd raised an eyebrow. "Did you catch a cold?"





"No way. I never get sick—you know that."





"Usually, only top-tier idiots are immune to colds."





"Huh? You’re teasing me again! Someone must be talking about me! Let me tell you, there are tons of people out there thinking about a top-tier beauty like me! Even if I only have eyes for you, you’d better learn to appreciate that, got it?"





Kiana tilted her head and put her hands on her hips, speaking with righteous confidence.





Suddenly, a small figure barreled into her, sending her flying.





"Sigurd ❤～～"





Sigurd looked down to see Sin Mal, wrapped in some bandages, clinging tightly to his arm.





She looked up at him with heart-shaped eyes.





Sigurd sighed and covered his face with one hand, feeling exasperated.





Now what was he supposed to do with her?





If he told Sin Mal that he had chosen Kiana, she’d either start pursuing him even more aggressively or challenge Kiana to a life-and-death duel.





Perhaps she’d do both.





Sure enough, Kiana and Sin Mal quickly began bickering.





The two girls, one taller and one smaller, fiercely argued as if fighting over some priceless treasure, neither willing to back down.





Meanwhile, Sigurd’s forehead was beginning to ache.





As he watched them, Sigurd suddenly realized that even though this particular issue had passed, there were still many more problems to solve—and Sin Mal was just one example.




















  
    

    













"That’s enough, let’s break it up. I said that’s enough... Bronya."





"Yes, sir!"





Bronya, who had quietly stood by at some point, responded to Sigurd’s call with a formal salute.





Then a black pistol appeared in her hand, loaded with high kinetic energy rubber bullets.





Click!





Bang! Bang!





"Whoo~~"





With a gentle breath over the barrel, Bronya skillfully spun the pistol and holstered it at her waist.





She turned and saluted Sigurd again.





Behind her, the two girls who had been caught in a heated scuffle lay on the ground, each with a sizable bump on their heads, looking peaceful as they "passed out."





"Mission accomplished, sir!"





"Well done."





Sigurd rubbed his temples, raising a hand to pat Bronya’s head, feeling somewhat relieved.





Forget it, I'll deal with these troublesome matters later. Right now, handling the aftermath in the Far East is the top priority.





…





"The initial drafts for relief, refugee settlement, and regional reconstruction planning, along with the necessary resources, are ready. They will be passed on to the relevant agencies. If we work together, it won’t be too difficult."





"Thank you for your hard work, Dr. Einstein. Now, on to the next agenda item. The land tainted and corroded by Honkai energy can no longer sustain life. I think it’s time we use the Fourth God Key, which was previously repaired."





In the solemn and dignified council chamber, Sigurd tapped the table, speaking with gravity while casting a glance at the golden goddess lazily sprawled across the table.





The cowlick on Hera's head twitched and shifted directions as she looked at Sigurd.





She waved a hand lazily, still lying on the table.





"Use it if you need to. After all, you’re the one who repaired it, and the satellite’s access key is in the hands of the esteemed Dr. Tesla, isn’t it?"





"We’re in a meeting. And this is a global broadcast of our solution. Can you be a little more serious?"





"My dear friend, although we’ve all been busy fighting the Honkai overnight, I’m far more fragile than you. Plus, you got to sleep for a whole day while I haven’t closed my eyes for even a second. Please, unless it’s absolutely necessary, don’t call me. Can’t I just sleep for a bit?"





With wide, pitiful, wet eyes, Hera shamelessly spewed her lies.





Outside, viewers unfamiliar with Hera's true nature were silently screaming—Let her sleep! Look at how exhausted our goddess is!





Sigurd turned his expressionless face away—What busywork? You haven’t been seen at all! All the operations were handled by Amber!





However, Sigurd did notice her weariness.





Maybe she had been occupied with some experiment or scheming some new plot…





Whatever, she’s just here for the headcount, let’s ignore her.





Amber, the only one unfazed, simply adjusted her golden visor, reflecting a cold gleam.





‘Kallen Fantasy’... Maybe it’s time for it to go bankrupt after all.





At that moment, Hera seemed to sense something, suddenly feeling a chill in her heart.





She promptly sat up straight, pretending to focus intently on the meeting.





"???"





Sigurd, Einstein, and Fu Hua all looked on in confusion, but no one bothered to question it, and the meeting continued.





"Next, Dr. Tesla will control the Fourth God Key to alter the weather and dispel the remaining Honkai energy from the land, restoring life to the Far East region."





"Agreed."





"Seconded."





"No objections."





After surveying the room, Sigurd turned another page in his documents and continued:





"The next issue is the distribution of pseudo-Herrscher and Honkai Beast materials. Based on contributions, Anti-Entropy will take sixty percent, while Schicksal will take forty. Ensure tight security, as no other organization aside from us can guarantee containment. If it gets leaked, the risks would be unpredictable."





"Well... Excluding the Immortal’s contribution, it’s true that Anti-Entropy, due to geographic advantages, contributed more effort. Fine, I’ll reluctantly accept my friend’s decision… but this only applies to the corpse materials. As for the twelve pseudo-Herrschers that are still alive, they must be split fifty-fifty."





"Agreed. In return, Anti-Entropy will take custody of the Herrscher of Ice."





"Wait a minute! Isn’t that too much of a trade-off!?"





Hera slapped the table, narrowing her eyes in displeasure.





Sigurd maintained his indifferent expression and said, "Containing a Herrscher is no easy task. In some ways, it's a burden—we’re not taking advantage here."





"Schicksal is more than willing to bear such a burden, so there's no need for Anti-Entropy to suffer losses. Besides, you've already obtained a Herrscher core and gained one of the Herrschers as well. Don’t be too greedy," Hera replied with a sly smile.





Their gazes clashed in the air, seeming to spark with tension.





"When it comes to the power of Herrschers, which can shake the foundations of civilization, the issue isn't about profit. What's important is who has the capability to securely contain and educate her. In this regard, just look at our esteemed leader, and then look at Wendy... What does Schicksal have to compete with Anti-Entropy?" Sigurd spoke slowly, the cold hard truth making it difficult to argue against.





Indeed, when it came to managing Herrschers, Anti-Entropy, with its two successful cases, had the authority.





Schicksal, despite its long history, had no comparable examples to challenge Sigurd's point.





Thus, Hera swiftly shifted her approach, lowering her eyes and speaking slowly, "She bears the name Schariac."





"And so?"





"I won’t hand her over to anyone. Unless, of course, you want to face my wrath."





"Are you threatening me?"





Sigurd placed the documents on the table, crossed his legs, and asked coldly.





Hera smiled brightly. "Do you know the history of the Schariacs?"





"I do."





"No, you don’t. The Schariac bloodline began with a girl who was cured by Lord Otto during the Black Plague. In gratitude for his mercy and out of hatred for the Honkai that took everything from her, she chose to follow Lord Otto and fight against the Honkai for the rest of her life. The first group of girls who bore the Schariac name were like her—people who had lost everything, with nothing left but gratitude for Lord Otto and their burning hatred for the Honkai."





"What’s your point?" Sigurd asked, frowning as Hera continued her slow narration.





Hera dropped her smile and continued in an icy, emotionless tone, "Unlike the naturally gifted Kaslana, the Schariacs didn’t initially have a bloodline capable of adapting to Honkai energy. But that first group of lost souls volunteered for countless experiments, and through death and mutation, they forged a superior bloodline. This process was passed down as a family tradition, generation after generation. That’s how the current Schariac bloodline came to be."





Behind Hera’s calm recounting lay a cruel history soaked in blood.





Through generations of loyalty, sacrifice, and experimentation, the Schariac bloodline had emerged.





Each Schariac represented sacrifice, loyalty, and the burden of their family’s mission—they were also Lord Otto's personal creations.





What Hera wanted to emphasize was just that.





"The Schariacs belong to Schicksal, but more importantly, they belong to Lord Otto. As the last leader of those lost souls, I am the only one who has survived to this day. I watched the Schariacs grow from extremists into a calm and steady line. I saw their bloodline flourish and decline. If anyone tries to take that child from me, they are declaring war on me."





Hera spoke lightly, but her words reflected an unwavering determination, making her stance crystal clear.





Was she lying? Of course not.





Every word she spoke was true.





However, aside from Amber, who remained emotionless, and Fu Hua, who was somewhat bewildered, both Sigurd and Einstein twitched at her words.





Turning a family into mere tools, yet delivering it with such righteous conviction—five centuries of practice clearly showed.





If Sigurd continued to insist, he might look somewhat unreasonable to the outside world.





After all, humans are inherently emotional creatures, and Hera had skillfully invoked sympathy and admiration.





Of course, this wasn’t enough to make Sigurd back down.





Sigurd stroked his chin, pondering.





Letting Hera take Ana would simply add another high-level combatant to Schicksal.





While there might be deeper schemes at play, Hera rarely insisted on anything.





Over the years, she had cooperated and rarely made personal requests.





From the perspective of maintaining their current friendly relations, Sigurd felt it would be unwise to refuse.





What was more important: the Herrscher of Ice or maintaining a close alliance with Otto? Sigurd already knew the answer.





"The Herrscher of Ice is yours. I want eight of the twelve surviving pseudo-Herrschers."





"Deal. Let’s move on to the next agenda item."





"The next topic is the ‘Moonlight Throne’ device, which played a crucial role in the recent Honkai Eruption. It not only protected most civilians from Honkai energy but also bought us precious time for rescue efforts. Its effectiveness has been proven, so we need to ramp up its construction. I’ll need Schicksal’s cooperation..."





The meeting continued, covering numerous topics, all related to the recent Honkai disaster.





With both Sigurd and Hera actively participating, the discussions were efficient and productive.





The meeting lasted over an hour, during which arrangements for the Far East and subsequent plans were finalized and made public.





The transparency was deliberate, sending a clear message to those with ulterior motives: Schicksal and Anti-Entropy have made their decisions, and if anyone dares to challenge them, they can try.





When Schicksal and Anti-Entropy made decisions, no force—whether it was capital, underground organizations, or even nations—had the power to stand in their way.





Sigurd wouldn’t tolerate fools, the reborn Welt would never allow it, and Otto—well, that went without saying.





Only such powerful entities could lead, reshape the world, and bring forth genuine hope.




















  
    

    













"The Fourth God Key is a satellite that has been floating in space for fifty thousand years. It contains the core of the previous civilization’s Herrscher of the Wind and has the ability to control the weather, gather or disperse large areas of Honkai energy. It once repaired the Earth's ecosystem, which was almost completely disintegrated after the end of the previous civilization, and also restored the ravaged Siberia after the Second Eruption. Now, it will continue to help the Far East region regain life."





"As we can see, the wounds of the land are healing under the gentle wind and rain, and the special plants engineered by Anti-Entropy are beginning to sprout. When they grow and eventually wither, this land, once corroded by Honkai energy, will quickly regain its fertility and become a place where life can thrive again..."





"In the great Honkai, we have always lost much. It has always been this way. During the First Eruption, my first mentor in life, the origin of Anti-Entropy’s founding ideals, the great Welt Joyce, defeated the Will of the Honkai and sacrificed himself. During the Second Eruption, I repeatedly faced life and death alongside warriors of Schicksal. Countless Valkyries sacrificed themselves, and even Fu Hua burned her own life and memories to the very brink… Eventually, we won the Battle of Siberia."





"The Chiyou battle of the past, and today’s Far East Eruption, both victories were bought with countless sacrifices, ensuring the survival of civilization. What I want to say is that the Honkai is not just the concern of one person or one organization; it is a disaster that affects all of humanity. In fact, every person is standing on the front lines and has a duty to fight against it."





"Research has shown that the intensity of the Honkai correlates with the development level of a civilization. Therefore, some people have voiced this idea—that we should simply halt our development so that the Honkai might come slower and less violently."





"But can we really stop and passively wait?"





"There are two theories about the nature of the Honkai. One is that it is a natural law testing civilizations; the other is that it is an anti-civilization force corresponding to the increase in entropy. In either case, halting progress is merely waiting for extinction. Only by striving forward, continually overcoming hardships, and exploring unknown territories can civilization possibly find a true way out. This is the consensus of our two organizations, and I hope the world can understand and support us."





"What I want to say is, even though the advanced previous civilization faced unimaginable disasters leading to its downfall, they still left behind the God Keys, Soulium, technological relics, fusion warriors, and other legacies. Over fifty thousand years, they even restored Earth, allowing us to exist today. We have accepted their gifts, developed, and fought with their help, and we should go farther than our predecessors—until we conquer the Honkai."





"This path requires warriors who will fight to the death, and it also needs the support and unity of the people. As for us, we will always be at the forefront, never retreating."





"No matter what, please do not forget that civilization is a community. Every person is part of it, sheltered by it, and has a duty to contribute to it. Never forget the courage of the martyrs. Human history is a history of courage, and the song of humanity is a song of bravery."





"And also, remember, the greatest invention of humanity is not technology or cities, but love. Love has infinite power, and it flows through the veins of everyone. May everyone in the world embrace their loved ones and enjoy the beauty of life."





"I am Welt Yang, thank you all for watching. Goodbye."





…





The semi-documentary, semi-educational program ended, and the screen dimmed.





In the bright hall, Kiana and several other girls turned their heads, staring at Welt, who was slowly sipping his tea, their eyes sparkling with admiration.





"Uncle Welt, you're amazing! That was incredible!"





"It was just something that came from the heart. I hope it can provide some comfort to the worried and fearful people. Besides, it’s a stopgap. I didn't expect the scale of this Honkai event to be so massive, with three Herrschers appearing all at once. We have to lift the spirits of the people around the world."





Welt scratched his face, feeling a bit embarrassed.





Then, he noticed Kiana with her long silver hair approaching, her big, watery eyes blinking, looking so adorable.





Under his glasses, Welt's brown eyes softened with a kind smile, and he couldn't help but raise his hand to pat the girl on the head.





Smack!





A long, slender hand with clearly defined knuckles tapped Welt’s hand, making him instinctively withdraw his motion.





He looked in confusion at Sigurd, who seemed to be absorbed in reading some documents.





"Um..."





"She's grown up. Mind your manners. Now, let’s talk business. These are the figures that have emerged during this public opinion crisis—the ones advocating for surrender. They're the kind of people who do no good. The usual procedure: hang them up on the streetlights, Mr. Iron-Handed Father."





"Uh…"





A virtual screen opened before Welt. Looking at the list, he fell silent for a moment.





"Iron-Hand" referred to his ruthless methods in internal purges and dealing with obstacles to reform. "Father" came from the entirely publicized philosophy that had even become a mandatory course in the schools run by Anti-Entropy.





Sigurd had read it and found it similar to the great ideological core he remembered, but with many differences, modified to fit the world’s current state, Anti-Entropy’s power, and the crisis of the Honkai—a grand yet practical vision.





Those who studied Welt’s introductory philosophy regarded him as a fatherly figure, protecting all of humanity.





Welt brought his fist to his mouth, coughing lightly, and said:





"Ahem! Could you stop calling me that? It’s a bit awkward."





"Why? It’s a good title. It shows how much people appreciate what you’ve done all these years."





Sigurd looked up at Welt, puzzled by why he felt embarrassed.





Welt chuckled dryly and shook his head with resignation.





"…Fine, as long as you're happy. Looking at this list, there are about a hundred or two hundred people. What on Earth are they thinking? Submitting to the Honkai—I just can't understand it."





"It’s quite normal. With such a large group, you get all kinds. Some are so terrified that they absurdly deceive themselves into thinking that by worshipping the Honkai, they’ll be spared judgment. Others are just bored with life, screaming edgy slogans like 'down with human tyranny, the world belongs to the Honkai.' There are even those who think Honkai is cool… Sigh, you can’t expect everyone to have common sense."





"Can’t they be educated?"





"Those who can be educated aren’t on this list. Check their records of actions. If you think any of them can be spared, feel free to cross off a name or two."





Welt began to read through the contents.





After a long time, he sighed.





"I'll handle it. You don't need to get your hands dirty. In the eyes of the public, your image is still very clean—no need to taint it."





"I never planned to do it myself anyway. With your track record over the years, if you take the lead in publicly handling it, the deterrent effect will be much stronger. By the way, do you need me to provide you with some ideal streetlights for hanging people?"





"Can we drop that joke already? I was just furious back then with those despicable scumbags who were beyond saving, and the public was outraged too... I haven’t done anything that extreme since."





Welt touched his nose as he spoke.





Executing someone was one thing—once it was done, it was over.





But hanging them from streetlights… It wasn’t really necessary, and Welt didn’t like the idea of humiliating corpses.





Sigurd nodded.





"At least you know where to draw the line. Don’t let a moment of anger drive you to extremism. You’re a leader, not a reckless hothead acting on pure passion."





"Thanks for the reminder. I’ll be careful."





"Oh, and by the way, a few days ago I awarded Chen Tianwu the Deputy Executive Officer badge."





"Hmm? Oh… You can decide those things yourself."





Welt scratched his head, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, showing no sense of authority as the leader of Anti-Entropy.





‘Chen Tianwu, huh? That kid has made it this far!’





Welt couldn’t help but glance out the window at the moon.





His memory of Chen Tianwu was still of that exhausted young man running around at Sigurd's orders.





But since it was Sigurd's student and Sigurd who gave him the badge, it spoke volumes about the kid’s competence.





Welt felt a surge of pride that Anti-Entropy had such promising successors.





Sigurd rolled his eyes, not wanting to waste more time talking to this clueless guy.





He continued,





"One more thing. The promotion of the 'Moonlight Throne' system needs to be intensified. For places that aren’t cooperating, you’ll need to make more visits. Bring out your iron-hand attitude—this directly impacts the sacrifice rate when the Honkai strikes. It's critical."





"Understood. I know what to do."





Welt adjusted his glasses, and for a brief moment, the light reflecting off the lenses carried a chilling intensity before his expression returned to its usual gentle warmth.





By now, Welt had lost count of how many lives were on his hands, but anyone who met him would still believe he was a kind man.





Hanging the guilty from streetlights didn’t stop him from kneeling in the mud and rain to gently help up a little girl who had fallen—that’s just the kind of person he was.





Meanwhile, Sigurd, having finally dealt with all the miscellaneous matters, closed all the data windows and stretched his tired body.





The Far East Honkai Eruption had finally come to an end.





Leaning back in his chair, Sigurd let his mind go blank, staring into space.




















  
    Just as Sigurd closed his eyes to rest, a pair of delicate, soft hands began to gently massage his temples.



    



    At the same time, a warm, petite body snuggled into his embrace, and a familiar sweet scent filled his nose.



    



    Without opening his eyes, Sigurd knew that the former was Kiana, and the latter was Sin Mal.



    



    He could also guess that the two were likely glaring at each other with hostility, on the verge of starting another quarrel.



    



    “Don’t make a fuss. I’m a little tired.”



    



    Patting the soft and silky back of the girl in his arms, Sigurd spoke calmly.



    



    After the disaster, there were numerous trivial matters to handle, many of which inevitably involved high-level decisions.



    



    At this time, Einstein was busy dealing with Wendy's issues, Bronya was on leave due to injury, Cocolia, Raiden Mei, and others were working hard on the front lines, and as for Welt... while he wouldn’t make mistakes on major issues, handling complex administrative tasks made it difficult to fully trust him.



    



    So, Sigurd had to take charge himself.



    



    The administrative assistant system Icarus provided didn’t offer much help, and coupled with the fatigue from previous battles and on-the-spot command, he was genuinely worn out.



    



    “Mm, Sigurd, take a good rest.”



    



    Sin Mal muttered softly, rubbing against Sigurd's chest before contentedly closing her eyes.



    



    Kiana focused on maintaining the pressure of her massage but couldn’t help pouting.



    



    ‘What the heck! That’s supposed to be my spot! I already confessed, didn’t I?!’



    



    Kiana grumbled inwardly, but seeing Sigurd and Sin Mal seemingly falling asleep, she didn’t want to disturb them. She continued to concentrate on the massage instead.



    



    Silver strands of hair draped down from her exquisitely sculpted face, partially obscuring her pale, delicate chin.



    



    This is nice.



    



    Even though a terrible disaster had occurred and many, many people had suffered misfortune, everyone around her was safe, and Sigurd was still here as always... That was enough.



    



    In the warm glow of the lights, Kiana’s lips curved into a gentle smile, and her bright eyes reflected a soft and tender expression.



    



    In this moment, the usual silliness and childishness faded away.



    



    ...



    



    “Hah…”



    



    Welt breathed a sigh of relief as he stepped out of the hall—he had felt a bit out of place inside.



    



    To avoid the awkwardness, it was best to leave early.



    



    “Well, well! Isn’t it the leader of Anti-Entropy himself?”



    



    A soft, loli-like voice greeted him.



    



    Welt turned his head and was first met with the smiling, delicate eyes of Himeko, followed by a breathtakingly large chest, and beneath that, the figure of Theresa, who was being hugged like a stuffed toy by Himeko.



    



    It was Theresa, resting on Himeko’s bosom, who had spoken.



    



    Welt smiled slightly.



    



    “Good evening, Himeko, Principal Theresa.”



    



    “Good evening.”



    



    “Good—Hey! Himeko, let go of me! My head feels heavy!”



    



    Theresa pushed against the weight on her head.



    



    The extreme softness that seemed to swallow her hands made her pause for a moment before she ground her teeth, annoyed.



    



    “They’re so big, but during battles, they're just a burden!”



    



    “Is that so? Well, I can’t help it. It’s natural. Unlike the school principal who never seems to grow, I, too, have my troubles, you know!”



    



    “I’ll dock your pay!”



    



    “It’s fine. I heard Anti-Entropy is short on people lately. I could always switch sides. You wouldn’t mind that, would you, Leader?”



    



    Himeko said with a teasing smile.



    



    Welt nodded slightly.



    



    “If it’s Himeko, I’d absolutely welcome you. Actually, it would be great if you joined. Sigurd would certainly approve too.”



    



    Theresa froze for a moment, then kicked her legs in Himeko’s embrace.



    



    “No way! No way! If Himeko leaves, all the troublesome work will fall on me! That’s unacceptable!”



    



    “Alright, alright. I won’t leave you, Theresa.”



    



    Himeko smiled indulgently, holding Theresa close with one arm and scratching under her chin with the other, as if soothing a pet or comforting a child.



    



    Theresa finally stopped struggling, pouting as she muttered:



    



    “That’s more like it…”



    



    Then she looked up at Welt.



    



    “By the way, where’s my niece?”



    



    “She’s in the hall. But it’s best not to disturb them. They’ve been through a lot on their journey from the moon and are resting now.”



    



    “I see... Well then, can I go see Wendy?”



    



    Giving up on bothering her niece, Theresa lowered her head slightly and asked hesitantly.



    



    "Go see Wendy?"



    



    Welt stroked his chin thoughtfully.



    



    He was well aware of Wendy's past and the role Theresa had played in it, almost acting as a driving force.



    



    By all accounts, Theresa was a good person.



    



    But when it came to Wendy, as the school principal, branch head, and mentor, she couldn't entirely escape responsibility for her actions.



    



    Welt never quite understood what Theresa was thinking at the time; her behavior seemed so contradictory to her usual character.



    



    Maybe there was something deeper that he didn’t know about.



    



    "I'll ask Einstein. She's currently checking on Wendy's physical and mental state. If she says it's fine, you can go see Wendy… but you know Wendy has some resentment toward you after learning that you never paid attention to what she went through."



    



    "I… I understand," Theresa replied meekly.



    



    Himeko sighed softly and tightened her embrace around Theresa, offering comfort.



    



    Not long after, Welt received confirmation from Einstein and gave Theresa directions before turning to leave.



    



    The upper ranks of Anti-Entropy were all busy, and Welt, being someone with a strong sense of responsibility, wasn't going to let himself idle either.



    



    There was much to handle—the matters of the surrendering faction and the "Moonlight Throne." The sooner these were dealt with, the better.



    



    ...



    



    Himeko and Theresa watched Welt walk away.



    



    Then, Theresa looked up, shifting the heavy object atop her head slightly, and glanced at Himeko.



    



    "You're just going to watch him leave?"



    



    "What are you trying to say, Principal?"



    



    "You like him!"



    



    "Who told you I like him?" Himeko asked, still smiling as she looked down at Theresa.



    



    Theresa grinned mischievously. "I saw that photo in your room. Even though the face of the man in the picture was torn off, his figure matches up, and Welt's signature is on it. You’ve been treasuring that picture. Do you think I’m blind?"



    



    "...Principal, you’re not supposed to be this sharp," Himeko muttered.



    



    "Huh? What do you mean by that?!" Theresa’s forehead creased in frustration.



    



    Even though she’d learned about this from one of Himeko's drunken rambles, how could Himeko question her intelligence? Theresa knew she was incredibly smart!



    



    Himeko laughed heartily, patted Theresa's head, and then, still holding her, began walking in the direction Welt had indicated. She didn’t say anything more.



    



    Does she like him?



    



    She does.



    



    When they first met, Himeko had been a young girl just beginning to understand love, and Welt was the knowledgeable, gentle older brother. It was natural for her to be drawn to his warmth, like the sun.



    



    But he was born before me, and when I came of age… it was already too late.



    



    Himeko had met Einstein and Tesla. She had seen how Welt acted in front of them. While he was always kind, there was a difference between kindness born out of compassion and the kind of warmth that comes from affection or fondness.



    



    Himeko understood that she and Welt had missed out on decades of time. And when it came to matters of the heart, missing the right time could be even more devastating than any misunderstanding.



    



    Later, Einstein sought her out in private and told her the story and eventual fate of Ryusuke Murata, the person Himeko had searched for over many years.



    



    That night, Himeko drank a lot.



    



    When she sobered up, she didn't hold any grudges, but she fully let go of the emotions she had lost to time.



    



    The only frustrating part was that Welt had remained oblivious to it all.



    



    Still, that was probably for the best.



    



    It meant his future wouldn’t be smooth sailing, giving Himeko something to laugh about and a bit of solace in his misfortune.



    



    Now, Himeko simply wanted to take care of the childlike Theresa and the students at the academy, to do what she could for the world.



    



    She wanted to fulfill Captain Ragnar's dream. And when the time was right, she'd retire and settle down somewhere with a nice man and make a big family with him.



    



    That’s all she wanted.

  
    

    













A bright moon, cold wind, and an empty, boundless land.





Machine guns, heavy artillery, Titan mechs, and swarms of unmanned combat drones formed a spectacular defensive ring.





Within the ring, Wendy sat gracefully on a chair, her legs tucked in, wearing a flowing light green dress.





Her ladylike posture was perfect—at least when she wasn't fighting or getting irritated by Sigurd.





All the firepower around her was prepared just for her.





If her Herrscher powers went out of control, this massive array of weapons was intended to be the welcoming barrage—Sigurd’s exact words.





He even playfully warned her, patting her head: "Behave yourself, or I'll give you a beating."





"(•̀.̫•́)..."





"What's with that face? Thinking about what Sigurd said again?"





"Can't he be a little more tactful?"





"He's not usually tactful. He just says things as they are. Don't overthink it—he doesn’t mean any harm. He’s just telling you that if you lose control, he’ll be there to take you down."





"...Who’s taking down who is still up in the air!"





Pouting her cute, soft white face, Wendy turned away with a huff, both annoyed and resigned.





Einstein smiled gently but didn’t correct Wendy’s mistaken impression of Sigurd’s strength. She asked instead:





"How are you feeling now?"





"Not too bad. There's this urge to destroy things, and the more I use my Honkai energy, the stronger the feeling gets. But I can still control it."





"Your mindset needs some adjusting... but don’t worry. Yang went through this phase too. You can overcome it."





"I'm not afraid. I've been preparing for this moment for years, haven’t I?"





Wendy sighed softly, her expression calm and gentle.





All the firepower arranged for her looked ruthless, but in reality, it wouldn’t mean much to a Herrscher.





This show of force was mostly for others to see.





After giving a brief explanation, Sigurd had left without hesitation, while Einstein remained close, personally monitoring her. Wendy could sense their trust in her.





"Thank you," Wendy said, placing a hand on her still-developing chest and flashing a bright, warm smile at Einstein.





Though she had just crossed the threshold into adolescence and was still clearly youthful, her gentle nature, coupled with the unique aura of a Herrscher, made her radiant smile almost otherworldly.





It was enough to make even the calm Einstein momentarily lose focus.





—How does Sigurd do it? With such a beautiful girl, he talks about beating her up or even machine-gunning her. That’s not just unmanly—it’s inhuman!





"I have something to tell you: Theresa wants to come see you. Sigurd’s fine with it, says it’s a good chance to test your emotional control... so, there’s that."





"As expected of him, cold-blooded as ever," Wendy’s calm demeanor faded immediately.





She clenched a fist in frustration, grinding her teeth, though with a hint of helplessness.





Einstein casually monitored the data as she offered some lighthearted advice:





"Sigurd likes girls who behave. If you weren’t so stubborn around him, he’d treat you a lot better."





"He should start by treating me with some respect! Always acting like I’m just some lackey or tool—I’m not putting up with it! Someday, I'll make him pay!"





If you can’t stand him, just leave—Sigurd wouldn’t stop you.





And as for making him pay? Knowing Wendy, she’d probably end up in his bed naked, face set in ahegao, eyes rolled back, drooling, and flashing peace signs toward the camera.





Einstein sighed.





Watching Wendy fuming, she could only shake her head in quiet resignation.





...





When Theresa arrived, Einstein and Himeko exchanged glances, then left together as if they had something to discuss, leaving the space to this pair who hadn’t had a proper conversation in ages. Teacher and student, perhaps?





Theresa fidgeted with her hands, hesitating before approaching Wendy.





"Um... Are you okay? How’s your health?" Theresa finally blurted out after a long struggle, her words awkward and dry.





Wendy’s face was expressionless as she nodded.





"I’m fine."





"Uh... I heard you’re a Herrscher now?"





"Yes."





"And... about what happened at the Oceania branch... I... I'm sorry."





After stuttering for a while, Theresa finally managed to say the three words she had been holding back for so long.





She looked at Wendy, her eyes dimming with guilt and unease.





Wendy stared back at her for a moment, then sighed—a surprisingly mature gesture for someone her age.





"Forget it. It’s all in the past now. Whether you knew about the experiment back then or not, I agreed to it myself. Now, I have people who care about me and people I want to protect. I’m doing well, so I don’t want to hold grudges anymore... As for you, I guess I just lost my admiration and illusions. I have no other feelings, so don’t worry about it too much."





"I..."





Theresa desperately wanted to say something, but as countless words swirled in her mind, they were scattered by her confused thoughts. In the end, nothing came out.





She clutched her head, took a pale step backward, and crystalline tears slid down from the corners of her eyes.





"I... I didn't want this... I... I didn't know..."





"Principal Theresa?"





Wendy stood up, not fully understanding the situation but looking at Theresa with a hint of concern.





Then, footsteps echoed in the distance.





A delicate, jade-like hand gently rested on Theresa’s shoulder, easing the anguish on her face.





Wendy saw Fu Hua, carrying a simple, ancient golden sword on her back.





She was dressed in a white qipao with red patterns, her presence serene and ethereal.





"Teacher Fu Hua, what's happening to her?" Wendy asked.





Fu Hua had taught many of the girls around Sigurd, and regardless of how much they had benefited, they all respectfully called her "teacher."





Over the years, they had frequented both Anti-Entropy headquarters and Mount Taixu, building strong bonds with Fu Hua.





Fu Hua smiled gently at Wendy, her expression filled with both comfort and encouragement.





"The power of the Herrscher was once something I considered ominous. But in truth, it is not power itself that determines good or evil—it is the person who wields it. I am glad we can still speak like this. I hope you can stay true to yourself and use this power to do what you truly wish, just as Welt has done, shining like the bright light he is."





"Yes, thank you, teacher!" Wendy replied with renewed determination, then turned toward Theresa, who still had tears in her eyes, frowning slightly.





Fu Hua extended her hand toward Theresa’s forehead, as if observing something. After a moment, she sighed.





"Just as Sigurd suspected... mental interference, psychic restraints... This is most likely Otto’s doing. The traces are deep, and your thoughts have been subtly twisted over time."





Theresa looked up at Fu Hua, biting her lip.





"What has Grandpa done to me?"





"A deep psychic suggestion that makes it impossible for you to resist him—or even hate him. Worse, he has regressed and locked your cognitive abilities and personality. From a mental perspective, the current you is no different from a real child."





At that moment, Theresa’s face turned deathly pale, revealing a fragile, glass-like vulnerability.





After a long silence, Theresa let out a faint, bitter smile.





"Yes, I’ve known for a long time. Otherwise, how could I have remained silent about Cecilia and Kiana’s affairs? How could I not have confronted Grandpa directly or even uttered a single word of complaint afterward? I suspect he’s tampered with my memory as well."





An S-rank Valkyrie, the principal of St. Freya Academy, the highest authority of the Far East Branch, and a bearer of the illustrious surname 'Apocalypse'—a name symbolizing limitless power and honor. Yet only Theresa truly understood that she was merely Otto's puppet, a pet living according to his whims.





All of her so-called resistance and efforts were nothing more than a drama that Otto watched, amused from the palm of his hand.





Whenever Otto felt the story was heading in the wrong direction, Theresa would become a puppet on strings, forced to follow his will until he decided to loosen his grip.





"Heh..."





Theresa tilted her head back, staring up at the moon.





Deep within her heart, long-buried fear and despair bubbled to the surface.





That’s why she had shown no reaction to the "Gem of Desire" experiment, why she had unconsciously avoided any related information.





Wendy had once been trapped in a mire of pain, yet Theresa had forgotten entirely about the child she herself had sent away.





All of these contradictions could be perfectly explained with one sentence—this was Otto’s will.




















  

















"Hm?"





Under the moonlight, Hera looked up at the sky without saying a word but let out a slight hum.





Bronya frowned and asked,





"What’s wrong?"





"Nothing, really. I just felt like someone was thinking about me, quite intensely, too... Sorry, ever since my consciousness network spread across the globe, I've become especially sensitive to certain information. It happens sometimes. But it’s probably nothing. After all, there are plenty of people on this planet thinking about me—it’s not surprising."





"Sigurd once said there are only two things in this world that truly make him wary: one is the Honkai, and the other is Otto Apocalypse. Just as he said, you’re becoming more and more terrifying."





"Oh? Is that Sigurd’s assessment of me? I’m truly honored... Well then, here’s what you wanted."





Hera handed over a small glass vial, and inside the transparent container were tiny, colorless capsules.





She explained, "According to your specifications—colorless, odorless, no detectable energy reactions, soluble in any liquid, and specifically effective against Honkai beast genes. Its potency is strong enough to work on a Fusion Warrior's physique. It should perfectly meet your needs... potent 'Camellia Poison.'"





Hera smiled slyly as she saw Bronya take hold of the vial, her smile growing even more fox-like in its cunning.





Bronya’s usually indifferent expression shifted, a glimmer of determination flashing in her eyes.





Hera stroked her smooth, pale chin and asked, "By the way, why did you come to me for help? What made you think I’d assist you?"





Bronya shook the glass vial, a faint smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. "You and Sigurd have a relationship that's both adversarial and cooperative. But he holds the one thing that could destroy you. Over the years, you’ve been forced to yield to him time and again, giving in to his demands. If you had the chance for a little revenge, you wouldn’t refuse. Besides... you're a typical thrill-seeker. I don't believe you'd pass up on something this interesting."





Bronya calculated that Hera, while always willing to scheme against Sigurd, was also one of the few people who wouldn’t want any harm to come to him, ensuring her cooperation and safety.





"Hmm, well said. As expected from someone trained by Sigurd himself. I admire you." Hera nodded, smiling warmly with a brightness that belied her true intentions.





"Be mindful of the dosage. Normally, one pill is sufficient. If you prefer to have your mind blown, two or three will do, but no more than that. With Sigurd’s constitution, he’ll be fine even if you go beyond three, but I’m afraid you might get... broken."





Bronya's expression shifted once again—though she had asked for this, she was, at her core, still an innocent young girl, and she wasn’t quite ready to handle Hera’s suggestive implications without showing some discomfort.





"…I’ll be careful. In any case, I’ll have him check the drug’s properties before actual use."





"Huh? Wait a second, isn’t this supposed to be for Sigurd? How can you let him find out?"





Hera blinked in surprise.





Bronya rolled her eyes.





"I just asked for a sample. There’s no way I’d use it on him without confirming its safety first. As for Sigurd finding out... I’ll come up with a good excuse. As long as you don’t say anything, and I don’t say anything, how would he ever know I plan to use it on him?"





"Uh... good point."





"That’s it for now. I can’t stay out too long to avoid exposure. I’m heading back. You can do as you please."





"Okay! Byebye~~"





As Hera waved her hand and said her cheerful goodbye, Bronya turned and vanished into the night.





"Humans really are fascinating. Living for so long does have its advantages. I wonder what kind of expression you’ll have when everything unfolds... I can’t wait to see it. Hiding that vixen from me, huh? Well, consider this a small gift in return. Aside from that, there’s nothing much more I can do, Sigurd!"





Hera's smile, which had never truly reached her eyes, gradually faded. In the end, she sighed softly, with a deep sense of helplessness.





Sigurd had kept the matter of Yae Sakura well hidden, and if it weren’t for the gravity of the current situation, he might not have revealed it at all.





Hera couldn’t quite figure out her own feelings toward Yae Sakura.





Perhaps it wasn’t exactly hate, since after all, Yae was the one Kallen loved.





But there was definitely a deep sense of dislike—not just because Yae held Kallen’s love, but also because Yae had been the catalyst for Kallen’s death.





Yet, when traced back to the root, the direct cause of Kallen dying at the hands of the Honkai Beast was Otto himself, who had released the beast.





For Otto, this was the most profound pain he had endured over the past 500 years. Compared to this, Yae Sakura... as long as she didn’t obstruct his goal of reviving Kallen, Otto wouldn’t go out of his way to kill her.





Still, Sigurd hiding Yae Sakura’s return from Otto hurt his feelings, and Otto felt the need to show some reaction.





Bronya’s plan was spot on: Otto had practically been smiling the entire time he created this potent drug, hoping it would bring Sigurd quite the surprise.





...





Bronya returned to her room, closing the door behind her.





She summoned her mechanical bunny and, after confirming that no one had visited in her absence, let out a sigh of relief.





As long as no one entered her room, no one would discover that she had been away.





With her black armor and the various technologies she had developed, Bronya could conceal all traces of her existence—her optical signature, heartbeat, breathing, body temperature, biological magnetic field, Honkai energy, and so on.





Even Sigurd, unless he specifically searched for her, would be unable to crack her stealth techniques.





Just like that time at the moon base, when Bronya had eavesdropped on Sigurd and Kiana pouring their hearts out to each other, Sigurd hadn’t detected her presence at all.





"I’m a step behind... but I won’t always be. Kiana, I’m sorry, but Sigurd is mine."





Bronya gazed at the glass vial in her hand, and a faint smile spread across her lips.





In terms of maturity and intellectual capacity, none of the other girls could compare to Bronya, who had lived through complex experiences and possessed exceptional intelligence.





Her decision-making and execution abilities were on an entirely different level.





And that was her greatest advantage.





...





Meanwhile, outside the base, Fu Hua was speaking to Theresa:





"Sigurd has always said that I’m an expert in the field of consciousness. It may sound arrogant, but I believe he’s largely correct. Otto’s techniques are quite advanced. In the past, due to my position and physical condition, I might not have been able to help you. But now, I can help free you from the shackles in your mind and restore your former self."





"Please help me! I beg you!"





Theresa pleaded almost without hesitation, bowing deeply.





Fu Hua nodded.





"That’s why I’m here. Sigurd and I both believe that you have tremendous potential. It’s a shame that Otto’s manipulation has suppressed it."





"Thank you!"





Theresa repeated, her eyes showing a hint of hope.





Then, familiar footsteps approached from the distance.





"But there’s a condition."





Sigurd strolled over, bathed in moonlight, yawning lazily.





Theresa turned to look at him.





"What condition?"





She didn’t try to negotiate using her relationship with Kiana; instead, she asked directly.





This was her own problem, and she didn’t want to involve Kiana.





The child had already been through so much, and Theresa didn’t want anything to jeopardize Kiana’s personal relationships.





Sigurd held a thick red book in his hand.





"Introduction to the Human Civilization Collective—the foundation of Welt’s ideological system. You know we’ve been working hard to spread and practice it. However, from the beginning, Otto understood the power of this ideology. He crafted a deceptive narrative to unite his Valkyries while doing everything he could to prevent the true essence of Welt’s ideas from spreading within Schicksal."





Sigurd explained casually, though inwardly he had to give Otto some credit.





He couldn’t deny that Otto, the master manipulator, had an exceptional grasp on the power of ideology and how to use it.





Otto was like a player in a rigged game—he’s too overpowered.





It still baffled Sigurd, though, how someone so skillful could have failed to win over Kallen all those years ago.





Take Sigurd, for example—he barely had to try and had already won over Kiana effortlessly.





In comparison, Otto seemed... a bit lacking.







































    

    













"Welt's... theory?"





Theresa furrowed her brows slightly, her eyes flickering.





She was aware of this matter.





Given Himeko’s friendship with Welt, there was no reason for Theresa not to pay attention to the ideology Welt was promoting.





Since Himeko was interested, it was impossible for Theresa not to notice it.





However, books that explained ideologies tended to be rather dry, especially for someone who hadn’t been exposed to such content before.





Theresa had flipped through Himeko’s collection, but Schicksal had banned the dissemination of this material, and to be honest, it was quite boring.





As a result, turning a blind eye to Himeko’s actions was the biggest effort Theresa had made in regard to this ideology.





"Why... are you bringing up this condition?"





Theresa asked in confusion, her tone more curious than resistant.





She didn’t fully understand the reason behind Otto’s ban on this ideology.





Naturally, she wouldn’t realize that once Sigurd opened a breakthrough—through ideology—it would spread like wildfire.





Sigurd made no attempt to hide his intentions and explained openly, "It’s to gather Schicksal's power into our hands."





"Then I'm in!"





Theresa didn’t fully grasp it, but she was certain it had to be a good thing.





Sigurd raised an eyebrow and looked toward Fu Hua.





"Then it’s settled. Fu Hua, help her remove the shackles in her consciousness."





"Alright, I’ll do my best."





Fu Hua raised her hand, placing it on Theresa’s forehead.





From her palm emerged a shimmering golden feather, which slowly merged into Theresa’s head.





Glurp!





In the silent atmosphere, Wendy couldn’t help but gulp nervously.





She took small steps toward Sigurd, tugging at his sleeve.





"Hey, do you really think Principal Theresa’s mind has been controlled?"





"It’s not really mind control. Otto just keeps her in a state of naivety while subconsciously making her avoid digging deeper into his experiment. From his perspective, it’s actually a way of protecting her so he would have no reason to hurt her."





"Ugh... that’s so disgusting! If it were me, I’d never tolerate having my mind twisted like that! Ahh! It hurts!"





Sigurd held a freshly pulled black-and-green strand of hair, spreading it out in his hands. After a moment of observation, he nodded in satisfaction.





"What are you doing?!"





Wham!





A small fist, accompanied by a gust of wind, shot towards Sigurd’s face, but he caught it casually. Then, he plucked a few more strands from Wendy’s head.





"Aaah!"





"Stop whining. It’s just a few hairs, I’m not cutting into your flesh."





"For a girl, that’s practically the same as cutting flesh! You jerk!"





"The essence of Soulium lies in nano-machine technology combined with a Herrscher’s body composition. Welt, after all, wasn’t an original Herrscher. His current body was constructed through his power, so it’s of no real use. But you’re different. Using your body tissue, I can definitely create real Soulium."





"Who cares about that?!"





Wendy aimed a high kick at Sigurd’s chin.





Her movements were sharp and ruthless, showing no concern about whether her Herrscher’s power might pose a threat to him. Nor did she care about the risk of exposing herself—after all, it was Sigurd standing before her, so neither of those concerns mattered.





"Tsk."





Sigurd clicked his tongue, grabbing Wendy’s raised ankle and pulling it upward.





"Yaaah!!"





With a cute scream, Wendy was left hanging upside down by one leg. Her skirt flipped over, covering her upper body and face.





"Behave. That’s enough hair for today. Once I make the sample, I’ll tell you how to use your body from now on."





"You jerk! Put me down right now!"





"Okay."





Sigurd released his grip.





Wendy, headfirst, fell toward the ground.





Just as her face was about to hit the dirt, she summoned a gust of wind with a wave of her hand, propping herself back up.





She stood upright, straightened her dress, and then lunged at Sigurd with her claws extended, aiming for his face.





"Sigurd, you dog! I'm going to kill you!"





Smack!





A heavy karate chop landed on Wendy’s head, leaving her dazed.





She staggered a few steps before collapsing onto the ground.





Sigurd curled his lip, then leaned down to pinch her face as she sat on the ground, angry tears welling up in her eyes.





"Stop fussing. Behave."





"Argh (￣皿￣///)!"





"Are you a dog? Let go, that’s not sanitary at all."





"Ptuh! You’re the dog! Your whole family is dogs!"





"My family... I’m the only one left."





Sigurd said calmly, looking at Wendy with a serene expression.





Wendy’s hands, which had been clinging to him stubbornly, froze. Her pupils contracted, and the anger and agitation on her face vanished, replaced by a deep sense of guilt.





"...Sorry."





Wendy mumbled, releasing Sigurd’s saliva-covered hand.





She climbed up from the ground and, after a moment of hesitation, pulled out a few strands of her own hair and quietly handed them to Sigurd.





Seeing the extra experimental material, Sigurd smiled and patted her head.





"Thanks."





"No need. If you need more, just ask. And... don’t say things like that. You’ve still got us by your side, you’re not alone."





Wendy replied softly, cautiously taking Sigurd’s hand and giving him a gentle smile.





…





【Well done! That’s right, now go for it, seal the deal with Sigurd tonight!】





‘...’





【I never expected you, of all people, to be so bold!】





‘...’





【Wait, why so quiet? Are you too shy to think straight? Is that all you’ve got!?】





...





In reality, Wendy’s smile remained frozen on her face. Sigurd looked at her thoughtfully, then frowned.





"Don’t tell me... you like me?"





"Huh? No way! Are you dreaming? I could never like a violent, thick-headed brute like you!"





Wendy abruptly let go of Sigurd’s hand and took a few steps back, wearing an expression of exaggerated arrogance.





Meanwhile, her Herrscher personalities inside her cursed themselves internally—Damn it! Such a perfect moment, how did it end up like this!?





Sigurd stroked his chin, scrutinizing Wendy's stiff demeanor.





He couldn’t quite tell if she was being her usual tsundere self or if she genuinely disliked him.





‘Hopefully, I’m overthinking this... I’ve disciplined her so many times, there’s no way she’d like me, right? She’s not a masochist, after all.’





Half-believing his own thoughts, Sigurd nodded, letting out a sigh.





Hopefully, it was just his imagination!





With Kiana’s situation mostly resolved, now the issue of Sin Mal seems more complicated.





That girl’s worldview is unlike anyone else’s, and from Sigurd's perspective, the chance of her willingly leaving him is practically zero.





Can Kiana accept that? Can Sin Mal accept it? Especially since Sin Mal is still a minor...





Honestly, how should this be handled properly? Sigurd rubbed his forehead, finding this dilemma more of a headache than the Honkai itself.





...





The interaction between Sigurd and Wendy was brief.





After just a few minutes, Fu Hua’s expression suddenly changed, and she stepped back.





At the same time, Theresa slowly opened her eyes.





Her bright, jewel-like blue eyes now reflected a calmness and faint sadness completely different from before.





"Phew... So this is what Grandpa did to me?"





Theresa placed a hand over her heart, looking up. In the moonlight, a tear slid down her cheek.





"Cecilia... Kiana..."





She whispered, her voice filled with heartbreaking sorrow.





"Principal?"





Wendy quickly stepped forward, her tone tinged with worry.





As she had said earlier, Wendy understood that Theresa hadn’t acted against her out of malice, and it was hard for Wendy to ignore someone she once admired.





Theresa smiled warmly at Wendy, her eyes as gentle and soft as moonlight, filled with deep regret and compassion.





Wendy stared blankly at her, her face flushing, then suddenly found herself pulled into a soft, sweet embrace.





"I’m sorry. It’s my fault that you went through all of that. I’m so happy you were able to move on and start a new life."





"Pr-Principal..."





"I don’t know how to make it up to you right now, but from now on, if you ever need anything, come to me anytime. Keep going, and make your life as bright and beautiful as the sunshine, okay?"





"Mm! (๑•͈ᴗ•͈)"





Theresa released Wendy, gently pinching her flushed cheeks with a soft smile.





Then, she turned to Sigurd and raised her hand toward the distant weapon storage room.





Whoosh!





Boom!!





With a tearing sound, a golden streak shot through the night sky.





A large black and gold-edged cross sped towards Theresa’s hand like lightning.





Her snow-white hair danced lightly in the wind, giving her an air of striking heroism as she stroked the cross known as the Oath of Judah, letting out a soft sigh.





"I’ll introduce that ideology in the academy. After all, if Grandpa feared it so much, it must hold great power. Plus, I trust Welt as a person; his soul shines so brightly. Aside from that, I’ll cooperate with whatever else you need, but I have one more favor to ask."





"‘The Oath of Judah’?"





"Yes. Its original form was the ‘Key of Restraint’ from the previous era, designed to disperse and suppress Honkai energy. After Grandpa modified it, its melee capabilities were greatly enhanced. But because he altered it, as long as I use it, I can never truly go against him... Who knows how many contingencies Grandpa left inside. Sigurd, I know your technical abilities rival Grandpa’s. Please, help me rebuild Judah. I need a ‘Oath of Judah’ that belongs solely to me!"





"That sounds like an interesting challenge. I’ll do it."





Sigurd had barely nodded when the sky lit up with golden brilliance. A massive force crashed to the ground.





Boom!!!





The earth trembled, stones flew, and the powerful Honkai energy burst out, scattering the surrounding Titan mechs and firepower in all directions.





Tap! Tap!





Out of the smoke, a young blonde girl in a regal red dress, wearing crystal-like high heels, stepped forward.





She was holding a golden feather that slowly disintegrated into light particles.





Her cold face exuded an icy demeanor as she walked into the group’s view.





Hera arrived on the scene, her gaze sweeping over Theresa, Sigurd, Fu Hua, and Wendy.





Then, she crushed the golden feather in her hand and coldly declared:





"Sigurd, Fu Hua, you’ve gone too far!"




















  
    "Sigurd, Fu Hua, you... have gone too far!"



    



    Hera repeated the cold words as her crystal-like high heels clicked against the cracked ground, stopping in front of Sigurd and Fu Hua.



    



    Wisps of golden hair began to release a beautiful golden radiance as an incredibly high concentration of Honkai energy flowed through them in a surprisingly gentle manner.



    



    At this moment, Wendy, as a Herrscher, felt the pressure.



    



    Fu Hua, however, was at a loss for words.



    



    Only Sigurd, yawning lazily, wore an expression of indifference as if he hadn't had enough sleep. He casually asked:



    



    "Too far in what way?"



    



    Hera narrowed her eyes and coldly replied:



    



    "I’m not interested in worldly power. So over the years, aside from necessary caution and self-preservation, I’ve fully cooperated with all your plans, allowing the balance of power between Schicksal and Anti-Entropy to shift as needed. I even subtly hinted that I could abandon the plan involving K423. But you? First the vixen, then Theresa — you’ve repeatedly pushed my limits... Have you forgotten that you should show me respect?"



    



    Boom!



    



    A tremendous amount of Honkai energy erupted from Hera's small body, and the oppressive aura of a high-level lifeform spread around.



    



    The dazzling golden light illuminated the ground, making the blonde girl appear like a descending deity, majestic and awe-inspiring.



    



    The dark night sky, the brilliant golden glow, and the countless mechanical wrecks scattered by the powerful shock created a surreal scene.



    



    If they weren't right there, facing Hera's overwhelming pressure, the scene would actually be quite beautiful.



    



    Wendy was the first to react.



    



    She flashed to Sigurd’s side, her long hair, a mix of black and green, swaying in the wind.



    



    Her eyes were dyed with a deep, dark green as Herrscher-level Honkai energy erupted from her, though she was still slightly suppressed by Hera.



    



    Sigurd patted Wendy’s shoulder, signaling her to relax. He then looked at Hera with interest and asked:



    



    "A fusion warrior?"



    



    Though phrased as a question, there was little surprise in his tone.



    



    In the hands of Grey Serpent, consciousness network technology was just a mobile database and multitasking communication tool. But for people like Otto and Sigurd, it was a breakthrough in computational capacity and a new realm for manipulating consciousness.



    



    Otto had always been unfathomable, and with this added advantage—coupled with Sigurd’s prior expertise and related experimental data and experience—it was no surprise that Otto had completely replicated it.



    



    To Sigurd, creating a fusion warrior body was a natural step for Otto, not something to be shocked about.



    



    "Yes, it’s a fusion warrior. But that’s not important," Hera replied indifferently, as if the body was of little consequence.



    



    Sigurd nodded and continued,



    



    "You say it’s out of caution and self-preservation. Then, is the obstruction of Welt's ideas, which has prevented me from rallying the Valkyrie forces, also because of this?"



    



    "There are many ways to rally the Valkyries. But if the world only echoes with one voice from the most powerful authority, do you think that’s a good thing?" Hera asked, her eyebrows slightly furrowed.



    



    Sigurd nodded in agreement again.



    



    "Indeed, one flower alone does not make spring, and lack of opposition is the greatest problem. But you’ve seen the scale of this Honkai outbreak. Perhaps we’ve developed too quickly, and the Honkai has reacted. The crisis is looming, and time waits for no one. Right now, a unified voice that can gather all forces is very necessary," Sigurd analyzed with his usual logic.



    



    Hera heard him, acknowledged the reasoning, but her face remained cold, showing not the slightest hint of a smile. She said indifferently, with a slight hint of impatience:



    



    "I can lift the restrictions, but that’s not the point. The point is, you need to give me an explanation."



    



    "An explanation for what? Yae Sakura is the sword spirit of the God Key, 'Jizo Mitama,' and Theresa’s abilities are strategically significant. From the perspective of the future of civilization, I don’t need to give you any explanation," Sigurd said as he looked directly into her intense eyes, his expression gradually becoming serious.



    



    A cold aura began to emanate from him.



    



    The atmosphere became tense, as though it were frozen, yet at the same time, like a powder keg about to explode.



    



    "Enough!"



    



    At this moment, Theresa appeared between the two, carrying a cross on her back.



    



    Several golden chains shot out from the cross, anchoring beside Hera, dispersing most of the Honkai energy she was releasing.



    



    "Theresa..."



    



    Hera looked at the familiar yet unfamiliar child in front of her.



    



    The aura of fury she had unleashed slowly faded, replaced by reluctance and a bit of helplessness as she gradually stopped channeling her energy.



    



    Facing Hera, Theresa retracted Judas’ force field and spoke calmly but firmly:



    



    "Grandpa, this is my own choice."



    



    Up until now, Hera’s identity had never been revealed to Theresa.



    



    But with her mind cleared of all confusion, Theresa could now, from past impressions and the current situation, fully confirm Hera’s true identity.



    



    "…I only want what’s best for you."



    



    "Grandpa, tell me, where is Kiana?"



    



    They both spoke at almost the same time.



    



    Hera wanted to explain her actions to Theresa, but Theresa was more concerned about Kiana’s whereabouts — the young lady whose condition remained unclear.



    



    Then, both fell silent, gazing at each other without speaking.



    



    After a long pause, Hera sighed softly and said,



    



    "She doesn’t want to see you."



    



    "Is she doing well?"



    



    "Very well. She hasn’t suffered, and aside from her lack of freedom, she’s been living a good life. She also has a good friend who grew up with her."



    



    "…Take care of her for me, until I find her."



    



    "Alright."



    



    "Thank you, Grandpa."



    



    Theresa let out a long sigh.



    



    She didn't doubt Otto's words.



    



    There were many things Otto had hidden from her, that was true, just like now, when he refused to reveal Kiana's whereabouts. But whenever Otto chose to tell her something, it was never a lie.



    



    So, after lifting the mental burden that weighed on her, Theresa’s first feeling toward Otto wasn’t hate; it was the same conflicted feeling he must have had—after all, he was her Grandpa. No matter how many terrible things he had done, he was still the one who created her, gave her life, and had always loved her.



    



    In Theresa’s mind, everyone had the right to hate Otto—except her. She didn’t even have the right to hate him.



    



    "Grandpa, right is right, and wrong is wrong. I won’t compromise."



    



    After a long pause, Theresa left this statement behind. With a heart filled with mixed emotions—half escaping, half exhausted—she left the place.



    



    Hera watched her retreating figure, her expression dazed for a moment.



    



    ...



    



    "Kallen, I know this is cruel, but for the sake of Schicksal’s mission, for the greater good of humanity... certain sacrifices are inevitable."



    



    "I understand. But how can I turn a blind eye? Otto, right is right, and wrong is wrong! If this is the only way to maintain Schicksal's power, then Schicksal itself must be wrong. I will not compromise, and that is my choice... You should go. This has nothing to do with you."



    



    ...



    



    Five hundred years ago, when Kallen tried to steal the sealed "Void Archive" that was to be used for human experimentation, this was how she spoke to Otto.



    



    "How could I leave? If not for you, concepts of right and wrong, of justice, would mean nothing..."



    



    Hera whispered softly, the powerful aura she had upon arriving now completely gone. Her face, now dim and lost, looked particularly sad and fragile.



    



    Once, she had seen Kallen’s shadow in Theresa, and had even absurdly fantasized that perhaps a part of Kallen’s reincarnated soul lived within Theresa.



    



    Maybe it wasn’t absurd at all. They were, indeed, very alike.



    



    It was this unwavering refusal to compromise that left Hera utterly helpless.

  

















Drip, drip...





Pale green tea poured into the pure white ceramic cup with blue floral patterns, releasing a faint aroma of grass and wood. The steam gently rose, and when the flow of tea stopped, no bubbles remained.





Exquisite tea-making.





Hera silently praised herself as she gracefully completed the process, placing the teapot down gently. She then used both hands to offer the teacups to Sigurd and Fu Hua, her movements so elegant she resembled a fairy stepping out of a painting.





"This is the latest tea from Schicksal plantation. It's top-quality and very fresh. Please, old friends, savor it."





In the secret chamber of Anti-Entropy’s headquarters, Hera spoke cheerfully to the two, her soft voice as pleasant as the sound of a morning lark in the woods.





Fu Hua lifted the cup and slowly brought it to her lips.





“Sip~~”





“Good tea ✧(≖◡≖✿)!”





Her eyes brightened at the taste, clearly impressed with the traditional Chinese tea and brewing technique.





Hera smiled warmly.





“The latest batch has already been sent to Taixu Mountain. If you run out, feel free to come to me, my old friend.”





“Oh, how can I…”





Gulp, gulp, gulp...





While the two exchanged pleasantries, Sigurd, with a blank face, tilted his head back and gulped the hot tea in one go. His manner was so rough, it made one question if he appreciated tea at all. He slammed the cup back onto the table without any ceremony.





“Hey! Don’t you know how to appreciate anything? The Archbishop herself brewed this tea. Only a few people in the world get this treatment. Show some respect!”





Hera pouted her small, pink lips and crossed her arms, looking slightly displeased, like a lively girl.





Sigurd, with dead-fish eyes, glanced at her without saying a word.





Hera dropped her pretense, laughing playfully as she addressed both of them.





“Thank you both for taking care of Theresa. I will certainly keep my promise regarding the reward. Please continue to pay attention to her in the future. I am deeply grateful!”





Fu Hua glanced at Sigurd, who only yawned in response, and then turned to Hera, nodding.





“It was the right thing to do. Principal Theresa is an outstanding warrior, and I couldn’t stand by while she was being attacked... though you were the first one to interfere with her mind.”





Fu Hua sighed, unsure how to evaluate Otto’s actions.





Hera’s smile faded slightly, and after a pause, she sighed softly.





“I just wanted to protect her.”





“By sealing her consciousness and interfering with her mind?”





“What other choice did I have? With Theresa’s personality and her feelings for Cecilia, if I hadn’t imposed some limits, she would’ve resisted long ago… in fact, she already did, back then. I only stopped her in time. In short, I have goals that must be achieved, and I won’t hesitate against any obstacles in my way.”





“So, even if Theresa stood in your path, as your granddaughter, you would still…”





Fu Hua paused.





The answer came not from Hera’s words but from her serene smile as she held her cup, her face shrouded in the tea’s steam. That smile seemed almost illusory.





Fu Hua understood Hera’s answer.





If Theresa wasn’t restrained, she would block Otto’s path and eventually be removed by him.





From that perspective, Otto’s actions were indeed a form of protection for Theresa.





Twisted as it was, his concern for her was genuine.





Fu Hua pressed her lips together.





She could understand that mindset... For a long time, her own mentality had been similarly fanatical, willing to kill even those close to her for the sake of her goals. It wasn’t until Sigurd repaired her physical injuries and the Book of Fuxi helped restore her mind that she gained a new viewpoint.





“Don’t let yourself reach a point of no return, Otto.”





“Are you concerned for me, old friend?”





“Yes. No matter what, your contributions to the world are undeniable. If you could return to the right path… I would be willing to bear your sins with you and do everything I can to help you find redemption.”





“Oh, listen to you talk, as if someone actually has the authority to judge me. Isn’t that right, Sigurd?”





Hera nonchalantly set down her cup, smiling as she looked at Sigurd, who was about to fall asleep.





Sigurd squinted at her, resting his head on his hand, and slowly replied, “If you have something to say, hurry up. I’m really tired, Benares’ genes are useful, but traveling all the way from the moon to here was exhausting.”





“More importantly, you’ve also had to subdue that new Herrscher core. That’s the main reason you’re tired, isn’t it?” Hera pointed to the gem hanging from Sigurd’s waist and winked.





Sigurd swatted her hand away.





“The Herrscher of Ice is all yours. Besides, I got this gem myself... don’t even think about it.”





“As if I would dare! My hopes all rest on you now. How could I afford to offend the great Sigurd at a time like this?” Hera said, twisting her body in an exaggerated gesture.





It looked beautiful.





But both Fu Hua and Sigurd turned their heads away uncomfortably at the same time.





“Hey! What’s with you two?”





“Aren’t you embarrassed, acting like that?”





“I’ve lived for 500 years. Do you really think I care about gender norms anymore?”





“...It seems that psychological adjustment for immortals should indeed be prioritized,” Sigurd said, perking up.





He couldn’t help it. The thought of himself in 500 years turning into something like Otto….better to end things early.





Hera spread her hands with a sly smile.





“Take your time. Now, let’s talk business. Fu Hua, did you find any clues from Theresa’s consciousness? I have to admit, whoever interfered with her mind did a remarkable job. If I hadn’t been visiting little Theresa frequently in the guise of Cecilia, even I might not have noticed that someone had tampered with her mind after I did!”





Hera squinted, a dangerous chill seeping from her sapphire-like eyes. Her own meddling in Theresa’s consciousness was to protect her, ensuring her beloved granddaughter could live a long, happy life.





But for someone else to lay hands on her precious granddaughter? That was an entirely different matter.





Fu Hua frowned slightly.





“If we’re talking about important discoveries… like you, I was struck by how skillful the interference was. Had you not warned me, I might’ve overlooked the abnormalities.”





“Even you say that?” Hera’s face showed a hint of surprise.





Sigurd too was taken aback.





“If even Fu Hua acknowledges this, then it's likely the work of a Herrscher of the consciousness realm from this era—or perhaps an ancient figure from the previous era with expertise in similar fields. I can’t think of anyone else who could reach this level.”





Sigurd frowned, rubbing his chin.
























































The problem was getting tricky, rising to a level that even Sigurd had to take seriously.





When methods in the domain of consciousness reached this level, it meant that the opponent was absolutely capable of interfering with Herrschers' consciousness. This posed a huge threat to the Herrschers around Sigurd—especially Kiana, whose state was particularly unique.





"A Herrscher or a remnant from the previous era, that's what I suspect. If it's not either of those two, could it be... a force from beyond this world? But regardless of which it is, what are they plotting by targeting little Theresa?"





Hera asked, puzzled.





Fu Hua thought for a moment and said, "I can't accurately judge what kind of suggestion the mastermind gave to Theresa, but from the intensity of the trace, like Otto, the person doesn't seem to have intended any real harm to Theresa."





"That’s not important. I’ll catch him and then send him to hell," Hera said matter-of-factly.





It was extremely domineering, but Sigurd nodded in agreement.





Putting himself in her shoes—if anyone ever tried something against Kiana... Sigurd's eyes turned cold, like an iceberg deep in the polar regions.





"In any case, this is a highly dangerous and unstable factor that needs to be dealt with as soon as possible," Sigurd concluded. Of course, whether the solution would be to capture or eliminate them would depend on who they caught.





Hera smiled with satisfaction, and Fu Hua also nodded.





No one knew better than Fu Hua how dangerous the power to interfere with the mind was. Although she held the key to consciousness, Fenghuang Down, she never delved deeply into the manipulation of people's minds, fearing that one day she would lose control and cause some irreparable tragedy.





This ability had no direct significance in fighting the Honkai, but it posed a serious threat to humanity's ideas and the order of civilization—it couldn't be ignored.





"Today's incident won't be made public, but the Herrscher-level Honkai energy eruption is there. As long as we don’t completely block information, that unknown little rat will find a way to know what happened. If they have any unfinished plans for little Theresa, they will definitely come to check on her condition... For the next while, Theresa probably won’t come to see me. On the contrary, she should be interacting more with you two. Luring the snake out of its hole is up to you now."





Hera spoke slowly. Seeing both of them nod in agreement, she continued, "In return, I promise to completely give up on the K423 experiment, and I won’t hold a grudge about Yae Sakura. As for you, Fu Hua, I’ll compensate Fuxi for the losses she incurred in this investment."





Sigurd rolled his eyes.





The Information-Origin Theory had already taken shape, defining and controlling the soul was now a feasible technology. Plus, he had perfected the link between the soul's information and life—known as the Life Equation. At present, reviving those who had recently died was a feasible process, though cumbersome and resource-intensive, making large-scale resurrection impossible.





The only thing standing in the way of reviving Kallen was how to cross time—not from a parallel world on the same timeline branch, but to retrieve Kallen's complete soul, already merged into the information of this world, from five hundred years ago.





That was Otto’s job.





But no matter what, Kallen's resurrection was already within reach. At this point, not to mention Yae Sakura—even if Sigurd did something to Theresa, Otto would smile and bear it.





Of course, Sigurd wouldn’t do such a thing. He had long theorized about what Otto had done to Theresa, but he had never acted on it.





The reason was simple: one of the most crucial factors allowing the current world to develop stably and continue to defeat the Honkai in the future was Otto’s cooperation. To ensure Otto’s full cooperation, Sigurd would avoid doing anything to displease him. It wasn’t fear, but the vision of a mature leader.





No matter how much potential Theresa had, she was nothing compared to Otto's resources and influence.





As for Yae Sakura, that was an accident. If Sigurd hadn’t discovered the immense value of the Jizo Mitama, and that the incomplete God Key needed the support of the Previous Era’s Herrscher of Corruption, Sigurd wouldn’t have bothered with Yae Sakura. After all, she had been dead for more than five hundred years, and no matter how cute or popular she was, Sigurd didn’t care about her.





In short, Otto’s compensation was like empty-handed white wolf tactics to Sigurd, essentially getting something for nothing.





But Fu Hua scratched her face, embarrassed, and said, "Well, Fuxi’s investment is her own business, after all. Besides, from what I know, she is extremely optimistic about the development here due to Anti-Entropy’s large-scale construction and investment in the Far East. So she invested most of her money into this country... that must be quite a large sum."





Speaking of it, the Book of Fuxi was also quite unlucky. Her judgment of the world order was extremely accurate. With Anti-Entropy's construction and the full-scale deployment of the Moonlight Throne, safety was guaranteed, and the energy supply was virtually limitless. For a long time, the Far East's economy would undoubtedly flourish—unfortunately, the Honkai didn’t follow conventional logic.





Ordinary natural disasters, along with reconstruction and speculative capital, might have allowed the Book of Fuxi to recoup some of its losses. But after a massive Honkai event, even if the Fourth God Key could somehow repair the damage, there would still be deadly residual Honkai energy in the short term.





There was also always the chance of new Honkai beasts or zombies appearing. In short, the place was unsalvageable; besides Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, no one would dare invest in this land.





Fu Hua rubbed her nose and let out a bitter laugh. She could already imagine the Book of Fuxi rolling around on the floor in frustration.





She wouldn’t be surprised if, by the time she got home, the poor child would resort to some dramatic stunt like crying, throwing a tantrum, or threatening to hang herself, trying to get Fu Hua to help secure funds.





"Don’t worry, it’s just pocket change."





Hera waved dismissively.





Don’t underestimate the accumulated resources of an organization that has ruled the world in secret for 500 years. To Hera, money is something that, as long as it’s a legitimate expense passing through Amber’s checks, is available in endless amounts. As for Amber, unless the money is being funneled into some game, she usually has no objections.





Fu Hua was momentarily shaken by such boldness, then furrowed her brows and continued:





"Something feels off. We just staged this conflict, and then the next day you’re compensating Fuxi's investment. Won’t that raise suspicion?"





Hera raised an eyebrow, but before she could respond, Sigurd explained with an expressionless face:





"You're overthinking it. On one hand, she’s long stopped thinking like a normal person; but on the other hand, in terms of skill, she knows better than anyone how to play the human role. So, having a conflict today and cheerfully sending gifts tomorrow—that's her normal behavior. You have value. The more she acts like this, the more it seems perfectly natural."





"Me? Value?"





"To be fair, someone like you, with such exceptional abilities and an honest personality, is quite rare now. Based on Otto’s character, shamelessly showering you with favors is routine and won’t raise any eyebrows. In fact, it’ll make people feel like everything’s in order. Besides, he won’t be at a loss. For example, I just found the Book of Fuxi in your underground vault at Taixu Mountain and did some repairs, and now you’re willing to do anything for me. So, investing more is actually a profit for him—you should just accept it."





Yes, someone as honest as Fu Hua was rare. Even Welt had developed a sharp, cunning side now. But Fu Hua, after regaining her invincible power, seemed even more gentle and easy to persuade, presenting a soft and agreeable demeanor.





"What do you mean, ‘willing to do anything’? The way you’re saying it makes it sound like I’m easily manipulated," Fu Hua said with a shake of her head and a laugh.





She wasn’t a fool. She could discern who treated her with sincerity and who had ulterior motives.





Sigurd often spoke bluntly, and his actions were sometimes aggressive, but deep down, he was good-hearted.





At the very least, his moral boundaries were far higher than most.





As for Otto... even though he had committed countless atrocities, Fu Hua could sense his genuine care for her after she shifted her perspective.





Otherwise, she wouldn’t have promised to fully support Otto if he ever had a change of heart.





As for Hera, despite Sigurd’s harsh remarks, she only smiled and said to him, "Since I'm so good at playing the human role, should I hand over the Herrscher of Ice I just acquired to you, as a sign of my sincerity?"





"Deal."





"(*￣3￣)╭ Wait a minute! I was just joking!"





"(˙-˙) No, you weren’t."





"I really was joking!"





"...Fine then."





Sigurd pouted and slumped onto the table, his eyelids growing heavy to the point of being unable to keep them open.





Otto invested in Fu Hua because she was an honest person, and there would inevitably be returns. Sigurd, however, was not. If Otto backed down right after their conflict, it would arouse suspicion.





Knowing that something was impossible yet still playing along—Otto was truly a master of boredom.





As Sigurd’s thoughts slowly scattered, he closed his eyes and soon began to breathe evenly.





...





At the same time, far away in the grand and magnificent Sky City, deep within the headquarters of Schicksal, a silver-haired, golden-eyed girl raised her head, as if she had sensed something beyond the thick metal walls.





"What’s wrong, Young Miss?"





"Nothing, I just felt like someone was thinking about me. When you reach a certain level, your senses can become overly sensitive. It’s probably nothing important."





"Oh... I wonder how those kids are doing. Were they safely rescued... Young Miss, did we really do the right thing? So many people died in this incident... We could’ve saved so many of them."





"Many people were destined to die, whether or not we acted. In the face of the Honkai, there is no escape. On the contrary, we facilitated the birth of two new Herrschers for the new era, which is of great significance for the future. As for me... I cannot act until the final day arrives."





Kiana’s voice was as calm as ever, carrying a slight soothing tone as it echoed in Vira's mind.





"Go to sleep early. In the future, you’ll have plenty of chances to save many lives."





"Oh..." Vira muttered in disappointment, nuzzling into Kiana's soft embrace. She took a deep breath, inhaling the faintly sweet fragrance, and gradually drifted into sleep.
























































The next morning, Hera left the temporary command base in the Far East with a cold expression.





The passing staff all glanced at her, but they uniformly lowered their voices, not daring to provoke this high-ranking authority figure from Schicksal.





However, last night's Honkai energy eruption, the golden light illuminating half of the night sky, Hera’s current demeanor, and the absence of any high-ranking Anti-Entropy members sending her off—people are always good at imagining things. In many minds, a plot involving conspiracy, power struggles, and violent conflict had already formed.





...





At the same time, miles away by the seashore, Theresa, who had been standing there all night, looked toward the direction where Hera was leaving.





Sensing that familiar aura fading into the distance, she let out a faint sigh.





"Are you okay?"





A small head, like a ball of snow, suddenly peeked out from beside her.





The head was lowered, and a pair of crystal-clear blue eyes reflected Theresa’s sad little face with worry.





"Kiana? Why are you here?"





"Sig said you might be feeling down, so I came to check on you... Even though I’m not your niece, we’re still friends, right? If something’s bothering you, you can talk to me."





Kiana blinked and smiled slightly.





Theresa froze for a moment, her lips curving up as she gently tapped Kiana's forehead.





"You little rascal, don’t tell me you got kicked out by Sigurd for bothering him while he was resting?"





"Of course not! Not... okay, fine, he did kick me out of the room. But that's not important! You really seem a bit upset, did something happen?" Kiana muttered while fidgeting with her fingers, pouting.





Although she had disturbed Sigurd early in the morning, she couldn’t help it! Whenever she woke up, she wanted to see him, and once she saw him, she wanted to hug him. She couldn’t resist, and that wasn't her fault, right? It’s normal for a girl to smother the man they love with  hugs and kisses, right?





Theresa shook her head, smiling. After a night of contemplation, her mood had finally calmed down. Seeing Kiana’s cute and somewhat childish behavior lightened her heart.





"Seeing you doing so well... I can finally be at ease."





"... I told you not to be too nice to me. I can’t handle it."





Kiana shook her head, stubbornness in her voice.





In truth, she didn’t want to claim the affection meant for the original Kiana.





She had her own reasons. Since she and the original Kiana looked so much alike, she didn’t want Sigurd to treat the other Kiana with special care because of this.





If she avoided receiving the affection meant for the original Kiana, then Sigurd's love would belong entirely to her, without being divided between them.





But her rotten dad treated her well too, so she felt obligated to repay him somehow... Ah, what a headache!





Kiana tugged at her hair, feeling an inexplicable sense of competition with the original Kiana she had never even met.





"Actually, like you, I was also an experiment grown in a test tube."





Theresa turned to gaze at the sea, her tone calm as the cool ocean breeze blew around them.





Kiana blinked in confusion, her mouth hanging open.





"Huh?"





"We have similar origins, both experiments of Grandpa. So I can understand how you feel. Don’t reject people’s care because of your background. The people who care for you do so not because of anything else, but because you are simply you, Kiana."





Theresa didn’t look back. Her silhouette, with the cross on her back, seemed frail and sorrowful.





But Kiana pursed her lips, feeling warmth in her heart.





"Thank you."





"You are my niece, whether you accept it or not. I’ve decided, so there’s no need to thank me."





Theresa turned back with a gentle smile.





Just like Cecilia once did, regardless of Theresa’s origin, she simply cared for her as a person and recognized her purely for who she was—nothing more, nothing less.





Kiana rubbed her nose and turned away, avoiding Theresa’s smiling face. But her pink, full earlobes turned slightly red with embarrassment.





After a while, Kiana exhaled in relief and said, "It seems like you're feeling better now. Shall we go back and have breakfast?"





"Let me watch the sunrise by the sea for a little longer. I had a long dream last night, where I let go of many sad things... but that was just a fleeting happiness. I have to accept many things, like the fact that I’ve lost the person I treasured most, failed to protect another important person, and hid away for 18 years like a coward. But I owe that person so much. What should I do now?"





Theresa raised her hand toward the distant horizon, as if trying to grasp the rising sun. But of course, such an action was futile. She couldn’t grasp anything.





Kiana stood there, at a loss for words, feeling uneasy.





She didn’t quite understand what Theresa was talking about, nor did she grasp what Theresa had gone through or was thinking about.





Maybe she should go back and ask Sig to clarify everything first so she could comfort Theresa more effectively.





In any case, Theresa's current state made Kiana feel a bit worried.





"At the shore of the eastern sea, today I finally realize... I am me!"





At that moment, Theresa lowered her hand from the rising sun and smiled serenely.





Kiana was taken aback for a moment, chewing over that sentence before murmuring to herself, "Is that... a Buddhist saying?"





"Oh? You actually understand that?"





"I'm not dumb. I’m a good student. You have no idea how strict Sig is when it comes to studying. The courses are long and hard, and sometimes he adds even more just because he feels like it. I’ve lost track of how much I've studied."





Kiana said this with a hint of grievance, remembering the long nights spent rushing to finish her homework.





She couldn’t help but want to kick Sig... but then again, maybe not. She couldn’t bear to, plus he would probably hang her up and punish her.





Theresa burst out laughing.





"Hahaha!"





She laughed so hard that tears began to form.





"Hahaha! I can... I can picture that scene perfectly. No surprise—it’s just like him! Good job! My niece should be this well-rounded and talented!"





"Stop laughing... If you don’t, I’ll get mad."





"Don't complain, Sigurd is really doing it for your own good. Besides, with such a brilliant mind like his, if you don’t study more, how will you keep up with him? You can’t have him pondering the universe and truth while you’re just thinking about cake and ice cream, can you?"





"That... actually makes sense."





Kiana thought for a moment, clapped her hands in realization, and nodded in agreement.





Exactly!





Although Sigurd probably wouldn’t mind if she wasn’t that smart, she didn’t want to fall too far behind. At the very least, she wanted to be able to help him when he was troubled. Otherwise, she would end up disliking herself.





"Let’s go back. I’m fine now. There are a lot of things I need to discuss with the people at Anti-Entropy."





"I heard something big happened last night. Was that you? Are you out here reflecting on it?"





"Sort of, yes. It has to do with me."





"I see... Mei was calculating the damages this morning. The mechas and drones destroyed last night were pretty expensive. Remember to pay it back!"





"Hey! You haven’t even married yet, and you’re already helping your little boyfriend dig into your aunt’s wallet?"





"Hehe, it's called being honest. I don’t want Sig to be taken advantage of!"





The two walked off, laughing and chatting.





Kiana, notably, didn’t deny anything about getting married or having a boyfriend, nor did she refute the aunt-niece relationship.





The red light of dawn shone on the two of them, casting their intertwined shadows. It was a warm and comforting sight.







































    

    













“Is this... a potent aphrodisiac?”





At the restaurant, while waiting for food, Sigurd flipped through the drug analysis report from the operation, then glanced at the small glass bottle on the table containing a few transparent pills. His eyes lit up with a trace of surprise.





“Mhm,” Bronya nodded, expressionless. Her usual stoic demeanor served as the perfect mask to hide any internal fluctuations. Even Sigurd didn't notice her concealed nervousness and caution.





“These pills are infused with Honkai energy and contain elements targeted at Honkai beast tissues. For ordinary people, they would be deadly poison. But it would be wasteful to use these on regular people. When used on the right targets... not even the physique of a fusion warrior could withstand the body's natural urges. Who’s the genius behind this invention? I’d like to meet them.”





Sigurd picked up the small bottle, shaking it slightly, and crossed his legs, intrigued by the discovery.





Bronya kept her face blank, her eyes briefly shifting before she replied, “We seized it when taking down criminals who were selling Honkai-infused goods. Unfortunately, they resisted fiercely, and we couldn’t capture them alive. We can't trace the origin or gather further information.”





“Illegally selling Honkai-infused goods is a crime against humanity. Being caught by Anti-Entropy would at least get you life in prison. Sounds about right. No other clues?”





“Given the culprit’s background, it’s possible they retrieved this from a specialized storage device from the previous civilization. That’s the most plausible theory. Bronya believes they didn’t have the credentials to access high-level researchers.”





Bronya spoke with complete seriousness, relying on Sigurd's absolute trust in her.





And indeed, Sigurd didn’t question her, instead following the logic she’d laid out.





“The previous civilization creating powerful aphrodisiacs that work on fusion warriors… maybe they were trying to force them to spread their genes, boosting humanity’s combat power and survival chances? That’s plausible. When the Honkai pressure was on, they probably resorted to any means, even drugging fusion warriors.”





Sigurd nodded, feeling the theory was reasonable.





Take someone like Fu Hua, for instance—her indifferent personality would never lead her to engage in romantic relationships willingly. And given that willpower is the primary trait for fusion warriors, there must have been others like her. So... did Fu Hua experience this during the previous era?





As Sigurd pondered this, his lips curled up slightly.





He decided to ask her about it next time they met.





Although she likely wouldn't remember, and according to the Book of Fuxi, Fu Hua was as pure as they come, her reaction could still be amusing.





Bronya blinked, then nodded. “That makes a lot of sense.”





Sigurd put down the report and the small bottle, turning to Bronya.





“So, why give me this? Do you have any particular requests?”





“First, I need a complete analysis of its effects, including any dangers or side effects. Second, we need a breakdown of its components to see if it can be improved and mass-produced. Medical expertise isn’t Bronya’s forte, so she needs your help.”





Bronya said this without breaking a sweat.





Sigurd raised an eyebrow.





Why was she asking him to study aphrodisiacs?





Could it be that this seemingly cute, emotionless girl had developed a peculiar interest?





Smack!





Bronya slapped Sigurd on the head.





“Don’t overthink it. Bronya simply wants to categorize it as a strategic weapon.”





Sigurd nodded. Bronya’s list of special weapons was extensive and included items for dealing with all kinds of extreme situations. Considering the vast range of scenarios she envisioned, it made sense for her to collect a variety of tools. The aphrodisiac was strange, but it wasn’t incomprehensible.





“This probably wouldn’t work on actual Herrschers, given their different body structure and composition. But against Valkyries and fusion warriors, it would be effective.”





“What about on you, Sigurd?”





“Me? If I’m caught off guard and the drug takes effect, it would definitely reduce my combat effectiveness and mental control... as expected of you!”





Sigurd’s eyes lit up, and he affectionately patted Bronya's head.





Bronya froze for a moment before regaining her composure, her face remaining stoic as she said, “Why would you say that?”





“You’ve already considered the possibility of me losing control. In extreme cases, this drug could weaken my fighting ability, increasing the chances of escape or capture. That’s why you wanted me to study the potential side effects, to ensure it wouldn’t cause irreversible damage to me, right?”





“... Yes, that’s exactly how Bronya thought about it. Apologies, but from a logical standpoint, Bronya had to consider contingencies if you were to lose control.”





“You did great. I’ll help you analyze and refine it, aiming to make the drug so potent that even I can’t resist. Don’t worry about side effects—my body’s healing capabilities are stronger than you think. No matter how powerful the drug, I’ll recover once it wears off.”





“Thank you, Sigurd.”





Bronya nodded, her small head nudging against Sigurd’s hand, and a faint smile curved her lips.





Sigurd felt deeply satisfied as he patted her head.





He had just uncovered a substance that could potentially interfere with Herrscher consciousness, and here was Bronya, already preparing a countermeasure for him losing control. Even more impressive, she did so without knowing any of the classified information he held. It was a testament to her excellent strategic foresight.





Sigurd felt proud. His years of nurturing and guiding her had truly paid off—Bronya had grown into an exceptional person.





“Sigurd~❤”





At that moment, Kiana and Sin Mal, who had just arrived at the restaurant, both clung to Sigurd’s arms, nearly at the same time.





Two pairs of pretty eyes, filled with electric sparks, glared at each other.





Sigh... Sigurd sighed.





Despite receiving the same education as Bronya, why were these two still giving him constant headaches?





Clearly, people are just different.





Standing nearby, Theresa rubbed her chin thoughtfully.





"Sin Mal is quite a strong rival for Kiana. Come to think of it, even Wendy seems to be in love with that brat too. There's also that soft and gentle Seele… it's obvious she’s also into him… hmm? And Bronya..."





Exchanging a look with Bronya, Theresa saw the calm and composure in her eyes.





"Oh no! The others might not matter much, but Bronya... with her intelligence and Sigurd’s trust in her, she's the real challenge for Kiana!"





The ahoge on Theresa's head twitched, then slowly relaxed.





Oh well, these younger ones will have their entanglements. Let things play out naturally. If Kiana really can’t handle the other girls, she’ll step in when the time is right and help her.




















  
    

    













The single meal before her was perfectly balanced with meat and vegetables, red and green in contrast. The precise knife work and unique plating style made the ordinary ingredients look especially pleasing to the eye.





Theresa picked up a custard tart and took a small bite. The crispy yet soft texture, coupled with the incredibly sweet flavor, burst in her mouth.





“Amazing! Your cooking gets better each time. You’re almost as good as those famous chefs!”





She praised Seele, who was quietly eating next to her.





Seele's face visibly flushed, her shyness making her seem even more adorable as she softly responded, “Thank you, I’m glad you like it, Aunt Theresa.”





“Ah… Aunt? Well, technically, I am quite old, and in terms of seniority, I am Kiana's great-aunt… but, still, call me something like ‘Principal’ instead. Being called ‘Aunt’ feels so weird.”





Theresa smiled, though her expression grew slightly stiff and awkward.





"Pfft!"





A small chuckle escaped from a certain white-haired girl sitting nearby.





Theresa narrowed her eyes, placed her hand on the table, and flicked her finger.





Zoom!





"Ahhh (๑ʘ̅дʘ̅๑)!!!"





Kiana clutched her throat, her body swaying left and right. After a few seconds, she swallowed the small tomato that had been shot into her mouth, her face flushing.





“Phew… I thought I was going to choke to death!”





“Don’t worry, Kiana. With the Kaslana family’s vitality, you won’t die that easily.”





Theresa smiled sweetly while her shiny fork pierced deeply into a piece of bread on her plate. She gave Kiana a "kind" look.





Kiana quickly lowered her head and began shoveling food into her mouth as though she hadn’t eaten for three days, swallowing down any complaints she had.





After spending so much time with Sig, her ability to gauge situations and her survival instincts were second to none.





Theresa let out a soft hum of satisfaction.





She then turned to Sigurd and sighed, “I’m sorry, but regarding the book on philosophical doctrines, I need more time to consider.”





“Regretting it?”





Sigurd glanced up at her, his expression indifferent.





Theresa shook her head.





“No, I just need to be cautious. My grandfather publicly declared within Schicksal that Welt’s philosophy was highly persuasive. He said that, in a different situation, he might have supported it wholeheartedly. However, maintaining the stability of Schicksal is crucial to defeating the Honkai. After that, he imposed a strict ban on those ideas. I don’t know all the details, but since my grandfather took it so seriously, these ideas must be significant.”





Theresa carefully explained, observing Sigurd’s neutral reaction. Feeling a bit relieved, she continued, “As the principal of St. Freya, I have to be responsible for all my students. I’m not comfortable letting them be exposed to something I don’t fully understand. Besides, my grandfather's reasoning is sound: with the world in crisis, maintaining the cooperation and development between Schicksal and Anti-Entropy is critical... In short, I need to think more deeply and understand things better before deciding how far I’m willing to go for you.”





Theresa’s tone carried an apology, but it was more filled with caution.





Now that the mental chains shackling her had been lifted, her mind had fully returned to the clarity and decisiveness she possessed before. Theresa appeared more rational and composed than ever.





Pop!





Sigurd lightly knocked his boiled egg on the table, casually peeling it as he nonchalantly replied, “Fine. Stay here for a few more days. I’ll send the relevant books and materials to your room. Once you’re done reading, give me a definite answer.”





“Thank you for understanding.”





Theresa finally breathed a sigh of relief.





Although she was older than Sigurd in terms of both age and seniority, she never forgot his power and position, nor the fact that he had bested Otto. In practical terms, Sigurd’s thoughts and actions could shift the world’s balance.





However, despite all the times she had been "punished" by Sigurd in their past interactions, whenever they had serious conversations, she found him to be reasonable and approachable, not the difficult person many assumed him to be.





After peeling the egg, Sigurd thought for a moment and placed it on Bronya’s plate. Gently, he said, “Eat more. You think a lot, so you use up more energy.”





“Mm, thank you, Sigurd.”





Bronya smiled faintly, accepting his kind gesture.





Sin Mal didn’t think much of it. After all, this was Sigurd and Bronya, and she had no reason to be upset.





Clang~





However, the knife and fork in Kiana’s hands dropped to the table with a loud clatter.





“@#*%＆¥♚#%!!!”





Her cheeks were puffed out, stuffed full of food, and her eyes widened as she pointed at Sigurd and Bronya, frantically mumbling something in a flustered, hamster-like manner.





“You have hands and feet, right? And you’re not injured from any recent battles. If you want to eat, can’t you peel it yourself?”





“*%＆¥♚!!”





“How is it any different? It’s just an egg.”





“&×¥¢♚#!!”





“What’s that? ‘Playing favorites’? ‘Abandoning your promises’? Keep complaining with your mouth full and pointing your greasy fingers at me, and you’ll be spending the whole day doing homework.”





Sigurd’s voice grew cold as he looked at Kiana’s pointing finger, a dangerous glint flashing in his eyes.





Kiana froze, retracting her neck and lowering her head. She picked up her knife and fork, continuing to wolf down her food—though her pitiful, puppy-eyed gaze looked particularly resentful.





Sigurd shook his head, crossed his legs, and smiled slightly as he enjoyed Kiana's unwilling expressions. Her muffled voice was unintelligible to the others, but Sigurd could always clearly understand what she was saying—it was something everyone had gotten used to.





However, while the other girls didn’t react, Bronya’s expression remained impassive as she chewed her egg, her gaze darkening slightly.





'Looks like I need to act quickly,' Bronya thought.





...





After breakfast, Bronya and Sin Mal went to have a medical checkup, while the others had their own tasks. Naturally, Kiana, who had nothing to do, followed Sigurd.





Thud!





A worker bee smacked against Kiana’s head as she peeked around the corner.





“Ow…”





“If you want to come over, then just come. Why are you sneaking around?”





“I was just keeping my distance to give you some space!”





“And who was it that came to disturb my sleep first thing in the morning?”





“That was an accident! The book said that maintaining a bit of distance helps in warming up feelings between men and women!”





Kiana stayed pressed against the wall, raising one finger while her little white tuft of hair wobbled from side to side. Her face displayed a smug and innocent smile.





Sigurd chuckled and shook his head. She was always coming up with all kinds of quirky and bizarre ideas.





Glancing at the day's governmental affairs, Sigurd delegated about a third to Cocolia, who should have some free time by now, another portion to Bronya, and the rest for Raiden Mei to handle whenever she had a moment. That cleared up his own schedule.





"Come here," he said, beckoning to the girl by the wall.





Kiana’s eyes lit up, and she ran over, throwing herself onto Sigurd, hugging him tightly.





“Sniff, sniff!”





Pressing her face against his chest, Kiana took a deep breath, savoring the familiar scent and warmth of the man she loved, a pure and contented smile spreading across her face.





"Do you have some sort of skin hunger?" Sigurd asked.





“When it comes to you, absolutely. And it's very, very, very serious.”





“If you’re sick, you should get treatment.”





“Hugging me more, and letting me hug you more, will cure it.”





“Cheeky.”





Sigurd lightly tapped her head in a soft scolding, but his eyes couldn't hide the doting look.





Then, he sighed.





“What do you think we should do about Sin Mal? She’s not going to accept this situation easily.”





“Just share a little bit of you with her. But only a little! Your favorite still has to be me!”





“…That’s ridiculous.”





Sigurd was silent for a moment, then shook his head as he held Kiana’s slender waist.





Kiana stuck out her tongue and clung to him with a mischievous grin, saying nothing more.





Having been through so many years of bickering and affection, Kiana had come to understand Sin Mal well. She knew how difficult it would be to have Sigurd all to herself, and she didn’t dare to imagine the scene of Sin Mal falling into despair. Sin Mal’s circumstances were too unique, and Sigurd was equally special. As for the future, Kiana only hoped to stay by Sigurd’s side and share as much happiness as possible. Everything else seemed manageable.





Sigurd didn’t grasp Kiana’s thoughts, nor did he come up with a perfect solution for Sin Mal. After a while, he gave up on thinking about it for the moment.





“Kiana, do you want to go for a walk? We can clean up some of the newly spawned Honkai Beasts and Honkai Zombies along the way.”





“Just the two of us?”





“Yeah, looks like we’re the only ones with time.”





“Then let’s go, quickly! Don’t let that annoying Sin Mal catch up!”





Kiana grabbed Sigurd’s hand and hurriedly pulled him along, eager to leave.





Sigurd followed her lead, his lips curving into a gentle smile he didn’t even notice, perfectly matching Kiana’s pace without resistance.




















  
    

    













In the distance, there was nothing but ruins. Up close, more ruins. The empty, desolate city was swept by a breeze, carrying with it the deadly Honkai Energy.





Chirp! Chirp! Chirp!





In the sky, tens of thousands of small, bird-sized flying Honkai beasts formed flocks, their piercing cries mingling with the swarms of worker bees, locked in fierce battle. A constant rain of Honkai beast and bee fragments fell from the sky.





Overall, the bees had a clear numerical and tactical advantage. Yet, this group of winged Honkai beasts had begun showing signs of evolving specifically to counter the bees.





"Is this... evolution?"





Standing atop a crumbling building, Sigurd silently sighed as he watched the Honkai beasts gradually get devoured by the dark tide of worker bees.





The bees had developed self-evolution capabilities, updating their operating systems and structural designs nearly every day. What used to take six months, then three months, was now updated every two weeks, from the inside out. The power of the bee swarm was unparalleled at this point.





However, the rate of evolution for the Honkai beasts couldn’t be predicted. The next large-scale Honkai Eruption could very well bring forth beasts even more suited to combating the bees.





With both sides evolving, the outcome would ultimately depend on who could evolve faster.





Boom!





Sigurd’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of combat not far off. A young girl in black armor, with a graceful yet powerful physique, was destroying the Honkai Zombies with ease. Her punches and kicks whipped up gusts of wind, shredding the screaming undead with ruthless efficiency.





But what caught Sigurd’s attention wasn’t just her power—it was the occasional black holes that would appear around Kiana, either swallowing enemies whole or slicing them in half. These mysterious attacks, appearing without warning, were impossible to defend against.





She was wielding the Herrscher of the Void’s powers.





Though not proficient, and on a much smaller scale than her physical attacks, these spatial powers were undeniable.





Sigurd stood at a height, observing Kiana’s performance. Meanwhile, the swarm of worker bees devoured the sky-bound beasts like a black tide, overwhelming the Honkai disaster.





Sigurd thought Kiana would stop after this, but instead, after a brief moment of catching her breath, she took a deep breath, stretched out her arms, and her eyes shone a brilliant gold.





“Cut!”





Kiana shouted.





A massive light circle formed, stretching out to a radius of 10 kilometers and hovering about a meter above the ground.





Then, in an instant, the circle contracted back into Kiana’s body. Everything within its radius—Honkai Zombies, some bees, and even buildings—was cleanly sliced. The cuts were impossibly smooth, as if made by the legendary Saber class Muramasa from the Nasuverse.





This was the power of spatial cutting—a blade that ignored physical defenses, even ideal fluid barriers, as it sliced through space itself, causing the complete annihilation of matter.





But Sigurd sighed as his figure disappeared from the rooftop.





“Reckless…”





The wind carried away his murmured words.





In the next moment, Sigurd crossed the vast distance, appearing at Kiana’s side. He raised his hand just in time to catch her as her exhausted body collapsed.





"Sig..." Kiana murmured.





“You can’t even walk yet, and you’re already trying to fly?”





With one arm around Kiana’s shoulders, Sigurd spoke with a stern expression. Then, without hesitation, he scooped her up in a princess carry, cradling her limp body.





Kiana wrapped her arms around Sigurd’s shoulders, her face pale from exhaustion, but a small smile still managed to surface.





“I had to take that step forward. I need to get used to it. Hehe, I didn’t let you down, did I?”





“Fool, don’t compare yourself to Welt or Wendy.”





Sigurd shook his head. Welt’s Herrscher core had been tamed by the first Herrscher, Welt Joyce, and it had undergone decades of adaptation and refinement. Plus, Welt’s body structure had been calculated meticulously by Sigurd himself, giving him an edge.





As for Wendy, she had undergone a complete Herrscher transformation. Aside from retaining her human heart, her body and consciousness were fully aligned with her Herrscher powers, making control effortless for her.





But what did Kiana have? Her body, created in a lab, had inherent flaws that were only somewhat mitigated by her Kaslana and Schariac bloodlines. And then there was Sirin’s consciousness, always lurking, waiting to resist whenever Kiana used Herrscher powers, placing an even heavier burden on her.





Though Kiana was now far stronger than she used to be, this strength meant little compared to the full potential of Herrscher power. Right now, just like in the original timeline, she was burning her life force and shortening her lifespan every time she used these abilities.





Sigurd looked down at the pale face of the girl in his arms and saw the bright, smiling eyes staring back at him.





His frown deepened.





“Stop being reckless. Your health is more important than power… I’m already working on the materials for a fusion warrior for you. Once your body’s flaws are corrected, then you can try to wield that strength.”





“You’re lying…”





Kiana rested her head against Sigurd’s chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. She sighed, knowing full well that Sigurd was bluffing.





She wasn’t dumb—in fact, she was quite knowledgeable in various fields, including Honkai energy and human experimentation. Though not an expert, she understood the difficulty behind fusion warriors.





More importantly, she understood Sigurd.





To Sigurd, there were only two kinds of technology in the world: those he could immediately see through, replicate, and improve, and those that were fundamentally impossible to achieve.





Perfectly and safely fusing someone like her, especially with an unstable Herrscher within, fell into the latter category.





If Sigurd could have done it, he would have done so long ago. There was no reason to wait.





Sigurd carried Kiana across the ravaged battlefield, his voice as calm as ever.





“I thought we came out here to take a break, but now I feel even more tired.”





“Sorry…”





“It’s not your fault. Just understand me—don’t push yourself. Especially don’t do anything that puts you in danger. That’s an absolute order.”





“Okay, I understand.”





Kiana nodded in Sigurd’s arms, then lifted her head and planted a kiss on his cheek.





Sigurd didn’t react, only glancing at her before sighing.





“You understand, but whether you’ll actually listen depends on the situation, right? If you were obedient, I wouldn’t have so many headaches.”





“Hehe! Don’t worry, for your sake, I won’t let anything happen to me... And if the worst happens, you can always revive me, right?”





Kiana blinked at him with a mischievous yet optimistic smile.





Sigurd had indeed developed a resurrection technology, one that worked as long as the death hadn’t been too long ago and the soul hadn’t been fully absorbed by the larger world data.





But Sigurd still frowned.





“…Don’t think about resurrection. Death is death—it’s a painful thing, and you don’t need to experience that.”





“Oh.”





Kiana nodded again, her expression obedient, though Sigurd couldn’t quite read her true thoughts. Perhaps she wasn’t afraid of death.





So Sigurd added:





“If you die, I’ll go three years without talking to you—no, three years without seeing you, as punishment.”





“Eh?! That’s too harsh!”





“You’re scared, huh? So you’ve really been considering the possibility of sacrificing yourself?”





“…I just have this feeling. No solid evidence, just an instinct that the threat we’ll face is immense and getting closer. Sig, sometimes we have to make choices for the sake of the world.”





“I refuse.”





“Sig! We’ve grown up now, we can’t be so childish.”





“You’ve grown up, maybe. I’ve never changed—I’m as stubborn as ever.”





Sigurd’s matter-of-fact tone left Kiana speechless, but also made her feel a sweet warmth inside.





Did that mean, in Sigurd’s heart, she was more important than the world itself?





“I... I want... want milk tea…”





Kiana buried her head in Sigurd’s chest, her face flushed as red as a ripe cherry, mumbling in a shy, stammering voice.





The sudden shift in topic was jarring, but it was clear Kiana was flustered by her overwhelming happiness.





Staying in that blissful moment any longer made her anxious, though she didn’t quite know why.





Sigurd chuckled softly as he glanced at her.





For someone who had been so bold in confessing her feelings, and who was always teasing him without shame, Kiana now looked utterly defenseless when he responded earnestly.





If not for the battlefield around them, and the faint scent of blood on her breath hinting at her body's distress, she really did seem like a regular love-struck girl.





Sigurd hoped that this illusion could one day become a reality.





But first, he had to save this broken world.





“How about some warm milk? It’s better for your health.”





“That works too…”





“Is your body in pain?”





“…It hurts so much!” (QAQ)/





“Let’s go back and heal.”





“No! Let’s walk a bit more. It’s rare for us to be alone like this, it’d be a waste to go back so soon!”





“Overruled. Your health comes first.”





“Ugh…”




















  

















Bang!





Amber watched as Hera stormed back into her room, slamming the door shut with a loud crash. Standing outside, her expression remained unchanged, except for a slight delayed tilt of her head.





Lord Otto is angry again—or at least, that’s the impression he’s giving, but Amber could see through it instantly.





Maybe it's part of some important plan. Likely, it's too high-level, involving secrets so deep even Amber isn’t privy to them.





But that doesn’t matter to Amber. She only needed to follow Lord Otto’s commands.





Like a doll, her existence's sole purpose was to act upon Otto’s will.





...





“Lady Ana Schariac and the pseudo-Herrscher body are of great importance. To avoid complications, we would need Lady Durandal to personally escort them.”





“Understood, leave it to me!”





“Regarding Lady Theresa, due to various reasons, it might not be convenient for her to handle things alone. So, for the time being, please oversee the reconstruction work of the Far East Branch, Rita.”





“Rita understands.”





“Also, the ban on Welt's ideology was lifted yesterday by the Archbishop's orders.”





“What? Isn’t that...”





“Lord Otto has his own reasons. We only need to follow orders.”





“As you say.”





“Next, regarding the supply chain and media direction for the aftermath, my plan is—”





One projection screen after another opened and closed as Amber processed a continuous stream of video calls and electronic documents. From sunrise to sunset, she didn’t leave her desk even once.





When the last task was finally arranged, the lights in the office had already turned on. Amber raised her head, adjusted the golden eyepatch on her face, her sharp chin delicate as a painting, her skin white as snow.





Then, she glanced at the time displayed on the eyepatch’s electronic window and pursed her lips.





“I must hurry and bring Lord Otto his refreshments.”





Her voice was as cold as usual, speaking softly to herself.





Amber stood up, left the office, and headed toward Otto’s private kitchen.





She washed her hands, boiled water, cleaned the cups, brewed tea, and then took out pre-baked snacks from a warming unit.





“Today, we’ll have to use the pre-prepared snacks,” she murmured. “I hope Lord Otto won’t mind.”





Carrying the large tray filled with refreshments, Amber walked through the long corridors and entered Otto’s room.





“Lord... Hera, here is your tea. Today we have Darjeeling, paired with milk almond cookies.”





“Oh! That sounds lovely... wait a bit, I’m about to break my high score!”





Fingers moving rapidly over the tablet, clutching a soft yellow pillow in her arms, Hera was curled up on the sofa, her face alight with excitement as she focused on her game.





‘Using body No. 0475 again?’ Amber thought as she placed the tray down, setting the tea and snacks in place.





0475—that was the identification number for the body Otto was using under the codename “Hera.”





Lately, Otto had grown more and more accustomed to using this body. Even within headquarters, his original male form spent more time soaking in nutrient tanks than outside. Aside from necessary appearances, it had become rare for Amber to see Otto in his original, handsome male form.





It wasn’t because Otto had any particular preference, but because the 0475 body, which contained both Schariac and Kaslana bloodlines, had undergone the fusion warrior experiment. It was the strongest and most aesthetically appealing body Otto had, simply making it more convenient to use.





To this, Amber had only one thing to say:





“Lady Hera, due to excessive expenditure, for the sake of Schicksal’s financial stability, I suggest... we reduce unnecessary costs, such as the unconditional support of certain gaming companies.”





"—Ahem! Let’s have tea first. It’s after hours, business matters can wait."





Hera quickly closed the game on her tablet, threw the pillow aside, and sat up primly, assuming a ladylike posture, ready to be served. She blinked her eyes, her cherry-pink lips glistening under the light with an irresistibly delicate allure.





The light reflected off Amber’s eyepatch, but she said nothing. She quietly poured the tea.





Hera elegantly began to enjoy Amber’s refreshments.





At first glance, the scene was that of a spoiled little princess being served by a tall, cool maid—a picture of beauty and harmony, something worthy of an artist’s brush to capture and preserve for future generations to admire.





...





“Then, I shall take my leave. Please rest well.”





Half an hour later, Amber stood at the door, holding the tray. On it were the empty tea set and plates, along with Hera’s gaming tablet.





“My game, I—”





“Goodnight, Lady Hera.”





Despite the eager look in Hera’s eyes, Amber, her expression unchanging beneath her golden eyepatch, gently closed the door.





"Phew..."





Standing outside, Amber let out a soft breath, finally feeling like her day was coming to an end.





“So, why not just jump ship and work for me? Whatever he’s paying you, I’ll offer ten times more.”





The gaming tablet on the tray suddenly lit up, displaying the stern face of a silver-haired, blue-eyed man.





Amber was startled.





Though her face showed no reaction and the tray remained steady in her hands, she was indeed caught off guard.





“Lord Sigurd, when did you—”





“When she started playing her game. I’ve been here, discussing things with her the whole time. From beginning to end, I was here.”





“Did I disturb the two of you?”





“Not at all. Let’s get to the point. Are you really not considering switching sides? I need someone like you.”





Sigurd emphasized his request. One Amber was worth more than Cocolia, Bronya, and Raiden Mei combined when it came to efficiency—both in handling information and managing day-to-day affairs.





Amber shook her head, her cherry lips parting as she respectfully answered:





“I am flattered by Lord Sigurd’s offer, but I must decline.”





“Ugh! Still as stubborn as ever, sticking with that guy no matter what. Fine, have it your way.”





The screen went dark.





Amber stood still, thinking for a moment. She carefully flipped the tablet over, covered it with a cloth, and made sure both front and rear cameras were entirely blocked.





Only then did she breathe another sigh of relief.





She wasn’t sure when it started, but Schicksal's system now seemed like an open garden—Sigurd could enter and leave freely whenever he pleased.





Maybe he had always had this ability, just being more restrained earlier out of respect for Otto’s position. Now, however, even if Sigurd tore apart the Sky Base, Lord Otto would probably just clap and say, "Well done."





Amber was lost in thought for a moment.





Once, she would never have believed there could be anyone in the world capable of making Otto compromise like this. But now, that person had appeared.





Shaking her head, she carried the tray and walked to the end of the corridor, disappearing around the corner.







































    

    













Amber, a beautiful and transparent biological fossil, was once soft and fragile tree resin, but later became a hard gemstone. It represents growth and transformation, as well as beauty.





...





It was many years ago, on a day where the weather was unimportant.





Amber opened her eyes for the first time inside a human cultivation chamber, seeing the laboratory ceiling and, for the first time, the colorful world.





She didn’t have Lady Theresa’s natural combat talent, nor her intelligence and kindness. At that time, Amber was merely an artificial body, of no value—plain and worthless, even on the verge of death due to genetic defects.





However, this lowly existence gave birth to an even more disgraceful emotion—fear. Fear of the body’s weakness and the sense of impending death.





At that moment, Amber had no understanding of common sense, no knowledge of words, and couldn't even speak. So, upon seeing the world for the first time, Amber made weak, meaningless murmurs, instinctively reaching out toward the blond man standing in front of the chamber, looking down at her.





That noble man simply stood there quietly, watching her futile gestures as she tried to grasp something, seeing the fear and tears in her eyes.





Then, at a certain moment, a change appeared on his face.





To this day, Amber still couldn’t fully comprehend what that change meant or the emotions behind it, but she would never forget the image.





Later, Otto took her out of the cultivation chamber and placed her on the experimental table. He began injecting various liquids into her body. Amber felt her heartbeat strengthen intermittently, only to quickly lose that sense of vitality again. Clearly, one precious drug after another, priceless in the outside world, was ineffective on her defective artificial body. This result seemed to anger Otto, his face growing visibly darker.





"Five hundred years have passed, and I refuse to believe I still can’t change anything!"





He began switching methods—from bizarre scientific equipment to tools carrying Honkai energy, even various instruments materializing from golden ripples. Otto tried many things, most of which had little effect, though some slightly extended Amber's life.





But in the end, it was only a small extension.





His flawlessly groomed golden hair began to fray, dirt smudged his face as he worked the instruments, and his once-pristine clothes became disheveled, his tie loosely hanging. From the picture-perfect, noble figure he had been, he transformed into a desperate and haggard man.





Amber had no idea how much time had passed. All she knew was that, at that moment, she gradually forgot her fear, focusing solely on watching Otto. In his frantic movements and his disheveled state, it was as if she could see the entire world.





"Why isn’t this working... Genetic defects are causing organ dysfunction... the body... internal organs..."





"Wait! If the body’s mechanisms can’t function, then let’s just replace them with something more efficient, like machines. The most important thing is survival!"





"I can do it! I will do it!"





Otto covered his face with one hand, letting out a crazed laugh.





In that instant, his emotions were unhinged, like a gambler who had lost everything but was suddenly given a tiny bit of money again, desperately trying to win it all back.





Otto began operating on Amber's body.





Perhaps out of a sudden surge of conscience, he injected what seemed to be an anesthetic, allowing Amber to feel no pain. She merely watched as her body was cut open, organs removed one by one.





Then, cold machines began filling her body.





"Heart… replace it."





"The alveoli and left liver are useless too."





"Hands… let’s replace them as well; the mechanical structure will be more stable."





"Wait, if the cells continue aging, these devices will eventually be unusable. Since the genes are defective, let’s just destroy the aging mechanism entirely!"





"To replace life force… Honkai energy, Honkai energy is omnipotent!"





Blood stained the delicate robes of the archbishop and Otto’s face. Coupled with his nearly crazed smile, it would’ve terrified most people. But Amber merely lay on the table, her blank, mechanical eyes unmoving, watching Otto. A sense of security and indescribable satisfaction appeared in the puppet’s heart.





Her life began this way.





...





“Mmm—”





A soft, alluring murmur escaped Amber’s pale pink lips as she awoke in the morning light. Her ice-blue eyes stared blankly at the ceiling. Her face remained emotionless, though she seemed lost in thought.





“What are you thinking about?”





“Amber seems to have had a dream.”





“Oh? Did you dream about me?”





“If Amber were to dream about anyone, it would certainly be Otto... or Lady Hera.”





Amber sat up, her snow-white skin peeking through her nightgown, a breathtakingly soft wave of beauty that was hard to ignore.





She turned to the stunning woman sitting on the edge of her bed, just inches away, and asked, “Lady Hera, have you come so early with a task for me?”





“Not quite. I found a very pretty flower this morning, so I brought it for you.”





In Hera’s hand appeared a snow-white lily, as pure as snow and delicate as a drop of dew. Amber’s lips parted slightly in surprise as she realized the significance of the date.





Ah, it was her birthday again—a day that came only once a year.





Among the countless people Otto had met in his five hundred years, only a very few had their birthdays remembered by him.





Theresa was one, Amber was another, and now Sigurd seemed to be another one. Of course, the most important was Kallen; there was never anything about her that Otto forgot.





Every year, on Amber’s birthday, Otto gave her a gift.





It wasn’t always something valuable. Sometimes it was a modified mechanical arm, sometimes a box of snacks bought from a street vendor, sometimes a playful gadget or a useful weapon. This time, it was simply a flower Otto had casually picked by the roadside.





Regardless of the kind or worth, Otto gave Amber a gift on this day every year, without fail.





“Thank you, Lady Hera.”





“You’re welcome. You are mine, after all. Just like you promised, always watching me, serving me forever.”





Hera gently lifted Amber’s chin, tilting her head up as she gazed at her with an affectionate smile, her eyes shining like brilliant emeralds.





Looking into those jewel-like eyes, Amber’s lips formed a rare, soft smile. She whispered, “It is my honor.”





Amber knew her life was worthless, that even if she disappeared, Otto wouldn’t be inconvenienced in any way. And that was perfect. Because she had no great value, she could give everything to Otto whenever he needed, without worrying that he’d be saddened or that it would disrupt his plans. For Amber, this was her perfect self.





“Haha, I’ll be going now. See you later.”





Hera stood up and left the room.





The sweet scent she left behind lingered in the air.





Amber took a deep breath.





Whether Otto or Hera, Otto’s presence was always something that people would endlessly admire. Yet, Amber had no feelings about appearances. It was simply Otto’s lingering aura that gave her a special sense of peace.





That delicate face, now almost identical to Kiana's, blossomed into a beautiful smile, more radiant than any flower.





Amber spent the next half hour turning the lily into a permanent crystal specimen. Then she carefully placed it in a secret box under her bed, alongside many other small items.





"Flowers... aren't bad."





"I wonder what next year's gift will be..."





As she crouched by the secret box, her fingers gently stroking the various trinkets, Amber murmured softly, feeling that today's sunlight was far more comforting than yesterday's.




















  
    

    













Theresa had been at the temporary command center in the Far East for four days before boarding a luxurious space jet to return to St. Freya Academy—one of the last sanctuaries in the Far East.





The academy, due to its formidable defenses and the presence of Valkyrie trainees, could repel a certain amount of Honkai energy.





Situated away from populated areas and attracting less attention from Honkai beasts, it remained relatively unscathed.





In the cabin, Theresa held a list of undercover agents given to her by Sigurd and read each name carefully. Then, with a sharp sidelong glance, she angrily glared at Himeko.





"How could you, Himeko! I can understand the students, they're young and might be swayed by Welt's ideas, but I, as the principal, have always treated you well. And you dare betray us in secret? Do you even feel any guilt towards me?"





Theresa slammed the table in anger, demanding an explanation.





Himeko, calm and collected, poured herself a drink, crossed her long legs, and, with a sultry glance at Theresa, replied, "I had no choice, you know. Captain Ragnar's dream was to create a world where children could grow up in peace and happiness... It's a dream that Schicksal couldn't achieve, but Anti-Entropy is already making progress. Besides, I haven't actually done anything yet."





Himeko's tone was carefree, and she smiled fondly, remembering the sacrifice of her captain, Ragnar.





Theresa rolled her eyes.





"So, if I hadn't accepted Sigurd's terms, you'd have raised a flag of rebellion in the academy, strung me up on a lamppost?"





"No, no. At most, I'd have turned you into my personal body pillow, locked away in my bedroom."





"I'll never set foot in your bedroom. It’s messier than a junkyard, with everything just piled on the floor! And call me 'Principal'!"





Theresa slapped the table, fuming in frustration. After a long pause, she tapped the table and said seriously, "I forgive you, so... can you give Kiana a chance?"





Theresa's tone was part-joking, but mostly a heartfelt request.





Crash!





Himeko crushed the glass in her hand, and the spilled drink soaked her red dress, accentuating her striking figure.





The moment Theresa mentioned Kiana, Himeko instantly understood.





Himeko's former squad, including the captain she admired, Ragnar, had perished during the Herrscher of the Void's awakening. Himeko was the only survivor, and the Herrscher was none other than Kiana’s original self.





Theresa had known this for some time, but she wasn't sure whether Himeko was aware. Now, seeing Himeko’s reaction, she had her answer.





"You already knew?"





Theresa gazed at Himeko with sympathy and guilt, taking her hand to offer comfort.





Himeko remained silent for a moment before saying, "Sigurd talked to me about it the day I declared my stance."





"Then it seems he really trusts you. He wouldn’t have told you otherwise, considering how important Kiana is to him."





"Yeah, Sigurd was very open about it. I feel honored to have his trust."





"Sorry..."





"It's not your fault."





Himeko pulled out a handkerchief to wipe the drink from her dress, her expression calm.





Theresa sighed deeply and tore the list of names into pieces. "So, what do you think now?"





"...I don’t know. I can’t bring myself to hate Kiana, but I can't fully forgive her either. I haven’t spoken to her in a long time. For now, I’ll leave things as they are. Captain Ragnar wouldn’t have wanted me to harbor hatred against a child."





"I'm sorry."





"I told you, it's not your fault, Theresa. You don't need to apologize."





"She's my niece. Her problems are my problems. I promise you, I’ll do everything in my power to create the peaceful world you and Ragnar dreamed of. And I promise, if Kiana ever loses control... I’ll be the one to face her and bear the consequences myself. So, please don’t show any hatred toward her in front of her. I know I’m asking a lot, but I’m really begging you. Kiana may seem optimistic, but the pain and pressure she’s carrying inside might be heavier than anyone else's. If the people closest to her start hating her... I don’t even want to imagine what might happen. She might break down."





Theresa held Himeko’s hand tightly, her pure and unwavering eyes gazing intently into Himeko's.





Feeling uneasy under that gaze, Himeko turned her head away.





"You... seem different. Did something happen while you were over there?"





"Yeah, I cleared away some of the fog in my mind. The details aren’t important, knowing too much won’t do any good."





Theresa now understood Himeko’s inner struggle and her own difficult position. She even realized why St. Freya Academy had been so smooth-sailing these past years.





Otto's tacit approval was part of it, but another key reason was the silent support from some of the higher-ups within Schicksal. These individuals didn’t necessarily share lofty ideals; they merely needed a banner to rally against Otto, redirecting some of the resources that would otherwise be Otto's alone, in order to grab their share of the pie.





Yet Otto allowed this, using it as a way to control disobedient factions and swiftly eliminate unwanted elements when necessary. This, in turn, indirectly supported Theresa’s position.





The twists and turns of it all—it was something Theresa might never have figured out if she hadn’t seen through Otto’s puppet strings.





Sigh...





Theresa let out a long sigh, filled with emotions from the past and uncertainty about how to face Otto in the future.





Repaying the debt of family love is the hardest thing.





And Otto’s bond with Theresa was more than just family love. He had created her life, given her her name and identity, and had shaped her entire existence.





Most importantly, despite Otto’s manipulations, the genuine care and attention he gave her was never fake.





She could never repay it fully. No matter how much she hated Otto’s actions, Theresa doubted she could ever harden her heart if it came to confronting him face-to-face. If it hadn’t been for Cecilia’s sacrifice shaking her out of her daze, she doubted she could have stood up to Otto all those years ago.





Himeko noticed Theresa’s somber mood and, seeing her own helplessness with the situation involving Kiana, quickly changed the subject.





"By the way, you’re really okay with allowing the Ideology to be promoted in the academy? The Archbishop had a strict ban on it."





"He’s lifted that ban now. Without a doubt, this beautiful and practical ideology will sway many Valkyries who desire a better world. As time passes, and as Welt and the others continue their efforts to change the world, more Valkyries will be moved or even switch sides. But that’s not a bad thing, because the ideology is sound, and following it is the right choice.





The more Valkyries who understand this philosophy, the stronger Anti-Entropy will become. This will help in the fight against the Honkai. Odd as it may seem, if I had to choose someone to lead civilization’s forces, I’d trust Sigurd and Welt over my grandfather."





Theresa ran her hand over the book of Ideology on the table, smiling softly.





She had never imagined that someone could stand on such a universal level and build a grand yet simple dream like this.





Welt was truly remarkable, someone who commanded respect.





Himeko nodded in agreement, smiling as well. "As long as you know what you’re doing. I just worry that things might become chaotic. No matter how noble Welt's ideals are, defeating the Honkai is still our greatest challenge right now."





"It won’t be chaotic. I’ll proceed with caution, and Sigurd and the others will help us. Everything is for a better future. We will succeed. A world of equality, free from exploitation, with justice and freedom for all, will come. I’m certain of it because the people working towards it are all strong and kind."





Theresa turned to look out the window at the clouds, smiling confidently and determinedly.





‘Cecilia, if you could see the world now, you’d be so proud, wouldn’t you? There are so many good people who love humanity. We were never alone.’





‘Kiana, wait for me. I’m coming for you. No one will stop me, I swear on my life...’





Theresa closed her eyes, exhausted after four days and nights of reading and reflection. She felt an overwhelming fatigue wash over her.





Meanwhile, the plane sailed through the clouds, steadily approaching the peaceful sanctuary of St. Freya Academy.




















  
    

    













Sigurd stayed at the Far East temporary command center for over a month.





In truth, clearing out the remaining Honkai disasters wasn’t much of a problem. The main issue was the resettlement of over a billion refugees.





Although there was enough land on the new continent, the cost of building residential areas and supplying materials, even for two colossal entities like Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, wasn't something easily resolved.





Thus, it required coordination with various countries for proper allocation and resettlement.





The process involved disputes with politicians over the number of refugees, their age groups, educational levels, and the conditions for their settlement.





Until everything was fully allocated, managing the lives and security of the large refugee population remained a challenge — civil unrest had to be avoided.





Einstein was capable enough, but in truth, many people tried to play small tricks in front of her. After all, her core role was a scientist, which meant she lacked the necessary authority and political maneuvering skills.





To navigate this phase without issues, either Welt, with his iron-fist approach, would have to come and hang countless oligarchs from lampposts, or Sigurd himself had to handle it.





When he stood atop the base tower, his massive sword of fire beside him, all petty schemes and tricks vanished. This was the result of years of terrifying battle prowess combined with the wisdom to kill without provocation, leaving no one with any room for complaint.





Apart from Welt, who also inspired such fear among those in power, no one else could fulfill Sigurd's role.





Even Otto couldn’t. While Otto’s persona was one of mystery and profoundness, his public face, Hera, was portrayed as wise, down-to-earth, and full of stories. Otto's direct ability to intimidate was lacking, and people would still try to wrangle with him, delaying solutions.





People tend to dismiss or misunderstand those who seem aloof from worldly matters.





...





Once everything was settled, Sigurd returned to Anti-Entropy's headquarters on the new continent.





With him were the three black-armored members of his personal guard, as well as Seele, Rozaliya, and Liliya — three little tagalongs.





"Mei can’t come back yet, I’m so disappointed."





Kiana leaped off the plane, dropping hundreds of meters straight to the ground. After dusting off her clothes, she stood at the gate of the base's inner city, sighing dramatically.





Thunk!





A small figure landed from the sky, her tiny, cute feet stepping directly on Kiana’s white-haired head, forcing her to lower it with a stumble.





Then, Kiana — who was too thin — swiped furiously at the small intruder atop her head.





"Get down here, you little brat!"





Bronya lightly kicked off, flipping backward off Kiana’s head in a graceful somersault, effortlessly dodging Kiana's grasp. She calmly said:





"Kiana, jumping from such a height is dangerous."





"You jumped too! And you even jumped onto my head! Isn’t that even more dangerous?!"





"Firstly, I jumped when the plane was much closer to the ground. Secondly, this was to help you remember my lesson."





Bronya raised two slender, white fingers, speaking matter-of-factly.





Kiana lunged forward with clawed hands.





"Quit with the nonsense!"





Zap!





Bzzzzzt!





Half a minute later, the white-haired girl lay twitching on the ground, her eyes rolling back and drool dribbling from the corner of her mouth.





Bronya calmly removed the long silver device from Kiana’s body, then reloaded it into her futuristic blue handgun, explaining in a deadpan voice:





"This is a special model of taser, designed for Kiana — it emits a high-voltage shock, uses clean energy, and is environmentally friendly. No harm to others. I suggest we start mass production and apply for a dedicated production line."





The last part was said to Sigurd, who had just arrived.





Sigurd patted Bronya on the head. He neither denied nor approved of her suggestion.





Then, he approached the slowly recovering Kiana, squatted down, and offered her a hand.





Kiana stood up and immediately clung to his arm, pointing accusingly at Bronya with a pout:





"Sig, she bullied me!"





"Stop it. Be serious for a second. Bronya’s method might have been a bit rough, but her reasoning is sound. You really need to stop doing things without thinking."





This, from the guy who frequently hangs girls up to beat them, was said with complete composure, his face untroubled by any irony.





"Sig…"





"Still hurts?"





"Well, it’s not that bad anymore…"





"Good."





Sigurd stroked the girl’s head, the comforting gesture quickly erasing her unhappiness. Her face broke into a sweet smile, as she contentedly clung to him, a silly, happy look on her face.





"Tsk!"





Bronya barely suppressed the urge to roll her eyes.





She noticed Sin Mal, who had arrived a moment later, staring at Kiana with an envious glare. With a small nudge to Sin Mal's back, Bronya gave her an encouraging look.





Sin Mal's eyes lit up, and after rolling up her sleeves, she confidently charged forward.





Soon enough, the familiar sight of Sin Mal and Kiana pushing against each other, vying for a spot beside Sigurd, filled the air with their bickering.





After a few minutes of this headache-inducing racket, Sigurd, his brow furrowed and face darkened, raised his fist and promptly knocked both girls down with one punch each, solving the problem with an undeniable truth.





Finally, the noise subsided around him.





This sight brought a slight smirk to Bronya’s face.





Seele, who had arrived beside her, noticed this rare smile and anxiously tugged at her sleeve.





"Bronya, you... your smile looks kind of scary."





"Does it, Seele?"





"Um…"





"I feel like having some of your pastries."





"I’ll go make some right now, just wait for me!"





Ever the one to enjoy housework and taking care of everyone, Seele rushed off towards the base.





Bronya shook her head lightly.





‘Seele is too lacking in ambition. At this rate, she’ll never make any progress... Oh well, I’ll deal with my own issues first. She’s still young, and perhaps she will fall for a different man in the future.’





Bronya touched the small vial in her pocket as she looked up to see Sigurd walking towards her, her usually indifferent face betraying no emotion.





"Any progress on investigating Wendy’s black armor malfunction?"





"I reviewed the video data from the armor and the Hive system. At the same time, I extracted any related network data from the area... In short, nothing unusual was found."





"Could it really be data overload from excessive Honkai energy?"





"No evidence of foul play has been discovered, so the only reasonable explanation is that."





Walking side by side with Sigurd towards the base gates, Bronya spoke steadily.





Sigurd rubbed his chin, frowning.





He still felt something was off.





The black armor had undergone extremely rigorous design and testing, honed through countless real-world battles. To claim a malfunction due to Honkai energy overload seemed a bit far-fetched.





He recalled the shadowy figure behind the scenes in Theresa’s case.





The storyline in his memory didn’t perfectly align with the reality of this world. For example, the unknown figure highly skilled in the realm of consciousness was hard to match with anyone from the story Sigurd knew.





Fu Hua could do it, but she wouldn’t act that way.





Kevin from the previous civilization also had the capability, but it made no sense for him to go after Theresa covertly.





“Perhaps, even in this world seemingly divided between Schicksal and Anti-Entropy, hidden shadows still lurk…”





Sigurd muttered to himself, feeling a bit helpless.





With Honkai looming and the end drawing near, why couldn’t this hidden force just step forward and help out?





Did they really think they, or he, could handle the Final Herrscher better than Schicksal and Anti-Entropy combined?





"I’ll keep investigating. Don’t worry."





Sensing Sigurd’s frustration, Bronya gently squeezed his hand, her voice steady and reassuring.





Sigurd felt the soft, comforting touch of her hand, the delicate smoothness easing his expression slightly.





"I’ll leave it to you then. I have other things to take care of. By the way, I’ve improved the formula for your medicine. It now has stronger effects and lasts longer. Besides oral administration, I’ve added inhalable, injectable, and topical forms to deal with extreme situations."





"...That’s wonderful. As expected of you, Sigurd. Your efficiency is impressive. Thank you."





"It’s my duty. You’ve thought everything through so thoroughly, I’d be wrong not to support you."





Sigurd smiled faintly, a look of satisfaction on his face as he spoke.





Bronya also smiled, her expression filled with the same satisfaction.




















  
    

    













The full effect of the drug takes about ten minutes, and the formal three meals are group meals with too many distractions, so those three options can be ruled out.





During dinner, Bronya made a mental note.





After dinner came a period of relaxation, followed by bathing and bedtime. Kiana and Sin Mal had to be dealt with through some force before they finally gave up on trying to share a bath or bed with Sigurd.





Bronya, meanwhile, leaned quietly against the corner of a hallway wall, listening to the commotion and silently noting in her mind:





If there are no unexpected circumstances, Sigurd’s usual bedtime is 11:00 PM. Approaching him after that would be unusual and would make him alert... This time frame has too many risks, so it’s off the table.





Bronya then walked away and slept for six hours. At five the next morning, she returned to her hidden spot, waiting in the darkness with her amber eyes, alert and bright.





Not long after, Kiana came to pound on the door, and Sin Mal barged in soon after. A brief scuffle ensued between the girls, only for them to be swiftly knocked back out of the room, each leaving person-shaped imprints on the metal walls.





Bronya blinked, her expression unchanged.





Sigurd’s usual wake-up time is 6:00 AM, a consistent routine. However, Kiana and Sin Mal often arrive early, especially recently. Kiana’s visits have become more frequent, disrupting Sigurd’s sleep and causing Sin Mal to come earlier as well. Sigurd also tends to wake up grumpy, and these two are a big problem. Still, this is when Sigurd is least on guard... This goes into the backup option for now.





...





After breakfast, Sigurd focuses intensely on work. This time frame isn’t good, so I’ll push it down the list.





...





Sigurd doesn’t always take a morning tea break, and his routine is inconsistent. I’ll decide based on the situation.





...





Sigurd doesn’t nap after lunch; instead, he uses that time to troubleshoot programming issues. Interrupting him then would also draw too much attention, so I’ll discard this time as well.





...





Afternoon tea is a stable routine. Typically, this is when we discuss issues or just chat. It’s common for me to bring tea and snacks, so it’s natural and won’t raise suspicion—this is the perfect time. However, Kiana and Sin Mal also show up during this time. I’ll need to think of a way to deal with them.





...





After dinner, Sigurd usually stays in his room, either working on something or simply relaxing with a book. Drinking tea during this time is also normal. I’m usually there too, but so are Kiana and Sin Mal.





...





As her day ended, Bronya returned to her room, lying on her bed while hugging her beloved Homu plushie. Her doll-like face remained expressionless, her gaze fixed on the ceiling.





She mentally reviewed the day’s notes, comparing them to previous records.





After a careful and thorough analysis, she concluded:





Afternoon tea is the perfect time.





But I need to get rid of Kiana and Sin Mal first.





In fact, as long as they’re around the base, none of the time slots are ideal.





At that moment, there was a knock at her door.





“Come in. Bronya isn’t asleep yet.”





The door opened, revealing Seele in her white nightgown, holding her pillow and nervously shuffling her feet as she entered the room.





“Seele, what’s wrong? Can’t sleep?”





Bronya sat up, her usually stoic face softening as she gazed warmly at the shy girl.





Seele hugged her pillow closer, her soft voice barely above a whisper as she timidly said, “Bronya... Seele wants to sleep with you.”





“Come on up.”





Bronya shifted over and lifted the blanket, patting the space next to her to invite Seele in.





Seele’s face lit up with a joyful smile, her innocent, angelic appearance resembling that of a little angel who had wandered into the mortal world.





She climbed into the bed, arranged her pillow, and lay down, breathing out a soft sigh.





“Phew...”





Bronya tilted her head and lay down as well, their noses almost touching. She gently asked, “What’s wrong? You seem troubled.”





“It’s just... the other me has been ignoring me lately. She’s always been like that, but recently, she’s been especially quiet. I haven’t even seen her in my dreams. I’m a little worried. Do you think she’s upset with me, Bronya?”





“...”





Bronya didn’t know how to respond.





This question was outside her area of expertise.





Seele had a dual personality and bore the stigma of death, holding the potential to become a Herrscher—that’s what Sigurd had more or less said about her.





But Seele was everyone’s little angel, and Sigurd’s caring “little cotton-padded jacket.” Even Sigurd didn’t intend to turn her into a tool.





So, while Seele had assured everyone that she was fine, Bronya had no reason to interfere.





At this point, Bronya knew very little about Seele’s other personality, except that it existed.





“Maybe she’s going through a rebellious phase? After all, Seele, you’re at that age.”





Bronya hazarded a guess, somewhat nonsensical but also quite plausible.





“A rebellious phase?”





Seele froze for a moment, recalling how her other self always acted all cool and dramatic—she couldn’t really picture it.





“No way…”





Seele muttered.





Bronya frowned and touched Seele’s smooth, jade-like forehead but found no signs of fever.





“Do you feel unwell lately? Have you talked to Sigurd?”





“No, I’ve been feeling fine. And Sigurd’s been busy with important things lately, so I didn’t want to disturb him.”





“It’s not just Sigurd. If things hadn’t settled down a bit, you probably wouldn’t have come to me either. Seele, you’re very thoughtful, and that makes me happy. But Seele, you know we all care deeply about you. If something feels wrong, tell us right away. Keeping it to yourself is what will really trouble us.”





Bronya gently tapped Seele’s forehead, her voice soft but firm.





Seele smiled faintly.





“I will, Bronya.”





“Not just ‘I will.’ You actually have to do it. I can’t be sure about your condition, so tomorrow we’ll ask Sigurd together. I’m sure everything will be fine—Sigurd would have noticed if something was wrong. So don’t worry too much.”





“Okay!”





Seele nodded lightly, snuggling closer to Bronya and wrapping her arms around her waist, feeling a comforting warmth and a strong sense of safety. A sweet smile spread across her face.





Bronya gently stroked the soft strands of Seele’s hair, her expression softening into a tender smile.





“Let’s sleep... Oh, by the way, Seele, is there anyone you like right now?”





“There is!”





“Oh! Who is it?”





“I like Bronya!”





Bronya paused, after a moment, she asked:





“What about Sigurd?”





Bronya asked, her curiosity piqued.





She then noticed Seele stiffen slightly in her arms.





“Well... of course, I like Sigurd too! And everyone else! Seele loves all of you!”





“Alright, time to sleep. Goodnight.”





Bronya ended the conversation with a sigh of quiet resignation in her heart.





Seele’s reaction had already told her the answer.





Bronya wasn’t surprised. Over the years, Sigurd had become a pillar of absolute security for everyone.





Despite his rough and sometimes brutal methods—he wasn’t shy about disciplining girls who acted out—even Bronya had to admit that he was extremely attentive, quietly taking care of everyone like a gruff, affectionate father.





It was a strange comparison, but it fit.





In short, Sigurd was a beacon of warmth, unconsciously drawing the girls around him with an irresistible allure, especially those with emotional wounds or dark pasts.





Seele’s feelings were something Bronya had anticipated long ago.





While monogamy is the standard in modern society, Bronya’s childhood environment was anything but conventional. She had been a child soldier, trained in assassination techniques, and exposed to all manner of morally gray situations, from prostitution to promiscuity. Don’t expect her to care much about mainstream values.





As long as Seele was happy and could live healthily, Bronya didn’t care much about the rest.





I’ll deal with it later.





After all, Seele is still young. For the sake of her mental and physical well-being, it’s not time to make any decisions yet.




















  
    

    













"Seele-Alter ignoring you now?"





The next day, Bronya pulled Seele along to find Sigurd.





Bronya’s plans weren’t progressing as smoothly as she'd hoped, but she wasn’t in a hurry. Seele’s issues took priority.





Hearing Sigurd’s term of address, Seele blinked innocently.





"Seele-Alter?"





"Yeah, like another part of you."





"Oh... I think that’s right. Like Brother Sigurd said, she hasn’t talked to me lately, and I’m a little worried."





Sigurd extended his hand and gently opened Seele’s eyes to examine her deep blue pupils, which trembled slightly from nervousness.





"Vital signs are stable, no abnormal energy, and her Death Stigmata seems fine... It doesn’t look like anything’s wrong. Maybe she’s just going through a rebellious phase?"





Sigurd arrived at the same hypothesis as Bronya.





Bronya blinked, feeling a little pleased with herself.





See? That’s what it means to be on the same wavelength!





Seele’s mouth opened slightly, and she replied shyly, "Sister Bronya thought the same. But I don’t think that’s it… right?"





Seele wasn’t entirely sure.





Although she felt her cold and proud side wouldn’t be influenced by something like a rebellious phase, hearing both Bronya and Sigurd say so left her a bit shaken.





"Then let’s go and take a look," Sigurd suggested, opening his hand to reveal a golden feather.





He channeled some of the feather’s power, which he had borrowed from Fu Hua. It couldn’t unleash devastating attacks in the realm of consciousness like Fu Hua could, but with Sigurd’s control, accessing the consciousness domain wasn’t difficult.





"Wait, Bronya wants to come too."





Bronya grabbed Sigurd’s wrist and asked in her usual stoic tone.





Sigurd looked at her.





"This isn’t completely safe technology, so… any specific reason?"





"Bronya has never met her. This involves Seele, so I need to understand her myself."





"In other words, you don’t feel at ease?"





"Something like that." Bronya nodded.





After a moment’s thought, Sigurd said, "Alright, it’ll be good for you to understand the consciousness domain. You may encounter enemies like this in the future, so it’s good preparation."





"Understood."





With their agreement settled, Seele—who had wanted to stop Bronya from taking the risk—held her tongue.





Since Sigurd said it was fine, it was probably safe.





"Let’s go to my bedroom," Sigurd suggested. "We’ll lose consciousness in the physical realm, and my bed is big enough to accommodate us."





Seele’s face turned bright red.





The idea of Brother Sigurd’s bed was enough to make a young girl feel shy.





But Bronya remained completely unfazed, as if Sigurd had merely mentioned something ordinary, like having fish for dinner.





Her reaction made Seele feel even more self-conscious.





‘Bronya really didn’t overthink it at all. Seele, you’re so impure!’ she chided herself, even wanting to cover her face.





Little did she know, inside Bronya’s mind, a little figure had already pulled out a notebook and pen to jot down details:





‘Sigurd’s bed... Now that I think about it, Bronya has never slept on it. It’s crucial to scout out the battlefield in advance!’





So, the three of them arrived at Sigurd’s bedside. One of them blushing furiously, another hiding a hint of expectation and calculation, and the last one entirely focused as they lay down side by side.





Before long, they fell into a sleep-like state.





Beside the bed, Kiana sat backward on a chair, leaning against its back, and took a bite of an apple with a crunch.





"Jeez, they’re sleeping so comfortably, while we’re stuck on guard duty. So heartless. Isn’t that right, Sin Mal?"





"...I don’t want to talk to you."





"Hey, it’s been ages since I got your name wrong! Can’t you cut me a little slack?"





"No! Hmph~" Sin Mal put one hand on her hip, and with the other, she pulled down her eyelid, sticking her tongue out and flashing a row of not-so-cute, sharp serrated teeth—both cute and a little intimidating, a mix of adorable and strange.





Kiana pursed her lips.





"How childish, you think I’m still some thirteen or fourteen-year-old kid?"





After all, she had already clarified her status with Sigurd, marking herself as an adult.





This mere “Sin Mal” could never catch up to her.





With this confidence, Kiana seemed remarkably calm.





“Hmph!” Sin Mal huffed, crossing her arms and turning away, unwilling to engage with Kiana any further.





Anyone flirting with Sigurd was bound to get her disdain.





…





In the realm of consciousness, Seele opened her eyes, bewildered, and looked around.





All she saw was an endless expanse of white, with no one else in sight.





"Brother Sigurd? Sister Bronya?" she called out nervously.





Then, two figures appeared behind her, bringing a wave of reassurance.





"This is... the consciousness realm?" Bronya looked around the empty space, feeling a hint of disappointment.





‘We came here too fast; I didn’t get a chance to remember the softness and elasticity there. What a waste.’





Both Sigurd and Seele glanced over at Bronya.





“What’s wrong? Is there something odd with me?” Bronya asked, slightly startled.





“No, it’s just that I sensed an emotional fluctuation from you. In the consciousness realm, our connections are much closer than in the real world.”





"What?"





Bronya’s expression shifted subtly.





This kind of situation? Why hadn’t anyone warned her beforehand—no, focus, remember the emotional control skills from psychology lessons and Fu Hua’s guidance on composure!





A few seconds later—well, a few seconds to Bronya’s perception—she regained her composure, her mind as still and serene as her expression.





“Ah! I can’t feel it anymore!” Seele exclaimed in amazement.





Sigurd nodded approvingly. “Well done. Maintaining self-control in the consciousness realm isn’t easy, and achieving this means that common interference tactics won’t affect you much.”





"Just a minor technique," Bronya replied stoically. "Let’s get down to business."





Sigurd placed a hand on Seele’s shoulder and said, “Picture the other you in your mind. Think of her with all your might, and recall everything about her.”





“Got it, Brother Sigurd.”





Seele clasped her hands at her chest, took a deep breath, and closed her eyes, focusing intensely on her other self.





A moment later, Sigurd sensed something and furrowed his brow.





In the next instant, the entire world around them turned pitch black.





A Seele dressed in a black gown, black stockings, and gloves lay curled up, asleep within a red mist, wrapped in a slowly shifting mass of dark chains.





“That’s... the other me! What’s happened to her?”





“Don’t move,” Sigurd murmured, holding Seele’s shoulder gently.





At the same time, black armor appeared on Bronya, and a fleet of drones manifested around her, primed and ready for action.





Bronya frowned. “This feeling... it’s intense. Like that of a Herrscher.”





“The Herrscher of Death... that’s probably her title. I didn’t expect Seele-Alter’s condition to be like this.”





“Do you see what’s going on, Sigurd?” Bronya asked.





“It looks like Seele-Alter absorbed an excessive amount of Honkai energy during the Honkai Outbreak in the Far East. The only reason she could remain stable is that this other Seele absorbed all the energy herself, keeping it contained.”





“And?”





“With her potential and the amount of Honkai energy, it’s clear—she’s undergoing a process of becoming a Herrscher. Likely to ensure Seele’s absolute safety, she’s bound all changes to herself. Those chains are symbols of her restraint. Even I couldn’t sense anything. This level of protection... it’s incredible.”





Sigurd explained in astonishment.





Bronya was silent.





And Seele, with a stunned expression, felt a tear slide down her cheek.




















  
    

    













“Brother Sigurd, could she be in danger?” Seele asked, her tone filled with worry.





“Yes,” Sigurd replied truthfully to Seele’s anxious question.





Though Anti-Entropy had managed to control Herrscher powers before with Welt and Wendy, controlling such power was notoriously difficult; if it weren’t, the previous civilization wouldn’t have needed so many God Keys, nor resorted to fusing Herrscher cores with warriors.





The other Seele—the second personality formed within Seele from the Herrscher of Death stigma developed from the previous civilization—had inherited significant power.





But without Seele, this "other Seele" wasn’t even a complete life form.





Sigurd respected her effort to undergo the Herrscher transformation on her own, sparing Seele from it, but he wasn’t optimistic about her success.





“Brother Sigurd, please help her,” Seele begged, her eyes starting to redden.





Sigurd looked at her and nodded. “Step back a little. Bronya, take care of her.”





“Understood!” Bronya replied, pulling the tearful Seele back a bit as they watched Sigurd walk slowly towards the black Seele, wrapped in chains, until he was enveloped by the crimson mist surrounding her and disappeared.





…





The Herrscher of Death, the Herrscher of Decay and Creation, wielded the power to break down or create life at the molecular level.





Although its effect on physical bodies was limited in the consciousness realm, the energy within was still that of a Herrscher.





Even a wisp of the faint red mist here could obliterate the minds of thousands.





Moving steadily, Sigurd stepped forward in this perilous environment.





In one instant, as he took another step, the space before him abruptly shifted, transforming into a cold, black-and-white checkered room.





Whoosh!





The moment he entered, a giant dark-red metal claw came flying towards him, greeting him with a fierce welcome.





Sigurd looked up at the impending threat with an expressionless gaze.





Boom!





With a loud crash, the metal claw shattered, the force reverberating back through the dark chains connected to the black-dressed girl, causing her to stagger back and reflexively shake her hand to ease the pain.





“Tch! So difficult!” she muttered with a scowl, her face identical to Seele’s, though her expression was twisted with irritation.





The next moment, a figure in a white coat appeared before her.





Then, her face was suddenly gripped by a hand, forcing her to look up.





“This must be our first real meeting, Seele,” Sigurd said, pinching her cheek and looking down at her with a neutral expression—his tone calm, yet with an ominous chill.





“Mm-mph!”





“Don’t move. This is a rare chance; let me take a good look at you.”





“Damn you…”





Thud! Sigurd flicked her forehead, cutting her off and leaving her briefly stunned, causing her to tumble backward.





The next moment, black Seele found herself on a plush armchair, facing Sigurd across from her, who was seated in an identical chair with a pot of fragrant tea between them. The dark room around them had transformed into a bright, springtime garden.





She stiffened, then scoffed. “Hmph! I can’t believe someone like you would have such a soft and weak inner space. Just goes to show you can’t judge a book by its cover!”





“Don’t push me, Seele. You know I’m pretty good at dealing with bratty kids,” Sigurd replied, rubbing his temples with a bored expression.





Considering that this Seele was another side of the Seele he knew, Sigurd felt a bit reluctant to go too hard on her.





Black Seele sneered, crossing her arms and raising her head haughtily. “Do you even know where you are? You think I’d be afraid of you?!”





Thud!





“You bi—”





Thud!





“Damn yo—”





Thud! Thud!





“I’ll kill you, I swear!”





Thud! Thud! Thud!





Five minutes later, amid the fragments of broken weapons scattered around, black Seele sat with her cheeks puffed up and swollen, glaring at Sigurd with teary eyes.





Sigurd took a leisurely sip of tea, calmly meeting her gaze.





"Alright, that’s enough," Sigurd said, tousling Seele Alter’s head as he spoke with genuine sincerity. "For various reasons, I hadn’t come to see you before now, and that was my oversight. I apologize."





He realized his neglect, partly because he’d been busy—upgrading himself, helping Welt reshape society, and staying a step ahead of Otto.





Besides, Seele was content with her quiet life, keeping to small tasks.





Sigurd saw no need to force her into battle, so he’d let things be, without urgency to speak to Seele Alter.





But now, he felt he’d fallen short in his responsibility to her.





“As if I need an apology from you, you… jerk! Why are you so powerful even in my consciousness space?” she demanded, her frustration showing.





“That question’s answer is technical,” Sigurd replied calmly. “In short, to gain control over me here, you’d need at least the power level of a Herrscher of Sentience.”





“Hmph, look at you!” Seele Alter muttered.





“Alright, enough of that. Let’s get to it. Tell me what’s really going on with you. No hiding anything—it won’t help you or the other Seele.”





Seele Alter’s expression softened slightly. “This power was always mine. I can handle it; I just need more time. But get that weakling away from me. I won’t let her touch my strength!” she declared.





“If I tell her that, do you think she won’t start crying over it every night in her dreams?” Sigurd teased.





“You wouldn’t dare!” Seele Alter slammed her fist on the table, the gesture torn between indignation and fear at Seele’s possible reaction.





Sigurd just shook his head and waved a hand to restore the broken table. “This has gone beyond simply keeping her out of it. You understand firsthand how Herrscher power works; trying to protect her indefinitely could cause issues later on.”





“You think I’m not capable?” she growled.





“I don’t doubt your strength, but it’s best to minimize risks, especially if we both want to keep Seele safe. Consider it.”





“Hmph, as if I’m doing it to protect… her…” Seele Alter started defiantly, her voice trailing off into an unconvincing mumble. Then, her eyes narrowed. “Face it, you’re just waiting for her to become a Herrscher so you can use her power, right? You’ve filled her head with sweet words, groomed her to follow your every command, all for this moment!”





With a thunderous boom, Seele Alter was thrown back, the garden around them warping back into the cold, gray room.





“Tantrums should have limits,” Sigurd said as he knelt beside her, tapping her reddened forehead lightly. His expression remained steady, almost emotionless. “Enough pushing away the people who actually care about you.”





Seele Alter paused, a flicker of understanding in her eyes, and for once, said nothing in response.




















  
    

    













"The Herrscher of Death's powers are creation and decay. To some extent, they can be divided, allowing the two of you to share the burden, which would significantly reduce the risk and strain. That’s my recommendation. You both can discuss it."





"I don’t need—"





"I can! I can handle it!" Seele interrupted, leaning forward over the table, her expression firm in the dimly lit room.





She declared her intention before Seele Alter, who had only just begun to express her resistance.





Bronya glanced between Seele and the gritting Seele Alter, unsure whether to offer advice or hold back.





Although she’d never met Seele Alter before, they were still the same Seele, and Bronya found it hard to make a decision on their behalf.





"I don’t need a useless, weak crybaby like you!" Seele Alter jabbed her finger at Seele’s forehead repeatedly, forcing her to tilt sideways each time.





After a while, Seele reached out, grasped Seele Alter's finger, and, with teary eyes, said, "But you haven’t shown yourself to me in over a month. If Sigurd hadn’t brought us here, I wouldn’t have known what you were going through. This is a problem we share. We should face it together. I’m not letting you bear it alone!"





"Will you… stop crying in front of me!" Seele Alter’s fierce expression softened slightly as she looked at Seele’s tear-filled eyes, though her frustration only made her seem harsher.





Then, Seele threw her arms around her in a hug.





"You… I…"





Seele Alter stood there, frozen and unable to respond.





After a long pause, her expression softened even more, and she returned the embrace, sighing in resignation. "Alright, that’s enough. Let go. It’s getting warm."





In a place like this, warmth and cold weren’t actually present; Seele Alter’s "warmth" was her awareness of the heat on her own face.





"Sorry. I missed you a lot since it’s been so long," Seele smiled, wiping away the tears from her eyes.





Seele Alter hesitated, then crossed her arms and turned her face away.





After a moment, she resumed her sharp, cold demeanor and said, "Anyway, I don’t need you here. You can leave."





"I won’t."





"Are you defying me?"





"I-I… I just won’t!" Seele insisted, her newfound resolve surprising even herself, not to mention Sigurd, Bronya, and Seele Alter.





In response, Seele Alter pulled at Seele's cheeks, causing her to flee, holding her face in a timid display.





Seele Alter chased after her with a fierce expression, and the once-serious discussion dissolved into playful antics.





Just then, Sigurd knocked on the table to get their attention.





"Let’s get back to the main issue. While the time in this conscious space flows differently, the Herrscher of Death’s power is entirely restrained here. Every second we spend, that volatile power grows restless, too. We don’t have time to waste."





Seele stopped.





Seele Alter, catching up, gave her cheeks a final pinch before letting out a huff and returning to her seat beside Seele.





"Honestly, I hope you’ll accept my proposal. It’s the safest route and will maximize security for both of you," Sigurd stated firmly.





"Seele can do it! Don’t let my looks fool you; I’ve done combat training… and learned martial arts from Master Fu Hua. I can handle this!" Seele spoke with determination, facing Seele Alter so she could see her resolve and courage.





“Tch!” Seele Alter muttered, giving Seele a playful chop on the head.





Knowing Seele would react like this was exactly why Seele Alter had kept quiet, bearing everything on her own.





Seele might be a crybaby—timid, scared of strangers, even frightened by bugs—but she also had a brave, stubborn side, especially at moments like this.





"It's dangerous!"





"That’s exactly why I can’t let you face it alone!"





"Don’t equate me with you—I’m strong!"





"It’s not about that! We have to face it together!"





"So, you’re just not going to listen to me, huh?"





"In this matter, there’s no way I can agree to let you bear it alone!" Seele gripped Seele Alter’s hands, showing an uncharacteristic resolve.





Seele Alter was at a loss, both frustrated and annoyed, but powerless against her.





Sigurd stepped in decisively. "Then it’s settled."





Seele Alter immediately turned, shouting, "Hold on—I haven’t agreed to this!"





"This is Seele’s choice, not yours. I have no reason to prevent her from taking on her own responsibilities, or from helping a friend."





"Are you all deaf?"





"I’ll manage the energy output. You two bear the Stigmata of Death—your combined existence is miraculous, and your adaptation to these powers is beyond any known Herrscher. You can accomplish this transformation safely. Bronya, I’ll need you to leave for your own safety."





Sigurd ignored Seele Alter’s objections, he knew that once they started, she’d do everything to protect Seele.





With a wave, he sent Bronya’s consciousness back to the outside.





Then Sigurd raised his hand, grabbing a black chain, and with a powerful squeeze, it shattered.





Endless Honkai energy flooded the space, turning it into a sea of crimson mist.





<+>





In the real world, Kiana had just taken her third bite of an apple when her ahoge stood straight up.





Next to her, Sin Mal took on a battle stance, and the two exchanged glances.





"Kiana, you feel it too?"





"A dark, ominous pressure… Herrscher energy, coming from that crybaby!"





"Nothing bad is going to happen, right? The three of them are still in there!"





"Don’t jinx it! Sigurd and Bronya will be fine!" Sin Mal snapped, donning her black armor, a dark spear forming in her hand as she considered where to strike first if Seele lost control.





Her plan: take down the Herrscher if necessary to secure Sigurd and Bronya.





Then Bronya opened her eyes.





"Activate the anti-Honkai containment field in the room, cut physical communications, and suit up. Notify Master Fu Hua immediately!"





"Yes, ma’am!" Both Kiana and Sin Mal sprang into action, each heading off in different directions.





Bronya herself donned her black armor, moving to the bedside.





After a series of keystrokes on a display, a deep blue pyramid-shaped field surrounded Sigurd and Seele, sealing in the massive influx of Honkai energy.





Almost instantly, ripples and disturbances appeared across the containment field.





Bronya frowned. "Engage the ‘Moonlight Throne’ system to absorb the energy. Activate individual defenses and evacuate any civilians in the area; prepare for impact."





Following her orders, Sin Mal and Kiana rushed out of the room, flying in opposite directions to clear the zone.





Meanwhile, Bronya stood in place, watching the two inside the containment field with an unreadable expression.





"Please, stay safe," she whispered.





While time in the consciousness space was unpredictable, in the real world, 87 seconds passed.





Before the ‘Moonlight Throne’ system could connect, the containment field shattered.





BOOM!!!





The ensuing shockwave erupted with such force that it shook the entire headquarters.




















  
    

    













“What’s happening? The radar’s picking up an enormous Honkai energy reaction. It’s at a level capable of birthing a Herrscher… and it’s coming from… the headquarters’ inner city?”





“What? We just had the Far East Honkai Outbreak barely a month ago, and now this?”





“Damn it! Are we ever going to get a break? This is Anti-Entropy HQ—let’s show them we mean business! Gear up, people!”





"Deploy the Mecha Corps, Mobile Troops, Psychic Units, and the Air Force! Contain this catastrophe within headquarters; don’t let a single Honkai Beast out!”





“Lord Sigurd is already in the inner city. Communications are reaching out to him urgently! We’ve also alerted the Supreme Leader and the Executors for support. If necessary, we can even request reinforcements from the Valkyries!”





“Enough talk! Move out! This is HQ—if we can’t handle this, it’ll be the joke of the century! A Herrscher? We’ve drilled for this. Let’s go!”





Outside the headquarters, a rapid military mobilization was underway. Machine guns and massive cannons were positioned everywhere, aimed at a single point, ready to fire. Towering mechs moved in from all directions with heavy, thunderous footsteps, while an aerial force darkened the sky, engines roaring through the clouds.





On that day, Anti-Entropy revealed its true might to the world, a force so formidable it felt like a judgment upon the gods themselves.





"Have we reached Lord Sigurd, or anyone else within the inner city?"





The temporary military commander turned to his subordinates.





This brings us to the layout of the Anti-Entropy headquarters.





At its core lies the inner city, a series of towering buildings housing the highest research and decision-making institutions.





It’s highly restricted—aside from top-ranking Anti-Entropy officials and a few special individuals like Fu Hua and Hera, entry is prohibited.





Security leaks are a minor concern; Sigurd has little to fear from the human world at this point.





The primary concern is that many advanced experiments conducted here are hazardous, and until the right time, access to these should remain limited.





Thus, the inner city is essentially Sigurd’s private domain, usually inhabited only by him and certain girls, as well as countless Cecilia clones.





The surrounding outer city, on the other hand, is dedicated to technological production, weapon manufacturing, troop training, and diplomacy.





Its residents are Anti-Entropy’s elite, embodying a significant portion of human civilization’s strength.





One Herrscher or not, if they mobilize, they stand a good chance—though the casualty rate is another matter.





“Report! The vanguard has been stopped by inner-city guards!”





“What?”





“They’re those mysterious guards from the inner city, in silver exoskeleton armor. As before, their identities are unknown. But the critical point is that they’re following a direct order from the Captain of the Guard, Commander Bronya, who says Lord Sigurd is handling the situation himself. She’s instructed outer-city troops to maintain formation and await further orders.”





The command center received the update. The commander and his advisors exchanged glances and issued a standby order.





“As expected—it’s happening in the inner city, so Lord Sigurd likely has contingencies in place.”





“I bet it’s an experiment gone wrong in there. Maybe it’s one of Lord Sigurd’s own tests acting up, ha ha ha!”





“—That’s on you; don’t drag us into it!”





“Hey!!”





<+>





In the inner city, near the ruins of a collapsed building, Bronya finished reinforcing the nearby structures and exhaled a sigh of relief.





On the debris of the crumbled building, a dark red orb emanated ominous black-and-red mist, but a towering barrier over a hundred meters high contained it, preventing any Honkai energy from leaking out.





Sigurd and Seele were at the center of that black-and-red mist, though their precise situation remained unclear.





“What do we do, just wait here?” Kiana asked, removing her helmet, biting her thumb as she gazed at the scene before them, frustrated and helpless.





Sin Mal silently watched, gripping her spear and stabbing it into the alloy floor repeatedly, leaving a series of small dents.





With a blank expression, Bronya turned to them and said, “Trust Sigurd. He wouldn’t attempt something unless he was confident, especially with Seele in there. Sigurd won’t let things spiral out of control. By the way, Kiana, have Liliya and Rozaliya been moved to safety?”





“Yep, they’re in a secure area. So, what exactly is happening? Why is Seele going through this change?”





“I’ll explain in detail afterward. The short version is, Seele is becoming a Herrscher.”





“Oh… eh?!” Kiana’s eyes widened as she blinked, dumbfounded.





First Wendy, then Ana Schariac from Schicksal, plus their Supreme Leader—and Sigurd himself even crushed one underfoot—then there was Kiana herself… Are Herrschers that common these days?





Sin Mal looked over at Bronya, mouth open but at a loss for words.





Other than the surprise of seeing the crybaby have this kind of potential, she had no other thoughts.





What difference did it make if Seele possessed Herrscher powers?





She’d probably still be scared to tears if someone yelled at her; nothing much to expect in terms of combat ability.





Forgive her ignorance. Thanks to Sigurd and Bronya’s care, Seele Alter rarely had to defend Seele. No one truly knew the extent of her power. Even Sin Mal, whom Seele once feared, hadn’t seen Seele Alter in action and thus couldn’t imagine her strength.





As the three of them waited on the sidelines, the red mist within the anti-Honkai field gradually began to condense toward the center.





The barrier trembled.





A steady, concentrated, transcendent energy radiated from within, seeping through the containment field.





“It’s coming.”





Bronya made a signal, and a fleet of drones appeared in the sky.





The Cecilia combat units, each clad in massive silver armor, gathered around.





Both Kiana and Sin Mal fully donned their black armor, taking up defensive stances.





No matter what, preparing for the worst was the safest move.





With a resounding “Boom!” a beam of intertwined black and white light burst through the containment field, shooting straight into the sky, visible from hundreds of miles away.





A gust of wind swept the area, carrying an unusual Honkai energy that caused plants to wither and metal to corrode.





When the chaos subsided, against the backdrop of a perfectly clear sky, a silver-haired young man in a white robe descended slowly, one hand clasped behind his back and the other holding the hand of a young girl in a white dress.





The man’s expression was calm and composed, while the girl’s face was shy yet pure, radiating an extraordinary beauty.





They resembled a peerless knight and a delicate, innocent princess.




















  
    

    













“Seele, are you alright?” Bronya asked with concern as they landed.





“I’m fine! Sorry for worrying everyone. But starting today, I should finally be able to help you all!” Seele replied with a bright smile before shyly releasing Sigurd’s hand.





With so many people watching, she couldn’t help but feel embarrassed.





Sigurd raised his hand and gently ruffled her neat, black bob haircut, slightly messing it up and drawing a cheerful laugh from her. Then, a smile appeared on his face as he spoke.





“Just as I expected, everything went smoothly. But remember to communicate with the other you. Her understanding of power is on a whole different level than yours.”





“Yes, Brother Sigurd!” Seele replied eagerly.





“Alright, go rest over there for a bit. Bronya, now that things are settled, withdraw the outer forces. Announce that Anti-Entropy has gained another Herrscher-level combatant. As for the details, let those who love to speculate do so.”





“Yes, sir!” Bronya responded, then left promptly.





Seele moved to an open area where one of the Cecilia units in a maid uniform approached to set up a seat, offering her drinks and snacks.





Kiana and Sin Mal exchanged glances, wanting to approach Sigurd, but he waved them off. “Stay back a bit. I still have something to do.”





Both of them pouted but said nothing, heading over to where Seele was.





Sigurd turned toward the destroyed buildings around him and shook his head.





With a snap of his fingers, black drones swarmed from the ground, building corners, and across the sky.





They either vaporized debris on the spot or gathered it to the center.





As welding lasers shot out to reforge steel, many drones with rotating blades smoothed out rough surfaces.





In no time, the rubble began to reconstruct itself into the original building at a visible pace.





...





Meanwhile, Kiana circled Seele, inspecting her closely. She then reached out and poked her cheek.





“Si–Sister Kiana?”





“I was just curious. You don’t feel any different?”





“Well, everything seems sharper somehow. I can see and hear more than before, and I feel a lot of strength in my body… but I don’t quite understand. I think I’m stronger now.”





“Oh, really… Well, whatever the case, getting stronger is a good thing! So congrats!” Kiana gave a thumbs-up with a big, cheerful smile.





Seele smiled softly in response, nodding.





At that moment, Sin Mal picked up the teapot, took a large gulp, and said dismissively, “Don’t get your hopes up. Just look at her—giving her this kind of power is a waste. Don’t expect her to be of much use on the battlefield.”





“Hey, don’t say that! It’s fine if she doesn’t fight. We’re not exactly short on power. As long as Seele’s healthy, that’s all that matters!” Kiana patted Sin Mal’s shoulder, her smile just as radiant.





Seele tightened her grip on her teacup, accidentally crushing the ceramic handle. She quickly set the cup down, nearly spilling tea on her skirt in the process.





“Phew…” Seele took a deep breath, touched her face, and then, summoning her courage, declared, “Even though I’m not good at fighting, I’ll try my best! For this world, and so we can all stay together, I’ll use this power well and help everyone!”





She raised her small fists, cheering herself on.





Sin Mal observed Seele for a moment, huffed quietly, and said no more—though deep down, she wished she had that kind of power herself.





As time passed, the enemies they faced grew stronger, but her own abilities had barely progressed.





Facing pseudo-Herrscher opponents was already challenging, let alone actual Herrschers.





This made Sin Mal increasingly anxious.





Unable to grow stronger, Sin Mal felt she couldn't become an indispensable part of Sigurd lives.





This particular thought was intolerable, filling her with a sharp sense of urgency.





Staring at the table, her expression grew darker.





Kiana noticed Sin Mal's mood with a strange look but then shrugged and turned to Seele, pulling her into an embrace.





She gently played with Seele’s small frame as if she were a beloved pet.





"Such a good girl, so obedient! Sister Kiana is so happy! But don’t push yourself, okay? The most important thing is for you to be happy and healthy, alright?”





This clumsy but sincere encouragement came from someone who rarely took care of herself.





“Thank you, Sister Kiana.” Seele blushed as Kiana’s hands roamed a little too freely, but she couldn’t help smiling shyly, basking in the warmth and affection.





The scene of the two of them smiling created a beautifully harmonious image, as if two lilies were in full bloom.





Before long, Sigurd and Bronya approached together.





Sigurd raised Kiana, who was grinning mischievously, by the shoulders, meeting her gaze with a deadpan expression.





“Having fun?”





“Don’t be jealous Sig! You’re the only one in my heart! Come here, give me a hug!” Kiana spread her arms wide with a radiant smile.





With his other hand, Sigurd flicked her forehead, causing her to stumble back as he took a seat next to Seele.





Bronya took the other side, holding Seele’s hand in silent support.





Sigurd sipped his tea, glanced at the progress of the reconstruction nearby, and then turned to Seele.





Raising his hand, he opened her eyelids to examine her.





“Hmm... not bad. Everything seems stable. Give me your hand.”





Seele obediently extended her slender, pale wrist.





Sigurd felt her pulse, sensing the Honkai energy flowing through her.





He then took a high-tech syringe from his coat pocket, inserting it into her wrist.





Seele winced slightly as he drew a sample of her blood, studying it briefly before putting it back in his pocket.





“I’m not sure if congratulations are in order. Becoming a Herrscher wasn't something I intended for you. In any case, talk to the other you—she understands this power in ways you might not. Just remember not to hurt yourself.”





He patted her shoulder, sighing.





Seele clutched her wrist, nodding firmly. “Yes, Brother Sigurd. I’ll do my best.”





Then Sigurd turned to the brooding Sin Mal, giving her a gentle chop on the head. “What’s on your mind?”





“Sigurd, can I become a Herrscher? Or at least a fusion warrior?”





“Those things are hard to come by. Why? Feel like you’re lacking in power?”





“Yeah. When it matters most, I can’t really make a difference,” Sin Mal admitted, downcast.





Sigurd stroked his chin. “True, you wouldn’t be much help against a Herrscher.”





“Right? You think so too!” she said, as if validated.





“Does it bother you that much?”





“I... I don’t want to be left behind by you, Sigurd…” Sin Mal whispered, looking at her hands, her eyes welling with tears.





Sigurd pulled her onto his lap, holding her and gently stroking her soft, pink hair.





“Everyone has their role, each one unique. Don’t overestimate yourself, but don’t think of yourself as replaceable either. Relax. Sin Mal is Sin Mal, and unless you choose to leave, you won’t be left behind.”





“Sigurd! QAQ!”





“Feeling better?”





“Yes! Sigurd, you’re the best!” Sin Mal snuggled against Sigurd, blissfully smiling.





“Sig~ (≧▽≦)/~ I want a hug too!” Kiana came over, wrapping her arms around his waist.





With Sin Mal contentedly clinging to his chest and Kiana giggling at his side, Sigurd looked up and sighed deeply.





“Sigh…”





“Sigurd❤~ Our kids… let’s have eighteen of them…”





What?! You’re not even an adult yet, and even when you are, that’s way too far ahead!





“Sig~! (～﹃～) You smell so good!” Kiana’s behavior was as perplexing as always.





Once infatuated with girls, she now openly adored Sigurd, despite all efforts to moderate her ways.





“Sigh!” Sigurd sighed again, feeling even more worn out.





So exhausting. Research was so much simpler—all he had to do was focus on the progress.





Thankfully, only these two were troublesome.





He looked over at Seele, who was blushing quietly, and Bronya, calm as ever.





The sight of their gentle demeanor filled him with relief.





At least these two were as obedient as ever.





Seele glanced down shyly, feeling a bittersweet ache in her heart.





Meanwhile, her alternate self was giving her rather... colorful lessons in secret.





Unbeknownst to them, Bronya subtly touched a small vial in her pocket, her mind already forming a plan, slowly but surely taking shape.




















  
    

    













A skilled hunter must excel at waiting.





Great achievements are never accomplished in a single day.





Bronya is a very patient person.





She understands clearly that even though the relationship has been laid bare, Kiana is inherently free-spirited with a strong childlike nature. Her confession to Sigurd may still carry a great deal of uncertainty.





With Sigurd's personality, unless Kiana's determination and sincerity are clear, and he has clarified his own feelings, he would never act upon Kiana's intentions.





This is not due to timidity, but because Kiana is too important to him.





For matters concerning her, no matter how big or small, he would always proceed with the utmost caution.





If Sigurd decides to wait and observe, then not even the current somewhat naive and inexperienced Kiana, nor a Kiana who has mastered "108 Irresistible Techniques for Men" from Cocolia, would be able to take that critical step forward.





Bronya is confident, and therefore she can wait calmly.





She waited for three days.





Those three days were used to observe changes in Seele, to ensure her safety.





It wasn't until Sigurd judged that Seele's situation had completely stabilized that Bronya began to act on her thoughts.





"Seele, go to the Far East and find Dr. Einstein. When it comes to training Herrschers, I doubt anyone is more qualified to speak on the subject than she is."





Bronya made this suggestion during dinner one evening.





Seele, with chopsticks in her mouth, tilted her head slightly in delayed confusion.





"Huh?"





It wasn’t just her—many of the other girls also looked puzzled, as the topic had come up rather suddenly.





Only Sigurd nodded slowly.





"An excellent suggestion. Mei and Wendy are also there; you should have plenty to discuss with them."





Sigurd's agreement with Bronya's proposal, combined with his authoritative influence, essentially sealed the deal. No one would oppose the idea, not even Seele herself.





As expected, after thinking for a moment, Seele showed a gentle, obedient smile and nodded.





"Alright, Seele will do her best."





She could feel the care and concern from Bronya and Sigurd, which warmed her heart and made her happy.





Kiana scratched her head and said reluctantly, "If that's the case, doesn't that mean I won't get to eat Seele's cooking anymore?"





"Kiana, don't worry, Seele will come back soon. I just ask that you endure it for a little while," Seele replied sweetly.





"Fine, I guess it's for Seele's own good."





Kiana sighed, picked up a large piece of meat, and stuffed it into her mouth. The rich juices bursting in her mouth brought her such joy that her eyes squinted in satisfaction.





Then, Bronya spoke without missing a beat:





"I suggest Kiana goes along as well. First, to take care of Seele, and second... her situation is quite similar, isn't it?"





Her final question carried a meaningful undertone.





It was clear she had already glimpsed some truths that neither Sigurd nor Kiana had openly revealed—the identity of the Herrscher of the Void.





Sigurd wasn’t particularly surprised. Though he hadn’t openly shared this information, he also hadn’t taken measures to keep it completely secret. Given Bronya’s intelligence and resourcefulness, it wasn’t surprising that she’d deduced Kiana’s identity from various details.





However, Kiana was caught off guard. She choked on her food, covering her mouth as she struggled to swallow, then timidly shrank her neck.





“Um… Bronya, you already know?”





“If you’re referring to the fact that you’re the Herrscher of the Void, yes, Bronya has known for a while.”





“I’m sorry…”





“It’s fine. Bronya doesn’t have much attachment to her parents and is perfectly capable of distinguishing between Kiana and the Herrscher.”





Bronya’s tone remained emotionless, her expression showing no hint of fluctuation.





Her words were essentially the truth.





It might be unsettling to hear, but Bronya’s childhood was filled with coldness and cruelty. Under the weight of those experiences, her initial affection for her parents had long since faded.





Of course, if someone else had been responsible for everything she endured, Bronya wouldn’t have hesitated to serve them a “peanut” or two—hot, hard, supersonic peanuts laced with Honkai energy and a tendency to explode.





But since it was Kiana, there was no helping it.





“Bronya, QAQ!”





Tears welled up in Kiana’s eyes and dripped down her cheeks. Being friends with Bronya truly felt like a blessing.





Bronya glanced at her, then silently continued eating. She had said what needed to be said; there was no need for additional words of comfort.





Sigurd watched Bronya for a moment, his expression softening.





He felt a sense of relief.





Though he knew Bronya wouldn’t hold a grudge against Kiana, the fact remained that the victims of the Siberian Honkai disaster were indeed her biological parents.





How that debt would ultimately be resolved depended entirely on Bronya’s attitude.





This outcome was the best he could hope for.





As he felt reassured, he couldn’t help but feel a twinge of guilt toward Bronya.





Finally, Sigurd nodded in agreement.





“Let’s go with your plan. Kiana does need a systematic understanding of Herrscher powers. Dr. Einstein’s expertise in this area is unquestionable.”





Kiana glanced at Sigurd, then at Bronya, and could only nod obediently.





Her heart was a mix of guilt and gratitude, leaving no room for resistance.





Dinner concluded in a subtle yet delicate atmosphere.





Afterward, Bronya, stroking her chin thoughtfully, turned to Sin Mal.





“Sin Mal, why don’t you go with them as well? Keep an eye on Seele and Kiana for me.”





“Huh? Why?”





“Well, given Kiana’s personality, she can barely take care of herself, let alone Seele. Bronya originally intended to go herself, but I’ve been busy upgrading the armory these days and can’t leave just yet. After considering it, you’re the only one Bronya can truly trust. Please, I’m counting on you.”





Bronya took Sin Mal’s hand, her expression serious.





That flawless face gazing at her, those pure, clear eyes, and the calm words “I’m counting on you”—for Sin Mal, refusal was simply impossible.





“Yes! Leave it to me, Bronya. You can count on me for anything!”





Sin Mal promised excitedly, her mismatched gold and blue eyes practically glowing.





Sigurd paused, intending to suggest that they didn’t need to rush and could wait a couple of days.





However, given the timing—right after Bronya had extended her forgiveness to Kiana—he decided not to raise any objections.





There wasn’t any real problem with the plan, so he let it be.





“Then it’s settled. If you encounter any issues with the armory upgrades, feel free to ask me for help.”





Sigurd patted Bronya’s head, his rare gentle smile surfacing.





Bronya looked up and replied matter-of-factly:





“Bronya knows. I was already planning to ask for your help.”





“Do you have a specific direction in mind?”





“Bronya’s combat strength is limited, so I plan to abandon the approach of taking down individual powerful enemies. Instead, I’ll focus on maximizing battlefield suppression, coordinating with large forces, and adopting a group warfare strategy.”





“An excellent idea. I’ll do my best to assist you.”





The two exchanged a knowing smile, the atmosphere harmonious.





<+>





The next day, Anti-Entropy’s airliner departed the headquarters, carrying Seele, Kiana, Sin Mal, and, for some inexplicable reason, the vodka sisters who insisted on tagging along.





As Sigurd and Bronya watched them leave, they walked back together, side by side.





“A batch of premium black tea arrived recently. Bronya hasn’t had the chance to try it yet. Interested? We could pair it with some of Seele’s pastries.”





“Hmm… sure. With those troublemakers gone, it’s a rare chance to relax.”





“Exactly. Bronya thinks so too. Would you like to try Bronya’s tea-making skills? I specifically sought out an expert to learn.”





Bronya puffed out her chest, exuding confidence.





Sigurd smirked.





Her rare display of liveliness was quite endearing.





“I’ll look forward to your craftsmanship, then.”





“Don’t worry, you won’t be disappointed.”





Bronya patted her chest. Perhaps due to her good mood, a sweet smile graced her lips.





Stay composed. Don’t laugh out loud, Bronya reminded herself internally as she faced Sigurd.




















  
    At the towering observation tower’s peak, the stable air barrier subdued the fierce high-altitude winds, transforming them into a pleasant breeze.



    



    The view from above was breathtaking.



    



    A panoramic landscape stretched out below, with the vast, endless sea not far in the distance.



    



    The serene sky, adorned with fluffy white clouds, cast a harmonious and picturesque atmosphere.



    



    On the wide platform, a redwood chair, and a white round table were set up.



    



    Bronya, wearing a breezy white strap dress and red sandals, revealed her delicate, flawless feet and toes as she gracefully poured tea.



    



    At this moment, the usual iciness of her demeanor was gone, replaced by a soft, neighborly girl-next-door charm.



    



    Currently, the only person on this expansive platform privileged to enjoy this serene and delightful scene was Sigurd.



    



    The wind mischievously teased Bronya’s silver-gray hair and gently played with her lightweight dress. Paired with her faint, gentle smile, the moment exuded an air of tranquility and leisure.



    



    “Ahem!”



    



    Sigurd coughed lightly, covering his mouth, his expression neutral as he turned his gaze toward the scenery.



    



    “Your dress… it’s a bit short.”



    



    He commented.



    



    Bronya glanced at him, blinking.



    



    “Is it? Bronya bought it to fit her height.”



    



    “It’s not about the size… You’ve grown. Be mindful of that.”



    



    “This is only because I’m at home. Bronya wouldn’t wear it outside.”



    



    “Then it’s fine. As long as you’re aware.”



    



    Sigurd replied flatly.



    



    Bronya then pushed a cup of tea toward him.



    



    “Want to try?”



    



    Her toes curled slightly at that moment, looking as tender and smooth as budding lotus shoots.



    



    It was likely a sign she hoped for praise.



    



    Noticing this detail, Sigurd mused as much to himself.



    



    With a faint smile, he picked up the teacup and took a sip.



    



    “It’s good.”



    



    That was his evaluation.



    



    Not being a tea connoisseur, Sigurd typically only categorized tea as either “good” or “bad.” Bronya’s tea met the standard for “good.”



    



    However, the enjoyment of tea often depended on one’s mood.



    



    Last night, Bronya had brought Kiana’s Herrscher identity into the open, putting the matter on the table.



    



    Though Sigurd wasn’t privy to the specifics of the girls’ subsequent discussion, their relationship seemed intact when they departed this morning.



    



    The issue, which had been a headache for Sigurd, was essentially resolved.



    



    Feeling at ease, he naturally found the tea more flavorful.



    



    Thus, the question of Bronya’s tea-making skill remained an open one.



    



    Fortunately, Bronya didn’t seem concerned about such things. She simply sat down and enjoyed her tea as well.



    



    “Sigurd, Bronya has a question.”



    



    “Go ahead.”



    



    “Are you and Kiana in a relationship now?”



    



    Bronya asked calmly, holding her teacup with a serene expression.



    



    Sigurd froze mid-action, raising his head to look at Bronya in mild surprise.



    



    Kiana’s identity had plenty of clues leading to it, so her figuring it out wasn’t shocking. But to ask something this direct… that wasn’t merely about being clever.



    



    Sigurd’s thoughts raced, and after a moment, he grasped the likely explanation.



    



    “Your surveillance tech has leveled up again?”



    



    “It’s just the functionality of the equipment. Bronya isn’t that capable herself.”



    



    “So, you were eavesdropping?”



    



    “Does that make Sigurd angry?”



    



    Bronya blinked, her expression a mixture of blankness and innocence, holding her teacup.



    



    Sigurd shook his head.



    



    “Not really… but do it less. I don’t like it.”



    



    “Okay. Bronya won’t eavesdrop anymore.”



    



    “Good girl.”



    



    Sigurd reached out for his usual “head pat” move, gently stroking Bronya’s head with a satisfied nod.



    



    See? This girl admits her mistakes and promises to change. How could she not make his life easier?



    



    Then Bronya looked up and continued.



    



    “Sigurd still hasn’t answered Bronya’s question.”



    



    “Well, yes, you could say that. She confessed, I accepted. That’s it.”



    



    Sigurd answered openly.



    



    Though the sudden transition to a romantic relationship with Kiana was slightly awkward, Sigurd saw no reason to hide it. Not to Bronya or anyone else who might ask.



    



    After all, if even he couldn’t openly acknowledge their relationship, how heartbroken would Kiana be? Sigurd didn’t want to see her upset—not even a little.



    



    This candor made Bronya purse her lips as if holding back something. After a while, she slowly spoke.



    



    “If Bronya confessed, would Sigurd accept it?”



    



    Her tone was calm, but the content struck like a thunderclap.



    



    Sigurd’s expression stiffened.



    



    “Is this… today’s joke?”



    



    “No, Bronya is very serious.”



    



    “Don’t be impulsive.”



    



    “It’s not impulsive. Bronya has thought about this for a long time. Sigurd, Bronya is different from Kiana. I’ve always known exactly what I want.”



    



    The girl stared directly at Sigurd. Her unwavering gray eyes were filled with complete earnestness.



    



    Sigurd had to admit—at that moment, he panicked. His heartbeat was erratically speeding up.



    



    “Ahem! I think—”



    



    “Sigurd is trying to change the subject?”



    



    The words Sigurd had been planning to use to deflect weren’t even fully formed in his mind before Bronya sharply caught onto his intent and interrupted him.



    



    Bronya gazed steadily at the now-silent Sigurd for a while before sighing. She poured more tea into his cup, her demeanor nonchalant as she spoke:



    



    “Bronya knows that to Sigurd, only Kiana is different. I’ve never thought about replacing Kiana or asking you to give her up… Bronya doesn’t want much. Just accept me, that’s all. And even if it’s a secret relationship, Bronya would be happy to accept it. Drink your tea.”



    



    “I… I still don’t understand. Why?”



    



    Sigurd sipped his tea.



    



    Was it his imagination, or was he feeling increasingly parched?



    



    Bronya’s sudden confession was so shocking that he didn’t have the mental space to notice such small details.



    



    Bronya smiled softly, all traces of her usual coldness melting away, her warmth reminiscent of spring sunlight.



    



    “Sigurd is very smart, but not when it comes to emotions. Why ask why? Instead, ask yourself—why do you care so much about Kiana?”



    



    “Well, that’s because…”



    



    Sigurd paused.



    



    Why, indeed?



    



    Because she’s clumsy? Because she’s naive? Because if left alone, she’d get herself hurt?



    



    None of those seemed like real reasons.



    



    After a moment of thought, Sigurd murmured to himself in realization:



    



    “Maybe… it’s just because she’s Kiana.”



    



    “Then Bronya is the same. Have another drink.”



    



    Bronya smiled and refilled his cup.



    



    Still feeling inexplicably parched, Sigurd absentmindedly picked up the tea cup and tilted his head back, downing the entire contents in one go, hoping to soothe the dryness that had now become unmistakable.



    



    <+>



    



    Tn: Baby making time is near~
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Chapter 207: Silent Machiavellian





"What has been will be again; what has been done will be done again. There is nothing new under the sun."





— Ecclesiastes, Solomon





Bronya’s deep feelings, buried for years, finally received the response they deserved. In this relationship, Sigurd had taken a step toward change. From a new perspective, this girl now seemed remarkably different to him.





At this moment, they sat together on the observation deck that seemed to float between heaven and earth.





Bronya leaned against Sigurd’s shoulder as they flipped through Ecclesiastes, a book they had idly picked up.





The surrounding sunlight was exceptionally bright and warm.





“Sigurd, your expression looks weird. What are you thinking about?”





“I’m wondering how many more people, like you, with such calculated intentions, would dare to take advantage of my trust—since there’s nothing new under the sun, it’s better to be prepared early.”





Sigurd squeezed the girl’s smooth, soft hand, his eyes half-lidded, and spoke in a tone full of mock seriousness.





Bronya looked up and puffed out her cheeks, her small, flawless face showing a trace of dissatisfaction.





“Bronya didn’t do anything bad.”





“Say that again?”





Sigurd’s voice was calm as he pinched Bronya’s soft cheek.





The tall, strong, and handsome young man slightly bent his head, gazing down at the petite and delicate girl.





Bronya, with her cheeks puffed out, lightly punched Sigurd’s shoulder, then rolled her eyes and said, “Bronya is unhappy!”





“Shall I treat you to some cake?”





“Bronya is not Kiana!”





“Then no cake.”





A slight smile played on Sigurd’s lips.





Bronya sulked, noticing the amused glint in his eyes—she should’ve known. Sigurd loved pulling little pranks and teasing people. But couldn’t he go easy on her right after her confession? Not willing to back down, Bronya bit her lip, her eyes suddenly twinkling with mischief.





She tilted her head up and pressed her soft, pink lips against his.





A deep and heartfelt kiss—naturally, it was extraordinarily sweet.





“This is the compensation Bronya wanted for herself. Now, I’m not angry anymore.”





After more than half a minute, Bronya, slightly out of breath, kept her face stern, but the affection in her gaze was unmistakable.





Sigurd raised an eyebrow, pulled Bronya against his chest, and wrapped an arm around her slender waist. With his free hand, he continued flipping through the pages of the book, casually reading its contents.





Time, in this moment, felt remarkably peaceful and beautiful.





It was strange—just days ago, they had been nothing more than colleagues, a superior and his subordinate. And now, they could find such incredible warmth in each other.





...





Sweet as it was, there was still work to be done.





After their shared moment, Sigurd took Bronya’s hand and began leading her toward the weapon testing floor.





Along the way, a few Cecilia units on routine patrol passed by, each greeting them in turn.





Bronya suddenly frowned slightly.





“The surveillance cameras along the way will capture everything. And Kiana gets along well with all the Cecilia units. If we’re seen like this, she’ll easily find out, won’t she?”





“I’ll talk to her about it when the time is right,” Sigurd said calmly, squeezing her hand gently as he spoke.





Bronya gave him a sly smile.





“Kiana is definitely going to blow up.”





“Stop, I can already imagine that brat throwing a tantrum, rolling on the floor, then tearfully accusing me with her usual elegant words and sweet-talking nonsense.”





Sigurd covered his face and let out a weary sigh just from imagining the scene.





Bronya, however, hesitated. After a moment’s pause, she spoke slowly:





“Actually... Bronya really can accept keeping our relationship a secret, if it would make things easier for Sigurd.”





“There’s no need for that.”





Sigurd replied succinctly.





Bronya had already taken 99 steps for him—doing everything a girl could and even more.





The final step was Sigurd’s to take, a choice he made himself. And with it came the responsibility to face and resolve the resulting challenges.





Bronya turned to look at Sigurd’s profile, her delicate face, typically cold and distant, now softened by a gentle smile full of fondness and attachment.





“Alright, I’ll listen to you, Sigurd.”





The two arrived at the wide, reinforced weapon testing floor. The walls stretched over a hundred meters, lined with an array of heavy weaponry Bronya had designed.





“The firepower setup is decent, but the efficiency and automation can still be greatly improved. Paired with your Little Bunny drone series, one person could form an entire army—is that the idea you’re aiming for?”





Sigurd asked, casually lifting a massive Gatling gun with ease, his hand stroking one of its thick barrels.





Bronya nodded.





“In addition, Bronya wants to increase the proportion of laser weapons and crowd-control equipment to lighten the load and improve tactical flexibility.”





“And then, with your black armor, you’d focus on controlling the high-powered ballistic weaponry for precise strikes?”





“Yes, that’s the general idea. But I’ll need you to plan the overall configuration to maximize effectiveness. Also, the upgrade workload is enormous, so I’d like to apply for swarm assistance.”





“Sure. Once it’s done, your battlefield suppression capability will be fully unleashed. For the next large-scale operation, you might even achieve strategic-level impact.”





Sigurd patted Bronya’s head in encouragement.





Then they got to work.





Sigurd spent several hours completing Bronya’s upgrade plan before leaving the room. The remaining tasks required Bronya’s personal expertise, supplemented by the swarm assistance. There wasn’t much left for him to do, so he decided to focus on other matters for the time being.





...





After finishing some experimental work, Sigurd returned to the floor, only to be greeted by a small fist flying toward him.





Boom!





He caught Bronya’s punch with one hand, the force of it blowing his hair back slightly. Raising an eyebrow, he asked, “Combat training?”





“Yes. Bronya hasn’t made progress in martial skills for a long time. I thought this would be a good way to relax my mind.”





Clad in her sleek black armor that fit like a second skin, Bronya’s slender figure and graceful curves were fully displayed before Sigurd.





He felt a warmth in his lower abdomen.





But he quickly brushed away the inappropriate thought—Bronya was busy with serious matters, and here he was, distracted.





How unbecoming.





Shaking his head internally, Sigurd composed himself and said seriously, “Understood. Come at me again.”





“Ha!”





Kicks and punches flew as the black-armored girl moved like a dark, dazzling shadow. Each strike came with the sharp sound of air being sliced, landing in rapid succession toward Sigurd.





Thanks to his superhuman physique and keen perception, Sigurd easily parried every move, offering commentary as he went:





“Decent strength and good speed. Your accuracy is impressive. But your combinations lack fluidity. Against a skilled hand-to-hand fighter, you’d lose your rhythm too easily. Focus on refining your follow-through.”





“Your kicks aren’t as polished as your punches, leaving them as a potential weakness. Pay special attention to this.”





“Strategically, you’re ruthless—commendable. But you’re still too impulsive, likely due to your habit of relying on overwhelming firepower. If you ever have to engage in close combat, remember to conserve your stamina.”





“Wait... why are you only targeting my lower half?”





He raised his hand, catching Bronya’s small, delicate foot as it aimed for his abdomen. His expression darkened slightly.





Bronya deactivated her helmet’s mask, blinking innocently.





“It’s just a tactical choice.”





“...You’re just messing with me, aren’t you?”





“You saw through me.”





“And you admit it?”





Sigurd tugged Bronya closer by her foot, then flicked her forehead lightly with a finger.





Bronya maintained her neutral expression but stuck her tongue out playfully.





“Mischief.”





Sigurd chuckled, pinching her nose affectionately.





Then Bronya took advantage of the moment, jumping up to wrap her arms around Sigurd’s neck.





She leaned in close, her warm breath brushing his ear as she whispered:





“Sigurd, Bronya missed you. Even being apart for just a little while feels unbearable.”





“...”





Unlike Kiana’s impulsive attempts to tease him, Bronya’s ability to control her emotions put her on another level.





Her affectionate words carried a different kind of power.





Sigurd had to admit, Bronya’s tender, devoted demeanor was both adorable and captivating.





Yet, he suddenly realized he didn’t want anyone else to see Bronya in her fitted black armor.





This possessive feeling, now more vivid after their relationship had deepened, startled him.





The next day, Sigurd redesigned Bronya’s black armor.





He compromised slightly on its extreme agility requirements, adding decorative plating and embellishments to obscure her figure from others.





Of course, it didn’t matter if she wore it in front of him.





The additional attachments also provided increased defense and firepower boost, compensating for the minor agility reduction.





As a finishing touch, Sigurd synced the redesigned data to other suits of black armor, modifying the designs for Kiana, Seele, Wendy, Raiden Mei, and the others as well.





Not that he considered all of them his—but who knows what the future might hold? It was best to prevent any unnecessary annoyance down the line.
























































[Day 5 with Bronya: Started keeping a diary. Weather: sunny. Went to the beach with Bronya. Her swimsuit is so cute... Why didn’t I notice before?]





[Day 6 with Bronya: Weather: sunny. Today she did a fashion show for me. Girls' clothing designs have so many variations, and for good reason—they look amazing. Though, it’s probably because Bronya herself is so adorable.]





[Day 7 with Bronya: Weather: cloudy. Bronya wanted to sunbathe, so I made it sunny. Observation deck, same place, same stories.]





[Day 8 with Bronya: Weather: cloudy… Sigurd, oh Sigurd, how can you be so easily distracted? Have you forgotten your goal of saving the world? At this rate, your efficiency will be halved! Starting tomorrow, focus on work! Also, Bronya’s cooking is surprisingly good, and her hands are surprisingly soft.]





[Day 9 with Bronya: The bathroom.]





[Day 10 with Bronya: Watching a movie.]





[Day 11 with Bronya: She hung a picture of Kiana above the bed…]





[Day 12: Listened to Bronya sing. Her monotone version of Katyusha was unexpectedly good. I wonder how she’d look dancing? With her slender figure and amazing flexibility, it’d probably be quite the sight.]





…





Rip!





Sigurd tore the thick brown leather notebook to shreds and burned it to ashes.





“You wrote so diligently—why tear it up?”





“…It’s meaningless.”





Sigurd sighed lifelessly, his eyes dull and deadened, as though he’d lost the will to live.





Even though it was unlikely to be leaked, if anyone ever saw this diary, it would completely destroy the image he’d worked so hard to maintain.





All he could say was… Bronya was intoxicating, in every sense of the word.





Bronya leaned against Sigurd’s strong chest, absentmindedly drawing circles on his abs, her lips curved into a mischievous smirk that carried a rebellious charm.





“Not happy?”





“No, I’m very happy.”





“Bronya is too.”





“But we need to set some limits. Tomorrow, I’ll head to the Far East. The reconstruction plan for the region has been finalized. Dr. Einstein intends to transform this uninhabited land into the superstructure for the Moonlight Throne’s main cannon, as well as convert it into a weapons factory, training ground, and testing site. It’s a massive project, and I need to oversee it.”





Sigurd spoke as he gently stroked the girl’s silky smooth hair, finding himself increasingly unable to let go.





What had once been mere admiration for her cuteness now felt like a profound love etched into his very being with each glance she cast his way.





However, as he’d said, life was full of important matters, and for the sake of a longer and better future, he couldn’t indulge in Bronya’s softness forever.





Bronya stopped her playful teasing and lifted her head, looking at Sigurd’s face for a moment before nodding.





“Understood. Let’s go together. Bronya’s arsenal upgrades are complete, and I can test them in live combat against some Honkai beasts.”





“Good idea.”





“And… does this mean we need to start keeping our distance?”





“At least until I’ve been honest with Kiana, that would be best.”





Sigurd’s words carried the unmistakable tone of a heartless man.





Worried Bronya might feel hurt, he quickly added, “I’m sorry.”





The apology was simple and unembellished. To others, it might sound perfunctory, incapable of satisfying a girl in this situation.





But Bronya responded with a gentle, understanding smile.





“It’s okay, I can feel it—Sigurd’s care for me.”





“…Thank you.”





Sigurd found himself at a loss for words beyond that.





He had always emphasized wanting a partner who was easygoing and undemanding—not an empty boast, but truly what he valued.





However, after experiencing Bronya’s thoughtfulness, he found himself wishing she would be just a little more selfish, so he could know better how to care for her.





“Still… will it really be okay? About Kiana…”





Bronya’s face showed a hint of unease.





Both of them knew Kiana’s personality well—bold, passionate, and, most of the time, explosively fiery.





With how much Kiana valued Sigurd, this sudden interference in their relationship would undoubtedly provoke a strong reaction.





It was just hard to predict how extreme it might be.





Sigurd lowered his gaze, looking at her with a slightly amused expression.





“Finally scared now?”





"…Since my wishes have already been fulfilled, I also need to carefully consider the consequences."





"Don't worry. She won't leave me," Sigurd said flatly.





Though his tone was calm, his feelings toward the situation were far from serene.





However, his confidence was based on an undeniable fact: Kiana couldn’t possibly leave him, and he wouldn’t allow it even if she tried.





Under this premise, any other conflict could be resolved.





First, he accepted Kiana's confession. Then, he developed this relationship with Bronya. Next, he planned to leverage Kiana's dependence on him to make her accept this reality. And of course, there was Sin Mal—who likely wouldn’t change her feelings, something even Kiana was fully aware of...





"I've become a scumbag."





Sigurd rubbed his chin and muttered, finally realizing the truth.





"Pfft!"





Bronya could roughly guess what Sigurd was pondering and found his embarrassment particularly amusing.





"And you’re laughing? This is all your fault," Sigurd said, tugging at Bronya's cheek, his expression deadpan and slightly intimidating.





After a moment, he let go and said nonchalantly, "Whatever. A scumbag it is."





"Have you come to terms with it, Sigurd?"





"The situation is what it is. I won’t make excuses. Besides, I’m quite satisfied."





"Yep, Sigurd truly is a scumbag."





Bronya gave him a sidelong glance, covering her mouth and making a playful face.





Faced with her smug, almost gleeful attitude about causing this mess in the first place, Sigurd seemed powerless to retaliate.





In recent days, Bronya had been getting increasingly bold, disregarding Sigurd's authority entirely. Yet, it seemed like she had no obvious weaknesses, making her hard to control.





It was time to think of a plan.





Sigurd gazed at Bronya with a mysterious intensity, watching until her playful expression gradually faded, and she nervously shrank her neck.





"Sigurd… you're thinking about something bad."





"You know, right? The Homu series was originally created by Welt. After he began his reform initiatives, the IP was handed over to me for continued operations. So, if I want, I could stop all Homu comics, animations, games, and movies from being updated—or even take them down entirely."





"I’m sorry. Bronya was too presumptuous," she said, standing up and smoothing her white dress before bowing her head obediently.





Bronya’s love for the Homu series was rooted in precious memories, as it had been one of the few bright spots in her otherwise grim life, offering a glimpse of innocence and imagination she had never truly experienced. Now, under Sigurd’s leadership, with top-tier artists and creators involved, the Homu series had reached a phenomenal level as a two-dimensional IP. If it were to stop updating, Bronya knew she’d spend sleepless nights in anguish.





Under Sigurd's enigmatic gaze, beads of sweat began forming on Bronya's forehead.





She nearly forgot, in the midst of his recent indulgence, that her ability to enjoy this privileged status by Sigurd’s side stemmed from her obedience, thoughtfulness, and competence.





If one day Bronya took his favor for granted and started acting out—her fate would be no different than Kiana's.





Don’t assume that the shift in their relationship meant Sigurd would tolerate anything from her. After all, Kiana had confessed successfully over a month ago, and yet Sigurd never went easy on her when the situation called for it!





Sigurd reached out, lifting Bronya's chin as his fingers gently traced her cheek.





"Don't worry, Bronya. I could never get angry with you. After all, you're just so adorable."





"…"





If Sigurd's voice weren’t so eerily sinister, Bronya might have believed him.





Sigh… Living with a king is like living with a tiger, isn’t that what they say? But what could she do? She’d already decided he was the one for her. No matter how helpless she felt, she could only accept it silently.





Stealing a glance at Sigurd’s deep blue eyes, Bronya’s lips curved upward slightly.





Admittedly, it was a little embarrassing to think, but despite her nervousness… She prefers this domineering side of Sigurd more!







































    

    













The next day, Bronya was already waiting on the upper-level helipad, fully prepared for departure.





When Sigurd arrived, Bronya crisply saluted him.





"All preparations are complete. Ready to depart at any time, Sir!"





Seeing the girl in her sharp gray-blue military uniform and the silver shuttle ready for takeoff, Sigurd nodded and patted her head.





"Well done. That's my girl."





Bronya's eyes lit up.





"Sigurd, Bronya wants more rewards!"





Being willfully demanding was out of the question, but a well-timed bit of coquettishness could foster closeness and intimacy.





Sigurd thought for a moment, leaned down, and gently brushed aside the hair on her forehead. He placed a light kiss on her smooth, jade-like brow.





Bronya smiled with delight, her sparkling eyes reflecting a brilliance akin to a starry night.





"Are you satisfied now?"





"Temporarily satisfied."





"Then let's go."





"Yes, sir!"





<+>





Unlike the luxurious and spacious sky passenger aircraft, the shuttle was designed purely for speed, optimized for high-altitude and even space travel. Its overwhelming propulsion made it unsuitable for ordinary passengers.





Thus, in just 20 minutes, the shuttle had crossed thousands of miles, crash-landing unceremoniously into a dedicated impact-absorbing structure.





Boom!!





The violent collision raised a cloud of dust.





Immediately, swarms of drones flew in from all directions, absorbing the airborne particles and quickly restoring the air to pristine clarity.





Then, brushing off his sleeves, Sigurd emerged first, followed closely by Bronya in her sleek black battle armor.





"Sig!!"





"Sigurd❤~~"





Bang! Bang!





The same old story, the same old ending.





When the ever-enthusiastic Kiana and Sin Mal leapt toward him, Sigurd, not wanting to be delayed from important tasks, resorted to the simplest solution—knocking them both flat. Left with lumps on their heads, they lay sprawled on the ground to "cool off."





Countless past incidents had proven this to be the most efficient method.





So, a few seconds later, Sigurd was already walking alongside Einstein, heading toward the exit of the landing site as they began to discuss business.





"I sent you the revised design proposal yesterday. I trust you've reviewed it. There's no need to discuss the designs for now; let's go directly to the site. I need to see the situation firsthand."





"Isn't the data collected by the drones sufficient?"





"I find it lacking in comprehensiveness. I have high expectations for Dr. Einstein's plan. If successfully executed, it could become one of civilization's trump cards, deserving the utmost attention."





"Alright… Then let Mei take you to the area where construction has begun. I have other matters to handle and won't be joining you."





Einstein crossed her arms and subtly shifted the conversation to Raiden Mei, who stood not far away.





Sigurd turned his gaze toward her.





Raiden Mei: Tremble—Tremble—Tremble~~





'Teacher, if you want me dead, just say so.'





'This is for your own good. If you keep avoiding him, how will you ever get over your fear of him?'





'The problem is, I don't want to get over them!'





‘Stop wasting time, or are you saying you want to personally accompany Sigurd the whole time?’





Sigurd, oblivious to the exchange of glances between the teacher and student, walked toward Raiden Mei. He grabbed a strand of her sleek, jet-black hair and gave it a slight tug.





“Hmm, your hair’s grown a bit longer, and you’ve gotten a little taller too. Developing nicely—well done.”





“Th-thank you for your concern!”





Raiden Mei straightened her back, her voice loud yet trembling slightly.





Why was she so scared?





First, she’d met Sigurd during the most vulnerable and fragile period of her life. His cold and ruthless demeanor, combined with his perpetually deadpan and intense stare, left a lasting shadow.





Then there was the way Sigurd treated the girls around him—particularly Kiana, Wendy, and Sin Mal.





Kiana, in particular, stood out as the prime example of his merciless methods: if they weren’t knocked out cold, he wouldn’t stop.





For a young Raiden Mei, those terrifying scenes gave her nightmares for years. That was the second layer of trauma.





And later, as if aware of her fear, Sigurd found it amusing and began indulging in it. Occasionally, he’d perform horrifying acts in front of her, such as dissecting Honkai beasts barehanded, burning dead soldiers while laughing chillingly, or narrating sinister plots in the shadows—all things that could scare even the bravest child into silence.





Years later, even though Mei had grown into a poised and gentle woman with a traditional Yamato Nadeshiko demeanor in front of anyone else, standing before Sigurd still made her tremble instinctively.





“You seem afraid of me?”





Sigurd tugged at her hair again, leaning in as he asked in a detached tone, knowing full well the answer.





Raiden Mei flinched, beads of sweat forming on her forehead.





“Absolutely not! I just hold you in the highest esteem, Sigurd, sir!”





“Is that so? Good to hear.”





Just as Sigurd finished speaking, a hand shot toward him with lightning speed, aiming to strike the one holding Mei’s hair.





Sigurd released his grip just in time to dodge the hand chop, lowering his gaze to the sudden intruder—Wendy, her expression full of irritation.





“Half a month since we last met, and you seem lively, Wendy.”





“Half a month since we last met, and you’re still so rude! Don’t you see Sister Mei is uncomfortable? You idiot! Blockhead! Big dumb lug!”





Wendy reprimanded him, jabbing a finger at his chest with rapid, forceful taps. When he remained unmoved, she lifted her foot, attempting to kick his knee.





Only to have her ankle caught mid-air as Sigurd held her upside-down by her leg.





“Waaah!!”





Wendy’s startled cry echoed as her skirt flipped over her head, obscuring her vision. Moments later, she heard the sound of a blade slicing through the air from above.





The next second, Sigurd casually tossed her aside.





Scrambling to fix her skirt, Wendy clambered back to her feet, glaring at him with a dark expression.





Sigurd stood there, expressionless, holding a small knife in one hand and a handful of black-green hair in the other.





Wendy’s face changed as she reached to the back of her head.





Sure enough, her carefully styled short hair—soft and meticulously groomed—was now uneven, with chunks missing as if gnawed on by a dog.





“Grow it out some more. Your hair’s not enough for now.”





Sigurd casually deposited the strands into a storage bag held open by Bronya, his tone indifferent as he addressed Wendy.





“Die, you bastard Sigurd!!”





Crash!!





Half a minute later, Sigurd was calmly fixing Wendy’s disheveled clothing, while she sported a bruised and swollen face.





“My apologies, Lord Sigurd.”





“No problem. It’s been half a month—you probably forgot my authority. I’ll forgive you this time.”





“Thank you for your boundless generosity, Lord Sigurd.”





“Good. Remember, even if you become a Herrscher, you must always maintain respect for me. Understood?”





Sigurd’s tone was even, and Wendy nodded obediently before he finally released her.





She reminded him of Kiana—always defiant and quick to forget consequences. No matter how many times they got beaten, they’d come back to challenge his authority.





Sigurd sighed internally. This behavior might be incurable, but it wasn’t troublesome.





Whenever they acted up, a quick "lesson" ensured peace for a while.





“Seele, come here and apply some medicine for her.”





He beckoned to Seele, who had been waiting patiently nearby. Sigurd’s expression softened as he gestured for her to come over like calling a puppy.





“Yes, Brother Sigurd!”





Seele’s eyes lit up, and she happily ran over, her entire demeanor radiating joy. It seemed simply being noticed by Sigurd was enough to make her day.





Sigurd glanced around.





Not far off, Kiana and Sin Mal—each floored by a single punch—still hadn’t gotten up.


Raiden Mei stood trembling at the side, quaking with fear whenever his gaze landed on her.





Wendy, teary-eyed, sniffled pitifully beside him.





Seele, smiling brightly, was diligently tending to Wendy’s wounds, practically wagging an imaginary tail.





And Bronya stood stoically behind him, her expression unreadable, though she had long since crossed unspoken boundaries with him using unconventional means.





Ah, this was the core of Anti-Entropy’s new generation. So full of hope...





Wait. Something seemed a bit off.





Sigurd stroked his chin as the realization slowly dawned on him:





Why do all my elite protégés seem so... odd?




















  

















“Soil... there’s still some residual Honkai energy, though not much. It won’t be a major issue. Switch the primary construction team to mechanical units and personnel with resistance to Honkai energy, and include a dose of Honkai energy inhibitors. Once the ‘Moonlight Throne’ device is completed, this residual energy could even serve as the initial startup power…”





The brownish soil sifted through Sigurd’s fingers as he analyzed it thoughtfully.





Then, he lowered his head and lightly stomped on the ground.





“On the surface, the foundation seems stable… Dr. Einstein should’ve conducted an underground environment survey, right?”





Sigurd turned to Raiden Mei for confirmation.





Holding a tablet to record his observations, Raiden Mei instinctively straightened her posture, put on a serious face, and forced herself to remain calm.





“Yes! A comprehensive exploration was conducted using seismic waves, electromagnetic signals, and precision gravity field analysis. No weak geological structures were found. Additionally, a thick granite bedrock was identified 18 meters below ground, providing solid support!”





“Hmm… Ultimately, these are indirect methods. I trust Dr. Einstein’s technology, but have you tested it with Honkai energy?”





“Honkai energy?”





Raiden Mei blinked in confusion.





Sigurd glanced at her and sighed.





“Sigh… After all these years of dealing with Honkai, humanity has begun reaping its benefits with the full deployment of the ‘Moonlight Throne.’ However, both Anti-Entropy and Schicksal still instinctively treat Honkai energy as a source of war and threat… Minds remain too narrow.”





“Huh?”





Raiden Mei stared at him, half-understanding his point.





Without further explanation, Sigurd summoned a swarm of worker bees, which descended onto the ground, burrowing into the soil.





Then, a surge of Honkai energy spread out from beneath his feet. Amid the golden glimmers across the ground, the worker bees transformed into energy-guiding devices, channeling the Honkai energy into the underground layers.





Sigurd extended his perception, using the infused Honkai energy to construct a complete underground model in his mind.





“Electromagnetic signals, gravity, and seismic waves only reflect single physical properties. Honkai energy, on the other hand, can provide a complete and accurate representation of the reality—if used correctly. Understand?”





As he recorded the model into a virtual screen projected by the bees, Sigurd posed the question to Raiden Mei.





Raiden Mei dutifully recorded the practice on her tablet, then saluted with sincere respect.





“Yes! Thank you for your guidance, Mr. Sigurd. I’ll remember this experience and apply Honkai energy more flexibly in the future.”





“So you didn’t understand?”





Sigurd cast her a flat glance.





Raiden Mei: “…”





Some things were best left unsaid. Not everyone could be compared to a "demon king" like him! Even with a new perspective, there’s still a process of adaptation and experimentation—it’s impossible to master instantly!





Internally grumbling, she lowered her head outwardly, pretending to show shame.





“Forget it. The point is to encourage open-mindedness. Our enemy is the Honkai, a force that grows stronger alongside civilization. To have a chance at victory, we must be united and exhaust every ounce of ingenuity. Especially in the field of scientific research, narrow-mindedness and stagnation are unacceptable.”





“…Understood. Thank you for your guidance.”





Raiden Mei expressed her gratitude again, this time showing a warm and sincere smile as she grasped the deeper meaning behind his words.





Sigurd patted her shoulder in encouragement.





The next second, Raiden Mei froze in place. Physically and mentally, her brain went blank, cold sweat broke out, and a shiver ran down her spine.





“In your youth, influenced by hormones, I played around a bit, which may have caused you some distress. I apologize for that. Try to overcome it soon. You’ll be an important strategic asset to civilization in the future, and it’s best not to have such obvious psychological weaknesses.”





Half-apology, half-requirement, Sigurd spoke calmly.





Raiden Mei stiffly nodded.





She never thought she’d see the day when Sigurd apologized to her—wait, “playing around”?! Did that mean her struggles were partly due to his deliberate actions?





Before she could process this thought further, Sigurd continued with another question:


“The facility is near the coast. There must be designs to resist typhoons and tsunamis, right?”





“Yes! Preparations have been made to withstand high-intensity typhoons and tsunamis.”





"Add another circle of defensive and countermeasure installations on the coastal side. In extreme cases, consider the threat of Honkai Beasts emerging from the sea."





"That... indeed, I hadn’t accounted for this issue. Should we move the construction site further inland just to be safe?"





"No need. Dr. Einstein’s layout is quite logical; this location is optimal. Even in extreme scenarios, this is only a supplementary facility and won’t significantly impact the entire system’s operation. Just enhance the defenses—there’s no need to relocate."





As Sigurd walked ahead, he explained his judgment to Raiden Mei.





Suddenly, his ears twitched, catching a sound that made him glance back.





Not far behind him, Kiana and Sin Mal, who routinely followed him, were pulling at each other’s cheeks while muttering insults under their breaths, a typical quarrel between them.





"Eleven o’clock direction, about sixty-seven kilometers away—there are signs of Honkai Beast activity. Kiana, Sin Mal, go deal with it. Don’t let them gather into a sizable group."





"Yes, sir!" x2





The two of them immediately stood upright, saluted, and activated their black armor. Trailing pale blue flames, they vanished into the horizon in the blink of an eye.





"Sigh..."





Sigurd let out a deep sigh.





If there ever came a day when these two could be even half as reliable as Bronya, his quality of life might improve by a significant margin.





Looking at the quiet Bronya beside him, Sigurd took a deep breath and shook his head.





Never mind. A noisy bunch is better than a second Bronya—one cunning and bold vixen is more than enough.





"Let’s go check the actual construction progress. I heard from Dr. Einstein that many aspects of this system’s implementation were arranged by you. It’s a good chance to see how much you’ve improved."





"Yes, Mr. Sigurd."





Raiden Mei swallowed nervously, struggling to suppress the trembling in her legs as she followed him a few steps behind.





<+>





After a day of inspection, Sigurd had a comprehensive understanding of the details of the Moonlight Throne mega-system in the Far East region. He had Mei compile a long list of suggestions for improvements.





Once they returned to the base, Mei immediately went to report the situation to Dr. Einstein—judging by her quickened steps, she seemed eager to escape from Sigurd’s presence.





Bronya, now free from duty, bid a polite farewell and went off to reunite with Seele, whom she hadn’t seen for over half a month.





As for Kiana and Sin Mal, Sigurd casually sent them off on another task.





Finally, after what felt like an eternity, he could enjoy some long-awaited peace and quiet on his own.







































    

    













"That Sigurd! To think he’d mess with a girl’s precious hair! Someday, I’ll make him pay— Argh, I’m so mad!"





On the deserted balcony plaza, Wendy sat in a corner under the setting sun, clutching her hair. Staring at the uneven, messy ends of her locks, she muttered tearfully to herself.





"You say that, but if you could muster even half that resolve to decisively win him over, wouldn’t that be better?"





From Wendy’s perspective, she could see a black-dressed girl floating lazily before her. The girl bore the exact same face as her own but had glowing green eyes exuding a mysterious and dark aura. Her expression was one of disinterested indolence.





"Shut up!"





"Why are you yelling at me? You’ve made no progress after all these years. If you keep this up, you’ll end up like those high school girls in their senior year—just a fleeting memory in his life once this phase passes."





Inner Wendy pointed at her counterpart with a French fry before casually tossing it into her own mouth, crunching it loudly.





"…Why are you eating fries?"





"This is the mindscape, duh. Everything’s possible here. If you need anything, just let me know—I can whip up a dream tonight where Sigurd does everything you say. Anything goes~"





"No, thanks. Something so unreal has no meaning."





"Then you’re already aware, huh? Reality is what counts. Daydreaming by yourself here accomplishes nothing. So why not just go for it and try to win him over? Why are you holding back so much?"





"…If it were that simple!"





Wendy hugged her head, pouting in frustration.





After all, she’s a girl. She had to maintain some dignity. Plus… Sigurd was such a thick-headed, unresponsive block of wood! How on earth was she supposed to win him over? She had absolutely no clue!





And that was the fundamental difference between a tsundere and a pragmatist.





"Fine, keep sulking. I won’t waste my time with you— Oh, by the way, this new hairstyle of yours? Ugly-cute. For once, I think Sigurd did a fantastic job. "





"What did you just say?!"





Poking right at her sore spot, Inner Wendy vanished before Wendy could unleash her fury. No matter how much she called out, there was no response.





Staring at the empty air, Wendy let out an exasperated scream:





"Arghhh!!!"





<+>





Elsewhere, Sigurd was walking leisurely, nodding back at the occasional salutes from passing Anti-Entropy members while absentmindedly tapping on a virtual screen, remotely controlling a swarm of bees to weave something intricate.





Pat-pat!





Two synchronized, light footsteps suddenly echoed from behind him.





"Guess who?" x2





Two hands reached out from behind to cover Sigurd’s eyes. A cold, emotionless voice and an energetic, cheerful one spoke in unison.





Sigurd paused mid-step, a slight smile tugging at his lips.





"Is it… Seele and Wendy? No playing tricks now."





"Wrong!" x2





"Then… Kiana and Sin Mal? Don’t get cheeky, or I’ll hang you both up again."





"Still wrong!!" x2





"Then… Mei? Eliza? Florence? Little Lisa? Or maybe Nunnally?"





"…" x2





Rozaliya and Liliya withdrew their hands simultaneously. From behind Sigurd, two small heads—one pink, one blue—peeked out on either side, tilting up to look at him.





Rozaliya puffed out her cheeks, already chubby with a hint of baby fat.





Liliya’s expression was unreadable, but her eyes conveyed a trace of dissatisfaction.





"Not playing anymore?"





"Brother Sigurd is mean! You knew it was us all along!"





Liliya said woodenly, while Rozaliya nodded vigorously, pointing at Sigurd with a puffed-up, indignant look.





"Exactly! And what’s with those names earlier? Lisa, Eliza, Nunnally—who are they? Since when did you secretly meet so many girls?!"





"No idea, just made them up," Sigurd replied nonchalantly. He reached out, placing both hands on their heads and giving them a light but deliberate rub.





"Hehe!"





"Stop laughing, Rozaliya, our hairstyles are getting messy."





Sure enough, when Sigurd let go, their meticulously styled long hair had visibly turned messy, adopting a homely and adorable vibe—a charming shift from their polished, screen-ready look.





"So, what have you two been up to all this time?" Sigurd asked.





The other girls who came by always had legitimate tasks, but these two idol hopefuls still seemed more like freeloaders. Sigurd never bothered asking how Bronya managed to rope them into this.





"Hehe! We've been comforting the warriors and disaster victims!"





"Exactly! Liliya and Rozaliya have already held seventeen Vodka Sisters concerts here, spreading blessings to everyone working so hard. It’s the righteous path of idols."





Rozaliya beamed with pride, while Liliya raised a finger, her expression serious as she explained. Pride radiated from both of them.





Sigurd patted their heads again.





"That’s excellent. You’ve done something meaningful."





For the disaster survivors and soldiers, material needs were well-covered, but emotional relief and stress alleviation were paramount.





Though their singing was already quite good, what mattered most was the splash of color and joy they brought to this post-calamity land. For the survivors and stationed forces, their performances were a rare treat.





Trust Bronya to be thorough—whatever ulterior motives she might have had in sending them, it was still genuine work.





Then Sigurd noticed the stage outfits the two were wearing and the fatigue evident in their expressions.





"Just finished a performance?"





Rozaliya: "Uh-huh!"





Liliya: "Yes."





"Go take a shower and rest. We’ll have dinner together later."





"Yesss~" x2





After one last affectionate head pat, the sisters hopped away cheerfully.





Watching their retreating figures, Sigurd shook his head with an amused smile.





Seventeen concerts in half a month—more than one per day. That was a grueling schedule, yet until today, they hadn’t reached out to Sigurd to brag or complain even once. Clearly, they had devoted all their energy to the performances.





Such dedication wasn’t merely out of love for their idol careers; it also reflected a sincere desire to help others.





That thought warmed Sigurd’s heart.





…





Once the sisters vanished down the path, Sigurd looked up, shifted directions, and headed toward the high balcony.





There, Wendy was still huddled in a corner, wallowing in self-pity. She was even drawing circles on the ground in frustration.





Suddenly, a shadow loomed over her.





"Ah!"





Startled, Wendy toppled sideways onto the ground. After a moment, she touched her head and felt a soft, wide beret.





"It’s light blue—matches your Herrscher outfit perfectly. It’s nice for everyday wear and can cover your current hairstyle. It’s made from special materials, resistant to Honkai energy, and offers extra head protection."





A calm, familiar voice that sometimes even echoed in her dreams spoke from beside her, carrying a detached yet soothing tone.





Wendy looked up.





Under the dim glow of the setting sun was a side profile carved with sharp, striking features. The breeze ruffled his silver short hair and white coat as he rested his hands on the railing, gazing down at the scenery below.





His commanding presence was unparalleled—like a powerful piano composition resonating in a silent hall, vivid and poetic.




















  
    

    













"What do you mean, that's what I really think?! Just you wait!!!"





In the mental realm, Inner Wendy lounged lazily on the sofa, propping her head up as she watched TV and munched on chips. She scratched her left shin with her right toes and rolled her eyes dismissively.





"If you've got time to yell at me in the mental realm, why not do something productive instead, my dear Wendy?"





"With that tough-on-the-outside, soft-on-the-inside personality of yours, you'd only scare someone if pigs started flying!"





Inner Wendy threw a chip into her mouth, yawning lazily.





In the real world, Wendy had just picked herself up off the ground. She adjusted her dress, hesitated, then shuffled a tiny step forward, and then another, until she finally stood next to Sigurd.





Sigurd's experiment with the fusion warrior had been a success, allowing him to reach his full potential.





But Wendy, with her petite frame and a four-year age gap between her and Sigurd, looked entirely dwarfed next to him—an adorable contrast in height.





"You're so tall…" Wendy muttered absentmindedly, craning her neck to look up.





Sigurd raised his hand.





Instinctively, Wendy clutched at her newly acquired beret.





"What are you doing? Don't mess around! That's it—wait till next time!"





If he cut any more, her hair would be beyond salvage.





With wary, wide black eyes, Wendy glared at Sigurd. But all Sigurd did was pat the top of her hat-covered head instead of yanking at her hair as she'd feared.





"???"





Wendy exhaled in relief, though she was still somewhat baffled.





Sigurd looked at the peculiar display with a mix of exasperation and amusement.





"Paranoid much?"





"Who's paranoid?! You don't even think about whose fault this is!"





"Mine."





"See, you do get it!"





Wendy gritted her teeth but ultimately let it go, exasperation giving way to resignation.





Of course she understood by now—this guy was just like that: striding down the path of righteousness with dazzling confidence. Even if his words could be cutting, being by his side made it impossible not to follow him—because standing next to him gave people hope.





"...If you need anything, let me know. I get it—the Herrscher’s research is incredibly valuable and strategically significant. It's important for this world," Wendy muttered, leaning on the railing. She took off her hat and fiddled with it, letting her awkward hairstyle be exposed to Sigurd.





Let him laugh if he wanted to; Wendy didn’t mind. Sacrificing a bit of hair for the greater good of fighting against the Honkai was an honor.





"Thank you," Sigurd said calmly.





Though Wendy often lashed out at him, and Sigurd wasn’t exactly gentle toward her, in truth, Wendy had the highest level of understanding and alignment with Sigurd's ideals among all the girls around him.





Kiana, Sin Mal, and Bronya all had their reasons—some pursued justice, while others had no interest in saving the world at all. Yet, regardless of their motives, their decision to follow Sigurd was more driven by emotional attachment.





Wendy, however, was different. She genuinely believed in the grand vision of saving the world and actively thought and acted on it. Her decision to follow Sigurd wasn’t a matter of blind emotion but a calculated judgment after comparing various philosophies and capabilities, ultimately choosing Sigurd’s path.





If one day she found that Schicksal's ideals were more correct, Wendy would bid Sigurd farewell. Even if she cried while leaving, she wouldn’t look back.





Only Wendy tried to truly understand Sigurd's thoughts—his problems, his actions, his purposes, and their significance to the world. She comprehended him completely.





That’s why she never truly got angry at Sigurd’s blunt or harsh behavior. She understood that it was all meaningful and necessary.





Returning to the moment, after receiving Sigurd’s thanks, Wendy clutched her hat and slowly turned her face away to hide the blush spreading across her cheeks.





"Why… why are you suddenly saying this kind of thing…"





It was so embarrassing!





"Recently, the doubts and criticism about Herrschers have been growing louder," Sigurd said, abruptly shifting the topic.





Wendy paused for a moment, her brows furrowing.





“True, just because you trust us doesn’t mean outsiders will accept us without hesitation. More Herrschers standing on humanity’s side could be a good thing, but it’s also a ticking time bomb for some.”





“No, even I have my doubts about the nature of Herrschers. You each have quite a few drones watching over you.”





“It’s not just surveillance; it’s protection, isn’t it? Stop pretending to be so harsh when you’re actually soft-hearted. Do you think I don’t know you by now?”





She nudged Sigurd’s side with her elbow and leaned on the railing, turning her head. Her smile bloomed like a fresh flower—radiant, vibrant, and irresistibly charming without her even realizing it.





Sigurd’s lips curled into a faint smile.





“I’ll handle this wave of criticism, but it won’t disappear entirely. It’ll linger for quite some time. Don’t let it affect your mindset. Also, keep an eye on Seele for me. That kid’s far less mature than you.”





“Got it, I’ll be careful… Wait, now that I think about it, why is it that you’re always pulling my hair, but Seele’s hair is perfectly fine?”





“Because… she’s well-behaved. I can’t bear to.”





“So I just deserve it, huh?!”





Wendy pointed at herself, hopping in frustration, looking utterly indignant as though she couldn’t believe Sigurd’s blatant favoritism.





“By the way, Kiana’s one of you now.”





“What?”





“It’s a long story, one that starts with the Second Eruption…”





Sigurd began recounting the tale. His tone carried no personal bias, simply laying out the facts logically, like narrating history.





It was precisely this straightforwardness that allowed Wendy to grasp the full weight of the situation.





“Wow… If it weren’t for you, who knows what would’ve happened to Kiana. I can’t even imagine. And Otto Apocalypse… The more I learn about him, the more I want to tear him apart, yet the more terrifying he seems.”





Wendy sighed heavily, her heart aching for Kiana’s trials.





Sigurd glanced at her and, with characteristic bluntness, said:





“If I hadn’t been there, you wouldn’t have fared much better.”





“…That’s true.”





Wendy scratched her cheek, conceding the point. Without Sigurd, she might still be trapped in the Oceania branch’s abyss—crippled, surrounded by hostile forces, or perhaps long dead, consumed by the corruption of the Gem of Desire.





“It’s all in the past now. Whether it’s Kiana or me… Thank you. You’ve been through so much, starting from nothing, deceiving Otto to survive, joining Anti-Entropy, inspiring Walter’s philosophy, advancing scientific research, managing the complexities of Anti-Entropy, and bolstering humanity’s strength step by step. You’ve taken on responsibilities most people can’t even imagine… Are you tired?”





Wendy smiled softly, her eyes shimmering as she gazed at Sigurd.





He stared back at her for a moment, then flicked her forehead.





“You little brat, trying to comfort me? Drink more milk and grow taller first.”





“Ahhh!!! You’re so annoying! Can’t you just graciously accept my kindness for once?!”





“Sometimes, I do think it’s exhausting. I’d like to live peacefully, without so many troubles. But the times are what they are, and I’m here. So I have no choice but to step up. Honkai is ever-present, but humanity will win. That’s what I believe.”





His calm words, devoid of any fervor, dispelled Wendy’s annoyance over her height. Her expression softened as she gently took Sigurd’s hand and said:





“I know. We’ll all work hard alongside you.”





“Alright, it’s time to eat. Let’s go.”





“Okay!”





The two walked inside, heading down the stairs toward the dining room.





Along the way, their conversation continued, interspersed with bickering.





“By the way, if you’re not going to wear the hat, return it. The material’s expensive, and I can use it elsewhere.”





“Don’t even think about it. It’s mine now!”





“But you’re not wearing it.”





“It’s still mine. You’re not getting it, period! Nyah~”





“Fine. Not wearing it is okay. You’re not ugly, even if you go bald. If anyone says otherwise, I’ll punch them.”





“You’re the bald one! Wendy will always be the cutest, no matter the hairstyle!”





“…Shameless.”





“What did you say?! Wait, does that mean you’re planning to pull all my hair out next time?!”





“That’s not what I meant, but if you’re offering, I won’t say no.”





“Not a chance, you jerk Sigurd!!!”




















  
    

    













For Sigurd, this dinner was the liveliest he’d had in over half a month.





The previous days had been spent with Bronya. While her company was warm and comforting, it was also a bit too quiet. Being reunited with these lively and endearing girls brought back a sense of normalcy he hadn’t felt in a while.





After dinner, Rozaliya and Liliya still wanted to cling to Sigurd. However, the fatigue of the past few days seemed to catch up with them. After chatting about all sorts of nonsense for a while, they fell asleep curled up on either side of Sigurd, each using one of his thighs as a pillow on the large sofa.





“You’re unusually quiet today. That’s not like you,” Sigurd said, turning to Kiana, who was seated on a nearby chair.





The other girls were nowhere to be seen; perhaps they had other things to attend to. It wouldn’t be surprising if this was Bronya’s arrangement, either out of thoughtfulness or—more likely—her urgency to have Sigurd and Kiana clear the air, so she could openly declare her new relationship with him.





Sigurd sighed silently. At this point, he wasn’t particularly nervous anymore. It was something he had to do—find a moment alone to tell Kiana and comfort her through what might turn into a tearful ordeal. Though… it was still quite a headache.





Kiana rolled her eyes at him and pressed a finger to her lips.





“Shhh! Keep your voice down. Those two have been exhausted recently; let them rest.”





“And what about you? Learned anything new?”





“Hehe! Nope!”





Kiana sat backward on the chair, leaning over the backrest as she shook her head mischievously.





Sigurd frowned at her.





“Nothing to show for it?”





“What can I do? Wendy, Seele, and Mei—they’re all proper Herrschers who’ve made peace with their other selves and can begin honing their Herrscher abilities. But me… you know my situation. It’s different.”





Kiana folded her arms over the backrest and rested her chin on her pale arms, speaking in an indifferent tone.





But Sigurd could see the disappointment in her eyes.





“She won’t compromise, huh?”





“Of course not. All I can feel from her is hatred and rage. She has no goodwill toward this world—not even a shred… I think.”





Kiana spoke, her expression distant, before letting out a long, helpless sigh.





What she didn’t say was that even if the part of her deep within her soul could reconcile with the world, Kiana herself could never accept that part of her. The conflict between them seemed utterly unsolvable.





“Then don’t force it. Take whatever power you can wrest from the Herrscher of the Void, and leave the rest for now. I’ll figure out a way to remove her from your soul—or at least seal her.”





“Mm, I’ll leave it to you, Sig… Ah, now that I think about it, I’ve been saying that my whole life! Every time, it’s the same line. Don’t get tired of me being such a bother, okay?”





“No shaking you off, I guess. I’m helpless here too.”





“Hey! At least give me some dignity, dummy.”





Kiana whispered with a blush of annoyance and embarrassment, her face tinged pink.





Sigurd merely looked at her quietly. In this moment, his silence spoke volumes.





They sat in comfortable proximity, not touching but simply keeping each other company.





They stayed like that until late at night, ensuring the two girls asleep on Sigurd’s lap were deeply slumbering.





Then, the two of them carried the sisters back to their room and tucked them in.





As soon as they stepped out, Kiana leapt onto Sigurd’s back, burying her face near his neck and inhaling deeply.





“Sig’s scent… I missed it so much.”





“That makes you sound like a pervert.”





“It’s my way of showing I missed you! Did you miss me, Sig?”





“…”





Sigurd instinctively adjusted his grip to support her, worried she might fall off. He didn’t respond aloud, but a thought flickered through his mind—it did feel nice.





As for missing her… Well, he did, but having spent so much time with Bronya, he wasn’t sure if his longing reached the same intensity as Kiana’s.





His silence earned him a dissatisfied poke on the head from Kiana.





“Hey! This is when you’re supposed to say you missed me—every moment of every day. Got it?”





“I’ll say it next time.”





“Fine, Sigurd’s still a bit clueless, but I’ll teach you slowly.”





“…Alright.”





Sigurd agreed, conceding the point.





Romance was an area where he lacked experience. He would have to find time to learn. After all, he owed it to Kiana to be considerate of her feelings— Oh, and now Bronya’s too.





Carrying Kiana on his back, Sigurd slowly made his way outside and asked,





“Wanna take a walk on the rooftop?”





“Sure! Anywhere is fine as long as it’s with you, Sig. Ehehe!”





Kiana responded with boundless enthusiasm.





Sigurd carried her to the rooftop.





Under the crescent moon’s silver light and amidst the gentle sea breeze, the stars above created a serene, comforting atmosphere.





“Get down.”





Sigurd patted her thigh, loosening his grip.





But Kiana tightened her legs around him and refused, her soft voice playful.





“Nooo~~”





She wasn’t about to let go.





After finally resolving her inner turmoil and confessing her feelings to Sigurd, she was thrown into the chaos of the massive Far East Honkai eruption. Once that was dealt with, she had to part from Sigurd again to continue mastering her Herrscher powers.





After all this back-and-forth, it felt like nothing had changed since before her confession.





Now that she finally had the chance to be alone with Sigurd, Kiana wished she had a bottle of super glue to stick herself to him permanently. How could she easily let go?





Yet, as she clung to Sigurd with sweet satisfaction, Kiana couldn’t help but glance around suspiciously.





“Strange… why is Sin Mal so quiet today? That’s not like her at all!”





“...Probably with Bronya.”





“Hmm, could be. That girl is always so distracted, unlike me—I’m wholeheartedly devoted to you, Sig. That line’s a good one, right? Remember to give me bonus affection points for it!”





Kiana spoke with an air of seriousness. Because she was perched on Sigurd’s back, she didn’t catch the subtle expression that flickered across his face for a brief moment.





Resigned, Sigurd once again supported her small frame and sighed.





“Do you think this is some kind of dating sim?”





“Hehe, if it were a dating sim, it’d be great! At least I’d get to see a progress bar. Unlike now—you’ve been such a blockhead for so long and haven’t even said you like me… I mean, I can wait, but… it still makes me uneasy.”





Kiana’s tone gradually grew a little despondent. Then, as if to alleviate her feelings of insecurity, she hugged Sigurd even tighter.





Sigurd fell silent.





What now? Was there anyone who could teach him a ready-made cheesy line to ease this situation?





After hesitating for a moment, Sigurd sighed and released her.





“Get down. I’ll give you some candy.”





“Nope! You can give it to me now. Ahhh~”





Kiana leaned forward, peeking over Sigurd’s shoulder with her mouth wide open.





In response, Sigurd flicked her lightly on the forehead.





Kiana stuck out her tongue playfully, finally letting go. She hopped down and stood in front of Sigurd, holding out her hands expectantly, her big eyes blinking with anticipation.





Sigurd placed a small, transparent capsule in her palms.





Kiana tossed it into her mouth without hesitation.





“Hmm? It’s bitter!”





Suddenly, Sigurd reached out and covered her mouth firmly.





“Swallow it.”





“Mm!?”





A few seconds later, the rapidly dissolving pill went down her throat.





As Sigurd let go, Kiana covered her throat, grimacing in bitterness as she spun in place and stomped her feet in frustration in front of him.





“You tricked me! That wasn’t candy!”





“It’s a supplement to counteract the physical toll of Herrscher powers. You’re supposed to take it once a week, and also after every use of the Void Herrscher’s abilities. Remember to take it on schedule.”





Sigurd held up another transparent capsule, waved it in front of her, then tucked it into the pocket of her shirt.





Kiana puffed out her cheeks in indignation.





“Fine, but why does it have to taste so awful? Can’t they add some sugar to it?”





“If it were sweet, I’d worry you’d use your powers more often just to eat it.”





“Do I look like the kind of person who would do that?!”





“…”





After a moment of silence, Sigurd replied,





“It's late. Let’s go back to sleep.”





“Wait a minute! Why were you silent just now?!”





“I was… trying to be considerate of your feelings and dignity?” Sigurd replied hesitantly.





“Argh!”





Kiana lunged forward, baring her teeth and pretending to bite Sigurd’s neck. In the end, she couldn’t bring herself to actually bite him. Instead, she left behind a tiny trace of glistening saliva but no bite marks.





“Meanie!”





“Yes, I’m a meanie.”





“Bully!”





“Well then, how about I give you real candy?”





“Yay!”





Kiana finally got a real piece of candy—milk-flavored, rich and creamy. Under the moonlight, her delighted smile bloomed like a flower, sweet and radiant.




















  

















The candy was truly sweet.





Having just tasted it firsthand from Kiana’s lips, Sigurd couldn’t help but savor the memory.





“Ugh—”





Kiana, her face flushed bright red, squatted down, covering her face as she let out an unintelligible groan.





Moments later, she peeked through her fingers, tilting her head suspiciously to look at Sigurd.





“Why… why do you seem so skilled at this?”





“...”





Sigurd looked up at the sky in silence.





He couldn’t answer that.





What could he say—that he’d practiced with Bronya?





Kiana’s expression suddenly shifted as if she had an epiphany, a mischievous grin spreading across her face.





“Oh, I get it. You must’ve secretly studied some materials to prepare for today, didn’t you? Haha, it’s fine! I don’t mind. Next time, just come to me for practical training!”





Still squatting, Kiana looked up at him with a teasing, wicked smile.





Sigurd gazed down at her, meeting her pure eyes brimming with sweetness and joy. Her innocence only deepened his guilt.





Seeing that he wasn’t responding, Kiana assumed she’d hit the mark and that he was too embarrassed to admit it. Standing up, she dusted off her skirt, cleared her throat, and tried to compose herself.





“Ahem! Well then… let’s head back and rest. It’s really late.”





Despite her attempt to act composed, Kiana’s heart was still pounding from Sigurd’s unexpectedly quick and passionate “counterattack” earlier. Truthfully, she hadn’t quite calmed down yet.





So, for once, she didn’t insist on sharing a bed with him. Instead, she stepped around him, trying to appear steady and calm as she walked away.





But as she passed by him, Sigurd caught her wrist.





“I’ll be staying here for three days.”





Sigurd’s sudden words made Kiana blink in confusion.





“Huh?”





“There are major plans for the Far East region that I need to discuss in detail with Dr. Einstein. Since we requisitioned the entire Far East, I also need to give Schicksal a proper explanation. They’ll only listen to me. Plus… there are some other things I need to handle, including a visit to St. Freya. Altogether, it’ll take about three days to deal with everything.”





“Oh… so, no time for a date again? Fine, I get it. Prioritize your work. I understand.”





Though her words expressed understanding, Kiana’s pouty lips and unhappy expression said otherwise. Still, she didn’t press further or complain. She accepted Sigurd’s schedule with an unusual amount of maturity.





She’s grown up… Sigurd thought as he gazed at her. The realization stirred a mix of emotions—pride, joy, and an inexplicable sense of melancholy.





Suppressing these feelings, he lifted his free hand and gently cupped Kiana’s cheek, brushing his thumb across her soft, flawless skin.





He smiled faintly.





“Three days later, I should be able to give myself a little break. How about… we visit Mond Town together?”





Kiana froze in place, her eyes gradually widening.





Mond —the small town where she and Sigurd had first met. The origin of everything between them. For Kiana, it was the place where a new chapter of her life had begun.





Her fingertips trembled slightly as she gazed at Sigurd, her eyes glistening. Slowly, a bright, radiant smile spread across her face.





Mond Town was a place that held so much meaning, a place that always warmed her heart and filled her with gratitude whenever she thought of it. She understood its significance deeply.





“Sure! Let’s go back together!”





Kiana exclaimed with barely contained excitement.





Though the invitation had come out of the blue, Kiana had a faint sense that there was something more to it—something she couldn’t quite put her finger on but felt was special. Perhaps this was the beginning of another new chapter, one filled with promise and excitement.





“Alright. Goodnight, then.”





Sigurd released her wrist, his azure eyes reflecting a soft, warm smile.





Kiana twisted her fingers nervously, her gaze darting around. After a moment, her cheeks flushed a deep red. She stood on her tiptoes and pressed a quick kiss to Sigurd’s cheek.





“Goodnight!”





She called out loudly, turning away. Her silvery ponytail swung in a cheerful arc under the moonlight as she hurried down the stairs.





…





Sigurd remained where he stood, watching the direction Kiana had gone. The cool night breeze brushed against his face and tousled his hair. For a fleeting moment, it felt as if Kiana were still there, her touch lingering on his cheek.





In that moment, he made his decision.





After making the decision, Sigurd found himself unexpectedly at ease—not only was there no sense of regret, but he even felt a flicker of joy.





Was it the satisfaction of possessing something precious? Or perhaps… could this be what people call love?





At that moment, another petite girl, with whom he shared an equally deep bond, emerged quietly from the shadows.





She wore beige pajamas adorned with bunny patterns, yellow duck-shaped slippers, and held a plush yellow Honkai toy in her arms. Her silvery-gray curls cascaded down her back, swaying gently with the breeze.





Sigurd turned to Bronya, a soft smile forming on his lips.





“Where’s Sin Mal?”





“Asleep,” Bronya replied.





“How long have you been here?”





“I only came up when Kiana was leaving.”





Clutching her plush toy, Bronya spoke in her usual cool tone. Even so, her words carried a distinct milk-like warmth, unique and soothing.





But Sigurd, looking down at her seemingly emotionless face, caught a faint hint of melancholy.





“Jealous?”





At his question, Bronya rolled her eyes.





Isn’t that obvious?





Bronya slowly stepped forward until she stood directly in front of Sigurd. Stretching out her arms, she hugged him, standing on her toes just enough to press her face against his chest. There, she listened to the familiar, steady rhythm of his heartbeat.





“Kiana is different, isn’t she?”





Bronya’s tone was calm as ever, devoid of any visible sadness or joy. It was merely a question, plain and simple.





Sigurd placed his hand on her soft hair, stroking it gently as he responded:





“...Probably.”





Bronya pressed her lips together.





It wasn’t a direct affirmation, but it wasn’t a denial either.





To Sigurd, Kiana was indeed special. Bronya had known this for a long time.





“Bronya came a year later than her. But Bronya will spend the next ten years, a hundred years, or even a thousand years making up for it. One day, Sigurd will say it with his own lips—that Bronya is the most special of all.”





Bronya’s words were spoken slowly, yet carried a resolve that Sigurd had never seen in her before.





Sigurd was momentarily at a loss for words. He could only sigh softly and say:





“You are already one of a kind.”





Bronya pressed her lips together, letting out a silent sigh as she remained against his chest.





"One of a kind" meant that she was Bronya—there was no one else like her, and she was irreplaceable in her own way. But being the "most special" was something different.





That referred to the place someone held in Sigurd’s heart, a concept Bronya understood all too well.





She chose not to pursue the subject further. Her purpose was merely to declare her determination. How much Sigurd understood at the moment didn’t matter. She wasn’t in a hurry—after all, as she had said, they had ten years, a hundred years, or even a thousand years ahead. She had time to make him understand.





“You must be tired today, too. Get some rest early, Sigurd.”





“You as well. Let’s go.”





With those words, Bronya released her hold on him. Side by side, the two left the rooftop together.







































    

    













Just as Sigurd planned, resolving various matters in the Far East region took him three days.





During this time, Kiana remained unusually well-behaved. Other than sticking to Sigurd whenever he was free, her usual clingy antics seemed to have lessened—perhaps due to her anticipation of their trip to Mond Town, mixed with a shy sense of excitement.





Raiden Mei temporarily replaced Bronya as Sigurd's assistant. This was part of her treatment to overcome her deep-seated fear of Sigurd. Whether it was effective or not remained unclear, but by the end of each workday, her pace of "escaping" was visibly improving.





Bronya, meanwhile, focused more on looking after Seele and had stopped strictly restricting Sin Mal.





After all, Sin Mal's patience had its limits. If Bronya kept holding her back for several days, her longing would accumulate to the point where it might be impossible to restrain her once Sigurd and Kiana left. By allowing Sin Mal to "absorb" enough of Sigurd's presence now, Bronya could ensure that Sin Mal’s dependency would be manageable when the time came and keep her from disrupting Sigurd and Kiana’s time together.





In short, Bronya was genuinely brilliant, in every sense of the word.





<+>





Three days later, at the break of dawn, Sigurd and Kiana left the base and boarded a prepared yacht.





“Woohoo! We’re off! Hahaha!”





Kiana’s voice was full of vitality, radiating carefree joy. Yet, there was an unmistakable trace of silliness in her tone.





She looked stunning—a youthful figure in a white string bikini, her flawless, snow-white skin glowing under the sunlight, and her silver hair dancing gracefully in the wind—a picture of elegance and beauty. Unfortunately… She was as smart as that of a tuna.





Sigurd set the table with breakfast, pulled out a chair, and glanced at her silhouette against the rising sun, sighing inwardly. Everything about her was wonderful—except for the fact that she was as smart as that of a tuna.





“Breakfast is ready.”





“Coming, coming!”





Kiana turned around, her back to the morning sunlight. Her perfect figure momentarily made Sigurd’s heart skip a beat. But then, as she broke into her goofy grin and trotted over cheerfully, the illusion shattered.





“Nom nom~~”





“This is delicious!ヾ(❀╹◡╹)ﾉ!”





Holding a piece of toasted bread, Kiana chomped down on it as she sat.





Sigurd shook his head, sighed, and reached out to brush a few strands of her hair behind her ear. In the process, he pinched her soft, pink ear lightly.





The affectionate gesture, combined with the doting smile in Sigurd’s eyes, made Kiana’s cheeks flush.





“W-What are you doing?”





“You’re cute.”





Sigurd was rarely one to lie; he said what he thought with straightforward honesty. Kiana’s silliness didn’t diminish her cuteness in the least.





And it was precisely because of his honesty that his words carried so much weight.





Kiana scratched her cheek, fidgeting shyly before breaking into a silly grin.





“Eh heh heh~~”





“Shame you’re such a dummy.”





“Hey!”





Kiana pouted and playfully smacked Sigurd’s hand. While munching on her breakfast, she muttered under her breath:





“Dummy? Where? I’ve learned so much already! I’d totally ace any test if I went back to school…”





“Learning a lot but not applying it is no different from not learning at all. You need to put that smart brain of yours to use,” Sigurd said, tapping her forehead with a sigh, his tone filled with gentle exasperation.





Kiana puffed out her cheeks, her soft face becoming round and irresistibly adorable. She thought she looked intimidating, but to Sigurd, it only made him want to poke her cheeks and watch her amusingly annoyed reactions.





With no one else around, Sigurd did just that.





“Pfft!”





Unable to hold back, Kiana burst out laughing.





“Hahaha!”





Her bright laughter, free from the shadows of her past, was like the sun slowly rising on the horizon—full of hope and vitality.





This wasn’t the reaction Sigurd had expected, but it made him smile nonetheless.





There was nothing wrong with laughter. If possible, he hoped Kiana could laugh like this every day. All his efforts, stripped of any extraneous reasons, ultimately came down to one simple hope: her happiness.





It only took Kiana about ten minutes to devour all the food Sigurd had carefully prepared. Satisfied, she patted her slightly rounded belly and flashed a silly smile.





“Burp!”





“Drink some water, take a deep breath.”





Sigurd handed her a glass of water and guided her on how to ease her hiccups.





Kiana gulped down the water, then held the glass with a sheepish look in her bright eyes.





“Uh, I think I ate too fast… didn’t leave much for you, Sig.”





“I don’t rely on food for energy anymore, so it doesn’t matter. As long as you’re full, that’s enough.”





“That’s good then… But why did we leave so early? We didn’t even say goodbye to everyone!”





“To avoid Sin Mal or Rozaliya following us. Besides, it’s a rare trip—don’t you want to start early?”





While clearing the dishes, Sigurd responded in a calm tone.





Kiana nodded in agreement.





“You’re right! If those guys found out… Especially Sin Mal, she wouldn’t be easy to handle! Good thing we left early. Sig, you’re so smart!”





She patted her chest in relief.





The white ripples of motion momentarily caught Sigurd’s eye, prompting him to glance sideways. Quickly, he averted his gaze, pretending not to notice.





But with the two of them so close, and Kiana’s attention entirely on him, there was no way she missed it.





Kiana gave Sigurd a sidelong glance, a playful smile gracing her lips as she puffed out her chest proudly.





"Like what you see? It’s all yours! Feel free to touch it anytime you want!"





Thwack!





Abandoning his cleanup efforts, Sigurd summoned a few worker drones to take care of the table. He followed up with a not-too-light, not-too-heavy chop to Kiana's head.





Kiana stuck out her tongue mischievously, then boldly wrapped herself around Sigurd's arm, pressing herself close enough for him to feel everything. With a cheeky grin, she declared,





"We're already at this stage in our relationship, so stop being so reserved!"





"…Do you know what it means to play with fire and get burned?" Sigurd asked dryly.





"Heh! There's nothing on this lady's body that's worth being ashamed of!"





"Stop quoting lines from games, especially when they don't even fit the context."





Rubbing Kiana's head affectionately, Sigurd couldn’t maintain his usual stoic demeanor.





The sapphire depths of his eyes softened, radiating warmth.





Kiana felt like she was floating, as if her whole being—body and soul—was soaking in a hot spring. Every worry and sadness seemed to vanish, leaving only bliss.





At this moment, her gaze and heart were entirely devoted to Sigurd, the person who made her world infinitely brighter.





"The yacht isn't traveling very fast, so we still have a few days of this trip, right? What’s next on the agenda, Sig?"





Her voice was soft, and the affection in her gaze had lost some of its usual playful silliness, replaced with genuine tenderness.





Sigurd’s heart skipped a beat.





Without a word, he tapped a spot on the table, activating a virtual control platform.





"The yacht's features are quite comprehensive... How about a swim? It has a pool function."





"Yes!"





Sigurd toggled an option.





The deck began to shift and expand outward to the sides and front, transforming into a large, transparent pool. The pool connected to the ocean, drawing in purified, crystal-clear seawater.





Already dressed in her white bikini, Kiana cheered before diving in without hesitation.





Her long, shapely legs and graceful figure moved fluidly as she swam, her alabaster limbs cutting through the water. She looked like an enchanting mermaid, blissfully unaware of her own allure.





Sitting at the edge of the pool, Sigurd watched her with a smile. He no longer noticed the beauty of the ocean or the rising sun—his eyes were fixed solely on Kiana.





Time felt beautiful, just like Kiana.





That was all Sigurd could think of in that moment.




















  
    The sky dimmed as the bright, blazing sun gave way to a crescent moon and scattered stars, painting a serene and picturesque celestial canvas.



    



    The waves roared softly, accompanied by the gentle rustle of the wind.



    



    Sssss—



    



    Kiana sipped on a warm drink, watching Sigurd carefully place a plump, bright red strawberry atop a tower of stacked fruits.



    



    “All done. A colorful fruit cake... Take your time eating, and don’t choke,” Sigurd said calmly as he pushed the delicately arranged fruit tower cake toward her.



    



    A fork and knife appeared in Kiana’s hands.



    



    “(๑´ڡ`๑) Amazing! Where should I even start?!”



    



    The beautiful presentation and vibrant color combinations left Kiana momentarily hesitant. Coupled with the fact that Sigurd had spent considerable time creating the masterpiece, she was reluctant to destroy it.



    



    Sigh



    



    Sigurd shook his head and took hold of Kiana’s hand wielding the knife. With a few swift movements, he sliced the fruit cake into eight neat portions.



    



    “Ah! You cut it! Sig, you’re so cruel!”



    



    “Cruel? You’ve got quite the imagination. It was just for fun—it’s meant to be eaten anyway.”



    



    He lightly tapped her head as he replied in his usual deadpan tone.



    



    Kiana cheekily stuck out her tongue.



    



    “Hehe! Time to divvy it up! One for Sig… one for Kiana… Sigurd’s done… and the rest is all for Kiana!”



    



    After a dramatic mock distribution, a lonely piece of cake sat on Sigurd’s plate, while Kiana hugged the remaining portions with both arms, claiming ownership over the lot.



    



    Sigurd glanced down at his solitary slice, his face expressionless, then reached out and pinched Kiana’s cheeks.



    



    “Fairness seems to be your strong suit,” he said in a flat tone, tugging gently at her face.



    



    “Yaaa~ Ouch ouch~”



    



    “...Childish.”



    



    Sigurd released his grip.



    



    Kiana looked relieved, then broke into a bright smile.



    



    “Thank you, Sig.”



    



    “Don’t let it happen again. And don’t eat too many sweets at night.”



    



    “Yes, sir~”



    



    She chirped back happily, licking her lips before digging in with gusto.



    



    After a day filled with swimming, gazing at the sea, fishing, and playing chess, Kiana’s mood was visibly soaring. But the primary reason, as always, was simply being by Sigurd’s side.



    



    Her sparkling eyes reflected her happiness, and Sigurd couldn’t help but smile as he took a bite of his own cake.



    



    The cake was rich and creamy, with a perfectly balanced blend of fruit flavors—sweet but not cloying. A culinary masterpiece, thanks to Sigurd’s meticulous approach to ingredient selection, proportions, and timing.



    



    As he watched Kiana devour the cake, whipped cream dotted the corners of her mouth and even her soft, round cheeks. Unable to ignore the mess, Sigurd set down his fork.



    



    “Slow down. Nobody’s taking it from you,” he said with mild exasperation as he reached out to wipe away a spot of cream from her face with his finger.



    



    Kiana looked up, blinking in confusion, her cheeks puffed as she continued chewing happily.



    



    Her single-minded focus on enjoying the dessert made her look irresistibly adorable.



    



    Sigurd paused, then, almost on impulse, placed the cream he had wiped off her face into his mouth.



    



    “Sweet,” he commented casually, though it wasn’t clear whether he meant the cream or Kiana herself.



    



    In an instant, Kiana’s face turned bright red.



    



    "N-No… D-Don’t ambush me like that!!"



    



    Kiana crossed her arms in front of her chest, still holding the knife and fork, turning her flushed face to the side in a feeble defensive stance.



    



    In truth, she couldn’t defend herself at all. The sweetness spreading through her heart far outweighed the cake in her mouth.



    



    “Go ahead, eat. Take it slow so you don’t choke,” Sigurd said with a faint smile, pushing his nearly untouched slice of cake toward her.



    



    That gentle smile, paired with his soft gaze, was a rare sight even for Kiana.



    



    Her heart skipped a beat, and she quickly lowered her head, pretending to focus on eating the cake at a slower pace to hide her emotions and disarray.



    



    <+>



    



    Half an hour later, the two lay side by side on a soft blanket spread across the yacht’s deck, gazing up at the moon and stars.



    



    Kiana patted her stomach lightly with a contented sigh, a smile spreading across her face.



    



    “Ahhh! A seafood feast and fruit cake—I’m stuffed. I don’t think I can eat another bite today.”



    



    “Don’t pat your stomach after eating; it’s not a good habit,” Sigurd chided her instinctively, taking her hand and lowering it back down. Then, without letting go, he intertwined their fingers.



    



    Kiana chuckled, turning to look at Sigurd’s deep, ocean-blue eyes.



    



    “Sig, are you happy?”



    



    “Yes,” he replied simply.



    



    “That’s great. I’m really happy too! It’s wonderful being able to go out with you.”



    



    “There’s plenty of time ahead; there’ll be more chances.”



    



    “Yeah! I’m really looking forward to them!”



    



    Her voice was full of energy as she turned her gaze back to the night sky, letting out another contented sigh before closing her eyes. She relished the cool sea breeze brushing her face—and the warmth of Sigurd’s hand in hers.



    



    The night deepened, and the moon climbed to its zenith.



    



    Then, as if waking from a dream, Kiana—who had been lying still and silent—opened her eyes.



    



    “Sig, something’s on your mind, isn’t it? There’s something you want to tell me, right?”



    



    Turning her head, she smiled sweetly, her voice soft and melodic, carrying a rare gentleness.



    



    Sigurd tightened his grip on her hand and mirrored her posture.



    



    “You noticed?”



    



    “Of course. We grew up together—nobody knows you better than I do.”



    



    She giggled lightly, her gaze shining with affection.



    



    Sigurd let out a long sigh.



    



    “Are you sure you want to hear it now?”



    



    “Mond Town is a special place for us. I want it to be just the two of us when we go there, and I want the things we do and say there to be about just us. So, tell me now. What’s been bothering you these past few days?”



    



    Her tone was tender and reassuring, laced with an understanding maturity that contrasted with her usual playful demeanor.



    



    After a brief silence, Sigurd interlocked his fingers with hers more firmly and began.



    



    “Well… while you were away these past couple of weeks…”



    



    “Mm?”



    



    “I… confirmed my relationship with Bronya.”



    



    “‘Confirmed your relationship’? What does that even mean…?”



    



    Kiana asked dumbly, her eyes widening as she stared up at the stars. Silence enveloped them as she processed his words, their clasped hands the only connection between them.



    



    After a long pause, Kiana spoke in an eerily calm tone.



    



    “I see. I never would’ve guessed Bronya had feelings like that. She hides it so well.”



    



    Her overly composed reaction caught Sigurd off guard.



    



    And then, he saw it: a single tear slipping down from the corner of her eye, soaking into the blanket below.



    



    …



    



    “Kiana.”



    



    “Hm? What is it, Bronya?”



    



    “…I’m sorry.”



    



    “(°ー°〃)???”



    



    “There’s something I must apologize for. But the only thing I can offer you is this apology. Beyond that, I don’t regret my actions, nor will I back down.”



    



    “(⊙▽⊙)???”



    



    “In any case, enjoy your vacation. We’ll talk more later.”



    



    “┐(´-｀)┌…”



    



    …



    



    Last night, before their departure, Bronya had said those cryptic words, leaving Kiana utterly baffled at the time.



    



    Now, she finally understood what they meant.



    



    “This is too much…”



    



    “Way too much…”



    



    “You knew I couldn’t leave Sig. You knew I couldn’t hate you, didn’t you?”



    



    “You’re bullying me…”



    



    “Both of you are bullying me!!!”



    



    Overwhelmed by an unbearable sense of injustice, Kiana finally broke down. She released Sigurd’s hand, covered her face with both hands, and began sobbing uncontrollably.



    



    Sigurd sat up and gently reached out to wipe away the tears that had seeped through her fingers and streaked her face.



    



    He had vowed to protect her, yet here he was, causing her pain.



    



    “Kiana, I’m sorry.”



    



    “Don’t apologize!”



    



    She swatted his hand away and shouted through her tears, her voice trembling with emotion.



    



    Sigurd had done so much for her—far more than she could ever count. So, no, he had no reason to apologize. Not ever.



    



    Turning to her side, Kiana curled into a ball, her body shaking as her sobs continued unabated.



    



    Sigurd opened his mouth to speak, but for the first time, his usually sharp mind went completely blank. No words of comfort came to him.



    



    Once again, he realized that the most devastating weapon in the world—one he was utterly powerless against—was Kiana’s tears. Especially those tears he had caused.

  
    

    













Kiana’s heart wavered.





To Sirin, this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.





In the pristine dreamscape, darkness began to surge from somewhere, creeping into the pure white space and gradually turning the world into stark black and white polarities.





A girl clad in an exquisite black-and-white armored dress, with the Void Spear floating behind her and golden eyes gleaming, emerged slowly from the shadows. She extended her hand toward the silver-haired girl curled up in a corner, sobbing quietly.





“See? You swore to protect those people, but in the end, you’re left heartbroken and desolate. There’s no need to drown in these false pretenses. Come, let me lead you—to destroy that ugly world—”





Smack!





The outstretched hand was firmly grasped by another hand clad in black armor.





The sobbing Kiana slowly faded away, her figure becoming transparent, and from it emerged a girl fully clad in black armor.





“Can’t you see… I’m upset right now!?”





Boom!!





The black armored fist collided with the tip of the Void Spear, sending ripples outward that shook both the black and white worlds, making them tremble and nearly fall apart.





The gusts of wind blew Sirin’s silver hair into the air. She casually brushed it aside, then leisurely admired her glossy, pink fingernails, her tone slow and indifferent.





“Oh, so you haven’t broken down yet? What a shame.”





“Hmph! Think you can escape from my mindscape? Dream on!”





Kiana withdrew her fist, while the Void Spear behind Sirin returned to its place.





Kiana fixed her gaze on the face that was identical to her own, while Sirin continued to admire her nails with a relaxed and elegant demeanor. Yet the atmosphere between them grew colder and more tense.





After a long pause, Sirin stopped fiddling with her nails and raised her gaze, her brilliant golden eyes looking at Kiana with icy indifference.





“Human emotions are nothing but ridiculous forgeries. Your strength won’t last forever. Enjoy your fake and fleeting life while you can, for it won’t be long before I reclaim this body and all its power. Then, I will tear apart that false sky and deliver judgment upon humanity!”





“If you have the guts, go ahead and try. No matter how many times, I’ll beat you back!”





“Well then… I’ll be watching.”





“Just you wait!”





Kiana responded firmly, her words resolute and unwavering.





The darkness began to recede, but Sirin remained seated on a golden chair that had materialized at some point. She crossed her legs and leisurely watched Kiana, who had shed her black armor.





Kiana wiped away the tears that refused to stop falling even in the dream, sniffled, and ignored Sirin’s actions.





After all, this was their shared mental world. While Kiana could suppress Sirin, driving her out was nearly impossible.





<+>





The dream shattered with the coming dawn, and under the soft light of morning, Kiana slowly opened her eyes.





She was nestled in Sigurd’s arms. In front of her, a large crimson greatsword was tilted against a metal stand, flames flickering along its length.





It was the Judgement of Shamash, in its greatsword form.





Once again, Sigurd had repurposed it as a makeshift heater. But more than that, it served as a warning to the Herrscher within Kiana: Sigurd was right here, and she’d better think twice about the consequences.





“You’re awake?”





A deep voice reached her ears, and Kiana looked up to meet a pair of gentle, deep blue eyes.





“Mm…”





Kiana murmured softly, then rested her head against Sigurd’s chest, listening to the familiar rhythm of his heartbeat. It soothed her restless emotions.





“You’re a bad person…”





After a long silence, Kiana muttered unhappily.





Sigurd sighed.





“Yes, I’m a bad person.”





“…I want to go to the amusement park.”





“Alright, I’ll take you.”





“I want to eat Black Forest Cake from Uluru Town.”





It was the same cake she had once gone to great lengths to order using Sigurd’s phone—a taste that had left her yearning ever since.





Sigurd nodded obediently.





“Alright, I’ll take you to get the cake from Uluru Town.”





“I want to eat until I’m full.”





“Sure, you can eat until you’re full.”





“I want to eat cake until I’m full every day.”





“…Denied.”





The warm atmosphere shattered instantly with Sigurd’s resolute two-word reply.





Kiana raised her head, red-eyed, and lightly pounded her fist against Sigurd’s chest.





“You’re such a bad person! Can’t you indulge me just a little, given the state I’m in?”





“That’s unhealthy.”





“Is health the issue right now?!”





“Amusement park, fine. Eating as much specialty cake as you want, also fine. But eating cake to your heart’s content every single day… not happening.”





Sigurd summarized with a mix of helplessness and seriousness.





“Hey!!”





Kiana pouted, punching his chest in mock anger. After a while, she let out a teary laugh.





“Haha! I bet… I bet she was the one who made the first move, right?”





Sigurd knew she was referring to what happened between him and Bronya.





Raising his hand, he gently wiped Kiana’s tears away as he replied, “Yes, she made the first move. But I… I didn’t refuse her either.”





“I knew it. Someone like you would never actively pursue anyone.”





“…Are you insulting me?”





“Yes! So what? You’re an idiot! A blockhead! A fool! Heartless! Fickle—mmph!?”





Her tirade was abruptly cut off.





Kiana’s eyes widened as she felt the unexpected invasion of her lips, her breath stolen away.





Moments later, her lips flushed red, and Kiana, now breathless, leaned limply against Sigurd, giving his shoulder a weak punch.





“Was that supposed to be compensation? Or…”





“No. I just wanted to do it.”





“…I haven’t even brushed my teeth.”





“It’s fine. Sweet enough.”





Sigurd’s calm voice matched his movements as he lightly traced her rosy lips with his finger. His darkened gaze softened before returning to its usual calm demeanor.





Kiana’s face turned crimson, and even her round, adorable earlobes were tinged with a soft pink.





“Fine. I forgive you both.”





“Thank you.”





Though Sigurd’s voice remained steady, a sense of relief swept over him. Crisis averted.





Even so, the guilt he felt toward Kiana weighed heavily on him.





Kiana let out a long sigh, idly tracing circles on his chest with her finger.





“Sigh… I thought it was just Sin Mal.”





“So did I. I thought it would only ever be Sin Mal.”





“There’s nothing else, right? From now on, it’s just us on this trip, right?”





“Yes, nothing else. From now on, it’s just you and me.”





Sigurd’s reassurance finally calmed Kiana down. The situation with Bronya had already tested her rationality. If there were any more shocking revelations, their rare date might have been completely ruined.





“From now on, no mentioning her name. Only look at me, think only of me, got it?”





Cupping Sigurd’s face with her hands, Kiana looked at him seriously.





Her stubborn, focused gaze, paired with her tear-streaked but pure and innocent face, left Sigurd unable to respond with words. Instead, he answered silently.





The price of his response? Kiana’s breath was stolen once more, leaving her lips even redder and her body completely boneless, as she leaned against Sigurd, softly panting.





“Sig’s been corrupted by her!”





This time, Kiana’s punch against Sigurd’s chest was feeble and powerless.





Sigurd chuckled lightly.





“Weren’t you the one who said not to mention her name?”





“I take it back! Pretend I didn’t say that!”





“Alright.”





Apart from denying her unreasonable request for endless cake, Sigurd was surprisingly accommodating today, indulging Kiana more than ever.





This made Kiana both delighted and frustrated. Why did he have to be so gentle for such a reason?! It left her unable to feel fully happy.





“Kiana.”





“Hmm?”





“I was going to wait until we reached Mond, but I figured, with just the two of us here, the location doesn’t really matter.”





“What is it, Sig?”





Kiana looked up, her wide, innocent eyes full of curiosity.





Sigurd smiled gently, speaking with a natural, straightforward tone.





“I still don’t fully understand what love is. So I can’t clearly tell you I love you. But whether it’s ten years, a hundred years, or even a thousand or ten thousand years, I want you to stay by my side, always. I’ll never let you go.”





Sigurd wasn’t skilled at sweet-talking. He simply expressed his truest desires.





Yes, he harbored an overwhelming possessiveness toward Kiana. When did it start? And was it based on love? None of that mattered anymore. The only thing that mattered was this: Kiana had to stay by his side. Even a single day or moment without her was unacceptable.





To Kiana, those words were already the most touching and beautiful she’d ever heard.





“What are you even saying? Of course we’re going to be together forever!”





As the morning sun bathed them in its warm light, Kiana hugged Sigurd tightly, flashing a bright, carefree smile. Her teeth shone white, her joy unmarred by any lingering shadows.




















  
    

    













While Sigurd and Kiana were off-duty, enjoying their private date, other events were unfolding elsewhere.





<+>





Schicksal Headquarters, Sky City— or perhaps it shouldn’t even be called that. The white-themed room, interwoven with countless golden chains, was connected to the city by a single portal deep within. Yet the room itself existed in an imaginary space that even Otto could no longer pinpoint accurately.





Vira was doing her homework.





She was a girl of fifteen or sixteen, graceful yet retaining a hint of youthful innocence.





Her golden, dazzling hair cascaded down to her slender waist, complementing her snow-white skin and delicate, pure features. Her small, cherry-like lips wore a habitual faint smile.





She was already quite beautiful, radiating health and vitality.





Her growth was thanks to the serene, silver-haired girl with golden eyes seated gracefully on the bed.





Suddenly, as Vira worked on consolidating the day’s lessons, tears welled up in her emerald-green eyes. A crystalline drop fell unexpectedly onto the pristine test paper.





“Huh?” Vira froze, startled.





A bone-deep sadness engulfed her heart.





But she knew this wasn’t her own emotion. It came from the young lady sitting in the same room.





The young lady’s immense power caused her emotions to unconsciously manifest in those around her, even if she never intentionally interfered.





It was akin to the sun in the sky: a small disturbance on its surface could trigger monumental changes on the tiny planets bathed in its endless light and heat.





“Big Sister, are you… okay?”





Wiping away her tears, Vira turned to look at the young lady, who sat as still as a statue. Her face, delicate and serene, showed no visible expression.





Lately, the young lady's emotions had been unusually turbulent.





Over the past two weeks, she had exuded a mix of anger, melancholy, frustration, and resentment. Occasionally, Vira had even caught her clutching a small doll with gray, twin spiral curls—its origins unknown—and looking as though she wanted to stab it with needles.





But now, Vira felt an unprecedented sorrow, so profound that even her typically optimistic spirit faltered. She felt a despair that made her want to collapse on the floor and weep uncontrollably.





“I… I’m fine.”





The young lady’s exquisite lips didn’t move, but her cold, ethereal voice echoed in Vira’s mind.





Still wiping away tears, Vira moved closer, grasping the young lady’s hands, her worry evident.





“How can you be fine? Look at me—I can’t even stop crying!”





“…I’m fine. Focus on your homework.”





“Big Sister, I know you must have so much on your mind. But no matter what, I’ll always be here with you. It’s going to be okay. Please don’t be sad, alright?”





Ignoring the young lady’s protests, Vira carefully reached around the golden chains that bound her sister’s limbs and body, offering her a gentle embrace in an effort to comfort her.





The young lady’s golden eyes finally flickered with emotion as she looked at Vira, though she made no other response.





“Thank you.”





After a long silence, this young woman—so strikingly similar to Kiana in appearance that they seemed carved from the same mold—spoke softly.





One other thought, however, remained unspoken, echoing only within her heart:





“Yes, it will get better. You must find happiness, Sig… and the me over there.”





<+.





Latin America, Star City.





The head of the Perros family had called a gathering, bringing together family authorities and allied leaders.





The meeting room, while seemingly modest, exuded a quiet opulence; even the wooden chair cushions and corner flower pots reflected an understated luxury.





Gentlemen and ladies of high status gradually took their seats, as professional attendants served them exquisite delicacies and rare wines—items so valuable that ordinary people could scarcely imagine them.





Yet the assembled elites paid little attention to these luxuries. Their focus was entirely on the main seat at the long conference table.





There, an elderly man with neatly combed white hair sat silently, his eyes closed. Even in his silence, he emanated an aura of absolute authority.





“Hah—”





The man sitting closest to the elder exhaled a puff of white smoke, then extinguished his cigar. He turned to the elder and said, “Father, everyone who was supposed to come is here. As for those who didn’t… I doubt they will show up. Shall we begin?”





The elder opened his sharp, eagle-like eyes, scanning the room briefly before giving a nod.





The man, who addressed the elder as “father” but was only distantly related by blood, sighed deeply. With a weary tone, he began, “First, on behalf of the Perros family, I welcome all our family members and friends who have joined us. Let’s get straight to the point. Anti-Entropy’s purge has begun. The Sword of Damocles could fall at any moment. This is why we’re here. Let’s hear your thoughts.”





A flurry of whispers and murmurs erupted among the attendees.





The room buzzed briefly with hushed whispers and exchanged glances. Among them, a corpulent man tugged nervously at his tie before speaking hesitantly:





"Anti-Entropy… doesn’t it only target immoral, lawless forces? We've always conducted our business ethically…"





“Spare us the delusions of innocence,” another man interrupted, his tone sharp and dismissive. “You’re fooling no one. Anti-Entropy and Schicksal have been rivals for years—battling in every conceivable way, from economic competition to outright war, including the Great East Asian Honkai Incident. And let’s not pretend none of you profited from it. Romanov, should I remind you of the windfall you made from the financial turmoil in Asia after that disaster?”





“…”





The financial tycoon fell silent, cowed.





The interrupter scanned the room, speaking with conviction:





“We all know that the leader of Anti-Entropy, Welt, is an uncompromising lunatic. It was only a matter of time before he turned his attention to us. The only difference is that he’s acted sooner than expected. Up until today, the Perros family has tried to extend an olive branch to Anti-Entropy. Unfortunately, only Executive Cocolia accepted our gifts—and even she ended up doing nothing for us. We also reached out to Schicksal, but the Archbishops’ disdain for alliances with us was clear. In the end, we can only rely on ourselves now. This meeting is about consolidating our resources and, maybe, just maybe, finding some hope of survival.”





His tone carried profound frustration and worry.





The weight of the situation was clear to everyone: they weren’t just facing Anti-Entropy; they were up against Welt himself—a man infamous for eliminating high-ranking figures without hesitation. To merely survive against such a force was an uphill battle.





Why, then, had they risked antagonizing such a dangerous entity for profit?





Greed and wishful thinking could explain everything.





Some smart individuals had chosen to step back from the brink, but those who attended this meeting weren’t among them. They had gone too far, profited too much, and had no way—or desire—to give it all up. For them, losing power meant falling from grace, living like the “lowly ants” they despised.





“I think—”





“I think this meeting is over. Thank you very much for your cooperation, Mr. Perros.”





The interruption came from a lean, familiar man seated beside the family patriarch, breaking the momentum just as the discussion was reaching its crux.





But his voice was unfamiliar—unnervingly so.





The host, Mr. Perros Jr., widened his eyes in alarm.





Before anyone could react, a flash of light swept through the room, and the speaker’s appearance shifted entirely.





“W-W-Welt!?”





“Perros, you treacherous old bastard! You set us up!”





“This is a trap!”





The man closest to the door yanked it open, only to freeze in place as the barrel of a gun pressed firmly against his forehead. Forced to step back into the room, his hopes of escape were crushed.





Clomp. Clomp. Clomp.





The synchronized sound of marching boots filled the air as a squad of fully armored, gun-wielding soldiers stormed into the room. They stationed themselves behind the seats of the attendees, sealing the fate of everyone present.





“Go with them,” Welt spoke evenly, tapping the table. His voice carried an eerie calm amidst the cold, oppressive atmosphere. “The outcome may not be the worst imaginable. I’m a reasonable man, and Anti-Entropy adheres to its laws. You’ll receive the fairest judgment possible.”





The suited attendees, their faces pale and stricken, rose reluctantly from their seats. Under the watchful gaze of the soldiers, they filed out of the room one by one.





The inevitable had arrived.




















  
    

    













In the end, the wide and well-lit meeting room was left with only three people: Welt, the patriarch of the Perros family, and the so-called "son" who shared a father-son relationship with him, Mr. Perros Jr.





“Ah…”





Mr. Perros Jr. let out a long sigh, picked up the cigar he had extinguished earlier, lit it again, and began puffing on it.





After a moment, he glanced at the elder Perros.





“I understand what you mean now. So, Little Lorna and Little Roger will be safe, correct?”





“Mr. Welt has assured us that, as children, they will not meet a tragic fate. They’ll be sent far away, where they will neither enjoy the wealth of the Perros family nor bear its sins. Like any ordinary children, they will be cared for by Anti-Entropy, attend school, grow up, and choose their own paths in life.”





“I see… In that case, I have nothing more to say. Mr. Welt’s methods today are truly merciful.”





Mr. Perros Jr. looked at Welt and gave a calm smile.





Compared to others who had been strung up on lampposts to face the fury of the masses, their treatment today was indeed remarkably gentle.





Welt, meanwhile, was idly examining a fork he had picked up from the table.





“Pure silver?”





Welt tapped it against the plate, producing a crisp, pleasant sound. He looked intrigued.





Of course he was intrigued—he’d never used such high-class tableware before. In his various missions, he’d seen plenty of treasures, but this sort of exquisite cutlery was a first for him.





The elder and junior Perros exchanged a glance before the latter shook his head with a wry smile.





“Yes, pure silver. The top and middle sections are inlaid with gold and fine gemstones. To be honest, the fork in your hand alone is worth a lifetime’s income for many common folk. If you like it, you’re welcome to take it—no one would object.”





“No, it’ll be confiscated. It’s too expensive for me to use, and besides, gold and silver are useful in many precision instruments,” Welt replied, setting the fork down without a second thought.





It was only then that Mr. Perros Jr. found the time to properly observe Welt’s attire—simple trench coat, dark blue scarf, devoid of any decorative accessories. Even the watch peeking out from his sleeve was a standard electronic device commonly used in Anti-Entropy.





To put it bluntly, a random scrap of fabric from Mr. Perros Jr.’s suit would likely be worth more than Welt’s entire outfit.





Yet here they sat, and all the wealth and eloquence of Mr. Perros Jr. now meant nothing, while every word Welt spoke determined his and the elder Perros’s fate.





Mr. Perros Jr. sighed again, then spoke with a hint of complex emotion:





“Mr. Welt, I believe I’ve actually seen you before.”





“Really? When? I don’t seem to recall.”





“A year ago, during a Honkai incident in New Zealand. Because we had a plantation there, I went over after the conflict settled. On a remote path, I saw you from afar. Of course, like a mouse seeing a cat, I left quickly and didn’t dare greet you.”





“Is that so? It’s fine—I know you now,” Welt said with a calm smile. His tone was polite, but the cold sharpness in his eyes showed no trace of warmth.





Mr. Perros Jr. chuckled bitterly.





If he could, he’d much rather they never knew each other at all.





“Mr. Welt, surely you must know that with your abilities and status, if you were willing to make even the slightest compromise, we’d all bow at your feet, raise you up as an emperor, and offer you the most supreme power and the rarest treasures in the world.”





“Not interested.”





Welt’s response was flat and succinct.





Mr. Perros Jr. sighed deeply.





“Yes… I realized that the day I saw you kneeling in the mud, soaked with animal manure, holding a child in your arms. You spoke with him as tears ran down your face… That’s when I understood—you’re fundamentally different from people like us. After that, I began searching for a new path, but sadly, it was too late.”





“So that’s when you saw me? Haha, that boy’s name is Belbert. He recovered and is now studying at Anti-Entropy’s school in New Zealand. He even wrote to me recently to say he won the school’s top scholarship! A remarkable kid!”





Welt chuckled, and for the first time, his habitual polite demeanor gave way to a genuine, warm smile as he spoke of Belbert.





As for Mr. Perros Jr.’s hypothetical offer?





Welt had no interest whatsoever.





"Alright, let’s leave it here. Out of respect for Mr. Perros Sr., I’ll give you two some time to say your goodbyes," Welt said, placing a handgun on the table. "By the way, here’s the handgun you requested earlier, Mr. Perros Sr. How you use it is up to you."





Welt rose to his feet, casually grabbed a handful of nuts from the snack tray, and left the room.





The expansive meeting room quickly became silent and empty.





Mr. Perros Jr. stubbed out his cigar on the table, picked up his glass of wine, and took a sip.





"Father, I understand your decision. This was the best choice. Securing better treatment for Lorna and Roger was worth it."





"No, you don’t understand."





"Father?"





Mr. Perros Jr. froze as he watched the elder Perros pull out a crimson shard of gemstone from his pocket.





"Take this. Hide it well. Avoid Welt and any major figures you know. When Anti-Entropy's enforcers find it during inspections, tell them it’s my keepsake and that you wanted to hold onto it until your execution. Anti-Entropy will accept such a request."





"Father, what exactly are you—"





"Ha! I should have made up my mind sooner, but I was one step too late and dragged you down with me. Take it, wait for the right moment, and you’ll have a chance to regain your freedom. When that day comes, start fresh. Lorna and Roger are headed to the Americas—find them and be a proper father. As for me… paving this road for you is the last thing I can do."





"Father, you—"





A gunshot echoed through the room.





Blood and brain matter splattered onto Mr. Perros Jr.'s face.





He stared blankly at the unrecognizable elder, slowly clenching the shard of gemstone in his hand. After a long pause, he placed the gem inside his coat pocket and turned toward the door.





<+>





When Welt stepped out of the room, two Anti-Entropy soldiers in black armor were standing guard.





The two immediately snapped to attention and saluted, but Welt held out two fists filled with nuts.





"Have some. Rich people’s snacks—surely they must taste better," Welt said with a smile, opening his hands to reveal a handful of plump, glossy nuts.





The two soldiers exchanged glances before shaking their heads in unison.





"Commander, we’re on duty!"





"The mission’s almost over. Don’t be so rigid—there’s no one else around," Welt replied, still smiling.





After some hesitation, the soldiers each took a few nuts from his hand.





Welt patted their shoulders approvingly. "That’s more like it. One of you just turned 19, and the other’s 19 and a half. Don’t walk around with such stern faces all the time. Anti-Entropy isn’t some grim, joyless organization. Alright, I’ve got other matters to attend to. Later, one person should walk out. Regardless of how many, take them all back for judgment. Finish your snacks—until next time."





"Yes, sir!"





As Welt walked away, the two guards began munching on the nuts.





"Hey, how did the Commander know I just had my birthday yesterday?"





"Are you serious? The Commander practically knows every Anti-Entropy operative by heart. Birthdays, hometowns, even your entrance exam scores—he’s got it all memorized."





"That’s incredible. His memory must be insane!"





"Well, how else could he keep all those intricate machine schematics and his Herrscher powers straight?"





"Wow… these nuts are amazing."





"Not gonna lie, they are. So rich and flavorful! Wealthy people sure know how to live."





"Ugh, but it’s all blood money. If the Commander hadn’t handed these to me, I wouldn’t even want to touch them—who knows whose blood is on them?"





"True enough. The alliance between gangsters and capitalists has gone too far. Even Sir Siegfried was alarmed. This trial is going to be something to watch."





A gunshot suddenly echoed from inside the room.





The two guards hastily swallowed their snacks and snapped to attention.





Shortly after, they escorted a blank-faced Mr. Perros Jr. out of the estate and joined the larger convoy heading to the nearest Anti-Entropy base.





The once-grand estate was soon deserted. The staff and guards were sent to designated locations to await the investigation results. As for the estate itself, a specialized team would later arrive to catalog and handle the wealth contained within.





The lights eventually dimmed completely.





<+>





Welt climbed to the rooftop of the estate and opened a communication channel.





"Yeah, yeah, I’m on it. Stop nagging already— Oh, it’s you? I thought it was that brat Sigurd pestering me again!"





"Pfft! Tesla, sounds like things are rough on your end too?"





"Cut the sarcasm! Even geniuses need rest, but that punk doesn’t care—one project after another. Damn it, I’m a genius, not a machine!"





"Haha, as tired as you sound, you seem to be enjoying it. You’re smiling, Tesla."





Welt’s voice softened into an almost imperceptible fondness.





Tesla blushed briefly before leaning closer to the screen with a scowl. "Mind your business! What do you want?"





"Well, during this mission, I came across something odd," Welt said, holding up a shard of crimson gemstone.





It was the very shard elder Perros had tried to pass to his son. Before the exchange could take place, Welt had silently swapped the real shard for an ordinary ruby he had conjured on a whim.





"There’s a Honkai energy response from this. My core even seems to resonate faintly with it. Feels like there’s more to it. Sigurd’s on leave, so I wanted to run it by you—"





Welt abruptly stopped mid-sentence.





From Tesla’s perspective, Welt vanished into thin air.





"Hey? Yang? Is this some kind of joke? Stop fooling around—it’s not funny!"





"Yang?"





"YANG?!"





"Oh no! Mophead! Something terrible has happened!"




















  
    

    













Kiana and Sigurd arrived at Jörmungandr City, the place where Sigurd first established his roots, and the first city they had called home for a significant period.





They visited the site of the old manor to pay their respects to Vera’s father. Afterward, at Kiana’s request, Sigurd took her to the amusement park.





However, memories of past sacrifices weighed heavily on Kiana, especially as they approached Mond, the place where they first met. This mixture of emotions left her with little enthusiasm for food or entertainment. They strolled briefly through the Jörmungandr City amusement park, rode the Ferris wheel, and shared a kiss at the top, sealing it like a promise. When they visited Uluru Town for its signature cakes, Kiana barely tasted a piece before eagerly pulling Sigurd toward the snowy mountains, heading for the old Mond Town.





<+>





While the far eastern lands basked in the warmth of early summer, on the opposite side of the planet, Mond lay under a thin blanket of snow. This wasn’t just due to geographical differences—it was also a result of the widespread chaos caused by the Honkai, which had indirectly disrupted the global climate. These anomalies were becoming increasingly severe.





The crisis facing civilization was reflected in many ways, and climate imbalance was just one of them.





“Huh? Jörmungandr City and Uluru Town are doing really well—clean streets, people looking healthy and happy… Why is Mond so desolate?”





Kiana shielded her eyes with her hand as she surveyed the area. All she saw was a silent, snow-covered ruin, devoid of any signs of human activity.





Sigurd explained:





“Jörmungandr City and Uluru Town are under direct control of Anti-Entropy, so the people’s livelihoods are naturally much better. Mond’s location, however, isn’t suitable for modern development. After the Honkai disaster, the few remaining villagers finally abandoned their isolated mountain lives and relocated. Later on, I didn’t put any effort into rebuilding this place. While I could have, I didn’t want to let personal feelings interfere with the region’s overall planning… Sorry.”





Sigurd’s reasoning was logical, but from an emotional standpoint, it seemed he didn’t value this place where they first met.





Kiana turned to him, smiling as she blinked playfully.





“What are you apologizing for? Isn’t that the right thing to do? Our memories belong to us, but development and progress are about everyone’s lives. Of course, their needs should come first!”





“Yeah, I knew you’d understand.”





“Hehe! Actually, this might be better. With no one here, at least it still kind of looks like how we remember it. If it were like Jörmungandr City, it would probably look completely different by now.”





Kiana skipped and danced through the snow around Sigurd, her graceful figure full of life as she laughed happily. Her black dress fluttered lightly in the air as if it were part of her joyous performance.





Finally, her playful movements stopped in front of Sigurd. Kiana rubbed her arms with exaggerated expressions.





“Brr~ It’s snowing! I’m so cold. I need to find something to burn~!”





Sigurd’s gaze remained fixed on her, carrying an unspoken tenderness he hadn’t noticed himself, until she distractedly said those words.





He rolled his eyes.





“Who are you fooling? With your current physique, plus the heat regulation from the Black Armor even in bracelet mode, you’d be fine even at the North Pole without needing to rub your arms.”





Then, with a wave of his hand, an iron shovel dropped from the sky—it was something he had prepared in advance.





“I know what you want to do. Go dig it up yourself.”





The charcoal stash they buried years ago had never been excavated. Knowing Kiana, there was no way she would forget and not want to dig it up after returning.





Kiana took the shovel and blinked.





“You’re not coming?”





“...Boring. Too lazy.”





“Eh? Don’t say that! It’s a memory—a precious one! Come on, let’s go, let’s go~!”





Kiana laughed, grabbing Sigurd’s hand and pulling him along.





“You… forgot where we buried it, didn’t you?”





Sigurd didn’t resist. He followed her, matching her steps, while making his guess in a matter-of-fact tone.





Kiana’s cheerful smile froze—she had indeed forgotten the exact location after all these years. Without Sigurd, finding it would be difficult.





She wanted to argue, but Sigurd’s deadpan look made her lose her confidence.





“Alright, fine, I forgot. Can’t you just cut me some slack? Why call me out like that!?”





Sigurd stared at her intently.





Kiana blushed, holding the shovel awkwardly as she fidgeted.





“Hey… Sig, just cooperate a little, okay? I’ll… I’ll give you a reward!”





Kiana tugged at Sigurd’s sleeve, her voice sweetly coquettish. Her expression was playful, her ahoge swaying in an adorably carefree manner—a sign of the innocence and willfulness that Sigurd wanted to protect at all costs.





“Let’s go.”





Sigurd stepped forward, leading the way for Kiana.





“Yay!”





Kiana jumped on the spot, then grabbed the shovel and jogged to catch up.





<+>





“Heave-ho! Heave-ho! Heave-ho!”





Amid the still, snow-white forest, Kiana stood inside a small cave, rhythmically digging into the earth with her shovel.





In truth, she could have exerted just a little more force to drive the shovel all the way in and fling large chunks of dirt effortlessly. She didn’t need to appear so hard at work.





“Childlike innocence… still intact?”





“What are you talking about? This is called ambiance! Ambiance, you big dummy!”





Kiana stomped on the shovel and looked up, rolling her eyes at Sigurd, who was watching her with a contemplative expression.





Sigurd chuckled softly.





“Well, keep at it.”





“You’re just going to stand there and watch, Sig?”





“What else? Should I use the Judgement of Shamash to help you dig?”





“...True. Just wait a bit longer, and soon you’ll have charcoal to keep warm!”





Kiana gave him a thumbs-up, flashing her bright, pearly-white teeth—she felt a sense of pride, as though she were a dutiful husband working hard to care for a delicate wife.





Though it felt more like playing house, it was all about the ambiance, after all!





Kiana continued her "hard work," swinging the shovel with gusto. Before long, she dug deep enough to uncover the long-buried charcoal.





“Wow! I found it! I found it! The charcoal is perfectly intact—of course, it’s because I’m the one who buried it!”





“It’s absorbed moisture from the soil. It won’t light.”





“Sigurd, can’t you just use the Judgement of Shamash to dry it?”





“...Then why not just use the flames from the sword directly?” Sigurd replied, exasperated.





Sure enough, Kiana puffed out her cheeks in dissatisfaction.





With a resigned sigh, Sigurd shook his head.





“You win.”





With that, he summoned the blazing greatsword. Plunging it into the ground, the heat radiating from the sword dried the moisture in the soil, releasing a cloud of white steam.





Before long, Sigurd withdrew the greatsword.





Kiana squatted down and touched the exposed chunks of charcoal. Sure enough, they were no longer damp.





“Nicely done, Sigurd!” Kiana gave him another thumbs-up, grinning brightly.





Sigurd shook his head and sighed. He could feel his usual composure slipping away.





Why had he agreed so easily without even thinking it through?





The Judgement of Shamash wasn’t meant for fooling around or indulging Kiana’s whims. Yet here he was, using it for exactly that.




















  
    

    













Through Kiana’s tireless efforts, a sizable pile of large charcoal chunks had accumulated on the ground. Her hands were now pitch black, and her face bore smudges like those of a soot-covered cat. Yet her smile remained pure and radiant.





“Wow, amazing. I didn’t expect there to be so much,” Kiana exclaimed, marveling at the mound of charcoal.





Indeed, there was a substantial amount. Even if someone had secretly taken some, it probably wouldn’t be noticeable. This thought briefly crossed Sigurd’s mind before he shook his head, brushing away such pointless musings.





“Pick a few large, high-quality pieces, and let’s head down the mountain. It’s already getting dark.”





“Huh? Just a few?”





“What else? How much can two people burn?”





“What about the rest? Just leave it here? That’s such a waste…”





Kiana looked regretful but ultimately had no better solution. She reluctantly picked out a few pieces and walked toward Sigurd, intending to ask for a bag or something similar.





As she approached, Sigurd took a step back.





“Huh?”





Kiana froze for a moment.





Looking down at her own soot-covered hands, she realized her once-clean clothes and body were now dirty and smudged with black charcoal powder.





Then she glanced at Sigurd, his expression neutral, his entire appearance pristine and tidy. His cool white coat, if stained with charcoal smudges, would undoubtedly show every mark.





Kiana’s eyes widened: (ಡωಡ)!!!





She grinned, flexing her fingers in the air, and with a bright smile, moved closer to Sigurd.





“We’re so close already! Don’t be shy—come let me hug you, Sig~~”





“…Do you think I can’t tell what you’re up to?”





“Ehehe, what are you saying, Sig? I have no idea what you’re talking about. I just want to be close to you~~”





“Buzz off.”





Sigurd’s face remained stoic, but his disdain was evident in his tone.





Kiana, however, paid no attention and launched herself at him.





With a swift turn, Sigurd avoided Kiana’s lunge, leaving her to crash face-first into the cave wall. The impact looked painful.





“Ahh—ow, ow, ow! My nose! Sig, that was too much!”





Kiana complained tearfully, her face now even dirtier than before.





Sigurd gave her a blatantly disgusted look.





Kiana huffed, gritting her teeth, determined to double down on her efforts.





“Ahhh!”





She launched into a second charge toward Sigurd.





Sigurd watched her calmly, his steps light and swift, deftly dodging Kiana’s desperate attempts to touch him. Despite being so close, she couldn’t lay a finger on him.





After tens of minutes, even the tenacious Kiana found herself bent over, hands on her knees, panting heavily.





"Wait… let’s take a break," she gasped.





"Sure," Sigurd replied nonchalantly, without so much as breaking a sweat.





Kiana gritted her teeth in frustration.





"This is infuriating! How are you so agile? When we fight, it’s either the swarm or the giant flames of your sword. I’ve never seen you use martial arts!"





"Practice more. You’re just relying on your innate strength and reckless determination. Without those, you’d be outclassed. And honestly... until you’ve properly cleaned yourself up, don’t expect to touch me."





Sigurd almost mentioned Bronya’s superior martial arts skills but caught himself, remembering Kiana’s prior demand not to bring her up. He smoothly changed the topic instead.





Kiana, oblivious to the shift in his tone, rubbed her nose in frustration.





"Fine! I don’t believe this! I’m definitely going to catch you today!"





Reigniting her resolve, Kiana launched herself at him again.





Sigurd stood firm, his mind rapidly processing the scene: the girl’s filthy, smudged appearance, her clumsy, chaotic moves, and her bright, shining eyes filled with pure joy and laughter.





What a silly girl.





With that thought, Sigurd’s lips curled into a slight smile, and this time, he made no move to dodge.





Thud!





Kiana collided with Sigurd’s solid chest. Her arms instinctively wrapped around him. Looking up, her soot-covered face showed pure confusion.





“Huh? I got you? Sig, why didn’t you dodge?”





"Are you satisfied now?"





"Well... I am, but it doesn’t feel as rewarding. It’s like… you let me win."





"If you weren’t smearing your hands all over my coat, I might’ve believed you."





Sigurd sighed, shaking his head in exasperation. Yet, despite Kiana’s grimy state, he opened his arms and gently hugged her.





Kiana beamed with pride. She knew Sigurd had a mild case of germophobia, and this hug reaffirmed one thing: to Sigurd, Kiana mattered more than his fastidiousness.





<+>





Back in the small Mond Town, at the spot beneath the bridge where they first met, the area had changed.





The once-crumbling bridge was now completely collapsed, left unrepaired. Neither Sigurd nor Kiana paid it much mind—it wasn’t the bridge that mattered but the memories and bond they had shared there. Beside the ruins stood a humble but sturdy mud-brick house.





Inside, freshly cleaned and wrapped in a simple white bath towel, Kiana sat on a small stool near the charcoal stove. She took a sip of warm water, a blissful expression spreading across her face.





"Ahh, so warm. This feels amazing!"





"Put some proper clothes on!" Sigurd lightly knocked her on the head, exasperated.





Kiana stuck out her tongue and gave a cheeky smile.





"No way! I’m trying to seduce you!"





"..."





"Don’t stay quiet! With my great figure and flawless skin, you have no reason not to be tempted!"





"It’s not about looks," Sigurd said flatly, staring at Kiana with deadpan eyes before lightly pinching her nose.





Kiana’s gaze stayed on Sigurd, intense and unwavering. After a long moment, seeing him focused solely on preparing food at the stove, she finally huffed and pouted.





"Sig, you’re such a dummy! Do I really need to strip completely? I’m still a girl, you know—I have to be modest!"





"Can you stop thinking about nonsense for five minutes?"





"No! Someone else has already made their move, so if I don’t take the chance now, at this meaningful place... what if some vixen shows up later?!"





"Dinner’s ready," Sigurd interrupted, deftly shifting the conversation as he placed a steaming bowl of savory meat porridge in front of her.





"Why porridge? With such a nice stove, I wanted barbecue!"





"No, you’ll overheat."





"I’m a Valkyrie! Do you really think I’m worried about that?"





"Until we fully resolve the issues with your body, healthy eating is critical. Small harms add up over time. And when it matters most, even ‘a little’ could be the difference between life and death. So take care of yourself—don’t make me worry."





Handing her the bowl, Sigurd gently wrapped an arm around her shoulders, speaking softly.





His tone was steady, with no overt emotion, yet Kiana felt the care and affection behind his words.





"Okay," she nodded obediently, taking a sip of the porridge. Her eyes immediately lit up.





As always, Sigurd’s cooking never disappointed. Even a dish she hadn’t wanted, like meat porridge, was so perfectly seasoned and smooth that she felt as if she could swallow her tongue along with it.





"Delicious~~" Kiana murmured in delight, her voice slightly muffled, making Sigurd worry it might be too hot.





"Slow down. Don’t burn yourself."





"I got it! Mmm, so good!"





Before long, Kiana had polished off nearly the entire pot. Leaning contentedly against Sigurd’s chest, she let out a small burp.





"Hic—"





Sigurd picked up a napkin, gently wiping the corners of her mouth. Then, holding her close, he whispered:





"Get some rest. We can talk about everything else tomorrow."





"Okay… Wait! I have something for you," Kiana suddenly remembered. Reaching into the front of her towel, she pulled out two small white cloth pouches.





"Hm?"





As Sigurd took the warm pouches, his eyes flicked to where she had retrieved them, and his mouth twitched slightly.





"What is this?"





"Open it and see!" Kiana said proudly, a bright grin on her face.





Sigurd loosened the drawstring and found several pieces of blackened—charcoal!





"This is…"





"A souvenir! And a token of our love! With this, you’ll always remember that Kiana loves Sig the most. So Sig must love Kiana the most too! It’s a contract!"





Holding her own pouch high, Kiana laughed gleefully.





"A contract, huh?" Sigurd murmured, tightening the pouch’s drawstring. He held it in his hand for a moment, as if cradling a precious treasure, before slipping it into his coat pocket.





"I’ll remember. I’ll keep it safe."





"Good! That’s how it should be!"





Satisfied, Kiana tucked her pouch back into its mysterious warm abyss.





Sigurd’s expression flickered briefly at the sight.





Silly, reckless Kiana often left him indifferent. But at this moment, the sincere and affectionate Kiana stirred something different—sweet and unfamiliar.





Meeting her gaze, Sigurd saw her heart racing, her breaths uneven.





"What… what are you staring at?" she asked, her voice trembling slightly.





"Nothing. Get some sleep."





"Hey! The mood’s perfect—can’t you be a little more forward?!"





"Another time."





In the end, Sigurd did nothing more.





Kiana pouted, resigned. Maybe the timing wasn’t quite right, she thought. Next time! Next time, I’ll make sure Sigurd can’t hold back!





As they were about to get up and head to bed, a drone appeared before them, projecting Einstein’s hologram.





"Sigurd, we need your—"





Einstein’s words halted abruptly, her usually composed expression momentarily stiffening.





Looking at the scene—Kiana in nothing but a towel, snuggled in Sigurd’s arms—it was hard to not misinterpret what was about to happen between the two youngsters.





"Am I… interrupting?" Einstein asked apologetically.




















  

















While talking with Tesla, Welt was simultaneously studying the peculiar gemstone in his hand. To explore its secrets, he injected a small amount of Honkai energy into it, which seemingly activated some sort of mechanism. Suddenly, everything around him blurred, and he experienced a sense of spatial displacement.





When Welt regained clarity of his surroundings, he found himself standing atop a tall tower.





"Tesla... of course, the communication device didn't come through. The connection must have dropped," Welt muttered, shaking his head while remaining vigilant.





The sky was a grayish hue, and beneath his feet lay bluish-gray stone slabs. Surrounding him were intricate structures made of countless tightly interlocking gears, appearing both precise and mysterious.





"Where is this place? Is the gemstone a teleportation device? Or could this be some kind of interference within a mental domain?" Welt frowned, glancing at the red gemstone fragment in his fingers. Before he could think further, it shattered into fine dust, slipping through his fingers.





"Joachim... help me... save me, I don't want to die..."





A familiar voice, one that often haunted his dreams, echoed in Welt's ears.





Welt turned abruptly, his pupils contracting as he saw a familiar figure with deep blue hair, lying against a shattered stone wall. Blood poured from a fatal wound in their abdomen, pooling around them in a ghastly crimson.





The scene shifted again, and now Tesla and Einstein appeared, their faces filled with hatred.





"Why? Why was it Joyce who died and not you, you useless failure?"





"Joyce... he was the one who truly mattered. Yang, use your life to bring him back. Compared to him, you're utterly insignificant."





"That's right! Just die already, you worthless piece of trash!"





The two women, familiar yet unrecognizably cruel, lashed out at Welt with venomous words.





Welt's expression remained calm.





An illusion? Even one that can affect me... Could this be the work of a new Herrscher?





He analyzed the situation internally, his resolve unshaken.





If Joyce were alive, Welt knew he would simply pat him on the shoulder and say, "Well done."





As for Tesla and Einstein, they would never say such things—Welt was certain of that.





The scene changed once more, transforming into a hellish landscape of burning earth, dead children, and unspeakable suffering.





Yet Welt stood firm, unmoving and unwavering.





The images continued to shift, each one targeting his vulnerabilities and soft spots. Still, Welt's only reaction was to fall into contemplation.





These illusions all aim to exploit my weaknesses. Is the goal to expose a crack in my psyche? Or is this simply a feeble attempt to destabilize me due to a lack of strength?





Scenes of bullying, war, slaughter, and corruption unfolded one after another—horrors that would shake even the strongest of wills. Welt, though, merely furrowed his brow.





"Suffering is universal. That is why we need greater wisdom and determination to change things. The path is correct, but I have not done enough."





He sighed deeply, his calm and profound brown eyes now tinged with a dangerous crimson hue.





Without even invoking his Herrscher powers, the overwhelming energy of a fully realized Herrscher flowed from Welt. A mere hint of Honkai energy released from him caused the illusions to shatter like brittle glass.





Stepping forward, he found himself in a vast, majestic circular plaza.





At the center of the plaza stood a tall platform, upon which a petite girl stood.





She had golden hair, a black eyepatch, and a slender, alluring figure clad in black form-fitting attire. Despite her youthful appearance, she exuded an undeniable allure.





Welt frowned. He couldn't sense any life emanating from her. Upon closer inspection, he realized—she wasn’t human but a finely crafted doll.





Looking around, he noticed that the seats of the surrounding circular spectator stands were filled with identical figures to the one on the platform.





"Look, that’s Welt, the leader of Anti-Entropy! He’s like, our big brother in a way!"





"Seriously? I knew Edward was unreliable, but inviting the big boss himself?!"





"Edward, where are you? Was this your idea?"





"Idiot, Edward’s over there!"





"No, you’re the idiot! Edward’s been dead for days—got stomped into pulp by Titan units, and his core got replaced by the rookie!"





"Oh, really? That’s so... heartbreaking! Sob, sob~ Just kidding! Serves him right! I’ve always hated that blowhard!"





Blabber, blabber—





The seating area erupted into chaotic chatter.





Welt listened carefully to the bizarre dialogue, trying to extract any useful information.





Then, the golden-haired doll on the platform raised a gavel and struck it loudly.





Bang! Bang! Bang!





"Silence! Don’t you see we have an esteemed guest? It’s time to show some hospitality!"





The chatter quieted momentarily, only to erupt into even greater noise.





"Who do you think you are, acting all high and mighty? I’m calling for a vote to kick this idiot out of the host’s seat!"





"Exactly! I’ve always disliked this guy. Let’s get him!"





"Cut it out. As annoying as they are, the host has a point. Who’s good at handling guests? Step up already—this is Welt, after all!"





"Why don’t you go, then? Otherwise, shut up!"





"Ow! Who hit me? My head just fell off!"





"Huh? Are we fighting now?"





"Fight! Fight! Anything's fine—just start fighting already! I love this stuff!"





"Where? Where's the fight? I want to watch too!"





"I don’t know what’s going on, but count me in!"





Chatter, chatter—





Welt surveyed the increasingly noisy and chaotic surroundings. Lifting his gaze, he looked indifferently at the host standing atop the platform.





The host remained motionless, her expression unchanged, but in her silence, Welt could sense a hint of awkwardness.





"Ahem! Anyway, welcome, Mr. Welt," the host said, abandoning any attempt to communicate with the babbling crowd and addressing Welt directly.





Welt was more than willing to engage, hoping to extract as much information as possible.





"Where is this place? Who are you people?"





"This is the Theater of Domination. We are the Herrscher of Thousands, but you can also call us—'The Motley Horde'!"





Welt raised an eyebrow.





Herrscher—this identity aligned with their ability to pull him into this bizarre space and use illusions against him. It wasn’t surprising.





He glanced around at the disorderly dolls, each preoccupied with their own actions, and shook his head. "Motley Horde, huh? A fitting name for you lot. So, what do you intend to do with elder Perros? Was bringing me here part of your plan?"





"Well... who knows? Maybe we’ve got more plans in store~~"





"Looks like I wasn’t part of your plans. My unexpected arrival must’ve disrupted your rhythm. At the very least, I’ve uncovered your existence. You were hiding well before this, so I doubt you planned on being exposed so soon."





"…Welt Yang, occupying the core of the one you respected most, severing any chance of his revival—doesn’t that make you proud? Time after time, sacrificing yourself to save the world, only to helplessly witness tragedies unfold again and again. Isn’t that feeling especially delightful?"





"You’re clearly flustered. This is the Imaginary Space, isn’t it? Herrschers can all influence the Imaginary World to some extent. It’s not a big deal. I’ve noticed this space is rather underwhelming—I can leave anytime I want. And you… from a Herrscher’s perspective, you’re astonishingly weak."





"…"





The host fell silent. She had plenty of words prepared to attack Welt, but faced with the steel-like resolve of the Herrscher of Reason, saying more would only reveal her lack of confidence.





Welt, meanwhile, felt the pull of the space's rejection.





He raised his hand to eye level, observing as his body began to fade and become translucent.





The Herrscher of Thousands was rejecting him, attempting to expel him from the Imaginary Space.





Welt lifted his hand again, and a deep blue sphere materialized in his palm.





"Simulated Black Hole," he murmured.





The singularity formed in midair, and the objects within the Theater of Domination—including the dolls—were pulled in by an overwhelming gravitational force, twisting and shattering in its wake.





"Ah!! The theater! Our theater!"





"No! No! I don’t want to disappear yet!"





"Damn it! Edward should’ve been torn apart by us personally!"





"Quick, grab me! I’m being pulled in!"





The world crumbled and collapsed. Welt took a long, deliberate look at the ruinous scene of the theater before finally vanishing from the space.





"Wel——t——"





As he left, Welt heard furious cries from some of the dolls. Their voices, youthful and clear, were laced with bitterness and resentment, leaving a lingering sense of unease.







































    

    













Welt returned to the real world.





By his estimation, he had spent one to two hours away. The illusionary scenes he encountered were lengthy, and his cautious nature led him to spend a lot of time observing and analyzing them.





When he opened his eyes in the real world, the once-dark and lavish estate was now brightly lit. Sigurd’s swarm of drones hovered in the air, Einstein’s Eins fighter squadron roared overhead, and layers of Titan units surrounded the area. Yet, there were no humans present—only machines.





The disappearance of the Anti-Entropy leader was no trivial matter. Clearly, both Sigurd and Einstein had taken precautions to ensure secrecy.





Welt suddenly looked up and saw a blazing light, as brilliant as the sun, streaking across the night sky and descending upon him. The heat radiating from it made him feel as though he were standing inside a furnace.





Shielding his eyes, Welt gazed at what resembled a fiery sun rising in the night.





As the flames dissipated, a silver-haired young man holding a girl descended slowly from the sky.





“Did you encounter any danger? Were you hurt?” Sigurd asked, landing and immediately inspecting Welt’s condition.





Welt shook his head.





“No, I’m fine.”





“That’s good. Dr. Einstein, stand down the emergency response teams. We’ll head back right away,” Sigurd said into his communicator. Soon, the estate was returned to its previous darkness and tranquility.





“So, what did you encounter?”





“The Herrscher of Thousands. They can pull people into an Imaginary Space and create illusions—targeting psychological weaknesses. Their intelligence capabilities might be advanced, or they could have the ability to directly discern a person’s vulnerabilities. There are many of them, all resembling golden-haired doll-like girls. Each seems to have an independent personality and name, but their collective power is weak. Still, it’s possible they were holding back in my presence. They’ve likely been hiding in the human world for some time and may have established some level of influence. As for their specific intentions, I didn’t have time to uncover them.”





“Understood. We’ll discuss the details back at headquarters… By the way, I heard Dr. Tesla was so worried she cried.”





“Tesla? She…” Welt scratched his face, a warm feeling spreading in his heart.





He instinctively glanced at his scarf, and then his expression froze.





The simple, deep-green scarf had a small cut, as if made by a knife.





It was likely caused by the Herrscher of Thousands' hurried attempts to eject him, which led to spatial turbulence. Although it didn’t harm him as a Herrscher, it damaged the scarf he wore. Alternatively, it could’ve been the simulated black hole that caused the tear.





Welt touched the scarf’s tear and fell silent.





“Is it ruined? The Herrscher of Thousands… quite the opponent,” he muttered.





The issue with the scarf was merely a trigger.





The doubts stemming from inheriting Joachim’s core, the regrets of being unable to save countless lives—these were Welt’s long-standing burdens.





Though he had come to terms with them, using these unresolved feelings against him was another matter.





Welt had remained steadfast because he had moved past these doubts. But leveraging those thoughts to insult the people he held dear—along with damaging his scarf—was enough to ignite his simmering anger.





Sigurd released Kiana’s slender waist and approached Welt, clapping him on the shoulder.





“If I’m not mistaken, you’ve changed scarves before. This one… wasn’t it a birthday gift from Dr. Tesla and Dr. Einstein?”





“…”





“Don’t worry about it. Just let them mend it for you.”





“One thing at a time. But I’ll remember this,” Welt said calmly—though the red glow in his eyes suggested anything but calm.





Kiana watched the two men, silently stroking her chin.





“Incredible! Even Uncle Welt is angry. That Herrscher of Thousands must be something else!”





…





A few hours later, the three of them crossed half the globe and returned to the Anti-Entropy headquarters.





There, Einstein and Tesla, who had been waiting for their return, came out to greet them.





Tesla circled Welt, inspecting his condition. Only after confirming he was unharmed did she visibly exhale in relief. With her hands on her hips, her fiery red hair matched her fiery temper.





“You gave me such a scare! I thought something happened to you, you idiot! Do you have any idea who you are now? Can’t you act more cautiously? Fool! Moron!”





Her slender finger poked Welt’s solid chest, her questioning tone aggressive.





But Welt understood this as her awkward way of showing concern. He also didn’t miss the faint traces of tears lingering in her bright eyes.





“My apologies. I was careless,” Welt said, letting Tesla vent as he scratched his head and smiled good-naturedly.





Einstein, who had also stepped forward, softened her usually stoic expression upon seeing Welt respond so calmly to Tesla. Casually, she said to Tesla:





“Dr. Tesla, if you wiped your tears beforehand, you’d probably look a bit more intimidating.”





“Tears? What tears? It’s late at night—I’m just sleepy, okay!?”





“…Whatever you say, Dr. Tesla,” Einstein replied with a resigned sigh.





Though they had been friends for over sixty years and Tesla was undoubtedly a genius in science and invention, Einstein often found herself at a loss when dealing with her.





The same could be said for the man opposite Tesla.





If not for their extended lifespans, Einstein wasn’t sure she would hold out much hope for the future of her two friends' love life.





Watching Welt’s sheepish grin, Einstein sighed heavily.





“Have you considered aiding with medication?”





Sigurd, standing nearby, interjected unexpectedly.





Einstein immediately caught his meaning, stroking her chin as she pondered.





“Hmm… That’s not a bad idea. But what made you think of it?”





She didn’t doubt Sigurd’s perceptiveness—especially since, with Tesla and Welt’s obvious lack of subtlety, almost anyone could see there’s something going on between them. What surprised her was Sigurd, who usually showed no interest in such matters, suddenly suggesting something so bold.





“Personal experience.”





“(๑•.•๑) Oh, I see—wait, WHAT?!”





Einstein froze, a series of question marks practically visible above her head.





“Enough flirting. We have a new Herrscher to study. It’s time to get to work,” Sigurd clapped his hands and said, addressing the “bickering couple.”





His words, naturally, provoked Tesla’s indignant shout:





“Who’s flirting?! You’re the one sneaking off on vacations with Kiana—don’t tell me you’re secretly dating!”





“Yes.”





“Hmph! I knew it—wait, WHAT?!”





Tesla froze mid-sentence, mirroring Welt’s shocked expression. Both tilted their heads simultaneously, question marks practically popping out above them.





Meanwhile, Kiana stood shyly beside Sigurd, her face flushed as she squirmed in place.





“Oh my, Sig, you’re so bold! You’re making me blush~~”





“It’s the truth. There’s nothing to hide,” Sigurd said matter-of-factly, taking Kiana’s hand and displaying it openly to the three elders.





Tesla’s face turned bright red. Her trembling finger pointed back and forth between Sigurd and Kiana before finally settling on their clasped hands.





“You’re both only nineteen! Have you no shame?!”





“Nineteen is just right. Kiana likes me, and I… well, I probably like her too. That’s all there is to it,” Sigurd replied calmly.





“But… but… what about Siegfried? You haven’t told him, have you?”





“It’s fine. He’ll agree,” Sigurd said confidently.





Siegfried had entrusted Kiana to him back when they were children. Even if Siegfried suddenly regretted it now…





Sigurd briefly touched the Herrscher core pendant at his waist, glanced at the handgun and a ring on his finger, and smiled faintly. With his arsenal—including the Herrscher of Rock’s core, Judgment of Shamash, and several other trump cards—he was confident Siegfried would "happily" approve.





“Yes, he’ll give us his blessing.”





Squeezing Kiana’s soft hand, Sigurd smiled—a kind, sunny expression.





Yet the three Anti-Entropy elders shuddered.





They remembered all too well the last time Sigurd wore that smile. Overnight, several high-ranking officials and executives of multinational conglomerates mysteriously “passed away,” and the organization experienced an unexplained surge in income.





Tesla: “Wait! Calm down! He’s still Kiana’s dad!”





Welt: “I’ll talk to him. I’ll make sure he agrees!”





Einstein: “Please, consider Kiana’s feelings. Restrain your methods, whatever you do.”





The three spoke to Sigurd in unison, glancing at each other and noticing the cold sweat on their faces.





Kiana, meanwhile, tilted her head in confusion, her innocent trust in Sigurd leaving her oblivious to the fact that her long-absent father had narrowly escaped a grim fate.




















  

















“You need to calm down. Even when it comes to Kiana, don’t act impulsively. Only a calm and level-headed approach can resolve issues. Understand, Sigurd?”





Sitting in the secure meeting room, Welt still felt uneasy and offered Sigurd some heartfelt advice.





Sigurd nodded.





“Don’t worry, I know what I’m doing. When have you ever seen me act recklessly?” Sigurd replied confidently.





Exactly. Even if Siegfried lost his mind and tried to oppose Kiana, Sigurd would discreetly “resolve the issue” where Kiana wouldn’t notice— Ahem. In short, he would never let Kiana be troubled by such matters.





See? He had clearly thought this through. There was no recklessness involved at all!





Despite Sigurd’s confidence, Welt still sensed something was off. However, unable to pinpoint any real problem, he chose to set it aside for now.





“Well then, let me recount my experience this time,” Welt said with a sigh.





From discovering elder Perros’s unusual behavior, replacing the red gemstone fragment, to entering the Herrscher of Thousands’ Theater of Domination and everything he witnessed within, Welt shared every detail.





As his account concluded, the other two elders and Sigurd fell silent in thought.





After a moment, Sigurd tapped the table and began to analyze:





“The Herrscher of Thousands has similarities to its counterpart from the Previous Era: multiple avatars, relatively independent, with weak individual abilities but excelling in covert methods. From your account, it seems these avatars have already made sacrifices in the real world, yet their abilities and existence remain concealed. This suggests an ambitious agenda.”





Einstein nodded in agreement.





“The plan to infiltrate the Perros family, combined with their involvement in the previous Anti-Entropy purging operations, indicates they’ve been quietly building considerable influence. On a larger scale, their goal could be to rally capitalists and opportunists opposed to us, using humanity’s own forces to dismantle human civilization.”





This hypothesis aligned with the concerns Sigurd and Welt shared.





A powerful individual Herrscher could be countered by humanity’s current high-tier combat forces. However, if the Herrscher employed tactics of internal civil strife, with them in the open and the Herrscher hidden, the situation became precarious. Given how long the Herrscher of Thousands had been operating in the shadows, any sudden outbreak of their plans could place humanity at a severe disadvantage without adequate preparation.





Sigurd clenched his hand into a fist, resting it against his face as he glanced at Welt.





“Welt’s actions might have been a lucky accident, but at least we’re now aware of their existence. That means we can start making some plans.”





Sigurd pondered for a moment, organizing his thoughts, and then continued:





“First, the opponent has spatial and illusionary abilities that even Herrschers cannot escape from. While Welt managed to handle it with his mature mindset and abilities, others might not be so fortunate. Therefore, all our Herrschers and Herrscher candidates must be relocated to the headquarters' inner city to prevent any vulnerabilities.”





The other three nodded in agreement. Whether to safeguard strategic assets or out of personal concern, ensuring the safety of those girls was essential.





“Second, we need to thoroughly investigate the red gemstone mediums and any associated individuals and events to trace their activities. Additionally, we must monitor recent significant anti Anti-Entropy or anti-Schicksal incidents, as they might bear their fingerprints.





Third, share relevant information with Schicksal. If I were the Herrscher of Thousands, while rallying ordinary human factions, I would undoubtedly sow discord between Schicksal and Anti-Entropy. If the cooperative relationship between Schicksal and Anti-Entropy were suddenly disrupted, the consequences could be dire.”





These two points were also valid strategies: understanding the enemy while preserving the unity between Anti-Entropy and Schicksal, two titans shaping the world order. It was no exaggeration to say that in their interconnected global reach, a renewed rift between these two organizations might render humanity’s survival irrelevant to Honkai’s efforts.





“That’s the general direction: safeguarding the unity of civilization’s key forces and prioritizing intelligence gathering. The rest can be delegated to specialized teams for detailed planning. For now, we adopt conservative measures and adapt as the situation evolves.”





Welt nodded slowly, affirming Sigurd’s decision.





The Herrscher of Thousands herself was not particularly fearsome; the real concern lay in her long-brewing schemes within human society. The greater the strength of a civilization, the more devastating its internal conflicts could become. Humanity, with its current foundation, could not afford major internal turmoil.





The key was for the leadership of these organizations to remain composed. As long as they proceeded steadily and methodically, no matter how many schemes the Herrscher of Thousands had, they would ultimately be exposed.





Einstein appeared to have thought of something and looked up at Sigurd.





“There’s one more matter. This incident should be discussed with Taixu Mountain. The Herrscher of Thousands likely wouldn’t be foolish enough to directly provoke the Red Kite Immortal, but… her weakness is too obvious. If the Book of Fuxi were compromised, it would be troublesome. Moreover, Miss Fu Hua’s expertise in the realm of consciousness could be the perfect counter to the Herrscher of Thousands.”





Sigurd’s eyes lit up, and he nodded appreciatively at Einstein.





“Dr. Einstein is right; we should indeed keep an eye on Fu Hua’s situation. Let’s settle it this way: I’ll have a chat with Herral, and Welt can contact Fu Hua. For the remaining details, I’ll count on you, Dr. Einstein.”





“I have no issue with disseminating information and conveying strategic directives.”





“Then that concludes it... Dr. Tesla, do you have anything to add?”





As Sigurd finished speaking, all three pairs of eyes turned to Tesla, who was toying with the ends of her crimson hair.





Tesla froze momentarily and then stammered:





“I— well— Oh! My Tesla-10086 Destruction Robot is complete! It’s the pinnacle of robotics. If that Herrscher of Thousands dares to show up, I’ll dismantle her into a Herrscher of Ten Thousand! Trust me, Tesla’s robots never disappoint!”





Her ruby-like eyes darted nervously, but she forced herself to appear confident.





“Sigh…” ×3





The other three sighed simultaneously.





Tesla immediately erupted in anger.





“╰（‵□′）╯Hey! What’s with that reaction!?”





Expressionless, Sigurd replied:





“Dr. Tesla, there are a few recent projects. It’s best if you stay in the lab and contribute to humanity’s technological advancements.”





“I agree. Dr. Tesla’s talent is unparalleled in the laboratory—nowhere else can her genius shine brighter,” Einstein added with practiced flattery.





This mollified Tesla’s fury, though she hesitated briefly before straightening her posture and saying:





“At least you have good taste! Bring on as many projects as you want, and witness the unrivaled brilliance of my creations!”





Tesla reluctantly accepted their suggestion.





Thus, the meeting concluded smoothly.







































    

    













Stare—





During the meeting, in the bright and cozy living room, Kiana sat across from Bronya, watching her disassemble and maintain her firearms with meticulous precision. Her gaze lingered on Bronya’s unflappable and indifferent expression.





“Blinking is a natural neurological reflex that helps keep the cornea and conjunctiva moist. The normal blinking frequency is about once every three seconds. Kiana, you haven’t blinked in a minute. If your blinking function is impaired, Bronya suggests you see an ophthalmologist,” Bronya said without looking up, her hands carefully rubbing some small parts with a white cloth.





Bang!





Kiana slapped the table.





“I know what happened, and you know that I know what happened! Bronya, don’t pretend to be innocent with me! You sly, shameless thief!”





“Don’t yell at Bronya!”





“—This has nothing to do with you, Sin Mal!”





“Anything related to Bronya is related to Sin Mal!”





Half of Sin Mal’s body leaned on the table, inserting herself between the two and blocking Kiana’s interrogation of Bronya.





Kiana looked at the grim-faced Sin Mal and sighed, exhausted. This girl… She’s not cute at all and has no sense of timing!





“Move aside.”





Kiana reached out to push Sin Mal’s face away, only to have her hand bitten by sharp, shark-like teeth.





“—Are you part dog? That hurts! Let go!”





“Grr grr!”





“Do you want me to hit you?!”





“Grr grr!!”





(▼ヘ▼＃)!!!





(▼皿▼＃)!!!





Three seconds later, the two were wrestling on the floor, pulling hair and tearing clothes in a comical display.





Bronya, having finished wiping the parts, deftly reassembled them. A compact machine gun with a gradient of red and yellow appeared in her hands. The overly bright and cute design concealed its powerful high-capacity Honkai energy magazine, capable of delivering devastating force.





Bronya shifted the gun’s muzzle, pointing it at Kiana and Sin Mal, who were now locked in a fierce ground battle involving joint locks and even biting. Her face expressionless, her finger slowly moved toward the trigger.





Clap!





A hand suddenly pressed down on Bronya’s head.





“Trying to mediate?”





“Mm. Bronya believes that overwhelming firepower is the fastest way to resolve disputes.”





“The logic is sound, but the living room’s materials aren’t cheap. This method is better suited for use outdoors.”





“Understood. Bronya has learned, also, welcome home, Sigurd.”





Bronya lowered her gun and gently placed Sigurd’s hand more firmly on her head. She looked up at him with unrestrained affection and joy in her gaze.





This made Sigurd smile.





“We’re back. Although, it’s not pleasant to return to a scene like this.”





Sigurd turned his attention to the two on the floor. Despite one being Kiana, with whom he had a nearly finalized relationship, and the other being Sin Mal, who was almost destined to be tied to him for life, his now-cold and icy gaze showed no trace of mercy.





“Sin Mal wasn’t fighting!”





“Right, we were getting along just fine, Sig!”





In an instant, the two switched from a chaotic scuffle to sitting neatly side by side in a formal kneeling posture.





If one were to carefully observe, they would be able to see traces of cold sweat forming on the two fair and innocent-looking faces.





Sigurd shook his head, dispersing the fierceness in his eyes, and sat down on the middle seat of the sofa.





“Come here.”





Half a minute later, Kiana and Sin Mal were lying on either side of him, each resting their head on one of his thighs, temporarily achieving a fragile harmony.





Sigurd stroked the soft hair of the two girls. His gaze shifted to Bronya, who, looking entirely natural and unfazed, didn’t display the slightest trace of displeasure.





“Welt brought some bad news,” Sigurd said.





“What news?”





“The Herrscher of Thousands. A group that may not be strong individually but is troublesome in its own way.”





“How do we deal with them?”





“Investigate and wait. That’s the current plan. During this time, your teammates, especially those tied to the Herscher, will remain in the inner city of the headquarters. Stay vigilant… Though I wouldn’t mind if they came knocking on our door.”





“Understood. Bronya will remain alert,” Bronya said, stroking her light machine gun with a serious expression.





Sigurd gave her a reassuring nod.





He trusted Bronya. Over the years, she had proven to be the most reliable subordinate—or rather, the tool he used most effectively— Ahem. Even though she had recently used that trust for some rather peculiar endeavors, the facts remained unchanged.





Sigurd then lowered his head, meeting two pairs of sparkling eyes filled with joy and sweetness.





“Sigh—”





Letting out a light sigh, Sigurd once again admitted the undeniable truth: he was a scoundrel.





“I have something to inform you both. Kiana and I, as well as Bronya and I, are now officially in a romantic relationship. Sin Mal, you’re probably the last to know… Are you considering leaving me?”





“—No!”





As expected.





Sin Mal’s world was twisted, but at the same time, it was pure to an extreme.





In her distorted life, the only two lights were Bronya and Sigurd. Add to that the emotions accumulated over the years, and it was hard to imagine anyone willingly letting go of such ties.





Moreover, Sin Mal herself had an almost pathological stubbornness. Leaving her current environment was simply impossible.





If she were forcibly abandoned, Sigurd had no doubt that she would either spiral into madness in her confusion and despair or take her own life in some desolate corner. There was likely no third outcome.





Sin Mal clung tightly to Sigurd’s hand. Though the news had hit her like a bolt from the blue, leaving her momentarily blank, and Kiana’s involvement enraged her, Sigurd was what mattered most. Everything else could be ignored.





Using his other hand, Sigurd gently placed it on Sin Mal’s forehead as a gesture of comfort.





“Then it’s settled. I’ll wait for you for four years. If, after four years, you still can’t find another emotional anchor or if you do and still decide to stay… I’ll look after you for life. Until then, try to form more bonds. Your personality has its flaws. I don’t dislike this side of you, Sin Mal, but I hope you can truly grow up one day.”





To base one’s entire existence on just two individuals, and to live entirely for Sigurd’s recognition—such a life was too pitiful.





“…Okay,” Sin Mal responded.





Her mismatched golden and blue eyes were fixated on Sigurd, as though looking at her entire world. Her face blossomed with a smile devoid of malice, filled only with soft emotions, as crystal-clear tears slid down her cheeks.





She was undoubtedly heartbroken. After all, the one she treasured so deeply had unknowingly given away his love—something she had longed for so dearly.





A hand reached out to wipe away Sin Mal’s tears.





It wasn’t Sigurd or Bronya—it was Kiana. Pinching Sin Mal’s cheek lightly, Kiana propped her head on her hand and said helplessly:





“That’s enough, you little lunatic. I really can’t deal with you. From now on, let’s get along, okay? After all, we’re going to be family, aren’t we?”





Family?





A trace of confusion appeared on Sin Mal’s face.





The same sentiment also moved Bronya and Sigurd.





Though everyone in Anti-Entropy could already be considered a family in terms of emotions, the “family” Kiana spoke of clearly implied a closer, more intimate, and unique bond—something that naturally sparked imagination and longing.





Sigurd’s gaze swept over the three girls one by one, and he let out a long sigh. Matters of the heart were indeed tangled and complex. Even he had deliberated for a long time before reaching this point. What happens next would have to be left to time.





No matter what, having sorted out his romantic entanglements before the Herrscher of Thousands’s arrival gave Sigurd newfound clarity. His spirits lifted.





The Herrscher of Thousands? With no more distractions, he was genuinely curious to see just how much of a “surprise” they could deliver.





<+>





“Achoo!”





“Did you catch a cold? No way, right? Can a Herscher even catch a cold?”





“Quiet! Quiet! We’ve already been exposed. From here on out, we have no choice but to take action. We must launch the wave we’ve long prepared before they have a chance to react! It’s our only shot at victory. I trust no one here thinks we can take on those terrifying monsters head-on, right?”





“Agreed! At this point, we have no choice!”





“Honestly, we’ve made all the necessary preparations, so it’s not that rushed.”





“Raise the curtains! Let’s give this world a grand surprise!”





“Yeah!!!”




















  
    

    













“Three hours ago, an unidentified armed group emerged in Mohan City, forcibly breaking into the local Schicksal branch and declaring the city’s independence with slogans like ‘Power to the People,’ ‘Oppose Schicksal’s Dictatorship,’ and ‘Freedom for the City.’





“At the same time, White Light City, a thousand kilometers away, experienced a similar upheaval. The local Anti-Entropy branch faced attacks. While the defensive forces there were adequate to prevent a complete takeover, they have withdrawn to their base to avoid further damage, temporarily unable to quell the unrest.





“The Anti-Entropy branch in Nursery Rhyme City, the closest to White Light City, is dealing with mass food poisoning incidents at the local Anti-Entropy university and several affiliated high schools. Parents are protesting en masse, and the branch staff is preoccupied with rescuing students and addressing the parents’ concerns, leaving no capacity to provide support.





“In several cities across the Americas, a new Honkai Cult has surfaced. This cult proclaims its leader to be a Herscher chosen by the Honkai God and preaches doctrines such as: the Honkai is a divine trial, Honkai Beasts are messengers of judgment, and Honkai-induced deaths are punishments for sinners. According to them, only faith in the Honkai can cleanse one’s sins and ensure survival through judgment.





“Meanwhile, in Northern Europe, a Honkai research institution has emerged, explicitly opposing the Honkai Cult. Adopting a rational and objective tone, they assert that the Honkai is a natural phenomenon akin to solar storms—disastrous when misunderstood but a cosmic gift driving civilization’s progress when properly studied. They claim that Honkai Beasts and the Honkai-corrupted are merely weaker mutations of Herscher entities that can be guided and tamed. Their demonstrations of tamed Honkai Beasts have garnered considerable attention and support.





“So far, within a single day, there have been armed uprisings in 127 cities worldwide, with most groups rallying under banners of independence and democracy. Additionally, over 300 cities have experienced various irregular incidents, paralyzing nearly half of our grassroots and mid-level manpower. Meanwhile, countless organizations are emerging with bizarre rhetoric, often leveraging the authority of Schicksal and Anti-Entropy’s shared involvement with Herschers. This makes it exceedingly difficult for us to refute their claims unequivocally.





“The underlying discourse seems to converge on one theme: ways to coexist harmoniously with the Honkai. It appears the Herrscher of Thousands aims to destabilize the foundations of our anti-Honkai efforts by challenging them ideologically.”





The current situation was chaotic—military uprisings flourishing, Honkai theories competing for dominance, each event feeding into the next. It left one clueless about where to begin.





“Sigh…”





Einstein rubbed her temples, her pale, delicate face framed by faintly tinted lips reflecting exhaustion and frustration as she closed her eyes.





Things had escalated far too quickly.





After the previous meeting, Einstein had only managed to inform the regional leaders about the Herrscher of Thousands through an emergency remote conference. Before she and the others could devise a comprehensive plan, a wave of sudden incidents swept in, completely derailing her pace.





Einstein had initially assumed that the Herrscher of Thousands would rally a resource-rich faction to mount a grand rebellion. While rebellion had indeed occurred, the problem lay in its scattered nature. With uprisings breaking out in the east and west, and strange organizations spouting confusing doctrines, identifying a clear target was impossible.





Though Einstein had considered direct decapitation tactics, she had no idea where to start.





She couldn’t possibly send Sigurd and Welt—their trump cards with no apparent weaknesses—to deal with each issue one by one, could she? What if the Herrscher of Thousands had hidden their real intentions, luring out their strongest assets to exploit their absence?





“Don’t worry. Isn’t this the scenario we anticipated?” Welt patted Einstein’s shoulder and spoke calmly.





His eyes, too, flashed coldly. After all, with chaos erupting on this scale and countless innocents—including students—getting caught in the crossfire, it was only natural for him to be furious.





However, Welt understood that anger and impatience alone would achieve nothing. At this moment, the priority was to come up with effective and thorough countermeasures.





“Sigurd, how are things on your end?”





“The worker bees have intercepted plenty of information and are analyzing it… Here it is. Suspected individuals linked to the Herrscher of Thousands have been identified—201 in total. Hmm? One of them has been taken down. The captor is… Durandal?”





Sigurd closed a series of data windows before him, his eyes narrowing slightly. Instead of contacting Durandal directly, he immediately connected to Hera’s communication channel.





“Durandal, was this your doing?”





"You think I'm a god who can foresee the future? It’s just a coincidence. Durandal happened to be on vacation and ran into her, so she captured her. Lucky for us."





"I’ve marked some suspected targets and synced the data to you. Have the Valkyries assist in either capturing or eliminating them. Any additional intel?"





"Matches what I have here. Nothing to add. Proceed as planned."





"My communication channel remains secure—beyond the Herrscher of Thousands’ reach. Sync with me during interrogations."





"Understood."





At this point, knowing Sigurd’s penchant for efficiency, the figure of Hera on the screen smiled and raised a teacup in a gesture of farewell.





Sigurd nodded and ended the call.





"Dr. Einstein, Welt, the more strained our grassroots forces are, the more critical command and communication become. Keep the situation stable and minimize conflicts and losses. I’ll handle capturing the Herrscher of Thousands."





"Understood."





"Got it."





Einstein and Welt responded in unison.





Sigurd glanced at them before tilting his stiff neck.





Crack!





With the sound of shifting bones, Sigurd spread his hands as an array of virtual windows materialized around him.





<+>





In the United Americas, the Honkai Cult’s pope, who had just concluded her sermon and secured the official support of half the state governments, returned to her opulent room. As she tore off her ornate golden and jade robes, a young face, cold and brimming with malice, was revealed.





"Ha! My task here is complete. What about yours— Wait, something went wrong already?"





The red-haired girl, petite in stature, approached the window, her expression dark as she stared into the distance.





【It was Durandal herself. Looks like escape is impossible—what a pity~~】





【No matter. Our plan is to set the wheels of change in motion. Once it starts, it can’t be stopped. A few captured individuals won’t affect the grand scheme.】





【That’s not the issue! In Welt’s unexpected incident, we didn’t reveal any information, yet they still managed to catch one of our operatives so quickly. Could they have been aware of us all along?】





【…It must be a coincidence, right?】





【Don’t be naive. We’re up against those who control most of civilization’s power and toy with Herrscher abilities. Extreme caution is only prudent.】





【Cut the chatter. Let’s accelerate our operations. And I’m proposing a vote: let’s not waste energy preserving that unlucky individual’s consciousness. Since she’s captured, let her fend for herself.】





【Agreed. Every bit of our strength is precious; there’s no need to waste it on failures.】





【Damn it!!! You sons of— beep— beep— beep—】





The final curse came from a certain unfortunate individual currently being held by Durandal.





However, the pope simply sneered disdainfully, raising her head with a smug, gloating smile.





The next second, the pope, along with over a hundred co-conspirators wreaking havoc worldwide, looked up to see dark storm clouds forming ominously above them.





And in unison, they muttered—





【Beep—】




















  
    

    













【Pope, have you escaped yet?】





"Damn it! Who the hell are you!?"





Amid the chaotic, crowded scene, a petite girl in a torn, once-elegant gown squeezed her way forward with the advantage of her size and agility, cursing furiously all the while.





Behind her, a swarm of drones, like a black storm cloud, pursued relentlessly. Any gap in her movements was met with laser blasts or razor-edged drones swooping in, leaving bloody wounds in their wake.





The crowd around the Pope, hypnotized by her abilities, remained oblivious to the chase and instead subconsciously shielded her with their bodies.





【I’m the Director of the Research Institute.】





"Got it. I’m still running. What about you?"





【Same here. As expected, the First Executor of Anti-Entropy went straight for the key targets. Those armed revolts are irrelevant. Once the war machines of Anti-Entropy and Schicksal are deployed, they’ll be crushed like insects. The real focus is on individuals like us who are guiding public opinion and fragmenting society. That’s why the pressure on our group is much higher… Anyway, straight to the point—don’t return to the Theater of Domination.】





"Why not? Are you trying to get me killed?"





【A vote just passed. Each of us targeted individuals carries significant intelligence value. Our collective strength can preserve consciousness, but the bodies we inhabit are disposable. If necessary, abandon them. As for why—three minutes ago, one of us fled to the Theater, and its imaginary coordinates were calculated. Long story short, it’s now a zone of high heat and radiation.】





"…Understood. I hope you die a horrible death."





【Thanks, same to you! Hahaha!】





The Director cut off the psychic communication, leaving a playful laugh in her wake.





Moments later, a mistake in her high-speed movements left the Pope vulnerable. A laser beam pierced through her calf.





Zing!





"Mother of—!"





The Pope’s face turned pale as she rolled onto the ground, grabbing a few nearby bystanders to shield herself.





Hiss—





Curled up within her human barrier, she glanced at the charred hole in her calf, took a deep breath, and peeked through a gap at the dark swarm outside. She raised a middle finger.





"(`｀0´)凸!!!"





Zing!





Her middle finger was severed by another laser, leaving a scorched stump that spurted blood.





"You son of a—"





Zing!





Thud!





Another laser from the side pierced her throat, cutting off her elegant retort.





Despite the cover of the crowd, it was no match for Sigurd’s personally controlled swarm. The Pope had anticipated her fate but hadn’t expected to last even this short.





"凸(◣д◢)!"





Collapsed among the crowd, she shakily raised her other middle finger.





Zing!





The second middle finger met the same fate. Meanwhile, drones with slender mechanical appendages gently parted the hypnotized bystanders, slowly closing in on their now-defenseless target.





The Pope lay on the ground, unable to make a sound or resist.





She glared venomously at the swarm above, her bloodshot eyes glowing with Honkai energy as she detonated her own brain in defiance.





Boom!!!





Her head became a gruesome mess of red and white, splattering over the nearby bystanders. The fragments extended several meters, staining everyone in the vicinity.





The mental suggestions she had planted in the crowd dissipated, revealing the bloody scene and the swarm of black drones to the public.





A young man touched an odd sensation on his face, only to find bits of nauseating red-and-white matter on his trembling fingers.





"Ahhh!!!"





A bloodcurdling scream echoed, and in the impossibly congested crowd, chaos was about to erupt.





The next moment, countless fine needles laced with anesthetic shot out from the swarm.





<+>





“Another failure. They’re decisive, clearly unafraid of sacrifice. It’s almost certain that the Herrscher of Thousands has a collective survival mechanism—if the collective persists, the individual cannot truly die. This time, the incident was in Los Santos. Welt, assign someone to clean up the aftermath.”





“Again? Our manpower is already stretched thin...”





“Then call on your friends, seek help from those you’ve supported in the past. They are the true majority.”





“...You’re right. I’ll try.”





Welt removed his black-rimmed glasses, wiped them clean, and renewed his resolve before diving back into his command duties.





Einstein entered the operations command room at that moment, handing Sigurd a concise report filled with data.





“We’ve tested it. The Herrscher of Thousands has indeed shifted their imaginary space coordinates. The entrance can no longer be found.”





“As expected. But receiving gifts from both Welt and me within two days, combined with their losses in the real world, they must be severely weakened.”





Sigurd glanced at the report data and casually tossed it onto the table.





Einstein noticed on a virtual screen the image of the Pope’s headless body being carried away by the drones. She frowned.





“Still couldn’t capture one alive?”





“These individuals are cunning, using crowds for cover, and most choose to commit suicide— Such a nuisance!”





Sigurd shook his head in exasperation, letting out a sigh.





He couldn’t help but reminisce about the simpler Herrschers of the past—those straightforward ones who just stood there, letting him obliterate them with ease.





Einstein pondered and suggested, “Why not just put the crowd to sleep from the start? Wouldn’t that make capturing them easier?”





“We can’t let them feel cornered from the outset. Otherwise, these anti-human entities are likely to lash out in desperation, dragging many others down with them. The key is to guide them—to keep each individual focused entirely on escaping, rather than seeking scapegoats. We exhaust them, corner them step by step, and lead them to an inevitable dead end. That’s how we minimize unnecessary casualties.”





“I see your point. I hadn’t considered that.”





“It’s just a matter of balancing priorities. Sacrificing our long-cultivated image of Anti-Entropy as a benevolent force for their sake would be counterproductive.”





Sigurd replied coldly as he processed various data on a projection screen. The faint light illuminated his face, giving him a mechanical, almost emotionless aura—perhaps best described as cold and indifferent.





Einstein remained silent for a moment before returning to her station, continuing to provide support for the operation.





Welt glanced at Sigurd, shook his head slightly, and said nothing.





Sigurd’s words might make him sound like a villain, but Welt had long understood that actions speak louder than words.





Sigurd had consistently protected civilians. Even with the Herrscher of Thousands wreaking havoc, he hadn’t rashly pursued victory at the expense of innocent lives. That alone was enough.




















  
    

    













“Over two hundred individuals, and aside from one kind soul early on who pointed me toward the imaginary space and allowed me to deliver a few small gifts, none of the others cooperated. All we brought back were corpses... It’s really quite frustrating.”





Under the starlit sky, on the balcony, Sigurd and his companions took a break from their chaotic duties, enjoying some tea and resting briefly.





At the same time, it was Hera’s moment to shine during a live interrogation—the sole captured individual from the Herrscher of Thousands warranted special attention.





“Ahem! Can you hear me? Is the image clear enough?”





“The audio signal is quantum communication, and the visuals are a lifelike 3D projection. Aside from not being able to touch it, it’s practically immersive—stop wasting time on theatrics, Hera, and get on with it.”





“Got it~~”





“I’m starting to miss your male body. Find time to switch to a strong male form, would you? If you keep this up, you might never go back.”





“ʅ(･´‸･｀)ʃ Blame me, huh?”





Hera looked innocent, even a little aggrieved.





As an archbishop who had lived over 500 years, Hera prioritized practicality and disregarded the inconveniences of mortal sentiments. Was that so wrong?





Sigurd, unimpressed by Hera’s indifference, said nothing more. To be fair, beyond the irritation of her intentional cuteness, Sigurd didn’t see any real issue with her pragmatic style.





Shaking his head, Sigurd cast aside unimportant matters and turned his attention to the golden-haired girl gradually revealed in the projection space, as if she were truly present.





Her limbs were restrained, suspended mid-air, facing Hera, who sat leisurely drinking tea. Standing beside her was the black-uniformed Durandal, calm and poised, embodying one of the Herrscher of Thousands.





“Hmm... Good tea.”





“Can I have a cup? Your watchdog has been too rough. I haven’t had anything to drink all day—I’m dying of thirst here.”





The golden-haired girl, suspended in mid-air, lifted her head and spoke with brazen confidence.





She bore a different appearance than what Welt had known, clearly operating in reality under this identity and visage. While her features weren’t bad, her gloomy and sinister demeanor left a poor impression.





Durandal, likened to a "watchdog," remained unbothered and unresponsive, standing still like a statue.





Hera, on the other hand, crossed her legs and, with a faint smile, set down her teacup.





“There’s plenty of tea, but unfortunately, I don’t feel like sharing. Besides, you’re a Herrscher—you won’t die of thirst.”





“Tch! Cold and heartless as ever, Lady Hera Schariac... or should I call you Lady Eleanor Schariac instead?”





The Herrscher of Thousands smiled as she spoke.





Hera’s smile vanished.





“Where did you hear that name?”





“Anything that exists leaves a trace. Eleanor Schariac, adoptive sister of Archbishop Otto, a prominent figure within Schicksal 500 years ago. She mysteriously disappeared shortly before Otto ascended to the archbishop’s seat, and her name was deliberately erased from history—something only Archbishop Otto could achieve.”





The Herrscher spoke fluently, narrating the history they had uncovered and their deductions.





Hera listened solemnly, without interrupting.





The Herrscher continued:





“Otto’s motivations for doing so could be twofold: First, Eleanor’s disappearance was tied to Schicksal’s power struggles, or perhaps to Otto himself, making it a painful memory he wished to bury. Second, Eleanor never actually died; instead, she went into hiding for a greater purpose.





Meanwhile, we discovered that the name Hera Schariac exists in history in an exceedingly obscure and ambiguous way. It has no concrete origin but appears sporadically in fragmented records—always at Otto’s side, subtly suggesting equal standing.





Looking over Schicksal’s 500-year history, only Eleanor and you held such a status within the Schariac family. Eleanor vanished mysteriously, and you appeared out of nowhere with similarly sparse and enigmatic records. The connections are hard to ignore, wouldn’t you say?”





“Phew—”





Hera took a sharp breath and leaned back in a mock "tactical retreat."





What a brilliant deduction!





Hera had indeed put thought into crafting her identity. The fewer and more ambiguous the records, the more outsiders would speculate and imagine, eventually piecing together a “truth” that was plausible and reasonable.





However, the Herrscher of Thousands managed to unearth the existence of Eleanor and even equated her with Hera—a truly brilliant deduction!





After all, Hera’s true identity was known to only a select few, none of whom the Herrscher could possibly reach to gather intelligence. That they could piece together such a logical and well-researched hypothesis from scarce historical fragments was commendable.





“Eleanor… that foolish girl.”





Hera leaned back slightly and let out a faint sigh.





For once, it wasn’t an act.





The deliberate omission of the child’s existence in the records wasn’t without reason—it was born of guilt. Every time Hera thought of it, she felt regret and sorrow. It was enough that she remembered; she doubted Eleanor would have wanted others to pass judgment on her anyway.





Relaxing her posture, Hera resumed her characteristic playful smile, neither confirming nor denying the deduction. After all, their imagination had done all the work, and denying it wouldn’t deter them from their conjectures.





She said:





“So, you’ve investigated me so thoroughly because you’ve got an agenda, haven’t you? Is that why you didn’t commit suicide halfway through? You came here specifically to see me, didn’t you?”





Hera gazed at the Herrscher of Thousands, her curiosity finally resolved.





After all, Sigurd had no shortage of means to subdue and restrain Herrschers, yet they’d failed to capture any living specimens—until now. What made Durandal capable of bringing this one back unharmed? Could it be that this particular Herrscher was unusually afraid of pain?





As Hera suspected, the Herrscher individual nodded, sighed helplessly, and said:





“Indeed, I did come to see you. Over at Anti-Entropy, Welt is far too difficult to deal with. And Sigurd Kaslana is even more mysterious—he somehow has a near-flawless fake background, and his true origins are completely untraceable. Judging from his silver hair, blue eyes, and mastery of the Judgement of Shamash, he must be an ancient member of the Kaslana family. But there’s no way to find any weaknesses there, so I thought I’d try my luck with you.





“Though honestly, my presence here is purely coincidental. There should’ve been someone more professional handling this, but as luck would have it, your watchdog just happened to be nearby.”





“Oh? Then… what’s my weakness?”





“Ana Schariac, your descendant, the current Herrscher of Ice. Her condition isn’t stable, is it? You can protect her for now, but what will you do the next time she loses control? For the greater good of humanity, you’ll have no choice but to abandon her. Isn’t that pitiful?”





The Herrscher stretched her neck forward slightly, speaking with a tone of mock pity and questioning.





Hera’s smile vanished again.





The Herrscher continued her calculated provocation:





“Ana hasn’t done anything wrong! Being chosen by a god only proves her excellence. And for that, she’s supposed to be punished? Being executed and dissected wouldn’t even be the worst outcome. In the worst case, she might be treated like livestock—forced to watch as people study her body while fully conscious. Lady Hera, as a member of the ancient Schariac family, having witnessed the tragic fate of generations of Schariacs, how could you bear to see such a kind and innocent child suffer?”





“…Shut up! Tell me your intelligence and plans, or I’ll search your mind myself.”





Hera crossed her legs the other way and spoke with a calm yet emotionless tone.





The Herrscher seemed to confirm something at that moment and burst into laughter:





“That’s enough talk for now! My brain is far too valuable to let you snoop around. We’ll… chat again next time. Hahaha!”





The laughter stopped abruptly. The Herrscher’s head drooped, and her body, still suspended mid-air, went limp.





Durandal stepped forward, lifted the Herrscher’s chin, and saw her lifeless eyes, still open but devoid of spirit.





“Breathing and heartbeat have ceased. Her Honkai energy is dissipating, and all other life signs are… hmm? What’s this?”





Durandal noticed a trickle of blood from the Herrscher’s nose, mixed with faint, whitish particles.





“That’s brain matter. Like Sigurd encountered, they destroy their own brains before death, ensuring their consciousness detaches completely and leaving no chance for us to extract information.”





Hera explained nonchalantly.





Durandal’s expression froze momentarily. She had already wiped the strange blood away with her pale fingers, almost bringing it to her nose to sniff. She hadn’t immediately thought of brain fragments—it was an unexpected detail.





It wasn’t her fault. While she’d experienced countless brutal battlefields filled with Honkai beasts and dead soldiers, who in their right mind would ever think to research brain matter?!




















  
    

    













“I-I’m sorry! It was my carelessness—I failed to stop her suicide in time!”





Despite the unsettling scene, Durandal quickly recovered from her brief moment of distraction, shaking off the unpleasant substance on her fingers. She straightened herself and saluted with impeccable form.





Hera shook her head and replied casually, “It’s not your fault. The contact time was too short. Even Sigurd and I haven’t developed effective countermeasures yet. Just take the body away, seal it, and keep it for future needs.”





Aside from the inability to prevent suicide, the Herrschers’ heightened vigilance was another critical factor. Hera hadn’t even taken out Hua’s Fenghuang Down—and in hindsight, that had been the right choice. If she had, the Herrscher likely would’ve committed suicide instantly, leaving them with no chance for even this minimal exchange of information.





“Yes!”





Durandal saluted again, then effortlessly sliced through the high-strength anti-Honkai energy restraints with a knife-hand strike. She carried the Herrscher’s lifeless body out of the room.





Once alone, Hera picked up her teacup, sipping the now slightly cooled tea. She raised an eyebrow and spoke to the seemingly empty room:





“So, what do you all think?”





In the next moment, three figures materialized as holographic projections—Sigurd, Welt, and Einstein.





Sigurd rested his hands on the armrests of his chair, fingers interlocked, his tone calm and composed:





“As expected, they’ve set their sights on your identity. That’s why they allowed this individual to approach you. While we didn’t obtain concrete intelligence, we now have a lead to pursue.”





“So, what you’re saying is that I’m responsible for capturing the Herrscher of Thousands?”





“Intrigue, scheming, and playing the long game—you’re the best at that.”





“Hey! That’s a bit much, don’t you think? And besides, if I’m like this, what does that make my dear friend who always counters me so perfectly?”





“Exceptionally wise.”





“Wow! Look at this guy—he takes all the credit for himself and dumps the bad traits on me!”





Hera pointed her two slender, spotless fingers at Sigurd, her smile radiant yet laced with playful mockery.





Sigurd met her gaze, the faintest trace of a smile tugging at his lips.





The atmosphere, however, was far from amicable. Welt and Einstein, the other two present via hologram, could clearly sense an undercurrent of tension between the two.





Clap! Clap!





Einstein clapped her hands lightly, her tone flat as she said:





“That’s enough flirting. Let’s get back to business.”





Flirting? Sigurd, his expression unreadable, turned to Einstein as if to silently refute her remark.





Meanwhile, Hera grinned and flashed a peace sign:





“In any case, long live friendship!”





She described her relationship with Sigurd—marked by sharp banter and constant undermining—as a friendship, genuinely enjoying the dynamic.





Sigurd’s expression darkened slightly, though he said nothing.





At that moment, Welt, as if emerging from deep thought, removed his glasses and let out a long sigh.





“Ah… The matter of the Herrscher of Thousands does need to be entrusted to you. On our side, I believe Sigurd’s presence is required elsewhere.”





His sudden remark drew puzzled looks from the others.





Sigurd and Einstein, in particular, exchanged glances. Welt hadn’t mentioned any such plans before now.





Welt polished his glasses slowly, pausing for a moment before speaking:





"The incident involving the Herrscher of Thousands has brought a critical issue to the forefront. Over the years, Anti-Entropy has been dedicated to reshaping this world. Our influence now extends to one-sixth of the human-inhabited regions, primarily areas of extreme poverty. With the limitless energy provided by the 'Moonlight Throne' device, along with advanced technology and management practices, we’ve elevated one-eighth of the global population to a standard of living befitting humanity. Hunger and cold have been nearly eradicated, and the forces of exploitation have been drastically reduced. However, reaching this point has also brought us to the brink of full-scale conflict with the various malformed structures that dominate the world. This, in essence, is the core issue that the Herrscher of Thousands exploited."





Welt's perspective was profound and incisive, identifying the root cause that Sigurd and the others had previously overlooked.





The trio contemplated his words and eventually nodded, acknowledging this unconventional conclusion.





Welt continued:





"The world’s primary contradictions today are twofold: the conflict between civilization and Honkai, and the opposition between republican ideals and various decayed systems. To resolve these contradictions fundamentally, we need a strong, central force—one capable of using immense power to do what is right."





He outlined a grand, correct direction that once again garnered the agreement of his listeners.





Sigurd asked, "So, what’s your plan?"





"Nation-building. Not a nation defined by territorial borders, but one defined by civilization—a unified state encompassing all humanity, regardless of race, ethnicity, or allegiance to Schicksal or Anti-Entropy."





Welt’s proposal was staggering.





Yet none of the attendees were ordinary individuals. After brief deliberation, they acknowledged it as a feasible and effective approach.





By abolishing the distinctions between nations and organizations, the entire civilization could be unified. A centralized government could decisively and legitimately eradicate all discordant elements, rallying the world’s forces under the banner of resisting Honkai. Simultaneously, it would provide a clear framework for disseminating Welt’s ideological system.





This also promised to settle the rivalry and tension between Schicksal and Anti-Entropy once and for all—not by declaring a victor but by uniting both sides to build a better future together. It was a solution capable of appeasing both Valkyrie troops and Anti-Entropy members alike.





As for whether such a plan could succeed… truthfully, if the four individuals present agreed to it, there was little on this planet that couldn’t be accomplished. Even dismantling hundreds of nations and achieving total unification was within their reach.





The problem lay in Hera’s position within this grand plan.





Currently, Hera stood as Schicksal’s leader. For the greater good, even if Welt, Sigurd, and Einstein all wished to see her fall, they were compelled to maintain harmonious relations with her. But once a unified government was established, Hera’s significance might diminish…





Or perhaps not. Hera’s power was not solely reliant on Schicksal’s support. Her unfathomable accumulation of resources and enigmatic trump cards wouldn’t lose their value simply because of a systemic change.





In essence, her situation wouldn’t shift drastically—at least not until the fight against Honkai was won.





That was all Hera needed. She wasn’t concerned about how much longer she could live. As long as Kallen’s resurrection succeeded, it would be enough.





Besides, Sigurd’s rapid progress was already terrifying. Hera had long anticipated her eventual end. Whether or not a nation was established mattered little to her in the grand scheme.





Having thought this through, Hera took on an indifferent demeanor, as though the matter were unrelated to her. She asked casually, "So, which governmental system do you propose for this unified state? That’s a crucial question, isn’t it?"





"I believe the most suitable system is imperial rule," Welt declared.





"Wait! Hold on—you’re talking about universal harmony, aren’t you? Imperial rule would be a step backward!"





Hera was stunned, struggling to comprehend Welt’s seemingly contradictory logic.





Likewise, Sigurd and Einstein appeared perplexed, turning to Welt for clarification.




















  
    "We need to look at this matter dialectically. Imperial rule is a relic of feudalism, but the core problem lies in the opposing interests of the ruling class and the people. The direct flaw of imperial systems is the instability of rulers’ capabilities—their grip on power cannot always be strong or effective. However, stripped of these issues, its advantage lies in its true centralization of power: once a decree is issued, it is unstoppable."



    



    "I'm not proposing a return to the old feudal system. First, we need a determined and capable emperor to suppress all discord from above. Simultaneously, we’ll improve the governing bodies based on modern systems, creating an efficient and practicable administrative framework."



    



    "Finally, imperial rule is merely a temporary measure to address the two major contradictions we face today. When the Honkai threat is resolved and the old decayed forces are swept away, we will transition to the republican system I envision, truly advancing toward a harmonious society."



    



    Welt laid out his plan slowly and methodically.



    



    The other three gradually began to understand.



    



    Governments and systems, after all, are merely tools, not ultimate ends.



    



    Welt's meaning was simple: concentrating power to get things done. As for the concerns of autocracy—instability, corruption, and other flaws—this would only be for one term. Pick a capable candidate, and the job is done. Besides, others would be there to provide support, so nothing could go too wrong.



    



    In other words, the success of this plan hinged on the choice of the emperor.



    



    The candidate needed to possess intelligence, political acumen, prestige, and, most fundamentally, the right ideological stance. They had to be capable of wielding this unprecedented power to unite all of civilization and resolve humanity’s two major crises. At the same time, they had to be willing to relinquish the supreme position of power, along with the likely unparalleled prestige, once their mission was complete and the system needed to transition.



    



    This would likely be humanity’s first and last great emperor.



    



    But, naturally, it was also a highly troublesome role.



    



    “(ㅍ_ㅍ)...”



    



    After processing the situation, Sigurd wore a deadpan expression.



    



    It sounded like Welt himself was the most suitable candidate to "take this honor"—ahem, responsibility.



    



    So, as the room fell silent, Sigurd broke it:



    



    "I get your point. Both Honkai and the complete transformation you want indeed require immense power to support. In that case, this monumental task is yours—"



    



    "Unfortunately, I’m not the right person for the job."



    



    Before Sigurd could finish, Welt shook his head. It wasn’t out of modesty but a serious declaration of his stance.



    



    Surprised, Sigurd, Hera, and Einstein all turned their eyes toward Welt—logically speaking, he had proposed the idea. If not him, then who?



    



    Welt sighed under their stares.



    



    "I’ve been considering this matter carefully, and my conclusion is: I’m not suitable. Ideologically and in terms of not clinging to power, I qualify. However, compared to all of you, I lack the necessary wisdom. Governing the entire world involves countless details, and I might overlook something critical, leading to chaos. My reputation is also a disadvantage—I will always be seen as a Herrscher, a natural flaw. And lastly, Hera, you wouldn’t submit to my rule, would you?"



    



    Welt pointed out undeniable issues, any one of which could be catastrophic at crucial moments.



    



    Most notably, Hera’s radiant smile nodded in agreement.



    



    Indeed, she respected the current Welt, willing to call him a hero, a sage, a saint, and a man worthy of her trust. But that wasn’t reason enough for Hera to set aside her pride and bow to him.



    



    Meanwhile, Sigurd stroked his chin, a sense of foreboding rising within him as he muttered:



    



    "Einstein is out of the question—she’s ultimately a gentle scholar lacking in certain key aspects. Otto... that’s the worst option imaginable. Even if I lost my mind, I wouldn’t choose him. So... could it be me?!"



    



    Sigurd pointed to himself, dumbfounded, and looked at Welt in disbelief.



    



    Welt responded with a radiant smile and a nod.



    



    Sigurd’s face darkened.



    



    "No way! Just hearing about it sounds like a massive headache!"



    



    "That’s precisely why you’re perfect. Your reluctance to cling to power ensures you’ll cooperate in relinquishing it when the time comes."



    



    "Otto wouldn’t submit to me... would he?"



    



    Sigurd initially tried to use this as a firm excuse, but he hesitated and turned to Hera.



    



    “(＾ワ＾) Of course, he would~”



    



    Hera's smile was pure and angelic, as if a pristine white lily had blossomed.



    



    Yes, in her view, no matter how ideological or ambitious Welt was, he still didn’t inspire submission.



    



    Sigurd, on the other hand, was the savior who brought resurrection technology, a being of unparalleled strength and wisdom, far surpassing Otto Apocalypse. To Otto, if everyone could live five hundred years, Welt would still fall short. But Sigurd? He seemed to have reached an entirely different dimension.



    



    Moreover, years of interaction had built a deep friendship. Bowing to Sigurd wasn’t something Hera couldn’t accept.



    



    Most importantly, Hera found great joy in Sigurd’s expression of disdain and discomfort. When he eventually took on this troublesome role, she imagined his future reactions would be even more amusing.



    



    In short, Emperor Sigurd? Totally fine with her!



    



    Hera’s radiant, flower-like smile sent a chill down Sigurd’s spine. He quickly shook his head.



    



    "I’m not doing it. You’d better find someone else."



    



    "Sigurd, I know this power is just a nuisance to you, but someone has to shoulder this responsibility. You’re the best candidate. Don’t you want to create a safe and beautiful world for Kiana and the others? Can you really entrust this all-encompassing power—even over them—to someone else?"



    



    Welt placed a hand on Sigurd’s shoulder, speaking earnestly.



    



    Newton’s Third Law: for every action, there’s an equal and opposite reaction.



    



    Just as Sigurd had figured Welt out and believed he could control him anytime, Welt had also come to understand Sigurd deeply.



    



    So Welt knew exactly how to persuade him.



    



    As Welt expected, Sigurd fell silent at the mention of this possibility, considering the implications.



    



    What if, in the future, the person sitting on the emperor’s throne ordered Kiana to undertake a suicide mission, claiming it was for humanity’s salvation?



    



    Sigurd had confidence that no matter who that person was, he could crush their face into the ground and calmly say, "Fuck you."



    



    But what if Kiana agreed? What then?



    



    That possibility wasn’t far-fetched. No, it was highly likely in critical situations.



    



    And so, Sigurd wavered.

  
    "There’s no one more suitable than you."



    



    "In terms of combat ability, aside from the unfathomable Fu Hua, there’s no one in the world today who can last two moves against you."



    



    "In terms of wisdom, Otto’s recognition and praise speak volumes."



    



    "In terms of prestige, you are the Chief Executor of Anti-Entropy, the uncrowned dictator, the cataclysmic scourge of a fallen sky, the dignified schemer, the cold-blooded executioner—Do I even need to list all the ways your allies and enemies revere and fear you?"



    



    "As for political acumen, to be honest, all these years, I’ve only fought on the frontlines. Einstein can only help to a limited extent, and the other Executors are far from capable of overseeing the big picture. Over the years, almost every critical, world-changing policy and its intricate execution have been your doing. Who can claim you’re unworthy?"



    



    "In terms of contributions, we all know that the true origin of the ideological precepts lies with you. The real transformation of Anti-Entropy was spearheaded by you and has continued under your guidance. The reconciliation and comprehensive development of the two major organizations also hinged on your key role. Humanity’s current technological and military foundation was likewise led and orchestrated by you. I truly can’t think of anyone more deserving of credit."



    



    "Sigurd, I’m not shirking responsibility, nor am I acting on impulse. From a pragmatic standpoint, for the sake of humanity’s future, there is no one more suited than you!"



    



    Welt’s words were filled with admiration and gratitude as he delivered his case point by point.



    



    Within Anti-Entropy, countless individuals had expressed their willingness to follow Welt to the ends of the earth. But in Welt’s eyes, if Sigurd needed it, he would gladly give his life for him—because Sigurd was worth it.



    



    There was no one more fit to lead humanity, no one more qualified or capable of guiding, regulating, and commanding all of civilization.



    



    Welt’s impassioned speech even stirred fluctuations in the eyes of Einstein and Hera.



    



    Caught in the whirlwind of history, neither had taken the time to carefully reflect on all Sigurd had done.



    



    But as Welt had pointed out, the current world order, this vibrant, hopeful tableau of civilization, was undoubtedly sketched out by Sigurd himself.



    



    Even being part of the process, neither Einstein nor Hera—nor even Welt, who actively championed change—was more than a single shade of color on the canvas.



    



    Each of them was significant, yet if any one of them were removed, the painting would still continue as long as Sigurd remained standing at its center.



    



    “Ah…”



    



    Hera sighed, reclining bonelessly in her chair, and said with a rare sincerity, "Sigurd, this time, I fully agree with Welt. For anyone else aiming for that position, I would scoff—‘Why you?’ But you... If you refuse, it would be humanity’s loss, not yours."



    



    Einstein, stroking her chin, nodded silently, conveying her agreement without words.



    



    Then Hera sighed again, this time with a touch of melancholy.



    



    "Sigurd, you know my wish. When I’ve achieved it, I still want to leave her a world that isn’t an utter mess. I hope that world is yours. If you agree, I will do everything I can to support you, because it would be an extension of my wish... perhaps even a small measure of redemption for me."



    



    Hera’s cryptic words left Welt and Einstein puzzled, but Sigurd understood her perfectly.



    



    Emerging from his thoughts, Sigurd looked up. He saw Welt’s expectant and sincere gaze, Einstein’s subtle smile, and Hera’s encouraging expression.



    



    But these didn’t matter as much as his own reasoning.



    



    Yes, there truly was no one more suitable than him.



    



    What’s more, Sigurd and Hera were alike in one way: they both felt a visceral disdain at the idea of anyone else taking that seat of power.



    



    Anyone else aiming to give him orders? Preposterous!



    



    Even if it were Welt sitting there, Sigurd would only cooperate when necessary. Most of the time, he would look upon Emperor Welt with a benevolent but patronizing gaze—because an emperor who couldn’t win over Sigurd or Hera wasn’t capable of accomplishing anything truly significant.



    



    "You all know I don’t like trouble," Sigurd said stiffly.



    



    Welt gave a wry smile and scratched his face.



    



    "Yes, we know. And I’m sorry. We’ve been troubling you all along, but this burden can only be entrusted to you."



    



    Sigurd unclasped his interlocked fingers and leaned forward, his golden, radiant eyes exuding a powerful sense of oppression, even through a three-dimensional projection. His cold voice carried an unmistakable weight as he spoke deliberately:



    



    "But, if this is the best choice, then so be it. I’ve never been an emperor, and I’m a willful person. So, if there’s anything in the future that displeases you—remember this: since I’m in this position, my will shall prevail."



    



    "Honkai, I will lead you to fight it."



    



    "The new world, I will lead you to create it."



    



    "Does anyone have any objections?"



    



    Sigurd had always been a dominant and forceful figure. Even when confronted with emotions he had never contemplated, he took the lead and responded in his way.



    



    Now, it was no different.



    



    Since he was to take on this role, his domineering nature would extend to all of civilization, prevailing until the Honkai was defeated and the new world reached a standard that satisfied him. Until then, nothing could stand in the way of his will.



    



    Perhaps the Sigurd of the original world had this potential. Perhaps his experiences in this world had unleashed his nature. But none of that mattered now. What mattered was that when Sigurd seriously accepted this responsibility, he had to embrace this unyielding dominance.



    



    The attendees fell silent for a moment.



    



    Then, Welt adjusted his glasses and smiled gently.



    



    "Of course, Sigurd—no, Your Majesty."



    



    Hera clapped softly, her excitement barely contained.



    



    "As I’ve always said, no one is more suitable than you, my… Emperor!"



    



    Einstein allowed a rare, tender smile to surface.



    



    "Haven’t I always been serving you? From now on, it will remain the same, Emperor Sigurd."



    



    The golden hue faded from Sigurd’s eyes as he leaned back and waved his hand casually.



    



    "Then it’s decided. Welt, Hera, Dr. Einstein, you will dismantle those messy nations and establish a unified government... within six months. For those who refuse to comply, be a little forceful if necessary. Conflict is inevitable, and leniency will only embolden opportunists. Six months from now, we will establish the nation and ascend to the throne."



    



    "Understood," Welt and Einstein responded simultaneously, quickly assuming their new roles. After all, dismantling decaying forces and spreading Anti-Entropy’s governance were tasks they excelled at.



    



    Hera, however, scratched her chin and asked,



    



    "I’m happy to cooperate, but what about the Herrscher of Thousands? Should I handle that too?"



    



    "That won’t be necessary."



    



    "And you—cough, ahem, Your Majesty, what’s your plan?"



    



    "It’s not a traditional monarchy. There’s no need for excessive formality. Keep communication natural in most cases. As for the Herrscher of Thousands, our Herrscher team will handle it."



    



    Sigurd’s tone was calm, but his words brought a hint of hesitation to the trio.



    



    It sounded risky. Wasn’t it too dangerous?



    



    Sigurd shook his head.



    



    "Even you doubt their capabilities, don’t you? Herrschers on humanity’s side are strategic assets, not fragile flowers to be sheltered. In hindsight, I realize I’ve been overprotective. They need real challenges and growth, and the Herrscher of Thousands is a perfect grindstone. There’s minimal risk to their lives, but the peculiar abilities and cunning schemes of the enemy will be invaluable for their experience."



    



    His reasoning prompted nods of agreement.



    



    Indeed, the human-side Herrschers, aside from Welt, were still far too inexperienced. This immaturity had led Sigurd, Welt, and Einstein to instinctively protect them rather than deploy them against the Herrscher of Thousands.



    



    Yet, wasn’t it absurd to shield these strategic forces while the Honkai loomed?



    



    Moreover, the lack of concrete achievements by these Herrschers made them easy targets for doubt. If every Herrscher worked as hard as Welt to make meaningful contributions, the voices of dissent would undoubtedly diminish—at least enough for Anti-Entropy to silence critics from a position of true authority.



    



    Sigurd’s decision was sound, and the discussion ended there.



    



    "Dr. Einstein, I need access to the Quantum Sea. Hera, I need Su’s coordinates."



    



    "Understood," Einstein replied.



    



    "That’s doable, but what do you plan to do? Head into the Quantum Realm?" Hera asked.



    



    Sigurd nodded.



    



    "Three years ago, after contacting Su, we sent him treatment and life-extension technology. At my request, he continued observing parallel worlds to gather more intelligence on the Honkai. Now, I need to leverage his methods. Let’s just say I’ve never been an emperor, and I need some reflection and experimentation. Besides, since I’ll be leading all of civilization, I also need to have a proper conversation with a certain powerful entity that’s been roaming the Quantum Realm for a long time."



    



    "I understand. I trust your abilities. Go early, and come back soon. As for the real-world matters... as long as I’m here, things won’t spiral out of control," Einstein assured.



    



    "Don’t get complacent or careless. Guard this world well for me. And no scheming, either. Remember, your life—and something more valuable than your life, the equation of life itself—are in my hands."



    



    Sigurd leaned forward, his gaze steady as he addressed Hera.



    



    Hera’s smile faltered slightly before she sighed.



    



    "My dear friend, after all these years, don’t you trust me? Must you make it sound so dire?"



    



    "I trust you... which is why I’m stating the conditions for that trust," Sigurd replied.



    



    "Understood, my Emperor~~" Hera curtsied gracefully, her voice dripping with sweetness.



    



    Satisfied, Sigurd nodded.



    



    "That’s all for today. We’ll discuss the rest tomorrow. As for the chaos outside... allocate some military power and attention to it. Avoid excessive casualties, but document the unrest. It will help you identify troublemakers for the next six months’ operations."



    



    With the tone of a true leader, Sigurd concluded the meeting—a small gathering that would set the stage for a transformative future.

  
    

    













Ash-gray twin-drill curls hung down as the girl in light blue pajamas crossed her arms. Floating upside down in mid-air, with flawless pale skin and a doll-like delicate face, who could this cool and adorable girl be?





It’s none other than our lovely little Bronya!





"What are you doing?"





"Handstand."





"Why are you handstanding?"





"To stay awake."





In this brief exchange, Bronya blinked her crystal-clear large eyes, her cuteness sparking Sigurd’s urge to scoop her up and playfully ruffle her hair.





Sigurd didn’t resist the urge. He raised his arms.





Understanding as ever, Bronya deactivated the bindings of her Bunny drone, gracefully flipping mid-air and landing perfectly into Sigurd’s arms, wrapping her arms around his neck in the process.





"Are you done with your work? Is there anything Bronya can help with?"





The girl, holding onto Sigurd’s neck, asked in her milk-sweet monotone. Her large, focused eyes stared intently at him, as if in the world reflected in those serene pools, there was only Sigurd.





A smile crept up Sigurd’s lips as he supported her lightweight and incredibly soft body. One of his hands couldn’t resist giving a little squeeze.





Small enough to be held in one hand, yet with perfectly rounded curves and a delightful elasticity—it was truly a treasure, as the fans had claimed.





"There’s a lot to do; we’ll talk later," Sigurd said with a straight face, as though he wasn’t the one currently kneading a girl's buttock with his palm.





"…"





Bronya stared blankly at him, her face turning red.





There was a hint of shyness, but also a trace of sweetness and pride. After all, it meant Sigurd liked her body.





Sigurd looked over at the large bed in the room and saw Kiana and Sin Mal sleeping in each other's arms.





To be precise, Sin Mal’s sleeping posture was neat and composed, lying straight on the bed. However, her brows were furrowed in discomfort, and her small lips twitched uneasily as if she were having a nightmare.





The cause of her distress? A certain hyperactive Herrscher was tightly hugging Sin Mal’s body with steel-like arms, treating her like a life-sized sleeping plushie. Drool dripped from the corner of Kiana mouth as she wore a blissfully content expression in stark contrast to Sin Mal’s troubled state.





So, it wasn’t mutual cuddling—Kiana was treating Sin Mal as her personal plush toy.





"Why are the three of you in one room?"





"Because everything is out in the open now, and there was a lot to discuss."





"Alright. What did you talk about?"





"I won’t tell Sigurd. It’s a secret between girls. Unless you bribe Bronya—ah!"





Bronya’s little devil horns and black tail that had been about to pop out in mischief instantly shrank back under Sigurd’s mischievous squeeze.





Bronya went limp for a moment, resting her face against Sigurd’s chest. After a while, she lifted her blushing face and met Sigurd’s amused gaze.





"… Mostly, Kiana was complaining and trying to threaten Bronya, but she didn’t succeed. Sin Mal was mostly daydreaming. Then they started arguing and eventually fell asleep out of exhaustion. That’s about it."





Bronya obediently explained, her soft and sweet demeanor persuading Sigurd to let her go, placing her gently back on the floor.





Their conversation wasn’t loud, nor was it deliberately quiet.





On the bed, Sin Mal, whose sleep quality was already poor, twitched her ears slightly, and her eyelids began to flutter.





"Si…gu…"





In a daze, her blurry vision captured two figures etched into her heart.





Her consciousness gradually cleared, and she finally noticed the fiery warmth and crushing pressure that made it hard to breathe.





"Gawu!!!"





At this moment, simply breaking free wasn’t enough. Without hesitation, Sin Mal bit down with sharp teeth on the snow-white arm conveniently near her mouth.





The deeply asleep Kiana frowned immediately. After a moment, her eyelids also began to twitch, and she slowly opened her eyes.





"—Don’t mess around. It’s not even morning. Let go."





"Gawu!"





"—You asked for this!"





The quilt lifted as Kiana, relying on her unparalleled flexibility, raised one leg high and pressed her smooth, soft white toes directly against Sin Mal's nose.





"!!!"





Sin Mal froze for a moment, then her eyes widened in horror. With a burst of strength, she shoved Kiana away and furiously began scrubbing her nose.





"Hey! That’s too much! You’re the one who bit me first! You wanna fight?!"





"You—cockroach!!"





Kiana and Sin Mal pounced on each other.





…
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On the side, Sigurd and Bronya, who had been blissfully ignored for once, sighed deeply in unison, rubbing their temples.





"Ugh…" ×2





Sigurd: "Bronya."





Bronya: "Yes, sir!"





…





▄︻┻┳═一> Ratatatat >>>>>>>>





…





▄︻┻┳═一> Ratatatat >>>>>>>>





…





Three minutes later, Sigurd picked up the bullet-riddled electronic alarm clock from the nightstand, glanced at the flashing time display, and then pulled back the shredded curtains to peer at the just-lightening sky.





"48 minutes until sunrise. Clean up the room. I'll be waiting for you at the observation deck."





Stepping over a floor littered with shell casings, Sigurd left the room.





Bronya lowered her weapon and gave a sharp salute.





Meanwhile, Kiana and Sin Mal huddled together in the corner, trembling. On the walls and floor around them, the precise bullet marks outlined their bodies perfectly. Shaking, they replied in unison:





"Yes, sir!" ×2





<+>





The Observation Deck





Through the neatly trimmed lawn and flower beds, a small, exquisite pavilion stood on a platform extending from the edge of a tall building. At first glance, it appeared to float in mid-air.





"Shhh!"





From a patch of grass about a meter tall, a fluffy white head suddenly popped out.





"Calling HQ! Calling HQ! Sig is currently setting up breakfast. He doesn’t look angry. Situation is mostly safe! Repeat, mostly safe. Over!"





Kiana lay flat on the grass, speaking seriously into an imaginary radio.





Sin Mal lay beside her—though it was evident from their posture that she was mostly being pinned down by Kiana.





Bronya, however, walked past them expressionlessly.





"(ㅍ_ㅍ)…"





"Do you have something to say?"





"Bronya has nothing to say (internally screaming)."





"... It was a joke!"





Kiana rolled her eyes and muttered something about Bronya not understanding humor before releasing Sin Mal and leaping away just in time to avoid Sin Mal's flying kick.





Sin Mal puffed her cheeks angrily, glaring at Kiana. But when she saw Sigurd’s calm gaze already directed at them, she could only huff and quickly follow Bronya.





Soon, the three girls were seated, facing neatly arranged tableware and plates piled high with steaming buns of various kinds.





"Vinegar, soy sauce, and chili. Pick your favorites for dipping. Let’s eat."





Sigurd picked up his chopsticks, glanced at the three girls, and spoke flatly.





"Alright."





"Yes, Sigurd ❤～～"





"Yay! Sig’s buns! Big meat buns, soup dumplings, custard buns, red bean buns, even baked buns—we hit the jackpot!"





The three responses, each showcasing the girls’ distinct personalities, were equally adorable and endearing.





A faint smile flickered in Sigurd’s eyes.




















  
    

    













"What?! Sig's going to become an emperor? Doesn't that mean he can openly build a harem? No way! I won’t allow it!!"





In the cool breeze of the pavilion, Kiana stood up, pointing her left index finger at Sigurd, speaking with fierce determination—then tossed the xiaolongbao held by her chopsticks into her mouth. Her defiant expression quickly melted into blissful enjoyment of the delicious treat.





"Nom nom nom—"





"Mmm, thin skin, plenty of filling, rich and flavorful broth. So good～～"





Licking her lips, Kiana raised her chopsticks again, reaching for another bun on the table.





At this moment, Sigurd put down his chopsticks and, without the slightest hint of humor, said:


"If you don’t want your fingers, I can arrange to have them removed."





Kiana immediately placed her hands behind her back, puffing out her chest as if unfazed.





"You can’t scare me, hmph!"





"If you can’t use your mouth properly, I can help stitch it shut."





Sigurd spoke softly, his fingers making slow grasping motions that produced crisp cracking sounds.





"I’m sorry! I overstepped!"





Kiana bowed at a perfect ninety degrees, her tone full of genuine regret. However, the movement sent ripples through her white blouse that were enough to stir anyone's heart.





Full and well-proportioned, Kiana wasn’t the type to rely on exaggerated features to draw attention. Her figure was flawless, radiating a healthy beauty that was hard to overlook.





In summary, she was very well-developed. More importantly, she looked robust and vibrant—Sigurd’s gaze lingered for about a second, his thoughts quietly approving.





Crack! ×2





Sin Mal and Bronya both broke their chopsticks simultaneously, their eyes darkening.





Sin Mal looked down, her gaze resting on her top and thighs. The age gap between her and Kiana meant that her budding figure, still in its early stages, couldn’t quite compare—a small frustration she couldn't avoid.





Bronya also glanced down briefly—she lacked any age-based excuse. This was pure and unadulterated despair.





"Hmm?"





Sigurd summoned drones to replace their chopsticks but failed to notice their inner turmoil. He simply raised a hand and lightly knocked on Kiana’s head.





"Stop fooling around."





"Bleh～"





Kiana grinned mischievously, sticking out her tongue in playful defiance.





Despite her troubled past and the heavy burden of guilt she carried, coupled with the constant struggle against another personality within her, Kiana's smile remained untainted by shadows.





Her greatest source of confidence was knowing that no matter what happened, Sigurd would always be there to look after and care for her. He would discipline her, indulge her—that was enough.





Sitting back down, she continued stuffing buns into her mouth while gazing at Sigurd with her bright, lively eyes, waiting for him to continue.





Sigurd let out a soft sigh and then continued speaking:





"The second matter. The Herrscher of Thousands will be dealt with by the Herrschers on the human side, including you, Kiana. This is both a mission and a trial for you all. Herrschers on our side are critical combat assets for civilization, not protected mascots… Kiana, for this mission alone, I won’t provide any assistance. This is a test that you must complete using your own intelligence and abilities."





Sigurd watched as Kiana quickly devoured the buns on the table. Once he finished speaking, he simply observed her quietly, neither urging her nor adding anything further.





He knew that Kiana understood the point he was trying to convey.





After a moment of silence, Kiana picked up her chopsticks and resumed her cheerful feasting. Not long after, she stuffed the last bun on the table into her mouth, puffing out her cheeks as she chewed. She then set down her chopsticks and, after swallowing, gave Sigurd a big thumbs-up, her face breaking into a brilliant smile.





"Don’t worry, leave it to me!"





"…Alright, I believe in you."





Sigurd looked at her, a smile slowly spreading across his face.





Kiana was truly exceptional.





Even though he often complained about Kiana outwardly, Sigurd was well aware of her exceptional intellect and abilities. Especially her fearless courage and unwavering resilience, which granted her endless potential.





Perhaps, the real obstacle to Kiana’s growth all along had been his overprotectiveness.





With a clean handkerchief, Sigurd wiped the oily sheen from Kiana’s lips, saying:





"I don’t want to see you pushing yourself too hard, nor do I want you to get hurt. But I also know how hard you’ve been working... Do your best. You have the potential to be a hero who saves the world. Of course, the prerequisite is taking good care of yourself. Don’t make me worry, alright?"





Sigurd sighed as he spoke, his words tinged with contradiction.





On one hand, he wanted Kiana to fulfill her wish of being a hero. On the other hand, he wanted her to protect herself and spare him from anxiety. How could both be possible?





If he could, Sigurd would have preferred to lock Kiana away in a carefully constructed sanctuary, releasing her only after the Honkai was defeated. But Kiana would never accept such protection—she had her own pride and resolve.





After Sigurd finished wiping her mouth, Kiana smiled. Her bright eyes glowed with warmth as she said:





"I promise you, Sig, I’ll take good care of myself! Because I want to spend a lot more time with you. As long as you’re waiting for me, I’ll never be defeated!"





Love may be a vulnerability, but it also arms people with unbreakable resolve.





Kiana’s promise reflected the limitless strength she carried in her heart.





Sigurd gazed at her intently, his hand gently stroking her cheek. He could feel the softness of her skin and the warmth beneath it—sensations he knew all too well yet could never let go of.





"I understand," Sigurd finally replied.





He withdrew his hand and, facing the three unique yet equally charming girls before him, continued:





"The third matter—I’ll be away for a while."





"Oh. Where are you going? How long will you be gone?"





Swinging her slender, smooth legs, Kiana’s silvery-white hair tuft swayed in sync. Her expression was adorably naive, showing no surprise.





It wasn’t unusual—Sigurd held a high-ranking position and was often busy with countless affairs. His absence was hardly unexpected.





Then, belatedly realizing a more pressing question, Kiana asked, "Can you take me with you?"





"I want to go too!" Sin Mal quickly added.





"Bronya believes she would be more helpful in handling comprehensive matters," Bronya remarked with her usual matter-of-fact tone.





Kiana shot a glance at the two of them, her hair tuft abruptly straightening.





"Wait a second! I brought it up first! You two have no sense of fairness!"





"Bronya is being perfectly fair. Logically speaking, Bronya is more intelligent than you, and Sin Mal is better behaved. If it’s about official matters, we are obviously more suitable to accompany Sigurd. Besides, don’t you have to figure out how to deal with the Herrscher of Thousands? That’s your task, isn’t it?"





Bronya’s calm reasoning left Kiana wide-eyed and momentarily speechless.





Sin Mal’s response was simpler—she shot Kiana a sidelong glance and turned her head away.





"Hmph!"





That single sound was laden with hostility and disdain.





Sigurd quietly observed them, stroking his chin in thought. Was this what people called…





"A love triangle?"





Sigurd mused aloud, as if talking to himself, though it also seemed like he was addressing them.





Kiana blinked in confusion, then clapped her hands in realization.





"Ohhh! So this is what a love triangle is!"





Sigurd and Kiana exchanged glances and nodded in unison, as though they’d just gained new insight.





Bronya opened her mouth, hesitated, and finally said in a dry tone, "Bronya doesn’t think this qualifies as a love triangle."





At best, it was a bit of competition for attention, nothing more. Bronya couldn’t even imagine an actual love triangle occurring around Sigurd.





Her extensive research on emotional and literary works had taught her that such scenarios often arose from unstable relationships, ambiguous romantic ties, and a lack of decisive action by the male lead.





But their feelings were already open and honest, and as for Sigurd’s personality… anyone who tried to stir up drama around him would simply be seen as mischievous or disobedient. Sigurd would likely string them all up and train them into complete submission on the spot.





Make no mistake—he was that kind of unflinching and almost sadistically straightforward man.





Sigurd glanced at Bronya. Since it wasn’t critical knowledge, he decided not to delve deeper. Instead, he explained:





"I’m heading to the Quantum Realm for a while. I’ve never been an emperor, so I need time to reflect. Also, after years of recklessly accumulating abilities, I need a quiet place to sort and refine them. Additionally, I’ll be meeting two fusion warriors from the previous civilization. Their strength is crucial for the broader plans of this era… In short, I’ll be going alone."





Sigurd’s decision left the three girls with varying degrees of disappointment.





"As for how long I’ll be gone, it could be as short as two to three months, or as long as six months. During this time, the Herrscher of Thousands, global instability, and maintaining things at home will be up to you to handle independently. You all need to learn and adapt to true self-reliance, to manage everything without me. After all, I can’t always watch over you."





As Sigurd spoke, he tidied up the table. His gentle gaze swept across Kiana, Bronya, and Sin Mal, filled with both encouragement and anticipation.





He hoped that when he returned, it wouldn’t just be to a new world but also to see how much they had truly grown.




















  
    

    













The Quantum Realm—a place where temperature, color, touch, and even the sensations of time and space become chaotic and indistinct. Here, the boundaries between the microscopic and macroscopic, existence and nonexistence, blur into ambiguity.





After saying his goodbyes to the three girls and leaving behind some contingency measures in the real world, Sigurd refrained from individually addressing the rest of the girls. Entrusting Bronya to take care of household affairs, he directly stepped into the domain of the Sea of Quanta.





What greeted him there was the chaotic physics of the Quantum Realm—utterly distinct and alien. He was met with what could best be described as "a riot of colors in black."





Then, Sigurd found himself standing in a white hall surrounded by massive rotating rings. On these rings lay countless massive, snow-white beasts, their cold, mechanical eyes fixed on Sigurd as he stood at the bottom of the stairs.





"This… wasn’t in my planned script," Sigurd murmured, raising his elegant hand to examine its form, feeling the peculiar unreality of the Quantum Realm.





But the odd sensations weren’t a major concern. Sigurd’s perception told him that the Honkai Energy he wielded was as vast and clear as ever—perhaps even more active and responsive.





As expected, Honkai Energy, derived from the ultimate mechanisms of universal law, was omnipotent.





Adjusting to the environment, Sigurd began ascending the steps, his measured footsteps resounding loudly in the otherwise silent world.





After a few moments, within the white-columned hall devoid of a roof, Sigurd saw a tall figure standing with its back to him.





Silver-white hair, a sleek and stylish long coat, and an imposing aura that radiated power even from behind—this figure exuded a biological presence that revealed just a fraction of their terrifying strength.





"The concept of time in the Quantum Sea is rather vague, but by the standards of the real world, it’s been five years since we last met, Mr. Kevin Kaslana."





"Your… name?"





Kevin didn’t turn around. Instead, he asked succinctly, his gaze fixed on the gray-white sky he had conjured, lost in thought.





Sigurd stepped up beside him. A sidelong glance revealed not only the striking similarity of Kevin’s silver hair, blue eyes, and white coat but also their nearly identical height.





"Just call me Sigurd," he replied.





"Sigurd… What’s the current state of the real world? How severe is the threat of the Honkai?"





Kevin’s voice was cold, devoid of emotion, yet his speech was smoother than during their brief interaction years ago.





It seemed Kevin had regained his conversational abilities, Sigurd couldn’t help but recall his earlier speculation five years ago—perhaps Jackal and Gray Serpent had made efforts to send Kevin updates on modern languages to ensure he wouldn’t be linguistically out of touch upon his return.





‘Not a critical matter,’ Sigurd thought, ‘but I’ll question Jackal about it when I return. Strange that I forgot to ask all these years.’





Adding the thought to his mental checklist, Sigurd maintained his usual calm demeanor as he replied:





"It’s manageable. In this era, we’ve developed some Herrschers into allies. The situation remains stable, and several large-scale Honkai outbreaks have been suppressed. Currently, we’re preparing to establish a unified state to consolidate civilization under centralized rule, avoiding the factional strife and infighting that plagued the previous era."





Sigurd’s words seemed to stir some memories in Kevin, prompting him to turn around. His expression, though perpetually cold and aloof, carried a solemn undertone.





"That’s a sound strategy. In theory, it’s the right move. However, my main concern is… can your Herrschers truly be trusted?"





Kevin’s Stigmata Plan aimed to use high concentrations of Honkai Energy to foster a select few compatible individuals while sacrificing the majority of humanity. This would lower the civilization’s evaluation in the eyes of the Honkai, thus reducing the difficulty of the final trial.





Under such a plan, internal conflict was irrelevant—most people would die anyway, and their governance or political systems mattered little.





But Herrschers, capable of withstanding Honkai Energy and wielding immense power, posed a unique challenge. Their loyalty was a critical concern for Kevin, who had fought against Herrschers as mortal enemies in the previous era.





Meeting Kevin’s icy, glacier-like gaze, Sigurd replied nonchalantly:





"I have no intention of wasting effort convincing you. You can ask your two old friends or judge for yourself when the time comes."





"Old friends? Two of them?"





"Hua and Su," Sigurd said.





"Su has always been in the Quantum Sea. Though he’s never come to see me, he’s never left either—perhaps as a way to express his remorse. But Hua… she’s still alive? Still guarding Shenzhou?" Kevin asked, his voice tinged with a faint sigh.





Most of the comrades from the past era had met their ends following the collapse of the previous civilization. Apart from a few traces left behind in unique forms, only three of them were still truly alive: Kevin, Fu Hua, and Su.





For Kevin, news about Fu Hua was impossible to ignore.





"Fu Hua has been through a lot, but I’d say she’s doing relatively well now. You’ll have a chance to catch up with her," Sigurd said.





"Good. I’ll seek her out. The trail you left upon your arrival will guide me back. I’m returning to the real world now. Are you planning to stop me again this time?"





"No. In fact, one of my purposes here is to bring you back to the real world. But before that, are you interested in taking a detour with me?"





"…You want to see Su? Do you have his coordinates?"





For the first time, Kevin’s icy and indifferent expression showed a hint of emotion.





After his defeat in the battle of Seed of Sumeru, Su had used Kevin’s concern for him to banish Kevin into the endless Sea of Quanta. Since then, Su had hidden himself within the Second God Key, Cosmic Juggernaut, to continue project VALUKA. Su had avoided meeting Kevin, and Kevin had no way to locate him.





Sigurd conjured a glowing green leaf into his hand and said:





"I do have his coordinates. So, are you coming with me?"





"…How do I know you and Su won’t join forces to banish me again? Time is running out. I can’t afford to wait another thousand years, or it’ll be too late for everything."





"I understand. So I won’t be polite—either you follow me to meet Su directly, or we’ll face off until the remnants of my trail disappear, leaving you no choice but to follow me anyway."





Sigurd had no intention of letting Kevin return to the real world on his own.





Kevin’s power was unfathomable; at his peak, he could crush Herrschers with a single slap. His mindset, however, was deeply extreme. Allowing Kevin to return without his presence posed an unacceptable risk to the girls. Sigurd wouldn’t take that gamble.





"…"





Kevin remained silent in response to Sigurd’s seemingly reasonable yet coercive proposition. Instead, countless massive quantum beasts began crawling up the palace, gathering around him like mountains rising in unison.





Sigurd glanced around at the spectacle, his curiosity piqued. He asked,





"Quantum beasts? Your personal army?"





"Since you stopped me the first time, I knew Gray Serpent and Jackal wouldn’t be able to hold you off. The World Serpent’s forces would likely go into hibernation. To ensure I’d have resources upon returning to the real world, I made some preparations," Kevin said.





"How strong are they?" Sigurd asked.





"Comparable to emperor-class Honkai beasts on average. There are nearly three thousand of them. I’d say it’s a fairly respectable force," Kevin replied, pausing briefly.





He couldn’t gauge the current human civilization’s military capabilities. Logically, three thousand emperor-class Honkai beasts could annihilate the human world.





But for someone like Kevin, they were nothing more than three thousand ants that he could kill by accidently moving too hard. Ultimately, the true impact of this force depended on the number and quality of top-tier combatants in the current era.





Snap!





Sigurd snapped his fingers. Countless black orbs materialized in the space, trembling with unstable energy.





Sigurd asked,





"You’re quite resistant to heat, and as a MANTIS, you can ignore shockwaves and radiation. One last question—are you afraid of strong light?"





"…No," Kevin replied, a trace of helplessness appearing in his eyes.





Quantum constructs—pinnacles of technology even in the previous era—appeared in overwhelming numbers, accompanied by Sigurd’s calm and confident demeanor.





In the next moment, white light and deafening explosions engulfed the entire world.




















  

















“You shouldn’t have acted so impulsively. Although the quantum beasts’ abilities would be limited in the real world, they could still be useful. And your machines are incredibly powerful—they shouldn’t be wasted in a standoff with me.”





In the empty and shattered palace, Kevin stood unharmed, frowning slightly as he disapproved of Sigurd’s actions.





Sigurd, casually fiddling with a fingernail-sized worker bee in his hand, replied nonchalantly, “I don’t want you returning to the real world with any power that’s beyond my control, even if it’s insignificant. As for my losses… don’t worry. They’re already adapting to the energy and material structure of the quantum world. Soon, they’ll start proliferating.”





He flicked the worker bee into the air, and in a flash of light, it vanished.





This was one of Sigurd’s purposes for entering the quantum realm. With sufficient research reserves in place, he aimed to oversee and fine-tune the bees’ evolution into quantum forms, a task requiring his personal supervision.





Kevin frowned again. The remnants of the trail leading back to the real world had finally disappeared from his senses.





“…Fine. I’ll go with you. It’s been a long time since I last saw Su. But I hope you understand—the Stigmata Plan is imperative. It’s the only and optimal solution to defeat the Honkai.”





“Perhaps. I’ve long admired Dr. MEI’s reputation. But until we’ve exhausted all other options, I won’t accept a plan that sacrifices so much before even harming the enemy. That said, you can rest assured—I truly do intend to bring you back with me. There’s no hidden agenda. Let’s go see your old friend. I have many things to discuss with him as well. Oh, and before that, here’s a gift for you.”





Sigurd handed over a dark red crystal.





Kevin took it, his expression subtly shifting.





“This is…”





“A simulated Herrscher core, enhanced for energy recovery. It should be enough to restore a little bit of your strength,” Sigurd explained casually.





After all, Kevin was the true ancestor of the Kaslana family, and Kiana carried the same Kaslana bloodline. In a way, Kevin was her elder. It was only proper to show respect by preparing a thoughtful gift.





Moreover, if Kevin acknowledged her, Kiana’s surname could truly and legitimately carry the weight it deserved. That way, she could embrace the name Kiana Kaslana—a name she had long cherished—with even greater pride.





Kevin gripped the core, a faint glimmer flickering in his icy blue eyes.





Moments later, the crimson gem shattered and dissolved, and Kevin’s aura stabilized completely, reaching a new, higher level.





“Thank you,” Kevin said, his voice still calm, though he felt a sense of relief.





Sigurd’s willingness to actively restore his strength increased the credibility of his promises. After all, if Sigurd and Su had planned to banish him again, Kevin’s weakened state would have been far more advantageous for them.





Sigurd nodded and handed over two white pistols.





“Your sword.”





“…You’re returning it to me just like that? Are you really that confident?”





“I was always going to give it back. I can’t simultaneously use too many God Keys and Herrscher cores. Your sword is excellent, but losing it doesn’t affect me much. On the other hand, you using it would significantly enhance our combat strength.”





“Thank you.”





Kevin expressed his gratitude once again, finally feeling more at ease. His gaze toward Sigurd shifted from cold indifference to a hint of recognition and appreciation.





What an honest man! Look at him—after borrowing his sword, Sigurd gets thanked for returning it!





Sigurd nodded calmly and once again took out the green leaf that could guide coordinates, stepping out of this world bubble.





…





In the chaotic and indescribable void, Sigurd and Kevin advanced silently.





Due to the blurry concepts of time and space, even Sigurd couldn't determine how far or how long they had traveled. Then, in a fleeting moment, they finally arrived at a vast grassland under blue skies and white clouds.





At the center of the endless grassland stood a massive tree, its sprawling branches and leaves holding up the heavens, an unmistakable presence that declared its significance.





The two exchanged a glance.





"I can sense a familiar aura," Sigurd said.





"And the coordinates indeed point here. Let’s go; he should be waiting for us under the tree," Kevin replied.





…





Beneath the magnificent tree that seemed to belong only to a fantastical world, a handsome young man with a clean and gentle aura was brewing tea at a white round table.





"Kevin..."





Su let out a long sigh, feeling both anticipation and unease. He carried deep guilt toward his old friend, who had prioritized Su’s life even in their darkest moments.





"Ah..."





Pouring the tea into cups, Su gently stroked the smooth surface of the white porcelain teapot and sighed again.





The moment Sigurd and Kevin stepped into this space, Su was already aware of their arrival.





Before the tea had even cooled, two figures came into view.





Su paused, slightly stunned.





In his eyes, the newcomers were two strikingly similar young men, both with silver hair, blue eyes, and dressed in white trench coats. Their similar physiques and height, paired with an equally cold and aloof demeanor, made them resemble two flawless, towering glaciers beneath the sky.





"Is he really not a Kaslana?" Su thought, puzzled as he looked at Sigurd, although he could clearly recognize Kevin's face.





"Long time no see. I'm glad you're still alive, Su," Kevin greeted as he approached Su, who had stood up to welcome them. However, Kevin's cold expression betrayed no sign of joy or friendliness.





Su gazed at him, seemingly lost in thought, before finally breaking into a soft, warm smile three seconds later, a smile as gentle as a spring breeze.





"Long time no see, Kevin."





Kevin didn’t bring up past events, nor did Su apologize.





Their last conflict, which ended with Kevin’s exile, had no personal resentment involved. It was simply a matter of differing ideologies and stances.





A millennium later, their reunion carried guilt for Su but no regret. Kevin, on the other hand, harbored no hatred for Su. They were still friends—if either were in danger, the other would risk their life to save them.





Nothing had changed; they were still best friends.





Kevin and Sigurd sat down, and Su served Kevin a steaming bowl of noodles.





"Scallion and egg noodles, your favorite from back then," Su said.





"Thank you. Did you make this?" Kevin asked.





"Yes, I hope my skills haven’t changed," Su replied.





"Then I won't hold back."





Kevin picked up the bowl and ate without hesitation. After a few bites, his eyes lit up, and a rare trace of liveliness and warmth appeared in his expression.





"Delicious," he said.





"I'm glad... After wandering in the Sea of Quanta for so long, you must not have had a proper meal in ages," Su said, smiling as he watched Kevin, though his eyes betrayed a deep guilt.





Years ago, Su had outmaneuvered Kevin, and Kevin was cast into the Sea of Quanta.





Since then, Su hadn’t visited Kevin—not because he didn’t want to, but because he feared Kevin might try to return to reality. He also felt overwhelmed by guilt and didn’t dare face Kevin.





Thus, Su poured himself into observing the world as a way of atonement, knowing that defeating Honkai was what Kevin valued most. Only by showing results could Su summon the courage to meet Kevin and convince him to change his mind.







































    

    













"Not too long, really. In the Sea of Quanta, there are all kinds of world fragments. If you want food, it's quite easy to find."





Kevin replied candidly, making Su's complicated expression freeze.





"...That's good to hear."





Su turned his face away, pretending to act nonchalant.





It was... a bit awkward.





Due to his guilt toward Kevin, Su had always unconsciously imagined Kevin's situation as being as tragic as possible. Combined with his constant acceleration of parallel world observation, his brain was a little overwhelmed... He had completely overlooked the existence of those world bubbles.





Kevin slurped down the last of his noodles, put down the bowl, and sighed contentedly.





"This taste really brings back memories."





"If you want, I can make it for you anytime."





Su smiled warmly, looking at Kevin with eyes full of gentle hues.





An intangible yet harmonious atmosphere flowed between the two handsome young men, one cold and one mild.





Sigurd looked up and rubbed his chin uncomfortably.





"Can we stop spreading this... gay vibe for a moment? Wait until I leave, then you're free to go on."





Sigurd broke the warm, nostalgic reunion scene with a blank expression.





Kevin: "I love Mei."





Su: "I like girls!"





The two explained in unison.





Sigurd, however, maintained his blank expression, making it impossible to tell whether he believed them or not.





After a moment, Su shook his head helplessly and said,





"In any case, it's good to see you, a hero of the current era... Or should I call you, Your Majesty the Emperor?"





"The meeting started at midnight, and before the day is even over, Otto has already told you about it? You two must be in close contact."





Sigurd frowned slightly.





Reviving Kallen required two keys: the first was the method of resurrection, namely the "Life Equation" in Sigurd's possession. The second was touching the time node from 500 years ago to ensure that the resurrected Kallen was exactly the one Otto wanted.





Otto was currently researching the second god key himself, with the Cosmic Juggernaut being central to that effort.





Thus, after finding Su years ago, Otto maintained contact with Su, using the power of the Cosmic Juggernaut through him. Meanwhile, Sigurd had provided Su with life-prolonging technology. Seeing value in the VALUKA project and Su's voluntary 24/7 effort, Sigurd allowed him to continue.





But the close connection between Otto and Su made Sigurd wary. Could Otto, that cunning schemer, have other plans in mind?





For instance, after Kallen was resurrected, might Otto simply use the Cosmic Juggernaut to escape with her for safety?





Su chuckled and shook his head.





"Don't misunderstand; it has nothing to do with Otto. Even though I'm not in the real world, if I want to see what's happening in our reality, I can observe some things. Your decisions have a significant impact, and I subconsciously paid attention."





"I need control over the Cosmic Juggernaut... It's not about you, but you know Otto's personality. It's better to be cautious."





Sigurd spoke righteously, his expression calm as ever.





Su scratched his face and nodded obediently.





"Alright, I'll add you to the access sequence."





Sigurd nodded with satisfaction, his frown disappearing.





'Ah, Otto, you're such a convenient scapegoat. Truly my dearest friend,' Sigurd thought, silently praising the increasingly quirky archbishop with great satisfaction.





At this point, Kevin raised his hand and hesitated.





"Um, I also—"





"No. Controlling the Cosmic Juggernaut requires immense mental strength and intelligence, which you're not qualified for, Kevin."





"...Alright."





What Su said was final, and since Kevin didn't know much about it, he had no arguments.





With that settled, Sigurd calmed down for the moment, saying nothing further.





The two long-separated friends couldn't help but continue their conversation.





"Kevin, all those years drifting in the Sea of Quanta must have been hard on you. It must have been difficult, right? Here, this is tea and snacks Otto sent in earlier. I've kept them well-preserved, hoping to use them to entertain you someday."





Su spoke apologetically, carefully pushing the tea and snacks toward Kevin.





Kevin sipped the tea and said blandly,





"Not really. The chaotic energy and quantum beasts posed no threat to me. Instead, I learned how to use quantum energy, even gaining the ability to command quantum creatures comparable to Honkai beasts. Also, in the various strange world bubbles, I saw many different landscapes and even learned to construct my own world bubbles.





Overall, aside from the Honkai energy being slightly insufficient, I gained a lot. I feel like I'm several times stronger now than I used to be."





Kevin clenched his fist, looking both indifferent and somewhat satisfied.





Su's expression froze again.





Wait, something seemed off about this script.





Although Kevin's well-being genuinely relieved Su and made him feel much better, getting even stronger? What kind of nonsense was this?





Back in the Previous Era, Kevin could already smash a dual-god key-wielding Su with his bare hands. And now he was several times stronger? What kind of beast was this?





In the Previous Era, Su had already felt that Kevin and the other MANTIS seemed like different species. Now it seemed that might actually be true.





"Ah, I see. That’s good, that’s good... Ahem, in any case, being able to see you again makes me really grateful. By the way, I never properly thanked Sigurd. If it weren’t for him providing the life-preserving technology, I would’ve been dead by now, unable to talk to you."





"Your lifespan... shouldn’t be that much shorter than mine, right?"





"The Cosmic Juggernaut can anchor parallel worlds, but when I observe those worlds, they observe me too, from a quantum physics perspective. In short, my time syncs with theirs during observation.





I can’t skip the process and directly see results, so I have to constantly search for suitable parallel worlds and accelerate observation. My own time thus flows as quickly as the worlds I observe. Combined with mental strain... My lifespan ran out years ago. I almost died with the regret of not seeing you."





"I see..."





Kevin raised his hand and patted Su’s shoulder, looking equally grateful.





Then Kevin turned to Sigurd, his eyes softer.





"Thank you. Thank you for what you did for Su."





Kevin expressed his gratitude twice. The kindness of saving his close friend was something he had to remember.





Sigurd nodded calmly, accepting the thanks.





Great assist!





Su, you're incredible—agreeing to share the Cosmic Juggernaut’s access, helping boost his impression with Kevin, and still willingly working 24/7 on the VALUKA project as a model employee. Su truly was a good comrade!





Sigurd made a mental note: once back, he’d find some quality tea and snacks to gift Su as a reward.




















  
    

    













Two long-separated close friends, whose last parting was due to a violent conflict, should theoretically have endless things to talk about upon reuniting.





However, in reality, one of them had been a shut-in in a small world for millennia, while the other had spent 50,000 years mourning his wife, now focused solely on the "Stigmata Project" and defeating Honkai.





In short, they didn’t have much to say to each other. Inevitably, the conversation shifted to the eternal topic—Honkai.





"So, Su, after all these years, have you seen a world where Honkai has been successfully defeated?"





"Unfortunately, no."





"Then the Stigmata Project remains the only option. Su, you know Mei's abilities. Only she is absolutely flawless."





Kevin sipped his tea, speaking in a calm, detached tone.





Years and years had passed, and only now could Kevin talk about Mei in such a tranquil manner.





But Su understood—this calm was only surface-deep. The longing and grief for Mei had never faded from Kevin’s heart. Otherwise, the once life-loving Kevin wouldn’t have chosen such a ruthless plan to extinguish humanity.





Kevin had been driven mad by Mei’s death.





Su sighed deeply in sorrow, but there was nothing he could do. Even with his spiritual mastery and profound wisdom, Kevin's hollow heart was beyond his reach. After a long pause, Su hesitantly said:





"Kevin, do you really think that plan was only meant to defeat Honkai?"





"...What else could it be?"





"You hesitated. Deep down, you’re uncertain, aren’t you?"





"What are you implying?"





"Think about it carefully. The Stigmata Project—rather than a plan to defeat Honkai, doesn’t it seem more like Mei's way to ensure you kept living?"





Su sighed again, deeply and sorrowfully.





Perhaps, in her final moments, the fate of humanity and Honkai had become irrelevant to Mei. What truly mattered was Kevin—how to ensure he lived, how to give him hope and allow him to live like a human.





Thus, Mei left behind a child carrying both her and Kevin’s genes and the Stigmata Project.





But upon closer inspection, these two things contradicted each other.





If Kevin chose to become a father, he couldn’t implement the Stigmata Project, as it would inevitably affect the descendants of that child.





And if he chose the Stigmata Project, humanity’s numbers would dwindle drastically, leaving only a handful of strong Stigmata-bearers. In such a scenario, that child’s existence would become redundant.





"I’ve thought about it during these long years. If Mei had truly committed to the Stigmata Project, she wouldn’t have left behind a child—it might make you hesitate, introducing uncertainty into the plan. And yet, she left behind both the child and the project. Why? It can’t be a careless oversight, right? You’ve said it yourself—Mei never makes mistakes."





Su smiled faintly, his expression both reminiscent and filled with helpless admiration for Mei's genius.





The child and the project—likely, they were two paths Mei had left for Kevin.





Either he could become a father, find solace in the warmth of parenthood, and heal from Mei's death.





Or he could choose to be the executor of the project. While abandoning compassion, he would have a long-term goal and a reason to keep going. Who knows—perhaps, many years later, Kevin might find a new girl to fall in love with.





Thinking this way, it seemed Mei’s considerations weren’t about defeating Honkai but were entirely centered on Kevin. The fate of humanity after them likely mattered less to Mei than Kevin’s life.





"…I don’t know what you’re talking about."





Kevin fell silent for a long time before responding nonchalantly.





But Su shook his head.





"No, you know. If I could deduce Mei’s intentions after all this time, you must have realized it far earlier. But you ultimately chose to execute the project. For you, choosing the child would mean letting go of Mei—letting her will and actions end there. And you couldn’t accept that."





"Su, I didn’t come here to listen to a sermon."





"You chose the project because it represents Mei’s brilliance and will, and it is also a form of revenge against Honkai. But Kevin, if Mei could see what you’ve become, she wouldn’t be happy—"





"Enough."





An abyss-like presence surged briefly. Even the legendary beast Chi You paled in comparison to the terrifying Honkai energy that flashed within Kevin’s not-so-large frame. The bubble universe trembled, and fissures appeared in the sky.





Moments later, Kevin calmed down. The broken teacup lay shattered, and tea stained his hands resting on the table.





Su waved his hand. The sky’s cracks began to mend, and the broken white table slowly returned to its original state.





Then Su offered a new cup of tea and placed a dry towel beside Kevin’s hand, his expression calm, his sky-like clear eyes filled with deep sorrow.





"Kevin, if I could choose, I’d rather you had died on that final battlefield long ago. Perhaps leaving together with Mei would have made you happier?"





Su’s voice was soft, devoid of malice, filled only with heartfelt pain for his friend.





Kevin stayed silent, unable to respond. As Su said, if he could have left with Mei, he would have been happy.





In fact, after learning of Mei’s death, Kevin had considered putting the barrel of his god key into his mouth and pulled the trigger to follow her. But, just as Su said, Kevin had understood Mei’s intentions—Mei wanted him to live. So, even if it meant being unrecognizable, if it was Mei’s wish, Kevin would live on, even with a heart shattered and scarred beyond repair.





At this moment, Sigurd finally set down his empty teacup and interjected:





"So, Mei and Kevinloved each other dearly, and Su, you’re just Kevin's close friend."





Sigurd’s gaze alternated between the two, his comment directed at Su’s earlier suggestion about preferring Kevin’s battlefield death.





Although Sigurd had never met Dr. Mei nor pondered her designs deeply, Su’s deductions resonated with him.





Putting himself in Mei’s shoes, if he were dying and wanted Kiana to live well—he could see himself doing something similar.





"…You’re right," Su admitted after a pause.





"That’s probably what I didn’t understand—the so-called 'love.' Love is beautiful, but sometimes, it can also be terrifying."





"Speaking of which, if you want to understand what that genius was truly thinking, why not try reviving her?"





Sigurd asked, his tone calm and casual.





"Hmm…" ×2





"Hmm??" ×2





"HMM!!!" ×2




















  
    

    













“Resurrection… is impossible. Even Mei said it couldn't be done.”





Kevin's expression shifted dramatically before settling into an absolute calm—though it was more like deadened despair than true peace of mind.





Resurrection was something Mei had definitively ruled out as impossible. Kevin trusted Mei, so he had never entertained such an illusory notion from the start.





Sigurd tapped the table with his index finger, expressionless, and glanced at Su, who was still lost in thought, signaling for more tea.





“Oh! R-right away!”





Su fumbled for a moment, clearly distracted, but he eventually refilled Sigurd’s teacup properly.





Sigurd lifted the cup and slowly analyzed, “Dr. Mei saying that may have been because she never seriously focused on developing that kind of technology. After all, resurrecting one or two people wouldn’t help the larger picture. And if resurrection technology became a reality, it would more likely ignite internal strife within humanity, doing more harm than good in the fight against Honkai.”





“Moreover, time constraints probably played a role. Mei was already racing against the clock, to the point of neglecting her own health in the battle against Honkai. Otherwise, considering her achievements, I don’t believe she couldn’t have preserved her own life. At the very least, extending her consciousness wouldn’t have been difficult.”





In Sigurd’s view, Dr. Mei’s death was more akin to what might be called “death due to overwork.” Shouldering the fate of humanity against Honkai left her too busy to care for her own body, leading to her ultimate demise. Otherwise, someone of her caliber wouldn’t have simply “checked out.” If Otto could live for centuries, why couldn’t Mei find a way to survive?





The answer was simple: she was wholeheartedly focused on fighting Honkai, with no time or energy to consider prolonging her own life.





“What… are you trying to say?”





Kevin spoke slowly after a brief silence. He didn’t pick up his tea, perhaps to avoid spilling it from trembling hands—or maybe because he could no longer even see the cup.





“Mr. Kevin, have you ever heard of Otto?”





“I have. Gray Serpent mentioned him when contacting me—a clever and dangerous individual. Gray Serpent speculated that Otto could either be the greatest obstacle to the Stigmata Project or its greatest ally. I’ve planned to talk to him properly once I return to the real world.”





Physically, no doubt, Sigurd thought sarcastically to himself. Outwardly, though, his expression remained neutral as he continued, “That’s a fair assessment. If there’s anyone in the real world who could scheme you to death—or, conversely, help you eliminate all interference—it would be Otto, provided I weren’t around.”





“…Talk about resurrection,” Kevin said, his expression completely calm again.





It wasn’t that he had no interest in resurrection. On the contrary, if there was any chance of it, he could become more fanatical than anyone. But Kevin still trusted Mei’s previous assertion—resurrection was impossible.





Still, even if he held no real hope, listening wouldn’t hurt, would it?





Sigurd’s lips curled into a brief smile before reverting to his usual detached look. “Otto is someone who pursued resurrection. He sought to fully and perfectly resurrect a girl who had been dead for over five hundred years. Everything—Schicksal, suppressing Honkai, five centuries of changes in world order, countless tragedies and comedies—all of it served that singular goal.”





“Now, though, he’s almost entirely submissive to me, even willing to kneel as my subordinate. Tell me, why do you think that is?”





“…Perhaps your ability to deceive is unmatched.”





“He wields the Void Archives, reformed Mei’s technology, and developed mature, widely deployable artificial Stigmata and Valkyrie armor systems from scratch. He’s a master manipulator who has controlled the world for five centuries, breaking countless heroes and subjugating tyrants. Even your little pet gets nervous around him. Could someone like that be deceived by falsehoods?”





“So I’ll say it again: your ability to deceive is unmatched.”





Kevin stubbornly held his ground.





It wasn’t that he didn’t want resurrection technology to exist, but false hope would only lead to deeper despair. Kevin didn’t want to crumble due to a ludicrous lie before Mei’s plan was complete.





No matter how beautiful, a lie was meaningless.





Sigurd nodded, somewhat understanding Kevin’s reasoning.





Then, Su, who had been silent all along, suddenly widened his eyes as if he had witnessed something unbelievable.





“Perhaps… it’s real?” Su murmured softly.





However, the other two listeners, both possessing bodies that transcended the limitations of life, could not possibly miss those faint words.





“What did you see, Su?” Kevin turned to his old friend, his expression blank but with an oppressive intensity.





Kevin wouldn’t believe anything Sigurd said.





But Su’s words carried weight—Kevin could almost completely trust him. That trust was one of the key reasons for Su's success in banishing him to the Sea of Quanta in the past.





After fully regaining his composure, Su organized his thoughts and slowly explained, “Earlier, I was focused on observing other parallel worlds and hadn’t paid attention to our world. Just now, I checked through the information in reality. In short, young Sigurd has created a new scientific theory and extended it into… a method for resurrection. Right now, Otto is researching a way to interact with past temporal anchors. If he succeeds… resurrecting Mei might not be a joke.”





“I don’t believe it! Mei said… it’s impossible.” Kevin’s breathing grew erratic, and he irritably tugged at his collar.





Sigurd glanced at Kevin with a casual air and said, “Saying more won’t help. You might as well wait patiently—you may find yourself pleasantly surprised.”





“...”





“In any case, your ultimate goal is still to defeat Honkai and avenge Dr. Mei. So, cooperating with the current generation’s plan wouldn’t hurt. In return, I would designate your Stigmata Project as a contingency plan for extreme scenarios. Additionally… when the time is right, I’ll ensure that Dr. Mei is revived in this era.”





“...”





“Silence is meaningless. If I, soon to wield the power of an entire civilization, refuse the Stigmata Project, you’ll lose any foothold in the real world, and the plan will fall apart. So, you don’t really have a choice—either work with me with the hope of resurrection, or cooperate solely for the sake of the plan.”





“We’ll be staying here for a while longer, so take your time deciding.”





Sigurd finished his second cup of tea, feeling satisfied, and declined Su’s offer to refill it. Instead, he said, “Since you already know about our plans and anticipated my arrival, you should know my purpose, right?”





“I do. I’ve selected a few suitable bubble universes for you. You can start practicing and experimenting with your imperial strategies anytime…”





“You seem to misunderstand something.”





“Eh?”





Su froze for a moment.





Sigurd shook his head and said, “In terms of strength, I can take down a Herrscher barehanded. Intellect? It might sound arrogant, but I doubt even Dr. Mei would outshine me much if she were alive.”





“As for power and status… Welt and Otto are at my side, Tesla and Einstein obey my commands, and swarms of battleships, Titan mechs, and Valkyrie legions charge under my banner. Any one of my subordinates could rival Herrscher-level power. Why would I need imperial strategies?”





Sigurd looked genuinely puzzled.





Su had no response.





It made perfect sense. Imperial strategies were tools for feudal rulers to balance court politics and centralize authority. If Sigurd were an emperor, with his own strength and the support of such loyal allies, who could rebel? Who would dare?





“Then… what do you want to do?”





“Give me an empty bubble universe. I need to develop some technologies critical for domination and advancing civilization. I also need a quiet place to refine my own power systems and consider some long-term plans.”





“In short, I don’t want to cause chaos in the real world. Here, you should be able to provide me with suitable bubble universes and a peaceful environment, right?”





“...Yes, of course.”





“Then I’ll leave it to you. Oh, and Mr. Kevin, please be prepared. I may need a living target—cough, I mean a strong experimental assistant—at any time.”





Kevin, who had been dazed, came back to his senses and nodded.





“Fine. You’re a powerhouse of this era, and I owe Su a debt of gratitude. Helping out a bit isn’t an issue.”





“Great. As expected of Mr. Kevin—so magnanimous and easygoing.”





Sigurd smiled, his handsome face radiating warmth and charm, as if bathed in sunlight.





But Su instinctively rubbed his arms, wondering to himself, Strange, why does it suddenly feel cold? Did the temperature drop? But my bubble universe shouldn’t have such a setting…




















  
    

    













“I am Raiden Mei, currently the candidate for the Herrscher of Thunder.”





“I– I’m Seele Vollerei. Everyone calls me Seele. Right now, I’m… the Herrscher of Death.”





“Wendy, Herrscher of Wind.”





“Kiana. Let’s say I’m a half-Herrscher of the Void!”





“I’m Ana Schariac… the Herrscher of Ice.”





In the meeting room, Ana glanced at the girls before her one by one, her mouth twitching slightly.





With your leader included, your organization now has five Herrschers in total. Anyone unaware might think Anti-Entropy is the actual representative of Honkai!





Knock! Knock!





After the brief self-introductions, Wendy tapped the table twice, adopting the same authoritative posture as Commander Himeko. With a serious expression, she said:





“I’m the one here who has mastered their Herrscher powers the most thoroughly, and I’m also the only Anti-Entropy member with Valkyrie experience. So, I think it’s appropriate for me to take the lead. Any objections?”





“Objection!”





“What do you want to say, Kiana?”





“We’re tasked with eliminating the Herrscher of Thousands. Compared to qualifications, I think intelligence is more important.”





“I scored full marks in the exams arranged by Sigurd, tied for first with Bronya. Full marks. Do you have that?”





“… Are you crazy!?”





Bang!





Before Kiana’s anger could erupt, Mei took Sigurd’s place by slamming Kiana’s head onto the table with a single punch.





Ana and Seele both flinched.





Then, they saw Kiana, her face pressed against the table, lift her head and stick out her pink tongue at them.





“Hehe! You all looked so tense, so I thought I’d make a little joke. Feeling more relaxed now? Don’t worry. Wendy’s intelligence and combat experience are top-notch. She’s reliable as the team leader!”





Kiana gave a thumbs-up, her cheerful and bright smile indeed easing the tension for Seele and Ana.





“Big Sister Kiana, thank you! Seele will do her best not to hold everyone back!”





Seele’s soft, gentle smile tugged at everyone’s hearts. As the youngest girl present, she naturally stirred a protective instinct in others.





So, Kiana pulled the small Seele into her arms, ruffling her fluffy bob of hair as she said with mock frustration:





“Darn it! Seele is so cute, but Bronya, that smug little brat, beat me to it! So unfair! I want to be Seele’s favorite big sister too!”





“Big Sister Kiana, Seele… Seele likes you too,” Seele replied shyly.





“Ahhh! I can’t take it anymore! So sweet, so sweet, so sweet! Seele, you should sleep in my room from now on! I’ll take good care of you—ouch!”





Wendy grabbed Kiana by the ear and pulled her away from Seele, finally freeing the blushing Seele.





Fixing Kiana with a deadpan stare, Wendy sighed with exasperation and said, “That’s enough. Time to get serious. This is our first formal collaboration like this, but in an era ravaged by Honkai, it definitely won’t be the last.”





“No matter what, we need to deliver results and show those above us that we’re growing.”





Wendy pointed upwards—not at the ceiling, but at the people she was clearly referencing. Everyone understood whom she meant—except for Kiana, whose primary concern was only Sigurd’s recognition.





Kiana let out an “Oh” and obediently returned to her seat.





At this moment, Ana, who had traveled all the way from Schicksal and was stepping for the first time into the heavily fortified, high-tech inner city of Anti-Entropy headquarters, covered her mouth and chuckled softly. At last, the tension between her and the others dissolved.





“Not bad for the heiresses of House Schariac and House Kaslana. Even the way you ease tension is… quite unique.”





“Hold it! I’m not the kind of heiress you’re imagining. I’m just a clone your Archbishop Otto created, stuffed with the Herrscher of the Void’s core. In a way, I guess it’s fair to count the Siberian battle as my doing.”





Kiana spread her hands with an indifferent expression.





Wendy & Raiden Mei: “Kiana!!”





Both showed expressions of alarm and worry, while Seele looked concerned, and Ana was completely stunned.





Kiana rubbed her nose, smiling nonchalantly. “It’s just a truth that would have come out sooner or later. I’ve already made peace with it. No matter what, I’m incredibly lucky to have come into this world. Of course, it’s not exactly something worth boasting about.”





“I’m bringing it up because the Herrscher of Thousands is particularly tricky. Her methods are bizarre, her mind is cunning, and her information-gathering ability is unparalleled. Who knows if she’s already dug up my past and is planning to exploit it for some scheme?”





“So, I think it’s safer if everyone here is in the loop.”





Kiana spoke calmly, showing no trace of self-pity. Her open-mindedness revealed an extraordinary level of wisdom and foresight.





Ana stared at her for several seconds before sighing softly. With a gentle gaze, she said, “Understood. Though everything was done in the name of opposing Honkai, I’m deeply sorry for what Schicksal has put you through.”





“No need. It has nothing to do with you. That score is settled solely with Otto.”





“Uh… Anyway, your resilience is humbling. Compared to you, I’m still struggling against my Herrscher powers… it’s shameful for a Schariac.”





Ana smiled bitterly, touching the feather pendant on her chest. It was a charm granted to her by Lady Hera, obtained through a Taoist immortal from Shenzhou. The powerful spiritual energy imbued in it was what barely allowed Ana to maintain her humanity.





Compared to the other Herrschers of Anti-Entropy, Ana felt like the most disappointing of the bunch.





Kiana scratched her head and then clapped Ana on the shoulder with a big grin. “Don’t sweat it! Herrscher powers aren’t exactly easy to control. Don’t let Wendy’s smug face fool you—she lost control back in the day too. If it weren’t for Sigurd’s help, she wouldn’t be much better off than you.”





“!!!”





Forced to become an example, Wendy raised her head and shot Kiana a glare. Then, deciding it wasn’t worth the fuss, she cleared her throat and said seriously, “Ahem! Alright, back to business! Everyone, sit properly!”





The girls all straightened up, turning their attention to Wendy, who had fully assumed the stance of a leader.





With a nod, Wendy continued, “The Herrscher of Thousands has incited rebellions across the globe, hiding amidst the chaos they’ve created. Their movements are hard to track, and even when we locate them, their escape methods are highly sophisticated. Capturing them alive is unlikely to yield results.”





Kiana, Raiden Mei, and Ana nodded, clearly already aware of this intel.





The only one still somewhat confused was Seele. However, her obedient nature meant she simply listened quietly without voicing any opinions.





“The rebellion itself can be left to the higher-ups to handle. The five of us are focusing exclusively on the Herrscher of Thousands. Playing cat and mouse is what they’re best at, so there’s no need to fight them on their terms.”





“The best approach is a decisive decapitation strike. No matter how many individual instances of the Herrscher of Thousands there are, their numbers and the speed of their replication are limited. With proper preparation, we can conduct a large-scale extermination, dealing them a heavy blow.”





Wendy’s analysis was logical and thorough.





Kiana chimed in, “It’d be even better if we can make the Herrscher of Thousands panic. Only when they’re flustered will we have a chance to find their weaknesses and wipe out this troublesome bunch once and for all.”





Raiden Mei nodded in agreement. “You’re right. The Herrscher of Thousands isn’t particularly strong, but their vigilance and scheming make them a nuisance. With them in the shadows and us in the open, our options are limited.”





“For now, aside from thorough preparation for a strike, there aren’t any better targeted strategies.”





The three exchanged glances and sighed in unison.




















  
    

    













"Um..."





At this moment, Ana slowly raised her hand.





Under everyone's gaze, Ana weakly said, "Actually, before I came here, Lady Hera told me... the Herrscher of Thousands might have some plans involving me."





Wendy, Mei, and Kiana: "Huh???"





Ana then recounted how the Herrscher of Thousands had once spoken with Hera and attempted to strike a deal involving her.





Following this revelation, the three sank into deep thought.





They analyzed the situation one by one:





"So, you're saying the Herrscher of Thousands might have the ability to interfere with other Herrscher powers?"





"That makes sense! I've always thought that if I were the Herrscher of Thousands, I'd realize that no matter how much chaos I stirred in the outside world, it would never truly shake Schicksal or Anti-Entropy..."





"Therefore, those actions must be distractions, delaying tactics to muddy the waters. To truly change the game, they'd need a decisive power..."





"In this case, that decisive power is—us Herrschers?!"





"What kind of ability do you think they'd use? Make us lose control? It can't be as extreme as directly controlling our Herrscher powers, can it?"





"Sigurd once said, 'Despise your enemies strategically, but take them seriously tactically.' Let’s assume the worst-case scenario: what if their ability is to directly steal our powers? What then?"





Kiana, Wendy, and Mei frowned in unison.





This hypothesis was truly frightening. If the Herrscher of Thousands could outright seize their powers, wouldn't that make them the nemesis of all Herrschers?





"No, that’s too exaggerated; it would be impossible to counter! Don't forget, Uncle Welt encountered them before and managed to destroy several of their instances using a pseudo black hole. Taking the enemy seriously doesn’t mean assuming their powers are invincible. Think about it carefully—Uncle Welt did mention they used illusions targeting the weaknesses of the human heart. Could it be that controlling us through illusions is how they steal powers?"





"It's worth considering, but it's still just a hypothesis. In any case, we must operate under the assumption that the Herrscher of Thousands can steal powers. Reckless action is absolutely out of the question... We’ll need to make contact with them at least once to gather more intel.





"If they truly can steal powers, they’d only have one set at a time, which shouldn’t make them overwhelmingly strong. The situation would still be manageable... I think it’s worth trying."





Kiana finished and turned her gaze toward Ana, who looked every bit the obedient younger sister.





Mei and Wendy also looked at her simultaneously. After a moment of scrutiny, they nodded in unison.





Ana shivered instinctively.





"Wait a minute! You’re not thinking of using me as bait, are you?"





Wendy smiled gently and said, "Think about it. Their initial target was you. Doesn’t that make you the perfect choice?"





Mei smiled warmly, exuding the composure of a traditional Yamato Nadeshiko, and said, "Don't worry. We'll be nearby, and we won't let anything truly happen to you."





Kiana, grinning mischievously, placed a hand on Ana’s shoulder.





"You're the chosen one, Ana! Haha, you’re already relying on Teacher Fu Hua’s feather to suppress your powers. You’re not much of a combat asset anyway, so using you to test the Herrscher of Thousands’ abilities is just right!"





The three of them looked at Ana with spring-like smiles, causing the Valkyrie to break out in cold sweat.





"Uh... don’t you think this plan is a little too reckless?"





"Don’t worry! I’ll ask Teacher Fu Hua to assist. At the very least, we’ll ensure your safety. Ana, you need to believe in yourself!"





Kiana patted Ana’s shoulder. The pure, harmless gleam of her teeth under the light seemed to reflect innocence itself.





Ana knew there was no hope of dissuading the three. She turned her gaze toward Seele, the most obedient and kindhearted member of the group, seeking help.





Seele received her plea and mustered her courage. Under Ana’s hopeful gaze, she gently tugged at her sleeve and shyly said, "Big Sister Ana, you can do it!"





"..."





What the heck is wrong with these people? Haven’t they all speculated that the enemy can steal powers? That sounds incredibly dangerous!





Taking a deep breath, Ana finally admitted to herself that aside from the risk she had to take, it was a good breakthrough.





"Alright, I get it."





Ana sighed and nodded.





As the identical radiant smiles of Kiana, Mei, and Wendy shone on her, she vaguely felt she was seeing the same mischievous shadow in all of them.





<+>





Meanwhile, in a certain bubble world within the Sea Of Quanta, Sigurd suddenly looked up from his experiments, frowning slightly as if sensing something.





"Leaving it to them… should be fine, right? I trained them myself; they’ve got decent tactical and strategic thinking. They should be able to find the right approach."





"Never mind. With Welt and Fu Hua watching, and the contingencies I’ve arranged, let them handle it on their own."





Sigurd shook off the thought and returned to his work.





<+>





Three days later, thirty kilometers from the Anti-Entropy headquarters, by the sea.





Ana Schariac, the current Herrscher of Ice—a perfectly ordinary, slender, long-legged, fair-skinned, beautiful Valkyrie—was staring sorrowfully at the ocean.





Suddenly, the waves washing over the shore deposited a small, drenched, and delicate blonde girl onto the beach.





The girl lay there on the sand, resembling a drowned and pitiful corpse washed ashore by the tide.





Ana: "???"





"Don't panic. I’m the Herrscher of Thousands. I had no choice; since you chose a meeting spot near Anti-Entropy, I had to disguise myself as lifeless flotsam and drift ashore undetected."





The blonde girl rose from the sand in a grotesque, puppet-like manner, her joints twisting unnaturally. Pointing at Ana, she said in a chilling tone, "Let’s get to it."





Ana blinked.





"Lady Hera said this way, I can call for Anti-Entropy reinforcements if things go south. It ensures my safety while minimizing suspicion."





"Oh, using Anti-Entropy to kill me... Clever. This way, it just looks like an accident. Truly a product of 500 years of wisdom—such a deep mind!"





Though suspicious, the Herrscher of Thousands was willing to take the gamble. A single instance didn’t matter much; they were willing to take the risk.





After a pause, Ana blankly asked, "...How can you help me?"





"That depends on what Hera is offering us in return."





"Lady Hera said she won’t personally hunt you down."





"... What? She’s trying to pull a fast one?"





"No, Lady Hera said this is a threat. Figure it out yourselves."





"Hmph! Fine, no results, no help—it makes sense that old fox wouldn’t act without a guarantee. I can help weaken the Herrscher power within you once. After that… let her come to us personally.”





"Now, hold my head—it’s the medium."





The blonde girl detached her head and handed it to Ana.





Ana stared dumbfounded at the girl whose head had just come off.





A moment later, she gaped in shock, letting out a JPG-worthy scream:





"OH MY GOD! SOMEONE’S DEAD!!!"




















  
    

    













"Can you keep your voice down? Can you keep your voice down? Can you keep your voice down? Huh!?"





"...Who told you to scare me first?"





"Do you even understand where we are? This is Anti-Entropy's territory! Welt Yang, do you know him? Siegfried Kaslana, do you know him? The Herrscher Squad, do you know them? One slight mistake and I'll die physically, and you'll die socially! Understand!?"





"...Sorry."





Walking through the dim space corridor, Ana's expression became somewhat subtle.





Seriously, I'm a Valkyrie of Destiny, so why do I have to apologize to a Herrscher?





Oh, right, it's to make her lower her guard so I can backstab her hard later.





Never mind then.





Ana blinked quietly, holding the chattering little head in her hands. She followed the headless puppet step by step toward the brightly lit portal ahead.





Just as they were about to leave the shadowy corridor, the head in Ana's hands suddenly stared at the feather hanging from her chest and said, seemingly out of nowhere:





"The Fenghuang Down. This is your talisman for maintaining composure, isn't it?"





"Huh?"





Ana felt a jolt in her heart.





The next second, the head broke free from her hands, grabbed the feather with its mouth, and vanished without a trace.





"Hahaha!"





"I'm dying of laughter! Absolutely dying of laughter!"





"Tell me, was this a trap, or is that Hera just that easy to manipulate?"





"Who cares! If she came to us, the reason doesn't matter!"





"Hahaha!"





"Welcome! Welcome!"





"Welcome to our Theater of Domination!"





"Now, attach your strings and dance for the Herrscher of Thousands!"





"Hahaha!"





Ana's vision suddenly brightened, transforming into a vast coliseum-like structure. She stood in the arena's center, surrounded by countless identical puppets, either standing or seated high in the audience stands.





She hadn't passed through the portal. In fact, no corridor was ever necessary. From the moment she held that head, she had already entered the Theater of Domination.





"So... you never intended to trade in the first place?"





"Trade with a five-hundred-year-old monster? Do you think we're crazy or stupid? Are we supposed to trust that monster's integrity? Or believe she'd gamble on the credibility of a group of Herrschers? How ridiculous! Hahaha!"





"Uh... give me back the feather!"





Ana clutched her chest, frowning. Her gem-like eyes began flickering between their usual violet and an unusual icy blue.





"Oh dear, poor Ana. Just separated from your feather, and you can't hold it together?"





"Pathetic!"





"Coward!"





"I heard your team was wiped out because of your incompetence. Weren't their cries before death oh so melodious?"





"Look! Such immense power! Why resist? Embrace it, become a Herrscher, and together, let us judge this ugly world!"





"Ahahaha!"





Voices filled with malice came at Ana from all directions. Accompanied by harsh laughter, they pounded in her head like a splitting migraine.





Ana could feel herself losing control. It wasn't just the Honkai energy within her rioting—this space’s strange force also stoked her surging emotions, making them unbearable.





She staggered back a step, glancing around in search of her life-saving feather.





Suddenly, invisible strings tore her hands apart, then seized her legs and body. Transparent threads, glowing faintly with a sinister blue light, seemed to breathe, as though drawing some kind of power from her.





"Ahhh!"





...





"This is bad. She's losing control!"





In the meeting room at Anti-Entropy headquarters, Kiana bit her thumb anxiously as she stared at the live feed of Ana, her limbs splayed like a marionette and suspended in midair.





"Hold on, she hasn't called for help yet. Ana Schariac is an outstanding Valkyrie, one in a million. She understands her mission well. If we can't probe the Herrscher of Thousands's abilities, this operation will be meaningless."





Wendy looked up at the live feed, her delicate brows furrowing slightly. Despite the tension, her voice remained calm.





Raiden Mei added,





"Moreover, we cannot guarantee that intervening now will completely resolve the issue. If we fail this time, the Herrscher of Thousands will only become more vigilant, which would be highly detrimental to us."





Kiana responded with a nod, holding back her impulsive nature.





Seele also stared at the screen, the worry in her expression unmistakable.





Besides them, Fu Hua was also present, observing the situation as part of the support team.





In fact, the live feed they were watching was being transmitted through a Fenghuang Down implanted in Ana's body by Fu Hua.





Fu Hua shook her head and sighed silently—she couldn’t interfere. This mission belonged to five inexperienced Herrschers, and Fu Hua's role was merely as a safety net in case of an emergency. Just being here to provide some minor assistance was already bending the rules.





Regardless of whether these girls succeeded or failed, and no matter how injured or disheartened they might become, Fu Hua could only watch quietly without stepping in.





Otherwise, this trial would lose all its significance.





"Ah—"





"Good tea!"





"Another cup!"





Perched neatly in Fu Hua's palm was the Book of Fuxi, sitting cross-legged and holding a tiny cup as though entirely detached from the tense situation.





Next to Fu Hua stood a little girl in deep crimson ceremonial robes, carrying an ancient golden sword on her back. Her serene expression remained unchanged as she poured tea from a long-spouted pot. Despite the tiny size of the cup's opening and its minuscule capacity, her precise and steady movements ensured not a drop was spilled—an evident display of her profound martial prowess.





"Fuxi, don't drink too much tea; it's bad for your stomach."





Fu Hua gently chided the miniature figure in her palm, her tone affectionate and tender.





The Book of Fuxi looked up, rolling her eyes.





"Oh, stop it, you blockhead. I'm a machine, not a human! Do you think I’ll get a stomachache? Alin, don't listen to her. Living like an old fossil is so boring."





"No, the mindset and cultivation of an immortal will forever be a towering example for Ji Xuanyuan to look up to."





Ji Xuanyuan, holding the long-spouted teapot, responded earnestly like a child pretending to be an adult. However, everyone knew her true identity—Ji Xuanyuan was one of the ancestors of Shenzhou, a legendary warrior against Honkai from ancient times.





Her current form was merely a projection manifested through mental power. Her true soul resided in the golden sword on her back—a hero who now existed as a spirit but still drew her blade against Honkai. She was worthy of all the praise and admiration the world could offer.





The Book of Fuxi, clutching her head in exasperation, exclaimed,





"Stop! Just stop! One blockhead is more than enough for me to handle. If there’s another one... my wallet won’t survive!"





"If Lord Fuxi is short on funds, Ji Xuanyuan recalls that there was a golden altar in Beiqiu Mountain. The artifacts within should now be considered valuable antiques. Perhaps they could fetch a good price."





"Well then, let's go!"





The Book of Fuxi tossed aside her miniature teacup, suddenly pulling out a tiny tablet displaying a map loading screen. She floated next to Ji Xuanyuan, her eyes turning into golden currency symbols as she looked at her.





As the Book of Fuxi and Ji Xuanyuan huddled together, whispering plans for getting rich over the tablet, Fu Hua couldn’t help but smile and shake her head.





In Fu Hua's eyes, the Book of Fuxi being like this was a good thing.





The Book of Fuxi wasn’t truly carefree or oblivious. She wasn’t created for battle but to accompany Fu Hua. Maintaining her lively personality and bright smile was the best support she could offer Fu Hua.





Afterward, Fu Hua turned her focus back to Ana’s live feed, watching the situation with quiet concern, silently worrying about what would come next.




















  

















Crack! Crack! Crack!





Low temperatures spread as frost formed across the ground.





Ice crept along the mysterious strings binding Ana, but while it couldn't shatter them, it restored her mobility.





Raising her hand, Ana summoned massive ice spikes, forming like mountain peaks in mid-air.





‘At the very least, I need to test their abilities and limits before losing control!’





Gritting her teeth and struggling to maintain clarity of mind, Ana launched the massive ice spikes downward, targeting the densest area of dolls in the audience.





“Captain… it hurts so much...”





“Captain…”





“Sister Ana… please save me…”





“Captain Ana…”





“Ana…”





“Are you… going to kill us again?” × N





One by one, familiar figures bathed in blood appeared in the path of Ana’s attack.





The chorus of tearful accusations made Ana tremble, halting her offensive and tearing open the fragile mental wounds she had desperately tried to cover.





It hurt—hurt so much that Ana wished she could just die.





“No… stop…”





“Oh? What’s wrong? It’s just a little illusion. Someone must have warned you about this before you came here, right? Come on, push harder. You’re Ana Schariac. How can you let a little illusion hold you back? Come on, crush them—fulfill your duty!”





A doll appeared beside Ana, gripping her trembling wrist and pushing it downward bit by bit.


At the same time, the massive ice spike, barely suspended mid-air, inched forward.





“Captain—don’t!” × N





“What are you afraid of? It’s just an illusion. Let’s keep going!”





“Captain… Captain…” × N





“Continue! Continue!”





While attacking Ana's mental vulnerabilities with illusions, the Herrscher of Thousands forcibly manipulated her hand, pushing her to shatter the illusion herself.





In that moment, their twisted understanding of human nature and their sheer cruelty sent shivers down the spine.





Another doll appeared at Ana’s side, followed by a third, then a fourth. Together, they gripped her wrist, their nearly identical, malicious sneers adding to the pressure as they pushed the ice spike closer to its target.





Finally, the illusions broke.





“No…”





Ana’s eyes widened in terror, her pupils trembling.





In the next instant, those familiar figures didn’t shatter and vanish like illusions. Instead, under the crushing force of the ice spike, they twisted, screamed, and sprayed blood.





“It hurts! It hurts so much!”





“Captain… why! Captain!?”





“Sister Ana, it hurts… it hurts so much…”





“Stop, Captain… Capt—ahhh!!!”





What Ana saw next was a nauseating blur of flesh and blood. Scattered fragments of Valkyrie armor she recognized lay on the edges of the ice spike, as if to confirm the identity of the mangled remains.





“Oh dear! It seems we made a mistake!”





“Ah, it looks like one of our careless clones collected their souls and brought them back to life here... Oops! We forgot about that!”





Ana turned her head blankly, staring at one of the dolls in a daze as she asked,





“What… are you talking about?”





“What we mean is, what you just crushed… were your actual teammates, resurrected with great effort!”





“Ahahahaha!”





“Surprised? Shocked?”





“Oh my, how pitiful. If it were me, I couldn’t bear it!”





Dolls appeared one after another around her, their mockery and sneers piercing through her fragile composure like knives.





Ana’s pupils slowly dilated, the icy blue glow symbolizing her Herrscher power fully occupying her gaze.





“You—liar!!!”





Ana growled lowly. Several nearby dolls froze solid in the suddenly plunging temperature, and countless tiny ice spikes formed in the air, raining down like a storm and piercing hundreds of dolls into the ground.





The next moment, the fallen dolls transformed, their appearances shifting into faces all too familiar to Ana. Bloodied, agonized, and filled with resentment, they all turned to stare at her.





“Captain, you’ve killed me again.”





“Captain, don’t you remember? Last time, we were celebrating together…”





“Sister Ana, it hurts so much… it really hurts… come be with me!”





“Lady Ana…”





“Captain…”





They spoke different words, all carrying endless pain and hatred.





And then, Ana completely lost consciousness.





Shhk!





A slender hand pierced through Ana’s abdomen from behind in the instant she was unable to move.





“Heh! Ana Schariac, Herrscher of Ice—this is it?”





“Don’t waste time! Thankfully, her Herrscher personality hasn’t fully formed yet. Her Herrscher power is entirely dependent on her original persona. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have been so easy to deal with.”





“Focusing on her as the first target was absolutely the right call. Easier than expected—Power! I can feel it! This is the true power of a Herrscher!”





Swish!





An invisible blade effortlessly sliced through several dolls, cutting them into fragmented pieces. One severed half of a head fell to the ground, its gaze fixed on the black hole in the sky. A few seconds later, its eyes lost all color.





“Ana, hang on!”





A stunning figure in black armor emerged from the black hole, swiftly arriving at Ana’s side. She caught Ana’s bloodied body and fed her a pill.





“Unconscious, huh? Understandable. After something like this, who could endure it… Herrscher of Thousands, you truly deserve to die!”





“Oh? Isn’t this our great Herrscher of the Void? How about it—should we continue the Siberian Honkai eruption and turn this world into a complete hell?”





A doll’s intact head at Kiana’s feet let out a sharp, mocking laugh.





Kiana took a deep breath. Holding Ana close, she raised her foot and crushed the laughing head into silence.





In the next moment, Wendy, Raiden Mei, and Seele emerged from the black hole, surrounding Kiana defensively.





Simultaneously, dolls from the stands leapt down into the arena. Snowflakes began to fall from nowhere, and the temperature of the entire space dropped to the point where even the air seemed frozen.





“See? I told you it was a trap! A five-hundred-year-old monster like Hera wasn’t going to be swayed so easily!”





“Doesn’t matter. We’ve achieved our goal, haven’t we?”





“Now, let’s properly entertain our esteemed guests!”





“Since you’ve come, why not become one of us?”





“Showtime!”





The dolls’ bodies began to morph, transforming into various weapons. Ice spikes and blades coalesced in the air, ready to strike.





Wendy surveyed the scene briefly, then stepped forward, transparent fluids swirling in her hands.





“Seele, use the power of creation to heal Ana and take her out of here. Kiana, maintain the spatial portal until they leave. Mei, I’ll take the offensive; you move freely. Their mastery of ice-related Herrscher powers is faster than expected, and this is their domain. This will be a tough fight.”





“Yes! Seele will complete the mission!”





“Got it! Spatial manipulation, huh? Even if I’m only halfway there, trying that in front of the Herrscher of the Void is a joke! I’ll make sure Seele and Ana retreat safely!”





“Raiden Mei of the North Star Sword Style, ready to teach them a lesson.”





The elegant skirts symbolizing Herrscher powers appeared on Wendy and Seele.





The black armor on Kiana began to emit a faint glow, signaling the release of power constraints.





Raiden Mei drew her blade, electric arcs flashing in her eyes.





“Hahaha! Let’s fight! The strong dominate, the weak are dominated—that’s the truth of this world! We will become the true rulers!”





The Herrscher of Thousands’s thousand dolls swarmed forward, laughing maniacally.





And so, the war began.







































    

    













“I will never become a memory!”





“I swear I’ll… @#*!$...”





“Three against one? You guys are just shameless!”





“Beep—beep—beep—!”





The shadow loomed over a doll still spouting curses. A delicate, pale foot wrapped in light green crystal high heels gently lifted before stamping down with force.





Boom!





The ground cracked and shattered, explosive energy tearing apart the last doll’s vitality. Wendy raised her head, only to see the sky and earth disintegrating piece by piece.





“Is it over?” she murmured, her voice tinged with doubt, as if she couldn’t believe it herself.





Swoosh!





A figure clad in black, holding several deep blue gemstones in her hands, descended silently behind Wendy. It was Kiana, who approached and removed her black helmet, letting out a long breath.





“Including the one at your feet, we’ve collected 539 cores in total. Counting the damage caused by Welt and Sigurd earlier, it seems like this might be enough… but it can’t be that easy, can it?”





A small black hole appeared by Kiana’s side. She tossed the gems radiating Honkai energy into it, frowning with lingering unease.





“I feel the same,” Wendy said. “From these things, I didn’t sense the kind of despair or fear one feels when facing death.”





Raiden Mei approached slowly, sheathing her blade. Blood trickled from several wounds on her body. Unlike Wendy, who had transformed into a Herrscher, or Kiana, equipped with the black armor’s formidable defenses, Mei relied purely on her swordsmanship, making her far less protected than the other two.





The three exchanged glances, each frowning.





Moments later, Kiana stretched out her arms, opening a black hole large enough for two people to walk through.





“Whatever the case, this is it for today. This imaginary space is on the verge of collapsing. Let’s leave first.”





“Understood.”





<+>





On the other side of the black hole, they arrived at Anti-Entropy headquarters.





Fu Hua stood over Ana’s unconscious body, pressing a golden feather into her chest before it disappeared.





“How is she?” Kiana asked, suppressing her emotions.





Fu Hua shook her head.





“Her physical wounds are manageable, but her Herrscher energy has been nearly depleted. The hardest challenge, however, lies in her inner demons. Throughout history, many could be called heroes, but few could overcome their own barriers… Stay by her side. Let’s hope she can find her way out of this.”





“…I should never have pushed her so hard.”





Kiana knelt down, taking Ana’s cold hand in hers, and sighed regretfully.





Ana’s surname, Schariac, was the same as the original Kiana mom, Cecilia’s. Kiana’s complex lineage made her feel an instinctive connection and concern for Ana.





Wendy patted Kiana’s shoulder.





“We knew from Welt’s intelligence that the Herrscher of Thousands excels at exploiting emotional weaknesses. We warned her about that possibility beforehand. But she told us she’s a Valkyrie of Schicksal, prepared to face anything when stepping onto the battlefield… Trust her.”





“I know. Recovering her humanity from the Herrscher state shows her incredible resilience. But there’s a difference between being strong and being stubborn… This time, she was just being stubborn. I should have stopped her earlier.”





“Oh? So now you understand the difference between strength and stubbornness?”





“Facing difficulties courageously is strength. Refusing help while facing difficulties—that’s stubbornness. That’s what Sig told me. Let’s let her rest. She’ll get through this. I believe in her.”





Kiana gently placed Ana’s hand down, tidying her hair before sighing again.





After a brief respite, Kiana carefully stored the Herrscher of Thousands’s gemstones she had collected. The group reconvened in the conference room.





Holding a glass of milk, Kiana sipped, leaving a white streak on her upper lip, which she licked away before speaking.





“Ana hasn’t regained her Herrscher powers. Does this mean the Herrscher of Thousands is still alive?”





“Not necessarily,” Wendy replied calmly. “It’s possible the power they took from her simply can’t be restored. But either way, I don’t believe this is over.”





Raiden Mei nodded in agreement, adding, “This battle wasn’t easy, showing that the Herrscher of Thousands’s abilities have improved significantly. That kind of cunning, cowardly entity—no matter how much their strength and confidence have grown—wouldn’t recklessly engage in a decisive battle. They must have left a backup plan.”





The group exchanged knowing glances, pleased with their mutual understanding. Nothing was more reassuring than working with competent and clear-headed allies.





Kiana smiled.





“If we assume the Herrscher of Thousands is still alive, they’ve become even more dangerous and are bound to hide deeper. But on the other hand, we’ve unveiled some of their mysteries. Their ‘domination’ extends to controlling other powers. However, Ana’s experience suggests their control isn’t instant—it requires certain conditions. Now the question is, what are those conditions?”





“First, being in the Theater of Domination. Second, being connected to those threads. Third… psychological collapse?” Raiden Mei speculated, piecing together the scene to deduce the Herrscher of Thousands’s methods.





Wendy rubbed her chin, deep in thought, and spoke slowly:





“Conditions like being in the Theater of Domination, being bound by threads, mental collapse, losing consciousness, being defeated, being gravely injured, staying in the space for over five minutes, holding their heads, or entering the theater alone—these are all the observable triggers. As long as we avoid these, we should be able to prevent them from stealing our powers next time.”





Kiana and Raiden Mei nodded in agreement.





Kiana’s distinctive cowlick swayed playfully as she thought about the situation, then straightened as she spoke with a serious expression:





“We should also take Uncle Welt’s case into consideration. From what he experienced, entering the theater alone and time spent there doesn’t seem to be… well, at least not critical conditions. The things to avoid at all costs are: holding their heads, getting bound by threads, and being mentally or physically defeated. The first is straightforward, but the second and third are crucial for the next encounter.”





Both Wendy and Mei nodded in agreement.





A few moments later, Raiden Mei rubbed her temples with a pained expression.





“After this battle, they’ll certainly realize their lack of combat power and adopt a more cautious approach. Since we can’t track their whereabouts… we’re back to the enemy being hidden while we’re exposed. This won’t be easy.”





“No, we don’t need to actively search for them,” Wendy replied calmly. “We’ve confirmed that their real trump card for destabilizing civilization lies in stealing powers from us. They’ll want to come to us anyway. Plus, they won’t give up on the Herrscher cores we’ve collected. So, why not let them come to us instead?”





Kiana mulled over her words, hesitating before asking:





“Are you saying… we should leave the heavily fortified headquarters, give them a chance to approach, and use bait tactics 2.0 Plus?”





Wendy shook her head.





“A trap that obvious wouldn’t work. Even if they took the bait, it would only be a few minor entities, not enough to eliminate them entirely.”





“Then what do we do?”





Kiana, ever impatient, gave up thinking and eagerly sought the strategy Wendy seemed to have ready.





Wendy tucked her now longer, black-and-green hair behind her ear and spoke confidently:





“We should pressure them into a corner where they have no choice but to gamble everything. We must give them opportunities to isolate us themselves.”





“Oh! Sounds brilliant! Go on, tell us!”





Kiana’s eyes sparkled as she stared at Wendy.





Raiden Mei also listened intently, awaiting an ingenious plan from their youngest but most capable leader.





“Well, aren’t we already planning to dismantle the current global political order and establish a unified nation? Isn’t that the perfect opportunity to incite large-scale unrest? And wouldn’t the establishment of a unified empire apply significant pressure on them?”





The answer was obvious: yes.





Dismantling hundreds of countries would inevitably encounter enormous resistance. Given the Herrscher of Thousands’s track record, it would be strange if they didn’t seize the opportunity to create chaos.





At the same time, once a unified nation is established, most opposition forces would be eliminated, and the combined powers of Anti-Entropy and Schicksal would have global reach. For the Herrscher of Thousands, their survival space would be compressed to the limit, making it a matter of survival to prevent unification.





Could they stop the unification?





Certainly—if they could assemble a force capable of directly confronting Anti-Entropy’s mechs, the Valkyrie legions, and the monsters leading both organizations. But if they could, they wouldn’t have to rely on tricks and schemes.





Since they couldn’t achieve that, the Herrscher’s only option was to delay the unification process and use the buffer time to gain enough power to survive in the new world order.





Kiana and Mei mulled this over, nodding frequently as understanding dawned.





Wendy smiled and continued:





“I don’t know how they’ll incite chaos or create opportunities to approach us, but that’s irrelevant. What matters is that they will come for us. We just need to release some information and wait. That’s enough.”





“Wait! Objection!”





Kiana raised her hand.





Wendy rolled her eyes.





“Go ahead.”





“This could cause unnecessary casualties! Also, the Herrscher of Thousands isn’t the most important thing—nation-building is the true long-term goal. If dealing with them causes setbacks to Uncle Welt’s plan, wouldn’t that be putting the cart before the horse?”





“You’re not supposed to be this smart, Kiana!” Wendy exclaimed in mock exasperation.





“You wanna fight?!”





Kiana raised her arms as if to roll up her sleeves, though her bare, jade-white arms were already exposed, making her intentions clear.





Wendy spread her hands in resignation, smiling.





“That’s why this is just a plan. We’ll need to discuss it with the leader to see if it’s feasible. That’s all for today. Tomorrow, I’ll meet with Welt to finalize the details. Meeting adjourned!”





A deep blue beret—a handcrafted gift from Sigurd—appeared in Wendy’s hand. She placed it on her head with a smile and left the room.





As Wendy departed, Kiana stuck out her tongue.





“Bleh! Smug little brat!”





“Kiana, don’t say that. Wendy really is incredible—both in strength and intelligence. Even though we’re older, there’s a lot we can learn from her.”





Raiden Mei smiled gently and patted Kiana’s head, soothing her irritation.





Kiana puffed up her cheeks like an adorable squirrel, only to deflate moments later.





“Fine. She’s a genius, I get it. Sig keeps saying that too… Ugh, Sig never praised me like that!”





“Sigurd… well, he does have a unique perspective…” Mei said hesitantly.





“Mei, your voice is trembling. Are you really that scared of Sig?”





“No! Absolutely not—eek! Why do you have a photo of him!? Wait, why are you showing it now?!”





“Hehe! Sig said I should help you overcome your fear if I had the chance! Don’t worry, it’s just a photo. Besides, Sig is so handsome—what’s there to be afraid of? Here, let’s get closer to it!”





“Don’t come any closer!!”





A piercing scream echoed through the room and beyond its walls.





And so, peace and calm prevailed once more in Anti-Entropy for the day.




















  

















"—Our first encounter with the Herrscher of Thousands went more or less like this. Report complete, Sir!"





In a clean and tidy girl’s bedroom, Kiana stood straight in her simple white pajamas, saluting seriously to the real-time projection of Sigurd sitting on a chair. Her demeanor was both dashing and adorable, especially with her slightly upturned lips and that little strand of white hair bouncing back and forth.





Worth mentioning, the cleanliness of the room was entirely thanks to the diligent efforts of several Cecilia individuals, having little to do with Kiana herself.





Sigurd’s projection stroked his chin thoughtfully and asked,





"I understand the situation, but…what’s with the handprint on your face?"





On Kiana’s cheek was a red handprint, faintly showing the small and delicate contours of the hand that left it.





Kiana’s expression froze, then she turned her intact cheek toward Sigurd, giving him a sidelong glance.





"It’s your fault! Mei still has a massive psychological shadow because of you. I was trying to help her overcome it—and this is what I got. She apologized, though, so it’s not her fault."





"Oh, in that case, no problem."





Sigurd dismissed it lightly, the lingering murderous intent in his eyes slowly fading—so long as she wasn’t hurt emotionally. Not just anyone could lay a hand on Kiana.





Then Sigurd continued,





"Once bitten by a snake, you fear ropes for ten years. Psychological issues aren’t so easily resolved. Just take your time and don’t push it."





"Mm…by the way, could Mei’s struggle to fully master her Herrscher powers be your fault?"





Kiana blinked and looked at Sigurd suspiciously.





Sigurd shook his head.





"Unlikely. Wendy is a true genius—she experienced her Herrscher transformation five years ago and reconciled with her Herrscher persona. It’s no surprise she crossed that threshold. Seele is unique because the Death Stigmata makes her naturally suited to being a Herrscher. As for you, you know your situation well—you are the original Herrscher persona while Sirin is the original human persona, so it’s no surprise you would handle your power well since it’s yours to begin with.”





"Excluding the three of you, it’s entirely normal for people like Mei and Ana to struggle with their transformations. One still hasn’t made the leap, and the other has ascended but can’t control her powers. That’s just how it is."





Thus far, every person who mastered Herrscher powers had unique and unrepeatable circumstances. Raiden Mei and Ana Schariac were simply missing those extraordinary conditions. One had yet to transform, and the other couldn’t control her ascension.





But that was the norm.





Kiana understood this logic, yet she still looked at Sigurd suspiciously. Her bright eyes carried a hint of teasing as she asked,





"If it really were because of you, what would you do about it?"





"Then I’d string her up and make sure that shadow sticks with her for life. With the Gem of Conquest in her body, access to top-notch education, and the best health care technology, plus the effort put in by Einstein, Fu Hua, Welt, and myself… If she can’t overcome a psychological shadow, we might as well take the gem out. I could put it to good use myself."





Kiana: (´◔‸◔`)...





Kiana: (╯‵□′)╯︵┻━┻!!!





Listen to him! Is this even human language!?





Kiana clenched her fists—metaphorically speaking.





Then she stomped her feet in rage, the heavy thuds echoing in the room.





"Alright! I can’t say one word of nonsense, but you can make jokes like that? Give me a proper answer!"





"Seriously, Ana Schariac is an exceptional Valkyrie, but she’s also a softhearted and fragile girl. She couldn’t bear to watch her teammates die in front of her, which is what allowed the Will of Honkai to take advantage of her. That’s her root issue. Take her out to see the world. Visit orphanages, military hospitals, schools. Let her meet people who, like her, endure suffering. Let her see that there are many others in pain who need help.”





"She fell because of her kindness. Let her rise again for the same reason. She doesn’t need to forget her trauma—she needs to establish a new, higher purpose and regain her courage and strength."





Sigurd’s voice was steady as he explained.





Kiana fell silent, pondering his words, and eventually nodded.





"True. The key isn’t healing the wound but restoring her belief. I get it—but why do you seem so familiar with her situation? Don’t tell me you’ve already started picking candidates for your harem before becoming Emperor?"





Pointing at Sigurd, Kiana’s angry expression made him wonder whether she was joking or genuinely imagining him in such a light.





Sigurd stared back with lifeless, deadpan eyes.







































    

    













Why does Sigurd know so much about Ana?





Of course! She’s a Herrscher; how could Sigurd possibly ignore her existence? Naturally, he had thoroughly analyzed her background and personality to prepare for future arrangements or utilization.





Sigurd let out a soft sigh, glanced at his hand, then at Kiana, and spoke with a trace of regret:





“You should be thankful this is just a projection. Otherwise… Forget it. Anyway, when she starts to improve, you can have her read Introduction to Ideology and arrange a proper conversation between her and Welt.”





“Huh?”





“Just pulling through isn’t enough. To master Herrscher powers, she needs a stronger belief. Great thoughts and lofty ideals are the best ways to shape conviction. Oh, and don’t worry about her losing the Herrscher’s power. With the Imaginary Portal bound to her and the Herrscher authority tied to her existence, the energy loss is only temporary; it will return.”





“Got it! I’ll make a note of it!”





Kiana earnestly jotted these points down in a notebook, nodding vigorously.





Seeing her so diligently take notes, Sigurd felt a bit of satisfaction. Then he asked:





“Anything else?”





“Yes! What about Mei’s ‘Sigurd-phobia’? We can’t just leave her like that!”





“My earlier brief attempts, combined with your current methods, basically fall under desensitization therapy. From what we’ve seen, the effects are limited. Why not try induction therapy instead?”





“Hmm, go on!”





“For instance, we could redirect her physiological fear of me into absolute obedience. How does that sound?”





Sigurd touched his chin, looking uncharacteristically uncertain.





Although it might be an effective approach—and could conveniently yield a more compliant ally—he couldn’t help but feel a twinge of guilt. Mei’s condition was partly his fault, after all. Pushing her further might feel too much like bullying the poor girl.





Meanwhile, Kiana pondered this suggestion. After a moment, a figurative lightbulb lit above her head. She pointed an accusing finger at Sigurd, leaning forward with an indignant posture:





“Wait a second! On closer thought, wasn’t this all part of your plan? You planted that psychological shadow in Mei, didn’t you? All so you could break her, turn her into your obedient follower, and then do whatever you wanted! Aha! Case closed! Sig’s true motive has been revealed! I never expected you to be such a schemer!!”





Bzzzzzz…





Several small drones emitting crackling electric arcs appeared in the air, slowly approaching the accusatory Kiana.





Sigurd looked at her with merciless eyes.





Half a second later, Kiana swiftly shifted to a dogeza position, prostrating herself on the ground with her silvery hair spilling around her like a delicate carpet. She solemnly declared:





“I apologize for my insolence!”





“Stick to serious matters, and don’t let your thoughts run wild.”





“Yes! Understood!”





“Let’s continue with desensitization therapy for now. After all, it’s a proven method. Her current condition stems from misunderstandings and my occasional foolishness. I believe she’ll come to terms with it.”





“Got it! I’ll keep working on it!”





“That’s it, then. Get some rest, don’t kick off your blanket. No snacking on too many sweets after dinner. Be cautious in battle, and don’t take unnecessary risks for glory. If things get dangerous, forget the mission—retreat or call for help. It’s just the Herrscher of Thousands; they can’t cause too much trouble. And remember to take your vitality supplements on schedule. That’s all.”





Sigurd ended the communication. He wasn’t being curt; he simply knew that such discussions could drag on indefinitely if left unchecked.





Kiana tentatively lifted her head, stealing a glance. Once she confirmed Sigurd was gone, she let out a long breath and collapsed onto the floor.





“Phew~~ Thought I was gonna get zapped!”





She kicked her legs idly a few times, then rolled onto her back, gazing up at the ceiling.





Holding the coin-sized communicator Sigurd had left behind, she pressed it against her chest, curling her petite body into a soft, endearing ball. Her eyes shimmered with tender longing as she murmured:





“Even if it’s just to scold me, I wish Sig were really here…”





<+>





“Is that Kiana Kaslana? What an adorable girl,” Su remarked warmly, resting his chin on his hand in the Cosmic Juggernauts’ Mural interior. His smile was as gentle as a spring breeze awakening life.





Sigurd shot him a sidelong glance and responded coolly:





“That’s my girl.”





“I know, I know. I never said otherwise, nor do I have any ulterior motives!” Su quickly waved his hands in denial, chuckling wryly and shaking his head.





Sigurd continued staring at him with deadpan, unblinking eyes.





After an awkward moment, Su finally gave in to the oppressive silence, forcing a smile as he sighed:





“Sigh. If only Kevin back then had been one-third as assertive as you are, he might have won Mei over before the MANTIS experiments. Who knows? I might have had a proper nephew or niece by now—a real product of their love.”





“What’s Kevin up to these days?” Sigurd asked, gesturing toward a distant area cloaked in frost and chaotic energy.





Su scratched his head and replied:





“Your era’s deep reserves are too daunting, so Kevin’s worried he won’t have enough leverage when he returns to the real world. He’s currently trying to fuse Honkai energy with the power of the Sea Of Quanta to strengthen himself further.”





“Good for him,” Sigurd remarked indifferently.





Worry? Not a chance.





Even if Kevin became strong enough to one shot him with a finger flick, so what? Sigurd had countless contingencies and trump cards in the real world. It was laughable to think an individual’s raw power alone could outmaneuver him.





Besides, for humanity, strength wasn’t the sole measure of authority.





To Sigurd, who wielded the Life Equation and controlled the reins of civilization, no matter how powerful Kevin became, he would always remain a useful pawn—a mere tool.





And a stronger tool was easier to use.





Taking a sip of tea to recover from the energy consumption of maintaining communication with the real world, Sigurd stood and stepped into an open portal to another bubble universe, resuming his work.





<+>





Once left alone, Su tidied up the tea set and turned his gaze toward where Kevin was training. Like a fretful housewife, he began muttering:





“What should I make for dinner? I only know cuisines from the Previous Era and ancient times in this one. Kevin won’t mind, but I wonder if Sigurd would care…”




















  
    

    













Wendy later brought good news: Welt agreed with her strategy for dealing with the Herrscher of Thousands.





"Unification isn’t about patching up the old world but about purging the decay, rebuilding humanity, and creating a new order that encompasses every corner. Against the darkness emerging from the abyss of human nature, only fire can prevail—there’s no room for leniency. Such an undertaking cannot be gentle or elegant. For a better future and to resist Honkai, the struggle will continue, even if it turns tragic."





Wendy relayed Welt’s words, tinged with compassion yet resolute determination.





When even the mildest Welt made up his mind, Otto and Einstein naturally wouldn’t show mercy. Neither Anti-Entropy nor Schicksal would allow room for compromise or luck.





This was destined to be an unprecedented storm. With the decision made to unleash thunderous force, Wendy’s plan for the Herrscher of Thousands was no more than a small, ordinary raindrop amidst the tempest—insignificant.





Although the operational plan for the Herrscher team was implemented, none of the girls could feel any joy.





"Uncle Welt… he must be under so much pressure," Seele murmured sadly.





She understood just how kind Welt was—a man who treasured every letter sent by children he had saved, carefully keeping them in his bedroom and taking pride in them whenever mentioned.





Seele was still young and couldn’t grasp everything fully, but she knew that everyone was undertaking painful yet necessary responsibilities. From Welt and Sigurd to her sisters by her side, down to the older brothers and sisters who graduated from Anti-Entropy’s training programs, everyone was giving their all.





But what about her? As a Herrscher, what could she do to help?





Seele lifted her head, looked at the others deep in thought, and summoned her courage.





"Everyone, please let me join the next battle. Let me fight alongside you!"





Her voice carried resolve, though fear of the unknown battlefield lingered. The potential dangers frightened her, but she decided to take this step forward.





"Seele…"





Kiana, Wendy, and Mei looked at her with both pride and affection.





Kiana gently stroked Seele’s hair with a warm smile, then turned to the others.





"Based on Wendy’s reasoning, the moment unification is announced, the Herrscher of Thousands will inevitably seize the opportunity to cause trouble. So, if there’s an upcoming mission, I propose Wendy and Seele take charge."





"Why just the two of us?" Wendy asked, not in doubt but seeking a clear rationale.





The others turned to Kiana for an answer.





Kiana’s smile faded as she gazed upward, as if peering through the ceiling into something far beyond.





"Is the Herrscher of Thousands important?"





A seemingly unrelated question left everyone puzzled.





But Kiana gave no time to ponder and answered herself.





"No, they’re not. They’re just a group of cowards hiding in the shadows, deluding themselves with cleverness. If Sig wanted to, he could wipe them out effortlessly. So, why are we tasked with handling them?"





"...It’s for training, for testing us," Wendy replied.





Kiana nodded.





"Exactly. This is about growth and testing. The real goal isn’t completing the mission efficiently, or even defeating the target—it’s about us growing stronger. The power of a Herrscher comes with responsibility. We must become strong enough to bear that responsibility. That’s Sig’s purpose in assigning us these tasks. Remember: the Herrscher of Thousands doesn’t matter. What matters is our growth before Sig returns."





Wendy and Mei exchanged glances and nodded in agreement. Seele and Ana, still slightly bewildered, quietly absorbed Kiana’s words.





Kiana continued, turning toward Wendy and Seele with a smile of encouragement.





"Wendy, you’re already an extraordinary Herrscher. What you need is the experience of a real chase—outwitting and overpowering your enemy, sharpening skills beyond your powers. Seele, you need to leave the safety of your comfort zone and face a real battlefield. The Herrscher of Thousands is a perfect whetstone for both of you."





With Wendy and Seele in mind, Kiana smiled warmly at them, radiating both support and affection.





Wendy’s thoughtful expression softened, her earlier doubt replaced by understanding.





Kiana placed a hand over her heart, sighing softly before continuing.





*"As for the rest of us, our issues are more personal. I need to confront the grudge within me to fully control the Herrscher of the Void’s powers. Mei needs to discover what she’s missing and cross the threshold of transformation. Ana needs to find the strength to one day embrace her restored Herrscher powers with unwavering conviction, to shout confidently, ‘For all that is beautiful in this world, I will fight!’





"For us, pursuing the Herrscher of Thousands is mainly about teamwork. Beyond that, it offers little direct benefit. So, the three of us will focus on resolving our inner challenges while participating in missions as a secondary objective. Is that alright?"





Kiana turned toward Wendy, now fully assuming her role as team leader. Her maturity and clarity shone brightly.





Wendy chuckled, raising her hands in mock surrender.





"What else can I say? Let’s give it our all."





Thus, a new strategy was established, and the Herrscher team split into two groups.





...





In the following days, Wendy and Seele embarked on their mission to eliminate the Herrscher of Thousands.





Meanwhile, under Kiana’s leadership, the remaining three left the Anti-Entropy base, accompanied by the mechanical forces led by Bronya and the Taixu Mountain trio led by Fu Hua.





Their first destination was an orphanage in the city outside Anti-Entropy’s headquarters.





"Kiana, why are we here?" Mei asked as she entered the orphanage through its open gates.





"To volunteer!" Kiana replied cheerfully, flashing her pearly-white smile.





"Aren’t we supposed to be figuring out our own issues?"





"My battles take place in my dreams. During the day, I need something relaxing to balance myself. As for Ana— this was Sig’s suggestion. I think it’s a great idea. Today, she’s the main focus. Mei, I’m not sure about your exact issue, but I’ve got something for your ‘Sigurd-phobia!’"





With that, Kiana pulled out a photo of Sigurd’s face and stuck it on her forehead, then leaned toward Mei.





"Ahhh!!" Mei shrieked and stumbled three steps back but managed to stay composed.





"Oh? Progress!"





Kiana removed the photo, playfully sticking out her pink tongue.





From attacking at the mere sight of Sig’s image to remaining relatively calm—progress indeed.




















  
    

    













Raiden Mei let out a long sigh, pressing her tired fingers against her temples. After a while, she weakly asked,





“Kiana... are you genuinely trying to help me heal, or are you just having fun and teasing me?”





“Why can’t it be both? Eh-heh!”





“...I’ve noticed that, in terms of twisted humor, you and Mr. Sigurd are quite alike.”





“Ah! You just accused Sig of having a twisted sense of humor! I’ll remember this, and I’ll definitely tell him later!”





Kiana pointed at Raiden Mei, speaking with a righteous tone.





But Raiden Mei was already slowly raising her fist—she was ready to strike.





“Ki—a—na!”





“Eh-heh! Come and catch me, Mei! Bet you can’t catch me, haha!”





“Stop running!”





“I’m not dumb! Why would I stay still and let you hit me? Besides, once this is over, knowing Mei’s personality, she’ll quickly forget about being mad! Nyeh~~”





The two began chasing each other near the entrance.





When Kiana decided to mess around, she could make anyone, no matter how patient, feel an itch to retaliate. Raiden Mei was no exception.





However, with Kiana now having a preliminary grasp of spatial powers, escaping from someone was easy. She was practically like the Monkey King—impossible to catch, even by a hair.





<+>





While Kiana and Mei were messing around, Ana, who was walking ahead, had already encountered a few kids staring up at her.





“Big sister, are you today’s volunteer?”





“Uh… yes. I’m Ana. Ana Schariac. Nice to meet you all!”





“Nice to meet you, big sister! I’m Sora. Just call me that. I’m today’s supervisor and manager. We have a lot to do, so be prepared!”





The little girl with short lavender hair and bright red eyes had a serene, gentle demeanor. However, as she smiled, she suddenly took out a device resembling an asthma inhaler, placed it to her mouth, and inhaled deeply a few times.





Seeing this, Ana’s pupils contracted, and her hand trembled slightly when she noticed the glowing Honkai energy corruption marks under the girl’s collar.





“You...”





“Don’t worry about me, big sister. I’m just a bit special. I need to absorb mild Honkai energy and some unique medications to stay healthy… Oh, I guess I’m not that unique. Almost everyone here at this orphanage has their own issues. This is the only place where we can get the best care and not worry about being snatched away by bad people for experiments or something.”





“Does it hurt?”





Ana crouched down and carefully held the little girl’s small, soft hands, her expression filled with endless compassion.





She had encountered many children affected by Honkai energy before—true embodiments of despair, almost impossible to save. Countless ill-intentioned people sought to exploit their fragile lives. As a Valkyrie, Ana had felt powerless to help them every time, leaving only with heartache.





“If given the chance, I’ll save these children at any cost.” This was a promise Ana and her companions had once made.





Now, Ana was the only one left to uphold it.





Uncontrollably, pain flickered across her face.





Sora tilted her small head, blinking as if puzzled by Ana’s reaction. Interpreting her expression as concern, the little girl smiled reassuringly and said,





“Don’t worry, big sister. I’m fine! I haven’t had any painful episodes in a long time. Everyone in Anti-Entropy is really, really nice, so everything’s okay! Besides, Sigurd told me that my condition is only temporary. Once my stigmata fully awakens, I’ll become a strong warrior for Anti-Entropy! Don’t mind~~”





She gave a thumbs-up, her optimism shining through as she spoke cheerfully. Then, she grabbed her inhaler again and took two more deep breaths.





Ana gazed at Sora, suppressing her overwhelming confusion and sorrow, and instead offered a warm smile.





“Then tell me about today’s tasks. Big sister is a Valkyrie, you know—I’m really strong and full of energy, so I can handle anything!”





“It’s not that big of a deal. The robots help with most chores, and we manage the rest ourselves. Today, the main thing is heading out for a painting class. We just need an adult to watch over us, so we’re counting on you!”





“No problem. Leave it to me— Oh, by the way, there are two more big sisters at the entrance. They’re with me, and I’m sure they’ll take great care of you too.”





“Okay! I’ll go check on everyone to see if we’re ready. Once everything’s set, we can head out.”





Sora jogged over to her waiting companions, pausing mid-way to take another puff from her inhaler.





After a flurry of chattering discussions, a group of children, around forty to fifty little ones, gathered in front of Ana and the two others who had finished their playful antics.





“Big Sister Kiana, Big Sister Mei, Big Sister Ana, we’re ready!”





Sora, carrying art supplies on her back and several inhalers attached to different parts of her body, stood in front of the three with a cheerful smile, raising her hand.





‘So they know each other? It makes sense; after all, they live so close by, and both Kiana and Mei are good people, so they must often come to help.’





Ana thought to herself as she observed the scene.





Then, she saw Kiana crouch down and begin ruffling Sora’s light purple hair with both hands, grinning widely with a pure and lively smile.





“Long time no see, little one! Did you miss me? Did you bring enough stuff?”





“Big Sister Kiana, stop it! My hair is going to get all messy!”





“Oh no! It’s okay, even if you end up with a bird’s nest on your head, Big Sister Kiana will still like you! So, did you bring enough medicine?”





“Mhm! I’ve got the full supply of inhalers, backup inhalers, backup for the backup inhalers, and extra backup inhalers—everything’s good!”





Sora smiled shyly as she proudly counted all the inhalers attached to her body.





Kiana nodded in satisfaction.





But Ana hesitated.





“Um... is it really necessary to bring that many backups?”





“Of course it is!” x2





Kiana and Sora turned their heads simultaneously, looking at Ana with serious expressions.





Then, Kiana pressed her hand gently against Sora’s little head and said,





“Sora, teach Big Sister Ana the wisdom of Big Brother Sigurd!”





“Mhm! Big Brother Sigurd always says, ‘If you fail to prepare, you prepare to fail.’ You must always be fully prepared, especially for important matters. Never be careless. So, having sufficient backups for essential items is the first quality of a mature and strong individual, and it must always be remembered. Big Sister Ana, did you get that?”





“Uh, I still think—”





“Big Sister Ana, Big Brother Sigurd’s words are never wrong. Did you understand?”





“I—”





“Did you get it?”





“...Got it.”





Under the girl’s inexplicable persistence and forceful nature, Ana finally gave in and nodded weakly.





Then, Kiana and Sora clapped their hands together, both smiling brightly.





“Well done, Sora! Another follower of Sig’s teachings added to the list—this is all your doing, Sora, so you get extra food tonight!”





“Yay! I want chicken legs!”





“No problem! And some little cakes as a bonus!”





“Oh!!”





Sora cheered excitedly.





Joining her in the cheer were the children behind her.





Seeing their joyful smiles, Ana gradually let a smile spread across her own face.





Volunteering at orphanages wasn’t something Ana was doing for the first time.





However, she realized that this orphanage was unlike any other she had known.





Apart from Sora, who needed a special inhaler, there were many children here with signs of Honkai energy corrosion or even physical disabilities. As Sora had said, they were all special children.





Yet, these special children did not show any signs of gloom or sorrow. Instead, each of them was full of energy, brimming with vitality.





Ana glanced thoughtfully at the smiling Kiana and Mei, and then recalled the kind-hearted girls she had met in the inner city recently, as well as the Honkai leader, Walter, who was so universally liked even among those with the most challenging fates.





‘Of course, they’re all good people, so they wouldn’t let the children’s smiles fade.’





Ana unconsciously pressed her hand to her chest, remembering her teammates, many of whom also loved children and had backgrounds in orphanages. If they could see this scene, they would surely be very happy too!





For a moment, Ana’s gaze dimmed, but then she quickly shook it off and regained her composure.





It was fine! Since they weren’t here, she would carry on their efforts, working hard on their behalf. She would make sure these special children had a happy day!





‘I will make sure of it!’





Ana reaffirmed in her heart, suddenly realizing how important this task was. It was no lighter than the tasks of fighting against the Honkai beasts.





With determination, Ana followed the children, who had already lined up by themselves, and with a smile, she led them out of the orphanage’s gates.




















  
    

    













The city planning of the Anti-Entropy headquarters was exceptionally well done.





Even from an amateur's perspective, the straight roads, orderly buildings, abundant greenery, and various robots scattered throughout gave off an air of novelty and comfort.





Ana was curiously observing the city.





She realized that, likely due to the significant nature of the Herrscher of Thousands and her own unstable condition, she had been sent directly into the heavily guarded inner city upon her arrival at Anti-Entropy. In reality, she had never properly explored this renowned city.





"Uncle Albert, a little to the left! Move it left!"





"No, no, it needs to go right!"





"Lift it! Just a bit higher!"





"Yes, that's it! Hold it right there, Uncle Albert!"





While marveling at the advanced mechs and heavy weaponry surrounding her, Ana was pulled back from her thoughts by the children's cheerful voices.





Turning her head, she saw a young man in a deep green military uniform with black hair. He held out one arm, using its not-so-wide surface as a base for a large, single-legged Titan mech to stand on—a heavily modified Anti-Entropy combat unit. Comparable in individual combat ability to Valkyries, Titans were typically deployed alongside mechanical armies and heavy firepower, often acting as dominators on the battlefield.





The young, handsome soldier, referred to as Albert, wore a helpless expression as he looked at the little ones around him, his tone tinged with irritation:


"Stop chattering and finish your drawings already— Also, call me big brother! I'm only eighteen!"





"Pfft!"





Kiana burst out laughing.





Albert turned to her, veins nearly popping on his forehead.





"Captain Kiana, we’re in the same graduating class!"





"Sorry, sorry, it’s just— Pfft! Your face! You look way too mature for your age!"





"...Captain Raiden, what do you think?"





"Well... I mean… To be fair… It’s hard to tell, but Albert, you do look older than me."





Raiden Mei covered her mouth, struggling to maintain her composure and politeness.





"Hahaha!"





Finally, Kiana let out a hearty laugh, mocking her comrade’s overly mature appearance without restraint.





Albert’s face turned completely dark.





Then, a small, fair hand tugged at Albert’s uniform.





"Albert, Tina finished her drawing!"





"Call me big brother! Forget it, let me see."





Albert took the little girl’s drawing, glancing at it while still steadily holding up the Titan. Under Tina’s hopeful, starry-eyed gaze, a vein throbbed visibly on his forehead.





The bright crayon colors, simple lines, and childlike charm of the drawing matched Tina’s adorable personality perfectly—except for one glaring issue. Despite making Albert perform acrobatics for the drawing, Tina’s picture featured only the sun, buildings, and trees. Neither Albert nor the Titan appeared in it.





Thud!





"Ahhh!"





Thud! Thud! Thud!





Albert used the sketchbook to repeatedly tap Tina’s little head, sending her scurrying off with a wail.





"Albert is so mean!"





"Tina, your drawing didn’t meet the requirements, so I’m confiscating it! Figure out how to make a new one!"





"Huh?! No way! I worked so hard on that! Now I can’t turn in my homework! Give it back, Albert!"





"I already told you! Call me Big Brother Albert! Or even Uncle is fine, but stop just calling me by my name!"





Tina clung to the tall Albert, trying to retrieve her sketchbook. But due to her height and strength disadvantage, her jumping and pleading were futile.





The scene brought a heartfelt smile to Ana’s face.





"They seem to get along really well," Ana said softly to Kiana, who had come closer to her.





Kiana scratched her nose.





"Tina was someone Albert rescued from the battlefield."





"Hmm?"





"A Honkai outbreak caused mutations—Tina’s mother turned into a Honkai Zombie, and Tina herself was infected by Honkai energy. Albert was the main force in that suppression mission. I heard he killed Tina’s mother, who had become a Honkai Zombie, right in front of her. I don’t know the exact details, but when they returned, Albert had lost an arm. The one he’s using to hold the Titan now is actually a mechanical arm. Later, Albert used his military merits to secure a house in the outer city. But since he’s often on missions, that place has basically become Tina’s private little base."





"I see…"





Ana quietly processed the story. Looking back at the warm and lively scene, she felt not just amusement but also a profound sense of how precious it was.





The story between Albert and Tina was something Ana could only piece together in fragments, but her eyes grew moist.





"That’s beautiful," Ana murmured with a sigh, smiling softly.





Beside her, Kiana suddenly smirked mischievously, pulling out a pair of silver handcuffs from who-knows-where.





"What Tina thinks, I can't control. But if Albert doesn't behave himself and does something inappropriate before Tina becomes an adult, my limited-edition platinum bracelets might just find a new owner! Heh heh heh!"





"Hmm... Huh?!"





Ana stared at Kiana, utterly confused.





Kiana puffed out her chest proudly.





"What? Do I need to reintroduce myself? I’m Kiana, First Executor of Anti-Entropy, Lieutenant Commander rank, and also the Squad Leader of Headquarters' Discipline and Inspection Team! Just a heads-up, don’t do anything shady on my turf, unless you think you can outrun someone with spatial powers!"





Ana chuckled silently.





Kiana as a law enforcer? It didn’t sound particularly convincing, yet somehow, it was oddly reassuring.





<+>





At dinner, Ana met the orphanage director.





"Good evening, Director."





"Good evening."





"Director, here’s the drawing I made today!"





"Let me see... Hmm, keep trying. You might have a future as an abstract artist."





"Director!"





Thud!





"Call me Sister!"





Cioara, the director, glared as she rubbed her fist, while the little girl clutched her head, crying out in pain.





Ana woodenly picked up a piece of fried chicken with her fork and put it in her mouth.





The director’s identity came as a surprise.





Ana knew Cioara. She was the comprehensive supervisor at Anti-Entropy headquarters and also an instructor for the special forces and intelligence departments. Rumor had it that she was closely associated with Cocolia, the most controversial executive within Anti-Entropy. The two were often seen together worldwide, seemingly engaging in shady dealings on Cocolia’s behalf.





Such a person, running an orphanage... Could there be some kind of conspiracy?





Ana frowned, already contemplating reporting her suspicions to Anti-Entropy’s senior leadership for the sake of the children.





"Hey! What are you thinking about? You don’t look too happy."





Cheeks puffed up like a chipmunk, Kiana spoke as she chewed her food.





After a moment of hesitation, Ana decided to trust Kiana’s character and shared her concerns.





In response, Kiana gave her a hearty slap on the back.





"Come on now, don’t jump to conclusions about people you don’t know. Sister Cioara loves kids more than anyone else. So does Auntie Cocolia. Trust me, they’d rather give up dresses, makeup, and pretty jewelry to open more orphanages. In fact, two or three out of every ten orphanages run by Anti-Entropy only exist because of their strong advocacy. Many of the additional benefits here are thanks to them too. Back in the day, I almost called Cocolia 'Mom.' I know them better than you do."





Ana fell silent, lowering her head in embarrassment.





Kiana’s character was indeed trustworthy. And thinking carefully, this was Welt and Sigurd’s domain—there was no way they’d let ill-intentioned people care for these special children, right? Besides, the children’s evident closeness to Cioara couldn’t be faked.





So, it was her own narrow-mindedness after all.





Ana quietly continued eating. The events of the day left her feeling oddly lighter. It wasn’t that her unforgettable experiences had faded but that seeing more of the world had broadened her perspective, easing her burdens slightly.





"By the way, where’s Tina? I haven’t seen her."





"Director, Uncle Albert came back today. So, Tina is probably helping him cook right now."





"—That little rascal! Tina is still so young, and he’s already trying to steal her away from me? I’ll kill him right now!"





Cioara’s short gray hair moved as if caught in an invisible wind. Rolling up her sleeves and picking up her pistol, her red eyes gleamed with murderous intent—a stark contrast to the elegant black dress she wore.





Then, she stormed out the door and quickly disappeared.





"Um... is that okay?"





Ana was startled by Cioara’s murderous aura and asked hesitantly.





But everyone else remained unfazed, as if it were a routine occurrence.





With no response forthcoming, Ana continued eating quietly—wait, upon closer taste, the food at this orphanage was surprisingly delicious!




















  

















On one side, the self-adjustment team composed of Kiana and her companions continued to methodically experience life.





On the other side, Wendy and Seele were actively making plans regarding the Herrscher of Thousands. They collaborated with Welt and others, releasing unified intelligence. Unsurprisingly, they soon uncovered the whereabouts of the Herrscher of Thousands.





With this lead, the two stepped out of headquarters, embarking on the path to make further contact with the Herrscher and ensure its complete eradication.





Meanwhile, in the distant imaginary space, a new Theater of Domination had already taken shape.





<+>





"Ugh, ugh, ugh! This is so annoying!"





"Enough complaining. Keep digging for whatever resistance forces we can find. We absolutely can't let them achieve unification smoothly, or we'll be in the worst possible situation."





"Easier said than done! How do we stop them? It's already clear—they’ve abandoned slow, moderate reforms and are preparing to use violence to achieve centralization!"





"Damn it! Don’t they fear destabilizing the foundations of civilization?"





"From a collective standpoint, some individuals are more beneficial dead than alive."





"I'm not asking you to praise them! Who would have thought they'd actually be willing to make such a radical decision, disregarding the large-scale casualties—It's troublesome now. No matter how hard we try, it’s impossible to organize a force among these useless people to counter theirs. The unification trend can only be delayed, not stopped!"





"Relying on humanity won't work. Ultimately, the only power we can truly trust is our own. Herrschers. We need more Herrscher powers!"





"And how do we get them? After we claimed the Herrscher of Ice’s powers, they’ll definitely be more vigilant. They won’t let another Herrscher leave that fortress of a headquarters so easily. Are you planning to storm the place?"





The Theater of Domination was like a chaotic, unsupervised marketplace, with individuals noisily bickering and debating.





As the host was active outside, no one was there to become the central target of everyone’s ire. Thus, the voices of discussion and cursing grew particularly disorganized.





Suddenly, all the individuals fell silent for a brief moment, collectively looking upward as though they’d noticed something in the gray, foggy sky—a piece of synchronized information had been transmitted from one of the individuals outside.





The clamor resumed shortly after.





"Something’s off! The Herrscher of Wind and the Herrscher of Death are traveling together, while the others continue to stay holed up. What are they planning?"





"Do they think these two are the most complete Herrschers and therefore don’t need to worry about us?"





"Anyone with a brain here? Step up and analyze this!"





The host materialized from the void, stepping onto the central podium.





"Here comes the big brain! Let’s hear her ramble!"





"For once, I think you might actually be useful. Hurry up and say something!"





"Quiet!"





Bang! Bang!





The host struck the small gavel on the podium, scanning the surroundings. She gazed at the rows of identical doll-like faces, each a replica of her own. Seeing that the crowd had finally calmed down, she sighed expressionlessly.





"Centralized unification is the worst-case scenario for us, yet it is an unstoppable trend. So, why release the information early? Why not quietly plan and wait until preparations are complete to bulldoze everything, minimizing resistance?"





"There’s only one answer: it’s targeted at us. To them, eliminating us is far more important than the increased resistance caused by the exposed plan."





"And, as expected, we must obstruct unification, forcing us to abandon our previous strategy of concealment. As a result, we’ve been found."





"The real question now is, why are Wendy and Seele the ones sent to hunt us? Where are the other Herrschers? And more importantly, where are those true monsters? Why haven’t they come after us?"





"Two possibilities. First, even with the Herrscher of Ice’s power stolen, we’re still not considered a threat. The other side might think two complete Herrschers are more than enough to deal with us. Second, it’s a trap. If we can’t resist engaging them in a real battle, stronger forces will intervene unexpectedly and deliver a fatal blow."





“Clearly, the second possibility is more likely.”





After her analysis, the host paused, waiting for the audience's reactions.





Sure enough, the room quickly grew noisy again.





"So, does that mean we should do nothing?"





"No, this is a harsh strategy. If we neither retaliate nor hide, our forces will be gradually depleted. If we hide and stop interfering in human society, their unification efforts will face far less resistance. And if we fight back... as the host said, it’s likely a trap."





"Damn it! Does that mean we have no options?"





"Hey! If you have a plan, just say it! Stop leaving us in suspense!"





Regardless of whether they had ideas of their own, the dolls in the audience turned their attention back to the host in the center. When it came to scheming and strategy, she was the expert—and trusting an expert felt like the safest move.





Sigh...





The host sighed deeply, deliberated for a moment, and said,





"My question now is—should we place a big bet?"





"How big?" someone from the audience asked.





The host replied,





"Draw them in, sever the passage to the real world, and complete the domination ritual right here in the theater to seize their powers."





"Are you insane? If we do that, the Theater of Domination will be gradually consumed by the imaginary space. Even if we seize their powers, we won’t escape death."





"It’s precisely because we must stake our lives that we have a chance to create a situation free from external interference. The battle will require almost all of our forces, leaving only a few behind in the real world. If we succeed, the remaining individuals will receive feedback from the Herrscher powers, enabling them to revive everyone and rebuild the theater easily. If we fail, those left behind will become the final Herrscher of Thousands. Our power will dwindle to its weakest, but at the very least, we’ll drag two complete Herrschers down with us, easing the pressure on the survivors."





"This is nonsense! Winning is one thing, but losing means total defeat! Even if the enemy loses two Herrschers, their remaining forces will still be unstoppable. Meanwhile, if the Theater of Domination and most of our strength vanish into the imaginary space, what could the few survivors possibly do? Rebuild from scratch? Dream on!"





"The individuals left behind will be carefully selected to maximize our chances of recovering. But that’s secondary. The main point is—we have no choice. As you’ve all analyzed, we’re in a highly passive situation right now. Any other option is equivalent to lying on the enemy’s chopping block. If we don’t go all in, we’re just waiting to die. So, do we bet or not? I’m calling for a vote. Raise your hand if you’re willing to gamble."





In the audience, doll after doll raised a hand, each in its own twisted way, but enough to show their stance.





The host roughly counted—about one-fifth.





She didn’t rush, merely gazed quietly at the audience.





A few seconds later, more hands started going up, one after another.





"Damn it! Not gambling is just slow death. What’s there to chicken out about?"





"I think it’s worth a shot. Forget the Herrscher of Wind; the Herrscher of Death is timid by nature. There’s no way she’s fully integrated her Herrscher persona. The odds aren’t bad."





"If you don’t raise your hand, and I don’t raise mine, when will the Herrscher of Thousands rise? If you don’t sacrifice, and I don’t sacrifice, when will new powers emerge?"





"—I think we should hear the host’s so-called backup plan before deciding. Host, don’t leave us hanging or I’ll—ah!"





Amid the chaotic voices, the host saw about a third of the audience showing support.





She said:





"As for the survivors, we’ll start with eight individuals."





"First, the General. She has the strongest individual combat capabilities and thus the highest survival rate, ensuring the best chances if the plan fails."





"Next, myself, the Dean, and the Pope. Whether you admit it or not, I’m the best strategist here. Only I can accurately assess the situation in adversity and take the most advantageous actions. The Dean and the Pope excel at manipulating hearts and inciting rebellion, making them key in securing human support in emergencies."





"Fifth is the Architect. Her spatial talents are unmatched. Whether we succeed or fail, rebuilding the Theater of Domination quickly will depend on her."





"The final three positions are unimportant and will be filled through voluntary applications. These individuals will mainly serve as scapegoats and shields to ensure that even if the operation fails and the enemy launches a targeted attack, the top five high-value individuals can survive to turn the tide."





The host’s calm explanation left many dolls scratching their heads, deep in thought.





"Sounds... reasonable."





"With this setup, even if the plan fails, there’s still a decent chance of recovery. It’s worth a try."





"At worst, we can always hide. Lost strength will eventually return with time. We just need to avoid being wiped out before we can recover."





"Leaving behind the most well-rounded team—no issues so far. The host is right. Betting big is the best of our bad options."





"We must escape the trap set by the enemy. Otherwise, it’s a dead end. I’m in! Success or hibernation—endurance and patience are skills we’ve long mastered, aren’t they?"





"Who knows if we’ll win, but if we take down two Herrschers with us, imagine the look on their faces!"





"Oh? That’s got me excited. Hey, survivors, if you can, snap some pictures for me. I’d love to enjoy them once I’m revived! Hahaha!"





Gradually, more hands went up, until the number exceeded the actual number of dolls present—some enthusiastic individuals raised both hands.





The host scanned the room, then raised her gavel and struck it hard.





Bang!





"Motion passed! Next, let’s discuss the specific plan of action—"







































    

    













“Seele, be careful! I didn’t expect the Herrscher of Thousands to pull us in directly—there must be some kind of plot. Stay close to me— Seele?”





Wendy turned her head, only to find that the small girl who was supposed to be following behind her was nowhere to be seen.





“Spatial powers, huh? Truly impossible to guard against.”





Wendy took a few deep breaths to calm herself.





This was going to be difficult.





Wendy had planned to use the absolute destructive force of her Ideal Fluid to brute-force her way through the Theater of Domination and find a way back to reality.





Now, that plan was off the table. It would be too easy to accidentally harm Seele. Injuries would be secondary—the main issue was that the unyielding properties of the Ideal Fluid made it uncontrollable. A single mistake could tear Seele in half.





“Tch!”





Wendy narrowed her eyes. With no other options, she had to keep moving forward in hopes of finding Seele’s whereabouts.





<+>





“We—Wendy! Where are you?”





Seele gripped her enormous scythe tightly as she wandered through the shattered, empty theater. The desolate, silent scenery made her feel uneasy.





“Gulp!”





“Seele... don’t be scared! You can do this!”





Seele patted her chest to steady her nerves, mustering her courage as she continued to search through the theater.





What she didn’t notice was an invisible thread tied to her wrist, faint energy flowing through it.





She also failed to realize that her other, more brash and sharp-tongued self, who would usually seize every opportunity to mock her, had fallen completely silent





<+>





“Huh? This is the Herrscher of Death’s mental domain? Why are there so many white dresses and stockings— Oh, crap!”





Bang!





Clang, clatter—





A massive black metallic claw crushed a doll that had poked its head inside. Then, with the rattle of chains, it slowly withdrew.





Snap!





Veliona snapped her fingers. The room filled with personal belongings—mostly intimate clothing—collected by the other Seele gradually faded away, replaced by a dim, shadowy world.





“Where... am I?”





Clad in a black dress, Veliona radiated murderous intent as she asked.





What she really wanted to know was where her other self had gone. Why had she suddenly lost contact with her? On top of that, she felt... different. It was as if she now possessed a physical body—not the sensation of occupying her other self’s form, but rather a transformation from spirit to tangible existence.





To be honest, Veliona didn’t like this feeling at all.





“You’ve gained a physical body! No need to thank us—consider it a little welcome gift.”





Boom!





The doll that appeared was torn apart once again by the massive metallic claw.





Outside the mental domain, the observing dolls broke into animated chatter.





“Damn! As expected of the Herrscher of Death, absolutely brutal!”





“This shows she’s been suppressed for too long. She must be filled with hatred toward that cowardly personality!”





“Hahaha! Promising, very promising!”





“Convince her! We still have to deal with the Herrscher of Wind—that’s the real challenge. We should try to resolve this side with minimal conflict, ideally by striking a deal.”





The dolls pushed and shoved until they finally selected an individual known as the "Orator" to cross the boundary between the Theater of Domination and the mental domain.





“Please remain calm, Herrscher of Death. I’m here to negotiate!”





Boom!





The metallic claw stopped just short of the Orator’s raised white flag. The overwhelming force stirred a gale around her, howling in her ears.





Moments later, the claw slowly withdrew. Veliona, sitting with her legs crossed on the other metallic claw, casually approached the Orator.





In truth, Veliona was not a patient person. However, the uncertainty of the situation made her uneasy, and she needed to understand what was going on.





“Where is my other self?”





Veliona cut straight to the point, her expression emotionless.





The Orator, however, felt a surge of delight.





‘As expected, her greatest hatred is directed at the timid personality that has been restraining her! Excellent!’





“Ahem! I know you care about Seele Vollerei. Rest assured, she’s yours alone. We won’t touch her.”





“...Hmm.”





Veliona hummed noncommittally, her expression unchanged. Yet the small hair antenna atop her head swayed involuntarily.





Yours alone... Yours... yours...





Though her face remained stoic, Veliona was nodding internally.





From her other self’s experiences, she already knew the being before her was the so-called Herrscher of Thousands. Still... this Herrscher was unexpectedly good at talking!





She made up her mind: after finding out where her other self was, she’d leave this Herrscher a whole corpse as thanks for the compliment.





"As you know, the world isn’t kind to Herrschers. Many of our kind have already been sacrificed, and you’ve been confined to that weak, useless version of yourself, forced to—"





“Where is she!?”





Veliona grabbed the Orator by the neck with one hand.





Forget the previous decision—this person had absolutely no idea how to talk.





Weak and useless—that’s something only she could say! No one else had the right to criticize her other self!





“Cough—Calm down! I’m just telling the truth. I know this experience has angered you deeply. You must constantly want to crush her into—”





Boom!





The Orator was crushed into a paste—oh, more precisely, puppet paste, though it didn’t make much difference.





“Such useless drivel!” Veliona said impatiently. Her eyes turned to the pitch-black mental world, a bloody red gleam shining in them, and a sinister smile curling on her lips.





“I’ve found you all. Come, let’s play together! I just love adorable toys!”





Outside the mental world, chaos erupted among the Herrscher of Thousands.





“Crap! She’s coming out!”





“Why is the Orator so useless?! She claims to be eloquent, but look at her now!”





“What do we do? Fight her?”





“No way! Why waste our energy? Her obvious target is Seele Vollerei, the one who’s been restraining her. Let’s lead her there and let them tear each other apart! We need to focus on Wendy—that’s the real challenge!”





“Agreed!”





“+1!”





The Herrschers moved quickly, connecting the path of the black-dressed Veliona to the shattered theater area where her other self was located. Then, most of their attention shifted to the unassailable Wendy.





<+>





In the shattered theater, white-dressed Seele had already wandered in circles twice. Finding no one, she stood still, looking around in confusion.





“Wendy... are you okay? How do I get out of here?”





Suddenly, a pitch-black passage opened in front of her. She immediately raised her scythe, preparing for combat.





“Come play with me— Wait— You’re here!?”





Veliona, dragging a massive metallic claw, nearly collided with the timid, scythe-holding white-dressed Seele.





Seele: (๑•.•๑)...





Veliona: (๑ʘ̅дʘ̅๑)!!!





In the corner, a few hidden puppets watched their confrontation with great interest.





“Fight! Fight! Hurry up and fight!”





“Damn, the Herrscher of Wind is fierce! Our ice powers aren’t holding up at all!”





“Relax! Let her kill. If those two start fighting, the Herrscher of Death’s power will eventually fall into our hands. Then we can deal with Wendy and become a super Herrscher with three powers combined!”





“The future is bright! Bright indeed!”





“Wait! What’s happening? The black-dressed one is knocking on the white-dressed one’s head... That doesn’t look like a duel.”





“The white-dressed one looks like she’s about to cry—oh, they’re definitely going to fight now. Wait, what?! Black-dressed Seele, what are you doing? Isn’t the metallic claw supposed to attack? Why are you flailing around like that!?”





“She’s hugging her... Suddenly hugging her?”





“She’s blushing! The black-dressed one is blushing!? Wasn’t she just saying I love adorable toys a moment ago? What did they even say to each other? Damn, I suddenly really want to eavesdrop!”





“Stop gawking! She’s coming this way! She’s coming for us!!”





Boom!!





“I just love adorable toys! Hahaha!”





Veliona laughed loudly as she stomped on one of the puppets' heads, black energy seeping into the space around her.





Behind her, the white-dressed Seele clutched her scythe, cautiously following along like a shy little princess trailing behind her brave knight. The dark knight was now carving a path of destruction for her.




















  
    

    Chapter 251: Transformation

    "Failed."

    "Unexpectedly, not only is the Herrscher of Wind resolute and unshakable, but even the Herrscher of Death turned out to be... surprising."

    "Tch! We thought the Herrscher of Death would be a breakthrough, a chance to win big. If we had known, we should have sent only one in alone—that would have given us a better shot."

    "Disconnect the connection, Architect. There's no point in watching any further."

    "What now, Host?"

    "Wait! With the Herrscher of Wind and the Herrscher of Death out of commission, the opposition won't stay quiet. You three, go stake out the area around Anti-Entropy headquarters. First, expose one of yourselves and make it look like you're in a weakened state. Let them kill you. Then, wait for the Herrscher of Void to appear. If she doesn't come out, keep exposing and sacrificing until you're all dead, or until the Herrscher of Void shows up!"

    The Host coldly issued the order to the three expendable units.

    "What?"

    The remaining units were stunned.

    Wait, we're about to lose most of our strength and enter a severely weakened state, and you want to target the Herrscher of Void?

    If you're looking for death, this isn't the way to go about it!

    The Host replied icily:

    "The situation has reached its worst point, but I still have one move left. Don’t forget, in the last battle, our main objective was to leave threads on these Herrschers, connecting to their Herrscher powers. Seele Vollerei left the theater before the war to heal Ana Schariac, so her stay was too brief for us to make actual contact with the Herrscher of Death’s personality. That led to this miscalculation. But the Herrscher of Void is different, she won't be another Herrscher of Death."

    "Wait! With the threads left behind from the last battle, it’s true we could manifest the Herrscher of Void in physical form. But don’t forget, we’re about to lose most of our strength. Even if we manifest her, what then? First, we won’t be able to maintain her physical form for long. Second, we definitely won’t have the energy to seize her power!"

    "We don’t need to seize it. Give her one of our cores and make her a part of the Herrscher of Thousands."

    "Hiss—Could it be that this was your plan all along?"

    The Pope and the Dean, the more astute among them, looked at the Host with suspicion.

    First, manipulate the fighting units to drag the two opposing Herrschers down with them. Then lull Anti-Entropy and Schicksal into complacency. The real goal was to free the Herrscher of Void and bring her into the collective of the Herrscher of Thousands.

    As for whether she would agree... she likely would. During the covert contact in the last war, they had already sensed the Herrscher of Void’s hatred. To gain freedom and exact revenge, the Herrscher of Void had no other choice.

    And whether the sacrifice was worth it—oh, it was beyond worth it!

    The spatial powers, paired with the Theater of Domination, would bring a qualitative leap for the Herrscher of Thousands. They could open pathways anytime, anywhere, freely change the theater's coordinates, block unwanted "guests," and prevent "friendly" guests from leaving at will. Most directly, their escape capabilities would become nearly invincible.

    The Herrscher of Ice's powers acquired earlier were not weak, but strength and compatibility are two different matters.

    In short, if they could obtain the Herrscher of Void’s power, enduring temporary weakness and sacrificing one seat in the Herrscher of Thousands was a massive gain!

    Moreover, the Herrscher of Void, at her peak, was a six-core fusion. If she joined the Herrscher of Thousands, her potential alone would far surpass the powers of the Herrscher of Wind and Herrscher of Death combined.

    In summary, if an opportunity arose to contact the Herrscher of Void and execute this plan, any previous sacrifices would be insignificant!

    The Host shook their head, speaking with a hint of regret:

    "This is the second-phase plan. The first-phase plan was genuine. Ideally, we would have secured the Herrscher of Wind and Herrscher of Death’s powers and then recruited the Herrscher of Void as an equal partner. But the failure of the first phase doesn’t prevent me from moving to the second phase. It just means we’ll need to lower our posture and lick the Queen of Void’s high heels if necessary... After all, we’re all Herrschers. It’s not a big deal."

    "...…" ×7

    The Host's shamelessness and cunning left the other puppets speechless.

    The two-phase plan was flawless.

    The first phase aimed for the powers of the Herrschers of Wind and Death. Success or failure, they would fall into the infinite Imaginary Space. Then, the second phase would naturally begin—drawing out Kiana and recruiting the Herrscher of Void. This phase had a much higher chance of success than the first.

    The puppets nodded one after another.

    Shortly after, one of the three disposable units spoke up:

    "If you had such a good plan, why didn’t you say so earlier?"

    "I suppose... it’s partly because time was tight, and I didn’t want to waste it arguing in the theater with so many units. That would risk further complications and delay the opportunity. Secondly, secrecy is crucial for any major endeavor. Units involved in the operation might get distracted or accidentally leak information. The second-phase plan has nothing to do with them, so keeping it hidden isn’t a problem," the Pope explained leisurely, crossing her slender legs.

    The remaining puppets nodded.

    Honestly, if this had been brought up in the theater, they might still be arguing and would have missed the optimal timing.

    The three disposable units exchanged glances, nodded, and then left the room to head to their assigned locations. After all, the Herrscher of Thousands shared a collective fate. Sacrifices were acceptable as long as the ultimate gain was sufficient, as they could always be revived. Even if all disposable units perished, the remaining five would be enough to wait for their power to recover.

    And the allure of the Herrscher of Void made it worth the gamble.

    Once they were gone, the five remaining puppets faced each other in silence. After a long pause, cold and wicked laughter filled the air.

    "Haha! Well done, Host!"

    "As expected of you—you bypassed the voting protocol and sent those trash units straight to the graveyard!"

    "The Herrscher of Thousands thrives on numbers but also suffers from them. In the end, power is finite. The more units, the more it’s divided. Our strength depends heavily on the quality of our components. Initially, we had to lower the bar to recruit enough people, prioritizing their wealth and status over ability and compatibility. Now, it’s time for change."

    "Indeed. With Anti-Entropy and Schicksal united, it's time to eliminate the weaker elements among us. They no longer hold power worth preserving. Now, they merely drain our energy and contribute nothing but dead weight."

    "The Herrscher of Thousands will be reborn!"

    "From now on, our policy is clear: only recruit individuals who enhance our power. Fewer but stronger—we’ll take no more weaklings who serve only as liabilities. I propose a vote."

    "Seconded!" ×4

    The voting mechanism engraved in their cores did not activate, as the majority of units had yet to die. However, this was merely a matter of time.

    In the shadows, five slender arms raised high. The declaration was clear—this collective had begun its transformation.
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    Chapter 252: Sirin!!!

    "Mei, have you made contact yet?"

    "No. There's still no response from Wendy and Seele. It seems they've indeed been pulled into the Theater of Domination and are likely in a tough battle."

    Half an hour after Wendy and Seele disappeared, in the meeting room, Kiana and Raiden Mei exchanged glances, both frowning.

    "Logically, Wendy and the others shouldn't lose."

    Kiana assessed her companions' combat capabilities, but the fact that there had been no sign of them for half an hour made it hard not to worry.

    Raiden Mei tried reaching out again, but to no avail. Her expression turned grave as she said:

    "We underestimated them. We didn't expect the Herrscher of Thousands to act so decisively. Perhaps, after suffering repeated setbacks, they still have some troublesome cards hidden up their sleeves."

    "Are they in danger?"

    Ana, who was also in the meeting room but had temporarily lost her Herrscher powers, asked hesitantly.

    Kiana shook her head.

    "Unlikely. Wendy's overall strength is formidable, and Seele is a fully awakened Herrscher. They won’t be easily overwhelmed. My guess is they've been trapped by some means. In any case, I'll go check it out. If the Herrscher of Thousands used spatial powers, there will definitely be traces left behind that I can track."

    "Kiana, I'll go with you. Two people make it safer."

    "Alright, I’ll feel much more at ease with you, Mei."

    "There's no time to lose. Let's head directly to where they disappeared."

    Kiana stood up, and Raiden Mei picked up her sword sheath.

    Ana, sitting nearby, hesitated for a moment before slapping her cheeks to regain focus and saying:

    "Thinking about it calmly, I can't be of much help right now. So—please be careful. I'll wait here for your return."

    "Ah, don't worry! Yours truly will bring those two little troublemakers back safe and sound. Take care of things here. See you later!"

    Kiana beamed with a bright smile, while Raiden Mei nodded understandingly and gave a reassuring smile.

    Ana’s decision was the right one. No matter how incompetent the Herrscher of Thousands might seem, they were still Herrschers—a vast gulf separated them from ordinary Valkyries. Ana's restraint was commendable.

    <+>

    "Surprisingly smooth. The Herrscher of the Void has appeared. What’s next?"

    "Next, Dean, reveal the locations of those three individuals to Anti-Entropy. General, inform those three that they've been discovered. To prevent the plan from being exposed and to confuse the enemy, instruct them to commit suicide."

    "Not bad. This way, we can bypass the mutual non-aggression mechanism and eliminate all the deadweight before securing the Herrscher of the Void."

    "Didn’t expect things to happen so quickly. But this is good. If those useless ones in the Theater of Domination receive the Herrscher of the Void's support, they might secure the authority of the Herrscher of Wind and Death before vanishing."

    "The question is, who will make contact with the Herrscher of the Void?"

    "That one’s not easy to deal with. Whoever goes will face significant risks."

    They all recalled the intense killing intent they had felt from the Herrscher of the Void, making them shudder.

    Given the queen’s personality, agreeing to cooperate while killing the envoy on the spot was entirely within the realm of possibility. Unfortunately, they couldn’t risk giving those three useless ones a chance to share authority, which would make cleaning them up later even harder. Sending them to negotiate would’ve been the most fitting option otherwise.

    The five puppets fell silent, each unwilling to speak.

    The host, having just devised a trap to eliminate all individuals outside their group, found herself in a precarious position. At this moment, no one wanted to gamble on whether they, too, would be abandoned and unable to resurrect after dying.

    After a long pause, the host was the first to speak:

    "I can't go. You’re all wary of me right now. If something happens to me—the likelihood of you taking advantage of the situation or kicking me while I’m down is too high."

    At the same time, the Pope, Dean, and General stood together, collectively turning their gazes to the Architect.

    The Architect, now standing alone, felt her pupils constrict—they had secretly allied.

    The Architect glanced at the silent host, then at the three standing shoulder-to-shoulder. After a long while, she lowered her head.

    "Looks like I don’t have a choice… Thinking about it, my value is irreplaceable, and my threat level is the smallest. It seems I’m the only one who can go."

    The main issue was that the Architect had become the minority. In the Herrscher of Thousands, the minority had no choice but to obey the majority. She truly had no alternative.

    "Rest assured. If something happens to you, we will resurrect you. After all, your value is indeed irreplaceable," the host said sincerely.

    But the Architect saw through her lie—it was simple logic. If the Herrscher of the Void joined them, what would they need a spatially gifted individual for? No matter how talented, she would be nothing compared to the Herrscher of the Void.

    Most likely, the host had brought her in just to use her today.

    Silent, the Architect turned and walked away.

    The same old saying: The minority has no choice.

    Right now, the Architect could technically refuse; the host and others wouldn’t be able to force her. However, once the Theater of Domination was completely eradicated and the five of them became the only remaining entities, the voting mechanism would compel obedience. At that point, they would have countless ways to eliminate her.

    Taking a risk now or facing inevitable doom later—the answer was clear.

    <+>

    While Kiana and Raiden Mei were on their way, they received news that three puppet individuals had committed suicide near the headquarters.

    “What the hell? What are they trying to do?”

    Kiana scratched her head in frustration.

    Raiden Mei looked utterly confused.

    “I don’t know. I’m getting less and less able to understand them.”

    “I’ve realized one thing, though.”

    “What’s that, Kiana?”

    “We shouldn’t have played so many mind games with the Herrscher of Thousands. Mei, this is fighting their strength with our weakness!”

    Her words were incisive.

    Raiden Mei nodded in agreement.

    Suddenly, both of them stopped in their tracks. One was clad in pitch-black armor like flowing ink, while the other slowly unsheathed her long blade.

    “Wait, I’m here to negotiate!”

    
      Shu!
    

    Without hesitation, Kiana and Raiden Mei instantly appeared before the puppet. One delivered a skull-crushing punch, while the other swung a decapitating blade. Whatever the puppet said didn’t matter—the priority was to neutralize her first.

    “Don’t you want to know about Wendy and Seele’s safety?”

    A fist stopped inches from the puppet’s forehead, while a blade hovered at her neck. The Architect froze, not daring to move a muscle.

    “Might as well kill her. Once we get to the site, I’ll naturally figure out their whereabouts,” Kiana decisively said.

    The Architect hurriedly interjected:

    “We’ve already completely severed the spatial connection between the Theater of Domination and the real world. Your powers won’t work!”

    “What do you want, then?”

    “What I want... is just this little bit of contact time, you fools!”

    The Architect’s lips curled into a sinister smile as she mockingly looked at the two.

    At the same time, Kiana’s expression shifted as a tearing sensation surged through her body.

    “Kiana!?”

    Raiden Mei, noticing the chaos in Kiana’s aura, swung her blade to eliminate the puppet and check on Kiana’s condition.

    In the next moment, two flawless, jade-like fingers gently pinched the edge of Raiden Mei’s blade.

    “K-Kiana…”

    
      Boom!!!
    

    A sudden, immense force sent Raiden Mei flying hundreds of meters, slamming her into the mountainside.

    Kiana stood frozen in place, her movements stiff. A face of unparalleled beauty emerged from beside her, perfectly framed and impossible to forget.

    “This must be our first meeting in the real world, little bug.”

    A silver-haired, golden-eyed girl floated before her, her snow-white dress fluttering despite the absence of wind. She extended a slender finger and lightly tapped Kiana’s sturdy black armor. At her touch, cracks began to spread across it.

    The nanobots worked furiously to maintain its structure and repair the damage. But as the girl tapped her finger once more, the black armor finally shattered and disintegrated completely.

    “Heh! So this armor you rely on… turns out, it’s only this strong.”

    Her mocking tone carried absolute confidence and indifference, as if what she had shattered wasn’t cutting-edge technology but mere cardboard.

    Kiana, unable to move, clenched her teeth tightly and forced out a name she would never forget:

    “—Sirin!!!”

    .....................................

    Tn: If you want to see more chapter of this story, please go to my Patreon, just for $5 each month, you can read till the latest chapter. 

    Latest Chapter in Patreon: Chapter 301: That Was Your Own Decision

    Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/collection/95348?view=expanded

  
    

    Chapter 253: Defeat

    A piercing sound tore through the air as several platinum Void Spears, shining with radiant light, pinned Kiana firmly in place. Stripped of her strength, she was unable to move.

    Sirin then turned her gaze toward the Architect, who stood slightly hunched, wearing a fawning expression.

    The Architect trembled internally, hastily offering a deep crimson gem with both hands.

    “Oh great Queen of the Void, this is a gift from us, the Herrscher of a Thousand. It will aid you in fully manifesting your physical form.”

    Sirin said nothing, her emotionless golden eyes staring at the Architect as if she were nothing more than a lifeless object.

    The Architect felt as though she was sweating coldly—despite her mechanical puppet body lacking the function to sweat.

    Then, Sirin grabbed the gem.

    “Insects, you are bold. However…”

    A cold and exquisitely beautiful smile graced her lips as the gem began to merge into her palm.

    Immediately, an oppressive sensation surged through the Architect’s body—or rather, through every puppet still in existence.

    “…This suits me perfectly.”

    Her shallow smile deepened as her indifferent gaze shifted back to the Architect, causing her entire body to tremble.

    “Great—”

    
      Shing!
    

    Long, razor-sharp white ribbons sliced the Architect’s puppet body into countless pieces. The ribbons then recoiled behind Sirin, transforming into a silver Void Spear.

    Simultaneously, an overwhelming wave of Honkai energy erupted from the goddess-like figure, lifting her into the air.

    Dust particles, gravel on the ground, and clouds in the sky quivered silently.

    “This feeling…”

    “Humans…”

    “Judgment has arrived!”

    
      BOOM!
    

    With the Queen of the Void’s proclamation, a devastating shockwave surged outward, obliterating everything within a hundred miles.

    <+>

    In a distant, shadowy corner, four puppets stood in silence, all burdened by an inexplicable pressure.

    “Host, explain,” the General said coldly.

    The Pope and the Dean also turned their eyes toward the Host, who was gazing into the distance.

    The Host turned back, nonchalant.

    “When the Herrscher of the Void accepts our core, two outcomes are possible: one, she uses our power to resurrect but is drawn into the rules of the ‘Collective,’ becoming just like us; or two… she, as the Herrscher of the Void who once wielded other Herrscher powers, manages to dominate the power of Domination. It’s not impossible.”

    “—What does that mean?”

    “It means we are mere extensions of the power of Domination, while she has become its master.”

    “What are you still scheming?”

    “Nothing anymore. You know, the more one relies on schemes, the more one realizes their limits… What I mean is, the esteemed Queen of the Void was beyond our reach from the very beginning. Now, let us submit to fate.”

    The Host sighed, a mix of regret over her helplessness and relief.

    Yes, all schemes have their limits. No matter how they stirred chaos, they could not stop Anti-Entropy and Schicksal from deciding to unify the world.

    To fight a true powerhouse, only another powerhouse would suffice.

    Thus, even knowing the risk of the Herrscher of the Void turning the tables, the Host still played her moves carefully, step by step—until the situation spiraled completely out of control.

    But at least the stagnant situation had changed!

    Submission to the strong had always been the rule. There was nothing shameful about it. As long as their master was strong enough to lead them in overthrowing the world—even servility was an honor!

    The Host ignored the reactions of the other three, instead tidying her clothes and hair, preparing herself in appearance and spirit to await the master’s summons.

    <+>

    “This feeling... Familiar power, familiar authority, and this…”

    Sirin raised her hand, where crystalline ice fragments formed, sparkling like tiny stars.

    “The power of Ice? How novel!”

    “Sirin!”

    
      BOOM!
    

    A black gauntlet, radiating ionized blue flames, clashed against crossed Void Spears, sending a gust of wind that tousled Sirin’s pure white hair.

    Sirin glanced sideways, her golden eyes emotionless as they fell upon the black-armored girl beside her.

    Kiana’s body was like that of a sleek and powerful panther, exuding a raw, untamed beauty brimming with potential energy.

    Unfortunately, Sirin had no appreciation for such beauty. On the contrary, she felt an intrinsic loathing for the girl who shared the same origin as herself and now appeared identical in every way.

    “Still don’t get it? A blasphemer without faith, wallowing in her own degeneration, is unworthy of divine grace. Evidence? Since our separation, the power granted by the gods has not favored you in the slightest. Only I am the chosen emissary of the gods. Die, weakling.”

    Void Spears materialized in the air, their sharp ends all aimed at Kiana’s black armor.

    “Your armor might repair itself, but let’s see if your body can keep up. This is the real world—let’s test how far your so-called resolve can take you!”

    
      BOOM!
    

    With a malicious and dangerous smile, Sirin unleashed a barrage of explosive Void Spears at Kiana.

    Unsurprisingly, Kiana was struck down, crashing into the ground. She rolled a few times before gasping for air and standing back up. The damaged black armor was visibly repairing itself at an accelerated rate.

    “You keep babbling about gods. I don’t get a word of it! Bottom line—you’re not allowed to cause trouble! And give me back that power—it can help Sig!”

    
      Boom!
    

    Kiana’s black armor surged to full power, blue ion flames trailing behind her as she leaped into the air to clash with Sirin.

    Fists shattered the air, unleashing destructive force with each strike, only to be perfectly deflected by Sirin’s agile Void Spears.

    Unlike their previous confrontation in the mindscape, Sirin now wielded the full power of the Herrscher of Void. Meanwhile, Kiana was at her weakest, her strength significantly diminished.

    The gap was not something mere willpower could bridge.

    Floating lazily, Sirin yawned.

    “I’m bored. This game ends now. Goodbye, foolish weakling.”

    The Void Spears transformed into ribbons, wrapping around Kiana and gradually crushing her black armor, which began to crack.

    Under Sirin’s cold gaze, the ribbons hurled Kiana to the ground, dragging her across the terrain.

    The black armor kept breaking, repairing itself in resistance to the crushing force of the Void Spears. But the rate of repair could not keep up with the damage.

    
      BOOM!
    

    After smashing through a hill, Kiana was flung into the air and landed heavily on the ground. Her powerless body tumbled a few times before lying motionless.

    At the same time, her black armor retreated back into its leg-ring form and shattered with an electronic buzz, falling from her thigh.

    Above the unconscious Kiana, countless Void Spears appeared, their tips aimed downward.

    “Disappear,” Sirin said, seated regally in the void. She waved her hand, and the spears rained down like a storm.
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    Chapter 254: United Strike

    As the protagonist, there’s no way she’d bow out so easily—Ahem, more importantly, Kiana’s seemingly reckless charge actually bought valuable time for herself and Mei to await reinforcements.

    
      Bang! Bang!
    

    The dull sound of metal clashing rang out as several black lances shot from afar, spinning mid-air and deflecting the falling Void Spears, which landed around Kiana, embedding themselves into the ground and leaving jagged cracks in their wake.

    For a moment, the area was shrouded in a haze of dust.

    "Hm?"

    Sirin squinted slightly.

    That unmistakable weapon instantly revealed the attacker’s identity to Sirin–Sin Mal—that stubborn girl who had grown up bickering with Kiana.

    Sure enough, a petite black silhouette soon emerged from the veil of dust, rushing in from the side.

    "You are overestimating yourself."

    Sirin spoke flatly, raising her hand. Golden ripples spread in the void as countless Void Spears materialized, aiming at the approaching intruder.

    
      Bang! Bang! Bang!
    

    Blue ion trails streaked from the black armor as Sin Mal dashed forward, her twin lances swinging at a strange, disorienting speed, precisely deflecting the incoming Void Spears.

    Sin Mal closed in on Sirin, thrusting her lance directly at her.

    Sirin frowned slightly.

    "Time-based power, is it? How quaint. But in the end, you're still an insect."

    She raised her hand nonchalantly, and Void Spears expanded into shields to block Sin Mal’s attack.

    However, just as the Void Shield was about to fully form—

    
      Whoosh!
    

    A shadow too fast for the naked eye pierced through the small gap in the forming shield, heading straight for Sirin's heart.

    Sirin hastily shifted her body but couldn't completely avoid it, resulting in her right shoulder being pierced through.

    "This is… that fool’s so-called ‘God-Slaying Bullet’?"

    She pressed her hand against the wound on her shoulder, trying to stem the bleeding.

    The chaotic Honkai energy in the wound not only prevented it from healing but also caused a momentary numbness in half of her body.

    Sirin’s brows furrowed as her gaze pierced through space, scanning the ground ten kilometers away, yet she failed to spot the sniper.

    She surmised that it was Bronya—maxed-out in military skills—waiting in an unknown corner for another lethal opportunity.

    Meanwhile, Sin Mal, who had reached Sirin's side, was bound by the Void Ribbons, frozen in her attack stance. Blue flames from her black armor surged, attempting to break free, but she remained trapped.

    
      Screech! Screech!
    

    Her lance, armor, and the tightening Void Ribbons clashed, emitting ear-piercing metallic sounds.

    Under her helmet, Sin Mal’s heterochromatic eyes glimmered faintly as she stared at Sirin's familiar yet utterly transformed face.

    
      Whoosh!
    

    Sin Mal abandoned her trapped lance, freeing one hand. She straightened her palm, forming a knife-like shape. Her armor thickened and sharpened at the fingertips while countless micro-thrusters ignited along her arm. This thrust was unstoppable.

    Sirin covered her shoulder wound with one hand, filling it with ice crystals, while raising the other hand to block the incoming knife strike.

    
      Boom!
    

    To a large extent, Honkai energy defines strength, and Sin Mal's knife strike was halted in Sirin's palm. The collision of their powers caused repeated booms, but Sin Mal’s blade ultimately couldn't advance further.

    After three seconds of deadlock, Sirin sneered.

    "Weaklings will always be weaklings."

    Behind Sin Mal, a Void Spear slowly emerged from a golden ripple.

    
      Whoosh!
    

    As Sirin expected, another God-Slaying Bullet came as anticipated, attempting to disrupt her attack on Sin Mal.

    This time, Sirin opened a pitch-black spatial void, swallowing the God-Slaying Bullet. At the same time, her golden eyes glowed as she locked onto the distant figure over ten kilometers away.

    "Got you!"

    Sirin sneered coldly, unleashing a surge of Honkai energy that hurled Sin Mal violently to the ground.

    At the same time, golden ripples spread in two directions—toward Sin Mal's crash site and Bronya's location. Void Spears formed, ready to strike.

    "So, will you save someone, save yourself, or continue to snipe me?"

    Sirin directed her attack, launching Void Spears toward both targets.

    However, before the results could unfold, Sirin heard a voice behind her, cold and monotone but tinged with mischief.

    "Hey! Btch!"

    "Bronya is here."

    
      Bang! Bang! Bang!
    

    Three God-Slaying Bullets fired in a triangular formation.

    Just a few dozen meters below Sirin, Bronya knelt on one knee in her black armor, her long-barreled sniper rifle shattering in her hands. Under her helmet, her expressionless face gazed directly at the airborne Sirin.

    "What?!"

    Trash talk isn’t just for fun. It has two benefits: it lets Bronya feel satisfied and throws the Herrscher of the Void into a rage, preventing her from making the right decision.

    Caught off guard, Sirin couldn’t react in time. Moreover, as the saying goes: beyond seven steps, the gun is supreme; within seven steps, the gun is faster and deadlier.

    "Ahhh!!!"

    The three God-Slaying Bullets hit Sirin squarely, leaving three glaring holes in her body.

    Even with her Herrscher physique, such wounds were hard to endure.

    But it wasn’t over.

    At Sin Mal's crash site, as the dust cleared, her bloodshot eyes from overusing Honkai energy were visible. Void Spears slowly approached her, time-distorted and creeping closer with deadly intent.

    Just as it seemed she could hold out no longer, a flash of lightning shattered the lethal threat.

    The bolt didn’t stop there, veering sharply mid-air and striking toward the Herrscher of the Void.

    "Damn it!"

    Sirin growled, barely holding her body together as she summoned a black void to intercept the lightning.

    But the bolt changed direction again, zigzagging around her, weaving a web of electrical arcs as if to trap Sirin.

    Sirin paused in confusion.

    Then, the lightning shot skyward.

    "Power is not meant for destruction. I don't like harming anyone. But if it's to protect my friends…"

    Surrounded by lightning, Mei stood in her black-purple Oni armor, drawing her blade. Behind her, a massive armored hand gripped an equally massive sword.

    "Try to withstand this—Mugetsu: First Blade!"

    With calm resolve, Mei declared as she swung her blade. At the same time, the colossal sword behind her mirrored her motion.

    Around Sirin, countless tiny drones appeared, linked by lightning to form a powerful electromagnetic field that immobilized her completely.

    In the next moment, the blade descended, and thunder roared across the skies.

    
      Boom!!!
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    Chapter 255: Strong Reinforcements

    After the flash of lightning, the worker bees gave their final burst of light and heat—linked nuclear explosion.

    Amid the intense shockwave, Bronya held the exhausted Sin Mal in her arms, while Raiden Mei protected the unconscious Kiana. As the impact gradually subsided, the two sides successfully regrouped.

    "Sin Mal, you've worked hard."

    Bronya embraced the girl’s waist, her gaze falling on Sin Mal’s twisted and shattered arm, where exposed bones could be seen. She gently stroked Sin Mal’s head.

    It must hurt, right?

    Bronya looked at Sin Mal tenderly, injecting an anesthetic into her wounded arm before letting out a silent sigh.

    Sin Mal’s face was pale, but she still took the initiative to nuzzle against Bronya’s hand, revealing a soft smile.

    "Bronya, I’m fine, don’t worry about me."

    "Mm, you’ll be healed soon. Bronya promises."

    Bronya smiled, gently wiping away the bloodstained tears on Sin Mal’s face, gazing at her with affectionate concern.

    At that moment, Mei approached with Kiana in her arms. When she saw Sin Mal’s arm—exposed down to the bone—her pupils contracted.

    "You—"

    "I'm fine. How’s that idiot Herrscher?"

    "She... seems to be just unconscious for now. But her Herrscher powers were forcibly stripped away. It’s different from what happened to Ana... It’s hard to say if there will be any aftereffects."

    Raiden Mei tightened her grip, feeling Kiana’s unusually soft body, a deep sense of unease filling her heart.

    Bronya sighed and said, "Let’s recover the Herrscher of the Void first. As for Wendy and Seele—what?!"

    Bronya looked up and saw golden ripples spreading across the sky.

    "Get behind me!"

    Raiden Mei stepped forward, pulling Kiana into her embrace. With her other hand, she drew her long blade, splitting the ground beneath her feet with a bolt of lightning.

    At that moment, countless Void Spears emerged from the golden ripples in the sky. A terrifying concentration of Honkai energy descended upon them.

    Then, the silver-white spears rained down like a storm.

    
      Boom! Boom! Boom!
    

    <+>

    At the same time, in a distant and shadowy place…

    The Host, the Pope, and the Dean stared at each other.

    "…Where’s the General?"

    "I think... I saw a black hole appear behind her, and then... a hand dragged her inside."

    "Let's pretend nothing happened. Hopefully, she’s alright."

    "Agreed."

    <+>

    On the battlefield…

    After the storm of bombardments, the land for dozens of miles around was left in ruins.

    A girl clad in a magnificent ghostly armor held her unconscious friend in her arms. She slowly sheathed her blade, her eyes flashing with electricity as she gazed skyward with a solemn expression.

    Up in the sky, the heavily wounded Sirin hovered. Her body was riddled with gaping holes, and a long slash ran across her form. Yet, with a single hand, she gripped the throat of a Herrscher of Thousands unit—none other than the General who had been forcibly dragged away earlier.

    "R-R-Respected Queen— I—"

    
      Crack!
    

    Without a change in expression, Sirin snapped the General’s neck.

    Immediately, an immense surge of Honkai energy burst from her shattered body, flowing into the now-lifeless General.

    Moments later, Sirin’s tattered body disintegrated into countless particles of light and vanished without a trace.

    At the same time, the General’s body floated in midair, growing taller, her curves becoming more pronounced. Her once golden hair transformed into flawless silver, cascading down smoothly.

    Sirin had taken over the General’s body—reborn, completely unscathed.

    "You coordinated well. The power you managed to unleash was also impressive. But…"

    Sirin slowly descended to where Raiden Mei and the others stood, a cold smile playing on her lips.

    "Would you care to share the feeling of complete futility, my other half?"

    Raiden Mei still held Kiana in her arms, her hand resting on the hilt of her sword as she coldly declared:

    "I am not your other half."

    "Oh? But if I recall correctly, the Gem that granted you this power… was originally mine, wasn’t it?"

    Sirin ignored Bronya and Sin Mal, reaching straight for Raiden Mei.

    Raiden Mei's eyes sharpened.

    
      Zzzzt—
    

    
      Boom!!!
    

    Lightning crackled. The Honkai energy of the two Herrschers clashed, shaking the earth and scattering the clouds. The sheer force forced Bronya to carry Sin Mal and retreat several miles.

    "Hah! You think you can resist me using the power you stole from me?"

    Sirin sneered, her patience wearing thin. She advanced without holding back, forcing her hand forward against Raiden Mei’s counterattack, nearly touching her.

    Then, from the corner of her eye, Sirin caught a flash of golden light.

    "Who is it?!"

    Without hesitation, she unleashed a rainstorm of Void Spears in that direction.

    However, the wild onslaught failed to land. Instead, the golden light surged forward at near light-speed, heading straight for Sirin's outstretched hand.

    "Hm?"

    Sensing danger, Sirin quickly withdrew her hand. At that moment, a brilliant golden ancient sword struck the ground between her and Raiden Mei, forming a barrier that separated them.

    "One after another— You pests are as annoying as flies!"

    Sirin growled, thrusting her palm forward with boundless Honkai energy, intending to crush the golden sword and take back the Gem from Raiden Mei.

    
      Boom!
    

    A thunderous impact followed. Sirin barely caught sight of a flowing ink-colored sleeve, and then—a tremendous force blasted her backward. It took all her strength just to stop herself from skidding further.

    Looking ahead, she saw someone standing atop the golden ancient sword.

    The figure wore a long-sleeved ancient dress, its flowing sleeves adorned with elegant ink-like patterns. Though her slender frame appeared fragile, her posture was straight as a sword—as deep and immovable as a mountain.

    And above all, her face looked like it had stepped out of an ancient painting.

    Her brows were as delicate as distant mountains, her eyes tranquil and vast—like an endless, silent galaxy.

    "You!!"

    Sirin’s expression darkened. She gritted her teeth in rage.

    She would never forget this face.

    Twice.

    Twice, this woman had brought her to the brink of death.

    She was the one who had even severed her connection to "God"—an unforgivable humiliation.

    If Sirin had to choose the one person she most wanted to kill, Fu Hua would unquestionably be at the top of that list.

    Fu Hua stood with her hands behind her back, her sleeves fluttering lightly in the wind. While facing Sirin, she glanced sideways at Raiden Mei and Kiana.

    "Are you alright?"

    "We're fine. You arrived just in time, Teacher Fu Hua."

    Raiden Mei let out a breath of relief.

    Their clash of energy had put her at an absolute disadvantage. The power of the Herrscher of Thunder had once belonged to Sirin, giving her domain-level superiority in the battle. If Fu Hua hadn’t arrived when she did, Mei wasn’t sure how much longer she could have held out.

    "You two should fall back."

    "Teacher Fu Hua, this thing that came out of Kiana isn’t ordinary. We should deal with her together. We can’t let her escape."

    "No need," Fu Hua replied calmly. "I have strong reinforcements."

    Just then, a golden light streaked through the sky, descending in an instant to land beside the Xuanyuan Sword.

    The figure held a knight’s lance, her form clad in resplendent golden armor.

    "Valkyrie Durandal, arriving by order of the Overseer!"

    The imposing knight declared. Her lance leveled at Sirin, radiating a staggering Honkai energy—one so immense that it stood on equal footing with Sirin herself.

    The key to resurrection was Sigurd, and Sigurd’s greatest weakness was Kiana. From Otto’s perspective, protecting Kiana took precedence over unifying civilization.

    Thus, he had assigned a reinforcement unit to the Herrscher squad.

    This unit consisted of only one person.

    But she alone was worth an entire army.

    Because this person was—

    Durandal.
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    Chapter 256: Otto’s Reminder

    Sirin was no fool.

    Let’s repeat that—furious as she was, swollen with arrogance as she might be, Sirin was not an idiot.

    Having only recently regained a physical form, she knew well that her state was still unstable. Earlier, her body had been destroyed, and while she had managed to resurrect herself using the Authority of Domination, it wasn’t without its consequences.

    Furthermore, she understood all too well how troublesome Fu Hua was from past encounters. She could also sense an overwhelming threat from Durandal. In addition, the gathering storm clouds in the sky and the billowing dust in the distance all signaled that a true army was approaching. Clearly, more forces were converging here, including a particularly annoying and difficult opponent who had likely already noticed this battle.

    Sirin did not believe she would lose to Fu Hua and Durandal. However, she could not afford to be stalled—if she got dragged into a prolonged fight, an endless stream of reinforcements would come, wearing her down until she was completely exhausted.

    Her golden eyes swept across Kiana, Raiden Mei, Fu Hua, and Durandal, her gaze brimming with murderous intent. Then, with a cold, mocking smile, her figure began to fade away.

    "You’re not getting away, Herrscher of the Void!"

    Durandal’s icy gaze sharpened. In an instant, she shattered the ground beneath her feet and lunged forward like a streak of golden light, thrusting her knight’s lance through Sirin’s body—

    Only for it to pass through empty air.

    The attack had no effect on Sirin, whose body was gradually vanishing.

    Sirin lowered her gaze and locked eyes with Durandal, who was now mere inches away.

    "Valkyrie of Schicksal… Disgusting." Sirin sneered. "Next time, I’ll make sure to take your life. Cherish what little time you have left to struggle."

    "No matter when or where, I swear upon the name of Durandal—I will bring judgment upon all evil. I will be waiting for you."

    Durandal’s unwavering gaze met hers with unshakable resolve.

    A second later, Sirin vanished completely.

    Raiden Mei turned to Fu Hua.

    "Teacher Fu Hua, can we track her?"

    "Difficult." Fu Hua frowned. "Space is her primary Authority. If she wants to leave, no one can stop her."

    She sighed slightly, then continued, "Forget it. For now, you all should return for treatment. And… thank you for your support, Durandal."

    "I didn’t do much. You’re too polite, Immortal." Durandal responded calmly. "I’ll be staying here with Anti-Entropy for a while. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask."

    "Good. What about Wendy and the others? Does Otto have any plans for them?"

    "The Overseer said… this is their trial. Unless their lives are in immediate danger, he will not interfere. Besides, Lord Sigurd seems to have already made arrangements. There’s no need to worry."

    "I see. Then let’s head back for now."

    "Understood!"

    <+>

    Meanwhile, at the Anti-Entropy Headquarters

    Hera retracted the surveillance display and turned toward Welt, who had just let out a sigh of relief. Her expression was bright with amusement.

    "Leader~ you weren’t thinking of interfering on your own, were you?"

    "Honestly? I nearly couldn’t hold myself back." Welt admitted. "Who would’ve thought the Herrscher of the Void would resurrect in such a way? You know as well as I do how terrifying she is. And those kids… they’re still too inexperienced. Should we cancel this trial?"

    He hesitated.

    Then, a hand landed heavily on his shoulder.

    It was so heavy that Welt grunted under the pressure.

    "Otto?"

    "Welt," Hera said sweetly, "You were the one who first proposed imperial rule as the optimal system. You were also the first to suggest placing Sigurd in power… Don’t tell me you’re planning to defy the very first order of our Emperor?"

    She smiled. But her crystalline blue eyes held no warmth at all.

    Welt froze.

    Hera withdrew her hand and stood up, smoothing out the fabric of her deep-red dress. Her tone was casual, almost indifferent.

    "Centralized authority exists to unify civilization’s power to its fullest extent. To achieve that, we need an Emperor—and we must wholeheartedly safeguard their rule. Your first priority is to fully execute the Emperor’s will.”

    "Even setting that aside…" she continued, "Herrschers are strategic-level entities capable of shaking civilization’s very foundations. Tell me—who do you think has the right to decide their deployment and control?"

    Welt’s expression grew solemn. Slowly, he replied:

    "The Emperor… Sigurd."

    Hera’s lips curled into a slight smirk.

    "Correct." Hera's voice was calm yet firm. "Herrschers, as dangerous and sensitive beings, can only be commanded by the Emperor alone. Only this ensures the absolute authority of the throne. And yet, Welt, you dared to change an imperial order on a whim? I know you mean no harm, and Sigurd is not some feudal monarch who'd suspect you of disloyalty. But what about others? Those who refuse to submit to a singular will, those who worship you with blind fanaticism—wouldn't this give them illusions they shouldn't have? Think carefully. Before founding a nation, the challenges aren't just about dealing with external states; it's also about shaping the minds of you, the very pillars of this new order."

    Welt's expression remained grave as he nodded. "I understand. Thank you for the reminder, Otto."

    Hera's smile deepened slightly as she continued leisurely, "I don't believe for a second that Sigurd is completely unaware of the Herrscher of Thousands' changes. And yet, he hasn't acted—he hasn't issued any orders to alter the plan. To me, this means he wants the trial to proceed. The Herrscher of Thousands alone isn't a real challenge, but now… if they can overcome this, our Herrscher squad may finally reach true maturity."

    She leaned back slightly. "That's why I arranged for Durandal to intervene—but only if Raiden Mei and Kiana are on the verge of death. As for you, I suggest you stay on standby. I fear you may not grasp the fine line between interference and restraint."

    <+>

    In the Sea of Quanta, Within the Bubble Universe of Cosmic Juggernaut

    Sigurd sat, listening to a report from a certain… donkey-eared—no, fox-eared subordinate. His index finger tapped lightly on the high-strength alloy table.

    
      Crack
    

    
      Crack
    

    
      Crack—snap!
    

    With every tap of his finger, new fractures spread deeper across the table's surface.

    Hera’s assessment was half right, half wrong.

    Sigurd was considering allowing the trial to continue—but he hadn't made a final decision yet.

    Sirin's resurrection was an unforeseen event, but in truth, it presented an even more fitting opportunity for tempering.

    On a personal level, the moment Sigurd heard that Kiana was in danger, he wanted to drive the entire Cosmic Juggernaut straight back into reality and crush the problem in the most direct way possible.

    But on a strategic level, the maturation of Herrscher combat power was of critical importance to civilization.

    It was a choice between personal emotions and the greater good—and Sigurd was caught in hesitation.

    He could solve the problem right now, but if the Herrscher squad never matured, then in future crises, there would be no one to protect them.

    Kiana—and every Herrscher—would have to face danger eventually. The question was:

    Would he suppress his reluctance and let the trial unfold to its brutal end?

    Or would he prioritize their safety and intervene?

    Sigurd hesitated.

    "Sigurd, sir… what should I do?"

    A subordinate’s voice pulled him from his thoughts.

    After a brief silence, Sigurd finally said: "Proceed as planned."

    With that, he cut the communication link.

    He pulled up a live feed displaying Kiana’s current physical and consciousness status.

    Only after confirming she was stable did he finally let out a soft sigh.

    "Sirin, huh…"

    He muttered to himself, already envisioning nine separate, unspeakably cruel ways to make her regret her existence. 

    Nine whole methods.

    But for now, Sigurd had made his decision—not to immediately continue the trial, but to wait.

    He would wait until Kiana woke up and reached out to him.

    He would hear her decision.

    He would observe the situation at that moment.

    And then, he would make the final call.

    <+>

    Back in the Floating Research Bubble

    As Sigurd lifted his head, he saw Su standing there, balancing a tea tray and a dessert platter in his hands.

    Su’s awkward smile twitched slightly as he cautiously asked, "Uh… are you done now? Can I fix the table and put this down?"

    "—Go ahead." Sigurd replied indifferently—then, in an instant, vanished into his personal research world.

    Su blinked.

    Then blinked again.

    "But… but I just finished making the tea…"

    His voice was small, carrying a faint hint of disappointment.

    With Kevin still training day and night, and Sigurd always coming and going like the wind, Su suddenly felt that—

    Despite everything, he was still alone.

    Nothing had really changed.
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    Chapter 257: Contact

    In the vast and empty bubble universe, Sigurd didn’t immediately immerse himself in his research.

    The situation in the real world had temporarily calmed down, but elsewhere, within the Imaginary Space, Wendy and Seele were still struggling in the unstable Theater of Domination!

    At the same time, after her retreat, Sirin’s next logical move was to increase her power, restoring herself to the peak state when she wielded six different Herrscher authorities.

    In the real world, Raiden Mei was protected by powerful guardians, and Ana’s authority had already fallen into Sirin’s hands through the Herrscher of Thousands. That meant her next target was… well, it wasn’t hard to guess.

    As for the Theater of Domination being cut off from the real world and drifting within the Imaginary Space—what a joke. Did anyone really think a problem related to Imaginary Space could trouble the Herrscher of the Void, the one who commands space itself?

    Thus, Sigurd continued to monitor the Theater of Domination—or rather, he had been keeping an eye on it from the start. Now, he simply increased his focus, prepared to intervene at a moment’s notice.

    <+>

    Inside the Theater of Domination

    Wendy had successfully reunited with both versions of Seele.

    "You two… hmm, not bad."

    Wendy circled around them once, rubbing her chin thoughtfully before nodding with an ambiguous expression.

    "Wendy…"

    One Seele spoke in a soft and timid voice, clearly feeling a little embarrassed.

    "Enough with the chit chat! Let’s just deal with this already—I’m sick of waiting!"

    The other Seele, in contrast, carried an arrogant, rebellious tone—two identical faces, yet completely opposite personalities.

    Wendy spread her hands and let out a small chuckle. Ever since she was abruptly dragged into the Theater of Domination, this was the first time she had felt somewhat amused. The scene before her was just too funny.

    "I’d love to solve this problem too. But the issue is, our enemies have all hidden themselves. And since this is their territory, finding them is a real hassle."

    She shook her head and sighed.

    After Sirin seized the Authority of Domination, the oppressive aura within the Theater of Domination didn’t just affect the external overseers—it also deeply impacted the dolls inside.

    They all felt it.

    They didn’t know about the host’s true plans, nor did they realize the change in authority was caused by Sirin. But the sudden shift in power was undeniable.

    The dolls’ fearless, relentless assaults had always been based on one assumption: they could resurrect endlessly. But their revival relied entirely on the Authority of Domination.

    Now that something unknown had happened to that power, some of the dolls had begun to doubt whether they could still be revived.

    And with Wendy and Seele’s group proving too strong to defeat, as time passed, the dolls began to change tactics. After suffering countless casualties, they naturally chose the only logical option—running for their lives.

    "Then why don’t we just shatter this entire space?"

    The darker Seele, Seele-Alter, or Veliona, suggested with a grin full of malicious intent.

    But Wendy simply shook her head again.

    "That won’t work. Normally, even if I were forcibly pulled into the Theater of Domination, as a complete Herrscher, I should still be able to sense the real world through the presence of an Imaginary Portal… meaning I should have the ability to break through this space and return to reality."

    Her expression darkened slightly.

    "But right now, I can’t sense any way back."

    "What do you mean?"

    Seele asked, frowning.

    Wendy sighed.

    "They must have done something to this space. In short, we don’t have a clear direction—so if we just break this space apart, we’ll fall straight into the endless depths of Imaginary Space. And that’s very dangerous."

    She rubbed her temples, feeling a growing headache.

    "Even though we each have Imaginary Portals, those are just Honkai energy-based connections. They have nothing to do with actual spatial navigation. Unless you're the Herrscher of the Void, no one can move freely inside the Imaginary Space."

    Wendy fell silent for a moment.

    They were trapped—and for now, there was no clear solution.

    Wendy wasn’t afraid of fighting head-on. What she did fear were these strange tricks—no matter how strong one was, lacking the means to counter specific tactics could still leave them powerless.

    
      Boom!
    

    With a furrowed brow, Veliona smashed the ground with her massive metal claw, frustration evident in her voice.

    "Then what do you suggest we do?"

    Wendy held up two fingers.

    "Two options. First, capture one of the Herrscher of Thousands and force them to reveal a way out. Second, Kiana is the Herrscher of the Void. If we’re missing for too long, she’ll definitely come looking for us—when she opens a portal between the two worlds, we can just leave."

    "I choose the first one!"

    Veliona’s eyes flashed with excitement.

    Wendy chuckled.

    "It’s actually both at the same time. While we’re hunting for a hostage, we’re also waiting for Kiana to arrive. Whichever works first, we go with that."

    She twirled her fingers playfully.

    Veliona let out three loud laughs, licking her lips with a dangerous glint in her eyes, practically oozing killing intent.

    With the two of them having reached a decision, Seele gripped her scythe tightly. Her soft, uncertain gaze flickered between them before she nodded and encouraged herself in a quiet voice.

    "Seele… will do her best!"

    Just as the three were about to start their search, a dark vortex slowly opened in the sky.

    Seele blinked, her expression innocent and curious.

    "Is that… Kiana coming to find us?"

    After all, in her memory, the only person who could create portals like this was Kiana, who wielded the power of space.

    But—

    "Seele, be careful!"

    "Get behind me!"

    Veliona and Wendy’s expressions changed instantly, both moving to shield Seele at the same time.

    Wendy’s voice turned serious.

    "Seele-Alter, you felt it too?"

    Veliona clicked her tongue, voice laced with irritation.

    "Obviously! The stench of hatred and malice is thick enough to choke on—it reeks like rotting corpses, how could I not notice?"

    Wendy’s face darkened.

    "What I sense is an overwhelming and sinister amount of Honkai energy— Could it be some hidden trump card of the Herrscher of Thousands?"

    "If they had this kind of power, would they really need all those cheap tricks?"

    "Fair point. Get ready. Whoever’s coming isn’t friendly."

    As Wendy’s words fell, she floated into the air, her Honkai energy surging around her. The wind lifted her skirt and short hair, while her emerald green eyes glowed with an eerie brilliance.

    This unexpected turn of events could have been troublesome—but honestly, this was exactly what she preferred.

    A situation that power alone couldn’t solve? Annoying.

    A battle she could fight head-on? Perfect.

    Veliona was also itching to leap forward, her metal claws gleaming. But when she glanced back at the small, confused Seele—clutching her scythe with uncertainty—she hesitated.

    "Tch!"

    Clicking her tongue in frustration, she reached out and pulled Seele behind her, practically pressing her close.

    "Stay right here. Don't run off. This body belongs to me, so don't you dare mess it up!"

    "Mm! Seele understands, I'll be careful!"

    Seele nodded quickly, like a little chick pecking at grains, her face full of obedience.

    And then—

    "It’s coming!"

    Wendy’s voice rang out sharply.

    From the black vortex, a figure slowly descended—a figure that was far too familiar.

    White hair. Golden eyes.

    A flowing white dress, its fabric swaying elegantly in the wind.

    "Kiana?"

    No—something was wrong.

    "No, that’s not her!"

    Wendy raised her hand, liquid-like energy coiling between her fingers, ready to strike at any moment.

    The newly arrived Sirin stepped onto the battlefield, eyes closed as she analyzed the structure of the space. She didn’t even spare a glance at Wendy and the others.

    "A delicate yet fragile subspace. I see."

    Murmuring to herself, she opened her golden eyes and snapped her fingers.

    
      Snap!
    

    A crisp sound echoed.

    In that instant—

    The gray, murky sky darkened, stretching out infinitely.

    The failing, collapsing walls of reality—previously on the verge of breaking apart—suddenly stabilized.

    And around Wendy and Seele, the ruined coliseum began to reverse, as if time itself was rewinding. Crumbling stones restored themselves, shattered debris reassembled, until the arena was even grander and more imposing than before.

    From above, a radiant white throne slowly descended.

    Sirin sat gracefully upon it, one leg crossed over the other, golden eyes descending upon the three figures below with absolute apathy.

    And then—

    A colossal wave of Honkai energy, thick and heavy as a falling sky, came crashing down upon them.

    .....................................

    Tn: If you want to see more chapter of this story, please go to my Patreon, just for $5 each month, you can read till the latest chapter. 

    Latest Chapter in Patreon: Chapter 301: That Was Your Own Decision

    Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/collection/95348?view=expanded

  
    

    Chapter 258: Come Back, My Friend

    The overwhelming pressure made Seele nervous, but Veliona and Wendy remained completely unfazed. On the contrary—they were eager for battle.

    The only issue was—

    "She… looks so much like Kiana!"

    Seele murmured in confusion, unable to make sense of the situation.

    This was also the reason for Veliona and Wendy’s moment of hesitation. When it came to Sirin, they were completely clueless.

    However, that quiet whisper seemed to reach the ears of the queen on the throne, causing her brows to furrow as an unmistakable killing intent surged forth.

    
      Whoosh!
    

    In an instant, countless Void Spears shot from all directions, aiming straight at the one who had just spoken—Seele.

    Veliona reacted immediately, throwing out two massive metal claws, weaving through the air at lightning speed to intercept and block all the attacks targeting the small girl behind her.

    At the same time, Wendy raised her head. Countless blades of Ideal Fluid formed in an instant, silent yet devastating, launching forward like a raging storm.

    "Who cares what she is? We take her down first, ask questions later!"

    Wendy’s voice rang out with determination.

    No matter what this Kiana lookalike actually was, one thing was clear—she was not an ally. And without a fight, there was no room for discussion.

    However, as Wendy’s countless Ideal Fluid blades closed in, Sirin did not summon a Void Shield to defend herself.

    After all, while Void Spears were a convenient and powerful ability, Ideal Fluid was the most destructive physical power among all Herrscher abilities—using a Void Shield against it would be pointless.

    But in truth—Sirin didn’t need to defend at all.

    In Wendy’s perception, her unblockable attack passed right through Sirin—as if she wasn’t even there.

    "What—?!"

    Wendy’s eyes widened in shock.

    Sirin remained seated on her throne, gazing down at them with cold indifference, the corners of her lips curling into a chilling smirk.

    With both Authority of Space and Authority of Domination in her grasp, this theater of control had become her domain—where every single spatial change was dictated by her will alone.

    And now, with the Authority of Ice added to her arsenal, Sirin wielded three different Herrscher abilities at once.

    Moreover, Veliona’s very existence relied on the Authority of Domination—to put it simply, she was like a manager in a major corporation, just like all the other dolls. They could vote on decisions but couldn’t interfere with one another.

    But Sirin?

    She was the newly appointed CEO, the sole decision-maker. She had the power to fire anyone at will.

    With a superior energy source, absolute control of the battlefield, and the suppression of her opponents’ abilities, this battle was nothing more than a warm-up game for Sirin.

    The battle raged on for an uncertain amount of time—due to the different space-time rules in this realm, it was impossible to tell how long had actually passed.

    But the outcome was already decided.

    Veliona had lost her physical form, forcibly returned to Seele’s body.

    Now, only Wendy and Seele remained—battered, bloodied, and suspended midair by the restraints of Void Bands, completely powerless to resist.

    "Haaah~"

    Sirin let out a bored yawn, casually holding a nail file that had appeared from who-knows-where, leisurely polishing her already flawless nails.

    Her expression was one of complete disinterest.

    "Who… are you… really?"

    Wendy struggled weakly against her restraints, her injured body unable to put up any resistance.

    Her frustration was almost unbearable.

    This entire fight had been utterly humiliating!

    Veliona had inexplicably lost her power, crushed in an instant.

    Seele lacked proper combat instincts, panicking and getting defeated quickly.

    And as for Wendy herself?

    No matter how strong her attack power or defenses were—when the entire world itself was her enemy, how was she supposed to fight back?

    None of her attacks could even touch Sirin.

    None of her defenses could block attacks that came from space itself.

    This kind of enemy—was completely unbeatable.

    "Why would the one who is about to die bother knowing more?"

    Sirin didn't even bother to lift her head. Her voice was cold and contemptuous.

    "Farewell. At the same time, under the dominion of this theater, become part of my power!"

    Countless Void Spears appeared in the air, aimed directly at the two defenseless girls.

    But in the next moment, a doll suddenly materialized behind Sirin, swinging a blade down at her.

    
      Bang!
    

    With raw, overwhelming Honkai energy, the doll was violently blasted to the ground.

    Its shattered body began to reform—a black mist seeping from the cracks like invisible threads, stitching the pieces back together.

    Then, in a twisted posture, it stood up once more.

    Sirin finally put down her nail file, her gaze shifting lazily yet sharply toward the strange doll.

    "I was wondering why there was an unfamiliar energy lurking in my theater... So, what exactly are you? How did you manage to hide inside these worthless dolls?"

    At the same time, the Authority of Wind and Authority of Death had been fully integrated into Sirin’s body.

    An unprecedented, terrifying power—something Wendy and Seele had never seen before—now radiated unchecked from Sirin’s elegant and stunning form.

    Wendy and Seele could do nothing but slump as they lost consciousness.

    "Such a terrifying power… unheard of."

    The strange doll looked up at Sirin from below, its voice carrying a mature and alluring tone, completely different from the other dolls' usual childlike clarity.

    "Answer me. What exactly are you? And what kind of Authority is this…?"

    "Or perhaps… Are you using a God Key? If your power wasn’t on that level, you wouldn’t have been able to silently take control of this doll."

    The doll tilted its head slightly, unhurried and composed.

    "Apologies. I have no habit of explaining things in detail to an enemy before victory is secured."

    "Besides, the one I serve would never allow me to do so."

    Sirin’s lips curled into a cold, dangerous smile.

    "Is that so? Then you can go die now."

    "Before that, allow me to take these two young ladies with me. Surely, you no longer have any use for them?"

    The doll tilted its head stiffly, making a polite yet unsettling request.

    Sirin’s smirk remained, her voice carrying a chilling amusement.

    "You can try."

    "Then I won’t hold back."

    
      BOOM!!!
    

    The space distorted—and in the place where the strange doll had stood, there was now nothing.

    At the same time, the two girls bound by Void Bands had vanished as well.

    Sirin’s smile faded.

    "What a peculiar ability… Not only did it control the doll’s consciousness, but it also seized its Authority… And then used that to escape from this theater, which is built upon the Authority of Domination."

    She let out a small sigh before shaking her head.

    "Oh well, just another weakling. Next time we meet, I’ll send you straight to hell."

    She paid no further attention to the remaining dolls trapped in the far corners of her theater.

    Instead, she lifted her gaze—as if peering through space itself—and for the first time, her icy expression melted into a tender smile.

    "Come back… Come back to me… My Bella… My most loyal friend."

    When she whispered Bella’s name, something in her eyes softened—as if for the first time in a long while, she truly felt something.

    <+>

    Reality—The Infinite Ice Fields

    Suddenly—

    The earth trembled violently.

    
      Beep! Beep! Beep!
    

    "WARNING! WARNING!"

    "Honkai energy levels deep within the glacier are rising rapidly—approaching Herrscher-class intensity!"

    "EXTREME DANGER! EXTREME DANGER!"

    In the Schicksal base at the foot of the snowy mountain, alarms blared sharply as personnel and Valkyries scrambled into action—preparing for battle while urgently relaying the emergency situation.

    
      BOOM!!!
    

    A thunderous explosion shook the ground—like a volcano erupting.

    Then—

    A massive figure burst into the sky, blotting out the sun.

    One of the older Valkyries stared in shock, her pupils trembling.

    "The Honkai Dragon— Benares— has awakened!"

    Benares—a Judgment-class Honkai Beast.

    A creature whose power rivaled a Herrscher.

    A monster capable of wiping out the entire base in an instant.

    "Prepare yourselves! We must buy time—

    Even if it costs us our lives!"

    “”"YES!"””

    The Valkyries shouted in unison.

    Of course, they were afraid.

    But even so—they would fight to the end.

    However—

    The very next second—

    A massive black hole suddenly opened in the sky.

    "ROOOAAARRR!!!"

    Benares let out a deafening roar, shaking the heavens.

    But—

    Was it an illusion…?

    Among the personnel below, some thought they could hear pure joy in that cry.

    Then—

    Benares dove straight into the black hole.

    And in the blink of an eye—

    She was gone.

    The black hole vanished along with her.

    In mere moments, everything fell silent.

    Aside from the shattered ice mountain, it was as if nothing had ever happened.
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    Chapter 259: Failure is the Norm

    The unconscious Wendy and Seele were found in the uninhabited plains outside the headquarters and were brought back to the inner city's medical room by patrolling drones.

    After a professional diagnosis, it was confirmed that Wendy and Seele were only mentally and physically exhausted, similar to Ana’s condition. They were not in any life-threatening danger. It appeared that the plundering mechanism of the Theater of Domination was relatively mild—not entirely thorough. The Herrscher Cores and Imaginary Portals were still there, just temporarily unusable, having been stripped of their energy and authority.

    As for Kiana, her situation was even more special. Both her Herrscher Core and Imaginary Portal were gone, making her seem like a normal Valkyrie.

    The only fortunate thing was that her condition remained stable, with no life-threatening danger—otherwise, many, many people would have suffered.

    ...

    After a few days of deep sleep, the three girls woke up one after another. Meanwhile, in the distant Sea of Quanta, Sigurd received a communication from the real world.

    "Let me introduce them—Bronya and Sin Mal, Wendy, Mei, and Seele. They are people I trust, generally quite reliable... though, unfortunately, they are here to report bad news this time. And this is Ana, who will soon be under my command as well. In any case, let’s get familiar with each other first."

    Facing the line of girls standing before him, Sigurd spoke to Kevin and Su, then took a loud slurp of his noodles.

    Wendy, Raiden Mei, and Seele felt somewhat uneasy. Sigurd had praised them as reliable, but they knew full well that they had messed up this time.

    Ana's lips moved slightly. Despite her unease, she wanted to argue—mainly to state that she was loyal to Schicksal. However, she clearly remembered the instructions given by Hera before she left: "In Anti-Entropy, you can ignore anyone, but when facing Sigurd, you must show absolute respect and obedience, as if you were facing the Archbishop himself."

    Thus, Ana swallowed her words.

    "Slurp—"

    Kevin, holding his bowl, expressionlessly slurped another mouthful of noodles and asked,

    "Which ones are Herrschers?"

    "That one, that one, that one, and that one. Four in total."

    "Oh. Slurp—"

    He continued eating, finishing his noodles and drinking his soup. After a moment, Kevin put down his empty bowl and said,

    "They failed?"

    "Yeah. I have my own intelligence sources, but you should still explain the details carefully."

    Sigurd also put down his bowl, speaking casually to the girls.

    The group exchanged glances, then Wendy stepped forward and recounted their experience in full detail—how they failed and lost their powers.

    After listening quietly, Sigurd showed no change in expression. The two former-era survivors remained calm, one maintaining an indifferent demeanor, the other gentle as ever.

    But the Herrscher squad hung their heads in shame, looking dejected, like children awaiting their parents' scolding.

    "Sigh..."

    Sigurd shook his head and sighed, as if disappointed.

    This made the girls—especially the three Herrschers from Anti-Entropy—tense up. They feared Sigurd’s anger, but they feared his disappointment even more. However, what was done was done, and they had no choice but to accept the outcome.

    Unexpectedly, Sigurd turned to Kevin and asked,

    "Mr. Kevin, I don’t know the full details of the final battle in the Previous Era, but from the outcome, it must have been a brutal and desperate fight, right?"

    "...Yes."

    "Were you ever afraid?"

    "When I watched my comrades die one by one before my eyes, I was afraid."

    "Then, if that enemy were to appear before you again—this time, without comrades, without the support of an entire civilization, with only yourself—what would you do?"

    "I would kill her."

    Kevin spoke calmly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

    Sigurd nodded and continued,

    "I told you, this time there are no comrades or support. How would you kill her? You definitely wouldn’t be able to win, right?"

    "...I would kill her."

    Kevin was silent for a moment, then repeated his answer.

    Sigurd looked at Kevin, raised his hand, and patted him on the shoulder. Then, turning to Su, he asked,

    "Mr. Su, same question—what would you choose?"

    "Young Sigurd, my answer is the same… other than fighting, I wouldn’t consider anything else."

    Su smiled gently, but for a fleeting moment, a dark glint flickered in his eyes.

    Sigurd nodded again and said to both of them,

    "Apologies, I didn’t mean to bring up painful memories."

    Su shook his head with a smile, but before he could respond, Kevin had already turned his cold gaze toward the four Herrscher girls, snorting in disdain.

    "It’s fine. I understand your intent. Even we, who have faced the deepest despair and witnessed the fall of an entire civilization, still have the courage to draw our swords. And them? Do they think putting on a pitiful look will make Honkai show mercy?"

    "Kevin, they’re still just children…"

    "How many dead children have you seen, Su? Maybe you should try talking to Honkai instead—see if it listens to you."

    Kevin’s words were harsh and unyielding. Su opened his mouth but ultimately had nothing to say.

    Sigurd sat up straight, tapping his index finger on the table, drawing the girls’ attention back to him.

    "What I want to say is—no one can avoid failure forever. Especially when facing Honkai, failure is the norm. Right now, you’ve failed. So what’s next? I scold you a little, then we use high-level forces from the real world to clean up your mess, pretend nothing happened, and move on? Is that what you want?"

    "No!"

    Wendy looked up, her stubborn gaze meeting Sigurd’s.

    Raiden Mei straightened her posture, her clenched fists turning white.

    Seele bit her lip, her face slightly pale, then shook her head firmly.

    Ana stood up straight as well. She didn’t know exactly what she wanted to say, but she knew she disagreed with Sigurd’s question.

    Sigurd looked at them, a faint smile appearing at the corner of his lips.

    "The people who failed fifty thousand years ago are still moving forward, doing whatever it takes to achieve victory. Otto has failed more times than you’ve even met people, yet he continues forward, his resolve unwavering.”

    “I won’t be disappointed just because you lost a battle. But if this is the extent of your will—if just one setback leaves you lost and helpless—then I truly will be disappointed.”

    “Go back and think carefully. Once you’ve figured out what you want to do, come find me again."

    Sigurd cut off the communication.

    "If these so-called human-side Herrschers are only this capable… I still believe the Stigmata Project is the best option. I hope you consider that carefully."

    Leaving these words behind, Kevin turned and left.

    Sigurd silently watched his retreating figure, his expression unreadable.

    Nearby, Su held his bowl and, after a moment, looked at Sigurd awkwardly.

    "Uh… want another bowl of noodles?"

    "No. Open a passage for me to the real world."

    "Eh? Oh, alright, alright."

    "Thank you."

    Sigurd politely expressed his gratitude.

    A moment later, a portal opened, and Sigurd left the Sea of Quanta.
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    Chapter 260: I’ve Grown Up, Sigurd

    At the highest observation deck of the headquarters, Kiana gazed at the vast landscape before her, bathed in the golden hues of the setting sun.

    A gentle evening breeze caressed her as she stood there in a flowing white dress, her feet in simple white sandals. Leaning against the railing, she looked as if she might drift away with the wind, like a spirit of the twilight.

    "Why didn’t you contact me? What were you thinking?"

    "Sig… you’re here."

    Kiana turned around, unsurprised by his arrival.

    The wind picked up suddenly, lifting the hem of her dress and tousling her loose, silvery hair. Against the backdrop of the sunset, she looked like a scene from a poem or a painting.

    She instinctively pressed one hand against her dress and the other against her hair, trying to maintain her composure. In that fleeting moment, she exuded a soft and delicate charm, like a flower bud gently blooming.

    Then, Sigurd reached out with a red hair tie and tied up her unruly waist-length silver hair.

    The moment her hair was secured, the wind conveniently settled as well.

    "Are you feeling unwell anywhere?"

    Sigurd asked casually, his gaze lingering on her snow-white face.

    Kiana shook her head, hesitated for a moment, then gently wrapped her arms around Sigurd in an embrace.

    "I’m fine. But… coming back from the Sea of Quanta couldn’t have been easy, right? Wouldn’t this delay something important for you?"

    Her voice was soft as she nestled against the person she cherished most, looking up at him with clear, gentle eyes full of emotion.

    Sigurd naturally wrapped his arms around her slender waist. After a brief pause, he met her gaze and said,

    "It doesn’t matter—"

    Kiana let out a small breath of relief—only to hear Sigurd continue without hesitation,

    “—You’re more important."

    Kiana froze.

    His words were plain and direct, devoid of any flowery embellishments or deliberate charm. But precisely because of that, they were more moving than any sweet talk could ever be.

    For a long moment, Kiana simply stared at him. Then, she broke into a radiant, joyful smile, as beautiful as a blooming flower.

    "You idiot! Sig, you’re someone who carries the fate of humanity on your shoulders. You can’t be this reckless in the future!"

    "I’ve said it before—I am a reckless person."

    "Then you need to change. Books say that emperors should always put the world first."

    "…Are you lecturing me?"

    Sigurd frowned slightly.

    Kiana blinked playfully, feigning innocence.

    "Am I wrong?"

    "…No. You’re quite right."

    Sigurd admitted flatly, lifting his gaze to the setting sun—Tsk! Never thought this girl would actually win an argument against me!

    Sensing his irritation, Kiana let out a giggle.

    "Does defeating me make you that happy?"

    "It’s just so rare! What, are you upset?"

    "Yes. And I’m holding a grudge."

    "You’re such a sore loser…"

    "Want to say that again?"

    "Hehe! Nope! If I say it again, you really will hold a grudge."

    Kiana stuck out her tongue mischievously, her laughter light and teasing.

    Then, she nuzzled closer, pressing her soft body more tightly against his. The warmth of her touch melted Sigurd’s heart into a puddle.

    After a long while, Sigurd finally asked,

    "What did you go through? I thought you were just being stubborn or unwilling to accept failure, but now… it doesn’t seem like you simply lost your power."

    "I… had a very long dream."

    "What kind of dream?"

    "She… left me. But she also left something behind. We were like twin blossoms growing from the same stem. Through me, she saw the present, and through her, I saw the past.”

    “I glimpsed her memories—I saw the life of that girl named Sirin, from her birth to her destruction. I felt her pain and resentment…”

    “Sigurd, the real Sirin, the original Sirin, died in Siberia all those years ago. Your revenge… has already been fulfilled."

    Kiana spoke softly, a complex mix of sorrow and contemplation clouding her delicate face.

    Sigurd paused.

    He was a little surprised, but not overly so. The Sirin of the past had been reduced to nothing more than a Herrscher core—saying she had died was reasonable. Not everyone was like Welt Yang from the original timeline, capable of making comebacks even when reduced to just a core.

    Sigurd hummed in acknowledgment and asked,
"And then?"

    "If… if she were the Sirin from back then, I would never be able to accept her. Even if you could forgive her for my sake, I wouldn’t be able to let it go.”

    “But… she isn’t that Sirin. She and I are the same—merely remnants of Sirin’s existence within the core, reborn as new souls in this body of flesh and blood.”

    “The only difference is that I inherited nothing—I was born a blank slate. She, however, inherited all of Sirin’s resentment and pain, and because of that, she was able to awaken the Herrscher’s power born from that suffering. Perhaps that’s why, after our separation, the power remained with her and not me."

    As Kiana spoke, she wove together her thoughts and memories, sometimes sorrowful, sometimes at peace.

    Sigurd listened quietly, never interrupting. At this moment, what Kiana needed most was simply someone who could listen to her without reservation.

    She continued,
"I once thought she was Sirin, and so I hated her deeply. But the truth is, Sirin is already gone. Neither of us is her, yet we are both her continuation… So, I find that I can’t bring myself to hate her anymore. After all, hating her would mean hating myself… and Sig, you wouldn’t want me to think like that, would you?"

    Kiana looked up at him, her gaze soft and tender.

    Sigurd nodded.

    "Of course not."

    He responded as he gently ran his fingers through her hair, an unconscious smile forming on his lips—a warmth he himself didn’t even realize was there.

    But Kiana felt it, and because of that, she smiled sweetly before continuing,
"I'm lucky to have met you, Sig. Now, it feels like I am the part of Sirin that walked the path of love, while she is the part that walked the path of hatred. We stand in opposition, yet at our core, we are so similar…”

    “I felt her resentment and her pain. I think… Aunt Cecilia must have felt it too. That’s why she was willing to give Sirin her love as a mother, no matter what.”

    “It’s just a shame that in the end, Aunt Cecilia still sacrificed herself. If she had survived, perhaps… things would have been very different."

    Kiana sighed softly, her voice laced with admiration and longing for the gentle, wonderful woman she had seen in her memories. If only I could meet her in the real world, she thought.

    She fell silent.

    After a moment, Sigurd asked,
"Then… what do you plan to do next?"

    Kiana met his gaze but didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she asked,
"Sig, the Herrscher of the Void’s power… it's very useful, isn’t it?"

    "…Yes. Very useful."

    Sigurd replied honestly.

    In terms of combat, it was a nightmare for any physical-based attacker. In terms of utility, it had irreplaceable value in research, military applications, and even governance.

    Kiana nodded, her gaze unwavering, without fear or hesitation.

    "I want to use the equipment in Warehouse 47."

    "That’s too dangerous."

    "It’s okay. Trust me, Sig."

    "…No. It’s too dangerous."

    After a brief moment of hesitation, Sigurd made his decision.

    But Kiana cupped his face in her hands, forcing him to meet her gaze. With unwavering determination, she said,

    "Sig, trust me! I’m not a child anymore. I can protect myself, and I can use my strength to help you. Believe in me, okay?"

    "…"

    "I’ve grown up, Sig."

    Kiana whispered softly, her voice filled with deep affection.

    Then, she rose onto her tiptoes and, before Sigurd could react—or resist—pressed a kiss to his lips.

    <+>

    Tn: They fucked after this
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    Chapter 261: Between Them

    Kiana woke up in a cocoon of warmth.

    “Mm… Sigurd…”

    The lingering warmth and familiar scent in the bed reminded her of the one who had just left—his absence was what stirred her awake.

    “Hiss…”

    She slowly sat up, a new and unfamiliar soreness causing her to frown slightly. Then, with a hint of shyness, she smiled sweetly.

    Kiana lay back down again and raised her left hand. On her slender, fair ring finger was a deep blue gemstone ring.

    It was a Key of Sanction—a relic Sigurd had always carried.

    Of course, Kiana lacked the qualifications to wield the true power of this God Key. Instead, Sigurd had set up some safeguards, allowing it to serve as a support tool. It granted Kiana a limited high-dimensional perspective—simply put, it helped her detect and evade spatial attacks, even counter attacking if needed.

    Sigurd hadn’t explicitly given a yes or no answer in the end, but this ring was already a silent acknowledgment… a compromise.

    "Red bean soup. To replenish your blood."

    As Kiana was focused on the ring, an emotionless, monotone voice filled the room, carrying its signature milky scent.

    “Wha—?! When did you get in here?!”

    “When Kiana was lost in thought.”

    “Y-You—what are you doing here all of a sudden?!”

    “I came to check if Kiana needed to change the bed sheets. Or perhaps… change the entire bed?”

    Bronya spoke with a blank expression as her gaze fell on Kiana’s barely covered figure. From a small exposed corner of the blanket, she unsurprisingly caught sight of a deep red stain.

    Kiana followed Bronya’s line of sight, then quickly yanked the covers up to hide it. Her entire face, down to her delicate, fair ears, turned a bright shade of red.

    “No need to be shy. Bronya has been claimed by Sigurd too.”

    Bronya puffed out her modest chest with a completely calm and composed demeanor.

    And Kiana’s face turned even redder—this time, out of sheer indignation.

    “GET OUT!”

    "Kiana, don’t push yourself. Bronya understands Sigurd’s physical endurance. Drink the soup—it’ll help replenish your blood."

    Bronya held out a bowl of red bean soup with one hand while giving a thumbs-up with the other.

    Steam practically rose from the top of Kiana’s head.

    Why?! Why is this tiny little gremlin so shameless?!

    After a long moment of frustration—realizing there was no way to out-talk Bronya—Kiana could only sulkily accept the bowl and take a sip.

    “(╯▽╰) So sweet~~”

    “Bronya’s special recipe. Don’t hold back, there’s plenty more.”

    “…How do you even know that we… that we… did it last night?!”

    "After something like that, Kiana wouldn’t reach out to Sigurd. So, naturally, Sigurd came to find you. Bronya simply paid appropriate attention. As for what happened after… well, that was unexpected. But I must admit, Kiana has improved. Bronya now feels a slight sense of crisis."

    "PISS OFF!!"

    Kiana rolled her eyes.

    You sneaky little vixen, acting like you’re the one in danger here? Come on, Sigurd already made things clear with all of us—who’s going to kick you out now?!

    Then, with a determined gulp, Kiana downed the entire bowl of soup and held out the empty bowl.

    “I want more!”

    “…Bronya miscalculated. Should’ve brought the whole pot from the start.”

    “Then go get it. I don’t feel like moving.”

    Kiana wrapped herself in the blanket, curling up snugly while blinking at Bronya with an innocent expression.

    Bronya let out a sigh.

    “Understood. Bronya is still very considerate toward injured patients.”

    With that, she left with the bowl and, moments later, returned with an entire pot of red bean soup.

    Kiana drank bowl after bowl until she had emptied the entire pot. Only then did she let out a satisfied burp.

    Then, another delicious aroma wafted through the air.

    
      Sniff! Sniff!
    

    Kiana wrinkled her nose and turned her head, only to see Bronya elegantly enjoying a lavish meal on a tray.

    "Ah! I want some too—hic!"

    She had intended to join in on the feast, but her stomach was already completely filled with red bean soup, leaving no room for more food.

    A look of frustration crossed Kiana’s face.

    Bronya curled her lips into a small smirk, gazing at Kiana sincerely as she said,

    "What a pity. I had prepared this nutritious meal just for Kiana, but it seems Kiana has already filled up on red bean soup… No choice then, Bronya will have to eat it all herself. So much food… I wonder if I can finish it?"

    "YOU LITTLE—!"

    Kiana puffed up her cheeks in outrage, feeling thoroughly teased and toyed with.

    Now that she thought about it, she should’ve expected this. Of course, Bronya would be a little jealous—who wouldn’t be? A little teasing was probably her way of venting.

    So, under Kiana’s helpless and envious gaze, Bronya leisurely and gracefully finished the entire meal.

    Afterward, she wiped the corner of her lips and asked,

    "So, Kiana is completely fine now?"

    "Yeah… Sorry for making you worry."

    "It’s nothing. Kiana has always been the type to make people worry. Bronya is used to it."

    "Tch! I just wish you could be a little more straightforward when you show concern."

    Kiana rolled her eyes but felt a comforting warmth spread through her body. Aside from a certain lingering pain, any soreness or exhaustion—whether from the battle or last night’s events—had significantly eased.

    Clearly, Bronya had added something special to that red bean soup, specifically to help her recover.

    Bronya ignored Kiana’s complaint and instead asked seriously,

    "So, have you two decided on your next course of action?"

    "Yeah. I want to use our own strength to solve this problem. Sig… has pretty much agreed."

    Kiana once again raised her left hand, gently caressing the ring on her finger, a dreamy smile forming on her lips.

    
      Tch!
    

    Bronya watched this scene with a blank expression, then casually snapped the alloy utensil in her hand.

    The sound caught Kiana’s attention.

    "✧(≖◡≖✿) Hehehe! It’s a ring! Bronya, do you have one?"

    "…If Bronya asked, Sigurd would definitely give one too."

    "Pffft, that’s the best comeback you could come up with? No worries, take your time being jealous!"

    "Kiana… do you know how many different ways the word death can be written?"

    Bronya’s voice suddenly turned eerie, half of her small face shrouded in shadow, radiating a chilling aura.

    Kiana quickly waved her hands in surrender, forcing out an awkward laugh.

    "Alright, alright! No more jokes! Seriously, I need your help, Bronya."

    "…Go ahead. That’s why Bronya is here."

    "Originally, this was meant to be a test for our Herrscher team, but growth is more important than tests, right? Learning to trust and rely on our teammates is also a form of growth. Anyway, to truly solve this problem, I need your intelligence and strength. Help us, Bronya—please!"

    Kiana scooted forward and clasped Bronya’s hands in hers, her bright, clear eyes locking onto Bronya’s with absolute sincerity.

    Bronya initially kept a stern expression, but after a brief silence, her gaze and expression inevitably softened. She sighed and replied calmly,

    "Rest up properly. Once you’re back in shape, Bronya will be ready whenever you need me."

    "Mm! Thank you, Bronya!"

    Kiana beamed like a blooming flower.

    Bronya reached out and playfully tugged at Kiana’s smiling cheeks, the corners of her lips curling slightly.

    What was there to thank? They were friends, family – now sister-wife, and comrades who would entrust their lives to one another without hesitation.

    They always had been.

    They always would be.
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    Chapter 262: Do Not Be Arrogant

    "Is your hand okay now? I heard it was in pretty bad shape. And to make things worse, Seele also lost her powers, so she couldn’t use her Authority to help you."

    "You think this is just anywhere? Sigurd’s technology is the best in the world!"

    "Well, that’s true… Come, let me have a look."

    Kiana grabbed Sin Mal’s previously injured hand, turning it over and inspecting it carefully. She kneaded it a bit, closed her eyes, and even let out a blissful expression.

    "So soft, so smooth… Even though your personality is totally unlikable, this hand is actually pretty nice—fair, tender, kind of cute."

    "(’-’*) Let go…"

    "Ahh, so small, so soft, it feels so good to the touch!"

    "(ー`´ー) I said, let go…"

    Sniff sniff! "It even smells a little sweet. Can I lick it—"

    "(▼皿▼＃) I SAID LET GO OF MY HAND, YOU PERVERTED COCKROACH!"

    
      SMACK—
    

    The exceptionally loud slap immediately drew the attention of all the girls in the meeting room.

    Everyone turned to see Sin Mal mid-slap, her face filled with disgust, a visible vein bulging on her forehead, making her emotions crystal clear.

    Kiana’s head was tilted to the side, a red handprint imprinted on her cheek. She froze for a few seconds before slowly turning back and muttering blankly,

    "Uh… I was just messing with you. No need to take it that seriously, right?"

    "Shut it!"

    With an absolutely deadpan expression, Sin Mal snapped back at Kiana, whose face still carried an innocent look.

    
      SMACK! SMACK!
    

    At the head of the table, a certain girl in a mini professional suit adjusted her glasses. Bronya firmly tapped a black teaching pointer against the board, producing a sharp, crisp sound.

    "You two over there—no messing around. We are in a meeting!"

    "Yes!" ×2

    Kiana rubbed her slapped cheek with a completely unconcerned expression, while Sin Mal puffed out her chest, eyes sparkling with ❤❤, both responding in unison.

    Bronya lightly tapped the teaching pointer against her palm, seemingly satisfied. Then, on the blackboard, detailed information about the enemy forces appeared.

    Sirin:

    She commands the Authorities of Space, Domination, Ice, Wind, and Death. Previously, she had even contained six Herrscher cores, and her actual limit remains unknown.

    Regardless of how much she has developed her abilities, just the sheer fact that she possesses five times the energy level of a typical Herrscher makes most strategies utterly useless.

    The Herrscher of Thousands:

    They seem to have become Sirin’s tools for regeneration and substitutes for taking fatal blows. Though they are individually weak, their presence is incredibly troublesome.

    Benares, the resurrected dragon:

    A Judgment-class Honkai Beast. Its performance in the Siberian battle… was questionable at best, but it still possesses Herrscher-tier power and cannot be ignored.

    Among these three forces, the most dangerous, without a doubt, was Sirin, who had repeatedly defeated the Herrscher team since her revival. The terrifying power granted by her five Authorities alone was enough to instill despair in anyone just by hearing about it.

    Bronya tapped the board again and spoke in a calm, yet merciless tone,

    "These are our enemies. And as for our combat strength? We have Mei, who can wield an Authority, and six warriors who are roughly at the average S-rank level… To be honest, Bronya wishes surrender was an option."

    Facing the five members of the Herrscher Squad and their support member, Sin Mal, Bronya regretfully shook her head.

    From a pure data perspective, this battle wasn’t just difficult—it was suicide.

    The reactions from the group varied.

    Kiana scratched her cheek, looking somewhat embarrassed. After all, the biggest problem literally came out of her. This time, she had definitely screwed everyone over.

    Sin Mal remained unfazed. As long as Bronya gave the order, it didn’t matter what kind of enemy stood before them—this loyal dog would charge in without hesitation.

    Wendy pursed her lips, silent but resolute. As the squad leader, she bore responsibility for their previous defeat. Moreover, even in the area where she excelled, she had been utterly crushed by that bugged-out Herrscher of the Void. She admitted her failure, but she refused to let it happen again.

    Raiden Mei glanced at her teammates, feeling a pang of guilt.

    If—

    If she had resolved her own internal rejection of her power earlier…

    If she had fought alongside Wendy and the others from the start…

    Wouldn’t their situation be much better right now?

    Seele clenched her small fists tightly, the most visibly shaken among them. She was the youngest, with the simplest background, never meant to be involved in war. Yet, the loss of her power had caused the other Seele to fall into a deep slumber, leaving her unable to communicate with or even confirm the other Seele’s well-being. No matter what, Seele had to do something about it. In the end, she bit her lip and stubbornly looked at Bronya, showing no intention of backing down.

    As for Ana, she held a thick introductory book in her arms and let out a silent sigh—not exactly feeling "reborn," but the past few days had indeed brought her significant growth. She had no fear of battle.

    "Not bad..."

    A barely noticeable smile crossed Bronya’s lips. No matter what, at least she saw no fear or defeatist attitudes. Just from that alone, the Herrscher team had already made great strides in their mindset.

    "Before we talk about the future, let’s first reflect on the past," Bronya said, her voice steady. "I’ve watched all of your actions from start to finish. Your initial probing was decisive, and your decision to split up mid-operation was based on a reasonable understanding of the mission’s nature. There were no fundamental issues with these decisions. So then, what caused this failure? Wendy, can you answer?"

    Bronya pointed her teaching stick at Wendy, her expression unreadable.

    Wendy hesitated for a moment before answering,

    "Lack of proper intelligence work… and we got careless."

    "Good, that's an accurate summary!" Bronya nodded approvingly. "Yes, from a pure strategic standpoint, you first conducted an aggressive recon mission, sacrificing Ana’s Authority in the process. That led to a major victory. But then, you grew overconfident. Because of that, Kiana proposed splitting the team, and Wendy agreed. After that, Wendy acted with only Seele, failing to consider her complete lack of battle experience. You also didn't account for how losing Kiana would weaken your ability to deal with spatial threats.”

    "In short, you all got cocky. You assumed the Herrscher of Thousands would be easy to handle. You treated the whole thing like a training exercise, thinking a bit of carelessness wouldn’t matter, right?"

    The Herrscher Squad collectively lowered their heads.

    Bronya’s tone remained calm throughout, but that only made them feel even more ridiculous about their past selves.

    Shaking her head slightly, Bronya continued,

    "The situation with the Herrscher of the Void was indeed unexpected. But if you hadn’t underestimated your enemy, even if you still lost, at the very least, you wouldn’t have given up so much power. In short, I expect you to learn from this mistake.”

    "Sigurd once told us—ignorance and weakness are not the greatest threats to survival. Arrogance is."

    Bronya’s teaching stick pointed at each of them in turn, pressing a heavy weight upon their minds.

    As Sigurd’s most trusted lieutenant, she had learned more from him than anyone else. In terms of warfare, she already had multiple successful solo operations and command-level victories. Her words carried not only the authority of a strong warrior but also the influence of Sigurd himself—making it impossible for anyone to refute them.

    After a brief pause to give the team time to reflect, Bronya knocked on the blackboard again. The display changed, and she resumed,

    "Alright, now onto the main topic. First and foremost, this is your last chance to turn things around.

    "The Herrscher of the Void’s threat level is already high enough. I will not allow her any further opportunity to grow, nor will I let her interfere with the Grandmaster’s plans.

    "I have arranged for backup forces, including Teacher Fu Hua and Durandal, along with a series of extermination strategies. If you fail, I will eliminate the Herrscher of the Void without hesitation.

    "This is your only chance.

    "Now, given the power disparity between our forces, sending you in head-on would be unrealistic. So, I have requested special support measures from Sigurd. The next phase of the operation will be built around these reinforcements."

    Bronya looked around at the group and then said,

    "The details of the plan are as follows—"
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    Chapter 263: Two Ends

    “Your Majesty, in accordance with your command, the number of ‘Mob’ units has been fully replenished. We stand ready to serve you, no matter the cost. May we ask what our next course of action shall be? Please grant us your orders.”

    The Host knelt on one knee at the foot of the pristine white staircase, responding with utmost reverence. Behind her, tens of thousands of identical puppet-like beings knelt in perfect unison. The wind passed through them, yet not a single sound was made, as if they were lifeless sculptures.

    Atop the staircase, the Queen of the Void sat upon the massive claw of a white dragon. She did not respond, simply gazing blankly into the empty sky, lost in thought.

    Benares lowered its once-proud dragon head, allowing its queen to gently stroke its sleek, elegant, snow-white snout. After so many years, they were finally reunited. At this moment, nothing could bring Benares greater happiness.

    After a long silence, Sirin cast a sidelong glance at the motionless Host.

    “Leave. Await my orders.”

    Her voice was cold, carrying an undeniable authority.

    “Yes!” × N

    The dolls answered in unison, then simultaneously withdrew from the space.

    In the now empty world, only Sirin remained, accompanied by the massive dragon coiling around her.

    “Heh, a bunch of scheming insects, truly filthy and repulsive. Bella, you alone will remain eternally loyal to me, won’t you?”

    “Rooar~~”

    [Forever, my Queen!]

    “I knew it. Come, fuse with this Gem of Conquest. You shall gain the power to reclaim and revive the lost ones... Bella, I will never let you leave me again.”

    Sirin pressed a fragment of the gem into Benares’ body, then ran her fingers along its armored scales, a faint smile forming on her lips.

    Yet, Benares' enormous body showed no visible change. This was to be expected—after all, the power of the Herrscher of the Thousand People only granted the ability of rebirth. In terms of raw energy, it provided Benares with almost no real enhancement.

    Still, receiving her Queen’s gift made Benares instinctively shift its great head, rubbing its snout against Sirin’s cheek in a gesture of intimacy and joy.

    Sirin allowed the affectionate gesture. In those golden eyes, she saw not just the great white dragon with its bowed head, but also the dragon girl who clung to her side, her face filled with unshakable devotion. This was a being she had created—one who would remain eternally loyal, forever by her side until the end of time.

    “This world does not need humanity. As long as I have Bella, that’s enough... right?”

    Sirin murmured, as if confiding in Benares, though she was really convincing herself.

    “Roar—”

    [Of course, my Queen!]

    Benares rumbled in agreement, its loyalty and submission unwavering.

    Sirin remained silent for a moment.

    “Yes... that’s right. I only need Bella. Everything else is fake, nothing but deceit! As long as Bella is with me, I need nothing else.”

    One hand resting on Benares’ snout, the other pressing against her chest, Sirin allowed all the chaotic emotions in her heart to fade away, leaving only a cold, unshakable resolve in her eyes.

    “Rooar~~”

    Sensing her Queen’s unease, Benares let out a low growl, suggesting that she simply freeze the treacherous puppets in ice—after all, their only purpose was to serve as disposable tools. As long as they were alive, that was enough.

    It was both a way to change the subject and a reflection of Benares' perception of Sirin. The Queen of the Void had always acted with absolute dominance and unwavering self-interest—hesitation was not in her nature.

    Sirin stroked Benares’ smooth yet rigid scales and let out a soft chuckle.

    “The me from back then… was too naïve. I knew nothing of this world beyond hatred, and that ignorance led to my repeated failures. This time, I won’t make the same mistakes. Five powers… they are still far from enough to deal with that monster.”

    Sirin spoke with icy detachment. As memories of her past humiliations resurfaced, a murderous intent quietly spread through her heart.

    Over the years, Sigurd had forcibly pressed Kiana’s head down and made her learn a vast amount of knowledge. Throughout this process, whatever Kiana gained, Sirin—who shared the same origin—naturally gained as well. This included tactics, strategy, and an understanding of the current situation.

    Sigurd had never put up any defenses against Kiana. Everything she should know and even things she shouldn’t—countless advanced technologies and hidden powers—had all been laid bare before her. And if Kiana knew, then Sirin naturally knew a great deal as well.

    On top of that, after their battle of consciousness on the Moon, that maniacal Kiana might not have crushed Sirin’s wrath and pride, but she had certainly beaten some rationality into her.

    With all these factors combined, Sirin was now remarkably clear-headed.

    Even when she had wielded the power of six Herrschers, she had still suffered defeat. Now, with only five Herrscher abilities at her disposal, she knew—it was far from enough.

    "Five years ago, that guy could already wield four Herrscher powers and incinerate an entire continent in a single strike. Five years later, there's no telling how powerful that monster has become. I must grow stronger… only then can I kill him!"

    Sirin muttered to herself, a fleeting trace of hesitation flashing through her eyes before an overwhelming killing intent took its place.

    Benares let out a low growl, puzzled. She didn’t understand who her queen was referring to, but it didn’t matter. Whoever dared stand in the way of her queen—Benares would tear them apart without hesitation.

    Sirin chuckled at her dragon’s reaction and gently patted its snout in reassurance.

    “No need, Bella. That monster is mine to deal with. But before that, I must first reclaim the Gem of Plague and the Herrscher of Thunder’s authority, and then seize the Herrscher of Reason’s power. With eight Herrscher abilities and immortality on my side, this time—I will eradicate all of humanity!"

    Sirin’s potential could be summed up in one sentence: Other Herrschers had only one ability because they could only have one. Sirin, however, had once wielded six powers because there had only been six at the time. Even she herself could not see the limits of her strength.

    “Roar—”

    [My Queen shall have all that she desires!]

    “Wait for the right moment, Bella. We need the perfect opportunity.”

    Sirin spoke softly, and as her emotions shifted, the light in the space dimmed, as if night had fallen.

    <+>

    Nightfall. The Starry Sky.

    Once again, Kiana found herself at the observation deck, standing where one could almost reach out and pluck the stars from the sky. Holding a warm cup of milk tea, she gazed at the vast expanse of starlight with an indifferent expression.

    “Kiana, I thought I’d find you here.”

    A soft voice, as gentle as the wind, came from behind.

    Kiana turned her head and saw Mei approaching in delicate ribboned sandals, her long dress flowing with her steps. Her warm, autumn-water eyes shimmered with a gentle smile.

    “Mei? What are you doing here?”

    “Anyone who knows you well can tell—when you’re in a bad mood, you always come here to watch the scenery… You probably picked up that habit from Mr. Sigurd, didn’t you? He liked to rest here too.”

    “Oh? You’re mentioning Sig’s name without shuddering? Looks like stepping past the Herrscher threshold has improved your mental resilience!”

    “Kiana, as long as you’re not deliberately trying to scare me, just hearing his name isn’t going to do much to me…” Mei said, half exasperated and half amused, blinking knowingly at Kiana. “So, what’s on your mind? The Herrscher of the Void?”

    Kiana shook her head and smiled faintly.

    “It’s not that I’m feeling bad, really. It’s just… when she left this body, she left behind a lot of memories I couldn’t see before. Now, I just feel… a little lost, I guess.”

    “That’s okay. Kiana is Kiana. We all know that.”

    “Yes, yes! And don’t look at me like you’re worried I’ll get upset—I said I’m fine. Besides…”

    Moreover, Sigurd had already ‘comforted’ her…

    At this thought, Kiana’s face flushed red, and she instinctively turned away in embarrassment.

    Raiden Mei tilted her head slightly and asked,

    “And what else?”

    “And… maybe the truly pitiful one isn’t me, but her. Because I came into this world as a blank slate, I had the power to make my own choices from the very beginning. And now, I’m lucky enough to have gained so much happiness. But she… She inherited nothing but resentment and power. Maybe she never even had a choice—maybe she was destined to turn against this world.”

    Kiana spoke, initially just trying to change the subject, but in the end, she let out a complicated sigh.

    Raiden Mei recalled that cold, murderous figure from head to toe, hesitated for a moment, then asked,

    “Kiana… do you pity her?”

    “I know it might not be appropriate. But she’s like another version of me. When I compare our experiences and circumstances… I just can’t bring myself to feel nothing.”

    “I understand. And it’s okay. Kiana’s kindness and warmth… I’ve always been able to feel them.”

    “…She probably wouldn’t think so.”

    Kiana scratched her face, recalling the battle of consciousness on the Moon. Back then, she had been like a rabid, drowning dog, desperate to give Sigurd an answer. Honestly, looking back, it was hard to say who had been more unhinged at that moment.

    Finishing the last sip of her milk tea, Kiana smacked her lips and said,

    “Whatever. In the end, we’re enemies standing on opposite sides. She has her own thoughts and will, and I have things I must protect. If we meet on the battlefield again… I’ll fight with everything I have to defeat her and reclaim that Herrscher power.”

    Kiana declared with unwavering determination
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    Chapter 264: Heart Blade

    The Queen of the Void had gone into seclusion. This was something that would surprise everyone except herself, including Welt, who was in the midst of executing a grand plan.

    "That radical and reckless Herrscher of the Void, filled with resentment, actually managed to restrain herself? Whatever, she'll show up sooner or later. I still have a lot to do. You all just do your best, and come find me if you need anything."

    In a brief encounter before breakfast, Welt spoke to Kiana and Bronya with his usual gentle expression before quickly departing, as if he were too busy to even pause for a moment.

    Kiana and Bronya exchanged a glance but remained silent.

    In truth, that was no longer the Sirin of the past. That person had truly perished. The current Herrscher of the Void was merely a new soul born from the remnants of Sirin’s resentment and power, something akin to Kiana herself. She had wanted to share this information, but Welt left too quickly for her to speak.

    The two then entered the dining hall.

    All the members of the anti-Sirin battle squad had already gathered. Seele and Mei were distributing breakfast.

    Meanwhile, Sin Mal enthusiastically guided Bronya to her seat—though she had already taken the liberty of reserving the seat next to Bronya for herself.

    On the other side, a small hat belonging to Seele had already been placed on a seat near Bronya, marking its ownership.

    Bronya glanced at the starry-eyed Sin Mal, then at Seele, whose gaze was slightly averted, before calmly taking her seat.

    After receiving feeding services from both Sin Mal and Seele—something she was evidently used to—Bronya nonchalantly asked Seele:

    "Has the other Seele still not awakened?"

    "No... I can feel that she’s still here, but she’s very weak and in a deep sleep."

    Seele placed her hands over her heart, her slightly furrowed brows expressing her concern.

    Bronya patted Seele’s head gently and reassured her:

    "Don’t worry too much. Your situation is similar to Wendy’s—just a temporary power depletion after losing your authority. You’ll recover over time."

    At that moment, Wendy, who had been deep in thought, looked over and nodded, acknowledging Bronya’s words.

    "Mm, Seele understands. Thank you, Sister Bronya."

    Seele smiled softly.

    Breakfast concluded with each person lost in their own thoughts.

    Afterward, some went to find Durandal to familiarize themselves with their Herrscher abilities, some went to receive new equipment, and others went to discuss tactics. Under Bronya’s arrangements, everyone dispersed in an orderly fashion.

    Though the Herrscher of the Void's continued silence over the past ten days was unexpected, Bronya found it reasonable. Even someone as reckless as Kiana occasionally had moments of wisdom—so it was not inconceivable that the once-brash Herrscher of the Void had learned caution.

    Since they couldn’t track down the Herrscher of the Void in the real world, they needed to focus on strengthening their own combat power, refining their tactics, and making thorough preparations.

    The Herrscher of the Void was waiting, but they, too, needed time to prepare and improve.

    While everyone else was busy, Kiana alone made her way to an unoccupied training hall that occupied an entire floor.

    <+>

    In the center of the vast training hall stood a small square table, with several green meditation cushions placed around it.

    When Kiana entered, Fu Hua, who was accustomed to waking up early, was already sitting cross-legged at the table. She had a slight smile on her lips as she gently stroked Book of Fuxi with her fingertips while gazing at two cups of tea.

    "Mmm... Yes, yes, right there! Just a little more pressure! So comfortable~~"

    Book of Fuxi rested on Fu Hua’s palm, tilting its chin up to enjoy the delicate caress of a slender white finger. It looked utterly relaxed and content.

    Following Book of Fuxi's instructions, Fu Hua continued her gentle strokes. The long sleeves and hem of her robe draped casually on the ground. Not only did her lips curve into a faint smile, but it seemed as if even the tips of her hair radiated warmth. In this moment, she did not resemble a decisive and battle-hardened immortal of Shenzhou but rather a gentle and elegant older sister from next door.

    "You're here? Sit down, Kiana."

    "Teacher Fu Hua seems to be in a great mood!"

    "Eternal beauty is rare, but a pleasing sight is a true delight... Perhaps it’s because Kiana is so beautiful that I am indeed in good spirits."

    "Eh? Teacher Fu Hua actually knows how to joke! You’re so different from when we first met!"

    Hearing the serious and old-fashioned compliment, Kiana blushed slightly before sitting down. Compared to Fu Hua, who remained as poised as a mountain, Kiana—who disliked rigid postures—appeared far more casual and laid-back. She responded with a playful grin.

    Fu Hua tilted her head slightly, her serene and ethereal eyes blinking as she asked after a brief pause:

    "Have I changed that much?"

    "Of course! When I first met you at Tai Xu Mountain, I thought you were some kind of wooden doll—you looked so lost, like your soul was missing, and there was no light in your eyes. Then, you became this rigid old scholar who was obsessed with rules and discipline. But now, you're different. You smile more— It's like you've come back to life!"

    Kiana gestured dramatically with her hands as she spoke. Then, she grabbed her teacup and tipped it into her mouth, gulping it down like she was rinsing her throat before swallowing it all at once.

    Watching this, Fu Hua shook her head with a helpless smile.

    "But you’re still the same—so reckless and unrestrained. If Sigurd saw you, he'd probably have a headache all over again."

    "Hehe! He’s not here, so I’m not afraid!"

    Kiana puffed out her chest with a proud, triumphant look.

    Little did she know that behind her, a few invisible worker drones adjusted their miniature cameras, silently and dutifully recording the moment.

    Fu Hua cast a glance at the seemingly empty space, a knowing smile in her eyes.

    These two—so at odds yet so complementary—were people she had watched grow up.

    Their dynamic had always been particularly amusing to her.

    At the same time, she felt a deep sense of relief. Kiana, who carried a dangerous power, had Sigurd as a safe harbor, and Sigurd, who was fiercely independent, had Kiana as his weakness. Without this balance, either of them could have become an unimaginable threat.

    "Sigh..."

    Fu Hua let out a soft sigh, tapping Book of Fuxi on the head and stopping her cat-like indulgence.

    "The Six Fists stance is an art of coordination between body, will, and Honkai energy. You have the right qualities, and after years of training, you've made progress. But the Art of Taixuan Sword is different. Each of its five essences depends on something distinct, and whether one can master it largely depends on personal opportunity. Its essence and profound mysteries... To be honest, I have no confidence in teaching it to anyone, because it is not a state that can be conveyed with mere words. Kiana, are you sure you want to spend your precious preparation time on such a slim possibility?"

    "Teacher Fu Hua, I think my Blade Heart has entered the Make the Taixuan thrust stage."

    "What!?"

    Fu Hua’s normally serene expression shifted, revealing rare surprise.

    Kiana sat up straight, closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and slowly exhaled. When she reopened her eyes, her blue irises glowed faintly. All traces of restlessness and playfulness had vanished, replaced by a stillness as calm and profound as a mirror-like lake.

    Fu Hua’s lips parted slightly, momentarily at a loss.

    "How... did you do it?"

    "I can't fully explain it myself. I suppose after she left me, things that I couldn’t understand before suddenly became clear. Many thoughts that once troubled me just faded away... Then, one morning, I woke up and realized I had crossed all four Stages of Taixuan Blade Heart—Be as still as water, Be free from dust, Be as clear as a mirror, and finally, Make the Taixuan thrust."

    Fu Hua pondered for a moment before nodding.

    "The Blade Heart is difficult to comprehend, but even harder to attain because it requires self-liberation. Those who carry too many burdens in their hearts may never step through the gate in their lifetime. Yet, a single moment of enlightenment is not unheard of… In any case, congratulations, Kiana. Do you feel anything new?"

    "A new feeling? Hmm… At that moment, I suddenly had this sense that the whole world was open to me, that I could go anywhere. Does that count?"

    "That is the process of breaking free from the shackles of the heart. You have passed through it, and now the sky is vast, and the seas are boundless for you. The advancement of your Blade Heart means that you can now absorb and release Honkai energy with complete ease, reducing its erosion on your body and mind to an absolute minimum… In a way, saying ‘the world is open to you’ is quite accurate."

    Fu Hua looked at Kiana with a genuine and heartfelt smile.

    Over the years, many children had been sent by Anti-Entropy and Schicksal to learn from her. But talent, temperament, comprehension, and opportunity—these factors had barred countless students from ever stepping through the true gates of martial arts.

    Most people only managed to pick up some Honkai energy control techniques and basic combat skills. That was helpful, of course, but compared to the true essence of Fu Hua’s knowledge, it was insignificant.

    Among all her students, the most promising ones were the girls around Sigurd. Wendy and Mei had each made progress in Six Fists stances; Bronya had reached the Be as still as water stage of Taixuan Blade Heart; Seele had even entered the Be as clear as a mirror stage, though she lacked the fighting spirit to match. Kiana had previously integrated Six Fists stances into her physical combat—impressive, but nothing beyond that.

    But now, for the first time, Fu Hua felt as if she had finally found a seed worth nurturing.

    <+>

    Tn: If anybody is interested, I archived this from an official FB post ages ago. Gives some interesting insight into the Edge of Taixuan:

    ❨Art of Taixuan Sword❩

    =============== 【Origin】===============

    The people in Shenzhou under the guidence of a guardian from the Previous Era, Phoenix (Fu Hua) learnt how to use / direct the Honkai energy for themselves. They call it "Blade Ki".

    The Shenzou martial artists can intake Honkai energy (Blade Ki) to strengthen themselves, however the success rate isn't high and there's a chance to zombiefy themselves. (it's a term that they use in wuxia novels where overloading themselves with ki training makes you go mad).

    The martial art of intaking Blade Ki (Honkai Energy) is a method created by the Phoenix to adapt Honkai energy around them, to minimise risks of corruption and such. This technique is called Taixuan Blade Heart, first stage of Art of Taixuan.

    Fu Hua's group is the most recognised and the strongest one with using the Art of Taixuan Sword.

    ============= 【Blade Ki】 =============

    There's 5 essences of Art of Taixuan Sword: Heart, Form, Meaning, Soul and Divinity.

    Among them, "Heart" and "Meaning" are internal strengths, Ki and mind training. "Form" and "Soul" are the sword skills. Divinity is when you perfect absolute everything, from sword skill to training your mind.

    Although the name is "Blade Ki", if you really want to deify the sword, Blade Ki by Heart, you must understand the 5th essences, "Divinity". For thousands of years, there's only 2 people who reached the 5th essences, that is Phoenix and Li Sushuang.

    When you reach the 5th essence, you become one with your will, you forge the blade with your mind and strength it with your heart, the true understanding of the Art of Taixuan Sword.

    * The "Edge of Taixuan" is the ability of 5th essences. Which is the Fu Hua's last attack on Sirin. (Image 1)

    ============= 【4 Stages of Taixuan Blade Heart】 =============

    ◆ 1st stage. Be as still as water. (To adapt and know yourself to every situation come)

    ◆ 2nd stage. Be free from dust. (Remove all negative thoughts or be pure.)

    ◆ 3rd stage. Be as clear as a mirror. (to clear your mind and let yourself free from your own ego, but let the reasoning show your way instead)

    ◆ 4th stage. Make the Taixuan thrust. (Which means greater void.)

    In the "Art of Taixuan Sword", the Heart is the essence of entry, and it's the most difficult thing to learn, if you can't get this part you can't continue. The younger you are, learning the Blade Heart, it will become more purer. The elder who practice the Blade Heart will take a long time to master it, and their effort will be in vain.

    ★ Note 1 : Blade Heart can be broken or go backward, if you break one of those 4 stage.

    Ex : When you felt confusion or guilt, you will go back to the 3rd stage. Because you need to reach inner peace to get to the 4th stage.

    The author of Honkai Classroom said that the art (martial art) of intaking Blade Ki (Honkai energy) is a method left by the "Previous Era" to adapt to Honkai Energy around them, to minimise risks of corruption and such.

    ★ Note 2 : You don't even need Fenghuang Down to use "Edge of Taixuan" ability, since Ling Sushuang could actually use it.

    Tao, the essence of everything, takes no sides in conflict. The blade is formless, but needs no form. The edge, though shapeless, fills every space. This is my blade. This is the edge of the Blade of Taixuan. It is formelss, yet vast. Infinity its span. Its essence is divine. And ends where it began. For there is no escape from the Edge of Taixuan. It is beyond fury, hatred, envy or wrath. The Edge of Taixuan cannot be defined, for it is beyond every aspect of design. From burning stars to specks of sand, nothing stands against the Blade of Taixuan.

    It is the origin of change, the impetus behind creation and cannot be restricted by forms. It is the Edge of Taixuan.
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    Chapter 265: If You Died, Sigurd Would Fall Into Madness

    "Teacher Fu Hua, I want to try cultivating the Edge of Taixuan— No, I should say I need to master the Edge of Taixuan!"

    The light in her eyes dimmed for a moment, but then Kiana’s gaze regained its liveliness, filled with unwavering determination.

    Fu Hua nodded, then shook her head.

    "I'll say it again—I have no certainty that I can teach you the Edge of Taixuan. And if you are too eager for results, you will essentially cut off any chance of mastering it. Think carefully. Instead of chasing something so elusive, wouldn’t it be more meaningful to refine your current abilities to their absolute limits using advanced equipment?"

    "But that’s not enough to defeat Sirin, is it?"

    Kiana responded rationally, her clear, resolute eyes staring straight at Fu Hua.

    Fu Hua paused, momentarily speechless.

    Kiana sighed and continued:

    "She already possesses five Authorities. Even without considering how well she has mastered them, just the sheer energy disparity makes it an impossible battle. And I—no matter how well I follow the plan... At most, I will be able to wield two Authorities when the time comes. The gap in power is just too vast. I'm not afraid of her, nor do I fear a grueling fight. But willpower alone accomplishes nothing. Only by bringing every ounce of strength to its peak do I stand a chance to defeat her and reclaim everything we've lost."

    Her logic was crystal clear—so clear that Fu Hua could only smile helplessly.

    In truth, Sigurd, Fu Hua, Welt, and even Bronya herself never expected these young warriors to defeat the Herrscher of the Void, who wielded five Authorities and could resurrect endlessly at will.

    This battle was meant to make them taste hardship and failure. Only by giving their all and still facing inevitable defeat could they gain a deeper understanding of both Honkai and themselves.

    But obviously, the Herrscher Squad, especially Kiana—the one most deeply involved—had an entirely different mindset!

    Seeing the unwavering resolve in Kiana’s eyes, Fu Hua slowly nodded.

    "I understand. If you are prepared for the possibility of gaining nothing and ultimately suffering a crushing defeat... then I can try to teach you."

    "Hehe! It’s fine—I know you guys have my back. I also know that Sig doesn’t particularly care whether we win or lose. But if I’m going to do this, I want to do it right. I'm not a child anymore—I want to show him that I can stand by his side and take on the responsibilities I should bear!"

    Kiana pressed her hand against her chest, her smile both sweet and determined.

    For a long time now, Sigurd’s excessive protection of her had gradually eased, thanks to her own persistence. But Kiana knew very well—he had never truly stopped worrying about her.

    For example, he had abandoned his original plans just to return from the Sea of Quanta to check on her. And when they reunited earlier, she had already figured it out—this entire "trial" had been under his constant watchful gaze. If anything happened that he couldn’t accept, he would end it immediately.

    That’s not right!

    A commander who pays too much attention to one person is prone to making mistakes in their decisions.

    And someone who constantly forces Sigurd to divide his focus and take care of them is not someone who’s not worthy to be his partner, nor a competent comrade-in-arms.

    Kiana didn’t want to be a caged bird in Sigurd’s hands forever.

    She wanted to be a strong fighter he could truly trust, rely on, and stand beside without worry.

    Fu Hua looked at Kiana and let out a sigh.

    "Alright, I will teach you."

    "Thank you, Teacher Fu Hua!"

    "Be prepared—I'm still not optimistic about your chances."

    "It’s fine. Anything is better than a guaranteed failure, right?"

    Kiana smiled. She seemed unconcerned about whether she could truly master the Edge of Taixuan, but the three of them knew—she had come with unwavering resolve.

    Just then, the Book of Fuxi floated over, holding a tiny teacup in its hands. It took a sip of tea, then sighed and shook its head.

    "Lass, you still don’t understand."

    "Hmm?"

    "For young Sigurd, whether you're strong or not doesn’t matter. What he wants is for you to be safe… Why put yourself through all this? Just relax, stay by his side, and let him use his genius without worry. That’s the safest choice with the greatest rewards!"

    "…I actually understand what you're saying. But with Honkai looming over us, Sig needs all the help that he can get."

    Kiana pressed her lips together before continuing,

    "And besides, so many people are in danger. I can't just stand by and do nothing."

    The Book of Fuxi let out another sigh, then pointed its tiny finger at itself.

    "Look at me, and then think about how the Immortal was when she didn't have me taking care of her. If you disappear like I once did, Sigurd will be the next Immortal— No, knowing him, he might become something even worse. I can’t even imagine what would happen if that guy truly went mad. What would the world become?"

    "That won’t happen! Sig knows resurrection techniques!"

    "Resurrection has its limits. What if you fall within those limits? And even if we assume the best outcome—yes, he can bring you back. But before that happens, can you imagine his wrath? Ugh, just thinking about it makes my neck feel cold."

    "…"

    Kiana lowered her head, completely at a loss for words.

    Even Fu Hua showed a moment of hesitation.

    It was true—Sigurd’s concern for Kiana was unparalleled. 

    Anyone with eyes could see that. 

    And when considering the fight against Honkai—not just that, but the fate of entire civilization—Sigurd losing control could be the single most terrifying risk of all.

    At that moment, the Book of Fuxi stretched out its tiny hands and patted Kiana’s forehead.

    "So, don’t die."

    "Eh?"

    "I mean it. Don’t be like this Immortal next to me and throw everything away in a reckless fight. Remember, there’s someone who cannot bear to lose you waiting for you. If you care about him, don’t make him grieve. If you care about this world, don’t push him into madness because of you. Simply put—cherish yourself. You’re far more important than you think. That’s my warning to you."

    "Alright then, do your best! I’m off to make money."

    Feeling that the upcoming discussion would be tedious and beyond its expertise, the Book of Fuxi lazily floated away.

    Kiana remained frozen in place for a long moment before muttering absentmindedly,

    "But… I heard they’re about to introduce a new currency and distribution policy. The money she earns now might be useless by then…"

    "You should have said that before she left… Never mind. Just let her be."

    Fu Hua first looked speechless, then resigned.

    After that, her expression grew serious.

    "I fully understand your resolve now. Learning Edge of Taixuan ultimately hinges on enlightenment. At its core, it is about surpassing limits on a consciousness level—a realm with no upper boundary. If you can master it, then yes, it may give you a chance at victory. I will now guide you into the realm of consciousness to show you my understanding of it. Prepare yourself."

    "Yes, Teacher Fu Hua!"
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    Chapter 266: I Am Starting to Understand

    "The Edge of Taixuan cannot be defined, for it is beyond every aspect of design. From burning stars to specks of sand, nothing stands against the Blade of Taixuan…."

    "Blade of Taixuan..."

    "Taixuan..."

    "??? ┐(´-｀)┌ ???"

    In the vast, clear-skied consciousness realm, Kiana sat cross-legged on the ground, gazing up at the colossal divine sword descending from the heavens. Her expression shifted from deep contemplation to solemn focus, and finally, to complete bewilderment—Kiana gave up trying to understand.

    "Kiana, did you gain any insights?"

    The divine sword, massive as though capable of splitting the sky itself, hung in midair for a moment before slowly dissipating. Fu Hua’s ethereal voice echoed throughout the boundless realm.

    Kiana crossed her arms, tilted her head back, and stared at the sky, her face scrunched up in frustration. After hesitating, she cautiously asked,

    "Teacher Fu Hua, um… could you maybe do it one more time?"

    A faint breeze passed through the realm, leaving an extended silence in its wake.

    Then, Fu Hua’s voice resounded again, calm and unwavering.

    "Even though it wasn’t a direct attack, Edge of Taixuan is still one of my most profound techniques, and its impact on your mind is inevitable. You've managed to withstand it three times, which is beyond my expectations. However, any further attempts will do more harm than good."

    Her voice gradually faded.

    Kiana, still seated, felt a wave of dizziness and a strange sense of disorientation—then, the world around her shifted.

    When her awareness returned, she was back in the spacious training hall. Across from her, Fu Hua sat gracefully, pouring tea with an air of serene elegance.

    "Have some tea to clear your mind."

    "Thanks, Teacher Fu Hua."

    Kiana chugged the tea in one go. Then, suddenly, she patted her forehead and shook her head vigorously.

    Fu Hua set the teapot down and reached out, lightly tapping Kiana’s forehead with a slender, jade-like finger.

    "Hiss— huh? It’s gone?"

    Kiana blinked in surprise—the sluggishness clouding her mind had completely vanished.

    Fu Hua smiled faintly and shook her head.

    "I only eased the effects for you. Facing Edge of Taixuan puts a significant strain on your mind. Make sure to get plenty of rest tonight."

    "No problem! I always go to bed early!"

    Kiana grinned, flashing a set of healthy, pristine white teeth.

    Indeed, her daily routine was generally quite healthy—because if it wasn’t, certain unavoidable forces would ensure that it became so. Over the years, it wasn’t just her sleep schedule; most of her habits had been shaped into peak discipline through external intervention.

    Fu Hua nodded silently, then asked,

    "So, no progress, I assume?"

    "Uh… I didn’t really get it."

    "As expected. Rather than thinking of the Edge of Taixuan as a technique, you should see it as a state of mind—one that must be comprehended, not forcibly understood."

    "You’re making it sound even more cryptic— And it was already cryptic to begin with. I was actually pretty confident at first!"

    Kiana pouted, grumbling under her breath.

    Fu Hua sighed, pressing a hand to her forehead. Was this girl already thinking about giving up?

    "So, will you continue tomorrow?"

    "Of course!"

    Kiana answered without hesitation.

    Her unwavering determination gave Fu Hua a small sense of relief. Whether or not Kiana could succeed was one thing, but a fickle, three-minute enthusiasm was something Fu Hua could never approve of.

    "Then go rest. You can also take this time to reflect on your experience. If you have any questions, feel free to ask me anytime."

    "OK! I’m off! Take your time and enjoy your tea, Teacher! Bye!"

    Kiana leaped to her feet and dashed out of the training hall in an instant.

    The next day, same place, same routine.

    After enduring three rounds of Edge of Taixuan, Kiana slumped down, looking drained. She grabbed her tea and gulped it down.

    "Ahhh~ Teacher Fu Hua, is this really something a normal person can learn?"

    "Are you implying that I’m not a normal person?"

    "Considering your power level… yeah, kinda."

    Kiana nodded solemnly.

    Fu Hua opened her mouth but didn’t know what to say for a moment.

    "..."

    After a brief silence, she suddenly understood something—why, despite how adorable Kiana was, Sigurd still often felt the need to hang her upside down.

    "Anyway, it took me thousands of years to comprehend this realm. It’s perfectly normal to gain nothing in just a day or two. The Edge of Taixuan isn’t something you can rush. If you become obsessed with immediate success, you’ll only end up wandering outside the threshold, never truly grasping its essence."

    "Alright then, we’ll continue tomorrow."

    "That’s fine. Get some rest and replenish your energy."

    "Yes! See you tomorrow, Teacher Fu Hua!"

    With her usual boundless energy, Kiana jumped up, waved enthusiastically, and left.

    Day Seven

    Returning from the consciousness realm, Fu Hua, as usual, brewed a cup of tea and gently slid it toward Kiana.

    Kiana reached out with trembling hands, carefully lifted the teacup, took a sip—then stared ahead blankly, her eyes void of any light.

    "Did you gain any insights today?"

    "Still… still nothing…"

    "Then we’ll continue tomorrow. You may go."

    "Oh…"

    Slowly, Kiana got to her feet and wobbled toward the door. Just as she reached the exit, her forehead slammed directly into the doorframe.

    She froze.

    Then, in a burst of frustration, she started punching and kicking the doorframe repeatedly before finally stumbling away while clutching her forehead, grumbling the entire time.

    Day Fourteen

    As always, Fu Hua brewed tea and slid the cup toward Kiana with her usual calm demeanor.

    Kiana: trembling…

    Teacup: trembling…

    Before she could even take a sip, all the tea had already spilled out from the shaking.

    "Your face is pale. Clearly, your mental strength isn’t keeping up. Perhaps you should take a break for a day or two?"

    "—No! We continue tomorrow!"

    Kiana slammed the teacup down on the table, gritting her teeth with determination.

    Then, with a dramatic flop, she collapsed sideways onto the floor, wiggling her hips as she crawled worm-like toward the exit—standing up and walking properly was simply too exhausting!

    Day Twenty

    Fu Hua waited an extra ten minutes before Kiana finally arrived.

    She rolled in.

    Yes, she was literally lying on the ground, rolling forward like a log, inching her way toward the training area.

    Fu Hua silently watched this scene unfold while pressing a fingertip against Book of Fuxi’s tiny mouth—to keep her from bursting into laughter.

    Kiana finally rolled close enough, dragged herself up by clutching onto the table, then slumped over it, her upper body draped lifelessly across the surface.

    "Te… ach… er… let’s… begin…"

    Kiana’s voice was slow and weak, like a ghost freshly floating out of its coffin.

    Fu Hua paused for a moment before giving a small nod.

    As always, they entered the consciousness realm, where Kiana endured three rounds of Edge of Taixuan.

    Upon returning to reality, Fu Hua saw an utterly drained and pale-white Kiana, her soul seemingly drifting out of her mouth.

    "Just give up. There will be other chances in the future. You don’t need to push yourself this hard—"

    "Wait!"

    Suddenly, Kiana grabbed Fu Hua’s wrist.

    She lifted her head—on her small, pale face, those damp, bright blue eyes shone with an unusual intensity.

    "Tomorrow… we continue!"

    Her voice was resolute, allowing no room for argument.

    Fu Hua hesitated for a moment.

    "…Did you finally have a breakthrough?"

    "I don’t know! But we’re continuing tomorrow!"

    "Kiana, you—"

    "Please, Teacher Fu Hua!"

    Faced with those determined and unwavering eyes, Fu Hua felt a tremor in her heart.

    After a brief silence, she nodded.

    Kiana immediately let go of her wrist, grabbed the teapot, and—without bothering with the cup—tilted it directly into her mouth.

    Half a minute later, Kiana collapsed onto the floor again, looking utterly soulless. Like a little defeated kitten, she slowly rolled away.

    Fu Hua instinctively wanted to help her up—but in the end, she held back.

    For some reason, watching Kiana like this was… incredibly amusing.

    At that moment, Fu Hua felt a deep connection with Sigurd.

    She, too, wanted to raise a Kiana.

    Why was she so ridiculously entertaining?

    It wasn’t just about watching her suffer—it was the way Kiana, despite the exhaustion, remained completely unyielding and charged forward without hesitation.

    Just watching her was enough to fill people with strength.
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    Chapter 267: Just for Fun, Little Rascal

    "Where’s Kiana? Why isn’t she here for breakfast today?"

    One month later, when Raiden Mei didn’t see Kiana at the dining table as usual, she voiced her concern.

    Kiana’s increasingly sluggish and worn-out state hadn’t gone unnoticed by those around her, who saw her every day. Naturally, Raiden Mei was deeply worried.

    "Senior Fu Hua’s techniques must be incredibly profound—it’s not impossible that Kiana has become so engrossed in training that she’s neglecting food and sleep. Please don’t worry, Miss Mei. As long as Senior Fu Hua is looking after her, Kiana will be fine."

    Durandal reassured her with genuine sincerity. Judging by how comfortably she was sitting at the table, it seemed she had already transitioned from being a guest to fully integrating into their daily routine.

    But Raiden Mei still furrowed her brows in worry.

    "Durandal, you don’t understand. No matter the situation, Kiana never compromises on food. Even Mr. Sigurd always says that the only thing about her that doesn’t cause trouble is her appetite. But lately, she’s been eating less and less. Just last night, she barely managed to finish five bowls of rice…"

    Raiden Mei sighed as she idly poked at her own breakfast. With Kiana’s appetite decreasing, she herself didn’t have much desire to eat either.

    "???"

    Durandal tilted her head in confusion. Her pure, childlike blue eyes were filled with several big question marks.

    By normal standards, five bowls of rice were more than enough, weren’t they?

    Especially considering that Kiana’s bowls were bigger than everyone else’s.

    She thought about Kiana’s slender, graceful figure—a body like that shouldn’t require that much food to maintain, right?

    However, seeing that it wasn’t just Mei who looked troubled—Seele also had her delicate brows knitted in concern, and even Bronya and Wendy carried a solemn air—Durandal realized something.

    
      ‘I don’t have the right to comment if I don’t know the full picture.’
    

    Judging by their expressions, Kiana really might be someone for whom five bowls weren’t enough.

    Durandal nodded thoughtfully and began considering recipes that could stimulate Kiana’s appetite.

    Too bad Rita wasn’t here—if she were, she’d definitely have plenty of solutions.

    "Sigh…"

    Durandal sighed and gave up thinking about it. This wasn’t her area of expertise anyway. Since she was stationed at the Anti-Entropy headquarters and not some unreachable place, she could just call Rita later for advice.

    Just as the atmosphere grew heavier, a white blur suddenly dashed through the doorway—moving so fast that most of them barely had time to react.

    It—ahem, she—Launched herself at Raiden Mei like an overly excited husky that had been locked up all day and finally saw its owner.

    Kiana wrapped her arms tightly around Mei’s soft waist and buried her face into two huge and bouncy human organs that shall not be named, rubbing against it like a spoiled kitten.

    "Mei Mei Mei! I’m so hungry! I want a big feast!!!"

    After rubbing against that enticingly soft place for quite a while, Kiana finally lifted her head.

    Her big, watery blue eyes gazed pitifully at Raiden Mei—a gaze so devastatingly cute that an overwhelming rush of emotions surged through Mei’s heart.

    Her motherly instincts exploded on the spot.

    "Kiana, I’ll cook right away!"

    First, because they had grown up together and shared a deep bond.

    Second, because Mei, a gentle and nurturing Yamato Nadeshiko, had absolutely no resistance to adorable creatures begging for food like helpless little animals.

    She firmly pressed Kiana into a chair before striding toward the kitchen with unwavering determination.

    "Pots, pans, and utensils—submit to me!"

    The newly ascended Herrscher of Thunder rolled up her sleeves and mentally declared war on the kitchen.

    Seele quickly followed behind her, eager to help.

    Once Raiden Mei and Seele had left, Kiana turned her attention to Mei’s barely touched breakfast.

    Without hesitation, she grabbed the knife and fork and started eating.

    However, Raiden Mei’s portion was simply too small. After finishing it in a flash, Kiana sat there, biting her fork with an innocent, pitiful expression. Not only had she failed to curb her hunger, but she actually felt even hungrier—so much so that she looked dazed.

    At that moment, Bronya approached with her tray and silently slid her untouched food onto Kiana’s plate.

    “Eat. Bronya is not hungry yet.”

    Kiana turned her head and caught the faint curve of a smile on Bronya’s lips—gentle and heartwarming.

    "Bronya QAQ! From now on, I promise I’ll never talk bad about you behind your back again!"

    "(눈‸눈)!"

    Aside from an unimpressed expression, Bronya didn’t do anything to stop the ravenous Kiana and simply returned to her seat.

    Then came Wendy, Ana, and Durandal—one after another, they all handed over their untouched meals to Kiana.

    Finally, even Sin Mal unwillingly shoved her tray forward with a grumpy expression.

    "Here, eat it. Hope you choke."

    "‰@$＆"

    "—I can’t understand your nonsense! Swallow it first, then talk!"

    "Thank you, Sin Mal ! You’re finally acting like a decent human being!"

    Kiana, now filled with gratitude, spoke after gulping down another mouthful of food.

    Bronya immediately restrained an enraged Sin Mal, preventing an all-out brawl from breaking out.

    Kiana, meanwhile, focused entirely on her meal. 

    Thanks to everyone's generosity, she was barely one-third full when Mei and Seele rushed in with an emergency batch of freshly cooked food.

    Naturally, Kiana devoured that as well.

    A good while later, she patted her now-bloated stomach and leaned back in satisfaction.

    “Hic~~”

    "Geez, don’t eat so fast next time. You might choke."

    Raiden Mei, holding a clean napkin, gently wiped the corners of Kiana’s mouth, exuding the warmth of a caring mother tending to an unruly child.

    Once she was clean, Kiana hugged Mei again, snuggling up sweetly.

    "Mei, cuddle~~"

    "Alright, alright. As long as you’re eating well and staying healthy, that’s all that matters."

    Raiden Mei indulged Kiana’s affectionate gestures, her eyes filled with doting fondness.

    After a moment, Mei finally asked:

    “So, Kiana, have you mastered Teacher Fu Hua’s ultimate technique?”

    "Hmm... Mei, take a guess?"

    "Let me think… I’m sure you must have mastered it, right?"

    "Mei, my dear Mei, you’re so smart!"

    Kiana responded while still pressing her face against an incredibly soft and comfortable spot. Her cheeks were rosy, yet none of the girls, including Mei herself, thought much of it.

    Only Bronya’s expression darkened slightly.

    "If Sigurd hadn't disciplined her properly, who knows how many innocent girls this rascal would’ve corrupted by now?"

    A clear and perceptive voice suddenly echoed near her ear—it was Book of Fuxi.

    Bronya turned her head and, with a deadpan expression, silently gave a thumbs-up.

    Her eyes carried a hint of approval.

    "Honestly, Kiana is just a typical face-con—But, of course, it’s nothing more than playful teasing and harmless flirting. Just a little pervy rascal—nothing worth fussing over."

    Yeah. When it comes to real action, Kiana is all talk.

    If anything, it’s Bronya who holds the true power here!

    Perhaps… this was the confidence of the main wife.

    "(＊￣︶￣＊)!"

    Bronya straightened her barely-there chest, put her hands on her hips, and smirked smugly.

    The Book of Fuxi tilted its little head.

    "Hmm???"
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    Chapter 268: Can I Improve Even Further?

    "Teacher Fu Hua, Little Xuan, you’re here! Looks like breakfast is already gone. Should I ask Mei and Seele to make some more for you?"

    "No need. I don’t actually need to eat. As for this blockhead, she brings her own rations—pickled vegetables and plain steamed buns. It’s a bit pitiful and lacks nutrition, but she loves it, so whatever. And one more thing—stop calling me 'Little Xuan'! It’s completely disrespectful! Even your dear Sigurd calls me by my full title, Book of Fuxi!"

    The Book of Fuxi sighed and shook its head.

    Fu Hua’s so-called “immortal spring vegetable jar” sounded fancy, but at the end of the day, it was just salted and pickled vegetables. After eating that for hundreds of years, no wonder this wooden-headed woman hadn’t gained any weight—in fact, she might’ve even shrunk a little!

    "But you’re so small and cute! I think calling you ‘Little Xuan’ suits you perfectly. It sounds nice and makes us feel close!"

    With an innocent smile, Kiana tapped her finger against Book of Fuxi’s head.

    Book of Fuxi swatted her hand away with a tiny palm and shot her a sidelong glance.

    "Don’t be fooled by appearances. I’ve existed for who knows how many times your age."

    "Meh, doesn’t matter! As long as you’re cute, that’s all that counts!"

    "Tch! You’re so unserious! Completely different from that blockhead! But I suppose that’s a good thing. If you were like her, that’d be a nightmare—one stubborn blockhead is enough for me to deal with!"

    "Actually, Teacher Fu Hua isn’t that bad. She’s easy to get along with, reliable, and insanely strong."

    "That’s only because you haven’t seen her at her most stubborn."

    "Oh? You mean there’s a story behind this?"

    The two huddled together, chatting away enthusiastically.

    Then, a shadow loomed behind them.

    "Ahem! Now, while gossiping behind someone’s back is already unethical, don’t you think talking about them right to their face is just a little bit rude?"

    Fu Hua leaned in slightly, giving the two gossiping troublemakers a warm and gentle smile—though the slight twitch in her brow betrayed some hidden emotions.

    "Uh? Ahaha~ Teacher Fu Hua, my bad! I won’t say anything else!"

    Kiana rubbed her head and laughed sheepishly.

    Meanwhile, Book of Fuxi simply rolled its eyes, floated onto Fu Hua’s head, and calmly sat down—completely unbothered by her so-called ‘master’s’ displeasure.

    What a joke. As the real head honcho of Mount Taixuan, why would Book of Fuxi be afraid of Fu Hua? That’d be like a parent fearing their lazy, unemployed daughter. Ridiculous.

    "Sigh…"

    Fu Hua rolled her eyes upward, only to see two tiny white feet kicking at her forehead.

    She let out a helpless sigh.

    "So, Teacher Fu Hua, did Kiana actually master it?"

    At this moment, Bronya tugged on Fu Hua’s sleeve and looked up at her expectantly.

    Fu Hua raised her hands, carefully lifting Book of Fuxi off her head while answering,

    "She’s definitely made progress. Today, she was able to withstand the pressure of the Edge of Taixuan within the consciousness realm and even managed a slight counterattack. However, whether she’s truly mastered it… without practical combat, no one can say for sure. From my perspective, she still has a long way to go."

    In simpler terms—she hasn’t mastered it yet.

    Everyone turned to look at Kiana, especially Raiden Mei, who had believed in her completely just moments ago. Her eyes carried a hint of betrayal.

    Kiana stuck out her tongue and lightly tapped her head.

    "I was just praising Mei for being smart! I never actually said I mastered it, right? Ehehe~ (˘ω˘)!"

    "‘Ehehe’ my foot."

    Bronya stood on her tiptoes and lightly smacked Kiana on the head.

    Bronya sighed and said,

    "Everyone else is just about ready. Now it all depends on whether you, Kiana, can fully master your skills. For the past month, the Herrscher of the Void hasn’t made a move, but that won’t last much longer. You have to understand, as the Grand Plan unfolds, the situation outside is becoming more and more complex. Leader Welt and the main forces at HQ might be deployed elsewhere at any moment... If my guess is correct, the Herrscher of the Void is waiting for that exact opportunity."

    Kiana's expression turned serious as she nodded.

    "I understand. She and I share the same origin, so I can more or less guess what she’s thinking. First, she’ll take the Gem of Plague, then Mei’s Herrscher powers, and finally, she’ll defeat Uncle Welt. Once she gathers all eight Herrscher abilities, she’ll be able to carry out her revenge without any obstacles—that’s probably her plan. So, the moment HQ is left vulnerable, that’ll be her best chance to strike. No doubt about it."

    "Sigh! A strong enemy isn’t scary. A strong enemy who is also calm, cautious, and well-prepared—that’s the real nightmare," Wendy muttered, crossing her arms with a helpless shake of her head.

    After going over their analysis again, Wendy couldn’t help but feel this was the harsh reality they faced.

    The Herrscher of the Void had likely come into contact with the Puppets during their first battle with the Herrscher of Thousands, but she had probably chosen to stay hidden until she fully grasped the situation.

    Then, once she revealed herself, she ruthlessly seized the Herrscher of Thousands' abilities, instantly obtaining the invincible power of immortality. Her decisiveness was outstanding.

    Even though she had become undying, she still made the smart choice to retreat when Fu Hua and Durandal appeared, prioritizing stability over reckless battle. Instead, she targeted Wendy and Seele, two Herrscher powers that were isolated in the Theater of Domination—a guaranteed success.

    And then, for a whole month, even after securing five Herrscher abilities, she remained silent, waiting patiently for the inevitable moment when HQ would be defenseless.

    As Wendy said, they weren’t dealing with the reckless, impulsive Sirin from the Battle of Siberia. This was a Herrscher with the same raw potential but now with a rational and strategic mind.

    This kind of enemy was truly terrifying.

    Everyone’s faces turned grim as they each went back to their training, preparing themselves for the inevitable battle.

    <+>

    After breakfast, Kiana resumed her training, once again facing the Edge of Taixuan's attacks head-on.

    That day, she took five direct hits before crawling away like a defeated caterpillar.

    "Pfft! This girl… She looks like a total goof, but she’s actually pretty tough, huh?"

    Sitting on the table across from Fu Hua, the Book of Fuxi chuckled.

    Fu Hua nodded slightly, the corners of her lips lifting just a little—before she drifted into thought.

    The Book of Fuxi tilted its tiny head.

    "You’ve seemed a bit… distracted these past few days. What’s on your mind?"

    Fu Hua remained silent for a moment before finally speaking.

    "Using the Edge of Taixuan repeatedly—even if it’s only the opening stance—has been… tiring. But more than that, I’ve been wondering… Have I truly reached my limit?"

    The Book of Fuxi froze.

    Wait, what?

    Mei’s ‘Divine Melody’ technique was already pushed to nearly supernatural levels under Fu Hua’s mastery. The technique had evolved to the point where it could instantly annihilate a Herrscher.

    And that still wasn’t enough?

    As if reading its thoughts, Fu Hua shook her head.

    "The Edge of Taixuan is indeed powerful. But against Finality… What answer can I provide? I still don’t know. And even if my techniques are strong, I can only use them two, maybe three times at most before I completely lose consciousness. Everyone else is improving—so what about me? Can I still push myself further? Can I climb to another level? That’s what I’ve been thinking about."

    "Hmm… I don’t really understand that stuff. But maybe you should ask that mysterious Sigurd boy?"

    "He can’t help with this. My martial arts and cultivation are beyond his domain. He can heal my body and spirit if I’m severely wounded, but when it comes to improving my skills, he can’t do anything. Same goes for Otto. Even if Mei were to be resurrected, it would be the same. This… I must do alone. No one else can help me."

    "...So, do you have a plan?"

    "Perhaps… the answer lies with Kiana."

    "???"

    The Book of Fuxi blinked, utterly confused.
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    Chapter 269: All Sides

    “Blahblahblah…”

    Once again mentally exhausted, Kiana slumped over the desk, mumbling incoherently.

    Soon, a gentle voice filled with warmth reached her ears.

    “Kiana, give me your hand.”

    Kiana lazily turned her head, resting her chin on the table as she dazedly looked at Fu Hua. Slowly, she stretched out her hand.

    A golden feather floated down, landing in her palm.

    “What’s this?”

    She asked blankly.

    Fu Hua raised her hand and gently ruffled Kiana’s hair with a soft smile.

    “This is a form of insurance… and also an experiment of mine.”

    “…Teacher Fu Hua, I suggest you stop speaking in riddles.”

    “Hm?”

    “Oh, right, I forgot you're not familiar with internet slang. In short, don’t be cryptic. What exactly is inside this feather?”

    Kiana questioned while instinctively merging the feather into her palm, showing no sign of hesitation or caution.

    Watching this, a hint of amusement flashed in Fu Hua’s eyes as she explained,

    “It’s a medium for a consciousness projection. It allows my Yang Spirit to leave my body and enter yours. If I sense that your life is in danger, I can use this to bypass spatial limitations and descend upon you, assisting you in unleashing the Edge of Taixuan… At the same time, I want to observe how the technique manifests when used through you compared to when I use it myself. Perhaps this will offer me some insights to refine my own skills.”

    “I see. Teacher Fu Hua, I feel like your style is getting more and more out of place in this world. We're dealing with technology and Honkai energy, but you’re basically cultivating like an immortal.”

    Kiana deadpanned, offering a dry remark. Yet, she seemed unbothered by the idea of Fu Hua potentially taking control of her body at any time.

    Fu Hua picked up her teacup and pondered for a moment before replying,

    “Actually, Sigurd said something similar. Is it really that strange?”

    Kiana’s eyes lit up—that meant she and Sigurd were thinking alike! Excitedly, she corrected,

    “It’s not strange—it’s amazing! Absolutely not weird at all! No matter what, Teacher Fu Hua is incredible. With you around, I always feel safe.”

    “…Thank you.”

    Fu Hua smiled gently, signaling the end of their training for the day.

    Once Kiana sluggishly dragged herself away, Fu Hua placed a hand over her chest. Her smile gradually faded.

    “A sense of security… Someone like me, who failed to protect anything… Kiana, thank you.”

    She murmured, only to see the floating Book of Fuxi lazily drifting back from its walk. With that, she hid away her momentary hesitation and regained her usual composed expression.

    . . . .

    Beyond the world, in the Imaginary Space that theoretically should not exist but was manifested by Honkai energy, a pair of golden eyes slowly opened within the depths of a grand and imposing temple.

    “The world order is shifting. Humanity’s internal conflicts have escalated to the extreme. The main force of Anti-Entropy is finally making a move. The remaining variables are Schicksal and that monster who ventured into the Sea Of Quanta. If nothing changes, that monster will arrogantly stick to its original plan, choosing to observe from the sidelines. As for Schicksal… Hah, when has Otto Apocalypse ever gone against his own will?”

    “The battlefield belongs to me!”

    Declaring herself as the true heir to all of Sirin’s memories, hatred, and power, the Herrscher of the Void released a torrent of Honkai energy with her icy voice, shaking the entire Theater of Domination.

    “Your Majesty!”

    Led by the Host, several puppets kneeled before her on one knee.

    “The time is near. When the moment comes, 20% will stay behind as my and Bella’s rebirth medium. Another 20% will withdraw from the battlefield to continue spreading chaos outside, tying down Anti-Entropy’s main forces while expanding our numbers to replenish lost mediums. The rest of our forces will split into two groups—one will command the Honkai Beasts and Honkai Zombies for a frontal assault. The other will lurk in the battlefield, waiting for the perfect moment to pull my targets into the Theater of Domination. They may be wary of my spatial abilities, but they won’t necessarily be able to guard against you.”

    “The war is about to begin!”

    At her command, the puppet soldiers bowed their heads in unison, acknowledging their orders.

    Meanwhile, deep within the dark palace, a massive dragon head slowly emerged, its ice-cold pure blue eyes flickering open. With a low growl, its colossal wings spread, blanketing the sky with their overwhelming presence.

    “ROAR—”

    A frigid storm erupted. The world seemed to freeze under the might of the dragon’s cry.

    . . . .

    “The time is drawing near. I’ve confirmed with the leader—over the next two days, he will begin deploying his main forces to suppress the rebellion. He himself may personally step in to oversee the chaos. In other words, the enemy’s offensive will likely happen within the next few days.”

    In the meeting room of the Anti-Entropy headquarters, Bronya opened the discussion with a heavy topic.

    However, everyone was already prepared.

    Wendy slammed her hand on the table and declared,

    “I’ve fully adapted to the new black armor. Even if I’ve temporarily lost my Herrscher powers, I’m still the strongest Valkyrie prodigy! If it comes down to a fight, I’m not afraid of Herrschers!”

    Her expression was grim, her eyes filled with killing intent.

    Losing in the Theater of Domination had been a suffocating defeat for Wendy. It wasn’t due to poor control of her abilities, tactical mistakes, or any other subjective factor—it was simply because the Theater of Domination was entirely the Herrscher of the Void’s domain. Fighting there… the loss hadn’t even been her fault.

    Because of this, Wendy was eager to have a rematch in the real world. But she also understood that Sirin, who now wielded the power of five Herrschers, was not an opponent she could take on alone.

    Most likely, she would only be able to play a supporting role in this battle, without the chance to reclaim her dignity.

    Sensing this, Kiana patted Wendy’s shoulder with a smile.

    “Relax, there’s no shame in it.”

    “…A loss is a loss. There’s nothing to argue about. I just wanted to figure out how to counter her spatial abilities. I don’t really care about shame.”

    “Yes, yes, our Wendy is as strong as ever. Nothing can bring her down.”

    “W-Wait! Don’t just suddenly hug me!”

    Before Wendy could react, Kiana had already pulled her into a gentle embrace, softly ruffling her hair like an older sister comforting her younger sibling.

    Kiana continued to smile, and after a brief moment, Wendy’s tense expression softened. She pouted slightly and leaned into Kiana’s arms.

    “…Fine, do as you like.”

    Kiana then turned to the rest of the group and spoke firmly,

    “Alright, I think we’re all well-prepared. This time, our goal is victory. It will be tough, but please, make sure to stay safe… You all know that if anything happens to you, I’d feel guilty.”

    She scanned the room, her words accompanied by a smile, but there was a hint of sadness in her eyes.

    Seele: “Big Sister Kiana, I understand. This isn’t your fault, so please don’t be sad. Let’s give it our all together.”

    Raiden Mei: “Kiana, Seele is right. We will always believe in you.”

    Ana: “Um, I don’t mean to be the odd one out, but I lost my powers when testing the Herrscher of a Thousand People. It actually has nothing to do with the Herrscher of the Void… I haven’t even fought her.”

    Sin Mal: “Honestly, getting the chance to beat up that stupid fish—well, not a real one, but still—makes me pretty happy.”

    “Sin Mal!!!” ×N

    A wave of disapproving looks swept through the group, and Sin Mal pouted.

    “…Fine, I won’t say it.”

    “Pfft!”

    Kiana couldn’t help but burst into laughter.

    “Seeing that none of you seem too scared, I feel relieved… But Mei, this time, I might need you to endure something difficult.”

    “Kiana, what are you saying? You know that if it’s for you, I wouldn’t care about something so trivial.”

    “Good! Then let’s prepare ourselves and face the challenge head-on!”

    Everyone nodded in unison.

    . . . .

    On the Outskirts

    Fu Hua handed a cup of tea to Durandal.

    “Thank you, Senior.”

    “No need to be so formal. I was once a Valkyrie as well—we’re comrades. What do you think about this upcoming battle?”

    “It’ll be difficult, but they’re all incredibly strong. Miracles… are something that people can create.”

    “Well said.”

    Fu Hua—an absolute tea enthusiast—let out a long sigh.

    Miracles… Hadn’t they created enough in her era? And yet, the final outcome still lay before them.

    If this era was to survive, even greater miracles would be needed.

    Which meant she had to continue honing herself—because even a moment of complacency could become a seed of despair in the future.

    And Fu Hua would never allow that to happen!
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    Chapter 270: The Elder’s Blessing

    Albert was adjusting his mechanical arm.

    Anti-Entropy had long since mastered the technology of limb regeneration. In fact, it was so advanced that in the civilian sector, it was as common as cold medicine—an everyday medical procedure that no one found surprising.

    Yet, Albert had chosen not to restore his original arm. While he was born with a rare, mild resistance to Honkai energy and had undergone human enhancement procedures under Anti-Entropy, making his physical combat abilities quite formidable, his natural talent was still limited. Under such circumstances, a mechanical arm was an effective way to boost his combat strength.

    Mechanical arms were convenient, reliable, and had already been extensively tested for stability. However, to be absolutely certain, Albert made it a habit to test his arm’s functionality before every battle.

    Especially now, as the personal guard of the leader of Anti-Entropy, he had to seize every moment of downtime to maintain himself in peak condition.

    
      Clack! Clack! Clack!
    

    With the rhythmic sounds of metal components shifting and clicking into place, the black metallic fingers flexed one by one, resembling a solemn requiem.

    At least, to the noblewoman standing outside the door, lifting the hem of her luxurious gown, it felt stifling and oppressive.

    “I came here to negotiate with your leader. What is the meaning of keeping me waiting here? Is this how Anti-Entropy treats its guests?”

    Agina Tyrol voiced her displeasure to the indifferent officer who was nearly ignoring her. There was an innate arrogance in her tone—once upon a time, such low-ranking soldiers had no choice but to bow and scrape before her!

    
      Clack!
    

    With one final flex, Albert pulled on a pair of black leather gloves, inspected both of his hands, then looked up expressionlessly at the elegant and noble woman before him.

    “Your surname is Tyrol?”

    “Oh? So you’ve heard of my family’s name?”

    “I lost this arm during the Great Honkai Outbreak in New Zealand. Later, I was the one who led the purge against those criminals who delayed rescue operations and interfered with the war effort… I remember personally executing two people with the surname Tyrol. Do you know them?”

    “…Those were lawless criminals, disgraces to the Tyrol family. They have nothing to do with me.”

    Agina quickly reined in her frustration, replacing it with a gentle and courteous smile.

    Albert simply responded with a neutral hum, his cold expression unchanged.

    “The leader is still handling some military affairs. You’ll have to wait.”

    In reality, the leader was reviewing reports, weighing whether to conduct this negotiation in an attempt to peacefully dismantle the alliance of interest groups that Agina represented—or to take the more straightforward route and crush them with force.

    Albert personally favored the latter option—it was simpler.

    Unfortunately, the leader was a moderate at heart. No matter how many purges he had led, that part of him never changed.

    Albert glanced briefly at Agina’s smooth, porcelain-like neck and felt a slight tinge of regret.

    Meanwhile, Agina instinctively felt a chill down her spine without knowing why. But when she noticed where Albert’s gaze had landed, she straightened her posture slightly with a hint of smugness, emphasizing her impressive figure.

    After all, the body was a form of capital too. If it had value, Agina was more than willing to use it.

    Albert, however, simply looked away, not bothering to spare her another glance.

    
      ‘Once this matter is settled, we’ll have a clear course of action for the Eight Cities Alliance, and I can finally take a short break. I should call Tina—otherwise, she’ll start complaining that I never pay attention to her when I get busy.’
    

    
      ‘Though… Director Cioara’s attitude has been getting worse lately. Last time, she even drew her gun on me. I swear I’ve always been loyal and professional—what exactly did I do to offend her?’
    

    
      ‘Could it be… that Tina has been badmouthing me behind my back? That mischievous little brat—it’s definitely possible. I’ll have to interrogate her properly later.’
    

    Albert muttered to himself, though part of his attention remained fixed on Agina, who stood still, not daring to move. As a bodyguard, even though he knew their leader was unimaginably powerful, he still had to fulfill his duty.

    Time passed in silence, and Agina grew increasingly uneasy. A cold sweat began forming on her back. She was truly frightened—after all, she was now facing a terrifying man who was in the process of overturning the world. The longer she waited, the more she feared the worst possible outcome.

    “Come in.”

    A clear yet steady voice called out from within. The heavy doors slowly swung open.

    Agina glanced at Albert, but seeing no reaction from him, she swallowed her nerves and stepped inside.

    “Sit.”

    The room was bright yet modestly furnished. A man had removed his glasses and was rubbing his temples, looking somewhat fatigued. Without lifting his head, he gestured for her to take a seat.

    Agina obediently sat down.

    “Lord Welt, we—”

    “You represent a coalition of factions that, while once oppositional, have since learned restraint after experiencing varying degrees of pressure. You’ve come to confirm the terms of unification, haven’t you?”

    “As you say, Lord Welt. We would never dare oppose Anti-Entropy or Schicksal. But when it comes to our survival, we had no choice but to band together and gather the courage to come before you.”

    “If… and I do mean if we decide to conduct a thorough purge, what would you do? Would you rally the Eight Cities Alliance and go to war with us?”

    “…”

    Agina knew she should deny it outright. But under Welt’s calm gaze—one that seemed to see through everything—she found herself unable to say anything at all.

    “I understand.” Welt leaned back slightly. “Judgments made before and after unification will be held to relatively lenient standards. However, there are lines that will never be crossed, and this is the only opportunity. Once unification is complete, everyone will be treated equally. If you wish to rise, no one will deliberately suppress you—we will judge only by merit and actions. That’s all there is to say. As for the credibility of these policies, I will provide you with a signed guarantee. I hope you will all consider carefully. You may leave.”

    With Welt’s signature in hand, Agina left the Anti-Entropy branch base in a daze.

    The entire negotiation had lasted only a few minutes.

    <+>

    “Leader, are you really going with the moderate approach?”

    Shortly after the meeting, Albert entered the room and sincerely suggested, “I still believe this is a rare opportunity to eliminate the remnants of the old order in one decisive strike. A momentary sacrifice would be worth it.”

    Welt looked at the young officer, whose face carried a maturity beyond his years, and smiled slightly.

    “I understand your perspective. The Eight Cities Alliance is insignificant. Even if we add up all the other factions that have joined together, we have the strength to wipe them out entirely if we so choose. But is it necessary?”

    “For the purity and unity of the empire, I believe it is.”

    “Purity and unity…” Welt murmured. “At first glance, that does seem logical. But Albert, you understand as well as I do—many of them are not truly guilty. Among them are countless innocents, and they make up the majority of our opposition. Tell me, Albert, if we wipe everything clean, will the new empire truly be free of conflict? What about the resentment left behind by those who survive the slaughter?”

    Welt’s gaze was warm, but behind that kindness was a deep, rational clarity.

    Albert opened his mouth but gradually furrowed his brows, struggling to find an answer.

    Welt let out a sigh.

    "I understand what you're thinking. Eliminating these factions completely would ensure that the new empire remains free from sharp class conflicts for a long time. But killing one person breeds at least three to five new grudges. We would be left with countless people harboring resentment toward us—including many children… Who will deal with that? Who will ensure they don’t become a future problem? Will we just keep killing indefinitely?"

    "But, Lord Welt, class conflict is the sharpest social contradiction!" Albert argued.

    "No. Right now, the greatest conflict is between humanity and the Honkai. As for class conflict… once the new empire is established, all former class enemies will be reintegrated into the masses. The highest, most dominant class will be us. Do you understand?"

    "…That’s making my head spin. Leader, I think I’ll just keep quiet. Call me when it’s time to fight."

    Albert scratched his head. He felt like he was starting to understand, but at the same time, he was still utterly confused—whatever. These complex, long-term issues were for the big shots to figure out. He was just a soldier, what did he know about politics?

    Welt looked at him with disappointment.

    Albert guiltily rubbed his nose.

    After a moment, Welt smiled.

    "Read more books in the future. Also, questioning and challenging ideas is a great quality—keep it up."

    "Yes, sir!"

    "In the end, leaving some of them alive won’t lead to the class remnants you fear. Before unification, they won’t be able to accomplish much, and after unification, they’ll be even less capable of hindering our fight against Honkai and our progress toward reform.”

    “So in reality, taking a more moderate approach will help our cause. And don’t forget—we have our own unwavering principles. It’s not as if we’re offering unconditional forgiveness.”

    “The policies explaining this in detail will be compiled soon. You can look through them for answers. If you have more suggestions, feel free to bring them to me anytime."

    "Understood, Leader! So, if there's nothing else for today, can I clock out?"

    "Go ahead. Get some rest."

    Albert saluted and left.

    Welt pushed aside the pile of documents on his desk, stretched, then turned his gaze toward the distant headquarters.

    "The battle over there should be starting soon too, huh? Give it your all, kids. The future is in our hands—but ultimately, it will be your world to inherit…"

    
      Beep! Beep!
    

    His communicator chimed.

    Welt answered the call.

    "We've been tracking the Eight Cities Alliance and detected some signs of the Herrscher of Thousands. If our suspicions are correct, they’re trying to disrupt the peaceful transition. What are your orders, Yang?"

    "Prioritize the bigger picture. Capture them alive if possible. If not, eliminate them—don't let them stir up trouble. At this point, any hidden interest groups willing to reveal themselves have already done so. Now, we should focus on steadily advancing unification."

    "Understood. Take care of yourself, don’t overwork."

    "I know. You too, Einstein. Oh, by the way, want to come over for dinner tonight?"

    "We’re in the same city, of course I’ll come. I’ll bring Dr. Tesla along. She’s in an unusually excited mood now that she gets to test a bunch of new machines."

    "Haha! Keep an eye on her, will you? Tesla… well, better to keep an eye on her just in case."

    Welt chuckled. Despite how reckless Tesla could be, her presence was oddly reassuring.

    The call ended.

    For now, his work was temporarily done.

    He gazed once more toward the sky over headquarters, silently offering his blessings and hopes for the younger generation. 
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