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​
Princess Heavenly Glory White Night's Stardust Sword Dance could summon Starry Officials who possessed the strongest swordsmanship from the memories of different stars.
Every time she performed the Stardust Sword Dance, Princess Heavenly Glory White Night could specify particular Starry Officials to summon; wherever Starlight shone, they could exhibit their full original power.
However, regardless of the location, the concept of a "home ground" always existed.
That meant, among the Starry Officials summoned by Princess Heavenly Glory White Night's Stardust Sword Dance, there would forever be one from the star beneath their feet on this planet, and that one would become the strongest in that round of the Stardust Sword Dance.
Otherwise, it was just due to geographical advantage.
Many people failed to realize that the land under their own feet was also part of the countless stars in the cosmos; those living on this land would subconsciously view their star as the center of the world.
This simple and plain philosophical idea was almost an undisputed truth in the early stages of civilization.
Before any race ventured out into the starry sky, everyone felt their world was the center of all civilization, the most sacred and inviolable place.
Even civilizations starting to touch the starry sky still clung intensely to their Home Planet; no civilization would abandon its Home Planet unless pushed to absolute desperation.
If the Home Planet became polluted, countless people would sacrifice everything to save their own Home Planet.
Civilizations in the God’s Domains had always developed from their respective Home Planets; many small Gods’ Domains consisted of just a single star, showing how crucial the Home Planet was.
In every round of Stardust Sword Dance performed by Princess Heavenly Glory White Night, the strongest Starry Official she could control was invariably a legend from the star beneath her feet.
That memory was etched into this world and could never be forgotten.
It was also, among the traits of the divine sword Mikanui Night Sword, the Starry Official closest to their “pre-death” state.
The Starry Official awakened by Princess Heavenly Glory White Night's Stardust Sword Dance might even display strength surpassing their living self on their Home Planet.
Because such a swordsman had transformed into a legend, even a myth, of that star after endless ages in the long River of Time.
A swordsman whose swordsmanship was so mighty that even the Home Planet longed for their memory; such a person couldn’t possibly remain Nameless.
Right then, Princess Heavenly Glory White Night was tracing back, delving into the memories of the land under her, to that strongest swordsman this world had ever sung and mythologized.
Time rushed swiftly into the past; empowered by the Stardust Sword Dance, Princess Heavenly Glory White Night could observe this world’s bygone days and the mighty swordsmen who had battled across it.
Among them, several originated from the ancient shrine and were their era's strongest Divine Witches.
Like Sister Hong Niang, Princess Heavenly Glory White Night’s sister, they could possibly shatter the limits of the hero-ranked tier; as Divine Witches, they awed all under heaven and deservedly ranked first in their eras.
But not them, Princess Heavenly Glory White Night shook her head; their swordsmanship was potent, yet hadn’t surpassed Sister Hong Niang’s level.
The strongest swordsman born on this land wasn't them.
Digging further back, some male members whose names appeared on the ancient shrine's genealogy surfaced.
Zhi.
Cheng.
Hang.
They too were powerful figures who left behind era-defining legends, though formidable, they had almost no chances to actually fight.
They had too many spouses, sisters, and daughters; even if they themselves were mighty with impressive swordsmanship, they failed to carve out their own sword legends in History.
Was it even earlier still?
The wheel of time rolled forward into deeper antiquity, ending up on the candidate Princess Heavenly Glory White Night considered most probable.
The founder of the ancient shrine.
The First Divine Witch, the origin of the shrine's lineage.
Her power once suppressed Kuji, a might nearly impossible for the hero-ranked level.
Boosted by ancient legends, this figure should have been the strongest swordsman, matching both in Legendary Rating and personal strength.
But when glimpsing this First Divine Witch through the River of Time, Princess Heavenly Glory White Night couldn't help but freeze momentarily.
She looked incredibly similar to Sister Hong Niang.
Like twins, their faces, builds, and even the preferred Shrine Maiden Robe were identical.
Modern Hong Niang seemed entirely the reincarnation of this ancestor; the two were practically stamped from the same mold.
Was it her?
Princess Heavenly Glory White Night caught threads of the world's path and seemed to grasp something.
By every measure, the shrine's ancestor Divine Witch met the Stardust Sword Dance's summoning requirements, yet the River of Time's flow backward didn't halt here.
The World Line kept reversing toward older eras still.
That was a time before the flame of human civilization sparked, when the whole Human World lingered in Unformed Chaos.
Across this land, dark silhouettes once emerged.
Twisted horns, ebony tails, and wailing, agonized figures.
Kuji?
No, not the current Kuji, but an earlier, demonized, utterly senseless and frenzied monster.
That abomination had ceased existing in a way, since the modern Demon King Kuji outshone it in beauty and power.
The monster had wielded a massive sword forged from its spine, rampaging through slaughter before human civilization dawned.
Its foe turned out to be brethren likewise born of Demonic Flesh and Blood.
In this epoch, the entire world was a frenzy of carnage and gore, like hell.
Ah yes, this era.
Compared to the infancy of human civilization, this bloodier epoch spawned the strongest swordsman ever on this star.
Just as Princess Heavenly Glory White Night believed she'd found the truth, the river of time pressed backward to an even earlier phase.
Older than human civilization's dawn.
Older than the demonic Kuji's primal form.
Truly, the earliest Timeline of this world.
There drifted a tiny, vaguely familiar glass sphere.
Facing the glass sphere stood a youthful girl with tentacles sprouting from her back, peering curiously at the orb shrouded in white mist.
"Hey... will this little thing truly grow into a world one day?"
Opposite her sat a boy clad in white, watching the girl—whose tentacles twisted into bows now and then—with soft, doting eyes:
"Yes, though incomplete now, nurtured well, this world will build its own civilization."
"Beings dwelling here will hold their own memories and journey through endless Samsara."
"What's the purpose in that?" The girl snatched the ball, stuck out her tongue for a lick, then winced:
"So bitter, not tasty at all."
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"This... isn't meant to be eaten... Evil God..." The Boy looked on helplessly as the girl he called Evil God gnawed incessantly on the glass bead, seemingly determined to crack it and swallow it whole.
"The purpose of creating this soul world is to simulate the rules governing the world's evolution, to study the direction of world advancement."
"For the people within this world, we are akin to the great Creator God."
"Once we set an objective for this world, it will evolve automatically, constructing History and civilization around that goal."
"The underlying logic of fabricating the laws follows these principles... the formulas involved are these..."
"..."
"..............."
"........................"
The tentacles sprouting from the white-clad girl's back wriggled violently, twisting into an "S" shape at one moment, then a "?" shape the next.
Why? She recognized the characters and symbols individually, yet put together like this, she had absolutely no clue what they meant!
Fabricating laws?
Formulas for a world?
A theoretical model built as a bridge?
A cat whose life or death isn't determined without observation?
But... there were no cats here!
"Hmm... that's essentially it. This world is still in an incomplete, nascent state, lacking even the setting of the theme."
"Let me think... a classic Heavenly Paradise model, or a modern Witch model..." The Boy pondered, wanting to establish a complete, self-consistent logic for this world.
Although the prototype was just a tiny glass bead, this world, conceived for the purpose of gathering souls, already possessed the foundational conditions needed to ignite the spark of civilization.
All it needed was the right theme, and this world could naturally develop splendidly.
Even for a Deity, constructing such a world wasn't easy. This was an ember of wisdom capable of supporting a being at the legend rank!
"Love!"
As she gnawed, the white-clad girl bit the glass bead into the distinctive, pink, heart-like shape that Princess Heavenly Glory White Night would later observe.
Extending her small, pink tongue, she inscribed a large rune for "LOVE" onto the glass sphere with it, then looked at the white-clad Boy with immense pride.
"I think the world needs to be filled with love."
"Uh..." The Boy, who had painstakingly envisioned a whole series of civilization themes, stared speechlessly at the girl who had already unilaterally decided this world's Destiny.
"Going that route... isn't ideal..."
From his perspective as the system architect, a world themed entirely around romance seemed far too fragile.
"Yeah, love it is!"
"This world must have a Princess, the most beautiful Princess."
"And it must have a Prince, one worthy of the Princess."
"When the Prince and Princess meet, the world will welcome its perfect ending, completing a Samsara cycle." Though the Boy wore an expression of reluctance, the girl delighted in seeing that very expression—it was proof her mischief was working.
Seeing him flustered by her tease, spun around by her whims, making the whole world revolve around her—that was what defined a good world.
"Fine... Evil God..." The Boy resignedly began etching love-themed laws into the glass bead, solidifying this soul world's main theme.
"And also, there must be Shrine Maidens. Shrine Maidens who get violated by tentacles."
"I really like licking their skin; they smell delicious to me." The great Evil God proclaimed utter nonsense with great seriousness: "I simply can't eat anything if I haven't licked a Shrine Maiden each day."
These unreasonable demands from the client—you! The Boy thus had to add parameters on the fly and start modifying the world's rules.
Style: A fantasy world of swords and Magic.
But, include Shrines and cute Shrine Maidens.
The Shrine Maiden lineage would be both the world's Guardians and the origin of the Royal Family—the beautiful Princesses.
"Each Samsara cycle must feature a romantic love story."
"A Prince who looks very pretty even in women's clothing will date the Princess, experiencing numerous events that boost affection levels."
"The Princess will have rivals for affection, but the Princess must always win."
"And the source of the Shrine's power is... the great Tentacles!"
Growing more excited as she spoke, the Evil God's tentacles slithered cleverly behind the Boy, attempting to do untoward things.
"Ah... please calm down, Evil God."
"I came to make a trade with you, not to be your meal." The Boy swept out a sword strike, repelling the eagerly writhing tentacles that were about to worm their way under his clothes.
"Why? Everyone who comes to me ends up desperately wanting to become one with me."
"Anyone who merges with great me obtains Eternity."
"From the Primordial Era until now, I've consumed countless such individuals. What could be strange about that?" The Evil God gazed at the Boy seeking a trade with incomprehension.
As "It," representing the chaotic, disordered aspect of The Abyss, merely gazing upon Its form drove mere mortals to instant madness. It embodied the Indescribable horror from the Abyss, an amalgamation of universal dread.
Very few entities in the world could behold It without losing sanity. And those capable of engaging in casual banter like this one were as rare as phoenix feathers.
According to humanity's laughable rank system, only entities starting from the eighth rank could perceive Its true form and retain their sanity.
"Indiscriminate consumption is unhealthy."
"It keeps you constantly suffering from indigestion."
"Sometimes, appropriately shedding a part of yourself is a good way to bring balance to your body."
The Boy coaxed the innocent and naive Evil God with words that thoroughly baffled Her.
"Hmm... okay."
"Shedding descendants?" The Evil God tilted her head, extended one tentacle, and bit off a small section.
This piece, shed from the main body, remained surprisingly vigorous, thrashing and wriggling with great energy.
"Hmm... this amount should do." The Boy seized the wildly restless tentacle fragment.
Strangely, once gripped by the Boy, the fragment exuding a deranged aura instantly became docile, even voluntarily coiling around his wrist.
It clearly seemed... very pleased with itself.
"Mmm... I wanted to give it a taste too..." The Evil God bit her finger, radiating pure envy and jealousy.
"Thanks. That's all for this trade. I have many more ideas to realize. I'll come back to see you often, Evil God." Satisfied, as if he had just sweet-talked a little girl out of her favorite lollipop, the Boy examined the precious material obtained from the Evil God.
"Don't keep calling me Evil God, Evil God! I want a name of my own!" The tentacles behind the girl rose defiantly.
"Hmm, an Indescribable Deity of Chaos."
"How about... Naiya? That name suits you?"
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"Naiya?"
"Yes, to seek the world's origin, the supreme truth, to become the undying Lord of Corruption. Many will come seeking your power in the future."
"At that time, you'll be able to utter this name, reveal your existence, become a legend, eternally undying."
"Ah, I forgot, you don't need the concept of eternal immortality. You yourself are..."
"No, I quite like this name." The Evil God happily accepted the name.
It wasn't because the name itself was truly beautiful, but because it held a special meaning.
Thus, the Evil God who gained the name "Naiya" began to like this name and started looking forward to the time of meeting the boy.
Because a certain plan required a great deal of materials unique to Naiya, for a very long time, the boy frequently visited Naiya, communicating with her.
One day, a conversation like this took place.
"Naiya, how about changing your appearance?"
"Having tentacles constantly moving around on your back gives people a bad feeling, you know."
That was a lie.
The real reason was that these tentacles would always try to sneak attack him; that couldn't be spoken aloud.
"No... the tentacles are my true form... Don't you think they are quite cute?" Naiya replied this way.
"Humans perceive the mysterious unknown by witnessing my tentacles."
"Humans will make wishes upon my tentacles, thereby stepping onto the mystical ladder, and finally become a part of me."
"I am the deity of tentacles, the God of Impossibility Naiya!"
Naiya's hair transformed into more, more resplendent tentacles, sizing up the boy who approached her.
"Cough, then, let me tell you a story." The boy began to ponder, transforming into a mentor overflowing with wisdom.
"A long, long time ago, or perhaps long, long after, it might have been just a year or two ago, or even a few days later, there was an ancient Evil God born from twisted Chaos."
"Isn't that me?"
Naiya wore an expression that plainly said "Who are you trying to fool?"
"A Mage aspiring to become the world's strongest puppet maker and greatest architect came to visit the undefined ancient Evil God dwelling within Chaos."
"That's me, isn't it? It's me!"
Naiya was brimming with excitement.
"What presented itself before the Mage was the ancient Evil God's indescribable form."
"The Evil God from the Age of Chaos possessed different avatars and titles in different eras and different regions."
In the ancient forest region, it was a perpetually howling, ugly Giant, people called it the God of the Bloody Tongue, or the Giant of the Bloody Tongue.
Naiya nodded, an ahoge hair-like tentacle swaying atop her head.
In the scorching desert region, it was a winged, human-faced beast with no visage. People built the Sphinx to commemorate it, calling it the Faceless Deity.
Naiya made a grimace, erased her own face, grew wings from her back, transformed her body into that of a lion, and uttered:
"RUA!"
On a remote island, it was a swollen creature with bat-like parts, a fiery red eye split into three lobes, answering summons through esoteric rituals. It was called the Night Stalker.
Naiya turned into a large black bat with a whoosh, looking at the story-telling boy with ill intent.
In the tropical rainforest, it would become a giant man-eating tree, adorned with bloated gelatinous lumps and golden tentacles.
Naiya transformed with a shake, taking on a form resembling a huge Slime, brandishing shimmering golden tentacles, appearing menacing and aggressive.
When negotiating with humans, it would disguise itself in a human form, but tentacles would appear from its back.
Naiya shifted into the human form she used for trading with the boy, sitting barefoot upon a monster's nest.
In the uncharted wilderness, it was a wailing Dark dweller, appearing randomly in any form.
Naiya tilted her head, even more bizarre forms emerging from her shadow.
Eventually, these forms coalesced into a massive black entity, as if heralding universe-shattering events yet to come.
That was the form of the "Old Gods." Its sphere of activity unknown, its purpose for existence unclear, the very incarnation of the Power of the Abyss in a state of utter Chaos.
This was Naiya.
Unobservable.
Untouchable.
Unfathomable.
In the vast Starfield, beings capable of directly confronting Naiya's true form without falling into madness and losing their sanity were exceedingly few.
The story continued.
The Mage stared at the ancient Evil God, its form entirely comprised of tentacles, and felt a surge of intense unease.
The Evil God inquired of the Mage, who had braved countless trials only to win this chance for an audience:
"You are one in a billion, the fortunate one. You who came before me without succumbing to madness may have one wish granted."
"The being you face is a Great Old One, hailing from the Abyss, possessor of the power to create heaven and earth."
"Capable of fulfilling all your wild imaginings, speak! What is it you desire?"
"Eternal and immortal life? Boundless wealth and splendor? Or the Truth of the universe?"
The Mage, who had come to fulfill his own aspiration, challenged the ancient Evil God:
"Your serpentine appearance mars my imagination, it disrupts my wish-making thoughts."
"Is that your wish?"
"No, I mean, can you please change your form? This constantly writhing body is utterly devoid of appeal."
"My body has traumatized you psychologically, pitiable creature? Very well, I shall adopt another form to converse with you."
The Evil God altered its appearance.
The tentacles on its head metamorphosed into black ahoge hair. The body, previously swathed in crazed flesh, became a Black Feathered Robe adorned with silvery-white patterns.
The parted bangs featured elegant silver patterns. The long, black hair also forked at the ends into a similar shape. The combination of black and silver radiated exceptional mystery.
Upon the chest of the Black Feathered Robe was a circular emblem. Within it were three distinct eyes. Eight different tentacle designs extended outwards from the circle: one each at the top and bottom, and three on each left and right flank.
The loose Black Feathered Robe completely bared the girl's snow-white shoulders. It hardly seemed worn upon her, but instead hovered autonomously just above her skin.
The lower hem of the long Black Feathered Robe bore silver patterns like her hair, traces resembling ancient trilobites, symbolizing life forms of the Primordial Chaos era.
Her eyebrows possessed an exquisitely graceful curve, so gentle that anyone seeing them felt compelled to trace that same soft, gentle arc in their heart, using it to softly tease their own heartstrings.
Those eyebrows alone were already indescribably beautiful, but coupled with the large eyes, brimming with wisdom yet profoundly innocent, they added an extra layer of enigmatic allure.
Within her faintly dark irises, shimmered tiny points of silver. Gazing upon them from afar, they exuded an aura tranquil and mysterious, like a deep lake one feels irresistibly drawn towards.
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"What did such an Evil God look like?"
Hearing the story told by the boy, Naiya grew genuinely intrigued. Since her birth, she had only ever shifted between a fixed number of forms.
For her, troublesome matters were to be avoided. The reason she assumed different forms of horror each time was merely an expression of Chaos itself.
As an ancient Evil God, she naturally evolved different forms based on the civilizations and intelligent species of different eras.
She had never once thought of specifically tailoring her appearance for an individual.
"Mmm... let me think... probably like this..." The boy began crafting a puppet before Naiya.
A mysterious, captivating young girl cloaked in a black feathered robe, who would make one fall in love at first sight.
The dominant colors being pitch black and silvery white, the strong contrast created an extraordinarily beautiful aesthetic.
This puppet was the protagonist in the Mage’s story – the human form the ancient Evil God assumed to fulfill the visiting Mage’s desire.
Why a young girl — no, considering her height and build, it was more like a little girl’s form?
That was naturally because, within the Evil God’s knowledge, the appearance of a child was the least intimidating to humans, an existence to whom one could safely make a wish.
"Oh... so you like this type..." Naiya stared intently at the puppet the boy had crafted. For the first time in her life, she wished for something concerning herself.
As the most terrifying Chaos Evil God ever birthed from the Abyss, a Great Old One, Naiya had never altered her appearance for anyone.
This time, she made an exception.
Her form began changing, bit by bit. The tentacles that sprouted from her head transformed into long, black ahoge hair. The tendrils covering her body shifted into that uniquely styled, silvery white and pitch-black interwoven feathered robe.
Including the robe’s patterns, similar to the strange style of a trilobite, she mimicked them perfectly, even adding details absent from the puppet.
The transformation was like enlarging a roughly sixteenth-scale puppet into a perfect one-to-one equivalent.
"Is there anything not quite right?"
Naiya pressed the round emblem on her chest; the three eye positions perfectly corresponded to the three points on her chest and abdomen. The robe's skirt maintained an anti-gravity mechanism, so it wouldn’t expose her no matter her pose.
Well, she wasn’t wearing anything underneath, matching every detail of the boy’s puppet flawlessly.
Ancient and mysterious.
Slender and powerful.
This was the heroine stepping right out of the Mage’s story, the invincible, adorable, mysterious Evil God-chan.
"Uh... perfect..." In a way, the boy’s objective had been achieved ahead of schedule. Yet, a story that has a beginning must have an end.
So, the story continued, or rather, the "brainwashing" continued.
"Seeing the Evil God in the form of a young girl, the Mage remained silent for a long time."
"He pondered the truths of the universe, the ultimate goals of life, the mysteries beyond human understanding."
"'Then, he knelt on one knee before the girl-form Evil God and fervently proposed to her.'"
"Ah! Ah! Ah!"
Naiya exclaimed three "Ah"s in quick succession, listening even more excitedly to this fantastical tale.
"'Were you even thinking?'"
"The Evil God looked at the Mage, bewildered by his sudden proposal, thinking he wasn’t a proper person—perhaps his brain was fried."
"'You should know, I am the conscious embodiment of the Great Chaos, becoming greater through the acquisition of wisdom and life...'"
"Marry me!"
"'I do not possess the human concept of love. I am an existence of a higher order alone...'"
"Marry me!"
"'Let me put it differently. Do you truly understand the meaning of marriage? Before you stands an Evil God. We are not even the same species; I don't even possess the concept of gender.'"
"'Using this body is merely a possibility manifested in response to your wish. The idea that you could exclusively possess an Evil God... is impossible.'"
"'What does that matter? Marry me!'"
"The intense debate continued. Faced with the increasingly fanatical Mage, the Evil God felt this was pointless."
"'Why do you love me? So-called marriage is merely a fixed ritual created by short-lived beings like humans to perpetuate their lives.'"
"'I am an eternally immortal Evil God. A human lifetime is but an instant to me.'"
"'Your demand for marriage from me is inherently unrealistic.'"
"'In that case... I too shall surpass the limits of life!' The Mage made his decision."
"'I realized it long ago... the power of humans has limits!'"
"'The more one deliberates, the more unexpected circumstances arise. The so-called perfect plan always crumbles because of varied mishaps.'"
"'Great Forbidden Spell Mages, invincible warlords on the battlefield... they always die at the hands of their own allies. None receive a good death.'"
"'Therefore... I'm done being human!'"
"And so, the Mage began the ritual to transform into a lich."
"For three consecutive days, he neither ate nor slept, burning his magical energy. Finally, at dawn on the fourth day, the Mage cast off his human flesh and appeared before the Evil God in lich form."
"'Now, lifespan is no longer an issue.'"
"'Even death cannot stop my love for you!'"
"The Evil God pondered. The Evil God felt she needed to give an answer to this Mage."
"The Great Evil God was a lifeform attaining logical consciousness through thought, the self-proclaimed Incarnation of Wisdom."
"If it had been the living Mage, as a human, he would have ultimately represented a different realm. Regardless of argument, he could not surpass this disparity, so she could only have sent him away."
"But the Mage had proven one thing."
"A different realm? Break through it. A different species? Change it. Illogical? Learn. Even if he must shatter truth, he would make her his bride.
"This was an obsessive, passionate love, an incurable affliction."
"'Why did you persist to this extent?'"
"'No reason. Seeing your new form, I just liked you this much.'"
"'Didn't you overcome countless hardships seeking supreme wisdom to come before my true form?'"
"'None of that matters anymore. What matters is: marry me! Evil God!'"
"The Mage feared nothing now."
"'Not based on reason, but without any thought at all? Deciding your destiny almost instinctively?'"
"'Can one who acts thus even be called a Mage, a representative of wisdom?'"
"'What's wrong with loving the one you love?'"
"The Mage retorted confidently."
"'Perhaps... this is acceptable too...'"
"'Then, I shall give you a chance. A chance to be with me.'"
"'The wisdom you seek, you might find its answers ahead.'"
"'Succeeded!'"
"The Mage was ecstatic."
"This was a great victory for wisdom. The Truths of the universe truly existed."
"'So... this Mage was a lolicon...'"
"Naiya glimpsed the truth within that story."
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The tale of the Mage continued.
"Then, marry me!"
The Mage, having succeeded in his courtship, launched a passionate assault on the Evil God who had taken on the appearance of a young girl.
"I told you, engagements hold no meaning for someone as great as me."
"You transformed yourself into an undying body to prove your point. I lost this debate."
"Perhaps... there truly are some possibilities within you that I have yet to discover."
"At the very least... I never imagined you would go this far for me, igniting the fire of your own life."
The Mage pressed his advantage relentlessly.
"So, you agree to marry me?"
"Being together forever is no different than marriage. The so-called ritual is unnecessary," the Evil God replied dismissively.
The Mage protested vehemently:
"That's not right! That's not enough!"
"What more could you possibly be unsatisfied with?"
The Evil God was utterly perplexed.
"I want you to belong to me. I need proof."
The Mage produced the most crucial element of his transformation into a lich – his phylactery, the box that concealed his soul. He then reshaped the phylactery into the form of a ring.
"Put on this ring, and say 'I do.'"
"Hah? You actually want me to do such an embarrassing thing?" The Evil God squirmed uncomfortably.
"We clearly don't need to follow human rituals or test me with such methods. As an Evil God, my word to be together is the ultimate commitment!"
The Mage seized the Evil God's small hand. With the utmost sincerity, he slid the ring forged from his own phylactery onto her finger.
"From this moment on, I entrust myself entirely to you."
"This ring represents my love."
"Alright... alright... I understand..."
"I acknowledge, the engagement between you and me is valid."
"So stop moving closer!"
The Mage smiled, gazing at the blushing Evil God.
He had finally found it—the Truth of this world, its greatest mystery, at least for him.
Even at the cost of his life, this was a happy ending.
"And so, the Mage and the Evil God were married..."
"The story ends."
The Boy wiped sweat from his brow. Ever since the middle of the story, the way Naiya was looking at him had felt increasingly off.
This story was purely fictional, one that never existed!
Why, Naiya, have you been repeatedly holding up the ring finger on your left hand ever since the story began? Are you trying to hint at something?
"Hey... give it to me..." Naiya specifically raised her left ring finger again, waving it right in front of The Boy. This wasn't a hint; it was a blatant demand.
"Give... give what?" It suddenly struck The Boy that he might have dug his own grave.
"The ring! The ring!"
"The wedding ring made from your phylactery!" Naiya declared with an utterly matter-of-fact expression, demanding a treasure from The Boy who had told her the story.
"Uh... I'm not a lich. Where would I even get something like a phylactery?" The Boy was regretting that he shared the latter half of the story.
"You don't have one?" Naiya scrutinized The Boy, thinking for a moment.
"Then change your class right now. You're a Mage, right? Changing to something like a lich should be as easy as drinking water, isn't it?"
"Once you've changed classes, give me your phylactery. I'll keep it safe for you."
"No matter who attacks, I'll absolutely guarantee your phylactery remains unharmed."
"I'll protect the ring carefully, so you can go out and cause trouble with peace of mind."
That’s not the issue! The Boy desperately wanted to retort.
"Aren't you super fond of little girl Evil Gods?" Naiya swirled her Black Feathered Robe, the silver-white trilobite patterns adorning it shimmering.
"As long as I'm in front of you, I'll always maintain this form."
"You like it, don't you?"
"So I said... that was just a story..." The Boy sighed helplessly.
I only made up that story to get you to put away those dangerous tentacles, and the little Evil God in the story wasn't you anyhow!
That Evil God was an Abyss Lord who pursued greatness through the "collection" of wisdom. What part of you has anything to do with the word "wisdom"?
Getting tentacles from you through a trade is way too easy; it's simpler than tricking a little girl out of her lollipop!
In this entire world, you’re the only one selling Creator Rank materials this cheaply.
Among the several Creator Rank materials needed for constructing the star bridge system, "Naiya’s tentacles" are absurdly easy to obtain, completely incomparable to the difficulty levels of "Asha's scales," "Aio's hair," or "Nameless's tears."
"I don't care... I want a ring! A wedding ring made from a phylactery!"
"If you don't give it to me, I won't give you any more tentacles from now on!" Naiya was angry. This was the first time The Boy had ever seen the usually silly little Evil God genuinely furious.
Just like "if I don't get candy, I'll cause trouble" – it was impossible to reason with.
The unreasonable Naiya was one of the most unsolvable existences in the world.
If he didn't give her a ring, it would be impossible to obtain the Creator Rank material "Naiya’s tentacles" anymore.
There was nothing else for it; he had to figure out how to make one.
Several days later, The Boy brought a ring woven from silver thread.
"It's not made from my phylactery... but it is beautiful, isn't it?" Knowing Naiya's taste, The Boy had crafted a ring of very cute design.
The silver thread traced the shape of wings, and every line forming the wings was itself the shape of a trilobite, perfectly matching Naiya's unique aesthetic.
After all, as an Evil God born in the Primordial Era, they all seemed quite fond of patterns symbolizing the primordial beauty of life, in a certain way.
Be it the Thinker or Naiya; it was the same with them.
"Hmm!" Naiya was thoroughly satisfied.
"Also, I need some of your tentacles to complete the garden world inside this glass sphere." The Boy then produced the glass sphere that looked familiar to Princess Heavenly Glory White Night.
"The enigmatic pure white sphere themed around romance and Destiny."
"The Garden for testing world rules and Destiny."
"Okay, here you go." From beneath her Black Feathered Robe, several dark tentacles extended towards The Boy.
"I'll probably need about a third. It might hurt a little." Skillfully, The Boy picked up a Broken Silver Sword and began slicing Naiya's tentacles.
This was Creator Rank material! To obtain a piece the size of a fingernail through an Offering of human lives would require the sacrifice of billions, even tens of billions, of sentient beings.
Yet now, she was completely letting him divide and cut as he pleased.
He was definitely getting an enormous bargain here.
"Ah... Wu..." Naiya endured the pain as The Boy cut her tentacles. Her gaze towards him was full of tender affection.
On the ring finger of her left hand was the ring he had woven for her from silver thread.
Symbolizing a covenant from Primordial Chaos, the favor bestowed upon the youth by an ancient Evil God.
The Boy's sword hurt the ancient being of Creator Rank.
Yet simultaneously, it was proof of her love for him.
This was engraved upon this world, the Strongest Sword.
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