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The Third Generation Magical Armor was actually developed as a prototype for the titled machine, never intended for use by mortals.
In a way, each Third Generation Magical Armor possessed combat capability surpassing that of a normal hero-ranked being, lacking only a pilot capable of unleashing the frame's true potential.
Even the most exceptional Third-Tier Elite Knight among mortals could barely tap into a mere fraction of the Third Generation Magical Armor's capabilities.
This frame, a fusion of mystery and technological might, was originally war gear forged for hero-ranked beings; it was a monster capable of serving as a trump card on the battlefield even during the divine era war.
Yet, this era lacked enough hero-ranked Knights. The total number of hero-ranked beings across the entire continent didn't even match the spare parts for the mass-produced Third Generation Magical Armor.
The Empire's scholars and Alchemists discovered, to their embarrassment, that they might have created the most formidable war machine ever conceived, yet lacked sufficient operators.
Having already built them, they couldn't just leave them unused. Thus, they hastily incorporated a sealing system into all Third Generation Magical Armors.
Those binding spikes were the key ensuring even mortal Knights could operate the Third Generation Magical Armor. As long as they sat within, connecting their fleshly bodies to the frame via conduits, they were recognized as part of the machine, gaining roughly one-tenth control.
For this era, the Third Generation Magical Armor was far too advanced a power. Mortals could only glimpse the magic armor's true nature, only truly release the restraints, during the brief minutes they burned their own lives.
That was the true realm of mystery, the heart of Black Technology, power reaching close to the world's origin.
Only a true hero-ranked being was qualified to attain full control over the Third Generation Magical Armor, becoming a true "magic armored knight".
Morris, at this moment, had gained this magic armor's approval, truly becoming a Knight for the new age.
Knights of the Divine Era rode steeds infused with divine era bloodline, galloping across battlefields to achieve humanity's glory.
The Knights of the new age piloted magic armor embodying deeper mysteries, fusing themselves with these ironclad bodies of war to tread towards higher realms.
The world recognized Morris's power, even though this might came at the cost of sacrificing himself, bartered from the Indescribable Abyss.
"Accept... Judgment..." Having released the magic armor's restraints, Morris looked at his opponent with eyes turned imperious.
He, now, and he, moments before, belonged to different worlds.
The brightest future.
A titled machine destined for him alone.
Even the Empire's Princess was no longer an unreachable dream.
He possessed power. Power that could alter his Destiny.
"That is... the smell of Giants."
"Mmm, it feels like Giants long extinct."
"The stench of a corpse. Humans truly dare to use anything."
Being Leviathan's children, the Mermaid and Lamia maidens all smelled the odor leaking from the magic armor.
It wasn't a power humans inherently possessed, but the scent of some flesh, twisted and corrupted.
The Giant Clan, a mighty race that once vied for world dominance with the Giant Dragons in the primordial times, a powerful species born of the earth, the only force within the Leviathan faction that ever posed a threat to dragons.
The troll clan of today, it was said, carried traces of Giant blood, hence their terrifying constitution and pseudo-immortality.
However, long before the Divine Era began, the Dragon Clan had eradicated all Giants. As the world's hegemons, the Dragon Clan would permit no other race to threaten their throne.
To the Leviathan faction maidens, the Empire's Third Generation Magical Armor looked exactly like a severely degraded replica of Giants.
The moment all binding spikes retracted from Morris's frame, that smell could no longer be concealed.
Though a degraded imitation, in this age where dragons had vanished without a trace, this knock-off Giant was sufficiently powerful.
"Big Sis, be careful!"
"That smell is truly foul."
"Human, so stinky!"
The other Ogre maidens cheered for Sharamanda; as true descendants of Giants, they weren't afraid of this counterfeit Giant.
"Degraded... You know nothing of true power." Morris drew the heavy steam-propelled javelin from his back, his now-metallic face twisted ferociously.
Indeed, the essence of the magic armor was to imitate the Giants who had long vanished from this land. In a sense, it was a recreation of that terrifying race capable of contesting the Dragon Clan.
But to see the magic armor as merely a cheap imitation of Giants was a grievous mistake!
This ironclad body was a weapon of war more fearsome than any living Giant!
"Hiss!" Blinding white steam erupted from the rear of the superheated heavy steam-propelled javelin as Morris fired it instantly.
First shot, second shot, third shot!
Fourth shot, fifth shot, sixth shot!
Six heavy steam-propelled javelins launched in rapid succession, sealing all possible escape routes for Sharamanda. This was the true strength of the Tiger magic armor under overclocking.
"Clang!"
"Clang!"
"Clang!"
Sharamanda fearlessly swung her great axe, deflecting each incoming heavy steam-propelled javelin.
"Feel the true power of the magic armor!"
The deflected steam-propelled javelins didn't fall dead to the ground like the severed ones moments ago. Instead, they spun mid-air, righted themselves, swiftly locked onto Sharamanda once more, and launched their second wave of assault.
"How is that possible!?"
"The steam-propelled javelins shouldn't have that kind of propulsion!"
"This is the true power of the Third Generation armor!"
The other two Third Generation Magical Armor Knights in the Empire's delegation gazed with fanatical eyes at the soaring steam javelins.
Normal steam-propelled javelins were essentially single-use items, rendered inert after firing and awaiting recovery.
Only a Knight who had truly unlocked the Core power of the Third Generation Magical Armor could wield these steam-propelled javelins as strategic arms, granting them power beyond limits.
This power was beyond mortal mastery, unless they burned their own lives.
The ability Morris was demonstrating now was what every Third Generation Magical Armor pilot coveted.
Imagine the sheer intimidation a single Magical Armor could exert on a battlefield, tearing enemy lines apart by wielding numerous heavy steam-propelled javelins as standard Arms!
Even against Ogres, lauded as the Divine Era's premier land assault troops, this represented overwhelming, absolute superiority!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1052: Mutual Destruction
[image: ]


​
This was power!
The power to change the era, as desired and longed for by the Empire!
Unlike forbidden spells like Nuclear Burst, this was revolutionary strength truly accessible to the common people, destined to completely reshape the world's power dynamics!
Monsters of the divine era bloodline, your time should have ended long ago!
Morris’s eyes blazed with madness, his intense excitement contrasting sharply with his usual refined gentlemanly demeanor.
Though forced into combat unwillingly earlier, he now craved battle more than anyone, eager to showcase his strength.
"Ada" had utterly transformed him; from the moment he stared into The Abyss, the Morris who adhered to the knightly code had perished.
What stood here now was Morris, the Knight of The Abyss!
"Hah!" Sharamanda was equally thrilled; finally encountering an opponent against whom she could unleash her full strength, the giant axe in her hand seemed lighter.
Her body burned, her heartbeat accelerated. She seemed to hear a sound, not far off, a sound calling out to her.
The immensely powerful, sacred – roar of a dragon.
"Whoosh!" Lava-like patterns flared across her skin, her breath scorching like burning flames.
The over two-meter-long giant axe danced in her hands like an impenetrable shield, deflecting every Heavy Steam-propelled Javelin.
Under Morris's control, these Heavy Steam-propelled Javelins seemed to gain a life of their own, spiraling and attacking Sharamanda once more.
"Get lost!" Sharamanda transformed into a crimson whirlwind of blades, molten sparks erupting from her axe as she severed the incoming Heavy Steam-propelled Javelins one by one.
The connection with the steam-propelled javelins severed, Morris couldn't help but frown.
The standard equipment issued by the military for the Third Generation Magical Armor now seemed mismatched to his combat prowess.
These Heavy Steam-propelled Javelins were first-rate for siege warfare, but their design never accounted for opposing God Weapons. Their material couldn't even fully harness the power of the Third Generation Magical Armor’s Core.
He needed stronger, faster equipment.
Once this duel was over, he needed to immediately apply to the military logistics department to upgrade his armaments. He now had the qualification to equip his Red Tiger armor with the surplus gear of a titled machine.
A hero-ranked knight should wield hero-ranked weapons.
"Full Javelins... Fire!" Morris drew every steam-propelled javelin from his back and unleashed the remaining twenty-plus projectiles in a single barrage.
His current capacity to simultaneously control Steam-propelled Javelins was around six; about half of this full volley were merely one-time consumables.
Since he'd decided to replace his gear, he might as well expend all these consumables, letting them serve their final purpose on this battlefield.
The continuous stream of Heavy Steam-propelled Javelins pierced the sky like dozens of deadly blades, utterly locking down Sharamanda.
Immediately after, Morris drew his primary standard-issue weapon – the enormous Chainsaw Sword. At four meters long, this Chainsaw Sword was specialized armor-piercing equipment, posing immense lethality even to hero-ranked knights.
Depending on the knight's weapon proficiency, the military issued varying main weapons for the Third Generation Magical Armor. Beyond the universal ranged consumable Steam-propelled Javelins, knights freely selected their personal arms.
Morris excelled in the Empire's orthodox military swordsmanship, renowned for its battlefield efficiency and lack of flourish.
The blade of the massive Chainsaw Sword consisted of high-speed moving cutting chains, its body a structure of loudly grinding gears.
This was a masterpiece of Black Technology, an alchemical weapon requiring the Third Generation Magical Armor’s Core to drive.
Even the full plate armor of the Divine Era heavy cavalry would be as brittle as cream before this Chainsaw Sword. Not even a typical hero rank could face this terrifying cutting force with bare flesh.
The Chainsaw Sword, the Spiral Pile Driver, and the Rotating Giant Drill were the three most beloved standard-issue weapons among the Empire's knights, with the Chainsaw Sword demanding the highest expertise. Only the Empire's most elite knights mastered this heavy sword effectively.
All other obscure weapons were sheer heresy!
Boom!
Boom!
Boom!
Steel footsteps shook the earth, the thunderous roar of a fifty-ton steel colossus charging at full speed. This was the charge of the unleashed Red Tiger armor, its restraints disengaged, truly displaying the power of a giant.
It was a sight unseen even in the divine era war—like a long-vanished giant clad in metal armor, galloping across the battlefield.
"He comes!" Sharamanda raised her giant axe high, her entire body bathed in crimson light, countless sparks flying from her hair.
"Sharamanda!" Shouting her true name, the troll girl charged forward, completely ignoring the Heavy Steam-propelled Javelins continuously firing towards her.
Most disposable steam-propelled javelins merely penetrated a few centimeters before being deflected by Sharamanda’s muscles. Only those directly controlled by Morris truly tore through her defense; one even pierced her chest.
For a human, that would have been an instantly fatal wound.
But Sharamanda paid no heed to her injuries, continuing her charge.
One side, the steel giant of a new era.
The other, the descendant of giants from the Divine Era.
Both sides, in their different ways, inherited the strength of the long-lost Giant Clan. This was a battle surpassing human limits, a duel between monsters.
"Ada!"
Morris's eyes were bloodshot. Like calling a lover's name, he unleashed his most ferocious overhead slash.
"Sharamanda!"
Sharamanda unleashed the true name she had seized, the one she cherished—belonging to a king.
Two terrifying forces collided. The explosion was audible kilometers away.
The burning great axe hacked frantically against the grinding Chainsaw Sword, forcibly halting its rotation, then counterattacking viciously.
With a metallic clang! The four-meter Chainsaw Sword broke in half.
Stunned, Morris threw a desperate punch, slamming into Sharamanda.
Whap! Sharamanda's figure soared like a kite, slammed over a hundred meters high before plummeting violently to the earth, cratering the ground.
Psssssssh! Massive jets of steam erupted. The seven-meter red magical armor crashed to one knee, a giant axe embedded deep within its chest, piercing the cockpit.
"Damn it!" Morris crawled out from behind the magic armor, covered in dust, eyes burning with fury as he surveyed the wrecked Chainsaw Sword. Covering his mouth, he vomited a large mouthful of bloody foam.
There was no victor. It was mutual destruction.
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"Sister, did you have fun?"
"That big guy's not moving, as expected of Sister Sharamanda!"
"I'll follow Sister forever!"
Chirping and chattering, the underage troll girls gathered around Sharamanda, easily yanking out the heavy Steam-propelled Javelin that had nearly impaled her body completely.
The gruesome spectacle of flying gore and flesh even made several noble daughters from the Empire who were watching vomit; it truly was too graphic to be appropriate viewing.
"Ah, that hits the spot! What a great fight!" Sharamanda flexed her body. The terrifying nature of her troll bloodline manifested again; the ghastly wound, torn open wide enough to glimpse internal organs, visibly healed at a speed perceptible to the naked eye.
In stark contrast, Morris, the one who had sent Sharamanda flying, now looked deathly pale. His once-white glove, pressed over his mouth, was stained a deep blood-red.
Watching Sharamanda climb back up as if nothing had happened, he ground his teeth in fury and viciously kicked the utterly ruined Chainsaw Sword.
It genuinely wasn't an error in his operation; it was purely a gap in weapon quality.
This alchemical weapon had been completely destroyed by that giant axe during the fiercest clash.
The Empire's standardized arms were completely bested by a handmade relic of unknown age; this was utterly unscientific!
The cockpit was breached too, rendering further combat impossible.
He needed better weapons, better gear. Only by ditching these lousy Empire-standard equipment could he continue without making a fool of himself.
"Well fought, human."
"Let's have a rematch later," Sharamanda pulled her giant axe, still embedded in the cockpit. This axe was her most treasured weapon, not just because it was hefty and immensely heavy, but more importantly, because it perfectly suited her build and fighting style.
If it weren’t for this, she wouldn’t have abandoned her beloved giant club to switch to this weapon.
To her, this near-indestructible heavy axe served her better than even God Weapons likely would. At the very least, she could never get used to those thin, flimsy weapons.
A troll must wield super-heavy weaponry!
Look how even this mighty magic armor yielded beneath her giant axe.
"Well... that weapon wasn’t a loss to part with..." Wiping sweat from his brow, the merchant who had brokered the deal with the troll clan watched Sharamanda's formidable and awe-inspiring form.
This giant axe was part of the Merchant Alliance’s collection, a genuine Divine Era God Weapon. No one knew which eccentric craftsman forged it; its design was clearly never intended for human hands.
Merely lifting this weapon required the strength of more than five able-bodied men!
Its material alone was authentic God Weapon grade, though its exact forging method remained a mystery. Since human physiology made wielding it completely impossible, it had languished as a treasure vault decoration for ages.
During negotiations with the Ogre clan, the Ogres' sole demand was for the finest, heaviest, most fearsome weapon possible!
The Merchant Alliance had dragged out all its best, most deeply stored equipment, including a genuine God Weapon – a slender sword named "Rose’s Thorn." Yet the Ogres barely glanced at it; every single one of them favored this super-heavy giant axe.
A weapon weighing close to half a ton—only the Ogre race on this continent could possibly wield such a thing as standard equipment. Perhaps the craftsman who forged this colossal axe had the Ogre in mind?
"Monsters are just monsters."
"That weapon is utterly beyond reasonable limits!"
"It could even snap the magic armor's Chainsaw Sword! What kind of off-spec garbage is that?!"
"Never mind, even weapons like that can be built by our Empire. Once Captain Morris upgrades his gear, he’ll definitely crush his opponent!"
The military officers in the Empire's delegation weren't disheartened. Morris's advancement was a massive boon for the entire Empire army.
A hero-ranked Knight meant he was now a potential candidate pilot for a titled machine. Now that Morris had stepped into this realm, upgrading from the Third Generation Magic Armor to a titled machine was just a matter of time.
Even without immediate access to a titled machine, completely overhauling the equipment on his current Tiger Armor using backup parts from the titled machines would instantly boost its combat capability by several tiers.
This was the revolutionary aspect of magic armor: weapons designed for these non-human-concept constructs were freely interchangeable. Against different opponents, simply switching to the most suitable gear provided a strategic edge.
Human weapons, constrained by the limitations of flesh and blood, stood no comparison against the iron-clad bodies of magic armor. Morris’s disadvantage earlier had stemmed purely from inferior weapon quality.
Had that Chainsaw Sword resisted the heavy axe's strike, Morris would have definitely prevailed—this was the unanimous belief among the Empire delegation's military personnel.
Thus, the clash between the Merchant Alliance and the national team concluded in a temporary draw.
A thoroughly satisfied Sharamanda made no further moves against the Empire, while Morris, aggrieved by his equipment, was swiftly recalled to the Empire military ministry for upgrades to his Third Generation Magic Armor.
At this point, no one realized that this Morris was no longer the same individual as the Red Knight who had risen to prominence during the border war.
Several days later, the selection for the Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order finally commenced!
Young women from across the continent, as well as numerous overseas visitors and those from various other races, gathered before the central Spire in the Royal Capital. Their gazes, filled with curiosity and anticipation, fixed on the two figures emerging slowly from the ancient divine era tower.
Not just them, but every delegation attending the selection—be it from the Kingdom, the Empire, or the Merchant Alliance—also held their breath watching the young girl, only fourteen years old.
Not long ago, this girl had merely been seen as a mascot, an underage Princess.
She had once lost everything; the entire Kingdom teetered on the brink. Only she and her sister remained, hiding within the ancient high tower, awaiting Destiny's Judgment.
After the fall of the Royal Knight Order, everyone assumed their future was a life imprisonment resembling golden canaries in a cage, forever denied sunlight and freedom.
Until a streak of silver light rent the Azure Firmament, unleashing the world-destroying power of a Divine Epoch Forbidden Spell and illuminating the deep night.
From that night onward, this underage girl acquired another title—one that surpassed the current age and shook hearts and minds even in the glorious Divine Era.
The Queen of the Nuclear Blast, Her Majesty: the sole warlock from the Divine Era to the modern age who mastered the power of the Ultimate Forbidden Spell.
Her Majesty commanded; the entire continent trembled. The Kingdom, the Empire, and the Merchant Alliance all proffered their utmost sincerity, presenting the most outstanding young women they could muster.
Whether labeled as domineering or capricious, this underage Queen was now the mightiest ruler on the continent.
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Ain wore the ceremonial garb passed down from the divine era today. Paired with her flawless face, the white and gold dress made her look like a princess straight out of a fairy tale.
However, no one saw her as a princess anymore.
Standing before the divine era tower, though barely one meter and forty centimeters tall, she projected an immense, towering presence that compelled everyone gathered there to look up at her.
That was the oppressive aura of the continent's strongest queen, Her Majesty the Queen of the Nuclear Blast.
"This... this is Queen Ain!"
"The strongest queen in the Kingdom's history."
"The wielder of Divine Epoch Forbidden Spells."
The noble young ladies from the Empire and the Kingdom took sharp breaths, their bodies trembling unnaturally.
It was an instinctive reverence for the ancient divine era bloodline. Most of them could trace their lineage back through family records to the Kingdom's royal genealogy—the divine era bloodline was the true ancestral origin for them.
If any among them could awaken the power of this bloodline, they would have the right to return to the Kingdom and become part of the Royal Family. This rule had been acknowledged since the Kingdom's founding.
Unfortunately, forget awakening pure divine era bloodline; even possessing fragmented warlock bloodline was rare among them.
After the end of the divine era, the increasingly scarce ancient bloodline had taken on mythical qualities.
The emergence of the Ultimate Forbidden Spell, the Nuclear Burst, added a unique halo to this myth.
Everyone believed that it was Queen Ain's purest divine era bloodline that had opened the door to the forbidden spell of nuclear explosion.
Compared to the noble ladies from the Empire and the Kingdom, the civilian girls selected (bought) by the Merchant Alliance focused more on Ain's dress and jewelry.
"So beautiful... Could I ever wear clothes and jewelry like that in my lifetime?"
"If we join the Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order, we might get the chance."
"Her Majesty the Queen is so beautiful! I swear, no matter how hard the selection is, I must join the Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order!"
Finally, there were the juvenile girls from non-human races, naturally seen as the outgroup. Almost all were Leviathan’s dependents.
"Hey, did you sense it?"
"It's too obvious. What a terrifying scent."
"Is this Queen really human?"
Girls from the troll clan, the mermaid clan, the Lamia clan, and the dwarf clan all noticed a certain aura emanating from Ain and Adley.
"So strong... How can this be human?" Even Sharamanda, who feared nothing and dared to clash head-on with magic armor in her flesh, was astonished.
Her acute Combat Intuition told her that the aura radiating from the Ain and Adley before her was unimaginable.
Taking the terrifying strength of those humans' steel giants not long ago as a combat power of 100, she fluctuated between 90 and 120. But the aura emanating from that human queen... it felt like at least four digits, maybe even five!
Was this human?
What a joke!
"No wonder the elders in the tribe said, 'Do not challenge that so-called Queen'." Sharamanda counted on her fingers for a long while, unable to calculate how many times the opponent's combat power surpassed hers. Anyway, enough to obliterate countless versions of her.
All Leviathan’s dependents instinctively understood: the master of that aura could probably wipe everyone here off the planet with just one hand.
Their wild instincts screamed that the entity before them was terrifying, the strongest and most ferocious creature they had ever encountered in their lives. Calling her the world's strongest monster was not an exaggeration.
Without needing instruction from the merchant alliance, all Leviathan’s dependents instinctively lowered their heads before Ain and Adley.
To obey the strong was the Truth all Leviathan’s dependents followed.
Not the deceptive strength of human magic armor; the aura Ain and Adley released was absolute power, power overwhelming everything.
Almost... like Giant Dragons!
"Well then, at least these troublemakers recognize the strength of the Nuclear Explosion Queen."
"It seems this selection for the Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order can proceed smoothly."
"Hard to fathom what Queen Ain was thinking, actually permitting these monsters, these non-humans, to participate in the selection for the Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order."
Nobles and merchants from the Empire and the Kingdom gathered in their respective circles, awaiting Queen Ain's declaration.
Many had doubts about this recruitment for the Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order.
Recruiting a knight order across the entire continent? Such things had only occurred during the unified Magical Empire of the Divine Era.
Since the Divine Era ended and the continent splintered into numerous nations, no one had possessed the influence to recruit knights from every nation across the entire continent.
Moreover, even the knight orders of the Divine Era period would never recruit non-human races, and specifically stipulating girls under eighteen?
This Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order, not yet formed, had sparked countless discussions.
If it weren't for Ain's absolute will, such a thing would have been utterly impossible.
Now, everyone wished to understand just what scheme Her Majesty Queen Ain of the Nuclear Blast had in mind.
Why ignore the countless young knights eager to join her service, and instead establish this almost game-like Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order?
With her bloodline and status as a forbidden spell wielder, countless talented knights aspiring for success dreamt of becoming her subordinates.
If she were willing to marry, her children could even potentially inherit the Empire's throne directly, achieving the continent's complete unification without bloodshed.
If she were a conventional queen, she ought to marry one of the Empire's princes. That would align with the nobles' expectations.
Unfortunately, Ain refused. No one possessed the power to change her choice.
A coup? Don’t even think about it.
Ain herself was the Kingdom's ultimate military strength. She barely needed an army; she possessed the power to destroy a nation single-handedly.
The Queen of the Nuclear Blast simply had the privilege to be that capricious.
"Welcome to the Sia Kingdom..." Ain gazed at the girls gathered in the tower's plaza, a complex expression on her face.
The Kingdom named "Sia" represented the orthodox legacy of the divine era.
The Empire named "Leviathan" represented rebellion and independence.
As Queen of Sia, she had awaited this moment's arrival; it was the path she herself had chosen.
Simultaneously, she had resisted this moment's arrival; it meant the treasure that once belonged solely to her and Adley would have to be shared with others.
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"Long ago, I had a dream." Looking at the bustling crowd in the square, those delicate and beautiful maidens each with their own unique charm, Ain began to speak.
This was her first time addressing the public since her official ascension.
Now, the people gathered in front of the Divine Era Tower represented all the upper echelons of power on this continent.
The surviving nobility and Royal Family of the Sia Kingdom.
The Legion Commanders and Princesses dispatched by the Leviathan Empire.
Tribal representatives and Chieftains from the Northern United Kingdom.
Regardless of their reasons, regardless of their purposes, all factions chose to answer Ain's Wish, bringing with them the underaged maidens from their nations and tribes.
To them, they probably could not grasp the immense significance the Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order held for this world.
Political investments, or perhaps reparations following defeat, these maidens under eighteen were sacrificial offerings.
Before arriving here, few among them had likely imagined they would one day participate in the selection for a certain Knight Order.
"I wish to see a broader, more beautiful world."
"I wish to possess wings to fly freely."
"This world is vast, yet small."
"I shall bestow upon this world the most beautiful blessings." Ain gently clasped her hands, lifted her head proudly, and gazed at the sky above.
Today, the weather was exceptionally clear. The blue-green sky stretched endlessly as if to the world's end, without even a wisp of cloud.
The brilliant sunlight shone upon Ain, imbuing her figure with an aura of sacredness.
The dragon’s spiritual energy gained over the course of a week through intertwining with the Silver Dragon Egg had caused a qualitative leap in her spirit and presence.
The current Ain was no longer that unfortunate maiden who prayed to shooting stars for the future.
She had saved her Kingdom, she had saved the futures of countless people, and she had saved herself.
She was more grateful than anyone to the great being that had brought all this, and she was determined.
By any means necessary, at any cost, she would fulfill the pact with the Sacred Silver Dragon.
The over one thousand underaged maidens gathered here now, exceeding four digits, were the result of her exercising the Queen's authority.
I am sorry to have drawn you into this, but your strength is indispensable.
With only Adley and me, we could never fulfill the pact with Lord Silver Dragon in a lifetime.
Descending the steps of the spire's entrance, Ain, holding Adley's small hand, began to review the maidens who had come to participate in the Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order selection.
Naturally, at the very front and easiest to notice were the Princesses from the Empire.
The Imperial Family of the Leviathan Empire and the Royal Family of the Sia Kingdom actually shared the same origin. However, in the Empire, because the first Emperor was the Continent's First Knight after the Divine Era, descendants more often manifested Knight talents.
The Empire's Princesses mostly wore maidens' style armor, the round breastplates adorned with the Empire's wyvern crest, the heraldic series used by the Empire after its separation from the Kingdom – a Royal crest only Princesses could use.
Golden hair, round breastplates, Knight's swords, and red, blue, or white skirts formed the Empire's distinctive line of figures.
Through the Eras, the Empire's Princesses had produced more than one Heroic Order Knight, and one of the Empire's past rulers had been an Empress, undisputedly the Continent's First Knight of her time.
Meeting the requirements for this Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order selection were seven Imperial Princesses, all sharing blood ties with Ain, being either her cousins or relatives.
Only, now, at fourteen years old, Ain and their statuses resided in completely different worlds.
Her Majesty the Queen of Sia, the continent's strongest Divine Epoch Forbidden Spell warlock, Ain adorned with countless halos, had already reached the very peak of this world's Pyramid.
The Imperial Princesses who once stood as her equals now nervously awaited her review, fearing their performance might be lacking and cost them their qualification for the Holy Silver Dragon Knight Order selection.
Ain nodded, very satisfied, looking at the valiant Imperial Princesses.
Worthy of being Imperial Princesses. Both their innate strength and bloodlines were extraordinarily excellent. They might not compare to her and Adley as divine era warlocks, but they would certainly endure quite a while in the egg-hatching ritual.
Next came the young noble ladies from the Empire and
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