
  
    
  


  Chapter 181 
Departure


  After passing through the dark forest, Belthazar the Almighty and the assassins he led were finally able to take a breather. They were moving along the remaining human villages.


  There were more beasts now in the plains near the fortress and there were even some new kinds living in the forest.


  Them being able to go through that was due to Belthazar’s precise orders and their skill.


  “It’s still some ways before we can reach the closest village.” Belthazar said as he looked at the map, at which the nearly 10 adventurers nodded.


  Belthazar was a careful man. He did not immediately make his move after seeing the village and instead patiently observed the situation.


  Unfortunately, there were those who criticized his conduct for cowardice. The young adventurers in particular were exhausted from walking without rest through the forest and wanted to rest at the village as soon as possible.


  They were in hostile lands, so naturally, they couldn’t light a fire. They needed to conserve their supplies, so they also couldn’t eat or drink as much as they wished. On top of that, there were monsters crawling everywhere.


  Given such conditions, it would be stranger if their mental health did not deteriorate.


  Although they have been moving while resting alternatingly, the dissatisfaction of the young adventurers went to their leader, Belthazar. But they were aware of Belthazar’s strength – after all, they had all seen how that cheeky adventurer was done in before departing – so no one dared to say anything.


  Be that as it may, those that were dissatisfied were dissatisfied and there was no changing that.


  They have already entered goblin territory. But while the goblins may have conquered the villages, they were – in the end – only goblins. No matter how many of them there were, it didn’t really matter.


  The goblins they could imagine were at most normals or rares without any leadership or any equipment. An existence even less than that of bandits.


  Because of that they could not fathom why Belthazar would need to act so carefully. They were only fighting goblins, why go through so much trouble?


  As for Gowen’s defeat? That was obviously only because of his incompetence. At the very least, they believed that.


  None of the adventurers had the guts to say their dissatisfaction out loud, but Belthazar still felt it, so he proposed this to them.


  “Why don’t we go our separate ways from here?”


  It may have seemed like a proposition, but it was really an order.


  “Those who are unsatisfied with the way I do things, those who want to go on their own to keep their achievements to themselves, and those who want to go with a different group, please feel free to go. I’d also like to keep my achievements to myself, after all.”


  After that Belthazar took his spear and his luggage with him and left the adventurers.


  “If you run to the fortress, someone will probably help you. It’s only a few days’ distance if you run, so if you’re luck is good, you’ll probably make it.”


   


  Within the villages of the western region were a pair of siblings that had finally found the time to talk to each other.


  “I don’t think I can go on anymore…” Yoshu said with glazed eyes.


  “Why so pessimistic?” Shumea asked with a laugh as she hit him at the back.


  After Yoshu finished identifying what the slaves were good for and distributing them throughout the land, he now had to figure out their pay and holidays.


  The slaves here all belonged to the Goblin King. Regardless what human laws might say, as far as the western region was concerned, all humans belonged to the King and were being kept at a distance.


  As a former slave and one who has received the Goblin King’s trust, Yoshu was tasked by the king to make use of the slaves. But making use of about 400 human slaves was a vastly different ordeal from raising beasts.


  Where will their food come from? When is their off day? Do they have issues with other humans? There were countless problems that had to be dealt with, and Yoshu had to deal with them all.


  The easiest to deal with were the gladiator slaves. Shumea and Yoshu themselves were of the same sort. These slaves had to fight everyday to fill their bellies.


  They could understand the goblins to some extent, so after training with the goblins for some time, they were able to learn how to communicate with them.


  The goblins grouped themselves into those that could get along with humans and those that couldn’t. The most favorable of the humans were Gi Za Zakuend’s druids. Druids had a thirst for knowledge and possessed a spirit of inquiry. Normal and rare goblins couldn’t talk well, so only the likes of elves could hold a decent conversation with them.


  The druids lived in their own particular world of magic; hence, they treated humans and goblins the same.


  The next most favorable were Gi Zu Ruo and his thug-like goblins. They were never directly invaded by the humans, so they never really felt any hate for them.


  The goblins under the king’s direct control were also not that hateful of humans. Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King and Gi Ga Rax the Knight Class were quite favorable of them even. Apparently, they were the sort to find it hard to hate humans.


  On the other hand, the ones who hated the humans the most were Gi Ba Hagar and his goblins, who were the most proactive in pursuing after the humans in the previous chain of wars.


  They openly hated even Shumea and Yoshu, who were treated as the king’s guests. Because of that the slaves and the villagers greatly feared them. The children too. While there were those among them who would hug Gi Go, they would only look at Gi Ba from a distance, and some of them would even flee.


  “Why don’t you cry to the king and ask for help? If you keep that up, your body won’t hold, you know.”


  “You mean the king who tasked me with the job?”


  The one who said slaves needed holidays was none other than the Goblin King himself. At first, Yoshu thought it was a joke, but he was actually serious. Who would’ve thought that the Goblin King would be more humane in some parts than some of the rotten nobles?


  Unfortunately, the Goblin King hadn’t taken into consideration how much trouble that would cause Yoshu.


  “Mama Shumea!”


  “Oh, Maridya!”


  While Yoshu and Shumea were talking, a little girl briskly walked in small steps toward them. Shumea turned to her with a smile, while Yoshu turned to her in an exaggerated manner after hearing the word ‘mama’.


  “I picked out some flowers for you!”


  In the hands of the roughly 5 year-old’s could be seen a wreath of flowers.


  “Thank you! Maridya!”


  “Yep!”


  Shumea smiled as she watched the little girl run back to the other orphans.


  “She called me mama.”


  “Mama, huh.”


  Shumea couldn’t be any happier, while Yoshu felt a mix of complex emotions welling up from within.


  Just when Yoshu and Shumea were about to go back to work, someone suddenly screamed. The two of them immediately glanced at each other before switching into warrior mode and running toward the direction of that scream.


  “What are you doing!?”


  When Yoshu and Shumea reached the source of the scream, a group of goblins could be seen surrounding Maridya. The leader of those goblins was none other than Gi Ba Hagar.


  Shumea glared at Gi Ba as she approached him. The villagers only watched from afar, but Shumea brazenly nagged at Gi Ba.


  She took the crying Maridya into her arms and looked around at the surrounding goblins. In response, the surrounding goblins made a face that looked like a troublesome person had come and turned to Gi Ba.


  “Are you in charge of those children?” Gi Ba spat.


  Shumea’s gaze grew sharper. “That’s right. Mind explaining why a bunch of adults are surrounding a group of children?”


  “If they’re so weak so as to cry after hitting someone, then you should teach them not to run… So annoying!”


  From the looks of things, it seems Maridya bumped into them while they were doing their rounds, and she ended up crying.


  “Maridya, are you hurt?”


  Maridya shook her head while crying, and Shumea glared at Gi Ba. Of the humans living in goblin territory, only Shumea was brave enough to butt heads with Gi Ba’s group.


  Shumea handed the little girl to Yoshu, placed her hands on her hips, and gave Gi Ba a piece of her mind.


  “That was a little girl, you know! Can’t you show even a little concern?”


  “It’s too weak!”


  Gi Ba rejected Shumea’s complaints and went back to his patrols. Shumea heaved a sigh as she watched the goblins leave.


  The rulers of the western territory were the goblins and the ones being ruled were the humans. Although they weren’t directly hurting humans, that much pressure was bound to make people fear them.


  Gi Ji Yubu and the others could keep their soldiers in line, so why was it that Gi Ba was so hard headed? Shumea couldn’t understand it.


  “Well, I’m sure time will eventually solve it.”


  Yoshu took the little girl by the hand and walked toward Shumea. He resolved himself to write a letter to the king later.


  * * *


  The Goblin King had received information from the Leon Heart Clan. He has become able read articles these past few days. But this time, he passed the letter to Fei and had him read it. He did so because it was written that the letter was about the success of his scheme.


  “…This is.”


  “Read it.”


  Gulping, Fei read the contents.


  “The plan has succeeded; hence, we hereby request that the king dispatch the troops.”


  The date on the letter was just recently. It was also written that the small feudal lords were willing to meet with the king with a declaration of war against the Kushain believers. The small feudal lords will also show no resistance when they pass through their lands.


  The Goblin King grasped his hands tightly and announced.


  “Send the soldiers to the south! Have the following added to the vanguard: Gi Ji Yubu’s legion, Felbi’s elves, Gi Za Zakuend’s druids, Ganra, Paradua, Gaidga, and the Gordob!”


  “I shall inform them posthaste.”


  As Fei withdrew, Gi Za Zakuend frowned.


  “Can you trust just one letter? Those are a human’s words.”


  “I decided to trust them. To overturn that now is to deny the me from the past.”


  “I won’t say anymore then.”


  “If they get in our way, then at that time, we’ll simply crush them. We have more soldiers now than when we took the western capital and the coordination between our various platoons have gotten much better.”


  When the king has said that much, even Gi Za won’t have any choice but to back off.


  “But I think we should still prepare to withdraw in case something unexpected happens.”


  “That’s oddly timid of you.”


  “I just can’t come to like humans. I don’t like elves either, but I can’t trust humans as much as them.”


  “Hmm… I’ll keep that in mind. But in order to rule over vast lands of human territory, we might have too change ourselves once more.”


  The Goblin King decided to leave the defense of the east to his most trusted retainer, Gi Ga Rax, who will be accompanied by Gi Ba Hagar and the rare class goblins, as well as Nikea the araneae and the demihumans. As for the rear guard of the defending forces, Gi Gu Verbena and Yustia’s yugushivas will be taking charge.


  The Goblin King himself will be leading the soldiers directly to the south. Because of that the pressure coming from the east will surely become greater, so Gi Ga Rax’s presence and the rest of the warriors will be needed to defend.


  “We will depart in 20 days.”


  “Your Majesty, if we have that much time, why don’t we make the enemy put down their guard.”


  The Goblin King folded his arms with interest at Gi Za Zakuend’s proposal.


  “What do you have in mind?”


  “Wasn’t there a Kushain believer you once supported?”


  The patriarch, Benem Nemush, who came to power after experiencing the miracle of walking through the Forest of Darkness and even receiving treasure from monsters.


  In truth, he was captured by Gi Gu Verbena, brought to the king, and was then released. But of course, neither side thought it necessary to make the records that specific.


  “We do have an acquaintance.”


  “How about promising to support him again?”


  “…I see. Fortunately, we have time.”


  Since they would be needing time to muster their forces, they might as well make use of it.


  “I’ll take care of it. I can ask Yoshu about human matters.”


  Gi Za nodded and withdrew himself to pass on the king’s words to those who will be defending the east.


  The battle in the south needed to be concluded as soon as possible. Or else the eastern Germion Kingdom just might bare their sharpened fangs toward the goblins once more.


  The king felt the one-eyed snake coiled around his right arm squirm.


   


  The headquarters of the Kushain believers, Cultidian. It was the hometown of the patriarch, Benem Nemush, as well as the beginning of the Kushain believers’ holy war. It was currently being regarded as a holy land, and after being enriched by the wealth and human resources coming from the region they ruled, it has already become the leading city among the northern Kushain believers.


  It was to such a place that a slave was currently headed. This slave was tasked by Yoshu to bring a letter to the patriarch himself. He was currently being escorted by the Leon Heart Clan through the surrounding territories, and they were already on their 10th day of travel.


  “Umm… Master Zaurosh.”


  The young slave was someone Yoshu held in regard.


  “Hmm? What’s up?”


  The adventurers escorting him weren’t just some small fries, but the best the clan had to offer.


  “Master Zaurosh, you’re powerful, right?”


  “Well, yeah, somewhat.”


  “…Is it really ok for you to be escorting me?”


  Usually, beginner adventurers were the ones to take on messenger escort jobs such as this. Save for extremely perilous territories or unexplored lands, this wasn’t really the sort of job an expert adventurer would waste his time on.


  “That’s just how important this job is.”


  “I see. Excuse me.”


  It was rare for a boy to be this frank to an adult adventurer, especially one who was a slave.


  “Let’s finish this quickly.” Zaurosh said.


  The slave boy nodded.


  They needed to deliver a letter to Benem Nemush. Normally, that would be an onerous undertaking. After all, the person they were dealing with was a man who stood at the peak of a giant organization. Just how long would it take to pass a letter to a man like that? Zaurosh himself knew it would take a long time, as he was a person in a similar position.


  But no matter what there was always a back door.


  That day Benem Nemush had his morning walk – a daily routine of his- in the garden of their religious organization. It was a garden indeed, but it was surrounded by giant residences the likes of which only the royalty and the titled nobility could possess, and greens of all sorts grew abound on the garden despite being in the middle of a desert. There was even a water fountain. The garden was so vast that it would take some time were one to try and go around it once.


  “Patriarch.”


  After finishing his exercise, the patriarch emptied a glass of water and walked back toward his church when someone called out to him.


  “A letter from our master.”


  The man who called out to him and handed that letter was a hooded man whose face could not be seen. From the sound of his voice, it would probably be more apt to refer to him as a boy.


  “Hmm.”


  Benem Nemush was a religious fanatic. He didn’t believe that there was even the slightest chance that he could be hurt. He truly believed from the bottom of his heart that he was protected by god.


  That attitude of his left him defenseless, but it was also because of that that he was able to convince the people to believe in the teachings of his faith.


  Which is why Benem Nemush generously took the letter and unhesitatingly opened it.


  “…Ho.”


  When he read the contents, a complacent smile appeared on his face.


  5 days later, under the behest of the patriarch, the Kushain believer army left Cultidian and headed west.


  * * *


  The goblin army gathered in the western city and prepared for their descent to the south under the command of the Goblin King.


  “Gi Ga, I have no one else to leave my back but to you. I’m counting on you.”


  “As the king commands, so do I obey.”


  Gi Ga Rax knelt on his prosthetic leg and bowed to the king. He was a knight class goblin and his most trusted retainer. Behind him was the noble class goblin, Gi Ba Hagar, a powerful goblin who possessed the Man-Eating Snake skill. He will surely be a key player in defending the east.


  “Gi Ba, I leave the public peace of the eastern kingdom on your shoulders. Work with Gi Ga in my absence.”


  “Yes, my lord!”


  “Gi Be, Gi Ah, Gi Ii, make sure to help Gi Ga and Ga Ba.”


  “As you command,” the one-armed Gi Be said in place of the goblin rares. Gi Bu the beast tamer, Gi Ah the divine invader, Gi Ii the explorer, every one of these goblins would help Gi Ga in the king’s absence.


  Gi Bu had returned from his expedition and would be staying in the western region to keep its monsters in check, while Gi Ah and Gi Ii would maintain the peace in the area between the western region and the Fortress of the Abyss. They will also ensure that the reserve soldiers are always present.


  “Nikea. These are the plains you’ve yearned for so long. Work with Gi Ga and protect it.”


  “Naturally. For the sake of those who have died, we will win,” the ever serious araneae chief said.


  The Goblin King smiled. “Don’t do anything reckless, though. I know it sounds contradictory, but we can take back territories anytime. Remember, you can only be my strength while you are alive.”


  “Those words make me happy. I will do my best.”


  “Yustia. The village isn’t done yet, but I thank you for your cooperation.”


  “Repaying, benefactor, only natural.”


  The young woman chieftain of the savage tribe of the sword wore a demon mask on her face. Her curved sword, which was as big as she was tall, was pierced onto the ground.


  After the Goblin King left a word for everyone, he turned, satisfied, to the people who would be accompanying him in his quest.


  They waited their with abated breath, their hearts filled with expectation. Already three noble goblins had been dispatched ahead of them.


  “Gi Jii Yubu!”


  “Yes, my lord!”


  “Felbi!”


  “Yes!”


  “Gi Za Zakuend!”


  “With you.”


  “Tribes!”


  The First Archer of Ganra, the Gadieta, Gilmi Fishiga quietly bowed his head; the chief of Paradua raised his spear and knelt; the chief of the fierce Gaidga, Rashka, crossed his arms and smiled ferociously; the leader of the Gordob’s medical platoon, Kuzan, stretched her small body as tall as she could and looked up at the Goblin King.


  With every word spoken, the gathered goblins stirred.


  The king’s gaze rolled over the normals and the tribal goblins behind, and even those with no names raised up their weapons and shouted praise to the king.


  “King! King! Our great king!” the goblins cried.


  And the Goblin King answered back.


  “The time for war has come! Let smite the hammer upon the proud and haughty humans!”


  The Goblin King raised his fist up high.


  “The enemy is in the south! Draw thus the blade that shall claim their lives!”


  “Draw the blade! Draw the blade!” the goblins cried.


  “Let us become a shield that shall protect our friends!”


  “A shield! A shield! A shield!”


  “All armies at my behest!”


  “King! Our great king! Our king!”


  “To war!”


  When the goblins’ zeal reached its peak, the army moved out. Like that 2,000 fanatic goblins followed after the king as he led them down to the south.


  At the head of the army stood the Goblin King whose chest always faced the enemy and whose back always faced his allies.


  It has been 5 months since the war of the western region, and now, the curtains on another great war has been drawn, a war that would later be known as the Southern Sovereign War.


   


  Chapter 182 
Battle of Kruzen


  The Goblin King led an army of approximately 2000 men strong. They did not lose any of their prior momentum even after rendezvousing with the advance forces of Gi Gi Orudo the beast tamer, Gi Ji Arsil and his platoon of assassins, and Gi Zu Ruo and his thugs.


  At the very front of the horde were the Paradua goblins, while Gi Ji and his assassins continued to gather information from the surrounding areas, and Gi Zu the Mad Lion joined the lowest stratum of warriors and approached the lands ruled by the small feudal lords, expelling the beasts they came across while taking care not to drive the beasts toward the borderlands.


  Despite all that, the goblin army still advanced quickly. It was such that from the perspective of a human, their march looked like a forced march.


  After rendezvousing with the others, the Goblin King’s forces was now roughly 2,300 men strong. The great momentum of the goblin army as they followed after a giant goblin was enough to make them mistake the goblins for a demonic army. It was that terrifying.


  Even the small feudal lords, who had gathered at Sanktfall, started to have second thoughts upon seeing the giant goblin. Suddenly, they felt as if they might have been too rash.


  But when they thought back to the words of the Leon Heart Clan’s vice clan leader, Zaurosh, they calmed down.


  “Our intel says that the goblin forces will be moving south soon. If we use that to our advantage…”


  They knew that a great army left Cultidian a few days ago and were headed west. They knew because they had to deliver food to make their expedition possible. The small border lords were greatly perplexed, but Zaurosh’s words brought them hope.


  The plan was to let the goblin army and the Kushain fanatics fight each other and benefit from their misfortune. Should the monsters weaken, they will fight with the Leon Heart Clan and finish them off. Should the Kushain believers lose, then they would be able to stop sending any further military provisions under the pretense that they themselves have their hands full dealing with the goblins.


  They had no choice but to go along with Zaurosh’s proposal.


  They have somehow managed despite their financial state, but having to provide provisions to the military on top of everything was just too much. It was no different from telling them to die.


  When they caught word that the goblin forces were approaching the army of the Kushain believers, they deepened the moats and shut the gates, hoping that the goblins would simply pass by.


  It was also in Shirak that the small feudal lords had gathered. They were there because of Zaurosh’s proposal.


  “Please be at ease, our elites are also present. Besides, don’t you need to see the goblin forces once?”


  There was such a thing as a degree of threat. The orc madness, the monster outbreaks, the invasion of other countries… There were all sorts of threats, so it was necessary to understand the degree of each threat. And determining that was part of the feudal lords’ responsibility.


  Because of that the small feudal lords stayed within the walls of Shirak and watched the plains from a distance, on which could be seen a great cloud of dust moving through the windy meadows.


  As the goblin army headed south, a part of it separated from the main force and approached Shirak.


  When the feudal lords saw that, they inadvertently took their weapons and braced themselves for war.


  But the goblins stopped at a distance about 100 meters away, and then shot a single arrow toward the sky. The arrow hummed a whistle as it flew in the air, drawing a parabola, before finally landing right before their feet. The feudal lords were shocked, but their eyes gathered on the letter attached to the arrow.


  But no one touched it as the feudal lords were afraid.


  Zaurosh nonchalantly opened the letter and read it out loud.


  “They wish to talk, it says,” he said as he looked at the feudal lords with a troubled expression.


  “…Let’s do it.”


  One of the feudal lords possessed a skill that allowed him to see things from far away. The person who shot that arrow just now was an elf. An elf should be much easier to talk to than some goblin, so they shot an arrow back, accepting their request.


  The elf that appeared before them was a sylph commander outfitted with srilana equipment. It was Felbi.


  “Thank you for granting me an audience,” he said as he sent a sharp gaze to Zaurosh and the feudal lords.


  The bearing of a great warrior that he had about him caused the feudal lords to wince.


  “I bring the words of the Goblin King. Surrender now and you will be spared. I can free you from the yoke of the fanatics that make you suffer so.”


  Like a drawn sword, Felbi demanded a reply.


  “What do we say?” An unsure feudal lord asked.


  “We’ll accept, but only after he’s freed us,” Zaurosh brazenly replied.


  The feudal lords were shocked, but before they could approach Zaurosh, Felbi’s next words stopped them.


  “A wise decision. If you had refused, the goblins may have burned this town down. We’ll meet again once the enemy to the east has been disposed of.”


  Felbi turned heel and vanished toward the direction of the goblin forces.


  At that, the feudal lords approached Zaurosh.


  “Wasn’t that a bit hasty?” A feudal lord asked.


  Zaurosh shook his head. “You heard the elf. The goblins’ objective hasn’t changed. If we are to move an army such as that, we need to throw out some bait. Besides, I don’t think the goblins would’ve understood if we said we would provide them supplies instead.”


  The sound of someone gulping among the feudal lords could be audibly heard.


  “But if we isolated ourselves and fought…”


  “If we did that, we would be stuck here. In the first place, our plan is to let the goblins and the fanatics kill each other. Let’s not forget that now.”


  The feudal lords had no choice but to agree as they watched the goblins leave.


   


  When the goblin army and the Kushain army met, it was at the outskirts of a satellite city of Cultidian. Its lands had once been meadows, but after much effort over the years, it has been successfully transformed into a field of crops.


  The Kushain believers were the first to arrive at the scene. They stood in military formation while their patriarch, Benem Nemush, stood at the lead, and the feudal lords and those who’ve had military service were at the center.


  They numbered approximately 10,000, and there were even soldiers among the Kushain believers who could move at a moment’s notice. The letter that the goblins had sent them said they would be supporting them once more.


  The patriarch wished to make use of their support to show these believers that even monsters would willingly prostrate themselves before him. If they were to see such a sight, they would naturally prostrate themselves to the glory of the Kushain Faith and extol the event as a miracle of the patriarch.


  After that he could send the goblins to the northern Germion Kingdom, or he could have them fight the southern part of the free cities that continue to resist. Either way he would be able to reduce the forces of his enemies.


  Gowen Ranid had lost the western region to these monsters.


  If he were to send the Kushain believers there, he would be able to solve the problems in that area.


  Benem Nemush had such thoughts when he accepted the proposition of the goblins. He did not come to his current power with fanaticism alone.


  He had received information from the feudal lords at the border regarding the goblins. He knew that they only had 2,000 among their ranks, so he immediately prepared a force of about 10,000 to meet the goblins. Should the goblins come with ill will, that army of 10,000 shall serve as a quiet threat against them.


  Of course, Benem Nemush made no mention of such things to his adherents.


  He simply explained everything away as the will of god. It was more mysterious that way, and he decided it was a good time to open the eyes of his future adherents.


  The participating generals and feudal lords from various city-states weren’t completely convinced, however. In their opinion, which was backed by experience, it was impossible for the monsters to simply prostrate themselves before the patriarch. The monsters have just recently conquered the western region; hence, it only made sense that they would come here to attack.


  Unfortunately, the current momentum of the Kushain believers was simply too great and they knew too well how terrifying the ‘holy war’ was, so despite their doubts, they meekly bowed their heads alongside the rest of the adherents.


  On the bright side, because of the influence of the church, there was no trouble with securing alms; hence, they were able to leisurely make camp on the outskirts of Kruzel.


  When the body of the fire god leaned toward the west and the sky was dyed red, they finally appeared. There was still some time before the hour of the night god as a giant goblin led his army of monsters with a fitting great sword in hand. Ranks of spearmen followed him from behind with their spears pointed toward the heavens.


  There were other goblins too. Goblins that rode on monsters beasts, wounded ones, giant goblins, goblin archers; hence, it was only natural that a fiendish tinge could be felt in the air, and the people who did not believe in the patriarch started to worry.


  But the patriarch, Benem Nemush, stood valiantly at the front, fearless and sure of himself, and with arms wide open did he greet the monsters.


  The Kushain believers stirred.


  “It’s too dangerous, Patriarch!”


  “Please stand back!”


  But the patriarch only laughed in response to those screams.


  “I am protected by god. Believe in god!”


  At the patriarch’s words, the pious adherents knelt to the ground and prayed. The feudal lords and the generals naturally weren’t happy, but they had no choice but to back down.


  When the goblins were within the range of an archer, the giant goblin at the front suddenly raised his great sword and issued an order.


  “All forces, halt!”


  As if that prior momentum was all but a lie, the goblin army suddenly stopped and the giant goblin walked towards the patriarch. The Kushain believers all went wide eyed at the sight and the stirring grew even stronger.


  Muscles bulging from every corner, a height that neared 2 meters, a lone horn that extended to the heavens as if to rebel accompanied by two curved horns like that of a bull’s, a pair of terrifying fangs from his mouth that made an alligator’s look adorable, body hair that extended from his head to his tail like a cockscomb, a leather armor that prioritized mobility, an overcoat made from a scarlet speckled big bear, and a great sword that hung sheathed by his waist.


  With makings such as that that bore down on others with just the sight of it, the giant goblin was truly fitting of the title: Goblin King.


  “Long time no see, goblin,” the patriarch said.


  “Indeed,” the Goblin King replied with a low-pitched voice that gave rise to much anxiety to the adherents behind.


  Meanwhile, Benem Nemush himself was wondering if this was truly the same goblin that gave him those tributes. Suddenly, he wasn’t so sure this was a good idea.


  The air about this goblin was just too different from the one he knew.


  Those red eyes flared dazzlingly as if they were looking at a prey.


  When the patriarch’s throat started to ache from being too dry, he finally remembered where he was and did his best to connect his words despite speaking a bit too fast.


  “And, what about, the tributes? Hurry, bring them out.”


  His words came out overbearing, but that was because of the fear he felt toward this monster standing before him.


  “Tributes, yes…”


  Suddenly, that great sword the giant goblin carried with him every day dazzled a dark gray light, a wicked smile appearing on his face. As his eyes narrowed, he took in a deep breath that caused his chest to expand, then with a stroke, the great sword descended, and Benem Nemush was cut in half.


  Before the Kushain believers could even tell what had happened, a great voice proclaimed the beginning of a war.


  “I bring you death!! All forces, attack! After me!”


  At the king’s behest, the goblins began their charge.


  “Attack! Onwards!”


  The fierce Rashka of Gaidga took the lead and leaped into the enemy formation as the tribal goblins cried out to follow after their respective chiefs.


  “Bring chaos to the rear. Archers, shoot!”


  At the behest of the First Archer of Ganra, Gilmi Fishiga the Gadieta, the goblin archers released their arrows, and death rained down from above onto the Kushain believers.


  “Don’t lose to the tribes!”


  “Follow pops!”


  Gi Zu Ruo of the thug faction slammed all of his pent up frustration from not being able to join the recent battles onto the humans. Zu Ved led the faction as they followed after him.


  “Work with the other platoons and defeat the enemy! Advance!”


  Gi Jii Yubu’s platoons lined up their spears and broke the already collapsing enemy formations.


  Because of Rashka’s charge, the humans were already nothing more than a panicking crowd.


  With the sudden turn of events and their emotional pillar, the patriarch’s, violent death, the whole thing just didn’t feel real.


  “W-What just…”


  But while they found it difficult to accept reality, the spears of the Paradua approached them.


  The powerful charge of the goblins left the densely packed humans in complete disorder.


  The death of the patriarch was so violent that it left the adherents running.


  Those at the rear did not know what happened, while the generals tried to quell the chaos.


  But then the chaos started to spread among even the human leaders.


  And to fan the flames of chaos, Gi Za Zakuend’s druids and Felbi’s elves gave the humans a shower of arrow and magic.


  “Looks like we’re at the back again. Make it flashy!”


  The number and precision of the elven arrows lived up to their reputation. Their arrows were fewer than the goblins, but their range was unparalleled.


  When arrows rained down out of nowhere on the human platoons that tried to advance, the humans fell into even more chaos.


  The allies that ran from the front sneaked into the gaps between their shields – which were raised up to defend against the arrows – causing the human formations to collapse.


  “Hey, stop that!”


  “G-Goblins! Goblins are attacking!!”


  As jeers and screams resounded throughout the battlefield, the goblins cried out.


  “Attack! Attack!”


  In the blink of an eye, the army of roughly 10,000 humans were trampled over by the goblins, and just when they’d thought they’d finally put a stop to the Gaidga Tribe’s charge, arrows rained down once more.


  “Raise your shields! Arrows are falling!”


  When the screaming soldier looked up, the sky had turned black due from the impossible number of arrows descending, then a few seconds later, Gi Zu’s spear came.


  “Are you stupid!? You’re actually attacking during this!?”


  “You’re the stupid one. How can you call yourself a warrior and be afraid of some arrows!?”


  Felbi and the rest of the elves wryly smile as they watched Gi Zu charge recklessly.


  “You would be dead already if it weren’t for us, you know… Fine, let’s just say you trust us that much. Prepare the volley!”


  At Felbi’s behest, the elves shot with unparalleled precision.


  Before Gi Zu’s reckless charge and the rain of arrows, the collapsing human formations were crushed even more.


  Gi Jii the Battle Demon continued to advance with his legions [1] as he imitated human tactics. The goblins wielded large shields and advanced forward in a hedgehog-like formation, pressuring the enemy formations until they collapsed.


  They stabbed into the human soldiers, and then wanting even more blood like a slithering beast, they moved as one and relentlessly pushed toward the humans.


  “My lord, the path has been cleared,” Gi Jii muttered.


  There should have been no way for the Goblin King to hear that quiet mutter, but even without hearing it, he understood full well what the goblins were saying.


  Trusting in his instincts, the Goblin King shook off the lumps of flesh and scrap iron from helmets off his blade, then with a loud voice said.


  “Onwards!”


  Standing at the head with Zweihander in hand, the Goblin King emanated a menacing aura that sent the humans fleeing in fear.


  With a single swing of his thick great sword, the Goblin King crushed the Kushain soldiers’ helmets, sent their shields flying away, and broke their swords, all the while sending the soldiers themselves to oblivion.


  Clad around the body of the blade were black flames bestowed by none other than Altesia, the Goddess of the Underworld, which claimed the lives of men like a will-o-the-wisp that led one to hell.


  The goblin army was like a scythe reaping harvest as they one-sidedly trampled over the human forces.


  Before the goblin army, the Kushain believers had no other option but death.


  “R-Retreat! Get out of the way!”


  It was curious whether someone had actually given that order or if it was merely someone’s longing, but regardless, when the people heard it, all the humans fled. They threw away their weapons, abandoned even their armor, then they all turned heel and ran.


  “After them!”


  When the Goblin King saw the humans fleeing, he ordered the army to pursue them.


  “Release the beasts! Go!”


  At Gi Gi’s behest, the monster army released the quick among them to pursue the humans. Gi Gi the ancient beast tamer’s beast avoided the goblins and attacked the fleeing humans.


  “Don’t let the humans rest for even a moment.”


  Gi Ji Arsil’s assassins mixed in with the beasts and pursued the fleeing humans. Later they will have to find where these humans are fleeing to.


  It wasn’t until the wings of the night god had clad the world in its darkness that the Goblin King took the main force and turned around.


  With the momentum of having vanquished the human forces just like that, he headed back to the small feudal lords.


  To goblin eyes, which found no discomfort in the black of the night, the ghastly state of the battlefield was as clear as it was in day.


  “O king! Our great king!”


  The cry of the goblins resounded throughout the outskirts of Kruzel.


   


  Chapter 183 
Battle of Fatina


  The patriarch, Benem Nemush, was murdered in cold blood!


  Word of the patriarch’s death spread even faster through the various countries than Gowen Ranid’s.


  When the Genius Adviser of the Clan Coalition of the Red King received that news, he immediately advised his clan leader, Brandika.


  “The Kushain believers should quickly fall apart after this. I suggest we go ahead and take Fatina now.” [Carlion]


  Like a beast sensing its next prey, Brandika fiercely smiled.


  “Alright, let’s do this, you bastards!” [Brandika]


  Slapping his knees and standing up, the rest of the adventurers under his direct control that were drinking in the tent stood up as well. Cell the Sword Dancer, Grave the Enchanter, Saldin the Commander. Every one of them was a brave and capable member of the Red King.


  Because of the report that the patriarch mobilized his army of 10,000 to the west, they were currently headed north. There were also clan leaders from other clans accompanying them out of admiration of Brandika.


  Adventurers weren’t exactly soldiers, but they weren’t far from it either; hence, it didn’t take them long to adapt to the battlefield, and by the time they had occupied a village from the Kushain believers, they could already be counted as a force of the Red King.


  “Still, who would’ve thought the goblins would be able to crush the fanatics. That was unexpected… They might turn out to be an unexpected adversary.”


  “I don’t really think so, but… The details of the battle should arrive soon. We can scrutinize it closely then.”


  Brandika and Carlion chatted as they headed to the head of the army.


  They had set up an intelligence network of their own, so they actually knew of the movements of the Kushain believers even before Elrain Kingdom asked for their help.


  They had originally set off to restrain the enemy, but from the looks of things, this might actually turn into a real siege. Brandika happily laughed at that.


  “A siege will take time… It would be best if we could conclude things quickly,” Carlion said.


  “Ho, does our genius adviser have any plans?” Grave the Enchanter asked.


  Carlion smiled. “It’s not complicated enough to be called a plan, if anything, you could call it a prank.”


  “That’s even better! Good, let’s go with that!” Brandika said.


  Carlion nodded. “Mr. Saldin, please advance the army in a flashy manner. We’ll announce that Elrain Kingdom has come and that we’ll be sourcing our food locally. Meanwhile, Ms. Cell will be leading some stealth specialists to infiltrate the enemy. After that when Elrain Kingdom comes, we’ll announce that everyone will be killed.”


  “Ha ha ha, as usual, you say some really dark stuff without missing a beat.”


  Saldin the commander of the front lines rode with his horse and ordered the army to advance faster. He gathered the vulgar adventurers and had them put on the equipment of the Elrain Kingdom soldiers. They would be needing it once they start attacking the villages.


  “…If I have to,” The gnome warrior, Cell, said


  “Please don’t misunderstand, this order didn’t come from the clan leader but me,” Carlion explained.


  “Hmph, I know. I just have to do that, right?”


  “Please choose the time wisely and spread some rumors that the feudal lord intends to hand over the people to the enemies.”


  “I’m hating this more and more, but alright.”


  “As for you, old teacher. I’ll need you to make the Red King more famous.”


  The old teacher cheerfully smiled in return.


  The Red King separated its forces into two groups. Saldin led the advance guard, while Brandika led the main force.


  The main force slowed down their pace and saved the villages laid to waste by the advance force.


  Saldin’s forces were thorough. They took the food and burned every building down. When every building was gone, they would move on to the next village.


  “Pigs should cry and beg!”


  Saldin himself was originally a fiendish bandit. It was Brandika who picked him up and raised the adventurers in the advanced force. If not for Brandika, Saldin would probably be renowned today as an infamous but great bandit leader.


  They spat mud at Elrain Kingdom’s reputation, spreading words of their treachery, while they extolled the Red King, and spoke admiringly of their magnanimity.


  “We are the army of Count Sapnir from the Elrain Kingdom!”


  At the old enchanter’s words, the villagers who had their food taken cried out. Their food had already been taken, and they had none left to give. They were at the end of their wits, such that they considered bracing themselves for a fight or simply run.


  “I pass on to you the words of my master, Brandika. We of Count Sapnir’s Army may be from Elrain Kingdom as well, but we are deeply saddened by what the Elrain Army has done; therefore, we shall bestow upon you pity and share with you enough food until Fatina. Whether you join the fray there or die here is your discretion. Do as you please.”


  To cling onto the last thread of hope after being pushed to the brink of death is true for both man and nation. Like this the people who had everything taken from them, started to flow into Fatina as refugees.


  But regardless of how the city-state of Fatina shared borders with Germion Kingdom, it did not have an unlimited supply with which to support people.


  Elrain Kingdom’s army steadily approached them.


  News of the patriarch, Benem Nemush’s, death finally reached Fatina. Moreover, the higher ranked of the army did not return from the last battle, causing the feudal lord to answer for them.


  The feudal lord of Fatina was a bishop who was deeply loyal to Benem Nemush. It was only thanks to his predecessor being removed and Benem Nemush’s backing that he was able to secure his position. But because of that Benem Nemush’s death greatly weakened his position.


  Carlion had predicted this far when he came up with his scheme.


  “The feudal lord will want to stabilize everything, but all the refugees coming in will only cause the public order to worsen.”


  Carlion explained his scheming to Brandika as he rode alongside him.


  “In such times, people always turn their sight outside. But that is a double-edged blade.”


  “So you’re saying they’ll eventually have to fight us.”


  “Yes, that’s right. We’re relying a little too much on luck here, but I’d say we have about a 70% chance of success.”


  “That’s more than enough.”


  After the forces of the Red King left the woods, the walls of Fatina could finally be seen. It was the second city-state of the Kushain believers, one situated in a grain-producing territory in the south.


  “By the way, what are we going to do if this fails?”


  “We’ll take the long way. We’ll surround them and wait for them to run out of food. Fatina’s feudal lord is a deeply loyal man, so I doubt he’d have much food in reserve. Odds are he would much rather bet everything on an all-out battle than wait for his 200,000 people to starve.”


  That double-layered strategy put a smile on Brandika’s lips as he looked up at the walls of Fatina.


  “You went out of your way to prepare this stage, so we’ll have to make the most of it and show the world the might of the Red King!”


  Wielding his long double-edged battle axe (Valdis) on his shoulder, he rendezvoused with Saldin and took position outside the walls of Fatina.


  “We’ve successfully spread the rumors,” Cell emotionlessly said.


  Carlion happily nodded.


  It was then that Fatina’s gates opened and an army moved out. They numbered roughly 12,000.


  Because of the weapons on the walls of Fatina, it was extremely difficult to attack them while they were preparing.


  But Brandika wasn’t one to attack while the enemy was preparing, anyway.


  “We’ll crush them magnificently. Otherwise, it won’t be any fun.”


  Brandika only held his long axe as he watched the enemy feudal lord encourage his soldiers while seating atop his three-eyed horse (hipparion).


  “Hear me! Believe me! The Red King shall reward the devoted! I am the man who shall be king!”


  Cries erupted from the Red King’s army. Like a rampaging flame, those emotions swirled into fanaticism and pushed on the back of the Red King, Brandika.


  “Take on a three serpent formation! The clan leader, Brandika, shall take the center. Saldin to the right flank and Cell to the left!” Carlion the Genius Adviser said, and the army of the Red King immediately followed.


  “Bring victory to our clan leader!”


  Though he looked weak as he drew that blade, the soldiers still cried out in response to Carlion’s words.


  “Victory!”


  “Go! Take their heads and hang it by the gates!”


  At the behest of the clan leader, Brandika, the Red King’s entire army charged into Fatina’s army of 12,000.


   


  As tension filled the battlefield, the feudal lord of Fatina desperately strove to raise morale. He promised the 12,000 soldiers that he would look after them within the holy organization – he would even give them medals – so long as they are able to defeat the Elrain Army.


  “Behold! The enemy is few in numbers!”


  The enemies gathered atop the hill were at most about 2,000. That was a sixth of their own numbers, so there was no way they could lose, he told them. Unfortunately, he wasn’t blessed with the charisma to lead people.


  The monsters had the Goblin King, the enemy had their clan leader, Brandika, and the Kushain believers had their patriarch, Benem Nemush.


  Such people were able to raise morale just by being there. Unfortunately, this man, who became the feudal lord solely because of his loyalty to the patriarch, did not have such charisma.


  The forces of the Kushain believers were mainly farmers.


  Because of that their numbers were many, and when gathered, they were a force to be reckoned with. Unfortunately, that only held true when fighting a winning battle, for they were not as persistent when fighting disadvantaged, causing them to only be a hindrance to any strategy attempted.


  They were mainly footmen, so it was hard to move around with them, but they were all equipped with spears, which kept the enemy away. Most of them were dressed in leather armor, while an exceedingly few had iron armor.


  After giving the soldiers with low morale a pep talk, the feudal lord ordered them to advance.


  “O god, please watch over us!”


  As the feudal lord cried out to his god, he mobilized the army to swallow the 2,000 soldiers of the enemy. At roughly the same time, the cavalry descended from the hill.


  In response, the feudal lord clicked his tongue and gave out a command. “In the name of god, send those people to hell! Advance!!”


  The Kushain believers lined up their spears and advanced, but the descending cavalry did not slow down even the slightest, instead riding even faster as they raised up their weapon and cried out.


  “ATTTTAcccCCKk! GEt them!!”


  At the clan leader, Brandika’s, command, the mages at the back casted their spells, and flames of bullets shot past Brandika and his cavalry, raining fire down on the Kushain believers’ line of spears.


  As the Kushain believers screamed in pain and squirmed, the hipparion trampled them underfoot. and with Valdis, a soldier’s head was claimed.


  Brandika tore through the densely packed formation, and cavalry and footmen alike followed him from behind.


  “That’s the clan leader of the enemy! A thousand gold to anyone who takes his head!”


  The Kushain believers’ eyes changed when they heard what the feudal lord said, but try as they might to focus their attacks on the man, all they could accomplish was increase the number of corpses.


  Countless soldiers were either trampled over under hipparion hooves or cut down by Brandika’s Valdis. And just when it seemed he would finally stop, the Kushain believers were suddenly attacked from both flanks like two snake heads tearing through them as if they were a piece of paper.


  “Die!!”


  Saldin attacked fiercely from the right, piercing through the collapsing flank of the enemies.


  “Hmph!”


  The calm and collected Cell attacked from the left, meticulously tearing apart the enemy formation as she dyed the ground in the blood of the reserve soldiers at the back.


  “We have 12,000 soldiers! How are we being pushed back!?”


  As the feudal lord screamed in fear, the person who appeared next was none other than that very Brandika who should have already lost all momentum. Somehow he had renewed his momentum and was tearing straight through the formation toward the feudal lord.


  But what was most terrifying of all was how heads flew with every swing of his Valdis.


  As a fierce smile appeared on Brandika’s lips, the feudal lord felt like a beast had set its sights on him. Suddenly, it didn’t seem as if there was any hope of living through this.


  “E-Eek!”


  There were still some distance between them, there were soldiers too, but for some reason, it was as if none of that mattered.


  The red-haired man would surely claim his head uncontested. At the very least, the feudal lord believed that.


  “KU…”


  “Shall we retreat, my lord!?”


  While the feudal lord was speechless, his aide asked him that question.


  But the feudal lord was so stricken with fear that he didn’t even have the leisure to respond as he turned to the gates and screamed.


  “Open up!! Open up now! Hurry!”


  When Carlion saw that, he immediately raised up his voice.


  “The enemy feudal lord is retreating! We’ve won!”


  Ally and foe alike searched for the feudal lord at Carlion’s proclamation. When the Kushain believers saw the feudal lord running, morale plummeted, while morale rose high for the Red King’s side, and they immediately set out to pursue the enemy to the gates.


  “A reward for anyone who gets the general’s head!” Saldin announced to his soldiers.


  “Hurry! Close the gates!” The feudal lord cried.


  The feudal lord hurried for the gates to be closed, but alas, Saldin and his soldiers was able to pass through from the right flank.


  “Take the gates! Banish the cowards from Fatina!” Saldin said


  “Yes, sir!” The soldiers said back.


  The moment the gates were taken over, the Red King’s victory was guaranteed.


  With the feudal lord taken prisoner, the Red King was able to successfully defeat an influential city-state under the Kushain believers’ banner.


  Such an achievement was unheard of within Elrain Kingdom. Not even Kanash himself has accomplished such a feat.


  Word of this quickly spread through the southern parts, and before long, everyone knew that of the Red King’s great might and the decline of the Kushain believers.


  * * *


  10 days after the Red King defeated Fatina.


  Management of Fatina was left to him, but the only things given as remuneration were medals.


  Despite that not a word of complaint was given, and Carlion continued to work in the office in place of Brandika.


  Brandika needed to deal with the Elrain Kingdom, the various clans under their banner, and even government affairs. Frankly, it would not be enough even if he were to split his body into two to deal with all those.


  “You sure work hard even though your master is out frolicking in the red-light district,” Cell said after popping out of nowhere.


  Carlion wryly smiled. “I pushed all the annoying human relations to him, so this is the least I could do.”


  “I don’t get it. You work this hard so late in the night, and yet you don’t take more than a paltry sum for your wage. Didn’t you say sufficient compensation should be given to deserving people?” Cell asked.


  “You sure talk a lot today. Did something bad happen?”


  “…Hmph. Suit yourself.”


  The sound of Carlion’s pen rushing through the documents resounded throughout the office.


  Cell sat herself on the sofa meant for guests and watched Carlion.


  When Carlion had completed one part of his work, he looked up and smiled at Cell.


  “So, was there something I could help you with?” He asked.


  “What a fishy smile. I’d prefer it if you pointed that only toward other humans,” Cell said.


  “That’s a little troubling,” Carlion wryly smiled.


  Cell sneered and she gave Carlion a letter.


  “It’s about the current state of the east. It’s from Shunrai,” she said.


  Carlion’s eyebrows twitched as soon as he read the contents of the letter.


  “…Things really don’t just go according to plan, huh. But I guess that’s exactly what makes life interesting.”


  Carlion leaned his back onto his chair and heaved a sigh of relief.


  As Cell sent him an inquisitive look, he revealed the contents of the letter.


  “The Dagger of Webrus has fallen.”


  Those words came out more bitter than he’d intended.


   


  Chapter 184 
Will You Obey or Will You Die?


  After winning the Battle of Kruzel, the Goblin King ordered Gi Ji Arsil to take his assassins and scout the surrounding area, while he led the main army to return to the west. Although they barely had any casualties during the battle, the Goblin King had to acknowledge that he couldn’t rule over the Kushain Territories with just 2,000 goblins.


  If he were to progress any further in his plans, he would first have to gain a firm foothold in these lands.


  It was because of that prudent thinking of his that he desired a meeting with the small feudal lords. Fortunately, they were able to successfully kill Benem Nemush in the Battle of Kruzel. Thanks to Benem Nemush’s foolishness, the Goblin King was able to gain the renown of crushing an army that was 10,000 soldiers strong.


  That being said, the Goblin King had actually misread the Kushain believers’ ability to mobilize their troops.


  For the goblins, 5 days might be enough to prepare for war, but to the humans, turning their people into soldiers would take much longer.


  Besides, only the holy knight, Gowen Ranid, was actually skilled enough to manage a fief with 10,000 people. Unfortunately, the last battle the Goblin King fought just had to be with him.


  Because of all that, the Goblin King ended up overestimating the enemies’ capabilities, causing him to back off. Had he the ability to see the future, he would’ve surely wiped out all of the Kushain believers right there and then, but alas, in the end, although the Kushain believers lost, the Goblin King still ended up retreating.


  The Goblin King led the main force of his army back to the small feudal lords, while distributing his goblin subordinates to the small villages.


  The goblin army fed on preserved food and their hunts as they made their way back. It wasn’t until 4 days after the fight that they finally arrived at Shirak Territory.


  Felbi sent a message with his bow again, indicating when the meeting would be taking place. It wasn’t very friendly though, for he made sure to include a threat. If you can’t make it for any reason, we can’t guarantee the safety of Shirak.


  When the arrow was shot back, a message saying that the feudal lords would meet them was attached.


  “Everything’s gone well so far.”


  The continuing of his schemes, the weaving of more schemes for later… The Goblin King had much left to do. They may have defeated an army of 10,000 soldiers, but they had by no means annihilated them.


  The number of soldiers they’d killed probably numbered less than a thousand. As for the rest, they were either attacked by monster beasts or had run off to somewhere.


  After coming out of the Battle of Kruzel mostly unharmed, the Goblin King now had three paths he could walk.


  One path was to go back to the western region and take on Germion Kingdom.


  The second path was to keep going like this and annex the territory of the Kushain believers.


  The third path was to go further down south and attempt to encroach upon the Ashunasan Alliance.


  The Goblin King thought long and hard about the path the goblins should take. He needed to come up with an answer before he met with the small feudal lords.


  The first path was a solid one, but it was risky if Germion Kingdom ever decided to go for an attack. There was a group of small fortresses between their borders and Germion Kingdom’s, preventing anyone from crossing over. So long as those fortresses existed, there was a chance that they might get stabbed from behind. Unless those fortresses were taken care of first, he couldn’t safely attack Germion Kingdom.


  He couldn’t repeat the mistake he did when trying to occupy the west, which resulted in them needing to do twice as much work as expected. That being the case, he should first secure the south, then create a path to safely attack Germion Kingdom.


  The second path wasn’t that easy either.


  The territories of the Kushain believers were vast. It wouldn’t be easy managing all that with the goblins alone. If the humans don’t cooperate with them, they would be forced to use the whip. And while they’re busy with them, Germion Kingdom might just attack.


  Alternatively, he could try to work with the elves like he did for the western territory, but unfortunately, that was only possible because it was near their headquarters. The short distance made it possible to rule over the humans with a small force due to the ease of sending reinforcements.


  The Kushain Territories were not only big, they were also a long way from the Forest of Darkness, the elves and the goblins would find themselves hard-pressed to try and reinforce their forces given that distance.


  They couldn’t look down on the two giant city-states that the Kushain believers possessed. Neither of those have fallen in the past years even after being sieged.


  Moreover, while they were able to achieve their goal of deciding the battle quickly, they had to keep up the pace. The western region couldn’t be left for long, so the Kushain Territories needed to be dealt with quickly.


  What about the border regions that the feudal ruled then? They were some distance away from the big cities, making it harder to manage and leaving them in need of a guardian. But at the same time, they wanted to protect their people, so in a sense, it could be said that they were gearing up for independence.


  The third path was to keep going by defeating the weak cities.


  Doing that, however, was the same as making an enemy out of the two sides that were currently caught up in a civil war. Humans already had a poor impression of the goblins. What was the point in painting a target on themselves? Doing that might just make the situation worse, should the two sides decide to form an alliance in order to repel a common threat.


  The Goblin King couldn’t make a mistake, but at the same time, he couldn’t take his time either; therefore, he decided on the second path. Unfortunately, he would need a long time to accomplish it.


  He would have to slowly take over the territories of the Kushain believers while expanding his own forces. So long as he steadily progressed and kept an eye out for the western region, he would eventually become a great force ten years later.


  But that was too slow. Right now, the humans had their guard down and thought of them as nothing more than beasts that didn’t even know the word ‘strategy’. But 10 years later, the humans might finally realize that they’re not just beasts. If all he wanted was to create a country, that wouldn’t be an issue, but his goal was world domination.


  Because of that the Goblin King naturally arrived at an answer on how to deal with the small feudal lords.


  He would have to make their roles clear and how he would make use of them.


  “King of Goblins, the humans have come for an audience,” Felbi said, rousing the Goblin King from his thoughts.


  “Ahh, I see,” the Goblin King said as he cracked his neck and stood up.


  The Goblin King received the small feudal lords, behind which was Zakusen of the Leon Heart Clan.


  “Now then, gentlemen. The trend of war has been decided. We goblins dislike skirting around the issue, so I’ll get straight to the point. I want you to accept our rule and come under us.”


  When the small feudal lords heard the Goblin King speak for the first time, fear and surprise filled them as they glanced at each other.


  The Goblin King spoke fluently and laid bare his intentions without any hesitation. He was completely unlike the goblins they knew, leaving them muddled and unsure of what to do.


  “What exactly do you mean by your rule?” The feudal lord of Shirak asked after mustering the courage to.


  “What I seek is the world itself. So long as you come under my rule, I will promise you peace,” the Goblin King said.


  “In other words, you won’t hurt us?” The feudal lord of Guena asked.


  The Goblin King nodded. “I am not aware how humans do things, but we do not enjoy oppressing the weak. Those who come under my rule, be they elves, demihumans, or even humans… I shall treat them all equally with no discrimination.”


  The small feudal lords glanced at each other. At the very least, it didn’t seem like they were in any danger. Only, was this monster actually telling the truth?


  “You look like you do not know whether to trust me or not.” The Goblin King said.


  “W-We wouldn’t dare…” The feudal lord of Shirak said in a panic as he quickly shook his head.


  “King of Goblins, if I may, I believe they are merely anxious,” the vice clan leader of the Leon Heart Clan, Zaurosh, said.


  The Goblin King placed his chin on his fist. “Ho.”


  “Please excuse my belated introduction, I am Zaurosh, the vice clan leader of the Leon Heart Clan. These people are my current employers.”


  “Zaurosh, huh.”


  The Goblin King sent a meaningful glance at Zaurosh, but the latter acted like he didn’t know anything.


  “If your highness would allow us to stay with them until they are no longer anxious, our clan could help foster trust between you and they.” Zaurosh suggested politely.


  “In other words, time is needed before reconciliation, huh… Very well, but only half a year. I won’t allow any longer.”


  “…I thank you for your generosity.”


  Like that the audience of the small feudal lords with the Goblin King concluded, and the border regions accepted the hegemony of the Goblin King, placing monsters, elves, demihumans, and humans under his authority.


  Much of the goblin forces stayed behind in order to slowly chip away at the Kushain Territories. They stayed behind alongside the Leon Heart Clan as protectors of the border regions.


  The small feudal lords announced the changes to the people while promising them their safety. They could do that because of the deep bond they had with the people. Had it been the big feudal lords, the people would have never accepted the rule of the goblins, and the people might have even revolted.


  The people trusted the small feudal lords that much more compared to their bigger counterparts.


  When the Goblin King heard that from Zaurosh, he decided to do the same thing for the borders of the western region. He could adjust the taxes when soldiers are tributed, but for the feudal lords themselves, he would have to guarantee them a rank. In any case, he would need to offer something that would entice them.


  If there’s a carrot, there also needs to be a stick.


  Deserters wouldn’t be forgiven and logging from the woodlands would be banned. The Goblin King decided to implement the latter rule in order to prevent his subjects from trying to reclaim more land and shaving away at the Forest of Darkness due to the lesser taxes.


  Because the Goblin King banned touching the woodlands but allowed the flatlands, the border feudal lords expanded southwest along the river.


   


  After acquiring the border lands, the Goblin King asked that an accurate report of the current population as well as a map of the territories be produced. Both were necessary for the coming wars. The map he had received from old Falun was too rough to be used as reference, so he would need a new one, and info on the population was necessary to decide on the right amount of tax that wouldn’t cause the people to flee.


  Both problems were issues any statesman would be able to handle, but the Goblin King was yet to raise such individuals under him. There were probably such people from the small feudal lords, but they were newcomers, and to give them that much authority in such a short time would likely cause frictions with the goblins and the elves.


  “What a pain…”


  “A pain indeed, goblin. A pain indeed.”


  Beside the king was the goblin, Gi Za Zakuend, and the elf commander, Felbi, groaning aloud as they worked on some documents. A part of the forest had to be cut for the Goblin King to fulfill his kingly duties, for he did not station his troops within the border towns. Instead, they were currently encamped within the forest.


  The difficult wording of the first reports submitted by the feudal lords greatly troubled Gi Za, but when Felbi saw from the corner of his eyes the words ‘financial situation’ he immediately pulled it out of Gi Za’s hands.


  “More work less talk,” the Goblin King pointed out.


  Reluctantly, the both of them complied. If the king himself, who was supposed to be the object of respect and affection, was working diligently, who were they to lax?


  “Ugh… Great nobles of Cultidian… under the protection of god… the old blood of Jikmua… with the protection of the cotinued lineage of Jikmua… the rights to the land… Arrgh! Can’t you just say that you were given rights by someone with authority!?” Gi Za bellowed out after finally reaching the end of his wits.


  Meanwhile, Felbi was correcting the numbers on the census.


  128, 3 from 35… 2 from 48, 27 have passed… Umm… Where was I? Hey!”


  As he too reached the end of his wits, he jeered at the stack of documents, looking like he could pull his sword and cut them anytime now.


  While the two of them were making a ruckus, the Goblin King was quietly doing his work. One of the documents caught his eyes.


  “Hmm.”


  It was rare for the Goblin King to stop working, so Gi Za and Felbi immediately turned to him.


  “Is something the matter, Your Highness?” Gi Za asked.


  Felbi didn’t say anything, but his eyes seemed to be asking the same thing.


  “A report from feudal lord, Razuel. It says the second city-state of the Kushain believers, Fatina, has fallen,” the Goblin King said.


  “…The Southern Ashunasan Alliance must have made their move,” Felbi conjectured.


  The Goblin King nodded. “The details are unknown, but it says here that a group of people calling themselves the Red King are responsible.”


  “I’ve heard of them before, Your Highness. It would probably be best to consult with the human, Zaurosh,” Gi Za said.


  The Goblin King nodded again.


  Matters regarding clans would naturally be best asked from another clan member. Unfortunately, while information from the Leon Heart Clan was often comprehensive, it took a long time for it to reach them. That was mostly due to the fact that most of their forces were still in the east.


  Only about 200 combatants were currently present in the border lands. The rest of the combatants and non-combatant members, who took care of organizational tasks, were still carrying on in the east. Zaurosh said they intended to move once they’ve set their foundations in the border lands, but it would still take some time.


  “This time it’s a petition, a petition to be stationed in town.”


  The Goblin King became thoughtful.


  “That’s obviously no good. We have to remain impartial,” Gi Za remarked.


  “But goblins do need to be stationed in town if we’re to gather any information concerning the south.”


  Stationing goblins in the towns of the western region was a given since they needed to be there to keep up the public order and prevent people from running away. The Goblin King, however, decided to refrain from doing that with the border lands.


  Information was passed from person to person. The harpies could scout from the skies, but they had many enemies. They were a race that couldn’t live too far from the forest.


  “Consulting Zaurosh might be wise,” the Goblin King said.


  “A human?” Gi Za said with open disapproval.


  The Goblin King wryly smiled. “Zaurosh is already an ally. He can no longer return to the humans.”


  “Wouldn’t it be wise to consider him one only once he’s joined us in battle?” Gi Za asked.


  The Goblin King’s wry smile grew deeper. “That would make it hard for us to gather information. You understand, right?”


  “Yes…”


  Even Gi Za couldn’t deny that the reason they were able to subdue the small feudal lords was because of Zaurosh. But for Gi Za, who was distrustful of humans, he did not find it even slightly interesting to be too reliant on them.


  “Let’s take a break,” the Goblin King cracked his neck and exhaled.


  “Agreed, Your Highness,” Felbi said as he rotated his shoulders.


  “That’s good and all, but… what is that?”


  At Gi Za’s words, all eyes turned to a Paradua Goblin riding toward them.


  “Ah, a messenger.”


  As the rider rode at full speed, the Goblin King felt an ill premonition.
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  1. North-Western Side of the Free Cities


  2. Goblin and Monster Expansion Route


  3. Shirak Territory


  4. Guena Territory


  5. Sandolia Territory


  6. Razuel Territory


  7. Noran River


  8. Hot Sands of the Great Desert.


   


  Chapter 185 
Miscalculation


  The peace of the Goblin King’s western region was standing on thin ice. But he knew that, and it was because of that that he decided to deal with the south, so that he might ensure a safe path toward Germion Kingdom to the east.


  Which is why he needed to go back to the western region as soon as possible.


  Unfortunately, information that he couldn’t ignore had just come: The Red King had taken Fatina with only 2,000 soldiers against an army six times their numbers.


  That was not a force the Goblin King could just ignore, for it was sure to indirectly affect even the small feudal lords that have just recently joined him.


  “A scheme, huh.”


  Though the creases on his forehead grew deeper, there wasn’t much he could do.


  The Red King wasn’t directly causing problems for them, no; instead, what would become a problem for them were the forces that have been affected by the Red King’s victory. In other words, Elrain Kingdom, the Kushain believers, and the leading trade city of Pena.


  Moreover, word says that the Kushain have already prepared to move out again. Various schemes were starting to reach out toward the pitiful borders that have been occupied by the goblins.


  The small feudal lords were currently docile because of their recent victory, but it was hard to say that that would last when the Goblin King returns to the west.


  The weak clung to the strong to survive. That was true for both humans and goblins. And now the Goblin King’s plan to quickly settle his goal here in the south and then return to the west was becoming harder to accomplish.


  “If our enemies are scheming against us, then we should use that against them,” Gi Za Zakuend advised the worrying king. He was the leader of the shaman goblins and the Goblin King’s trusted retainer.


  He was also Falun Gastair’s favorite student and to whom Falun’s book of strategies was entrusted.


  “Hmm.” The Goblin King became thoughtful.


  The Goblin King did not know the people scheming against him.


  Why were they aiming for the borders? Or perhaps it was the weakness of the enemy, the people and royal family that they were aiming for.


  The Goblin King regretted how little he knew of the southern borders.


  He turned to his trusted retainer


  “First, I need information; therefore, send Zaurosh to the city states of the free cities,” the Goblin King said.


  “But they are currently monitoring the feudal lords,” Gi Za replied.


  “Only a part of the Leon Heart Clan is. I understand your fears, but there are times when we have to rely on others to get the job done,” the Goblin King said with a wry smile as he decided that the humans would be be best suited to gathering information on other humans.


  Another reason was because they were the only ones he could actually use to gather intel. The barrier between different races was simply too great.


  This time around, the Goblin King was the one reacting; hence, he had no choice but to prolong his stay in the border lands.


  As the Goblin King read Shumea’s report about Gi Ba and the others, he looked up toward the northern skies of the western city.


  * * *


  The Red King’s conquest of Fatina had caused some fissures within the upper brass of Elrain Kingdom to form. The king’s favored retainers, nobles, military officers, bureaucrats, and imperial guards had gathered to form an Anti-Red-King Faction, overpowering the Pro-Red-King faction.


  “What a bunch of annoying guys,” Brandika unhappily sneered after hearing the news from Cell, who had been made head of the newly founded intelligence corps, the King’s Ears.


  Brandika turned to his right-hand man, Carlion.


  “Apparently, we won a bit too much. What you said might have also caused it,” Carlion shook his shoulders and wryly smiled at his sulking clan leader.


  “I get carried away a little and this happens,” the Red King said as he gulped down his liquor and looked up at the sky.


  After emptying the bottle, a fierce smile appeared on his lips.


  “…And? What are we going to do? We gonna taking over this place?”


  He would probably do just that were he left to his own devices.


  Carlion shook his head. “Elrain’s banner is still of some use to us. We’ve finally gotten Fatina. It would be a waste to just throw it away.”


  “I see,” Brandika shook his head and smiled with confidence. “I’ll leave it to you, Carlion.”


  “Rest assured, my king, I will take care of it,” Carlion said with a chuckle before retreating to his office.


  Taking a seat, he exhaled deeply, and when the air within the room stirred, he looked up.


  An unhappy Cell was there.


  “It seems Elrain Kingdom intends to fight for itself,” Cell said.


  “The general?” Carlion asked.


  “Goudal Gaschall.”


  “Haven’t heard of him.”


  “He is the leader of the nobles. I hear he’s the relative of the king, so he was pushed up.”


  A maternal relative, Carlion corrected internally as he listened to Cell’s report.


  He is a general who became relative to the king after pushing his daughter to be the king’s queen.


  Unlike the renowned Kanash, his position was something he’d only gained after offering his own daughter.


  “Hmm… I suppose he’s decided to stick his head out of his shell after realizing that some mercenaries might take all the glory,” Carlion remarked after hearing everything.


  After a moment of silence, Carlion the Genius Adviser slowly spoke.


  “This is a good opportunity. Let’s begin work toward the Elrain Kingdom.”


  “…I don’t understand you humans very well, but at this rate, the enemy is going to win.”


  “Who is the enemy? The executives of the kingdom? The Kushain believers? The Elks Clan to the east? Or perhaps the monsters?”


  “I didn’t come here to play words.”


  “Ah, yes. Don’t worry. Everything is still within my expectations.”


  For a moment, Carlion looked outside the windows with a dark and heated gaze.


  “…Let’s move on to the second stage of stealing a country.”


  Exhaling faintly, Carlion coughed a little.


  * * *


  A Paradua goblin rode to the Goblin King with a message from the western region.


  “The humans are attacking?” The Goblin King asked.


  “Yes, Your Majesty,” the messenger nodded.


  The Goblin King looked toward the distant north. As he sensed the blood about to rush to his head, he shook his head and calmed himself.


  The attack of Germion Kingdom or the attack of the adventurers. Moreover, the rebellion of the human villages. All of those possibilities ran through the Goblin King’s head as he listened to the messenger.


  He braced himself for the worst.


  “Give me specifics. How big are the enemy forces?” The Goblin King asked.


  “We don’t know. Presently, Lord Gi Ba Hagar is dealing with them,” the messenger replied.


  This messenger was sent by Gi Ba. Gi Ba the Man-Eating Snake excelled in fighting, but the hate he bore toward humans was too great.


  “What about Gi Ga? Shumea? Yoshu!?”


  “My apologies, Your Majesty, but that was all Lord Gi Ba sent me to report.”


  “…In other words, you don’t know.”


  As the Paradua messenger’s head hung down, the Goblin King ran past him and looked toward the western region that was 6 days away. The wall that was time was currently standing before him.


  “Do we have no other choice but to bring back the army?” The Goblin King muttered.


  If they lose the west, the goblin forces will be isolated in the south. Without any siege weapons, being isolated in the south would be no different from a slow death.


  Gi Za and Felbi frowned a little.


  “How about seeking the counsel of the humans?” Felbi suggested reluctantly.


  Gi Za Zakuend said nothing. That was a tacit approval.


  “Let’s do that. We’ll start with Zaurosh.”


  As Felbi left to pass on word of the situation, the Goblin King folded his arms. That normally hidden anxiety was currently shown completely through the deep wrinkles on his forehead


  The bigger the territory, the harder it was to grasp everything. That was something he learned a long time ago. Because of that he distributed his authority to the goblins by giving them territories to manage, but after coming here, a problem in the current system has finally shown itself.


  Gi Ba’s earlier report for one had issues in both speed and details. There was also the issue with his lack of cooperation with the other races.


  For speed, the best choices for messengers were the Paradua riders and the harpies. They have yet to conquer the south, so beacons were currently out of question. In this regard, Gi Ba couldn’t be faulted.


  For details, however, the things the king needed: the size of the enemy army, the casualties on the goblins’ side, the current response of the goblins… the various information he needed were difficult to presume even for the goblin nobles. In order to presume such information the goblins would have to put themselves in the king’s shoes, but that was a tall order, indeed.


  Perhaps, the goblins leading their own hordes might be able to do it, but other than the goblins fighting at the frontlines, none had such experience.


  The deeper they went into human territory, the less goblins they would have; therefore, the strength of their army would mostly be decided by how much of their army they could preserve. If the Goblin King were to strengthen his army, that was where he would have to focus on.


  “Not one of these is easy to solve.”


  On top of that, the goblin army itself was a coalition of different races.


  If Gi Ga Rax were in Gi Ba’s position, or if Gi Ba had cooperated with Shumea and Yoshu, he would have probably been able to send more information.


  It was also possible that he simply didn’t have the leisure to do so.


  “I might have to rethink leaving the territories to the noble goblins,” the Goblin King said.


  “Was there something lacking about Gi Ba’s report?” Gi Za asked.


  “Yes, a little.”


  “Punish Gi Ba then. There shouldn’t be any reason to worry so much.”


  The Goblin King wryly smiled at that simple answer.


  “It would be cruel of me to punish Gi Ba for something I did not instruct him.”


  “If one has sinned, then punishment should be handed out. That is all.”


  “He has not sinned. He has merely failed to live up to my expectations.”


  “Failure to meet the king’s expectations itself is a sin.”


  What a strict goblin, the king thought as he wryly smiled again.


  He would not punish Gi Ba.


  “Hmm, I guess we could standardize it instead.”


  If they standardized the information that needed to be sent, the goblins wouldn’t have to presume what the king wanted. A manual, in other words.


  The Goblin King being able to think that was amazing as far as the goblins were concerned, but there was none among them who could understand just how amazing it was. All they knew was that the king was amazing.


  “It is good that you’ve cleared your mind.”


  When Gi Za saw that the creases on the king’s forehead were gone, he was overjoyed.


  The Goblin King found it a little embarrassing how pure his retainer’s thoughts were.


  “Yes, but we still need to deal with the situation at hand.”


  After summoning Zaurosh, he sent Felbi to summon the feudal lords. He was better fit a messenger in this case than a goblin would.


  “Your Majesty, I believe… It would not be wise to make our move now.”


  Zaurosh chose his words carefully as he advised the king.


  One of the Goblin King’s brows rose as he wryly smiled. “Why?”


  Zaurosh was so different from when he met him for the first time that he couldn’t help but wryly smile. Unfortunately, he mistook that wry smile to mean that Zaurosh had something under his sleeves.


  Zaurosh spoke with a stiff tone. “The southern border lords (small feudal lords) are currently unstable. We cannot keep them in line even with our clan.”


  As the king became thoughtful, Zaurosh continued.


  “Putting it bluntly, if the entire army is pulled, the border lands will be isolated.”


  “And the Leon Heart Clan will no longer be our allies?”


  With Zaurosh’s head slightly hung down, he could not see the Goblin King’s sharp gaze. Neither could Gi Za, but his was actually even sharper.


  Gi Za was never tolerant of humans, so when he heard there might be a chance that they would betray them, his response was especially excessive.


  “I cannot deny that possibility. We must prioritize our survival, after all.”


  The Goblin King nodded.


  Seeing the Goblin King wryly smile, Gi Za decided to keep quiet, but he continued to stare daggers at Zaurosh.


  The circumstances surrounding the Leon Heart Clan had gotten complicated. It could be said that they were currently in a good spot, what with various offers being extended to them.


  The small feudal lords trusted them, and there were plenty of other possible customers, such as the Kushain believers who have lost Fatina, Elrain Kingdom, or even the trade city-state of Pena.


  Given all the extraordinary conditions offered, it was only natural that opinions within the Leon Heart Clan would be divided. Besides, only the goblins and the Leon Heart Clan knew that they were colluding together.


  “I understand your situation. I hope you also understand that we cannot afford to lose the west.”


  “Of course, I understand.”


  “Then you may go. I have to hear out the small feudal lords.”


  After dismissing Zaurosh, the Goblin King answered Gi Za’s questioning gaze.


  “If he intended to betray us from the start, he wouldn’t have told us he that might betray us. If he truly intended to become our enemy, he would have just offered our heads to the enemy. That’s the sort of man he is.”


  “But…”


  “Nothing will change even if one tells another he might betray them. Not unless he intends to make use of them, anyway.”


  “Hmm…”


  Gi Za reluctantly became thoughtful, but in the end, he prioritized the king’s decision.


  After that the Goblin King spoke with the small feudal lords, but in the end, a conclusion wouldn’t be made until tomorrow.


  There were too many things that needed thinking.


  The Goblin King wanted the time to think all those through, but alas, the God of Time, Jurana, was cruel, and the time for pondering was cut short.


  “Excuse me, Your Majesty, but an urgent news has come!”


  Right after the Goblin King’s meeting with the small feudal lords, Zaurosh came rushing in.


  “You have not been permitted an audience with the king!” Gi Za reprimanded.


  But Zaurosh did not falter before and instead overpowered Gi Za’s voice.


  “Elrain Kingdom has attacked the headquarters of the Kushain believers, Cultidian itself!”


  If Elrain Kingdom were to get any bigger, their influence would reach even the small feudal lords.


  Returning to the west was no longer an option.


  “Now they’ve really done it.”


  The approaching crisis caused a fierce smile to appear upon the Goblin King’s lips


   


  Chapter 186 
Battle of Cultidian


  Cultidian, headquarters of the Kushain believers and hometown to the late patriarch, Benem Nemush, was currently in a state of unprecedented chaos.


  Their defeat at Kruzel, dubbed the Nightmare of Kruzel, and the fall of Fatina has led them to lose many of their prominent generals and martial artists, not to mention the loss of their beloved patriarch himself. They even lost a city. It was a nightmare, indeed.


  After being driven into a corner, Elrain Kingdom went and declared war, and a letter demanding their surrender came from the commander of the Imperial Guards, Goudal Gaschall, bringing the already chaotic state of Cultidian to another peak.


  “We should accept their demands and surrender! We can’t win like this!” Said a cardinal.


  “Don’t be stupid! Are you telling us to hand over victory to them!?” Said another.


  Even the cardinals themselves weren’t unified.


  The death of Patriarch Benem Nemush was simply too effective a weapon against the inner workings of the Kushain believers.


  But in the midst of what seemed to be a bleak situation, a ray of hope appeared.


  A messenger from Burnen Kingdom had come,


  Cultidian had become a city-state just a year ago due to Patriarch Benem Nemush’s holy war.


  Which is why this messenger was essentially from their former lord.


  “Hear, hear, I bring the words of the Priestess Princess!”


  The Kushain believers was a faction that worshiped a saint called Kushain. As the legend goes, Saint Kushain once defeated a dragon in Burnen Kingdom and brought peace to the lands.


  Though only a subsidiary line, Kushain’s blood was inherited, and as the Kushain believers grew in fervor, that fervor reached even the Burnen Royal Family.


  A person who has inherited the blood of Kushain was currently among them, and Patriarch Benem Nemush skillfully made use of that to take the seat of patriarch while forming a friendly relationship with Burnen Kingdom.


  Patriarch Benem Nemush wasn’t merely a fanatic, he was also a calm man with an observant eye.


  Honor to the blood! Patriarch Benem told his adherents when he came to power.


  But though the lineage of Kushain was respected, the believers were kept within the hands of the church, and because he did not think it would be good for them to be caught up in the war, Patriarch Benem Nemush did not hand the authority over to Burnen Kingdom.


  It was curious whether he truly did not wish for Kushain’s blood to get caught up in the war or if he simply wished to keep the power to himself, but regardless, his actions led to the preservation of Kushain’s blood, or more precisely, the only daughter of Burnen Kingdom, Mira Vi Burnen, who was currently about to visit.


  She was a young girl of only 16, but she understood both her beauty and the importance of her blood.


  With a noble blood and a beautiful appearance, it was only natural that most of the people would kneel before her.


  And she knew that full well for she was both a woman who understood her worth and a woman willing to make use of it.


  For example, before coming here, she had enticed her father to send a messenger to Cultidian to announce her visit.


  By doing so, the people of Cultidian had already bowed their heads before she had even arrived.


  If even the panicking cardinals would act so meek before her, it was only a given that the people would as well.


  She appeared at the conclave meant to elect a new patriarch, and she spoke words that brought much joy to the pious believers.


  She told them that the blood of Kushain was with the people.


  That declaration was no different from saying that she herself would be standing in the frontlines. Of course, she would be doing so under the supervision of her father.


  But the people and the cardinals didn’t know that, and their fervor grew even fiercer.


  In the end, it was decided that she would take the position of cardinal and an army of about 30,000 was created from the people.


  The whole event was like a beautiful play, and when the curtains were drawn, Saint Mira retired to her assigned room.


  Away from prying eyes, in the comfort of her own room, she looked at the young boy, who was acting as her chaperone, with a mischievous smile like that of a cat’s.


  “Everything seems to be going well. Now, all that’s left is the war, right?” She said.


  “Princess, forgive me, but I do not have such abilities…” The boy pleaded.


  Mira pinched his cheeks as she smiled a predatory smile at the boy.


  “You’re not allowed to say you can’t. Otherwise, those hateful men from Elrain Kingdom are going to make this body their toy. Or could it be that’s what you want to happen?”


  “O-Of course not, but…”


  The saint released the boy’s cheeks and lifted up her lascivious skirt.


  The polished skin of a young girl, the porcelain legs of a maiden… The arousing sight of such marvelous works dyed the boy’s cheeks in red and caused a scream to rise.


  “P-Princess!”


  But the princess ignored him and smiled.


  “Vil… Vilan Do Zul!”


  His name called, he stood straight up as if a rod of iron had been impaled into his back.


  “Tee hee, if you want me, then destroy all my enemies. This body shall be given to the victor.”


  The boy did not miss the slight quiver in his young lord’s fingers before kneeling.


  “On my honor!”


  After that Elrain Kingdom suffered a great loss outside Cultidian, and the Kushain believers, who were now supported by Saint Mira’s popularity and Vilan Do Zul’s ingenuity, made an explosive comeback. It was almost as if their previous two defeats did not happen as they tore through the 20,000 soldiers of Elrain Kingdom’s military camp.


  Against all odds and the predictions of the onlookers, the Kushain believers managed to turn things around.


   


  The victory of the Kushain Believers caused the chaos in the southern region to worsen.


  Even the goblins found the situation difficult. Not only were their borders connected to the Ashunasan Alliance and the Kushain believers, they also had borders connected to the Germion Kingdom.


  The Red King Clan’s quiet efforts against the Elrain Kingdom cost them some influence toward the east, but at least, they were able to crush the opposing faction within Elrain Kingdom at the south.


  Around them were the Kushain believers, the Ashunasan Alliance, and Germion Kingdom. Either one had the potential to be an enemy, but for now, Ashunasan Alliance was an ally.


  From the perspective of the Kushain believers, the sleeping Germion Kingdom to the distant north was clearly an enemy, the monsters to the west were, well… monsters, and the east and the immediate north belonged to the Ashunasan Alliance. Not a single one was an option for an alliance since not even one was trustworthy


  With the current situation like that, the Goblin King couldn’t help but groan loudly as he looked at the map.


  Every force belonged to a powerful country and there was even an alliance.


  If he returned to the west now, it was likely that the feudal lords he’d just acquired would leave.


  He had put a lot of effort to get these humans. Their loss would be a great hindrance to his future plans; hence, he has no choice but to remain here and fight through this crisis with them.


  They may have lost the initiative, but that was only the initiative. For now, they would have to gather information and try to stabilize the west as soon as possible.


  His mind made up, the Goblin King called for Gi Za.


  “Gi Za, can you return to the west in my place?” The Goblin King asked.


  “Hmm… I don’t mind, but will you be fine?” Gi Za asked.


  “Felbi will just have to work your lot,” the Goblin King wryly smiled.


  “I see,” Gi Za said as he – in a rare moment – pitied the elven commander.


  Anyhow, since the king could still joke, the situation probably wasn’t that bad, so he accepted the king’s orders.


  “Bring your soldiers with you. The sooner you stabilize the west, the better it will be for me,” the Goblin King said.


  “I’ll bring the young ones of the Forest of Darkness when I come back. We should at least be able to spare that much,” Gi Za said.


  “I’m counting on you.”


  “I will meet your expectations, Your Highness!”


  Like that Gi Za took his druid platoon and headed west.


  “This isn’t going to be easy,” the Goblin King muttered to himself.


  Although Zaurosh was gathering information from the south, the Goblin King needed to increase their influence as soon as possible. At the very least, he needed to increase their influence enough to prevent the small feudal lords from thinking of leaving.


  The question was how. How could the Goblin King achieve that?


  The Goblin King spread the map once more as he wondered who to pick a fight with.


  His discussions with the small feudal lords has given him a rough idea of the scope of the villages.


  He knew it was because of the pressure from the other territories that the feudal lords were expanding their own territories.


  If he wanted to protect them, he could make a buffer zone outside their territories.


  To that end, he would have to show off his power to keep the enemy at bay. Doing so would not only keep the enemy away but also prevent the feudal lords from leaving. Two birds with one stone, so to speak.


  But there was also a downside to it.


  Namely, the area to cover. The more area there was to cover, the more forces he would have to spare.


  With Gi Za’s druids gone, all he had left was an army of roughly 2,200.


  Creating a defensive perimeter with just that was simply too difficult. He couldn’t keep everyone in one place – that was simply absurd – but having the soldiers patrol a huge area was simply too taxing.


  “Enough! I can’t just sit here and defend!”


  The Goblin King strongly shook his head as he was forced to a decision.


  The odds weren’t high, but with the current chaos, if he could simply show everyone that it wasn’t profitable to go after his little corner, he should be able to prevent the other forces from going after it.


  Besides, what was really scary was the possibility of losing his authority in the midst of all this chaos.


  “Attack! We’re attacking!” The Goblin King finally said.


  The current situation could not be allowed to continue, so the Goblin King divided his army of 2,200 into 2 groups, each with 1,100 soldiers, and he gave one to Ra Gilmi Fishiga to lead deep into the east.


  He sent Gi Gi Orudo and his monster army, Gi Jii Yubu the Battle Demon, and Chief Hal with his Paradua to accompany Gilmi. He chose these people because they were relatively easy to lead.


  The purpose of their expedition was to show off their might to the villages of the Kushain Believers.


  Of course, they needed a trick to inflate their paltry numbers, so they would be driving away the monsters to make the enemy assume that there are more of them than there actually are. And when the enemy sends out a force in panicked hurry to repel the monsters, they will take them by surprise.


  The Hero of Ganra, Gilmi Fishiga, who has just been made responsible for over a thousand soldiers, was currently pressed with a difficult problem, a problem so difficult he thought it absurd.


  If such a thing were possible, then wouldn’t wars be without hardship? He wondered.


  But worry as he might, there was no point in keeping things to himself when he could ask someone else. That’s an important lesson he learned from the previous battle.


  So he gathered the goblin commanders and held a meeting, a little expectant that someone like Bui might be able to give direction.


  “Put simply, we just need to get out of this unscathed?” Gi Gi asked to confirm.


  When Gilmi nodded, he continued. “Then how about we send the monsters ahead and shoot arrows from the back? When the enemy comes, we’ll just run.”


  “But you can’t call that a good battle. The spears of Paradua will dull if we fought such a shameful battle,” Hal complained.


  The valiant spears of Paradua would never accept such a thing as a battle.


  “Won’t the monster population decrease? Even monsters aren’t infinite, you know?” Gi Jii pointed out.


  “Eh, I’m sure it’ll work out somehow. We’ll just get more from the area,” Gi Gi said irresponsibly.


  Gi Jii sighed. “We can’t rely on just replenishing our numbers. It goes against his highness’ intentions.”


  Unexpectedly, the goblins were actually actively discussing. Gilmi couldn’t help but look oddly at the goblins from the Gi Village at that.


  All he’d wanted was for just one person to give a good idea, and yet here he was with an entire group of goblins actively discussing.


  Gilmi didn’t know this, but this was actually the result of the king’s order to the advanced force, which was for the goblin commanders to discuss among themselves at least once a day.


  Regardless, after seeing such a thing unfold before his very eyes, his worries gradually left him.


  It was still faint, but it was around this time that the goblins finally started to learn the art of war.


  A very basic but important concept: minimum casualties maximum victory.


  Until now they were content just fighting as the king commanded, but as the scope of their activities grew, so did they.


  “A straight-up fight goes against the king’s intentions.”


  That was the one thing they could agree on, so they had to make their decision based on it.


  “But we have to put ourselves in danger to defeat the enemy.”


  The very order itself was a paradox. What to do?


  The goblins felt like their brains were being wrung out.


  “Then how about we beat the enemy one at a time?”


  In summary, the Paradua Goblins will divert the enemy’s attention, and then they will wipe them out after surrounding them. It sounds easy in writing, but it’s actually a tall order in practice.


  As for why that’s because battles rarely go according to plan. It was simply too easy for unexpected things to occur.


  To make things worse, they only had 10 days to get results.


  Their plan settled, they put it into action.


  Unfortunately, things did not go as planned and they were met with failure.


  The monsters they’d driven away refused to approach the villages because of archers, and the enemy did not fall for their attempted diversion. There were many reasons, but regardless, they’d failed.


  That failure served as a learning experience for the goblins, however, and they went back to the drawing board and thought up another plan.


  By the time 10 days had passed, the goblins were finally able to defeat the defending forces of the Kushain Villages.


  When the Goblin King heard of their success, he was overjoyed. The goblins were able to lead an army all on their own!


  This was a different joy from ruling over the goblins. This was a pure and genuine joy from seeing the goblins grow and defeat the enemy on their own.


  Because of that the Goblin King personally commended Gilmi, Gi Gi, Gi Jii, and Hal, then he ordered a feast be held to celebrate their victory.


   


  Chapter 187 
Trouble in the Western Region


  Gi Ba Hagar, the goblin tasked with the defense of the western region, has suddenly found himself on the receiving end of a surprise attack.


  Although they managed to repel the invading adventurers once, when they were attacked a second time, Gi Ba Hagar was wounded. Because of that he couldn’t pursue the humans as they fled.


  Gi Ba was a valiant and exceptional goblin warrior whom even the king acknowledged. The way he skillfully handled two different weapons at the same time sometimes resembled Gi Gu Verbena.


  He was also a skilled leader who didn’t lose out to the other goblin nobles.


  He was both a brilliant warrior and a leader, but if there was one fault with him, it was that he stubbornly refused to work with the humans. On that point, he was so stubborn that he even earned the king’s displeasure.


  The human race, which was the dominant force in the continent, had an overwhelming advantage in numbers. Should they fail to find a compromise with them, they will be forced to battle until one side is annihilated.


  The Goblin King wished to avoid that, which is why he adopted a generous policy toward the humans.


  But the Goblin King also wished to rule the world, so he couldn’t just throw away an excellent warrior like Gi Ba. Besides, as the King of Goblins, he also wished to see Gi Ba grow free from his restraints.


  After getting wounded, Gi Ba quickly underwent treatment and sent a report to the king, then he hurriedly went out to search for the enemy himself.


  “To think humans actually wounded me… You will pay for this humans! You will pay!”


  Gi Ba’s face that was twisted from his seething anger brought much distress to the villagers. It was such that the children under Shumea would cry just upon meeting him. But their crying voices only served to add fuel to the flames.


  As far as Gi Ba was concerned, all humans were enemies and couldn’t be trusted. It didn’t matter that they were under them. There was no telling when they would bare their fangs.


  “When that day comes, I will surely slaughter every last one of you,” he muttered to himself.


  Mustering every self-control he could, Gi Ba avoided the humans and focused on searching for the adventurers.


  The adventurers had run toward the north, so he took the goblins directly under him and chased after them.


  “Kill them all!”


  As Gi Ba gave out that command, he suddenly noticed Shumea and her slave gladiators.


  There were about 30 of them all in all, every single an experienced warrior that would not lose out to the goblins.


  “What do you think you’re doing!?”


  Blinded by anger, Gi Ba assumed they were planning to rendezvous with the adventurers.


  “What do you mean what? We heard you were done in, so we came to help,” Shumea said with her hands on her hips.


  She had borrowed some slaves from Yoshu and was going around patrolling with them.


  The two of them stared at each other, neither side backing down.


  The situation looked explosive.


  “What are you doing? If you’re playing, we’re going back, ok?” The first wing of the harpies, Yushika, interjected from the skies.


  They were visiting the western capital when Shumea asked them to aid with the search.


  “You’re siding with the humans!?” Gi Ba accused.


  “You may not understand, but if it’s your king, he would surely agree with this,” Yushika said with a sigh.


  While Gi Ba was gritting his teeth as he did everything he could just to keep himself from exploding, Shumea was quietly and uninterestedly plucked her bundled hair.


  Sighing, she spoke to Gi Ba.


  “Anyway, it’s good to see you’re alright. When we find them, we’ll contact you,” she said.


  But Gi Ba only snorted and turned heel.


  “Hmph!”


  As he left, Shumea and Yushika looked at each other and sighed


  “Did the king pick the wrong person?” Yushika asked.


  “I’m sure there are all sorts among the goblins, but you know… In this case, I’d say the king is probably the exception and not the rule,” Shumea pointed out.


  “Now that you mention it, goblins were that sort,” Yushika nodded.


  “It’s a bit off, but that’s probably the norm for goblins.”


  Realizing that their common sense had started to go off course somewhere, the two of them shared a wry smile.


  * * *


  Word that adventurers from Germion Kingdom had invaded their lands has already reached the ears of Gi Ga Rax, who was in charge of protecting the entire western region.


  The fact that the king had entrusted him to defend it in showed just how deeply he trusted him and how highly he appraised his abilities.


  “I take it Lord Gi Ba is their target?” The demihuman entrusted with the defense of the western capital, Nikea of the araneae, folded her arms and confirmed with Gi Ga.


  She was considered as one of the central members even among the demihumans working with the king.


  “It’s still too early to assume that. It’s possible this is only a diversion,” Fei of the sylphs said.


  He was in charge of the administration of the entire western region.


  The sylphs were both long-lived and skilled in the arcane arts, but until just recently, they were forced to coop up within the forest. The sylph, Fei, was a man who has rendered distinguished service under the Goblin King’s shadow.


  The human representative, Yoshu, tilted his head as he showed understanding to the sylph’s words.


  “Perhaps that’s their goal, but we can’t just leave them be either, so for the mean time, Shumea is chasing them with the gladiators. I am worried, though. Isn’t there any way to contact Lord Gi Ba?” Yoshu said.


  He is Shumea’s younger brother and the man responsible for the human slaves, who are considered the king’s property. His position in the western capital is exceedingly high.


  Though he only joined the goblins due to his older sister’s whims, after his travels with Gi Go, he has started to seriously look for a way for humans and goblins to coexist.


  “If their attack on Gi Ba is a diversion, then the east is in danger,” Gi Ga Rax said without hesitation after hearing out the opinions of the various representatives of the western region.


  “Because they can’t deal with that many soldiers?” Yoshu became thoughtful after hearing Gi Ga’s words.


  “The odds of them aiming for the western city itself is low, but just in case, I suggest we still ask the various chiefs to stay alert,” Nikea suggested, to which everyone nodded.


  “Let’s have the harpies choose the astute among them and have them keep watch for any suspicious persons,” Fei suggested.


  Gi Ga nodded. “Very well, but we must quell this chaos as soon as possible. To worry the king is to betray his trust in us as his retainers. We must avoid that.”


  After all, the Goblin King was currently working to conquer the south.


  “I will go out myself. Any and all who go against the will of his majesty shall be punished.”


  As Gi Ga Rax said that, the meeting was drawn to a close.


  After he ordered some of the harpies to accompany the sylphs staying at the western capital, he himself left the western capital.


  Riding on black-tiger-back he led the young goblins fresh out of the forest away from the western capital.


  * * *


  Some of the adventurers were found in one of the northern villages.


  But after being driven into a corner, they tried taking over the village by occupying the village chief’s house.


  The goblins were chasing after them, but Shumea and her gladiators got to them first.


  The adventurers ran in all directions to avoid pursuit, but the difference in strength was simply too great.


  And after running for so long, the fleeing adventurers no longer had the strength to think. So without caring for the consequences, they rushed into the village chief’s house, killed their son, and stole their food.


  It was the sort of act that was repulsive enough to make the gladiators chasing after them want to look away.


  “Cease your futile resistance!”


  Shumea called out to the adventurers that have barricaded themselves inside the village chief’s house, but all she got in response was the corpse of the village chief’s young son, which was then shot with an arrow.


  Essentially, they were saying that they would kill any who approached.


  Unfortunately, they did not understand Shumea’s personality.


  Shumea grit her teeth and raised up her spear as she bellowed out.


  “You actually dared to kill a child!”


  Though normally gentle, she was a different person once her fuse was lit. And the adventurers who unknowingly lit it would surely pay.


  “Get me some oil, a fire, and some arrows!”


  Since only enemies were left in the house, Shumea ordered for fire arrows to be prepared.


  She turned to the villagers.


  “Don’t worry! Reparations will be made!”


  The villagers from the northern villages of the western region have frequently seen her negotiating with the goblins, so they greatly trusted her.


  “If it’s her, she’ll definitely keep her word.”


  As the villagers nodded to each other, they prepared the things she needed, and before long, fire arrows were shot at the village chief’s house, giving rise to a lotus flower that rendered it into ash.


  The adventurers ran with panicked gait away from the house, but they were quickly disposed of by Shumea and her gladiators.


  The numbers were too different. So long as they fought 3 gladiators to 1 adventurer, they could easily dispose of them with little to no danger.


  After disposing the adventurers, Shumea made a grave for the deceased chief and his son.


  Because of that the trust the people had in her shot up even further.


  But just when it seemed everything was over, a problem appeared on Gi Ba’s side, a problem reported by a harpy express messenger, who arrived as soon as the adventurers were dealt with.


   


  The leader of the invading adventurers, Belthazar, went into the forest looking for his prey. 10 adventurers had encroached into these lands, but everyone else except for him and the two adventurers, who chose to follow him, went their own way and met their own destruction.


  Belthazar had set his eyes on one goblin.


  It was a blue goblin known as a noble class.


  Belthazar was renowned us the Almighty Spear, but his strength today was already a far cry from his heyday. In exchange, however, he has gained much experience in the underworld as wall as the skills to use other people.


  He watched as the goblins preyed upon the adventurers. His countenance didn’t change the slightest even as he watched the goblins finish them off.


  He patiently and quietly waited for his opportunity.


  The blue goblin led less than 10 goblins. There were no rare goblins or red goblins in his horde, only green ones, which were the normal class, so only the blue goblin was a threat.


  “I’ll take care of the blue one. You two take care of the rest.”


  The two adventurers that chose to go with Belthazar nodded, and after they’d each decided which goblin to take, they drew their weapons and peeked at the goblins from the darkness.


  “…Go!”


  After killing the adventurers, the goblins were about to turn around and go back, but then Belthazar and one adventurer suddenly ran out.


  As they ran, the other adventurer that waited behind drew his bow and shot an arrow at one of the normal goblins.


  “What!?” Gi Ba cried out in shock, but Belthazar’s spear was already headed toward him.


  Gi Ba was able to dodge that spear by a hair’s breadth, but Belthazar’s attack did not stop.


  “Hmph!”


  Belthazar thrust his spear, slammed it, swept with it… He perfectly demonstrated the advantages of the spear as he attacked Gi Ba and left him with no choice but to defend.


  The cross-shaped blade of she spear grazed Gi Ba, but Belthazar brought it back to try and catch him.


  Gi Ba desperately tried to avoid that, causing him to fall to the ground.


  Unfortunately, Belthazar was aiming for that, and he sent down his spear at the fallen goblin.


  “KU, you dare, human!?”


  As Gi Ba tried to stand up, Belthazar sent an attack toward his feet, but while Ba was able to block using his long sword, he still ended up being scratched.


  Gi Ba tried to rush forward to bring the battle closer, but Belthazar brought back his spear and hit Gi Ba with the butt end, then as he shifted around, he swung his spear toward the tendons of Gi Ba’s feet.


  “GU!?” Gi Ba mumbled out a cry after getting hit in the face.


  But then in the next moment, the sound of the spear swinging reached his ears, and an ill foreboding jolted through his back. Immediately, Gi Ba flipped forward.


  Blue blood gushed into the air as the spear grazed Gi Ba’s back.


  It was only a graze, but true to the name ‘Almighty Spear’, Gi Ba was sent rolling to the ground like a ball.


  As Gi Ba tried to stand up once more, Belthazar was already rushing toward him.


  Unfortunately for Belthazar, Gi Ba was able to take him by surprise by throwing his sword at him, creating a much needed opening.


  Gi Ba used that opening to take out his axe and close in on Belthazar. Gi Ba wanted to end the battle as soon as possible.


  For some reason – perhaps because Belthazar was shifting from offense to defense – he had his spear halfway pointed outside.


  Gi Ba took that for an opening, and he swung down his axe with a strength unthinkable for a human.


  The force behind that swing was enough to cut the spear in half, but it hit nothing but the ground.


  “What!?”


  Gi Ba angrily turned toward his missing foe, but that cross-shaped spear blade was already headed for his neck.


  “You parried my axe!?”


  Gi Ba’s axe was hit from the side, causing it to move out of its intended trajectory.


  It sounds simple on paper, but in practice, it takes a lot of guts and skill. The fact that the man before him was able to pull off such a feat was a testament to the height of his mastery.


  In fact, even Belthazar himself was shocked. For that last parry reminded him of his old glory, and with it, a plethora of unwanted memories.


  “…Just an old dream, huh,” he muttered to himself in self-derision, then he lifted up his spear.


  He was about to press the attack when he suddenly felt a killing intent and the sound of footsteps coming from behind.


  Immediately, Belthazar turned and swung his spear.


  The head of a goblin came flying at that.


  “GI!?”


  Without even the time to cry out, a goblin’s life was taken.


  Belthazar clicked his tongue as he looked for the adventurers that should have been fighting with him. Needless to say, they were already dead.


  “Useless,” he spat.


  He’d originally planned to fight this battle alone, so the adventurers were only really extras. If they could be used, then good, if not, then that’s fine too.


  While he was busy taking care of the normal goblin, Gi Ba had taken some distance.


  Belthazar turned to him and assumed stance once more.


  “Stay put and I’ll give you a pleasant death,” Belthazar said.


  “Don’t order me, human!” Gi Ba spat.


  Gi Ba rushed with his axe once more.


   


  Gi Ba could not run away from a human. His pride would not permit it.


  As iron clashed with iron, a goblin and a human took ragged breaths.


  It was a fierce battle between Gi Ba with his superior stamina and Belthazar with his superior skills.


  Nobles classes originally weren’t that different with humans, but under the king’s rule where food was plentiful, the goblins grew without any nutritional deficiencies, leading the noble classes to become at least a head taller than the humans.


  But that couldn’t be helped. After all, there were always inherent differences between races.


  On top of that, Belthazar’s dealings with the underworld has left him negligent of his training. So long as a person’s mind was healthy, he would be able to find the will to push forward. Although Belthazar was ahead of Gi Ba in terms of skill, his lack of training was pulling him down.


  Despite that, however, Belthazar was still a notch above common adventurers. As one who was once renowned as the Almighty Spear, a warrior with skills on par of that of Gulland’s, his spear was still beyond Gi Ba’s reach.


  Gi Ba instinctually understood that while his stamina was greater than his foe’s, his skill was a notch below. Because of that he tried to move the location of the battlefield, hoping to make his opponent put his guard down.


  He took some dirt and threw it at his opponent. He took some stones and threw them too. He took some branches as he entered the forest and fought with them. But try and try as he might, he could not stop Belthazar for even a moment. The enemy was steadily closing in on him.


  Be it dirt or stone, a single spin from Belthazar’s spear was all it took to brush them aside.


  And With none of his tricks working, despair gradually settled in Gi Ba’s heart. A despair called helplessness. Gi Ba was already burning out.


  But the same was true for Belthazar. After all, he was but a human, and one who has not trained in recent times no less. Strong as he might have been once, fighting against goblins whose stamina far surpasses that of man is not something his body could so easily afford.


  Already, the sun was inclined toward the west, and the surrounding area was growing dim.


  “Realize it already, goblin. No matter how much you run, you can’t win against me,” Belthazar said.


  When the word ‘run’ was mentioned, a great fire blazed within Gi Ba’s eyes.


  “Run? …Me? Against some lowly human!?”


  Blinded with rage, Gi Ba took his axe, turned around, and angrily rushed toward Belthazar.


  I Win, Belthazar thought.


  Their exchange lasted only for a moment.


  Gi Ba rushed toward Belthazar, but Belthazar deflected his axe, leaving him with no weapon left but his fists. That turned out to be a bad idea, as Belthazar’s spear left him with a deep wound on his chest.


  But who was Gi Ba? He was a goblin whose bravery was acknowledged even by the king himself. Wounded he may be, he did not halt for even a moment as he continued his charge toward the enemy. And jumping forth from Belthazar’s blind spot, he was able to send the human flying with the last of his strength.


  Belthazar tumbled on the ground, groaning out in pain, but his wounds were not fatal. He was immediately able to pick himself back up and look around him.


  There Gi Ba lay.


  “…I won. With this I…”


  As Belthazar was about to drag his aching body to where Gi Ba’s body was, the strange cry of a bird and the breaking of branches from up above resounded.


  “What!?”


  Belthazar immediately got out of the way as something huge descended from above. Not long after, something stood in front him.


  “~~! Oww…”


  It was Shumea, covered in wounds from the branches of the trees.


  In fact, branches covered her whole body as she wielded her short spear. She was wounded all over.


  For a moment – and only a moment – even a hard man like Belthazar could not help but be stupefied at the sight of a human falling from the sky.


  Shumea used that moment to ensure that Gi Ba was still alive, then she turned to Belthazar.


  “You must be an adventurer,” she said.


  Belthazar was greatly troubled by the sudden appearance of a human spearman, but nevertheless, he kept his composure as he wielded his spear once more.


  “Move! I don’t feel like killing a human today!”


  Anyone who stood in his way was an enemy, Belthazar convinced himself that as he held his spear tight.


  “Unfortunately, I can’t leave a monster who kills children alone either!” Shumea said as she spun her spear to brush the branches off her body, then she stepped forward.


  As iron clashed with iron, Gi Ba finally regained consciousness.


  “Urghh…”


  Despite his greater healing prowess as a goblin, the deep wound on his chest was still severe. If he moved poorly, he could endanger his life.


  In fact, Gi Ba was not so sure how he was still alive.


  “Urghh…”


  As the sound of iron clashing resounded once more, Gi Ba finally remembered what he had been doing.


  Yes, he was fighting with a human adventurer, wasn’t he? As he thought that, he noticed from the corner of his eyes Shumea fighting Belthazar.


  “Why…” Gi Ba groaned.


  Shumea was covered in wounds and she was fighting Belthazar. In a sens, it could be said that she got hurt protecting him.


  Could he let such a thing happen?


  Could he really let the thing he hates so much protect him like this?


  “…Never!”


  Gi Ba stood up, ignoring the pain coursing throughout his whole body. He hated humans the most, so he could not possibly allow himself to be protected by one.


  “GURUUOOAA!”


  With a howl, Gi Ba forced his mind to ignore the pain, then he picked up his axe and ran for Belthazar.


  At that, Belthazar clicked his tongue, and with no other choice, turned around and left the forest.


  Blinded with rage, Gi Ba chased after him, ignoring Shumea’s pleas.


  “Damn it, Gi Ba!” Shumea spat as she too was forced to give chase.


  As she dragged her hurting body, she blew a whistle to signal the harpies flying up above. Naturally, her sudden descent from the sky was only possible because of their help.


  After leaving the forest, Belthazar and Gi Ba resumed their battle.


  Shumea butted into their fight and spoke to Gi Ba.


  “Stop pushing yourself! Do you want to die!?” Shumea said.


  “Shut up! Shut up! Don’t tell me what to do, human!” Gi Ba said back as Belthazar swung his spear.


  With the blood having gone to his head, Gi Ba could not dodge Belthazar’s attack.


  As Belthazar’s spear parried Gi Ba’s axe, the butt end of the spear slammed into Gi Ba.


  “I told you this was a bad idea!” Shumea said as she jumped in front to cover for Gi Ba.


  As Belthazar’s spear pierced Shumea’s shoulder, blood splattered into the air.


  “…Die!”


  Belthazar swung his spear once more after collecting his breath a little, but Shumea did not back off. Instead, she raised up her spear to block his attack.


  Seeing her attempt such an unthinkable thing, against his common sense, Gi Ba cried out.


  “Stop it!” Gi Ba cried.


  “—GAH!?”


  But the grim reaper’s fated scythe did not claim Shumea’s head. Instead, it claimed Belthazar’s.


  For before anyone knew it, before Belthazar’s spear could even descend, another spear had appeared out of his chest.


  Blood flowed out of his mouth, and with it, his strength.


  With its last drops, Belthazar turned around, and there he saw a one-armed goblin riding atop a monster beast.


  The last of his strength used up, Belthazar fell to the ground with his spear.


  “Liza…”


  The last word to leave his lips was the name of his most beloved daughter.


  “Ms. Shumea!” Selena cried out as she ran to Shumea.


  She had been moving with Gi Ga and his men searching the western region for the invading adventurers.


  She took Selena into her embrace and – with tears in her eyes – healed her wounds.


  She used the same spell on Gi Ba, a warm sensation filling his chest.


  “I should thank you, Gi Ba Hagar,” Gi Ga Rax said as he got off his black tiger.


  “…I.” Gi Ba did not say anything else and Gi Ga Rax eyed him with narrowed eyes, then he handed Shumea to Yoshu and his men who arrived last.


  * * *


  Gi Ga Rax threw his spear and slayed Belthazar the Almighty Spear. At that, the trouble started by the invading human adventurers was drawn to a close. But with Gi Ba and Shumea heavily wounded, the fighting power of the western region has gone down just as Gulland had hoped.


  Much to his chagrin, however, the goblins did not come to attack the fortress, and even the archer adventurer who returned was heavily wounded, dying as soon as he reached the fortress.


  Try as Gulland might to petition the king to dispatch the troops, King Ashtal firmly refused him.


  As such, war did not break out between the western region and the Germion Kingdom.


  Immediately after the adventurer trouble was settled, Gi Za Zakuend arrived. When he heard that the problem had already been settled, he sent a messenger to the king and headed to the Forest of Darkness to pick up the fresh recruits.


  Much of the details of this incident was spread throughout the western region by the gossip-loving harpies, which as a result began to stir an air of reconciliation between the human-hating goblins and the humans of the western region.


  Result-wise, it could be said that this incident was favorable for the Goblin King’s southern expedition.


   


  Chapter 188 
Rival Chiefs


  After the defeat of Elrain Kingdom’s Goudal Gaschall, word of the revival of the Kushain Believers reached the Goblin King’s ears.


  The intelligence department made with the help of the Leon Heart Clan that the Goblin King advocated for was gradually starting to show results.


  “And now there’s a civil war within Elrain Kingdom?” The Goblin King knitted his brows as he listened to the information passed by Zaurosh.


  Half of that was because he was astounded, while the other half was because he did not understand.


  “On the surface it appears to be a war regarding the king’s successor after his death, but looking a little deeper, the Red King seems to be trying to take over Elrain Kingdom,” Zaurosh said.


  From the sound of things, it seemed like your usual internal squabbles, but the Goblin King’s brows remained knitted.


  “I’ve been hearing that Red King a lot lately. Is it that big of an organization?” The Goblin King asked. Zaurosh’s faint frown as he uttered that name did not escape his eyes.


  “They’re a coalition of clans, but that might be a bit hard to understand. Basically, they’re a group of adventurers trying to steal a country,” Zaurosh said.


  “I take it that’s something unusual,” the Goblin King said.


  As far as the Goblin King was concerned, it was common sense for those with power to yearn after the throne. But judging from Zaurosh’s reaction, it seemed this was not a common thing.


  “Yes. At the very least, no one has attempted such a thing since the conception of clans.”


  Mercenaries with a country of their own. When you put it into words, it may not seem like much, but actually making it happen takes a lot of resolve.


  The fact that this coalition of adventurers could attempt such a thing spoke volumes of their power. The Goblin King understood that much.


  “The Red King, huh.”


  It was an enemy they would have to face one day, but for now, they were still too far from the Goblin King.


  “The next matter is about the Kushain Believers, I believe,” the Goblin King urged Zaurosh to continue.


  “Yes. We have details of their last battle. Apparently, the saint led their army,” Zaurosh said.


  “The saint?” The Goblin King asked.


  “A maiden who has inherited the blood of Kushain, Mira Vi Burnen; a 16-year-old princess.”


  “A noble birth, in other words. But is that all? She may be able to grasp the people’s heart with that noble blood of hers, but tactics is a different story.”


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga and his men may have gotten some results by attacking the villages of the Kushain Believers, but in the end, the believers were still able to protect their turf.


  No matter how much faith that Saint Mira could muster, on the frontlines, it was the soldiers who fought. There should be a skillful commander among their ranks.


  “Your Highness’ perception is as brilliant as ever. Vilan Do Zul, though still but a boy, is practically the tactician of the Kushain Believers. He is devoted to Saint Mira and without his counsel, their generals can’t move.”


  The Kushain Believers were able to come back because of a young boy and a young girl.


  “It’s like a fairy-tale.”


  “Unfortunately, it’s true. The Kushain Believers have banded together with them as their hope.”


  “What a pain.”


  Enemies with high morale were not easily dealt with. Such enemies with unbreakable will could turn the battle around at any moment. If miracles existed, then it’s that high morale that will bring them to light.


  “And then there’s the Ashunasan Alliance,” the Goblin King said.


  “Well, other than Elrain Kingdom, there’s only really the merchant country, Pena. Only nations with the power and leisure like that of Elrain Kingdom could afford to come here, after all.”


  “If I recall correctly, they haven’t stood out until recently.”


  “Yes… They dispatched troops alongside Elrain Kingdom to the Kushain Believers. They should have lost, but just a few days ago, it seems that a city of Elrain Kingdom has been taken over because of a coup.”


  “Another internal dispute… Humans sure are unoccupied,” the elf, Fei, said from the side while he was working on some documents.


  Zaurosh wryly smiled. “You jest… But in any case, there’s no harm in keeping tabs on others. Especially Pena, Elrain Kingdom, and the Red King that’s trying to take over from within. And I’m sure the Kushain Believers will become an important topic whether we want to or not.”


  The state of affairs in the south was gradually becoming much easier to understand compared to when the Goblin King first arrived here.


  There were 3 forces that could stand against the Goblin King.


  The Red King, the merchant nation of Pena, and the Kushain Believers.


  It is with these three forces that the goblin army will most likely compete with to gain hegemony over the south. Elrain Kingdom would probably be the first to withdraw seeing how the Red King was gradually eating it from within.


  “In any case, whichever power it is, they will all most likely aim for the small feudal lords here in the borders. Although Pena’s actually made the most contact recently…”


  The merchant nation of Pena is a merchant city state built around an oasis in the desert. It makes its income mainly through taxes earned from the roads leading to the east and the west.


  “It is a country ruled by a queen. More specifically, Raksha El Pena, who just recently rose to power.”


  “How much intel do you have on that country?” The Goblin King asked.


  “We have all the basic information at our disposal,” Zaurosh said.


  “Enlighten me then,” the Goblin King replied.


  With head bowed, Zaurosh spoke to the Goblin King about Pena.


  * * *


  Pena has always been a nation blessed in commerce. That hasn’t changed to this day.


  There was even a time when it ruled over the whole desert, but that was only for a moment.


  Since long ago, the nation of Pena has always been devoted to the God of the Desert, Ashunasan, and the princess of their royal family did not serve just as their princess, but also as their priestess.


  Just as the words ‘merchant nation’ implied, the nation of Pena does its best to avoid doing anything that might negatively influence its finances.


  Pena raises sand horses, monsters that live mainly in the desert, and uses them to raise an army of knights that work alongside their army to maintain their territory in the desert.


  Their special goods include the sand horses and alexandrite.


  They have a population of 200,000. A relatively meager number, but due to being a nation focused on commerce, they are incomparable to the northern agricultural nations.


  The royal family of Pena possesses great wealth and have many mercenaries at their disposal.


  Of the knights serving the royal family, two were renowned.


  One was the leader of the blue knights, Aizas, and the other was his dear friend and vice-commander, Allen.


  Both were commoners, so they gained their position through skill alone. Their popularity could be said to be second only to the queen.


  Their valor and strength was shown when they conquered a city from Elrain Kingdom.


  But what was most noteworthy of all was the holy sword handed down by the ancestors of their nation.


  “Holy Sword?” The Goblin King said after listening quietly all this time.


  “Yes. The holy sword, Guradion. A sword crafted by a god to be wielded by a hero.”


  “A holy sword to be wielded by a hero, huh.”


  The Goblin King becoming thoughtful was a strange sight to Zaurosh, and he could not help but look wide-eyed.


  “I did not expect your highness to be so interested in a weapon.”


  “Hmm… Just a little.”


  Zaurosh continued, but even after he left, there were only two things that occupied the Goblin King’s mind.


  “A holy sword to be wielded by a hero…”


  Such things were common symbolically, but what if it was the real thing?


  If there existed a Monster King who would encroach into human land, then would the one to vanquish him be a hero possessing a holy sword?


  Although just faintly, the Goblin King felt like he heard Altesia laughing.


   


  “Svenna has capitulated! Gaza has fallen!”


  Goudal Gaschall’s defeat hit Elrain Kingdom severely. And when the king collapsed due to sickness, the flames of rivalry among the king’s successors grew even fiercer.


  Brandika rode alongside the noble general, Kanash, as the army slowly advanced.


  “You have my deepest gratitude. If there is anything you wish, just speak,” Kanash said.


  Brandika heroically laughed. He was participating in this battle as the duke of Fatina.


  He responded positively to Kanash’ jubilant mood. “I hear that man who tricked the king, Goudal Gaschall, is foaming in the mouth right about now.”


  “Indeed. He audaciously said he would end the battle immediately, but in the end, he ran back home with his tail in between his legs.” Kanash nodded.


  After a while, Kanash left Brandika. He did not stay long with him as he needed to check the frontlines.


  He was a general, but he was also a noble. And as far as nobles were concerned, he had a lesser position than Brandika. Because of that it was only natural for him to greet Brandika, and then shortly after excuse himself.


  But the soldiers and the people saw it differently.


  As far as they were concerned, Brandika was currently the most influential person within the kingdom, so they took Kanash’s interaction with Brandika as his acknowledgment of that authority.


  Brandika himself didn’t care, however, and instead he rode to where Carlion was.


  “How’s that alliance with Pena going?” Brandika asked.


  “There’s a proposal to deal with the Kushain believers and the monsters, but so far, everything seems to be going well. Pena has already given up on Elrain Kingdom, after all,” Carlion replied.


  “Because of Fatina’s duke?”


  “Because of Fatina’s valiant duke. It wouldn’t hurt to work with such a man, right?”


  Brandika saw through Carlion’s true intentions when he said he could still use Elrain Kingdom’s flag and ferociously laughed.


  “The king picked a bad time to fall sick too. Do you know anything about it?” Brandika asked.


  “No. But there’s a possibility Goudal Gaschall may have poisoned him,” Carlion said.


  “I see…”


  After confirming those things, Brandika left Carlion and rode to the head of the army.


  “Alright, you bastards! It’s time to earn our keep!”


  As the members of the Red King cheered, the gnome warrior, Cell the Sword Dancer, approached Carlion.


  “Why did you lie?” She asked.


  “It would be better if my lord doesn’t know some things. Although, he might find out eventually,” Carlion replied.


  Carlion had let slip some of Elrain Kingdom’s plans to a spy that appeared in Fatina.


  If not for that, things wouldn’t have gone so well for Cultidian. Saint Mira wouldn’t have made her appearance just like that, and as a result, she wouldn’t have been able to lead their army.


  “We intentionally let an enemy spy leave… They know everything now, no?” Cell asked.


  “It’s fine. Although it might be about time to remove an unwanted piece from the board,” Carlion faintly smiled as he hurried his horse.


  “…Hmph,” Cell harrumphed as she watched Carlion vanish into the army.


  While the goblins were busy with the trouble in the west, the internal strife within Elrain Kingdom was quickly concluded. The victor was – of course – the eldest son, Yuguno, who had allied himself with the army, but he did not possess any actual power, and in the end, it was the name of the Red Clan’s clan leader, Brandika, which resounded throughout the Elrain Kingdom.


  At roughly the same time as Elrain Kingdom’s internal strife was concluded, the Ashunasan Alliance broke up, and a new alliance was formed between Pena and Elrain Kingdom.


  After securing Elrain Kingdom, the Red King spread his influence further, until eventually, it was decided that he will be given the position of the prime minister. The Red King’s rise to power was clearly underway.


  * * *


  It has been three months since the small feudal lords had gathered under the banner of the Goblin King. Of course, they had done so with Zaurosh’s clan behind them.


  While Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s detached forced was starting to take shape, the Goblin King was unsure where to invade next.


  “King of Goblins, we’ve come to bring you word of our decision,” the feudal lord of Shirak said.


  “Decision?” The Goblin King glared.


  But the feudal lord of Shirak along with the other feudal lords did not shrink from that overbearing pressure as they knelt and offered their sword.


  “…We promise to work alongside you from here on. Please accept our fealty.”


  “I accept.”


  “Thank you.”


  After the feudal lords left, Zaurosh approached.


  “So? What was that about?” The Goblin King asked.


  Zaurosh wryly smiled and knelt. “I pulled some strings and forged an article.”


  “Forged an article?”


  “Yes, I used the ploy of the Kushain Believers and made it so that the saint said she would never forgive the small feudal lords.”


  “I see, so that’s why they’re clinging to me all of the sudden,” the Goblin King wryly smiled.


  Zaurosh wordlessly nodded. “…Was that out of turn?”


  “No, they needed to come to an answer sooner or later anyway. And considering the other forces, we need to fortify our internal issues as soon as possible. If anything you did well.”


  Moreover, the plan Zaurosh thought of was something the Goblin King could’ve never come up with. What with how unfamiliar he was with the writings of this world.


  “Just know that I can’t focus all of my attention on the Kushain Believers just because of this,” the Goblin King reminded.


  “Of course,” Zaurosh replied.


  The Goblin King’s attention was focused on the approaching forces of Pena from the south, which could move easily through the dessert on their sand horses and were backed by the great wealth of the queen. Not to mention, the hero and his holy sword.


  Those ominous footsteps weighed so heavily upon the Goblin King’s heart that he was starting to consider turning his attention away from Germion Kingdom and focus solely on Pena for the time being.
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  Chapter 189 
Encirclement


  Tl Note: Valkyria => Valkyuria.


  


  


  Within the home of the late patriarch within the headquarters of the Kushain believers was Saint Mira acting unlike her saintly self as she spoke to her aide, Vilan Do Zul.


  “Ahh! I’m beat!”


  The way she shook her head with her hair unkempt could be seen as charming in its own way if she were a normal girl, but as a princess and a saint no less, it was truly improper.


  “P-Princess… That behavior isn’t proper for someone of your position…”


  The princess threw her pillow at Vilan and hit him right on the head.


  “At least let me vent my frustrations! Sheesh, I wanted to get the small feudal lords back, but now look what!”


  “H-Huh?”


  When Mira saw Vilan unable to understand, she grit her teeth.


  “I don’t know why, but somehow someway, the message I sent to the small feudal lords was tampered with! Someone must’ve done this… Hmm?”


  Mira puffed her cheeks in displeasure as she went on a rant, but then she suddenly stopped and became thoughtful as if she’d realized something.


  “Is something the matter?” Vilan asked.


  “Hey, Vil. The monsters are oppressing the small feudal lords, right?” Mira asked.


  “Yes. Those who participated in the Battle of Kruzel confirmed it, a giant goblin no one has seen before.”


  “Wasn’t there a clan residing with the small feudal lords?”


  “Erm… Yes, if I recall correctly, it should be the Leon Heart Clan. They’re a giant merc clan on par with the Valkyuria. Their main headquarters is situated in the east, however. Supposedly, they’re only with the feudal lords because they were hired.”


  Mira, who had stopped listening to Vilan midway, had her hand by her mouth as she muttered to herself.


  “Could it be? Could it really be?


  As she made up her mind, she turned to Vilan.


  “Investigate the financial state of the Leon Heart Clan! You can at least get that much info, right?”


  “Yes. It shouldn’t take long.”


  “Then go!”


  Vilan, who was chased out by Mira, came back after some time with the documents pertaining to the Leon Heart Clan’s financial situation on hand.


  When Mira saw the documents, she nodded her head and said ‘I knew it’ to herself before falling back into silence.


  “Is something the matter with the Leon Heart Clan?”


  Mira smiled complacently at the poor Vilan who still couldn’t follow.


  “The chaos in the south is because of the Leon Heart Clan. They colluded with the goblins and tricked the small feudal lords.”


  “…You’re kidding, right? Their main headquarters is in the east.”


  “It’s just a conjecture, but the odds are high. Don’t you see anything after seeing these documents?”


  “Not particularly? I mean it looks fine to me.”


  “Exactly! It looks too good! The Red King Clan and the Elks Clan are battling for influence in the east right now. So just how in the world are they able to remain unaffected despite that?”


  “But, no… Could it be? Are they looking to move?”


  “Looks like your head is finally working. That’s right. They’re looking for a new base, and it’s because of that that they met the goblins.”


  “But those are monsters.”


  “And yet they are fearfully organized.”


  As the two gazed into each other’s eyes up close, they came to a realization. This enemy is dangerous.


  “But we can’t touch them for now. Germion Kingdom is acting suspiciously.”


  “Are you talking about the holy knights, Sivara and Jize? They’re probably just there to keep things in check.”


  “And by keep in check, that’s the refugees, of course. But do you really they can suppress them? When I can send out 20,000 soldiers?”


  “That many would take us 10 days, though.”


  The Kushain Believers have many enemies. They were enemies with the Ashunasan Alliance because of Benem’s holy war. They were also enemies with Germion Kingdom, and have been for a long time now. They were also enemies with the goblins because they killed their patriarch.


  What they currently needed was time, as well as a partner who would be willing to work with them.


  “We’ll scheme against the Leon Heart Clan. But I’m also interested in the goblins, so make sure to gather intel on them too.”


  “As you command.”


  Just when Vilan was about to leave, word came that a messenger had come.


  “Who is it?” Mira asked.


  “A messenger from Elrain Kingdom,” reported by the guard.


  Mira and Vilan looked at each other.


  “Good heavens! Why did a person like that have to come now!?”


  Mira’s poor behavior continued a little longer. When she finally calmed down, she received the messenger. At that time, she was already wearing her saintly mask.


  “King Yuguno of Elrain Kingdom is worried about the current situation,” the messenger said.


  Mira listened to the messenger with a smile as he spoke for a long time.


  The messenger had come with a demand to surrender.


  Mira tried to probe the messenger how much they knew, but of course, she still refused to surrender at the end of the audience. What was most noteworthy for her was Elrain Kingdom mentioning the movements of Germion Kingdom.


  “Just how far are they scheming, I wonder.”


  The goal of the Kushain Believers was to suppress their surrounding enemies and unify the south.


  There was a slight chance of success were she to repeat what the late patriarch, Benem Nemush, did, and mobilized countless soldiers under the excuse of a holy war, but with 4 major powers in play, the odds of getting hit from behind was almost guaranteed.


  Vilan could hold one line, but Mira could not think of anyone else she could rely on were she to try and hold two lines at the same time.


  That being said, the same should also apply to the other forces. They may be able to hold one war, but a second war at the same time should be impossible.


  “It’s unfortunate, but it seems we’ll have to quietly watch for now.”


  As Mira muttered that to herself, spiritless, she sent Vilan to the northern side to deal with Germion Kingdom. As for the goblins to the west and Elrain Kingdom to the south, she decided to just watch for now.


  She snorted in displeasure as she fiddled with her dazzling golden hair.


  Since Elrain Kingdom asked her to surrender, they should be up to something. Perhaps they intend to attack Cultidian, or perhaps it’s Pena, or even the goblins.


  She had plans in place in case of an attack. And in the case another force interfered, she could hit them from the back. She had plenty of spies in Fatina, so she was able to tell Elrain Kingdom’s movements.


  “Hmph. Just watch,” Mira muttered out of spite to no one in particular as she emptied her cup of black tea.


  She decided in her heart to strike Elrain Kingdom – which was now controlled by the Red King – from the back if they moved.


  The black tea was faintly sweet.


   


  The merchant country of Pena proactively spread its influence to the north.


  When the Goblin King found out, he called back the forces he’d sent to the Kushain Believers.


  Gi Za Zakuend also came back with 400 new goblin soldiers after the trouble in the western region was concluded, bringing with him word that Gi Gu Verbena, who had gone to the unexplored territories, was on his way back with new forces.


  About 2,500 soldiers currently gathered under the Goblin King’s banner.


  Given time that number would only grow bigger as the Goblin King rendezvoused with Gi Gu’s forces.


  The Goblin King immediately called for a war council with the goblins, the elves, and Zaurosh.


  “The reason behind Pena’s expansion are those sand horses of theirs that can move freely through the desert. They’ve already expanded beyond the city states of the late Protea Faction and are continuing to expand north,” Zaurosh said.


  The Goblin King quietly listened to the intel of the Leon Heart Clan.


  “Leading them are the leader of the Blue Knights, Aizas, and his second-in-command, Allen. It’s the perfect lineup,” Zaurosh continued.


  “I don’t suppose he’d do something dumb and try to split his forces,” the Goblin King said.


  Zaurosh nodded. “Though young he’s already grasped the art of war. There are roughly 3,000 elites within the Blue Knights that he leads. At this rate, it’s only a matter of days before they attack Razuel.”


  “We can’t leave the small feudal lords to fend for themselves. We must meet their forces!”


  The Goblin King wanted to rendezvous with Gi Gu first, but unfortunately, the small feudal lords swore fealty to him precisely because they expect him to protect their lands. He had to meet their forces.


  “Inform Gi Gu.”


  The Goblin King sent out a messenger to inform Gi Gu of their meeting point.


  “We need to cripple their mobility,” Gi Za advised.


  The Goblin King nodded. “The battlefield is a flatland. The perfect place for soldiers with high mobility to exhibit their strength. In that case, we’ll use the dark of the night, then without giving them any room to breathe, crush them until they’re wiped out! Gi Jii Arsil!”


  “Yes, Your Majesty!” Gi Jii answered the king’s call.


  “Move out ahead of our forces and find the enemy. Keep contact with them to a minimum. Once you’ve confirmed their position, contact us, but do not touch the enemy.” The Goblin King said.


  “As you will,” Gi Jii replied.


  The Goblin King turned his eyes away from the running Gi Jii and gave out his next orders.


  “Keep your respective platoons apart and prepare for the enemy’s attack. If Gi Jii fails to find the enemy in time, we’ll be the ones on the receiving end of a surprise attack. Stay vigilant and focus on cooperating with each other!” The Goblin King said.


  Th commander goblins nodded to the king’s words and bowed.


  “Now, go! Trample upon the invaders and bring peace upon these lands!”


  * * *


  “Fatina’s forces have reached the outskirts of Cultidian!” A soldier reported.


  The saint, Mira, raised the corner of her eyes.


  The influential people of Cultidian were gathered around her.


  “…Their numbers? Do they have siege weapons?” Mira calmly asked as she kept her emotions from leaking.


  “Approximately 10,000… We can see the banner of Brandika’s Red King, but we can’t see any siege weapons!” The soldier answered.


  “…They got us,” Mira said as she clicked her tongue, but no one heard her. That was what she truly felt, but that quiet annoyance of hers vanished in the midst of all the commotion.


  It’s been 3 days since she sent out her greatest trump card, Vilan Do Zul, in response to Germion Kingdom’s suspicious movements. She was able to send out 20,000 soldiers without any fears because her spies at Fatina said nothing was amiss.


  Fatina and Cultidian were both giant cities with a population of over 300,000 and focused on agriculture. They could conscript their farmers whenever to make their armies, but that required time.


  Because of that she believed that as long as her spies could inform her beforehand, she would be able to respond to any threat from Fatina, so she was more concerned about the goblins to the west and Elrain Kingdom to the south.


  Unfortunately, her excellent mind allowed her to fall right into the enemy’s trap.


  All of this was according to the schemes thought up by the Red King. That included figuring out Elrain Kingdom’s movements, dealing with them, and allowing Mira’s spies to roam freely.


  “Played like a fiddle…”


  Saint Mira curled her hands into a fist away from eyes.


  The army from Fatina probably intended to restrict the Kushain Believer’s movements.


  The fact they didn’t bring siege weapons with them was proof of that.


  It was as if the enemy knew that she’d intended to strike from behind that they brazenly showed off the might of their forces. Seeing that, Saint Mira deeply regretted.


  Sending her forces out thinking she was safe only to have the enemy’s army by her footsteps all of the sudden was the very definition of taking someone by surprise.


  This was a huge blunder.


  “Let the people of Cultidian know that the soldiers of Elrain Kingdom have not come to invade our lands but to help subjugate the monsters,” Mira said.


  A cardinal bowed his head and left.


  “An unprecedented response, but with this, the people should calm down.”


  The influential people looked at her gently, but Mira was spitting internally at them.


  This was a message to the spies of the Leon Heart Clan within Cultidian.


  Chances were that even if they sent messengers to the border lands, they still wouldn’t be able to overtake the march of the Red King.


  It was also necessary to reorganize the spies at Fatina.


  Mira would never forgive the fact that her spies had just been put to waste. This was her spitting back at the Red King.


  “But, of course… The Kushain Faith exists for the peace of the people.”


  Saint Mira smiled sweetly like an angel.


  Not one person among the influential people knew of the poison brewing behind that innocent smile.


  * * *


  After essentially securing Elrain Kingdom, the Red King set their sights on the merchant country of Pena next. The Kushain Believers to the north may have indeed stopped the upper brass of the old Elrain Kingdom, but they were able to stop them by using Germion Kingdom as a wedge.


  The relationship between the Free Cities and Germion Kingdom that have been fighting for so long was not something that could so easily be fixed.


  “Germion Kingdom is indifferent to the Kushain Believers, but if we make use of the refugees, we should be able to seal the north’s movements,” Carlion explained.


  The upper brass of the Red King Clan, which now held a country, all nodded.


  “Next, we should aim for the wealth of the merchant country, Pena. The day we take Pena is the day we take the south… Well, more or less.”


  Elrain Kingdom’s crops and Pena’s taxes. If they could have both, they would be able to exert their dominance over the south.


  “But didn’t you just form an alliance with Pena?” Saldin asked.


  Carlion nodded. “Yes, to deal with the monsters and the Kushain Believers.”


  “Wouldn’t it be bad if we attacked them despite being allies? We’ll be known as traitors,” the old enchanter, Grave, added.


  Carlion nodded. “Which is why we’ll also be sending our forces to the goblins lording over the borderlands.”


  “So we’ll be fighting them with Pena?”


  “Yes, on the surface.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “We’ll be leaking intel to the goblins about Pena’s movements.”


  When Carlion said that, everyone in the room glanced at each other.


  “According to our spies, they have elves too other than goblins,” Carlion said.


  “But, that’s…” Saldin spoke.


  But Carlion ignored him and continued. “According to our spies in Germion Kingdom, the monsters excel in surprise attacks. But of course, that’s to be expected. After all, they are denizens of the night and boast of physical faculties beyond that of us humans.”


  “If the elves are with them, then they won’t fight to the bitter end. That betters their odds a little. We should expect a surprise attack from them, but… how big is their cavalry? Do they even have one?”


  “We don’t know. Even if they have one, it shouldn’t be anything considerable. It’s doubtful they’d be able to stand toe-to-toe with the Blue Knights,” Carlion said.


  “So you want to instigate the goblins to attack Pena, and while they’re being attacked, you want us to attack?” Brandika asked, causing everyone in the room to finally understand Carlion’s intentions.


  “Yes. We’re putting out bait for the wolves to fight over so we can claim the prize without effort.” Carlion confirmed.


  “That would require they be kept in the dark of our movements, however,” Grave said.


  Carlion replied. “Ah, you needn’t worry about that. I”ve already asked Cell. Our intelligence is far better than theirs.”


  “Good, then. Everyone understands the plan?” Brandika asked.


  The people replied with a ferocious yes.


  “Let’s go, genius adviser. If we lose, we’ll have a good laugh!”


  Spirits high, Brandika departed with the Red King Clan.


  Because of Carlion’s schemes, the Red King Clan was able to move a step ahead than any other power.


  “Ahh, by the way, Carlion.”


  “Yes?”


  “About Germion Kingdom… Since you’re going to anyway, you might as well make a big fuzz about the alliance.”


  “…Ah, you want to use Fatina as bait?”


  Carlion placed his hand by his mouth.


  Brandika smiled fiercely. “Nah, I mean Cultidian.”


  When Carlion stared blankly for a moment, Brandika laughed wholeheartedly, then he left Carlion, riding out into the north with his cavalry.


  “As you will.”


  Carlion deeply bowed his head.
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  Chapter 190 
Blue Knights


  The leader of the Blue Knights, Aizas, and his second-in-command, Allen, were ordered to take out the monsters in the border lands. The two of them were young, both being just 23.


  Allen was a man who was promoted from his status as a commoner solely because of his talent in the sword, while Aizas was a fair and just man who could charm others. They were good friends.


  “I understand it’s a request from our princess, but still… A monster subjugation?” Allen complained.


  “Don’t grumble. We promised Elrain Kingdom we’d free the borderlands. We can’t stop now. Besides, with this those annoying cabinet ministers will also shut up,” Aizas said.


  No matter how talented they were, the reason they could hold the position they held today was solely because of the attacks from Elrain Kingdom and the Kushain Believers.


  The anti-queen faction were wiped out during those battles, and it was then that Aizas exerted his shrewdness.


  It could be said that while Allen was the better warrior, Aizas was the better commander.


  “Once we get past the desert, we’ll be at the border lands. The monsters have good eyes in the dark. We’ll have to be careful,” Aizas said.


  “As the second in command, I order a retreat,” Allen said.


  “What? Do I have to play the thankless role again?” Aizas asked.


  “Don’t worry. They hate me too,” Allen said.


  The both of them laughed.


  Armors couldn’t be worn in the desert while the sun was high up, but once night fell, the temperature would come down with it, so much so that one would have to cover oneself in blankets just to keep from chilling. But they intentionally rested in the afternoon and moved in the night.


  “Harsh orders are needed to protect the soldiers. It can’t be helped,” Aizas said.


  “As long as we don’t get stabbed from behind,” Allen replied.


  As the two of them shared a chuckle, they started talking about their plans.


  “Let’s leave it at that for the jokes. Intel says the goblins have taken over, but there’s too little information about their forces. Elves were spotted, so it’s possible there are demihumans too,” Aizas said, to which Allen nodded.


  The goblins did not have siege weapons, so they couldn’t hide behind a wall like others could. But even if they did have them, the only city with walls in the borderlands was Shirak Territory, and they had to go down south to protect Razuel.


  “We should have the upper hand in soldiers. Our spies agree on this too,” Aizas said.


  “Then…” Allen replied.


  “No, don’t look down on goblin stamina. Word says they can run for days without exhaustion.”


  “You’re kidding.”


  “I wish,” Aizas said as he made a difficult face and became thoughtful.


  Allen knitted his brows. “Something doesn’t sit right with me in this coming battle.”


  The enemy wielded a ghastly power.


  Somehow, Allen started to feel as if it might be a good idea not to take for granted the goblins’ achievement of taking down the holy knight, Gowen Ranid.


  “Indeed,” Aizas said. “It gets worse the closer we get. This is a first for me.”


  “Want to go back home under your dear princess?” Allen teased.


  Aizas pouted one of his cheeks in response. “Damn right, I do. I just hope she doesn’t kill herself worrying about me.”


  “…I’m the one who gets embarrassed when you talk like that,” Allen snorted.


  “You started it,” Aizas wryly smiled.


  “Anyway, let’s send more scouts than usual,” Allen said.


  Aizas nodded.


  * * *


  In the black of the night, Gi Jii Arsil ran.


  As the leader of the assassin unit, Gi Jii carried with him only a dagger as he went down south.


  He used his noble-class sight, smell, and stamina, as he searched for the enemy. Normal goblins could not match Gi Jii in his ability to search for he had grown to specialize for it.


  As soon as he spotted the shadow of a horseman, he dropped down on the ground and observed.


  Lightly armored men rode up north on gray-speckled horses in small numbers – the defining features of sand horses – as they scouted the area.


  The horsemen moved orderly and smoothly without missing a beat, causing Gi Jii to sense danger. It reminded him too much of Gowen Randi’s encampment, bringing him much discomfort as he raised his brows.


  Gi Jii wondered to himself if his subordinates were also able to spot the enemy as he stifled his breath.


  These men were not like the Kushain Believers. One wrong move and they were bound to be noticed.


  It was different from when he scouted the Kushain Believers, where he did not even sweat as he watched the joke they called a formation.


  “Something’s wrong,” Gi Jii muttered to no one in particular when he heard the horsemen yelling.


  He brought up his head a little and peeked, and when he did, he saw that his subordinate goblins have been spotted.


  3 horsemen were chasing after them.


  They had a spear in hand, while a curved sword could be seen sheathed by their waist.


  They looked threatening.


  “GU, NU…”


  He mustn’t save them, Gi Jii told himself as he burned to memory the death of his subordinates, then he turned heel and ran to the back of the horsemen.


  When Gi Jii turned his eyes to the back, he saw it. A great cavalry that could put many armies to shame.


  “Found you.”


  As Gi Jii solemnly muttered that, he turned around, confirmed the direction, and proceeded back to the king.


  “I found the enemy!”


  As Gi Jii thought back on how his subordinates were cruelly murdered, he ordered his subordinates and went back to the north.


   


  When the Goblin King received the flood of information regarding the enemy’s location, he gathered the army. Now that they knew where they were, all that was left was to decide the timing of their surprise attack.


  Rashka the Valiant of the Gaidga, Gi Zu Ruo the Mad Lion, Hal of Paradua… These goblins gathered together to form a platoon with powerful penetrating prowess. The Goblin King positioned them at the front, while he positioned Gi Jii Yubu’s army and Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army behind. They were going to be fighting an army of mainly cavalry while having just as many soldiers as they did.


  At the rearmost, he positioned the archers of Ganra, the elves, and Gi Za Zakuend’s druids.


  The Goblin King knew he needed to strike firmly with the first blow if he were to have any hopes of destroying the formations of the enemy cavalry.


  “Rashka, Gi Zu, Hal, I leave the vanguard to you. Hear my words and destroy the enemy in one strike,” the Goblin King said.


  “OU!” Rashka replied.


  “HA!” Gi Zu Replied.


  “As you will!” Hal replied.


  After hearing their reply, the Goblin King gave another order.


  “Gi Jii, Gi Gi… Once they’ve punctured a hole in the enemy formation, you are to spread it open and cut even deeper into their numbers!”


  “It will be as your majesty commands!” Gi Jii and Gi Gi said.


  “As for the rearguards, you are to crush the fleeing enemies and watch for an attack on the flanks,” the Goblin King said.


  “Leave it to me,” Fei replied.


  “Hmph. The back again?” Gi Za replied.


  The goblins and the elves nodded, and when dusk fell, the Goblin King departed with them.


  He has caught word that the enemies moved in the night and had many scouts out.


  Indeed, if they moved like that, then perhaps they might be able to thwart their attempts at a surprise attack.


  “Gi Ji Arsil!”


  The Goblin King summoned the assassin, Gi Ji, and ordered him to crush the enemy scouts.


  “Do you think there we can be bested within the veil of the dark?” The Goblin King asked.


  “No, your majesty! We are the denizens of the darkness!” Gi Ji said.


  Satisfied with his response, the Goblin King ordered Gi Ji to take his assassins and move ahead.


  The Goblin King’s forces departed for the outskirts of Razuel without Gi Gu Verbena’s army.


  * * *


  When the two armies finally clashed, it was at the outskirts of Razuel, on the grass-covered meadows.


  Here, the ground was hard, the lands were covered in tall grasses, and the rain was few. The feudal lord of Razuel had long given up trying to develop these lands.


  Because of that the small monster beasts and animals have claimed these lands as their own.


  The shrill cry of a nocturnal bird reverberated throughout the land.


  It alone sang. The rest of the beasts were quiet.


  The silence was deafening.


  Though the monster beasts normally moved quietly, the presence of the goblin army sent them fleeing with the animals.


  The night skies were clear. Not a single cloud that veiled them could be seen. And the twin moons of Ervi and Navi hung beautifully from them as the stars shone dazzlingly.


  The clash of the two armies began with silence.


  “The scouts haven’t returned?” The leader of the Blue Knights, Aizas, asked.


  Allen nodded, and Aizas continued.


  “We sent three horsemen to the north to scout and they haven’t returned. In that case…”


  “They were killed?” Allen asked.


  “Our elites? You must be joking.”


  “Right? Then…”


  “OU!”


  The both of them only needed to share a glance before coming to an understanding.


  “How will the goblins strike?” Aizas asked.


  “They will attack from the dark and will want to end us in one strike; therefore… they will want to surround us.”


  “Is that what your instincts tell you?” Aizas asked.


  “Of course,” Allen smiled like a beast.


  The two of them shared a wry smile after that, then Aizas shook his head.


  “If our enemies were normal monsters, you’d be right, but they would do more to neutralize our forces by focusing their attacks in a single point.”


  “You’re the commander. I’ll believe you.”


  Allen didn’t even hesitate to abandon his original suggestion and go with whatever Aizas suggested.


  In response to that, Aizas lifted up one cheek, then he issued out a command.


  “Vice Knight Commander, Allen, take 5 small platoons with you, separate from the main force, and attack the enemy from the flanks!”


  “I accept your orders!


  Then the both of them clanged their swords and bid each other farewell.


  “Don’t die, partner!” Aizas said, overflowing with the will to fight.


  “The fortunes of war be with you!” Aizas replied.


  After that Aizas gathered his small platoon commanders and advanced toward the area their scouts were last seen.


  “We are the denizens of the eternal hot sands of the great desert!” Aizas proclaimed passionately.


  The small platoon commanders speaking in chorus.


  “We hold that name high and shall protect even its blue skies!”


  Then Aizas drew his sword. Its blade was shone so brilliantly that even Verdna’s wings (the goddess of darkness) could not dull it.


  “Onwards! Let us trample over those goblins with the hooves of our cavalry!”


  At his behest, the sand horses ran. They did not move as fast as the horses did on grasslands, but they moved quickly enough for a cavalry.


  With a thin but slightly longer spear than normal, the small platoon commanders rode on sand-horse-back into the darkness.


  No matter how used one was to the darkness, the moons and the stars could not possibly provide enough lighting, yet still, they rode into the darkness, not slowing down even a little. Truly fitting of their titles as elites.


  Because of that they were able to dodge the rain of arrows, but only for the first group.


  The sound of wind cutting resounded, and the arrows rained behind the vanguard, falling onto the second group of cavalry.


  Humans and horses alike cried out in pain.


  Yet still the vanguard did not stop.


  In fact, they rode even faster.


  And when the horseman at the lead of the vanguard, who was carrying a torch saw that, he yelled.


  “Found you, goblin—”


  “GURUuUuOOoAAa!”


  But before he could even finish his sentence, the darkness shook, and suddenly, he was splattered like a bug.


  A giant goblin had just mercilessly crushed him and his horse with a club.


  The club was brand new. One specifically made for Rashka just for this day. It had a wooden handle for ease of use and the part used to smash was reinforced with iron. It was a brutish club whose weight alone was enough to threaten.


  Rashka swung two of that club as he pleased.


  “I am violence incarnate! To war!”


   


  The Gaidga and their chief fought fiercely, and Gi Zu Ruo followed suit, not willing to be outdone.


  “Don’t lose to the tribes!” Gi Zu Ruo said.


  As the vanguard of the Gi Goblins, Gi Zu Ruo was not about to lose to the tribal goblins.


  He struck his spear into the stomach of a horseman, but the horseman did not stop and kept going. In response, Gi Zu Ruo let go of his spear and slammed his fist right into the sand horse’s head.


  “GURUaAOOOAA!” Roared Gi Zu Ruo.


  The might of the Mad Lion’s fist after evolving into a noble class easily sent the horse flying. The sand horse may have been a monster, but in the end, it was still just a horse. It fell to the ground after letting out a cry.


  Gi Zu ignored the soldiers awestruck by his feat as he set his eyes searching for his next prey.


  While Gi Zu was losing his mind to his rage, a black tiger rider rode past him from the side.


  The other goblin to whom the vanguard had been given to, Hal of Paradua.


  He calmly observed the horsemen as he picked out a prey from those in the outer part of their formation.


  “Take them down!” Hal said.


  In the same moment he gave that command, Hal rode past a horseman and claimed his life with his spear.


  In the black of the night, though the stars, the twin moons, and the torches the humans carried might offer some reprieve, there was a stark difference between they – the humans – who could not see in the dark and they – the goblins – who could see as if it were day. To the humans, it felt as if shadows were simply passing by and claiming lives, while they stood bewildered, unable to comprehend what had just transpired.


  Like water crashing into two giant boulders, the forces of the blue knights were split by Gi Zu Ruo and Rashka. All the while, the threat from Hal, who rode upon black tiger back, lay ever present, prickling at them from the corner of their backs.


  Aizas could never have predicted that being able to see in the dark would make such a huge difference. Apparently, being able to see one’s foe first and prepare oneself was enough to make a world of difference.


  That being said, they were still the Blue Knights. A first class military organization in their country. No matter how strong Rashka and Gi Zu were, they still couldn’t stop the entire Blue Knights by themselves. Horsemen eventually passed them by and fought the platoons behind them.


  Throes resounded from the goblins as spears cut them down before they could hit back.


  When the horsemen were about to pass the goblins after one exchange, Gi Gi instigated the monsters to turn toward the flanks.


  “Free the beasts! Let them have a taste of our strength!” Gi Gi said on triple head back.


  At his behest, the beast tamers let loose their monsters toward the passing horsemen.


  Some horsemen tried to cut down the thorn dogs with their curved swords, but then triple heads tackled their sand horses with their horns, causing them to fall over. Some of the dragon turtles whipped their tails and crushed the legs of the sand horses, and when the blue knights tried to attack the slow turtles, four-armed monkeys along with the mirage monkeys attacked them while they were still mounted.


  But even then, the Blue Knights did not stop. Instead, they tried to turn away from the confusion and ride away.


  “Thrust your spears!” Gi Jii Yubu said.


  It was then that Gi Jii Yubu came with his regiol.


  They hid behind their shield and struck out with their long spears through the opening.


  When the blue knights clashed with them, they panicked and had no choice but to fight.


  Countless horsemen screamed and jeered as the spears penetrated them.


  Gi Za’s druids casted their spells, and as the horsemen fell off their sand horses, monsters crowded them.


  Ganra’s arches shot their bows, and when the horsemen tried to run, Felbi and his elves casted their magic.


  The blue knights who were able to break past the goblins’ frontlines were fierce, but so were the goblins who stopped their charge. If this were a boxing match, then both fighters were currently in an all out brawl.


  Both forces fought each other earnestly, such that it would seem odd if either were to come out unscathed. In fact, even just grazing each other was enough to leave severe wounds on either side.


  In the midst of all that, the Goblin King was currently searching for the enemy commander. When he saw a young man wielding a dazzling long sword, he roared, unsheathed Flamberge, and slashed toward him.


  “GURUuUuoOOaAAA!” The Goblin King roared.


  But that slash accompanied by that world shaking howl was easily deflected, and in the next moment, the Goblin King received a slash of the enemy’s own while still shocked.


  Not only was the enemy able to receive his sword, he was also able to slash so powerfully. Both things were beyond the Goblin King’s expectations.


  “Keep going!” The enemy commander said.


  After waking up from the shock of how heavy that commander’s blade was, the Goblin King watched as the commander fled to the back. For a moment, he thought of pursuing, but then Gi Jii called out to him, almost as if he were crying.


  “My lord, enemies from the flanks!!” Gi Jii said.


  The Goblin King clicked his tongue. “Form a semi-circle formation! Don’t let the enemies approach!”


  The Goblin King was not pleased at the existence of a detached force, but fortunately, their target was Gi Jii’s forces. He would have to respond, and then have Rashka and Gi Zu turn around—


  “Onwards!!” The enemy commander of the detached force said.


  Gi Jii formed a hedgehog-like semi-circle formation, but the enemy detached force did not seem to care one whiff about it as they charged straight into it.


  For a moment, the Goblin King thought they’d lost their mind, but the next moment would prove his suspicions wrong.


  For in the next moment, the youngster that had charged in, brandished his long sword, and with a fierce tempest, broke the hedgehog-like formation of spears, riding into the opening made.


  At this rate, the enemy will break through the flanks, and the front and rear forces will be divided.


  When that worst possible outcome flashed through the Goblin King’s mind, he was about to give an order, but then—


  “Leave it to me!” Hal, one of the goblins in charge of the vanguard, appeared.


  Hal led his forces and chased after the detached enemy forces.


  “Become the glory of my spear!!”


  Hal swung his spear and cut through the body of an enemy, but not one among the Paradua, not even he, the killer himself, spared a glance for the horseman as he fell off his horse. They were focused solely on the remaining enemies.


  “Fix the formation. His Highness is watching!” Gi Jii said.


  Gi Jii’s skillful command over his army allowed him to fix the broken formation.


  The young commander of the detached enemy forces clicked his tongue as he left the goblins.


  As soon as the Goblin King saw the detached forces leave, he ordered Gi Zu and the Gaidga to turn back.


  “They’re coming from the back! Turn around!”


  At the king’s behest, Rashka and Gi Zu turned around, drawing the shape of a U.


   


  The detached force was driven away by Hal, but they weren’t done yet. They turned around and was about to charge back into the goblin army.


  After losing so many soldiers, the Goblin King couldn’t help but grit his teeth as he ordered the army to turn around.


  “I won’t let your deaths be in vain!” The Goblin King said as he set his gaze upon the enemy commander, then he called Felbi and Gi Za to the frontlines.


  “Kill the enemy commander,” he said.


  Gi Go, who hasn’t uttered a word all this time as he waited by the king’s side, drew his curved sword and turned around. There was no time for greetings. The enemy cavalry had already begun their charge once more.


  The Goblin King took Flamberge in his left hand and wielded Zweihander in his right hand.


  “Don’t miss this opportunity!”


  That was all the Goblin King said as he took command of his allies to clash with the enemy.


  They would be at a disadvantage if they let the enemy gather momentum before charging, so he immediately ordered his army to charge.


  “Attack!! Tear their necks into pieces!” The Goblin King said as he raised Flamberge with black flames spurting.


  In response, Rashka and Gi Zu ran onwards despite the wounds they carried.


  “GURUuUuUOOOAOAA!!”


  The Goblin King’s roars pushed on the backs of the two goblins as they ran in the frontlines, then as if to chase after them, their subordinate goblins all ran as well.


  The earth trembled as the goblin army began their charge.


  Even Gi Jii who had assumed a half-circle formation had already changed formation to an offensive type.


  After the goblins regrouped themselves into an arrowhead formation, they ran toward the approaching cavalry.


  Like this a tempest of swords whirled up from between the two forces again.


  Rashka’s clubs turned the cavalry into lumps of meat, and the bloody Gi Zu slipped through the spears and pulverized their brains with his fists.


  Zu Vet’s battle axe lopped off the sand horses’ heads, and Gi Do Buruga’s wind tore the enemy apart.


  But although the Order of the Blue Knights weren’t as fierce as they were before, they were still elites. True to that renown, they struck out with their spears and brought countless goblins to the ground.


  They slipped through rains of spells cast by the druids and lopped the heads off of the goblins. Their sand horses ran over the monsters and as they did the horsemen caught the goblins’ spears, and then skewered the goblins that hid behind their shields.


  It was an awful sight, but no matter how fierce the flames raged within the king’s heart, he stifled them and watched.


  He only had one target: the enemy commander.


  No matter how many of his subordinates died, no matter how many of the enemies died, he only needed to watch for now.


  Gi Jii Yubu’s subordinates struck out with their spears toward the weakened enemy.


  They assumed a hedgehog formation, and with the strong legs of a goblin, closed in on the enemy.


  The enemy cavalry tried to get out of the way, but they couldn’t change directions that quickly, and in no time, they were skewered.


  It didn’t matter whether it was man or horse. Before the hedgehog formation, everything was cut down before its advance.


  But when they tried to push their advantage further, they were stopped by a valiant warrior, a knight riding upon a horse with a dazzling sword in hand.


  The Goblin King grit his teeth when he saw that knight, and he took the Zweihander in his right hand and threw it at him.


  “Go!”


  The Goblin King used all of his might to throw his great sword, and it spun on its axis as it headed toward Aizas.


  “That’s not enough to beat me!” Aizas said as he gripped the holy sword, Guradion, tight.


  It was a sword he’d received from his beloved princess. A sword from the royal treasury that promised victory.


  But in the same moment that he deflected the great sword, two arrows of unparalleled accuracy were shot. Their direction was none other than the valiant warrior and his beloved steed.


  “Sorry,” Ra Gilmi muttered.


  Aizas tried to block those two arrows even as he pulled on the reins of his sand horse, but he was still dismounted in the end.


  Aizas already figured out that the Goblin King was the leader of the goblins, and that if he were able to defeat him, the war would end in their victory. The Goblin King thought the same.


  Unfortunately, what came next for Aizas was a giant mass of wind. It was a massive attack that would surely tear his whole body into pieces were he to receive it.


  “I won’t lose!”


  But that massive mass of wind was all but cut with a single swing of the holy sword. After that, Aizas made a run for it… Not away, but toward the Goblin King.


  Despite those two impossibly accurate arrows and that powerful wind spell, Aizas knew no fear, and he pushed on, cutting goblin after goblin in his path as he made his way toward the Goblin King.


  Truly fitting of the term ‘One Man Against a Thousand’. He was a tempest. A storm. He took down everything in his path, and nothing could stop him.


  “Brace yourself!”


  Aizas jumped with the power of his divine protection coursing throughout his whole body. When he felt a presence, he turned his gaze, and there he saw Gi Ji Arsil.


  Gi JI had been bottling up his anger all this time after seeing his subordinates die, and now that the opportunity for vengeance was at hand, his expression twisted.


  He threw a dagger toward Aizas.


  Aizas’ face twisted as he felt pain jolt from his ankle, but he did not stop, for the head of the Goblin King was right before him.


  If he could just slay the Goblin King, this battle would end with no more sacrifices, so…


  He charged onwards.


  “UooOOO!”


  And with all the force of his spirit, he swung the holy sword.


  The Goblin King responded in kind. With the Flamberge in both hands, he too used all of his strength to meet the descending holy sword.


  “GURUUUuuOOOOAAA!”


  The Goblin King’s roars resounded throughout the battlefield.


  And when Aizas saw the Goblin King’s face distort upon receiving his blade, he thought, ‘I can do this!’ But that was only for a moment.


  “GU!?” Aizas cried out.


  For in the next moment, he felt something pierce him from the side.


  It was a curved sword from a goblin he had never before seen.


  After that, the urge to throw up overcame him.


  “BU HAK!?”


  As the blood within his body flowed out, he felt his strength leave him.


  “AIZAaaAS!!”


  The voice of his friend screaming was the last thing he heard.


  Somehow, Allen managed to take his body away from the battlefield.


  * * *


  After the battle that day, the Order of the Blue Knights lost 2,000 soldiers out of their 3,000, but the greatest loss of all was the death of their commander, Aizas, and the grave injuries of his second-in-command, Allen. The Merchant Country, Pena, grew weak within a night.


  But the goblins were not without losses. They lost 1,300 on their side and now only had 1,100 soldiers left.


  To make things worse, the sudden attack of the Red King with over 15,000 soldiers from Elrain Kingdom forced them to flee for the borders without even being able to celebrate their victory.


  No matter how strong the Goblin King was, he could not take on an army over 10 times his army’s size. That was simply impossible.


  Character Name Cheat Sheet


  Goblin Side


  Protagonist (King Class)


  A human from another world who reincarnated into this world as a goblin. He once lost his mind due to starvation and hunted a monster to satiate it. He is currently revered by the goblins, and has promised to create a kingdom for them as their king. He is under the protection of the Goddess of the Underworld, and after uniting the various races of the forest has invaded the land of the humans, taking the first step in his path to world domination.


  Gi Ga Rax (Knight Class)


  A spear-wielding goblin who is the first goblin from Gi Village to evolve into a rare class. He is a firm believer of the king and he has sworn fealty to him. He lost his right arm and left leg, but he managed to pick himself back thanks to his indomitable will. He is currently leading other wounded goblins like him to fight for the king. He calls his platoon the imperial guards.’


  Gi Gu Verbena (Duke Class)


  Former leader of the village that has now become the parent organization of the protagonist’s horde. He was a rare class at the time, but he was still subdued by the protagonist’s powerful howl, and became his subordinate. He specializes in the long sword, but he can use any close combat weapon. His real specialty lies in fighting with others. He conquered the goblins from the southern region and is now leading a force second only to the king’s horde.


  Gi Go Amatsuki (Baron Class)


  In the face of being killed by the gray wolves or swearing fealty to the protagonist, he chose to swear. His preferred weapon is a curved sword, as it can cut his prey easily. He has received the divine protection of the Sword God, and once ended up pointing his sword to the king due to his influence. Ashamed of his weakness, he left the village. After a long time of wandering, he returned a new man and killed the Holy Knight, Gowen, who he once lost to.


   


  Gi Za Zakuend (Shaman Class)


  A mage goblin who lived in a village situated by the roots of a great tree. He became the protagonist’s subordinate after losing to him in a duel. He is a firm believer of the king and has sworn fealty to him. His appearance resembles that of humans. He has received the divine protection of the wind god.


  Gi Gi Orudo (Noble Class)


  A beast tamer, a goblin who can talk to animals. He came from the same village as Gi Gu, and currently has a triple head as his main beast. His preferred weapon is an axe. He is currently fighting as a part of the detached force responsible for conquering the colonial city.


  Gi Ji Arsil (Noble Class)


  A goblin who can use the Meld skill, and thus, specializes in reconnaissance. He gets along well with Gi Gi and has fought as a pair with him plenty of times. He used to prefer a long sword, but after specializing in reconnaissance, he has since switched to a dagger. He has learned the Assassinate skill, and is merciless to all who oppose the king.


  Gi Zu Ruo (Noble Class)


  When he was young, he lost his mind when Gi Ga was deeply wounded during the battle of the orcs. Using the Mad Dog skill, he was able to take down three orcs by himself. He is a powerful goblin, who has received the divine protection of the mad god. At the king’s behest, he went to the northwestern part of the Forest of Darkness to increase their forces. After arriving late to the western capital war, he has since been desperate to achieve something.


  Gi Zo (Druid Class)


  A water mage from Gi Za’s village. He was tasked to protect the village by the protagonist. He has received the divine protection of the water god. He is no longer among the living due to Gulland.


  Gi Da (Rare Class)


  A spearman from Gi Ga’s faction. His debut as a warrior was in the battle against the orcs. He possesses the Unreasonably Stubborn skill. He is no longer among the living due to Gulland.


  Gi Jii Yubu (Noble Class)


  The most brilliant student created by the goblin training, who now leads a regiol. As a commander, he has skills that could be matched with humans, but it seems he’s not ready just yet to take a holy knight on.


  Gi De (Rare Class)


  A subordinate of Gi Gi. He is also a beast tamer. He evolved into a rare class when he was caught up in the battle the orcs. As an obedient subordinate of Gi Gi, the king expects much from him. (He is currently using a triple boar and a wild dog.) He died to the Wand of Destruction, Bellan.


  Gi Do Buruga (Shaman Class)


  A wind mage. Also from Gi Za’s village. He has never stood out because of Gi Za, but he has gradually distinguished himself among the goblins. He has the divine protection of the wind god. He leads the druids alongside Gi Za.


  Gi Ba (Noble Class)


  A skillful goblin who can use the Fierce Arm skill. He has received Verid’s divine protection, and as such, deeply loathes humans. Most of his efforts have been centered against the humans, making him a valuable asset in supporting the frontlines.


  Gi Bi (Rare Class)


  A water mage. He is expected to be Gi Zo’s successor, but he is still a long way away from that goal. He is a part of Gi Za’s druid platoon.


  Gi Bu (Rare Class)


  A beast tamer. Gi Ga works him hard everyday. He is now affiliated with Gi Gi’s beast tamer army and is looking after beasts he isn’t familiar with.


  Gi Be (Rare Class)


  A one-armed goblin. He has received Verid’s divine protection and deeply loathes humans. He is affiliated with Gi Ga’s imperial guards.


  Gi Ah (Rare Class)


  A goblin who evolved into a rare class during the war with the elves. He possesses the invasion-class skill, One who Encroaches into the Divine Region.


  Gi Ii (Rare Class)


  A goblin who evolved during the war with the elves. He is an explorer and specializes in moving.


   


  Gi Uu (Druid Class)


  A goblin who evolved during the war with the elves. He is a water mage.


  Old Goblin (Normal)


  An old goblin. He isn’t very useful in combat. Because he was once enslaved by humans through magic, he is good at talking. He is the parent who riced Gi Za.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga (Noble Class)


  One of the four tribes of the west. He is an archer of the Ganra tribe.


  He went to the Gi Village as a messenger after receiving permission from the tribe. He invited the protagonist to the four tribes. He has been title the First Archer or Gadieta. He is constantly worried over the relationship between the tribe and the king. He is currently fighting as part of the detached force responsible for the colonial city.


  Ra Narsa (Rare Class)


  One of the four tribes of the west. He is an archer of the Ganra tribe.


  She had been chased from her village by the Gaidga goblins when she met the protagonist. She is the current chief of the tribe and has recently started to distinguish herself. She has remained in the tribe’s village, supporting the goblins from the back.


  Ru Rou (rare Class)


  A young goblin of the Ganra tribe. In the Ganra tribe, the names Ra, Ru, and Re are three most influential. The rest of the goblins have no family name, and are thus, normal goblins. He is currently fighting with Gilmi.


   


  Aluhaliha (Noble Class)


  One of the four tribes. He is the chief of the Paradua tribe.


  He threw away his pride and worked with the Gaidga to save his people from starvation, but after losing to the protagonist, he and his tribe have since joined him in his quest for world domination. He is the oldest among all the goblins. His black tiger steed is named Jirouou. He is currently retired, but he frequently patrols the area around the Fortress of the Abyss.


  Hal (Noble Class)


  Chief of the Paradua tribe.


  He used to be a young warrior who worked as Aluhaliha’s aide. After inheriting Aluhaliha’s position, he has since proven himself a worthy chief capable of standing equal to the human cavalry. He has sworn fealty to the king.


  Alashd (Rare Class)


  A middle-aged goblin from Paradua.


  He works as Aluhaliha’s aide and is currently a member of the elders. He is staying at the Paradua village.


  Rashka (Lord Class)


  The biggest chief among the four tribes.


  He is the strongest goblin among the four tribes, but his subordinates haven’t been as blessed. He was Narsa’s fiancé.


  He evolved during the goblin’s first invasion.


  Dashka (Rare Class)


  A young goblin from the Gaidga tribe.


  Kuzan (Rare Class)


  Chief of the Gordob tribe.


  She is a goblin blessed with the divine protection of the goddess of the underworld. She has a skill that allows her to resurrect the dead. She is currently responsible for managing the Fortress of the Abyss. Gi Ga respects her. She studied medicine during her stay in the elven village and has since been working with the other Gordob members to support the goblins from the back as medical practitioners.


   


  Humans + Gods + Others


  Reshia Fel Zeal (18 years-old)


  The priestess known as the saint. As the Healing Goddess’ follower, she lives to spread the word and teach righteousness. She has the divine protection of the goddess, and can heal others. She has been brought back to the ivory tower.


  Lili (22 years-old)


  She studied the famous sword style, Zweil Style, in the capital. She has sworn fealty to Reshia. And while she may have lost to the protagonist in one hit, she has proven herself strong enough to easily defeat three normal goblins. She has become much stronger after acquiring the evil sword, Vashinant. She stopped the yugushiva attacks after Gulland entrusted the northern army to her.


  Mattis (27 years-old)


  The second son of a farmer. He’s largely responsible for drying the meat to preserve them. He was sent somewhere in the kingdom.


  Chinos (25 years-old)


  The third son of a farmer. He plows the fields and is close to Mattis. He was sent somewhere in the kingdom.


  Keifel (28 years-old)


  An adventurer who took on a request to escort Reshia through the Forest of Darkness. He’s strong enough that he could easily wield a steel great sword, but the protagonist still managed to kill him.


  Zeon (32 years-old)


  A follower of Ativ. He specializes in fire magic. In his battle against the protagonist, he used his fire magic, but still lost. In the end, he tried to blow himself up along with the protagonist, but the protagonist’s words agitated him, causing him to lose the opportunity.


  Tinra (23 years-old)


  A villager. She is one of the women used by the goblins as a breeding machine that the protagonist killed.


  Ashtal Do Germion (60 years-old)


  The king that rules the western region of the continent in which the Forest of Darkness and the connecting borders are included. He is a powerful ruler with seven holy knights under him. He has recently ordered three of those holy knights to search for the saint. He has laid out new plans after feeling the threat from the Goblin King. He’s currently trying to gather mages to strengthen his army.


  Gowen Ranid (46 years-old)


  The feudal lord that rules over the region next to the Forest of Darkness. As one of the country’s strongest powers, he is renowned as the Iron-Armed Knight. He is currently leading his soldiers in a quest to find the saint. He fought hard against the goblin invasion, but was eventually killed by Gi Go Amatsuki.


  Gulland Rifenin (32 years-old)


  A former adventurer. As one of the country’s strongest powers, he is renowned as the Storm Knight. He’d been stationed in the northern mountains, but the king called him back to send him off in a quest for the saint. He became a hero after rescuing the saint. He tried to help Gowen fight the goblin invasion, but he lost. He is currently retreating to the south.


  Gene Marlon (24 years-old)


  As one of the country’s strongest powers, he is renowned as Lightning-Fast Knight. He was previously stationed at the south, but the king called him back to send him on a quest to search for the saint. Killing is his favorite past-time. Whether it’s a man, a demihuman or a monster, they’re all just pieces of meat to be cut down before him. He was killed by his own slave.


  Sivara Bandier (29)


  One of the country’s most powerful warriors, a holy knight known as the Ripper Knight. He is a martial artist and comes from a noble family. He is popular among young soldiers, and is considered the enemy of all fathers and boyfriends. He is also known as the Marriage Destroyer. His skill at leading the cavalry is one of the best in the country.


  Jize Yuuenti (40)


  One of the country’s most powerful warriors, a holy knight known as the Sharp-Eyed Knight. He is currently dealing with the Kushain believers coming from the south. He was originally a traveler from the east that was coaxed by Ashtal with a huge paycheck.


  Yuan (26)


  A young commander under Gowen. He seems to be under the protection of some god, but…


  Corseo (52)


  A veteran martial artist who acts as Gowen’s aide. He used to lead the cavalry, but then the Goblin King turned him into a corpse.


  Herculean Wyatt (41 years-old)


  A member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow. He specializes in handling great shields. He has a gentle personality, but beware for his anger isn’t one to be taken lightly. After returning from the forest, he has since been working in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom as the leader of the blood oath of the flying swallows.


  Mage Killer Mill (20 years-old)


  A member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow. She is an assassin that favors the use of talons. Renowned as the mage killer, she is a mage’s worst nightmare. After returning from the forest, she has since been helping out in the slums and watching over orphans. She met Reshia and successfully managed to give her the orphans’ present.


  Wand of Destruction Bellan (37 years-old)


  A member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow. He wields a fire staff. As a former knight, he cares a great deal about honor. He died while protecting his allies.


  Hawk-Eyed Fick (32 years-old)


  An adventurer with two names. He has exceptional perception and skill. He is currently searching through the Forest of Darkness under Gulland’s lead. After returning from the forest, he has since gone to the southern free cities on a solo adventure.


  The White Hand of Life (Age Unknown)


  A priest robed in white. She specializes in healing and support. Her age, name, and origin are all unknown. After converting Vitz and Yugil, she has started traveling the world to find more adherents.


  Vitz (28 years-old)


  A talkative sword-wielding adventurer. He’s actual strength isn’t bad, but he’s still far from being deserving of a second name. He was caught by the White Hand of Life and is currently traveling the world with her.


  Yugil (26 years-old)


  An adventurer and an unwilling shield bearer. He might appear old, but he is actually still young. He was caught by the White Hand of Life and is currently traveling the world with her.


  Yoshu (27 years-old)


  The younger brother of the slaves Gene purchased. The collar of obedience around his neck keeps him from going against Gene’s orders. Healers are rare, so he’s been made into a shield bearer. He ended up on the goblin side because of his older sister’s whims. He is currently traveling with Gi Go.


  Shumea (29 years-old)


  The older sister of the slaves Gene purchased. The collar of obedience around her neck keeps her from going against Gene’s orders. Contrast to her brother who bears a shield, she uses a spear. She is a gutsy woman who believes being with the Goblin King is better than living within human society. She is currently negotiating with humans.


  Household of the Gods


  Altesia. The underworld goddess.


  The Goddess of the Underworld and the Goddess of Valor. As the goddess the snakes serve, she has given her blessing to the protagonist. She is a dangerous woman with her deep jealousy and fierce temperament.


  Zenobia


  The Goddess of Healing. She has given her blessing to Reshia. She has also warned the protagonist to protect her. The underworld goddess might hate her, but she doesn’t feel the same way toward The underworld goddess.


  Pitch Black (Verid)


  A one-eyed red-eyed snake that belongs to the Goddess of the Underworld.


  Twin-Headed Snake


  Known to the goblins as the Lord of Decay. He is one of the snakes that fought the world with the Goddess of the Underworld.


  Others


  Selena


  The elven woman Gene purchased. She became a slave after running away from her tribe. She was freed after she killed Gene. Since then hse has been under the care of the Goblin King with Shumea.


  Hasu


  A high kobold. She is one of the protagonist’s pets.


  The protagonist managed to tame her by giving her orc corps and other meat as bait.


  She is a fortuitous kobold who somehow managed to become the leader of her pack. She is currently leeching off the orcs. She wants to eat the orc children, but unfortunately, she just can’t find an opening. She attacked the colonial city with the orcs, but the humans weren’t very tasty.


  Cynthia


  As the pup of the gray wolves, she has been given the elven name that means lady of the lake. Reshia, Lili, and other children and women are quite taken by her lovely fur. She has grown up enough to lead her household. She has grown up to become a spectacular gray wolf even better than her own parents.


  Gastra


  As the pup of the gray wolves, he has been given the name of a wise human monarch that means sovereign of the wind’s howls. His uninhibited personality leads him to battle Hasu for ranks on a daily basis. He is became the leader of many beasts in the capital, then in the ivory tower. His subordinates are mostly females.


  Bui


  A timid orc. Gol Gol had taken a liking for him despite his small body. After Gol Gol died, he led the orcs to the west, but the protagonist managed to capture them. He attacked the colonial city with Gilmi. Recently, his greatest worry is that he’ll suddenly find himself fighting at the frontlines with the humans.


  Gol Gol


  The orc king that attacked the village. He is a berserker who can use skills. He was defeated by the protagonist.


  Demihumans


  Nikea


  Chief of the araneae, a female chief. She speaks firmly and possesses a proud mindset. The lower half of her body is a spider, but the uper half is that of a lovely maiden. She covers her upper body with clothes made from araneae thread. Poison drips from her talons, and she can use them alongside her threads. That fighting style has earned her the name Poison Feather. She is a descendant of the red crystal.


  Nerou


  An influential person of the araneae. He opposed Nikea’s plans to accept the goblin and ended up dead for it. He is a descendant of the blue crystal.


  Fanfan


  The female chief of the mud-scaled tribe. She is slow in a good way. As a member of a tribe known for moving underground, she works as a merchant just like Yushika. She knowns more than the harpies and is also a better messenger. She looks like a mole on the outside, but her vision is perfectly fine. Her pair of round eyes is her unique feature. She is known as the hardest claw. Shi is a descendant of the dark crystal.


  Yushika.


  Female chief of the harpies. She has a huge bag hanging from her neck that she carries with her arms. She uses it to store her cargo. She is a merchant. She is also a mischievous woman who doesn’t cower even before the king. She has white wings sprouting from her back and bird feet. She is known as the first wing. She is a descendant of the white crystal.


  Luther


  The old chief of the papirsag/shell tribe. He is of short stature and he carries a moss-covered shell on his back. He is a careful man, whose eyes always seem sleepy. Despite that his gaze is extremely sharp. His tribe specializes in processing trees and taming monsters. He is a descendant of the hard crystal.


  Tanita


  Chief of the long-tailed, a subspecies of the lizardman with two heads and two tails. Half of his body is covered with a shell, but the other half has his skin exposed just like an amphibian. He is a descendant of the soft crystal.


  Kerodotos


  Chief of the minotaurs. He talks slowly. He tried to crush the goblins as soon as he saw one. There is almost nothing good about him when it comes to talking. His gaze is sharp and while he might talk foolishly, he is by no means incompetent. He is a descendant of the heavy crystal.


  Mido


  Chief of the werewolves. He is a friend of the gray wolves and he lives in the fields. He is known as the tyrant because he likes to tear his enemy apart with brute force. He is a firm believer of power and originally disliked the goblins. He is extremely friendly toward the gray wolves. He tends to be impulsive, but he’s definitely not one to be underestimated. He is a descendant of the fierce crystal.


  Daizos


  Chief of the centaurs. He found himself in a bad position ever since Gurfia became a ghost. He tried to kill Gurfia with the elite of his tribe but failed. He hates the goblins. He is a descendant of the proud crystal.


  Rukenon


  The guide Nikea introduced.


  Carad


  The slave werewolf from the Jirad Forest.


  Elves


  Shure Forni


  Chief of the Sylph’s Forni village. He wishes to reform the elves. He studied under Falun and is Shunaria’s father. He is renowned as the Wise Shure. He formed an alliance with the Goblin King and promised him full support in the war with the humans.


  Falun Gastair


  Chief of the western Gastia Forest. Shure’s friend and master. He is considered a scheming strategist even by his own disciple, Shure. He brought back the elven school system and is currently using his village to spread knowledge.


  Shunaria Forni


  Shure’s daughter. She is smart and frequently does pointless things. She delivered the Goblin King’s new weapon to him. She is currently working as a civil official in a human village.


  Pale Symphoria


  A young sylph warrior who gathered experience in the human world. She is a versatile warrior who can lead army and fight her own battles. She managed to make the bigger goblin army retreat many times. She left the Goblin King to help her clan, Elks.


  Felbi


  One of Symphoria’s commanders. He fought alongside Pale against the goblins, but he mostly left the leadership of the platoon to her. He has been grudgingly leading the platoon since Pale left. He dreams of becoming a first-rate warrior.


  Fenit Symphoria


  Symphoria’s chief. He is Pale’s cousin. He is self-righteous and proud. He was the only one given a death penalty after the war.


  Priena Sinfall


  Sinfall’s chief. She is a woman but her face is cold. She never managed to take back Sinfall after it was taken from her during the Sylph Unification War. She was exiled after the war.


  Nash Jirad


  Jirad’s chief. He foresaw the human threat lie Shure and the Goblin King, but was rebuked because of his decision to enslave the demihumans. He was stripped of his last name and made a commoner after the war.


  Silver Sheng


  Sheng’s chief. He was sympathetic to Pale from beginning to end, but was coerced by Fenit to hand her over to the goblins. He was stripped of his last name and made to work at the Jirad’s hidden farm after the war.


   


  Chapter 191 
Diplomatic War


  After forcing the goblin army away, Elrain Kingdom returned to Pena with the Order of the Blue Knights. They left behind 3,000 soldiers to construct a fortress that would keep watch over the borderlands.


  The reason the Red King could not attack the goblins was because Vilan Do Zul of the Kushain believers was able to quickly conclude the battle in the north and return to Cultidian.


  The goal of the Red King is Pena. If they were to force an attack against the goblins and suffer heavy casualties, they would risk being attacked by the Kushain believers from the north.


  Especially since the saint, Mira, was currently itching for vengeance after being made a fool of. No matter how low the odds were, a ‘holy war’ while fighting in the borders was simply disastrous, as it would put all of their efforts until now to waste.


  Because of that the Red King could not attack the goblins.


  In contrast, the goblin forces suffered heavy losses after their battle with the Order of the Blue Knights. Even the Goblin King himself incurred heavy wounds, so they avoided facing off against the Red King, and after gathering their soldiers, returned to the borders.


  They couldn’t even afford to station the minimum number of soldiers required to repel the construction of the fortress as they were left wondering: Why? Why did the enemy suddenly appear? How did this get past them?


  It was then that they got word from their spies at Cultidian.


  That intel contained information regarding the movement of Fatina’s Army, but unfortunately, it was a little too late. To make things worse, the information did not even come directly from Fatina, but was instead leaked by Cultidian.


  Then while they were still busy with that ‘new’ information, word of Mira’s proclamation to the people reached them.


  “The Kushain Believers are undoubtedly hostile toward Elrain Kingdom, but…” Zaurosh said as he scrutinized the new intel.


  “The enemy of an enemy is a friend, I suppose,” the Goblin King nodded.


  The Kushain Believers were manipulated by the Red King, then the goblins and the forces of Pena were made to fight each other, greatly reducing their respective strength within a short time.


  “If we are to make a come back, we’ll have to start from here,” the Goblin King said without the slightest signs of discouragement. “Can we pass a rumor to the Kushain spies?”


  Zaurosh made a troubled face. “…Unfortunately, that is currently beyond the capabilities of our intelligence department.”


  When it comes to a battle of information, a draw against one’s opponent is quite painful. It leaves one at a grave disadvantage during diplomacy.


  One saving grace was that Gi Gu Verbena’s forces have finally rendezvoused with the Goblin King, bringing their numbers up to 1,800. But even that wasn’t enough.


  Their enemy had an army of over 10,000 soldiers. At this rate, the Goblin King might have to part with the borderlands.


  “Gi Zu is wounded, so we’ll send him back to the west and have Gi Ba fill in,” the Goblin King said.


  If the borderlands were to fall, they won’t have the leisure to protect it. Its fall would also mean that all of their efforts here would be put to waste, but at the very least, the Goblin King wanted to ensure Gi Zu’s safety.


  The Goblin King believed that the one edge the goblins had over the humans are their fertility and ability to become stronger via evolution (class promotion). He believed that as long as he could protect his forces, even in the worst case scenario, they should be able to recover.


  “What of the small feudal lords?” The Goblin King asked.


  “They don’t seem to be panicking. We may have had to retreat, but Razuel still stands, and reinforcements came almost immediately after, so they’re not feeling the heat just yet,” Zaurosh said.


  “So at least we don’t have to worry about that front,” the Goblin King said.


  The Goblin King was still worried, however. After all, they were dealing with an army about 10 times their size. Moreover, they did not have a trick up their sleeves like they did when facing the Kushain Believers. To make things worse, this army of 15,000 is renowned for defeating the Kushain Believers and conquering Fatina.


  It was doubtful they’d be able to win in a straight-up fight.


  The Goblin King decided they currently had no other card to play but to recover their forces, but unfortunately, he would be forced to change that decision the very next day.


  “A demand to surrender from the Kushain Believers?” the Goblin King asked.


  “Yes. It arrived at the mansion of Shirak Territory a few days ago,” Zaurosh said.


  Zaurosh could see the Kushain Believers annexing the borderlands and striking against the weakened goblins.


  After their battle with the Order of the Blue Knights, word has been spreading due to the Red King. Originally, it was the bravery of the Blue Knights that was talked about, but with the passing of the renowned knight commander, the attention turned to the Red King. It wasn’t hard to see what the people were expecting.


  “They plan to ride this momentum and swallow us, huh,” the Goblin King folded his arms.


  They could defeat them if it were just the Kushain Believers, but the problem was that a fortress was currently being built in the southern part of the borders. If they were to make use of that and Elrain Kingdom were to appear, then they could be kicked out of the borders right there and then.


  Still… They couldn’t surrender.


  The Goblin King had a difficult decision to make.


   


  Vilan, who had just returned from war, was summoned by Saint Mira to the late Kushain Patriarch’s bedroom.


  “His Highness is also worried…” Vilan said.


  “I won’t, I won’t! I won’t come back! If you try and take me back by force, then I’ll hate you! …Tell that to my father,” Mira said.


  “What if his lungs get worse again? Like when we were kids…”


  “J-Just how long do you intend to drag that old story!? That illness only happens once. Once you’ve had it, you can’t get it again! And since he’s been healed already, I’m sure he’ll be fine!”


  Mira was as selfish as a child, but she had the authority and the charm that made others tolerate her.


  Vilan scratched his head, looking troubled, as he nodded in response.


  “More importantly, I’m sorry to ask this of you so soon after your return, but I will have to dispatch you to the borderlands.”


  “If that is your bidding…”


  “Unsatisfied?”


  “Not at all. The likes of me could never possibly contest the princess’ wisdom.”


  Pooh! Mira snorted as she puffed out her chest.


  “Then let me explain to you the saint’s treasured sword, Koufushen.”


  “Sigh… What is that Koufushen?”


  “It’s a play that’s been in vogue recently. A troupe from the east has recently been getting around, and it’s quite interesting.”


  Hearing Mira laugh dryly like that, Vilan sighed, unsure if this was really going to be alright.


  In response, Mira pulled his ears and said, “listen,” then she brought him so close to her face that he could feel her breath.


  Naturally, that sent Vilan’s heart going pitter-patter, but Mira did not seem to mind one bit as she boldly spoke of her ambitions.


  “The reason the Red King was able to make a fool of me was because of their strategist, Carlion. But that strategist is currently in Germion Kingdom, so… As the saying goes, when the demon is away…”


  “…Princess, I’ve pointed this time and time again, but you really need to do something about your choice of words— Uu!?”


  Seeing Vilan about to give a sermon, the princess gave his ear another harsh tug.


  “I’ve sent a messenger to the goblins to demand their surrender. Now, you’re going to take 30,000 soldiers with you and annex Elrain Kingdom’s various cities as you make your way toward the borders.”


  “Your demands for a surrender is a decoy then, I take it?”


  “But of course. Although, it wouldn’t hurt if they did surrender. In that case, we could work together and take out Elrain Kingdom. But I doubt the likes of monsters could properly assess profits and losses, and even then it would be enough as long as you take out a few cities. With so many Kushain Believers, as long as you implement martial law, there shouldn’t be any problems keeping order.”


  “What if Elrain Kingdom shows up?”


  “If they’re hostile, then denounce them for heretics who’ve sided with monsters. If they refuse to make a move and persist in observing you, then make them move. Take care not to give them an opening when you do. I’ve specifically picked out young soldiers for your army, so it should be easy to lead them around.”


  “I see you’ve thought this through, but you know, princess, treating war like a game simply because of your emotio— Uu!?”


  Vilan groaned in pain as Mira pulled on his ears once more.


  Mira protested with a pout. “I may be personally invested in this, but that doesn’t mean I’m treating it like a game.”


  When Vilan saw the tears in Mira’s eyes, he immediately panicked.


  “M-My deepest apologies!”


  One week later, Mira gave a bold proclamation toward the goblins as she dispatched her army.


  When the spies in Cultidian got word that Vilan’s army was split in four and was now advancing toward the borders, they immediately went into a panic, trying to send word of this new intel back as soon as possible.


  After Saint Mira saw the army off, she met with a lone adventurer in secret.


  “Lift your face. You’re not the docile sort, are you?” Mira said.


  “And that’s not how one would expect the saint to talk,” the plainly dressed female adventurer said.


  Mira laughed. “I want some mice hunted. I take it you’re up to the task?”


  Not a trace of that young girl’s face that Mira often showed to Vilan could be seen now. Saint Mira’s face was completely devoid of expression as she emanated a chill accompanied with a frightening composure.


  “If it is your command.”


  “I’ll pay you as much as you want, so make those Red King bastards pay.”


  “With the power of the inverse moon’s shadow, so shall it be done.”


  As the female adventurer bowed, Mira smiled with satisfaction.


   


  As Gi Zu left to recover his wounds, Gi Ba came to take his place. When the Goblin King heard that the Kushain Believers were en route to attack them, he decided to dispatch his army.


  “It’s still better than isolating ourselves like this.”


  The goblins mobilized their entire forces toward Shirak Territory, but their wounds from the battle against the Order of the Blue Knights was yet to heal. Many of their soldiers were wounded still.


  “If Elrain Kingdom attacks us from the south, we will be forced to retreat,” the Goblin King said.


  When the people gathered at the war council heard that, they were shocked.


  After all, they had yet to lose a single battle, and yet here was the king saying that they would have to abandon their territory.


  Unfortunately, the concept of winning a battle yet losing the war was still too difficult for them to understand, but here in the south, merely winning a fight was meaningless if they could not suppress the enemy city.


  For the goblins who did not understand even the concept of war prisoners, the workings of politics was yet too high a hurdle for them to overcome. To make things worse, even the Goblin King himself wasn’t particularly learned in the art of politics.


  “But…” Gi Za wanted to say something, but in the end, he could not help but keep mum.


  After all, he did not have any tricks up his sleeves that would allow them to overcome an army over ten times their size. At the very least, he did not have one that did not come with grave losses.


  “Of course, I don’t intend to lose.”


  The crestfallen goblins raised their head at the king’s words.


  “We haven’t lost just yet. We may be at a disadvantage, but I’m not about to just give up.”


  Then as if to brush away the depressing mood, the Goblin King declared that they would be building an encampment.


  “An encampment?”


  The goblins looked at each other in confusion.


  The king spoke. “These lands are flat, so there’s nothing obstructing our enemies’ movement. That being the case, we’re going to change the land ourselves.”


  “Your Highness means to make a fortress?”


  The Goblin King raised his brows for a moment, but in the next moment, he nodded and began to explain. Because of the lack of mages, the goblins would have to do most of the construction.


  “It’s a battle against time!”


  As the king declared that with resolve, the goblins kept their morale and they began constructing what could be essentially said their first defensive structure.


  * * *


  The members of the Red King had already predicted that the Kushain Believers would attack the goblins, but opinions on whether to attack or not were divided.


  Saldin and the generals from the frontline were adamant about joining the fray. One reason was because they won the last battle without really doing anything, so dispatching the army wouldn’t take much preparation. Another reason was because getting rid of one force would make it more advantageous to them.


  Either reason was sound; however, the civil officials did not agree.


  They believed that since they’d won easily in the last battle, they should then focus their attention on conquering Pena. The goblins were not a priority. Moreover, the army of the Kushain Believers was massive, and its movements were not clear. None of the reasons they gave were convincing, but there was some logic behind them nonetheless.


  That being said, there was another battle going on, a war only the intellects among them could see. For hidden behind the two options was actually a struggle for supremacy.


  The clan leader, Brandika, felt like wincing as he watched that battle unfold. They had to send Carlion as a messenger to Germion Kingdom, so all the political work he normally took care of fell upon Brandika’s shoulders.


  As Brandika yawned, the meeting continued, but there was no end in sight.


  “Hey, Saldin,” Brandika said.


  “Yes!” Saldin replied with glee, thinking that Brandika would choose his side.


  “How many soldiers would you need to win?”


  The meeting grew noisy, and the civil officials cried out.


  “Duke!”


  But Brandika silenced the clamor with but a wave of his hand. Everyone in the meeting room knew full well just who Brandika was. As for those who didn’t, they probably thought he was the king himself.


  “Just 10,000 soldiers! And I will surely bring back victory!”


  “10,000, huh…”


  Could they really win against both the Kushain Believers and the goblins with just that? Brandika asked himself.


  Even if Saldin were to take most of the command, other commanders would still have to work under him to organize the army. Unfortunately, difficulties in management came with the territory of expanding an organization, and the Red King was no exception.


  If he were to lead an army himself, he would need 5,000 elites and 10,000 peasants to win.


  “You have a plan, I take it?”


  “But, of course! I’m going to attack them while they’re attacking each other!” Saldin confidently declared, knocking his hands together as he laughed, but that confidence only lasted until he saw Brandika looking up at the ceiling, who was wondering to himself if he was the stupid one for asking.


  As Brandika thought to himself, he remembered that Saldin was the super hands-on sort, and he wryly smiled. Cell had to leave with Carlion to serve as his escort, so he had no one else he could use but Saldin.


  Speaking of which, Carlion did tell him that it was also important to help his commanders gain experience, so in the end, Brandika decided to agree.


  “I got it. I’ll give you 10,000 soldiers.”


  “Alright! I knew you’d come around!”


  Brandika silenced the civil officials with a stare, then he continued.


  “But I’ll be heading to Pena. Saldin, you better not lose. Understand?”


  In response to Brandika’s ferocious smile, Saldin puffed out his chest and replied affirmatively, then he asked to be dismissed to prepare his army sooner.


  “…What a pain. When Carlion’s not around, everything gets annoying. Hurry up and come back already.”


  After the meeting ended, Brandika grumbled to himself as he scratched his red hair that was just like a lion’s mane.


   


  “Hmm… An alliance, huh,” King Ashtal said.


  “It as you say, Your Majesty,” Carlion replied.


  “And what would that alliance bring my kingdom?”


  “Prosperity, Your Majesty. Both to you and to us.”


  While King Ashtal entertained a messenger from the southern Elrain Kingdom, hushed voices exchanged in the backdrop.


  “…I can’t believe they have the gall to show their faces like this.”


  “Good grief. How could they even think of coming here?”


  The genius adviser, Carlion, pretended not to hear anything, while his escort and guard, Cell the Sword Dancer, sent them sharp glares, though in the end, she too said nothing.


  Carlion inwardly laughed it off as he thought that it would only elate them were they to react. Despite having such thoughts, however, he kept a serious face as he faced King Ashtal.


  “What do you intend to do?” King Ashtal asked.


  “Currently, the Kushain Believers are waging a war against the monsters, but that will end soon, and when it does, they will turn their sights to unifying the south,” Carlion replied.


  “Ho? It seems a big one has appeared.”


  Although King Ashtal has put on the years, his eyes were as sharp as ever. He once showed ferocity befitting that of a king who ruled a country of holy knights, but in the later years of his rule, he turned his focus to peace and became a wise ruler. Despite that his sharp eyes of discernment that came to be known as the King’s Majesty were as sharp as ever. It was such that a glance from him was enough to make people shake. Yet Carlion calmly received that gaze of his and responded with nothing more than a smile.


  “Your Majesty is wise and insightful, so I’m sure you’ve already heard of our Red King’s strength.”


  “It is foolish to conquer the world with strength.”


  “We only intend to level the world with strength. After that we shall create a land of peace ruled by a virtuous king.”


  “And you dare claim that you possess such power?”


  “Power is meant to be wielded, but I intend to serve my master with my schemes.”


  “I see. In that case, how will these schemes of yours, which you’ve woven for your master, bring prosperity to my kingdom?”


  “First, we strike the heretics dead, then we could work together and turn our sights to the west.”


  That was blunt. Too blunt. King Ashtal could not help but narrow his eyes in response.


  Gulland had indeed departed for the western region, but what was most in need of reinforcements was not the west but the south.


  The chaotic state of the south due to the wars regardless of the goblins was indeed an issue King Ashtal could not ignore.


  “You must be tired after having traveled such distance. Why don’t you take a rest for now? I will give my response the day after tomorrow.”


  Carlion and Cell bowed in response, then they withdrew to the rooms they were given.


  As soon as they entered the room, Cell used her long elven ears to check if the vicinity.


  “…There’s no one suspicious nearby,” Cell said.


  “Not that there’s much we could do with just the two of us,” Carlion replied as he coughed.


  “Don’t you think you should be more tense at times like this?” Cell suggested.


  Carlion’s laid-back attitude was met with Cell’s sharp glare.


  “…Or do you find it funny to see me so cautious?” Cell continued.


  “N-No. I don’t have any such intentions.”


  As Carlion continued to cough, Cell sighed and sat on the first-class sofa.


  “The clan leader asked me to escort you. If you’re unwell, then get some rest.”


  “I will. I will,” Carlion replied, but he showed no signs of going to bed.


  When Cell saw that, she – in a rare display of anger – approached Carlion angrily.


  “W-What’s the matter— Uwaah!?”


  Then as if she were handling some light luggage, she pulled Carlion up and threw him on the bed.


  “Sleep. Understand?”


  “W-Why does it seem like you’re used to this!?”


  “I have a younger brother back home.”


  “News to me.”


  “I didn’t think it was important.”


  At Cell’s aggressive appeals, Carlion finally slipped into bed.


  “Do you get along well?”


  “Somewhat…” Cell replied as she made a distant look.


  Seeing that, Carlion wryly smiled and closed his eyes.


  “Good night, big sis!” Carlion jested.


  “You!” Cell was about to retort angrily, but after considering that she was dealing with a patient, she turned around and quietly sat on the sofa, then she checked the surroundings again.


  “…Did he fall asleep?”


  Cell approached the bed again to check Carlion’s countenance. In her eyes was a gentleness that she rarely showed.


  “…What a pain. Looks like watching over someone isn’t such an easy job after all.”


  As Cell muttered that, she gently stroked Carlion’s pale face, then she went back to the sofa to keep guard.
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  Chapter 192 
Swaying Scales


  The territory of Shirak that had assumed formation was strangely quiet.


  The Kushain Believers had also assumed formation, but neither them nor the goblins attacked. Both forces just kept formation and quietly watched each other.


  In the goblin’s side, it was a relatively simple situation. They couldn’t attack because they didn’t have enough soldiers. After all, not even the Goblin King expected that the enemy would bring over 30,000 soldiers.


  When the goblin king found out from the Leon Heart Clan how big the enemy’s army was, even he ended up with a cramping face as he quietly glared toward the east. His expression only grew worse as they started this staring match with the enemy.


  Moreover, with order being maintained despite the size of the enemy’s forces, there had to be a skilled general on their side, so without any openings, the goblin king could only fortify his defenses.


  The goblin king also expanded the scope of his intel. He did this partly because he was curious about Elrain Kingdom’s movements, or more specifically, he was curious about what the Red King was doing. Recently, the Red King has expanded rapidly and was currently watching their face off against the Kushain Believers from the side, but it was doubtful that the Red King would remain a mere spectator.


  So while his forces and the Kushain Believers’ were glaring at each other, he had sent people to monitor the movements of the south of the border region. At the same time, he also had to make sure that they had a path of retreat.


  Of course, it was important to believe that they could win, and perhaps, if he were just a general, he could have afforded to think just that, but as a king to many races, he had to consider the worst case scenario. The Goblin King has never overestimated his own abilities. Winning and losing was normal to soldiers, after all. He knew full well that there was no such thing as an invincible army.


  Just look at the holy knights of Germion Kingdom or the knight commander of the Blue Knights that they fought just recently. There were also those adventurers who were so strong that their strength was said to be legendary. But no matter how strong one is individually, the moment one leads an army, victory and defeat becomes uncertain.


  Even kings, nobles, and tacticians that have received training would consider their path of retreat. What more someone like him who was not particularly blessed in the art of war? He had no choice but to proceed with as much caution as possible. King must always ensure that they had a path of retreat open.


  Of course, he didn’t want to lose. No one wanted that.


  The Goblin King himself was also a ferocious warrior who has stood in front of his brethren and lived through countless battles. He naturally possessed the pride from living through those wars. And the number of times his life has been put in danger was more than the number of fingers he had. But even then he still had to secure a path of retreat.


  The Goblin King stifled his desire to win as he ordered Gi Za Zakuend to secure a path of retreat.


  “Understood,” Gi Za Zakuend replied. As the king’s trusted retainer, he could see full well just how much the king was struggling, so he didn’t say any more and just carried out his order.


  The questions were how far the enemy would be willing to chase after them and how much their allies should prepare to be able to escape.


  The Goblin King also didn’t want to leave his soldiers idle while they were stuck at a staring match like this, so he ordered the army to assume formation right in front of the military camp that only had fences, while the soldiers behind them steadily expanded the military camp. It was reckless to build right in front of the enemy, but the Goblin King intentionally gave that order.


  One reason was because if they didn’t do anything they were bound to lose.


  The other reason was because the enemy hasn’t attacked despite facing off against them for so long.


  The Goblin King had asked Zaurosh to figure out what was going on within the ranks of the Kushain Believers, but unfortunately, they still remained in the dark on why they refused to attack. At the very least, they could infer that the Kushain Believers were moving according to the wishes of the new patriarch. As for how they arrived to that conclusion, that was because there was no hesitation in the Kushain Believers.


  But regardless whether they were scared of incurring losses or were scheming something, the Goblin King could see that they intended to keep this situation for a long time.


  “My lord, we have completed the northern moat. With this we have almost completely surrounded the military camp.”


  “Good, build a second layer of fences next. Make it so that they can’t pass through them even if they were to attack.”


  “As you will.”


  The Goblin King was still a beginner when it came to defensive battles, so he tried to pull every trick he could, including the pitfalls he used against the orcs. He also had fences, abatises, deep moats, and sharp traps affixed to trees built. All sorts of stuff.


  The goblins and the Kushain Believers continued to glare at each other for 10 days when word from Zaurosh came.


  Elrain Kingdom has made their move!


  The Goblin King wanted to click his tongue, but he kept those feelings at bay as he resolved himself to withdraw his army.


  “Should we send a messenger?”


  But the problem was the Kushain Believers. Did they pull strings to get the southern Elrain Kingdom to move, or were they working together? Or perhaps it was the opposite. It was also possible that this was merely a coincidence, but regardless, the Goblin King was at a loss.


  If they were all humans, then the enemy would surely send a messenger at this point in time, but unfortunately, they were goblins. Although they had elves in their ranks, they were basically a horde of monsters.


  It was curious if the humans would even bother negotiating with them.


  Although the Goblin King could no longer feel that mad zeal from the Kushain Believers, he was still guilty of cutting down their late patriarch without a word.


  It was probable that if he sent a messenger, the messenger would return with only his head. The Goblin King was at his wit’s end.


  “In that case, shall I go?” Zaurosh, who he had gone to for consultation, said.


  The Goblin King was shocked.


  “This may be an army of goblins, but I am currently employed by the feudal lords of Shirak. In one sense, we are merely being occupied, so I don’t believe they would react so negatively.”


  “But it would be a different story if they’ve already figured out the situation.”


  Whether Zaurosh thought it was a good thing for the Goblin King not to tell him to recklessly go or not, he spoke again after thinking a little.


  “Although it’s embarrassing for me to admit it, the Kushain Believers and the Red King both possess a greater ability to gather intel than us. They probably already know our situation.”


  “I see,” the Goblin King replied as he became thoughtful.


  Zaurosh continued.


  “If I may be so bold, King of Goblins, please do not fear losing your men. There are times when a king must order his men to go despite the risk. It is precisely in such times that your retainers will be able to prove their worth.”


  The Goblin King quietly thought for a moment.


  From time to time, the Goblin King had a gentleness to him that would dull his resolve to become king. The fact that Zaurosh was able to see through that was a testament to his foresight, but at the same time, the advice he gave was also given as someone who was leading a clan of humans and demihumans himself. Right now, the Goblin King’s actions would only confuse his retainers and make him look weak.


  “…I see. That was good advice,” the Goblin King muttered to himself as if in self-derision, then he looked Zaurosh straight in the eye.


  “Zaurosh,” the Goblin King said.


  “Yes, Your Majesty?” Zaurosh replied.


  “I want you to stake your life for the sake of the army.”


  Zaurosh bowed in response to the Goblin King’s blunt order.


   


  Vilan Do Zul, who managed the Kushain Believers all by himself, was able to sense Elrain Kingdom’s movements earlier than the goblins. Not long after that, he got word from a messenger that some people from the goblins’ side had come out waving a white flag and surrendered.


  He was an understanding boss, so without hesitation, he immediately ordered the commanding officers of the entire army to head south.


  “We’ve already pushed them so far, though. Don’t you think it’s a waste?” Some of the commanding officers said.


  But they too knew that Vilan’s orders, which were from Saint Mira herself, were a priority, so they didn’t openly refuse the order. But more than Saint Mira’s name was Vilan’s achievement of defeating Elrain Kingdom in the last battle. Despite so many of the bigwigs of the Kushain Believers struggling in the last battle, this youth before them had risen to fame. Currently, the influence this youth possessed was too great to ignore.


  But be that as it may, there were still those who opposed the idea.


  Perhaps, the commanding officers who were directly under Vilan wouldn’t dare, but what of the staff officers with the same rank as Vilan who would end up with no opportunity for achievements were they to follow Vilan and the matriarch, Mira?


  “While it’s true that we might win if we push the goblins further, but the goal of our expedition is first and foremost to secure the border cities, and the second goal is to suppress the expanding Elrain Kingdom,” Vilan said, pausing for one moment to take a breather before continuing. “The goblins will also most likely head south after finishing up the battle here. All we need to do is to watch from the sidelines as the goblins and the Elrain Kingdom kill each other.”


  “I see. So, in other words, we can join the battle depending on the situation.”


  The staff officers nodded unanimously, but Vilan’s attention was elsewhere.


  Where would the battle take play? How long before it starts? How fast could they carry their cargo? How many soldiers will they need? Which weapons? How much food…


  Vilan Do Zul was a calm and collected young man known for his persistence. As proof of his skills, he would send just enough of his people at the right place and only when needed.


  The Kushain Believers had more soldiers than the goblins and the Red King; hence, there was no need to pull any tricks. He would defeat them with the raw might of numbers.


  Without the knowing of the goblins nor the people of Germion Kingdom, a successor to the old dream of Gowen Ranid – to become a peerless tactician – had appeared.


  * * *


  In the end, both sides’ expectation happened. The goblins and the Kushain Believers agreed not to attack each other, and then the goblins took their army and headed south.


  From the perspective of the humans, the goblins were attacking fiercely, but from the goblins’ perspective, they were retreating and were wary of being attacked from behind.


  Everything happened just as the Kushain Believers wanted it to go. And although they had agreed to a ceasefire with the goblins, they had no intention of keeping it to the very end. For one, the world was currently in chaos. But other than that, the goblins weren’t even humans. What betrayal? What breach of contract? No one would accuse them of such. If the goblins can’t make them keep the ceasefire, then that only means they weren’t strong enough.


  The Kushain Believers gently chased after the goblins as they too moved south.


  When the Goblin King confirmed that they weren’t being pursued, he told Felbi to catch up later since they wouldn’t be able to keep up with them, then he moved at full speed with his goblins.


  A distance that would have taken the humans 5 days took the goblins only 2 days. As soon as they reached Razuel, they started building a military camp again.


  The Goblin King decided he would stop Elrain Kingdom here. Unless they fight at least once, the maneuvering of the various powers will never stop. After all, they themselves probably couldn’t attack even if they wanted to when things were peaceful.


  As the battlefield developed according to the predictions of the Goblin King, he sent out Gi Ji Arsil and his group of assassins.


  As for the Goblin King, he stayed behind to watch over the construction of the military camp.


  “The humans will probably come in droves once they attack. We’ll have the monster beasts go underground and take them by the legs.”


  After receiving the king’s instructions, Gi Ji Arsil gave orders to his own men. And when they had formed three man cells, they each went their own way, keeping their eyes peeled for any monsters that may be lurking in the grass-covered plains.


  “Dig those moats deeper! Erect those fences! Don’t let the bastards near our home!”


  The Goblin King sent one order after another to his subordinates.


  The goblins cut the trees from the nearby forest and used them to erect fences. They used their sharp nails and strong muscles to lift up rocks from the ground and dig holes.


  The goblins did not have tools, so they had no choice but to use whatever they could. They would use their iron helmets to scoop the earth. They would take off their armor, combine it with some wooden rods, and use them in place of straw baskets. And while the goblins were hard at work, the Goblin King desperately pestered them to work even faster.


  And perhaps his unceasing pestering was of good, after all, for when Gi Ji Arsil came back after catching a whiff of the enemy’s trail, the military camp was already ready. Of course, it was crudely built.


  “Good. Is Hal here!?” The Goblin King called for the Paradua’s chief, Hal, and personally gave him his orders.


  “Attack the enemy cavalry and lure them here!”


  “As you command.”


  Hal was elated to receive a mission directly from the king. He rode upon his black tiger in high spirits and led his tribe through the grass-covered plains.


  After he left, the Goblin King ordered the goblins to fortify the camp, then he looked at his surroundings. He had to prepare ways for when the enemy attacks them. Unfortunately, time was running out.


  “King of Goblins,” Zaurosh called out to the king, who was currently examining the surroundings. “Lord Felbi and his elves have arrived.”


  “I see,” the Goblin King replied.


  “And…”


  In the next moment, Zaurosh knelt before the Goblin King, causing the latter to raise his brows.


  “What are you doing?” The Goblin King asked.


  “If you can, please send me to battle,” Zaurosh said.


  “That’s…”


  This was all too favorable for the Goblin King, but why? Why would the Leon Heart Clan wish to put themselves in harm’s way? The Goblin King also had far less soldiers compared to the other powers.


  “Your Majesty is right to be confused, but at this rate, the Red King will conquer the south, and when that happens, I and my brethren will have nowhere to go.”


  I see, the Goblin King thought, but he still wasn’t convinced. If Zaurosh were to make a stand with them here, it will become harder to gather intelligence on the human armies later. And as for them, they will never be able to go back to the human world.


  “…You ask this of me knowing full well the consequences?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then I won’t say any more. I welcome you as a friend. Let’s fight a good war.”


  “We will fight with all of our strength and meet Your Majesty’s expectations.”


  Zaurosh bowed deeply to the Goblin King and left, then he sent a message to the guards accompanying the feudal lords. The contents of that message were as follows: The Kushain Believers have seen through our collusion with the goblins. They want to hire us in exchange for their silence.


  2 days later. Zaurosh stood before a Leon Heart Clan that was ready for war.


  “I’m sorry, but this it. The scheming, the lying, the hiding! All of it is over! All we have left is this battle! Our survival and the survival of our comrades to the east now rest upon your shoulders!”


  Before the Leon Heart Clan had gathered here, Zaurosh negotiated with the Goblin King regarding their renumeration. As a result, whether today ends in victory or defeat, they will stand with the goblins as equals.


  “For our loyalty!”


  As Zaurosh brandished his sword, the Leon Heart Clan howled as one.


   


  Chapter 193 
Razuel Defensive Battle


  The location of the military camp that the Goblin King had chosen was situated south of a narrow path from the north. They built their camp in such a way that they blocked that path.


  To the north could be seen Razuel Town. It was about 1 kilometer away.


  To the west was the Great Ashunasan Desert, about 100 kilometers away.


  To the east was Guena Village.


  When Hal lured the first humans to their camp, they couldn’t help but laugh at the small fortress of the goblins.


  “Trying to act smart, goblins!?” Saldin said.


  Those words signified the opening of the battle.


  Saldin was a skilled commander when it came to battles, he was not thinking at all about the overall war. And because of that he made a poor decision.


  That blunder was to the goblins’ good fortune, however, for by the time Hal had led the enemy to their camp, the goblins had already mostly finished their camp.


  “A big army doesn’t need insignificant tactics! Onwards!” Saldin said, and the army under his lead cried out in response.


  Like that the Defensive Battle of Razuel began, and perhaps because of some stroke of luck, the battle favored the goblins at the start.


  The humans crashed like waves against the double layered fences of the goblins. With their cavalry at the lead, it could be seen that the humans were trying to crush the goblins in one fell swoop.


  “Attack! Kill those goblins!”


  As the commander of the Red King’s vanguard, Saldin personally led on horseback from the front. As he lifted his spear over his head, the soldiers of Elrain Kingdom from behind all raised their voices.


  “For victory! For victory! For victory!”


  Brushing aside the tall grasses that reached up their knees, the soldiers of Elrain Kingdom rode onwards. Horses donned in armor, the sound of the rustling metal poured oil into the soldiers’ burning fervor, giving rise to a pressure that could crush even humans.


  When the soldiers bellowed out a war cry, spells for the army’s advanced cast upwards, leaving a streak of red as a fire bullet shot toward the sky.


  “Front row, attaAaaAck!”


  The very earth and air seemed to tremble as horses and men alike approached.


  “Stand by!”


  Yet the goblins were so quiet it was almost terrifying.


  Their teeth chattered in fear, but as if uttering a word was some great sin, not one of them spoke, and even the normal goblins who were shaking forcefully stifled the fear they felt as they held nothing but their spear. One could only imagine how lonely they were to have only that thin stick to rely upon.


  They seemed so feeble as they stood before the great wave approaching.


  “Stand by!”


  Atop the earth left dry by the fine weather, clouds of dust rose as the armored horses galloped through the grassy plains.


  As sweat trickled down the goblins’ back, they started wondering if they were really holding their spears, but despite that they held their ground.


  Behind them the battle demon, Gi Jii Yubu, held his own spear as he spoke loudly, encouraging the normal class goblins.


  Before the approaching stampede of hooves, the rare class would glance at Gi Jii from time to time, hoping he would give the order to retreat, while the normal goblins just kept on groaning.


  But Gi Jii Yubu ignored all of those and quietly waited for the enemy to come.


  “As long as our lord lives, we shall stand undefeated!” Gi Jii said loudly to the quivering goblins as he took the butt of his spear and pierced it into the ground.


  “Has our lord ever lost!? Has our lord ever been mistaken!?” Gi Jii struck the ground with the butt of his spear once more.


  “Never! For as long as we believe, our lord shall never lose, and we shall never be defeated!”


  When the enemy was within 50 meters, Gi Jii filled his stomach with strength and bellowed loudly as he gave out a command to his goblins.


  “Now! Raise the anti-cavalry fences!!”


  The normals threw the spears in their hands, and in the next moment, pulled some ropes, revealing the anti-cavalry fences beneath in the ground.


  The anti-cavalry fences were made of logs about 30 centimeters in diameter and positioned in such a way that they would pierce into the oncoming horses.


  Ropes were tied around the edges of the anti-cavalry fences, which when pulled allowed them to serve as spears.


  As soon as the normal goblins pulled the ropes, a powerful impact ran through their hands. It was almost as if a giant spider had hit them as they cried out in pain. But that was only a given, after all, the approaching cavalry had crashed straight into the anti-cavalry fences.


  Neighs resounded as the horses found themselves in great pain. Most of the riders had been blown away in the crash and their limbs were all twisted into weird shapes.


  But then fire shot forth from the enemy’s side, almost as if the spluttering blood was in the way.


  “Magic! Defend!” Gi Jii said.


  “Let those humans have a taste of real magic!” Felbi said as if responding to Gi Jii Yubu.


  In the next moment, wind magic shot out from the elves, extinguishing the volleys of flame.


  Bullets of flame sought to scorch the skies, but with a breath, the god of wind blew them away.


  A battle of spells began atop the goblins’ camp, but they did not have the luxury to watch the fireworks for the survivors of the earlier crash and soldiers who managed to get over the poorly made fences were approaching.


   


  “Spears assemble! Don’t let the enemy approach!”


  Gi Ba Hagar gruffly encouraged the normal goblins as he ordered them to strike their spears against the humans who were wading their way through the double-layered fences.


  Iron armors weren’t common in the southern deserts, and the leather armor that the southern people wore was easily pierced through by the goblins.


  “Attack!!”


  At Gi Ba’s command, a line of spears simultaneously struck out, stabbing into the humans trying to get over the fences. The edge of the spears made out of black iron in the Forest of Darkness penetrated the armor of the humans, burying themselves into their hearts.


  “Think we’ll just let you goblins do as you please!?” Saldin, who had been dismounted, said angrily as he cut down the anti-cavalry fences.


  Although he was not one of those great warriors who could take a thousand alone, he was still one of the upper brass of the giant organization, the Red King. His strength was not one to make light of.


  In the blink of an eye, he managed to get past the anti-cavalry fences, then with frightening speed, threw his spear past the other fences.


  “GI!?”


  Saldin’s spear immediately found itself within a normal goblin, but it didn’t stop there. It kept on going and penetrated even the goblin behind that goblin.


  After that Saldin raised up his sword and called out to the army behind him.


  “This is where we break out!”


  But as soon as he cut down the anti-cavalry fences and tried to cling to the double-layered fences—


  “Attack!” Gi Ba said, then the goblins struck out with their spears toward Saldin.


  “Think that’s enough to hurt me!?”


  But Saldin brushed them away with his long sword, and then he went for the fences.


  “Lowly goblins!”


  Saldin cut through the goblins behind the fences, but the spears kept coming for him, and eventually, he was forced to take a step back.


  “Tch! Tricky bastards!”


  Still, with the strength of his will, Saldin somehow managed to kick down a part of the fences, allowing him to enter the goblin camp.


  “Die!”


  Saldin swung down his sword toward a spear-wielding goblin, and cut it in half with a single stroke, then he struck the unresponsive goblin corpse and kicked it up, allowing him to use it as a shield as he encroached into the goblin camp.


  “It’s dirty, but!”


  Bathed in goblin blood, Saldin swung his sword and lopped off the head of a nearby goblin. He tried to go for another as he turned around, but a powerful force repelled him.


  An axe accompanied by a powerful voice had descended.


  “Tch, a big one.”


  “Human, don’t get ahead of yourself!”


  With a sword in one hand and an axe in another, Gi Ba faced Saldin valiantly.


  “Cut the rear!”


  Gi Ba kept his cool even as he fought a human.


  Seeing him give orders like that, Saldin clicked his tongue and swung his axe as if he wanted to ram his body into Gi Ba.


  “You shall not pass! This here shall be your grave!”


  “Damned goblin! Don’t talk as if you’re my match!”


  Sparks flashed as their weapons clashed.


   


  Gi Ba swung his axe, and Saldin easily met it with his long sword, but the strength of a noble goblin was no joke, so Saldin couldn’t help but click his tongue. Still, he managed to step in toward Gi Ba’s chest, and though Gi Ba’s long sword suddenly came like a tempest, Saldin somehow managed to receive it again.


  Saldin drew cold sweat as he stifled his cries from leaking.


  Gi Ba, who had received Verid’s divine protection, had completely stopped Saldin in his tracks.


  Saldin spat as he looked for an opening in the goblin before him, but there wasn’t even a crack. He was starting to panic, but he ignored that and jumped back to get some distance.


  When Saldin glanced behind him for a moment, he saw that some of his men had fallen into pitfalls while some had found their legs bound in rope. The army’s movement had completely been stopped.


  What should he do? Saldin pondered for a moment.


  Should he retreat? Or should he force the issue?


  The rear had unexpectedly fallen for the goblin’s wiles. If they were to keep pushing like this, they would surely only incur losses. But then again, if they turned around and tried to retreat, they would only be opening themselves to an attack. Having difficulties with the likes of goblins would not hurt only Saldin’s pride but also the dignity of the Red King.


  But just as Saldin was thinking of pushing on, he smelled something that resembled oil. Immediately, cold sweat slid down his back.


  “Fuck!”


  Saldin knew he had to do something about the goblin before him. As he confirmed that Gi Ba was maintaining their distance, Saldin turned aside and lopped the head off of a nearby goblin.


  “You bastard!”


  As Gi Ba chased after him with open anger, he suddenly turned around and immediately closed the distance between him and Gi Ba. He must’ve thought that he was going to run. Because of that his reactions were slower by a moment, allowing Saldin to attack him.


  Gi Ba was pushed by Saldin’s full powered attack. Gi Ba had the advantage in constitution and arm strength, but Saldin had more experience. And after losing his posture, Saldin pressed the attack further.


  “Got you!”


  “GU!?”


  Saldin focused his attacks on Gi Ba’s neck. At the last attack, Gi Ba inadvertently covered his neck. Saldin took that opportunity to cut Gi Ba’s legs, then he immediately turned tail and ran.


  Saldin cut the goblin that tried to cling to him, then he ran past the anti-cavalry fences and called for a retreat.


  Unfortunately, it was nearly impossible to regather a panicked army.


  Saldin steeled himself as he decided to abandon the people that could no longer move after getting caught in a trap.


  “We can take down these pesky goblins if we just push a little more!”


  “Shut up! Retreat! Now!”


  An officer tried to argue with Saldin, but he just hit him in the face and pushed for the retreat.


  “What are you doing!? You—”


  The officer spit out the blood in his mouth, but just as he was about to continue, he suddenly froze. Screams had resounded from behind while hot air touched him.


  At that, Saldin turned around.


  “I said run! Damn it!”


  The billowing flames rolled into the winds and onto the nearby knights. In no time at all, the flames turned into a great flame that threatened everything nearby.


  “Mages! Earth walls! Pay attention to the direction of the wind! Get to it!”


  As Saldin spat orders at the nearby mages, he yelled at the soldiers who got caught in the flames to fall back away from the flames.


  Although there were those who were too slow and died, there were some who managed to retreat.


  The soldiers dragged their legs as they covered the burns on their arms and fled.


  But even with the men he’s saved, Saldin had no more than 20% of his soldiers.


  “Bring the injured back! Healers heal them!”


  As the healers tended to the wounded, Saldin ordered the safe platoons to the front, while leaving the rear to protect the wounded. He had the mages erect walls of earth to keep the fire from spreading to the meadows.


  “Who would’ve thought stupid goblins would use their heads… But with this, the fire can’t spread!”


  Saldin ordered the spearmen to line up and advance.


  “Tch. If we dawdle here, those Kushain fanatics might just show up,” Saldin said.


  But there was truth in his words for Vilan Do Zul was currently 10 km south where the goblins and the Red King were currently fighting. With giant flames burning in the meadows unhindered by any structures, the billowing black smokes should have long been spotted. As such, it wouldn’t be strange, if they were to take advantage of this situation and attack.


  The Kushain Believer’s army under his lead would surely send out a scout while gradually approaching them.


  Saldin had acquired information prior that the Red King had an advantage. It was because of that that he attacked like this despite not wholly seeing the situation at hand. Unfortunately, the goblins were a lot stronger than expected, and on top of that, they even used traps, causing them to fall back.


  After starting a battle, it wasn’t easy to just up and leave. At this rate, he wouldn’t have any way to explain to the soldiers for what reason they died.


  They at least had to wipe out the goblins and meet the Kushain forces, Saldin thought. Unfortunately, when he realized that they were also fighting against elves that could control the winds, he had to rethink his plan again.


  Flames were indeed unable to get past walls of earth, but that wasn’t true for the smoke. If the black smoke were to cover their sight, advancing would prove impossible.


  Moreover, Saldin had an ill foreboding as he looked to the east.


  The officers from Elrain Kingdom asked him if he was going to give the signal to attack, but Saldin only scratched his head as he clicked his tongue.


  “Damn it all! Begin preparations! We’re retreating! The foot soldiers will form the rear guard. We’ll suppress the goblins while we make our escape!”


  “Retreat?”


  The officers started making a commotion, but Saldin ignored them as he ordered the retreat.


  “The foot soldiers and I will be at the rear end. We will suppress the goblins while retreating! So you lot just gatherer the unhurt and the injured and make your way back to the capital!” Saldin said to his trusted adventurers.


  “Hurry! I have a bad feeling about this. I don’t know if it’s the Kushain fanatics or the goblins, but I can sense it! Someone’s coming!”


   


  The army of Elrain Kingdom gradually retreated.


  As black smoke spread everywhere, the goblin army looking to hunt the retreating army appeared.


  “They want to run,” Gi Za Zakuend turned to the king beside him as he laid low in the meadow.


  “Follow Gi Ji Arsil and crush them. Don’t put the efforts of Gi Jii’s squad to waste.”


  Gi Ji and Gi Za silently nodded.


  The goblins advanced as if stitching tall grasses. Before them was none other than the retreating human army that had gathered their wounded. Unfortunately for them, because the goblins took a large detour to the right, they failed to notice the looming threat.


  “GURUUuuuAAaaA!”


  The goblin king’s great howl shook the heavens and the earth, and in that instant, for just a moment, the humans stopped. It was at that very moment that spells came raining down from Gi Za and his druids, while Gi Ji Arsil led his assassins to charge straight into the enemy forces.


  The humans hit by the druids’ spells were nothing short of miserable. Without even the opportunity to eek out a cry, winds of blade tore them apart, while bullets of water broke their legs. Only a few spells were casted when they stopped, but Gi Ji Arsil’s surprise attack came right after.


  To make things worse, the clever goblins tried to confuse the humans even more, as Gi Ji’s squad ran in between the humans that stopped. Gi Ji and his squad of assassins never stopped moving. As a result, even the wounded of the humans had to take a good look at their surroundings to figure out what was going on, and when they tried to attack the goblins, they were utterly destroyed by the goblins under the direct control of the king.


  The goblins under the direct control of the king were the wounded goblins from the last battle, who were all under the lead of Gi Go Amatsuki and Rashka, the chief of the Gaidga, though the latter acted by himself.


  Although they were only goblins, having two individuals possessing strength just below the king’s left the crowded and immobile humans with no choice but to be crushed.


  In the blink of an eye, Gi Go Amatsuki’s curved blade cut down three humans, while Rashka’s powerful blow crushed the humans along with their helm, and every swing of the Goblin King’s blade clad in the black flames of the underworld sent human limbs flying into the air.


  “Onwards! Don’t stop until we tear them through!”


  As the goblin king led the charge, the crippled goblins followed, blood flowing down their hastily made prosthetics, and there were even those missing an arm or two among them. Yet the goblins cried and bellowed as the Goblin King led, bringing their morale up a level. They reached out their spears and buried them into the backs of the retreating humans, while they used their swords to slit the necks of those who dared stand their ground.


  An armless goblin jumped at a man and tore apart his neck with his jaws. A goblin with a spear lodged into his chest took his own spear and penetrated a man before passing. The goblins who fought with no regard for their lives struck fear into the heart of the humans, causing them to fall further into panic.


  Desperate to return to the capital, the humans abandoned all of their possessions as they ran back to the capital of the kingdom.


  The retreating Army of the Elrain Kingdom with 5000 wounded soldiers took on a one-sided beating due to the Goblin King’s surprise attack.


  * * *


  On the other hand, Saldin who had assumed the position of the rearguard and sought to retreat from the encampment while trying to avoid any surprise attack from the goblins under the blanket of the thick black smoke, was unaware that the goblins had already attacked.


  Saldin continued to encourage his soldiers as they gradually retreated.


  “If it was going to be like this, then it would have been better to leave together!”


  Saldin lopped off the arm of the normal goblin that jumped out from the smoke and immediately slit its throat. A second one and a third one came after, but he easily killed them too.


  Saldin divided the soldiers into small groups and had them retreat one by one. Saldin has always had a sketchy personality, so Brandika had some high-ranked officials from Elrain Kingdom accompany him, but with half of those having gone back ahead due to infighting, his original personality was starting to show.


  That bandit-like character of Saldin where he would mercilessly kill anyone who fled was back.


  “Kill anyone who runs!”


  Saldin said as he cut down the soldier before him who tried to retreat.


   


  “Kill anyone who runs!”


  Saldin said as he mercilessly cut down the retreating soldier before him without hesistation.


  Like that fear gripped the heart of the soldiers and kept them from moving.


  Saldin chose the wildest among the adventurers and made them into platoon commanders, then they fought back the incoming goblins as the retreated.


  “Don’t get scared, alright!? In the battlefield, there’s only one end for cowards! Death!”


  It was an irrational thought, but the way Saldin said it made it seem so amazing, causing the soldiers to agree with him.


  “Don’t get scared! Thrust your spears!”


  The spears lined up and struck out for 3 goblins that came out of that smoke, mercilessly skewering them.


  “Saldin!”


  As Saldin retreated in order, the platoon that retreated in advance came back with news. When Saldin found out that the platoons at the back have been wiped out, he clicked his tongue, but he didn’t seem to have cared much.


  “Well, that’s war for you! Focus on what you’re doing and secure a path of retreat!!”


  “A big one came out!”


  When Saldin heard that, he stopped the retreat and stepped out with his soldiers again, forming a line of spears.


  Saldin watched the black smokes in front carefully. When he thought he’d heard a faint sound, Saldin gave the orders and the soldiers struck out with their spears.


  As their spears cut through the black smoke, the figure of a goblin appeared.


  When he saw that the goblin had been skewered, his cheeks twisted and he smiled. But just as he was about to order a retreat, the words that came out of that goblin’s mouth stopped him.


  “Not just once, but twice!”


  “Is this that goblin from before!?”


  Gi Ba Hagar swung his axe with all of his strength, but Saldin was able to rely on his instincts to parry the attack with his sword. Because of Gi Ba’s foolhardiness, his posture broke, leaving an opening for Saldin to use.


  Gi Ba’s eyes opened wide as he watched the blade descend. With his posture broken, he wouldn’t be able to change anything even if he were to try react. For a moment, Gi Ba saw death. On his eyes reflected Saldin’s sneer, though it seemed to be twitching, and very quickly, Gi Ba realized that that expression wasn’t pointed at him but toward someone else.


  In the next instant, sparks erupted.


  Before the blade could reach Gi Ba, someone had jumped in between him and Saldin.


  “Bastard! Aren’t you human!?” Saldin asked in confusion as he failed to wrap his head around why a human would fight alongside a goblin.


  Unfortunately, he would receive no answer, for the human that had jumped in only quietly attacked him wish his spear that had had curved blades.


  It was like a giant scythe was trying to reap Saldin’s life. The range difference between Saldin’s long sword and Zaurosh’s spear scythe was simply too big.


  Saldin had a long history as a warrior, so he did have a way to fight against people with this big of a range. Unfortunately, his surroundings weren’t about to let him do as he pleased. The normal goblins that followed Gi Ba started popping out one after another from the smoke. There were even some humans.


  Shocked, Saldin had no choice but to retreat.


  He was calm enough to figure out that if they were to be captured, with how little morale they had left, they would be at a severe disadvantagee.


  Saldin resolutely decided to retreat.


  Neither Zaurosh nor Gi Ba pursued them because the king had instructed them to minimize casualties. With the Elrain Kingdom’s army retreating, the goblin army had successfully defended the brooder land. But they also had to prepare for the unknown movements of the Kushain Believers’ Army’s.


  “…Sorry. Thanks,” Gi Ba said.


  Zaurosh remained alert and continued to look toward Saldin’s direction.


  “We’re comrades in arms, aren’t we?” Zaurosh said with a stern face.


  Gi Ba nodded.


  * * *


  Like this the defensive battle of Southern Razuel came to an end. The goblins suffered 300 casualties, while Elrain Kingdom suffered 3,500 casualties and retreated. Of those 3,500 some were killed by the goblins, some preyed upon by the monster beasts, and some killed by their own allies while retreating.


  The Goblin King was able to hold onto the border lands, as they came under the control of the Leon Heart Clan. The Goblin King gradually increased his influence. At the same time, due to all the battles, the goblin king’s subordinates also grew in power.


  As for the Kushain Believers, in the end, they aided no one, only pressuring all the military camps, and then packing up to leave when the various conflicts were starting to gather together. This was a decision Vilan Do Zul made after considering that he did not want to lose his men. The Kushain Believers were achieved their goal.


  As a result, Elrain Kingdom’s breath was completely silenced. They failed to invade the Kushain Believers. They failed to grasp victory during the Defensive Battle of Razuel. And they even lost many officers pivotal to the kingdom. But at the same time, this allowed the Red King to completely take control of the army. Right now, without the Red King, Elrain Kingdom was so weak that they couldn’t even function politically.


  The clan leader thus came to be known as Brandika Rual Fatina or Archduke Brandika, and Elrain Kingdom came to be fully under their rule.


  King Yuguno was forced to leave the political scene, while the Red King filled the positions with their own people. With the army fully under Brandika’s rule, no one could say no to his wishes.


  At the same time, Brandika also extended his hand toward the Merchant Nation of Pena, and Archduke Brandika married Raksha El Pena. Originally, Pena wasn’t keen on the idea, but after losing over half of the Blue Knights, which were their last ray of hope, and seeing the prosperity of Red King, they changed their tune.


  Half the reason the Red King was able to achieve these amazing results, however, was because the Red King pulled strings to influence the surviving crafty nobles.


  After acquiring both kingdoms, the Red King came to be the strongest force in the south.


  


  


  Protagonist level up.


  96 → 100


  Gi Do Buruga level up.


  34 → 64


  Gi Za Zakuend level up.


  93 → 5 (Class Promotion)


  Gi Ji Arsil level up.


  65 → 2 (Class Promotion)


  Gi Zu Ruo level up.


  90 → 6 (Class Promotion)


  Gi Ba Hagar level up.


  3 → 47


  Gi Jii Yubu level up.


  45 ⇨ 62


  Gi Ga Rax level up.


  29 ⇨ 45


  Gi Gi Orudo level up.


  65 ⇨ 86


  Gi Gu Verbena level up.


  59 ⇨ 87


  Gi Go Amatsuki level up.


  43 ⇨ 64


  Gi Bi level up.


  23 ⇨ 46


  Haru level up.


  40 ⇨ 65


  Cynthia level up.


  49 ⇨ 52


  Shumea level up.


  90 ⇨ 96


  Yoshu level up.


  74 ⇨ 76


  Hasu level up.


  1 ⇨ 56


  Bui level up.


  95 ⇨ 96


  Rashka level up.


  1 ⇨ 17


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga level up.


  31 ⇨ 52


  Felbi level up.


  75 ⇨ 94


  Pale level up.


  89 ⇨ 97


   


  Chapter 194 
Rest Day


  
    
      
        	
          Status

        
      


      
        	
          Race

        

        	
          Goblin

        
      


      
        	
          Level

        

        	
          100 (You have already reached the limit of your species and can no longer evolve.)

        
      


      
        	
          Class

        

        	
          King; Ruler

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills

        

        	
          Ruler of the Demon Children of Chaos; Defiant Soul; World Devouring Howl; Sword Mastery A-; Dominator; King’s Soul; Ruler’s Wisdom III; Household of the Gods; One-Eyed Snake’s Evil Eye; The King's Dance at the Edge of Death; Magic Manipulation; Soul of the Berserk King; Third Impact (The Third Chant); Warrior's Instinct; Blessing of the Underworld Goddess; Guided One; The King who Calls Forth Chaos; Blessing of the Sealed War God

        
      


      
        	
          Divine Protection

        

        	
          Goddess of the Underworld (Altesia)

        
      


      
        	
          Attributes

        

        	
          Darkness; Death

        
      


      
        	
          Subordinate Beasts

        

        	
          Rook Kobold Hasu (Lv77); Gastra (Lv20); Cynthia (Lv52); Orc King Bui (Lv96)

        
      


      
        	
          Abnormal Status

        

        	
          Blessing of the One-Eyed Snake; Protection of the Twin-Headed Snake

        
      

    
  


   


  The brief respite during the war was a valuable time. Thanks to it I was able to return to the western region after fortifying the borders.


  After all the battles we’ve been through, it wouldn’t have been strange if I evolved, but nothing happened.


  Maybe it’s the class limit, but I don’t know. After all, none of my subordinates have gotten this far in their evolution.


  Hence, there’s really no point in thinking about it. If there was a known way around it, that would be another story, but alas… It’s better to just put it off for now, at least until after I’ve dealt with the more pressing mountain of problems before me.


  We just defeated Elrain Kingdom’s army the other day, but that victory was already discussed at Sanktfall, the meeting of the feudal lords, where the continued cooperation between us and the feudal lords was confirmed, as well as the benefits of our cooperation.


  Zaurosh, who was now truly our ally, reported to me the contents of their meeting, and I nodded in response. Actually, I really need to find out just how much the small feudal lords can be trusted since they aren’t like the goblins who follow me absolutely. Of course, if they try to collude with the enemies and revolt against me, then I’ll have to deal with them more harshly.


  “Your Majesty, it is time,” Gi Za said.


  “Very well,” I replied.


  When Gi Za called out to me, I remembered that I still had to perform our usual practice of giving names, which I have been doing these past few days. Of course, I also mustn’t forget to check the classes of the goblins while at it.


  Speaking of which, Gi Za himself has also evolved and now looks different.


  
    
      
        	
          Status

        
      


      
        	
          Race

        

        	
          Goblin

        
      


      
        	
          Level

        

        	
          5

        
      


      
        	
          Class

        

        	
          Wizard; Subleader

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills

        

        	
          Flowing Magic Control; Three-Verse Chant; Five Arias; Chant Cancel; Guidance of the Goddess of Knowledge; Wind Guard; Adherent of the King; Wind Control; Ether Transference; Trickery

        
      


      
        	
          Divine Protection

        

        	
          Wind God

        
      


      
        	
          Attributes

        

        	
          Wind

        
      


      
        	
          Abnormal Status

        

        	
          Haunted/Possessed

        
      

    
  


   


  Five Arias


  With the addition of the Five Arias, it is now possible to control even greater ether.


  Trickery


  Incur the hate of those of the light elements. (WEAK)


  As your knowledge increases, it will eventually be possible to speak multiple languages.


   


  Considering his new skills, he seems suited to be a staff officer. The humans won’t like him very much, but he should be among goblins.


  Still, I have to say. His looks are really starting to resemble that of humans or elves. Pale countenance, a pair of razer-sharp eyes, and long gray hair tied together that probably functions as a place to store ether.


  Why did he end up looking like this? I wonder.


  He looks so much like a human that it makes one wonder whether he’s truly a goblin.


  Slender and yet strong.


  Of course, there were certainly some very curious parts, but I purposely refrained from saying anything.


  That damned vixen, Altesia!


  
    
      
        	
          Status

        
      


      
        	
          Name

        

        	
          Gi Ji Arsil

        
      


      
        	
          Race

        

        	
          Goblin

        
      


      
        	
          Level

        

        	
          2

        
      


      
        	
          Class

        

        	
          Duke

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills

        

        	
          Throw Projectile; Overpowering Howl; Assassin's Blade: Sword Mastery B-; Savage Dog's Nose; Bat Ears; King's Eye; Garment of Darkness; Shadow Walker

        
      


      
        	
          Divine Protection

        

        	
          Night God (Ya Jansu)

        
      


      
        	
          Attributes

        

        	
          Wind

        
      


      
        	
          Abnormal Status

        

        	
          Haunted/Possessed

        
      

    
  


   


  Assassin’s Blade


  Approach the enemy without being noticed and inflict fatal damage from behind. (MEDIUM)


  Garment of Darkness


  Due to the divine protection of the night god, the darkness shall help you evade a fatal wound. (MEDIUM)


  King’s Eye


  When ordered by the king, your ability to search for enemies is bolstered. (MEDIUM)


  Night Walker


  Charm toward those of the dark element. (WEAK)


  Gi Ji is always at the battlefield, so it comes to no surprise that he evolved. Maybe it’s because he’s a goblin inclined to scouting that he gained the night god’s divine protection. His attribute is darkness too. It doesn’t look like he’s being influenced by his divine protection, though, at least based on his normal behavior.


  Is that because he’s a duke class? Or is Gi Ji’s self control just that good? Regardless, this is a good development since it means that as one evolves, the less influence the divine protection will have on one’s psyche.


  Until now I’ve been ignoring it, but considering how difficult the coming battles are, it might be time to start looking for a way to gain divine protections.


  
    
      
        	
          Status

        
      


      
        	
          Name

        

        	
          Gi Zu Ruo

        
      


      
        	
          Race

        

        	
          Goblin

        
      


      
        	
          Level

        

        	
          6

        
      


      
        	
          Class

        

        	
          Duke

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills

        

        	
          Overpowering Howl; Throw Projectile; Spear Mastery B+; Instant Kill; Mad Dragon; Bite; He Who Makes Blood Rain; Bloodbath

        
      


      
        	
          Divine Protection

        

        	
          Zu Oru (Mad God)

        
      


      
        	
          Attributes

        

        	
          None

        
      

    
  


   


  Mad Dragon


  Activates when a comrade dies. Upon activation, all attributes are raised. (MEDIUM)


  He Who Makes Blood Rain


  As you grow excited with each kill, so does your stamina regeneration increases. (LOW)


  Gi Zu is a 3rd generation goblin, but he has already become a duke class. The reason for this is because he is easy to use, so I always put him in the front lines. But it’s also because of that that he now has countless scars all over his body. As for how he managed to get this far without losing a limb, perhaps it’s simply because of his good luck. Gi Zu is also remarkably bigger than others and can often be mistaken for a lord class.


  He is currently in the middle of recovering his wounds, but he should be up and running the next day. His regenerative capabilities are quite frightening. If that’s not the reason why he heals so fast, then perhaps Kazan’s medicine is the reason.


  Goblins have naturally high regenerative capabilities, which is why they know little about medicine.


  But for the weak Gordob goblins, whether they like it or not, many of them choose to pursue medicine. They store up knowledge from the elven village and use that knowledge to help their fellow goblins. To the goblins, they are a treasure.


  As of now, the goblin army cannot be without Kuzan’s medicines.


  Gaidga’s valor, Paradua’s loyalty, Ganra’s dexterity, and Gordob’s intelligence. The four goblin tribes have begun to develop toward their own specialties. They may be few in number, but there’s no doubting that they have become a significant power within the army.


  Multiplying their numbers would be best, but feeding them via hunting has its limits. Many farming experiments have been done in the western region. Depending on the results, it might be possible to further increase their numbers.


  As one might expect, the best teachers on farming are none other than humans. Unfortunately, most of them cower when I ask them questions. I know it’s obvious they would, but still…


  We’re currently communicating with them through Yoshu, but they just say vague stuff like the boon of farming is due to the favor of the weather.


  I don’t know what to do with them.


  But, hmm… In that case, I wonder how the present technology is able to improve the seeds? I’ll have to ask Yoshu to check on that later.


  I received a report, stating that Gi Gu Verbena has returned to the Fortress of the Abyss after taking over the land southwest. The report also mentions that a terrifying flesh eating horse, an andoryu sarkus, and a giant dirty two-horned cow, an arsinoe, has gone on a rampage.


  The beast tamers under Gi Gu tried to catch them but spectacularly failed. They had no choice but to flee with their tail in between their legs. When Gi Gi heard that, his eyes sparkled as he expressed his desire to accompany Gi Gu next time.


  It’s good that he’s eager, but I wish he could put that energy into stabilizing the southern frontlines instead.


  If we could create a deadlock for some period of time, then I could set aside some time to catch some new beasts to add to our army.


  Gi Gi’s monster army has been particularly active in the southern frontlines. At the very least, the reports from Gi Ji has been increasing in regards to the damage they’ve dealt to fleeing humans.


  That being said, the goblins in the main force don’t really pursue the enemy humans much in order to conserve their strength for the actual battles, so the beasts have a relatively easier time accruing achievements on that front.


  * * *


  The western region has mostly been peaceful. This is all thanks to Gi Ga’s efforts, or if not, then perhaps because of Yoshu and Fei who are supporting him. Regardless, things have been going well in the western region. A good news.


  One could say that we’ve started to form the rough skeleton of a vassalage. What’s next is to attach some meat to it.


  When I went to visit Shumea, who’d been injured from the last adventurer attack, she was playing with the children in a field of flowers.


  “Are your wounds alright?”


  “I’m not a goblin, so it’ll take more than a day for them to recover!”


  She was watching over the children while making a wreath when I asked her the question, but she just gave me a bitter reply in response.


  “I’m going to visit the grave of the children that died. Are you coming?”


  “…No, I have to reform our defensive lines.”


  As I said that I plucked a nearby flower.


  Perhaps this is hypocrisy, but still, I ignored the whispering voices and handed that flower to Shumea.


  “Well, if you’re fine with that, then alright, but I believe that praying for the dead is something that’s done for the sake of the living.”


  As Shumea took the flower with a bitter smile, I turned my back to them.


  I heard the children’s voices as they surrounded Shumea.


  “Is that the king of the monsters?”


  “That’s right. He is the king. The king of goblins.”


  I could hear the cheerful voices of the children even from far away.


  Right. I am the king.


  I walk a path dyed in blood. Countless goblins, demihumans, and humans shall litter that path. And the humans that died in my hands, directly or indirectly, shall too. Everything is for the sake of my dominion. So long as I can take the world, then I won’t mind even if I lose my soul. My hands have long been stained. It’s too late to turn back… Or else, for what purpose shall all my subordinates, whom I’ve killed, serve?


  That’s why… Until that day, I will neither apologize to anyone nor pray to any god.


  That hero with a holy sword probably died after incurring that wound.


  So what is there to fear!?


  Gather the forces and set course for the south!


  As emotions rose from within, I grasped my fist tightly. Verid’s symbol squirmed as it sensed the coming of another battle.


  This is the path of a king.


  The path of one who seeks dominion over all!


  My flickering resolved lit anew, I stepped firmly on the ground.


   


  Chapter 195 
Trouble in the Western Capital


  The goblin king gathered the goblins that were scattered throughout the land, then he went back to tread the path of subjugation once more. His army numbered 4,000 goblins strong, though the lineup from noble class and above remained unchanged.


  If the classes were to be given in order, then there’s the lord class from the Gaidga tribe, Rashka, the Baron class, Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King, the duke classes, Gi Gu Verbena of the Wolf Pack, Gi Ji Arsil who leads the assassin unit, and Gi Zu Ruo the Mad Dragon. For the noble classes, there’s Gi Gi Orudo who leads the monster army, Gi Jii Yubu the Battle Demon, Gi Ba Hagar who has received the protection of Verid, Hal of the Paradua tribe, and Ra Gilmi Fishiga of the Ganra tribe.


  Of the goblins that can use magic, there is the wizard class, Gi Za Zakuend, and the shaman class, Gi Do Buruga, who had just recently joined the subjugation army of the goblin king.


  It has been 20 days since the Defense of Razuel. In these 20 days, the Goblin King has been strengthening the defensive line of the western region. He has also paid careful attention to the northern woodlands.


  The goblin king also prepared the new goblin soldiers to come to their aid in the south whenever necessary.


  The goblin king waited for the western region to finish completely receiving the Leon Heart Clan before departing for the south.


  Around 5 days after the Defense of Razuel ended, while the Goblin King was in the western region, Zaurosh informed him that the Leon Heart Clan will be moving into the western capital.


  The Leon Heart Clan is a gigantic clan that does not discriminate between humans, elves, and demihumans. Their previous headquarters was located in the east, but with the rise of the Red King clan, they had no choice but to leave.


  With over 2,000 personnel to be received, Fei, Yoshu, and Shumea had to work extra hard. In fact it was so hectic that even Princess Shunaria Forni came out to help.


  Meanwhile, the people responsible for the management of the western region, Gi Ga Rax and the demihumans, were at a loss as to what could possibly need so much preparing.


  “Why are you so troubled?” Gi Ga Rax asked Yoshu, who was both a representative of the humans and responsible for the management of the slaves.


  Yoshu heaved a deep sigh and held his head as he said, “This is 2000 people! 2000! Of course, I’m troubled! Where are they going to live? What are they going to eat? How are we supposed to allocate their living spaces!? What about work? If they can till the land, which land should we give them!?”


  “Right… Troublesome… Indeed…”


  Yoshu was usually calm and collected, so when he retorted with such ferocity, Gi Ga Rax couldn’t help but wince. His instincts told him to turn around, but Yoshu wouldn’t let him.


  Before he knew it his arm had been taken and a cramping smile had formed on his face.


  “Oh, but that’s not the end of it. I’ll have you know that when you declare yourself a country, you need to show off your prestige. Do you understand? Because if not, then your king’s dignity is at stake!”


  “W-What!? The king’s dignity is at stake!? But we’re not at war!”


  As a goblin who prided himself in leading the king’s imperial guards, anything that could harm the king’s dignity was of grave importance.


  While Gi Ga was shocked, Yoshu continued.


  “That’s right. In human society, a person that can’t maintain an air of grace is considered a barbarian. They’ll look down on you.”


  “B-But this is our country. And besides, the descendants of the crystals are also with them,” Gi Ga reasoned.


  “Naive!” Yoshu scolded. “Have you forgotten that these guests are used to human society? How do you think they’ll feel when we can’t even provide them shelter? Obviously, they’d think, ‘Well, I guess the goblin king’s just all talk, after all.'”


  “T-That’s bad!”


  “Yes. Exactly. Which is why…”


  “Why are you dragging me!?”


  “You’re helping out! Please mobilize all the goblins in the western region at once.”


  “But the king is…”


  “In the first place, if the king didn’t inform us of this matter this late, we wouldn’t be so harried. Now, come! Mr. Gi Ga, the king’s responsibility is your responsibility.”


  And just like that, Gi Ga was coaxed.


  The poor goblin tried to gather all the goblins in the western region just as he was told, but very soon, he realized that was probably a bad idea, so he limited the scope to just the goblins within in the western capital.


  Meanwhile, one of Gi Ji Arsil’s subordinates reported that the advance party of the Leon Heart Clan had already arrived.


  Tauropa of the Big Fang tribe once served as a messenger that accompanied Zaurosh to the goblin king, but now, he was an escort to over 200 people. Everyone looked like a mess. Most looked like peddlers, but there were some who looked just like beggars with those rags they called clothes. Alternatively, they could also pass for some traveling adventurers.


  “Greetings. We are the proud members of the Leon Heart Clan. And I am Tauropa of the Big Fang Tribe, a descendant of the shining crystal. I seek an audience with the Goblin King!”


  After managing to break through to the western region through the southern roads, they talked to some patrolling goblins.


  Those patrolling goblins happened to be Gi Ji Arsil’s subordinates, so word of these people’s arrival and a plea for reinforcement was quickly brought before the king.


  Like that the goblins escorted the advance party to the western capital.


  The goblins took care of all the monsters the advance party came across, while Fei, Yoshu, and Princes Shunaria led everyone to clean the roads of the western capital, all the way from the feudal lord’s manor that the goblin king resided in to the main roads. At the same time, Nikea and her ilk made sure to clean the stores and houses along the street.


  Of course, if one were to take a look at the back, they’d quickly find the leftover bones the goblins scattered, the elves’ experimental saplings, and the various inns covered in spider thread, but at the very least, they were able to make the western capital presentable.


  “Well, this is a lot less messy than I’d expected…”


  “And here I was wondering what sort of demonic realm we’d end up in.”


  Such comments could be heard from the members of the advance party.


  “Well, doesn’t this look liveable, huh, Tauropa?”


  “Y-Yes… Well…”


  Unfortunately, everything was only good superficially. Tauropa’s excellent vision allowed him to easily see all that trash hidden in the backdrop. And he couldn’t help but want to turn his eyes away.


  “We will be meeting the king soon. Please do avoid raising up a fuss,” Tauropa reminded the people around him.


  “Of course,” everyone nodded, as they all stopped talking idly among themselves.


  Before long they reached the manor of the feudal lord.


  When they finally met the goblin king, except for Tauropa who had met him before, everyone stared in amazement.


  An appearance brimming with majesty and power accompanied by a giant stature completely unlike the goblins they knew.


  When the king opened his mouth, wisdom and flowing words so fluent graced them. It was almost as if the person before them were truly someone from the royalty.


  Not one soul among the advance party could stop themselves from glancing at each other, doubting whether what was standing before them was truly a goblin.


  “I intend to give you a section to the southwest. That place used to be inhabited by nearly 2,000 humans, so it should serve you well. Although we have been renovating the entire western capital, progress of our work has yet to reach that section. Feel free to do with it as you see fit.”


  Tauropa thanked the king for his generosity, then he left with the advance party to go to the aforementioned section.


  “Oh, this is great.”


  It was a mystery who said that out loud, but Tauropa agreed with him.


  The section of the capital they were alloted had been swept clean just like the earlier streets, but aside from being convenient, it also had functional plumbing. As far as the sections of the western capital went, this section was quite advanced. In fact, this section was built by the former master of the western region, Gowen Ranid, as one of his pet projects along with the conquest of the Forest of Darkness.


  As for why the Goblin King gave this section to them, it’s because the goblins currently had too much land on their hands, and there wasn’t anyone among the tribes who could make use of the facilities presently.


  Because of this good will from the king, the relationship of the Leon Heart Clan and the goblins got off to a good start.


  With enemies on every side, just removing any notion of being betrayed from within was a blessing to the Goblin King.


   


  When Carlion returned to the head quarters of the Red King with an alliance from the Country of Holy Knights, Germion Kingdom, it was already the month of Bado when the heat was not as harsh. The brilliance of the twin moons, Ervi and Navi, also shone the brightest during this time.


  Enough soldiers have been positioned in Fatina to protect its grain industry, which it is known for. Its store houses were so filled with grain that they look as if they’re about to burst.


  “I see. So the clan leader is at Pena… And Saldin lost. It’s certainly unexpected, but I can see it happening.”


  Carlion looked up at the bags of grains piled up high in the storehouse as he listened to the report of their battle against the goblins. Carlion did not appear perturbed or agitated. He simply listened and asked questions here and there.


  “Oh, they mixed traps with their fences and took Salin’s forces by surprise. I see… They sure know how to use their heads despite being goblins. Could they be good at understanding us? It seems they were able to read Saldin quite quickly.”


  Carlion mumbled to himself regarding his thoughts on the battle while smiling.


  Carlion would cough from time to time, but despite that, he showed no signs of taking a rest from work. This earned him Cell’s bitter face.


  Cell’s face was emotionless as usual, but there were now some extra lines added onto her forehead.


  “Are you not done yet?” Cell asked in a rather harsh tone, but she didn’t care. This was already the fifth time she was asking this.


  “Umm… We still need to drop by the storehouse for the meat,” Carlion replied.


  “Aren’t you just chasing skirt? Particularly Queen Raksha’s.”


  “Ahh, but this is actually quite troubling. Queen Raksha’s lover, the former knight commander, died just recently.”


  “Since when did you care about that sort of stuff?”


  “Umm… Right. I don’t actually care.” Carlion wryly smiled.


  “Besides, there are other more pressing matters, no?” Cell said.


  When Carlion heard her words, he went quiet.


  With the situation in the east growing tense and Saldin’s defeat in the south, unrest has been spreading throughout the Red Clan.


  As for why the situation in the east was so tense, it’s because the Elks clan that should have already wiped out has suddenly made a reappearance in various territories.


  They have been skillfully using the Dagger of Webrus to make an example of the Elks clan, but after joining hands with the Red Moon, the scales of war fell heavily away from their favor.


  With the death of their clan leader, the Dagger of Webrus is currently at a critical situation.


  Moreover, after word of the Elks clan surviving their crisis spread, several small clans that have been pressured by the Red King has approached them.


  Their growing strength was no longer something the Red Clan could ignore.


  “Pale Symphoria, huh… I’d heard she was missing.”


  The Elks clan was on the brink of annihilation, and yet… She took that clan and – from the very ashes – brought it back into a state that could contest the Red King. That sort of skill was nothing short of magnificent. Even among the people Carlion knew, such skill could be considered exceptional.


  “To be honest, I’d rather be allies.”


  “That’s impossible. That girl has reason to hate us.”


  “Then it would be best if she disappeared.”


  “It won’t be easy. Vine the Mad Blade is with her.”


  Cell narrowed her eyes, but Carlion was walking in front, so he failed to notice it. Regardless, he could tell that there was a slight change to her voice, so he asked.


  “Acquainted?”


  “…A little. In the past. It would be best not to be involved with her. That woman… Even ogres from hell would steer clear from her.”


  “Sounds like a scary person.”


  “Yes.”


  “It seems even Shurai-san would be hard-pressed against her. He seemed so happy in the letters, though. Well, that’s just like him.”


  How troublesome. Carlion said as he laughed.


  If even the Red King’s prodigal swordsman couldn’t beat her, then maybe they could assassinate her instead, but… No. That probably wouldn’t work. That being said, the Red King is currently moving their main force to the south.


  The state of the east is only secondary to improving their current situation.


  Carlion has already considered abandoning it in the worst case.


  “Saldin is?” Carlion asked.


  “Currently being disciplined,” Cell replied.


  “I see.”


  Carlion covered his mouth with his hand as he walked and pondered.


  “Alright. Please inform the clan leader that we will be taking vengeance for the recent battle.”


  “Sure.”


  Carlion’s smile was brimming with confidence.


   


  Chapter 196 
The Beautiful Princess Wants Blood


  Within the headquarters of the Kushain believers, the holy city, Cultidian, within the room of the patriarch, was the saint, Mira, who watched over the meeting with a peaceful expression. In her mind, she thought of how to deal with the army of Elrain Kingdom that failed to learn its lesson, as reports say that they have once again mobilized their troops. This time numbering 15,000 soldiers strong.


  That was not enough to wipe out Cultidian, but more than enough if they only sought to surround them. Moreover, with news of her spies being successfully hunted, Mira’s mood quickly worsened.


  They were in a tight spot. The Kingdom of Germion to the north continued to squirm about, while the goblins to the west still haven’t been subjugated. The goblins were watching them, waiting for an opening. No matter which direction she faced, there were enemies everywhere.


  Mira wasn’t sure if it was possible to hole up within the castle for a long period of time, but wise as she was, she already knew the answer.


  Unfortunately, it was not something she could accept, for such a conclusion would not only be humiliating but an act of profanity toward those who believed in her.


  Who could happily accept that their country was weaker than others?


  The army from Elrain Kingdom brought siege weapons with them, and they showed them off as if to say that they intended to conquer Cultidian. Of course, Mira wasn’t sure if they truly intended to do so.


  The Red King has been building a nest within Elrain Kingdom, and their spies within have proven themselves more than capable. Mira’s people have already exhausted every option, and yet they still failed to discern the unwavering Red King’s internal affairs.


  Based on the recent battle, they might not have been aiming for Cultidian but the borderlands instead. Unfortunately, Mira had no evidence to support that hypothesis.


  Suspicions and speculations are an endless hole. so she refrained from giving an answer and did not say anything.


  The influential people of the Kushain believers continued to argue vehemently among themselves. Mira’s eyes began to grow dark.


  These people argued whether to fight Elrain Kingdom or not. If they did decide to fight, then they would need to decide whether to hold up within the castle or to go out and fight in the fields. If they chose not to, then they would need to find out if there was any room for compromise.


  There were two factions to this debate. On one hand, there is the group that simply did not want to make a loss and was trying to end this issue as peacefully as possible, while the other was trying to use this opportunity to increase their influence.


  The former faction was made of up cardinals and bishops while the latter faction was from the army. Of course, there were also exceptions. For example, the cardinals who also have strong ties with the army were a part of the latter faction.


  With no end in sight, Mira decided to take a break for the meantime.


  She had both the support of the people and the army behind her, as well as her identity as both the patriarch and the saint. Such a maiden entered her bedroom to rest only to take her pillow and slam it as hard as she could against her bed.


  “Damn wastrels! This isn’t the time for this!”


  A knock sounded from outside her room, then a voice sought permission to enter. It was none other than Vilan Do Zul’s.


  Mira responded with the voice of a lady and granted him permission to enter.


  When Vilan entered, he immediately noticed the pillow thrown casually on top of the bed. He felt like sighing.


  Mira could sense his feelings, but she told him to close the door, then she let herself fall on the bed.


  “I’m done. I can’t do it anymore… Maybe it would be best if I ordered those senile old men to be lined up and impaled in public.”


  “Milady, I’m not sure where you picked that up, but you really need to mind your words more…”


  “I picked it up from the war princess of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. Isn’t she wonderful? I would love to be able to call her elder sister.”


  “That would surely trouble her, so please don’t.”


  “…Strict, aren’t you, Vil?”


  “I have my lord to thank for that.”


  Hmph, Mira sneered as she stood up and walked toward Vilan, who refused to move away from the door.


  As Mira’s footsteps resounded, something cold slid down Vilan’s back. When Mira was right in front of him, his eyes were swimming.


  He wasn’t good with women, so he was desperately trying to restrain himself.


  “…Hey, Vil. Do you think you can win?” Mira asked with a quiet voice.


  When Vilan heard that, he forgot his own propensity and answered her as gently as he could. That was the most he could do for someone like him who wasn’t skilled in this sort of stuff.


  “I will do my best.”


  “My father told you something, didn’t he?”


  “…His majesty is always worrying over you, so he just mentioned that you should go home if you’re tired…”


  “Fool,” Mira said as she cast her eyes downward.


  Vilan couldn’t meet her eyes, so he just remained standing at attention.


  “…Tens of thousands could die with a single word from me. You know that, don’t you? And yet… How unsightly.”


  Her hands shook as she balled them into a fist.


  “Milady, you are a gentle girl. That gentleness is enough to save the believers. Please just do what you believe is right.”


  “Will you follow me even if I tell you to slaughter wantonly?”


  “…You are my one and only master. I give you all my loyalty. If you give an order, then I shall carry it out.”


  “Thank you… Just a little… Let me be weak, alright?”


  Mira leaned on Vilan’s chest, and for a while, their breathing resonated. After a short while, she abandoned all frail thoughts and gallantly left the room.


  “Vilan Do Zul, I hereby order you. With the power vested unto me, take your soldiers and secure the room of the pope.”


  “…As you will!”


  On that day, a small internal conflict arose within Cultidian. When some 4 bishops and cardinals refused to submit to the order of the pope, their properties were forfeited and their families were all executed. The influential people within the Kushain believers quivered as they looked up in fear at the smiling saint, who sat atop the highest seat.


  On that day, the maiden known as a saint also came to be known as the Bloody Queen. It could be said that it was on this very moment that the Bloody Queen was born.


  The remains of the three cardinals laid before the quivering influential people as the Bloody Queen approached them.


  Then she spoke.


  “Send a messenger to the monsters in the border lands at once. We shall ally with them.”


   


  “Preposterous!” A pious bishop of the Kushain believers stood up flurried. “They killed the late patriarch!”


  “Then allow me to ask you this. Are we able to have an equal alliance with Elrain Kingdom, Germion Kingdom, or Pena?” Mira asked.


  With all the different players striving for supremacy, if the Kushain believers were to survive through this, then they would have to cross a dangerous bridge.


  The holy wars have strained the relationship of the Kushain believers with Elrain Kingdom and Pena. As for Germion Kingdom, they have been at war with each other for decades, so their hatred runs deep.


  Regardless which of country it was, unless there was a very good reason, an alliance was simply impossible.


  As such, that left only the goblins in the border lands. Although they killed their patriarch, the Kushain believers themselves have yet to do anything to them.


  So long as they could get past the patriarch’s death, they could surely form an alliance.


  But what concerned Mira the most was how impartial the current goverment of the goblins was.


  If the border lords were simply using the goblins, then that would leave her an opportunity. Mira believed that there was nothing they could do that she herself couldn’t. But in the unlikely event that the goblins themselves are responsible for their current government, then those goblins would no longer be the goblins she knew, and she would have to acknowledge them as something completely different.


  “We shouldn’t need to in the first place! Our armies are protected by god! We can’t lose!” The bishop said.


  Noise resounded in the backdrop as Mira pondered to herself.


  When she heard what that unpleasant voice said, her face almost twitched, but somehow, she managed to keep up her smile as she muttered, “…It was under that very reasoning that Mr. Benem died and caused much suffering to the people.”


  “You can’t hide behind the people for—” The pious bishop replied, but Mira raised her hand, and in the net moment, Vilan, donned in armor, led his men and suppressed the bishop.


  Vilan turned to Mira for confirmation, and she nodded.


  “Kill him,” Vilan said.


  And just like that, the soldiers added the fourth corpse.


  “H-Have you lost your mind!?” A general said, but Mira only turned to him with a calm gaze.


  “Unfortunately, I am not so sweet as to allow madness to take me. Let me ask you, general. Have you heard of any among our people who might match a holy knight in battle?”


  “T-That’s…”


  “Or a person who could match the clan leader of the Red Clan, who with only 2,000 soldiers, brought down our Fatina?”


  Silently, the general turned to Vilan.


  “…Your grace, surely you already know. Vilan Do Zul is the greatest warrior among our people,” the general said shamefully, causing Mira to smile.


  “I love honest people, general. Very well, Vilan. I ask you then. Can you match a holy knight or the Red King?” Mira asked.


  “Unfortunately, my current strength cannot reach either,” Vilan replied.


  “But that doesn’t mean these people should die!” The general argued.


  “Silence, fool!” The ever quiet Vilan reprimanded.


  It was such a rare sight to see him loudly rebuke someone that everyone in the area looked at him in wonderment.


  “When Elrain Kingdom attacked, have you forgotten who it was that saved your life!?”


  Vilan took out some documents from his chest and threw them over the corpses.


  “Even dogs know better than these ungrateful mutts who dared plot against her grace!” Vilan declared.


  The generals fearfully gathered the documents Vilan threw, and when they saw the bloodied contents, they saw that the men had pledged to overthrow the goverment. The name of the 4 men that have been killed was undoubtedly written.


  “Have they really?” The general asked in disbelief.


  When Mira nodded, he could only mutter, “I can’t believe it…”


  The other influential people and soldiers in the area nodded.


  “Now is not the time to be clinging to pride. Just this once, let us endure the shame and use the power of the monsters. For the sake of the people, obey me.”


  Just a while ago, Mira’s words were cold and grim, but now, they were warm and gentle.


  With the ‘truth’ of the slain people’s collusion disclosed, the fear of Vilan’s sword, and Mira’s smile, the people were completely ensnared.


  Half a day later, a lone horseman quickly rode for the borderlands.


   


  The merchant country, Pena, had a House of Elders under the queen. It was made up of old-timers that have spread their roots throughout the land, merchants who have amassed a fortune, and warriors who have vanquished monsters. Although it looked different, this was none other than the organization that regulated the profits of the influential people in Pena.


  It was to that very organization that a proposal had been brought.


  The marriage of Raksha El Pena and Brandika Rual Fatina.


  Queen Rashka was turning 19 this year, while archduke Brandika was an honorable and brave man. Their union would essentially be a tug of war. One with Pena trying to absorb the Red King into them, while the Red King tried to suppress them.


  “Nothing good would come out of getting involved with the Red King! Just look at the royal family of Elrain Kingdom!”


  The one who said that was Allen, a childhood friend to the queen and a vice-commander to the Order of the Blue Knights. He was against their marriage.


  His words weren’t false, for Elrain Kingdom was at the brink of defeat when they hired the Red King to fight for them. Unfortunately, the price of that was that their supposed King Yuguno was now currently being treated as nothing more than decoration. Their survival was guaranteed, but in exchange, King Yuguno now no longer meddled in politics.


  “Perhaps, but the threat from the north is approaching. Already the goblins are 4,000 strong, and the Kushain believers are 5 times their numbers. Do you have any hopes of winning? What with that half destroyed Order of the Blue Knights of yours?”


  Allen’s fervent speech was only met with a cold gaze from an elder.


  “That’s why we should quickly rebuild the knight order! We still have the holy sword! It’s too early to be pessimistic!”


  One of the people from the queen’s faction spoke, but the argument that came shooting back was equally cruel.


  “But Aizas, its master, has died. It will take a year before the holy sword finds another master. Unfortunately, that is simply too long. Why did the knight-commander have to die?”


  As that grave voice resounded, criticism turned to Allen.


  “We shall form an equal alliance with the Red King and accept them into our lands, regardless if the weakened Elrain Kingdom, Kushain Believers, or the goblins be their prey…”


  “I can’t change it. It’s obvious.”


  Allen clicked his tongue internally. Just the thought of how these people could have possible struck a deal with the Red King and were currently trying to make this marriage succeed made him feel like dung had been rubbed all over him. If he could, he would really want to cut these people down right here and now.


  Take care of the princess…


  Aizas’ last words were what brought Allen’s raging heart back to a calm.


  But he knew full well that he couldn’t fulfill them.


  It would be hard to maintain this country without the support of the council. It was impossible to keep a country running on feelings alone.


  That’s why Allen tried to speak reason into them once more. Again, he stood up in this battlefield without a sword.


  “You overestimate the Red King! They have already lost to the goblins! Rather than relying on some mercs, it would be better for us to rebuild the Order of the Blue Knights!”


  The reason the council wasn’t keen on rebuilding the Order of the Blue Knights was one – it would increase Allen and his people’s influence, and two – raising the sand horses cost a lot of money.


  Sand horses were amazing monster beasts that could move quickly through the desert for a long time, but they had one problem. They could only eat living monster beasts.


  Catching monster beasts were in and of itself a problem. Not to mention, finding such prey within the desert.


  From the perspective of the council, Allen and his order lost a bunch of valuable gifts that the council had given him. Of course, these sand horses were indeed powerful weapons.


  Truth be told, when the Order of the Blue Knights were in good condition, their might was something that earned them much envy. But after one battle, they were left half destroyed. The desert bandits thus took this to mean that their might had fallen and have once again made an appearance. Dealing with them would once again cost money. Which is why the young Allen was currently rebelling like this.


  From the perspective of these people that have left their name in the council, this wasn’t an interesting situation.


  The late Aizas was much better than Allen. He was someone who understood his opponents well and understood the politics of this country. Although he had few zealous supporters, that was also what made him ideal as a companion to the queen.


  But then he died, and the one to succeed him was a young zealous warrior who has lived his life without having anything to do with politics.


  But advantages and disadvantages were two sides of the same coin. While the zealous Allen might not have been suited for politics, he was unyielding when it came to his own beliefs.


  The way he thought of his own country single-mindedly attracted a lot of zealous supporters around him, most of which revolved around the young who found the elders disagreeable.


  This was also not amusing to the council, but Allen had no way of understanding this.


  Pena’s misfortune was that it had no one who could calm the young army in times of need, while also mending the relationship between the elders and the warriors.


  With only Queen Raksha able to stop Allen, the elders found the situation dangerous.


  If they were to allow the Order of the Blue Knights to be rebuilt, all of their possessions would be gradually used up for the sake of the country. That was how dangerous they saw this situation as.


  In the end, the meeting for that day closed without any conclusion.


  Allen felt that if only Aizas were alive, the elders would have surely understood.


   


  Chapter 197 
A Dangerous Alliance


  When the messenger from the Kushain believers arrived, the Goblin King was in the middle of a war council. Their objective was none other than the Kushain believers’ territory. It was in that very meeting that the messenger from the Kushain believers showed up brazenly. Hence, no one could blame the goblins for greeting him with such savage smiles.


  The poor messenger couldn’t help but pale at the sight of all the goblins. With goblins bigger than humans gathered before him, he felt as if they were licking their lips as they looked at him. Like a frog stared at by a snake, or a moth attracted to the flames, or a rabbit hunted by a lion, so his heart was in disarray.


  The Goblin King alone, around whom the council was centered, quietly watched the unexpected development with his eyes closed as he considered the possibility of an alliance. What were the advantages? What were the disadvantages? Or how would the battle progress? The Goblin King thought of all sorts of possibilities as he listened to the messenger.


  “I-I… Have come b-before your presence… L-Lord Master of monsters…” The messenger spoke in pauses, but the Goblin King thought this much was already commendable considering he had yet to faint.


  “Ku ku ku… An alliance, huh. It would appear that humans looking to die have come before us seeking an alliance,” Gi Za said with a mischievous cold gaze and a wicked smile.


  “Oh? An alliance…” The fierce giant goblin, Rashka, said.


  He who was rumored to be an evil spirit from the underworld, held his club over his shoulder as he looked down at the human.


  The poor messenger could only allow the cold sweat to drip off his back as Rashka walked around him with a terrifying smile.


  “…” Meanwhile, the sword king, Gi Go Amatsuki, said nothing, but looked at the messenger sharply.


  Gi Zu Ruo, adopted a similar stance, as he fiddled with his spear and quietly watched things develop. He was making sure that he would be able to move as soon as the king gave the order.


  The goblins that were duke class and above were already like this, so what more the others? Gi Gi Orudo allowed his monster army to graze and play, and Gi Gi Arsil was doing some maintenance on his short sword, a little something he learned from the Ganra tribe.


  When the Goblin King said nothing, the messenger felt like the angels had come for him.


  “Very well… We shall accept that alliance.”


  The Goblin King’s voice wasn’t loud, but his words resounded clearly. It was because the other goblins listened carefully to his words.


  “Y-Yesh…” The messenger had only spoken a few words, but his energy had already been sapped dry. Still, he prayed to his god and wrung out every bit of strength he had left.


  “U-Umm… our country is c-currently surrounded by F-Fatina’s army, so…”


  “You couldn’t possibly be asking us to save you now, are you?” Gi Za said as he glared at the messenger frostily.


  The messenger felt like his lifespan had been cut in half as he quietly nodded.


  “Your Majesty, there is no need to listen to the grumblings of this human. This is an opportunity! If there is a war to the east, then we should take the south!” Gi Za said.


  The Goblin King turned to him and the messenger shook.


  “We should wipe out all of our enemies!”


  “…Messenger, whose idea was this alliance?” After hearing Gi Za’s opinion, the king turned to the messenger once again.


  “I-It was her h-holiness…” The messenger replied.


  The Goblin King closed his eyes and pondered. Mira Vi Burnen. According to Zaurosh’s intel, she was supposedly a resourceful person.


  “Very well. We will send out our soldiers as proof of our alliance then.”


  “T-Thank you, y-your majesty!” After the messenger prostrated himself, he immediately left the scene, got up his horse, and rode back to Cultidian.


  “…Do you really intend to ally with them?” Gi Za asked the Goblin King seriously. It was as if his attitude earlier was nothing more than an act.


  “Of course, but our army shall head south,” the Goblin King replied.


  The place the Goblin King pointed to on the map was Elrain Kingdom. From there he drew a ‘U’ and went up north to Cultidian.


  By bringing the defensive line of the south down, they would be able to protect the border lands while expanding their territory.


  Until now they couldn’t aim for the south since the risk of provoking the other countries and getting themselves entangled in more wars was too great, but after clashing with the Order of the Blue Bird Knights and antagonizing Pena, there was no reason to fear the issue anymore.


  “From here on out, we will regard all members of the Ashunasan Alliance as an enemy. Let there be no mercy for all who block our path!” The Goblin King had been speaking calmly until now, but when he said these words, he spoke with authority, and the goblins bowed their head in response.


  The goblins felt that a war that needed just that much resolve was coming.


  With the 10 days of extension, the Goblin King promised to go to Cultidian. He called Zaurosh and explained to him about the alliance and that they would be going to the south together.


  “It’s dangerous. If by chance we happened upon an enemy on the way south, we won’t have any reinforcements.”


  “I’ve considered it.”


  “But…”


  “It has already been decided. If you can’t come, then I will have to entrust the defence of the border lands to you.”


  Zaurosh thought for a moment, but in the end, he decided to go with the Goblin King. Although militarily speaking, this was encroaching on a taboo, but that was only during a war between humans. With someone as outstanding as the Goblin King around, it might just be possible, Zaurosh thought.


  Besides, the southern Ashunasan deserts needed to be suppressed.


  After their battle with the Order of the Blue Knights, Pena has been quietly rebuilding their knight order, but Elrain Kingdom used that as an opportunity to gradually increase their influence.


  Although they defeated Saldin just recently, their increasing influence hasn’t slowed down one bit. In fact, it was increasing even faster. With a country full of people with limitless potential like that before his eyes, even if it weren’t Zaurosh, anyone would feel threatened.


  That night, the Goblin King divided the entire army into three and left the borderlands.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga led the right flank.


  The Goblin King led the main force.


  Zaurosh led the left flank.


  After the Leon Heart Clan finished migrating to the western region, the goblin forces received an additional 500 soldiers, bringing their numbers up to 4,500. That number included Felbi and the elves.


  The Goblin King’s objective was a small village without any walls. Hidden beneath the darkness, the Goblin King attacked the village and quickly subjugated it, then they continued on to attack the next town before they got word of their attack.


  The Goblin King made the representative of the village swear not to be hostile to them, then he asked them to provide them a map of the surrounding area.


  The Goblin King didn’t bother to look for food or acquire any hostages. Instead, they quickly moved on to conquer the next town.


  Like that the goblins conquered one town after another in a pace unheard of among humans. In 3 days, the Goblin King had conquered 20 towns and were already heading up north.


  The speed of their march was so quick that it broke through any predictions the southerners could have made. Even the tactician of the Red King, Carlion, doubted his ears when he heard the news.


   


  While the king was away, the western region was left in the hands of the knight class goblin, Gi Ga Rax. It was to this goblin, whom the king deeply trusted, that an urgent report was brought.


  Germion Kingdom has made its move!


  After secretly forming an alliance with the Red King, Germion King was finally able to kick its lazy butt into gear and mobilize its troops for the western region. Already, nearly 2,000 soldiers have gathered at the eight fortresses at the border.


  The gravity of the information that the assassin unit Gi Ji Arsil left was so great that Gi Ga immediately made the decision to take all of his forces to deal with the problem.


  “Send a messenger to the king! Send messengers to the elves and the descendants of the crystals as well!”


  Gi Ga had heard what was to be done should a crisis approach them when the king was absent. When he remembered that, he sent a messenger not just for the goblins but for the elves and the demihumans as well.


  When Gi Ga spoke of the issue to the civil official representative, Fei, he immediately announced it to the entire western region. His work was so smooth that the goblins could not understand it.


  They called for reinforcements to gather at the western capital. Those reinforcements numbered 3,000 men strong.


  The influential tribes of the demihumans, such as the fang tribes led by the tyrant, Mido, made haste for the western capital. In 5 days, all reinforcements had gathered at the western capital. Gi Ga immediately set out with the army to go east.


  Their objective is to suppress the human army gathered at their fortresses and buy some time until the king returns.


  Gi Ga’s army bellowed out howls as they neared the fortress, but the soldiers of Germion Kingdom weren’t about to lose, and they too cried out in response.


  The people responsible for the human vanguard were none other than the ones Gowen Ranid tasked with the evacuation of the western region.


  These people burned with zeal as they thought of reclaiming their hometown. They cried out loudly in response to the howls of the goblins. Morale was high.


  Yuan, who led the people of the western region, stood at a tower of the 8 fortresses, looking down at the 3,000 soldiers of the goblin army.


  “…There’s surprisingly a lot of races other than goblins.”


  Just a cursory glance showed that there were a good number of demihumans, orcs… etc. mixed in.


  “I didn’t think they would actually be able to expand south while protecting their turf.”


  Yuan, who had to protect the eight fortress while Gulland was away, thought bitterly of himself after receiving the order to defend, but he no longer had any flights of fancy of fighting the goblins on the plains and surviving safely.


  After all the battles he fought with the goblins under Gowen’s command, Yuan finally understood how dangerous the goblins were. Their resilience was terrifying. Not to mention, every time they fought, their army seemed to grow bigger and bigger. That struck fear into the heart of Yuan.


  “I’m counting on you, Gulland,” Yuan said as he wished Gulland the best, for the latter had received a special mission from the king.


  * * *


  The army from Fatina was easily able to surround Cultidian. It was almost as if they had been waiting for the Kushain believers to tighten their guard. But just as one would expect from Carlion, despite how easily they surrounded them, there wasn’t a single opening in their encirclement.


  Elrain Kingdom knew that the Kushain believers had no reinforcements, so they prioritized the encirclement. They also prepared the siege weapons, but they didn’t seem to have any intentions of using them.


  Meanwhile, Saint Mira was standing at the high walls of Cultidian to lift the morale of her soldiers. She knit her brows as she saw how Elrain Kingdom behaved, but very soon she remembered her role, and she smiled once more as she called out to her soldiers. It was a small thing, but these small things piled up, and she knew that they would be able to lift the morale of her soldiers.


  She was the last bastion of hope to the Kushain believers, the last thread of hope in hell, or an existence like that of a living god. Because of that the people prayed to her with respect greater than what they gave to the late Benem Nemush.


  “Saint.”


  It was just one word, but with it came a great weight that she had to carry, so she did her best to act the part by smiling gently at the people. After all, she was their hope.


  The saint, who hid ambition and poison within her heart, could see the expanding enemy army from the bottom of her eyes.


  She’d already guessed that Elrain Kingdom would surround them, so there was nothing to be surprised about. The problem was that their encirclement was too tight.


  Currently, Cultidian had about 150,000 people. If she felt like it, she could muster that entire 150,000 and use them as soldiers, but when the Kushain believers did that back during the holy war, it put a heavy burden on them. Which is why only about 20,000 could currently be counted as soldiers.


  The enemy numbered 15,000.


  That was probably why they were using a firm formation to contain them.


  Surrounding the walls was no easy task. For at one point, over 300,000 people lived behind these walls. If one were to try surround such long walls, they would naturally end up being spread thin. So, in order to compensate for that, the army of Elrain Kingdom had to make use of a fortified military formation.


  It was so fortified that it actually became hard to tell which one was defending. That was the sort of defensive line the army of Elrain Kingdom were quietly constructing. There was an eeriness in the way they quietly built their formation.


  The southwestern wall to the southern wall was especially thick, while the northern part was thin.


  “It couldn’t be…”


  After soothing the people, as Mira watched the enemy army build their formation, she muttered to herself.


  —Could Elrain Kingdom be waiting for the goblins?


  That was the conclusion Mira arrived at.


  Although she thought she’d killed all of Elrain Kingdom’s spies in Cultidian already, there were still some left. And they continued to feed information to Elrain Kingdom —No, to the Red King’s tactician, Carlion.


  As she thought that, everything finally started to make sense.


  Because that formation was clearly not mean for fighting the Kushain believers.


  It was basically a defensive formation. But what were they defending themselves from? Perhaps, it’s because they expect the goblins to come, so they intend to meet them and focus on them. As proof, the part of their formation that ran from the southwestern wall to the south was also thick.


  “But in that case…”


  It was crucial to know just how much the Red King knew.


  Do they know that the Kushain believers have allied themselves with the goblins? Or are they just hoping to turn the tables against the goblins, who they think are trying to profit while others fight?


  The messenger she sent came back just a few days ago. He came back looking like he’d just come back after fighting for his life. According to that messenger, the goblins ‘accepted’ their offer for an alliance.


  The goblins said they would come after 10 days. If they were to launch an attack with them, they could sandwich the forces of the Red King.


  “But…”


  The memory of her last defeat when she was seen through lingered yet. That memory shackled her.


  Even though this conclusion was as clear as day, she still couldn’t help but hesitate. That showed just how humiliated she was by her last defeat.


  Without being able to gather her thoughts, she sighed.


  She figured they should consider the worst case scenario.


  “Calm down, Mira Vi Burnen. You are the saint. The saint that will lead the people.”


  Mira whispered to herself as she looked ahead, where clouds of dust rose up as many goods were brought to the army. They were probably food.


  “…Food?”


  The moment she thought that, it was as if electricity had jolted her mind.


  As long as humans live, they need food. That’s a given. But even if that’s the case, the amount of food the enemy was carrying was too much.


  When Mira thought of how much food would be needed to feed 15,00 soldiers, she… stopped. There was someone more suited for calculating this sort of stuff.


  As Mira desperately stilled her impatience, she returned to her room and summoned Vilan.


  “Vil! How much food would you need to feed 15,000 soldiers?”


  “H-Huh?”


  Seeing Vilan confused upon being asked like that, Mira explained to him that the enemy army was carrying more food than necessary.


  “Are they thinking of a long battle?”


  “Right… I think they might be planning on waiting for us to starve after wiping out the goblins who are coming from the south.”


  As Vilan became thoughtful, Mira asked him what he thought.


  It was probably best to assume that their alliance with the goblins have been found out. They probably intend to use that to lure the goblins and wipe them out with the same strategy they intended, as the goblins will probably be the ones sandwiched instead between an army from Fatina and the Elrain Kingdom’s army.


  No matter how monstrous the goblins’ strength may be, taken from both sides like that, only death would await them.


  “I did think they were using an odd defensive formation.”


  The food gathered at the southern part of their formation was probably meant for the reinforcements that will come later.


  The defensive formation of theirs that could survive a pincer attack from the goblins and the Kushain believers is already half complete.


  “So long as they’re able to defend against us, they can win. If they can wipe out the goblins, then with the army of Elrain Kingdom, they’ll be able to take the borderlands, and even subjugating the weakened Pena will be easy.”


  But the tighter the defense, the harder it will be for them to move.


  “Then in that case…” Vilan said.


  “We’ll work with the goblins and attack them. There’s nothing else to it.”


  As Mira considered using her last trump card, the ‘holy war’, she ordered Vilan, “This time, we shall be the victors!”


  After Vilan nodded, Mira ordered him to get ready to sortie.


   


  Chapter 198 
A Blow to Turn the Tides


  The Goblin King’s decision to rush into the north in one fell swoop was not made out of recklessness or ignorance. It was a decision made after gathering as much information he could and comparing his army’s strength with the enemy’s, where he then realized that the only path to victory was a powerful attack.


  The army of 15,000 from Fatina has surrounded the Kushain believers and has kept the situation in a half deadlock state. The army from Fatina then built up walls toward both the Kushain believers and the goblins. They seemed to be wary of the goblins attack. But what really forced the king to make a decision was when he received a report that the army from Elrain Kingdom was approaching from behind.


  They too numbered 15,000.


  They were led by the archduke, Brandika; the last authority of the kingdom, Kanash; the guest general from the Flying Swallow clan, Wyatt; and Saldin, who had been freed from his house arrest and was now in search of vengeance for his previous defeat. It was a force consisting of the Red King clan’s full strength. On top of that, they showed no signs of trying to hide their presence. It was almost as if they wanted everyone to know that they were chasing after the goblins.


  When the goblin king received that information, he immediately felt that the odds of winning were low. The enemy altogether was a colossal army of 30,000 men. Right now, the Goblin King had barely more than 4,000 soldiers. On top of that the enemy was the Red King, who could be considered exceptional among the humans. His ability to lead his people should be as terrifying as the rumors.


  If they were to clash against that head on, they would surely be wiped out.


  Should he retreat?


  If he did that, then the Kushain Believers were sure to fall, and the Red King would soon extend its hands for the border lands. Alternatively, if those 15,000 soldiers were to go for the border lands right now, then the odds of winning would become even lower.


  They had no choice but to fight.


  The Goblin King believed that the Red King was after Cultidian. At the same time, he also understood that this war was essentially a battle to allow the Kushain Believers to survive.


  Hence, there was no reason to clash with the Red King directly.


  If he could just attack the forces from Fatina, and drive them far enough so that they can’t keep up their encirclement, then he should be able to leave without any future problems.


  The Goblin King has been preparing with that plan in mind. Although the forces from Fatina have managed to secure a powerful defensive position, it had one weakness: the Kushain Believers and the goblins could attack it from both sides.


  Try as they might to fortify their defenses, after trying to cover the holy city of Cultidian, which once was home to over 300,000 people, they would undoubtedly have a place of weakness.


  And just as the Goblin King thought, the encirclement toward the north was weak. Of course, it was only weak relative to the other sides of the encirclement. It’s probably because they’re too anxious over the goblins that the defense in the north became weaker, the Goblin King believed.


  On top of that, the Goblin King also had no choice but to believe that Saint Mira understood that.


  It was simply not possible for the Goblin King to gather all information, so he had no choice but to gamble on the calibre of the new Kushain matriarch who decided to ally with them.


  “Hide beneath the shadowed veil of the night and break free the northern encirclement!” The Goblin King commanded.


  The goblins nodded in response as they drew their weapons and ran.


  Fortune seemed to favor the goblins, for the twin moons of Navi and Ervi that ever dazzled in the sacred night, were hidden behind heavy clouds.


  “The night is our hour. Gi Ji, Gi Gu, make the most of it!” The Goblin King said.


  “HA!” Gi Ji replied.


  “As you command!” Gi Gu replied.


  As the goblin king gave his orders, they passed by the enemy’s trap. The way they dodged the trap laid by the enemy was truly nothing short of marvellous, and it was all thanks to these two goblins, who excelled in scouting and trap-making.


  To the goblins who could see in the night, traps like pitfalls were meaningless. Gi Ji and Gi Gu led their respective hordes as the goblins approached the enemy.


  Under the cover of the night, the attack of the goblins went unnoticed until they touched the fences and Gi Ji had lopped off the head of a patrolling soldier.


  That soldier cried out to alert his allies with the last of his strength, revealing the intrusion of the goblins, but it was already too late, for the goblins had already broken through.


  “Kill all who resist!” Gi Gu Verbena commanded.


  His subordinates took his words to heart as they attacked the human forces.


  Within the wings of the night goddess, Verdna, who was under the rule of the night god, Ya Jansu, the curtains over a struggle of life and death were drawn.


   


  Carlion woke up in the dead of the night after hearing something.


  “…”


  He felt chills coming down his spine and the weight of the air seemed to stick to his skin. He strained his eyes toward the unexpected darkness.


  “This feeling… It’s war.” [Carlion]


  According to Carlion’s predictions, the goblins won’t be coming for another 2 days. They shouldn’t be here just yet. They may have formed an alliance, but the goblins should still be fighting in the south. And while they might appear to be clever for goblins, someone smart was probably leading them.


  Carlion got off his bed and was shocked to find how cold the floor was.


  “Carlion!” A voice called out.


  Just as Carlion had finished dressing himself, Cell came barging in.


  “Are we under attack?” Carlion asked.


  “It’s the goblins. They came a lot faster than expected,” Cell said.


  Cell seemed to calm down as they talked, for by the time she said that last sentence, she was no longer so hurried.


  Carlion nodded and asked her to escort him.


  “It seems the goblins are pretty good. No, it would be problematic if I were to think of them as the same as your usual goblins.”


  Carlion walked as he received the various reports coming from every direction. At the same time, he also gave orders.


  “You can abandon up to the 3rd section to the north. We’ll defend the 4th section, so buy some time. Lord Glenn shall take command.”


  Three sections to the north have already fallen to the goblins.


  Carlion had divided this excessively long formation into 24 sections, starting at 1 from the north all the way back to the north at 24. The fact that the goblins were easily able to take out three sections meant that their threat level needed to be increased by one.


  “You can fight back as soon as you see them. We have the advantage in numbers, so please use that to form a defensive wall. Cell can defend the main formation with just her platoon. Lord Cassadora please bring your platoon to defend the fourth district too.”


  Carlion climbed a tall watchtower and surveyed section 4 as the watch fires illuminated it.


  “Are you planning to break the common sense of human warfare, goblins? But regardless, I’m not about to lose here.


  Send a messenger to every direction… Let them know that in 2 days, this battle shall end.”


  Cell nodded and asked.


  “Should the soldiers fight to the last?”


  “No. Tell them to come back alive.”


  As Cell’s presence vanished in the darkness, Carlion coughed and wryly smiled.


  “Did she notice?”


  As Carlion’s cough became more intense, he covered his mouth with his hand.


  When he looked at his shaking hand, blood could be seen on it.


  “…But we’re at the critical point right now, so please… For the sake of the king’s dominion, for the sake of my dream, please… Just wait a little bit more.”


  As he felt his own death looming, the tactician fearlessly smiled.


  * * *


  In response to the surprise attack in the dead of the night, Carlion immediately led his soldiers to fortify their defenses. The quickness of their response was just as one would expect from the self-selected platoon of the genius tactician. Despite that, however, the momentum of the goblins was terrifying.


  The Goblin King, Rashka the very embodiment of violence, and Gi Zu Ruo the mad dragon. The ability of these goblins to break through was nothing short of terrifying as wrecked everything in their path.


  The goblins continued their surprise attack from evening until morning, and by the end, of the 15,000 soldiers, 1,000 have already been sent to the underworld, and that number continued to increase.


  Compared to them, the losses on the goblins’ side could be counted with one’s hands.


  Hence, there was no doubting that the victor of the night attack was the goblins.


  Half a day passed since the goblins initiated their surprise attack.


  Around the time when the sun was climbing up the sky, dull clouds covered the azure sky, and it seemed as if the heavens could cry at any time. It was at such a time that the Kushain believers could finally see the fierce battle unfolding.


  It was here that the Saint Mira gave a command.


  “Coordinate with the goblins and break through the enemies.”


  At her behest, almost all of the soldiers of the Kushain believers left to attack, leaving behind only 3,000 soldiers to defend. It was a strategy one wouldn’t expect from someone who has been hiding behind her walls all this time. Her resolve could clearly be felt from this attack.


  “We must break the enemy formation before the Red King arrives with reinforcements from Elrain Kingdom. If they get here with this formation in tact, we will lose!”


  According to a captured soldier she interrogated, the reinforcements would be arriving in 2 days. They had to break the formation by then or the battle would quickly turn for the worse. That was true for the Kushain believers too.


  Because of Saint Mira’s resolve, the Kushain believers fought fiercely, and the battlefield was enlivened once more.


   


  The Kushain believers moved in concert with the goblins, who encroached into the enemy camp, and attacked as well.


  Atop the defensive towers of Cultidian were onagers and ballistae. Stones shot from the onagers in the defensive towers of Cultidian, laying waste to the many traps and fences of the enemy camp, then the many Cultidian Believers, who outnumbered the enemy, cried out their battle cry and attacked directly.


  After being encouraged by Saint Mira, their resolve was higher than ever. The Kushain believers charged into the fray without regard for the descending arrows or the traps left behind.


  When the enemy saw the Kushain believers’ great momentum, their faces paled, and they immediately thought that they would surely lose, but it was then that the genius tactician showed his strategy’s godlike brilliance.


  “Oil and fire to the Kushain believers. As for the goblins, keep them away with an endless barrage of arrows!”


  The forces of the Red King poured a flood of oil toward the Kushain believers.


  With the floor slippery, the Kushain believers lost their footing, and were promptly set aflame as a fire arrow lit the oil flood.


  “S-Stop IiIIt!”


  The Kushain believers screamed in agony as their bodies were burnt to a crisp.


  “Lord Glenn has perished! The goblins aren’t stopping!”


  When the messenger reported that to Carlion, he gave another order.


  “Move the soldiers positioned in the south to the north. And send out the cavalries to take the goblins from behind! The commander shall be Lord Kionel!”


  Although the situation continued to escalate, Carlion only smiled as he analyzed the situation.


  The reason the goblins couldn’t be stopped was because they had been fighting within the narrow spaces of Carlion’s military camp. As such, there were less avenues to attack, allowing the goblins to both recover and attack effectively.


  They would bring a fresh batch of soldiers to the front, then bring their tired ones to the back. With that giant goblin at the center and the goblins around him maintaining their momentum, they are able to both attack and recover at the same time.


  In that case, all they need to do is to attack the resting goblins.


  “The difference in numbers isn’t so easily overcome, goblins. Especially, when the one you’re fighting is none other than the genius tactician of the Red King himself,” Carlion muttered as he watched the Goblin King swing his great sword.


  “Archers, high-angle fire. Your target: the goblins at the back of their formation. Mages, concentrate your attack at the enemy’s left flank. Time your attacks with the cavalry’s charge and cover those goblins in spells and arrows without missing a single beat!”


  As the spearmen desperately tried to defend against the goblins, the archers behind drew their bows and shot toward the cloudy sky. The volley of arrows shot high up, then as they fell back down, they landed right at the back of the goblins’ charge.


  For a moment, the Goblin turned to glance back at the goblins behind.


  As the goblins’ charge slowed down, the mages casted their spells.


  Within the confined space of the defensive camp, wild bullets of flames shot forth toward the left flank of the goblins.


  The goblins screamed and writhed as they burned. It was only for a short while, but with that the mages were also able to delay the goblins a little.


  The commander at the scene quickly responded to the resulting imbalance caused by the two recent attacks, and he immediately attacked the right flank of the goblins from the side. Then after killing a bunch of goblins, immediately went back into the hedgehog defensive formation.


  After repeating that pattern twice, Carlion was able to set a rhythm.


  Whenever the goblins think they’re about to get hit, they will reflexively slow down due to anticipation.


  In this way, they will be able to avoid the onslaught of the goblins’ charge, while causing much disturbance to their weakened soldiers. To make things worse, the cavalry will even start preying upon their weakened soldiers at the back.


  The Goblin King clicked his tongue as he allocated some soldiers to deal with the cavalry from behind. He ordered Ra Gilmi Fishing and his platoon to move from the right flank to the back.


  But that was exactly what Carlion was waiting for.


  As the goblins’ front-line weakened, e ordered his casters and archers to concentrate fire.


  The force behind that unrelenting volley was one that would make even the Goblin King himself think twice.


  As the goblins’ charge slowed down, Carlion suddenly retreated from the frontlines and abandoned the fourth section.


  “You’re abandoning it?” Cell asked.


  “Yes. The Kushain believers will be recovering soon, so…” Carlion wryly smiled and nodded.


  As soon as Carlion said that, the Kushain believers’ ballista shot at the fourth section, putting a stop to the battle between the goblins, who were seemingly being pushed back, and the Red King’s forces momentarily.


  The goblins have been fighting since the dead of the night, so the Goblin King ordered the really tired goblins to rest for the time being.


   


  Although the goblins hadn’t suffered much casualties, having to run around and attack for so long still exhausted them greatly. The Goblin King originally hoped to solve their stamina problem by allowing the goblins to take turn resting, but the cavalry attacking them from behind wouldn’t let them.


  Carlion took advantage of their numerical superiority and ordered his soldiers to attack relentlessly to keep the goblins from resting. The cavalry who carried out his orders and fought bravely were a sight to behold.


  Thanks to them the goblins couldn’t rest properly and were forced to respond accordingly.


  But that only lasted until the hour of the Night God (Ya Jansu).


  In response to the cavalry that have continually been attacking them, Ra Gilmi Fishiga led his archers to shower them with arrows.


  Arrows fell like rainfall, and with no room to dodge, the cavalry had no choice but to flee far away.


  Although the goblins still hadn’t rested as much as they would have liked, the Goblin King ordered them to press on as they started taking turns resting again. The wings of the Goddess of Darkness, Verdna, was a friend to the goblins.


  The goblins would pop out wherever there was darkness, such as in the shadows cast by torchlights, leaving the humans greatly bewildered on how to deal with them.


  As a result, the humans started responding slower and slower.


  But that was exactly what the Goblin King was aiming for.


  The Red King that was supposedly coming from behind had a 3 days’ distance between them and this army.


  That was according to the most recent information the Goblin King got from Zaurosh, so the delay in communication also had to be taken into consideration.


  The Goblin King didn’t know just how far they could push the enemy, so they had to make the most out of every second they had.


  “Gi Go Amatsuki, Gi Gu Verbena! We’re charging into the enemy camp!”


  The Goblin King forced himself to calm down and started attacking again.


  Illuminated by the torches, the Goblin King’s visage reflected on Carlion’s eyes.


  “…I suppose this much is about what you would expect from monsters.”


  As soon as he received the report, the goblins’ attack resumed once more.


  From the other side of the darkness appeared a goblin swordsman who lopped off the head of a soldier, a goblin who wielded an axe and worked with other goblins to kill his enemies, and a jet-black goblin who swung his great sword around, sending soldiers flying like dry leaves despite the armor they wore.


  The black of the night amplified the fear of humans.


  The goblins knew that full well, which is why they took full advantage of it by appearing and retreating skillfully.


  They would snuff out the torchlights, then shrouded in the veil of the dark, they would suddenly attack fiercely.


  “Please prepare the crossbows. And please tell Lord Migal to come here.”


  Cell was surprised to hear Carlion say that to the messenger.


  “You’re using that?” She asked.


  That was a newly invented device in the form of a bow from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  It was new technology, so Carlion had to spend a fortune to purchase it.


  “Weapons are meant to be used, right?” Carlion said.


  “And what are you going to do about the loading time?”


  The downside to crossbows is that they’re extremely heavy compared to bows, they take longer to reload, and their range is also shorter.


  “Hundred-Man General, Migal, has arrived!”


  Though it was already nighttime, the voice of the small platoon commander as he said that was as lively as ever.


  Carlion taught him the three-stage attack and sent him to the frontlines.


  “Like that it should certainly be possible to keep hitting them with arrows.”


  “The black of the night amplifies fear. In order to win against that, we mustn’t allow them to approach us, we must keep on attacking, and the soldiers must never be given time to think needless things[1].”


  Carlion had originally prepared this as a trump card against the Kushain believers, but he now had to use it here. Still, he had no regrets.


  Even if Carlion’s strategies were said to be godlike, it was still really difficult to endure the attacks of the Goblin King’s monsters.


  Since this was the first time he would be using the crossbow platoon, they were sure to show great results.


  Even the Goblin King shouldn’t be able to easily deal with a weapon he is seeing for the first time. As such, he should have no choice but to withdraw temporarily.


  But the Goblin King would betray his expectations, for he quickly found a way to deal with the crossbow platoon.


  He simply picked up the human corpses that littered about on the ground and used them as meat shields as they charged onward.


  Even if the crossbow platoon attacked three times. With armored corpses for meat shields, the arrows simply couldn’t break through.


  When the Goblin King was near enough, he threw away the corpse and started slaughtering the crossbowmen.


  The moment the barrage of crossbows weakened, Gi Go Amatsuki and the others followed the Goblin King.


  Because they were able to completely avoid the weakened barrage of crossbows, the soldiers grew even more fearful.


  When Carlion saw that, he was shocked.


  The Goblin King had dealt with the situation too quickly.


  It was almost as if he had already known about crossbows.


  But surely that was impossible.


  “…Goblins sure are amazing,” Carlion said.


  “What are you praising your enemy for?” Cell asked.


  “If possible, I’d like them to fight as a monster army under the king,” Carlion said.


  “Monsters and humans can’t get along. That’s why they’re called monsters,” Cell replied.


  “But they are working alongside other humans. Perhaps, not being able to coexist with them was something we merely decided on our own,” Carlion argued.


  “That’s…”


  Cell fell silent, but Carlion smiled and apologized.


  “Sorry, I was getting ahead of myself. That was a mean question.”


  In the dead of the night, the goblins attacked fiercely and were able to conquer all the way up to the ninth section.


  The goblins have also incurred a bit more losses, but the losses on the Red King’s side have already gone past 3,000.


  This was exactly the sort of situation the Kushain believers had intended after working alongside the goblins.


  No matter how amazing Carlion’s tactics were, it wasn’t possible to fight a war without losses.


  The soldiers under him would also gradually grow tired.


   


  Although they were gradually being pushed back, the forces of the Red King did not retreat too far and only moved southward within the encampment.


  They had already lost nearly 4,000 soldiers, but the fact that they had yet to give the Kushain believers and the goblins a chance to wipe them out was a testament to the genius of Carlion’s tactics.


  At sunrise, the attacks of the Kushain believers grew even fiercer.


  Saint Mira took on a very dangerous gamble and decided to appear in the frontlines herself.


  The influential among the Kushain believers tried to stop her, but her resolve was firm, and on the sunrise of the second day since the start of the battle, Mira set out.


  Crowned with the title of saint, her appearance raised the morale of the Kushain believers higher than ever.


  “Her holiness is watching! Don’t put on a sorry show now!”


  As encouragements came from the commanders one after another, the fierce attacks of the Kushain believers began.


  The goblins were attacking the south from the east, while the Kushain believers were advancing directly south from Cultidian.


  Although their teamwork was only an impromptu, their attack was still fierce.


  Both Mira and the Goblin King had decided that they would have no tomorrow if they couldn’t end this battle here, so they both attacked as fierce as they could, whittling down the Red King’s military camp bit by bit.


  With Mira as the top brass, Vilan was free to command the army however he wished. As the forces of the Red King started to show signs of weariness, he shot an arrow toward them.


  In the battlefield where arrows rained constantly, Vilan ordered his spear platoons to advance, starting a fierce battle between his spearmen and the Red King’s spearmen.


  “Cavalry! The enemy is coming! Intercept them!”


  After all the battles until now, Carlion predicted that the enemy’s next move would be to send the cavalries. And the enemy did just that. So, Carlion sent a force twice the enemy’s numbers.


  If he could just seal their mobility, he could gain the advantage in this war.


  Carlion ordered his men to forget the back and focus solely on what’s in front.


  “I have received your orders!” The commander replied in an almost screaming manner.


  Carlion then sent the cavalry to the southwestern encampment.


  “There aren’t many soldiers there either!” His messenger argued.


  “It’s fine. Trust me,” Carlion said as he forced himself to smile despite his exhaustion from all the fighting.


  “The commander of the Kushain believers was Vilan Do Zul, right? That boy’s not half bad,” Carlion thought highly of the enemy commander for his precise tactics and persistence.


  “But his endgame is still lacking.”


  Just as Carlion said, the cavalry of the Kushain believers that chased after the Red King’s cavalry suddenly collapsed.


  “If you get heated up and forget to watch your surroundings, then you’re just second rate.”


  Those words were meant for the commander that led that cavalry, but that commander was already a corpse.


  As more and more traps were set in the southeastern part of the camp, the land gradually grew more and more constrained. Around that time, the soldiers within the encampment shot their bows.


  With no room left to run and arrows shooting at them, the cavalry had no choice but to suffer casualties and be forced to flee.


  “They’ve passed the 10th section!”


  When Carlion heard that screaming report, he turned from the cavalry and glanced at the goblins.


  “They really are strong,” Carlion said.


  “What now? It’s starting to look bad,” Cell said.


  “We’ll move back to the 12th section. Prepare a defensive wall at the 11th section,” Carlion replied.


  If they broke through this too, then half of the encirclement would have already been broken. This was how far the Red King had been driven.


  Mira and Vilan weren’t about to let this opportunity to go. The matriarch that thirsted for victory and the youth whose wisdom was mustered and grew rapidly under her.


  “We’ll decide it here. Everyone attack!”


  At Mira’s behest, the Kushain believers desperately attacked the Red King’s encampment.


  They raised up their shields to cover themselves from the rain of arrows as they jumped over the countless pitfalls and cleared away the spears that would extend out of the fences. The Kushain believers bellowed powerfully as they fought.


  The battle was drawing to an end.


  The forces of the Red King that have shut themselves within their encampment were being attacked from outside and inside. The long and narrow encampment of the Red King was being driven from one corner to another.


  Their casualties and already gone past 5,000, and the remaining soldiers were dead tried.


  “We can win,” Mira quietly muttered.


  She too was getting fired up.


  She had managed to outread her enemy. She had managed to outwit her foes. She had successfully ascertained when to decide the battle and saw through her enemy’s plans.


  As she thought of all sorts of ways to praise herself, Mira almost found it unbearable to keep her face from turning loose.


  “The reinforcements won’t arrive for another day. With the goblins’ and our momentum, we can win!”


  Mira took a firm step forward.


  —Unfortunately, this still isn’t enough to surpass me.


  Even though it should’ve been impossible, for some reason, Mira felt like she’d heard the voice of the enemy commander.


  “…Huh?”


  Just as Mira was about to order all of her forces to advance, a cloud of dust could be seen gathering densely at the north. A group of cavalry was riding toward them.


  “Impossible…” Mira muttered in a daze.


  A spear and a shield for a flag, alongside which was another equally first rate flag of a sword designed after the wind.


  “The Ripper Knight and the Storm Knight!?” Mira said with hate that couldn’t be expressed in words.


  Vilan turned around when he heard Mira say that.


  “Your holiness, please prepare yourself to escape! Your holiness!”


  Mira couldn’t even hear Vilan’s voice as a feeling of defeat filled her.


  In an instant, Carlion’s plans appeared within her mind.


  The Red King had allied with Germion Kingdom and brought the people that were driven from their lands because of the holy war as reinforcements.


  Using the holy wars as a pretense to wage war has finally caught up with Mira. How unfortunate that it had to occur at this critical moment.


  It’s over, she thought, as defeat greeted her.


  “Excuse me!”


  But while she was unable to respond, Vilan forcefully brought her up and entrusted her to the imperial guards.


  “Retreat! I will stop them here!”


  As the imperial guards entered Cultidian, the two armies clashed.


  * * *


  Because of Germion Kingdom’s participation, the battle at Cultidian ended.


  The forces led by Gulland the Storm Knight and Sivara the Ripper Knight were mostly made up of the refuges driven from their lands because of the holy war.


  Although they were only equipped with spears, with such great numbers, the difference between their strength and the goblin-Kushain forces was lethal.


  Moreover, with two holy knights out of the seven joining the fray, King Ashtal had also joined the southern wars.


  Behind the scenes, the Red King had promised King Ashtal Cultidian when it falls.


  With this terrible turn of events, the Kushain believers and the goblins immediately decided to retreat.


  The Kushain believers retreated while defending against Germion Kingdom within their walls. It seemed they would be holding up in their castle for some time to come.


  As for the goblins, they had to flee while defending their pursuers from the Red King.


  The goblins headed for the borderlands.


   


  Chapter 199 
For Whose Sake Was This Victory?


  Because of the interference of Germion Kingdom, the goblins had no choice but to retreat. Picking a fight with Germion Kingdom after exhausting themselves was nothing short of suicidal. Hence, the Goblin King could only grit his teeth as he was forced to make the decision to retreat.


  Unfolding before his eyes was the scene of the Kushain believers being attacked by Germion Kingdom. Just as the name ‘Ripper Knight’ implied, the holy knight ripped apart the formation of the Kushain believers.


  The Kushain believers tried to fight back, but the Storm Knight attacked them with ruthless lightning, then attacked with the rest of his forces.


  After the cavalry fell, the foot soldiers followed. At this rate, the Kushain believers were sure to be wiped out.


  “…Retreat,” the Goblin King muttered as he turned to the goblins who have been fighting all this time.


  Accepting that a battle was lost has always been one of the things that tested a general’s capability. After all, none can fight a hundred battles and win a hundred battles.


  “Gi Gu, Gi Zu! You shall be our vanguard! Trample the enemy as we make our retreat! Rashka, Gi Go, you two protect the back!”


  After attacking the Red King all this time, this time the ones on the receiving end were the goblins and the Kushain believers.


  With the difference in their strength suddenly reversed, the enemy started attacking the flanks of the exhausted Kushain believers.


  Fortunately, for the goblins, because they had gone through the center of the camp, they were not exposed to Germion Kingdom’s attack.


  “We’re breaking through the back! After me!”


  Losing the Kushain believers here was truly painful. Not only were they the only ones the Goblin King had a chance of forming an alliance with among the different powers, they were also one avenue that he could’ve used to attack Germion Kingdom, which was positioned north of them.


  If Germion Kingdom manages to occupy this place, then he would have to attack the holy city of Cultidian again in the near future. As much as possible, he had to do what he could for the Kushain believers here.


  Which is why the Goblin King audaciously declared that he would break through the enemy and return to the border lands.


  The Ripper Knight and the Storm Knight were focused on cutting down the Kushain Believers, so the Goblin King decided he would strike them in the back to cause chaos, and then retreat.


  The Goblin King looked around at the battlefield, then after gathering the goblins into one clump, he swung his great sword to rid it of the blood and flesh bits, and then… he ran. And like that the goblins chased after his back.


  Although they had lost, the Goblin King’s resolve hadn’t flickered one bit. The fire called resolve continued to burn within him, causing the goblins to revere him.


  “The king truly is strong,” Gi Go said.


  “Of course. That’s why he is our great king. He is someone worthy to be challenged,” Rashka said.


  At the rear, Gi Go and Rashka were glaring at the enemy, but when they turned to the king, they saw that he was smiling fearlessly.


  As the rearguard, they had to face the spearmen of the Red King.


  “But for the mean time—”


  Gi Go’s curved sword dazzled under the light of the setting sun.


  “Let’s go home after letting loose, shall we?”


  Like a demon from hell, Rashka smiled fiercely as he hit his shoulder with his giant club.


  “They’re retreating! After them!” A commander of the Red King said.


  Rashka smiled sadistically and took a deep breath. “Worthless scum, I will crush you!”


  After seeing that the goblin forces had started to run with the King in front, Rashka swung his club.


  In order to allow the goblins to escape, they charged straight into the Red King’s army.


  “…”


  Gi Go Amatsuki did not bother talking and instead expressed himself his curved sword, bringing death wherever he swung. With a thrust, he pierced through a man’s heart, and then as if nothing at all was amiss, in the next moment, a soldier’s head came flying.


  Half an hour later, the two goblins left a mountain of corpses in their retreat.


  But there was no one left to pursue them.


  * * *


  The forces of Germion Kingdom were the vanguard of their side, and the Goblin King was leading his goblins to attack them from the back. The goblins were attacking them as if trying to drive away a flock of sheep as they retreated.


  The two holy knights who stood at the very front watched that scene hatefully as they tore through the Kushain believers.


  “Fuck! It’s those goblins!” Gulland said as he ground his teeth.


  Unfortunately, he had countless allies between him and the goblins, and turning around now was basically impossible because of the momentum they had built up attacking the Kushain believers.


  “What about Sivara?” Gulland hoped Sivara might be able to go, but as expected, the Ripper Knight was also too busy attacking the Kushain believers.


  Normally, these Kushain believers should have already lost the line here, but they were persistently resisting.


  Perhaps things would be different if the elite platoon were at the rear, but the forces behind Sivara and his cavalry were the refugees from the holy war.


  Sivara and Gulland agreed that they couldn’t expect much from them, so they instead decided to use their elite soldiers to break the enemy open, and then rely on these refugees to finish them off with sheer numbers.


  Although it would be difficult to rely on refugees if this were an even battle, but with them clearly in the winning position, they could easily take advantage of the brute power of raw numbers.


  The job of these refugees was none other than to trample the already broken enemies.


  Whether they liked it or not, their morale was at an all-time high after being chased away from their homes and forced to suffer in another town.


  These people probably wouldn’t listen to any pleas for surrender.


  Hence, they kept on advancing while they continued to lay waste upon the persisting Kushain believers.


  “Damn it!” Gulland cussed and then turned back to the Kushain believers.


  Since things have gone this far, there was only one thing left to do. He would annihilate all of the enemies in front of him, then he would use the momentum from that and chase after the goblins.


  Gulland closed his eyes to all the losses of his own forces as he smiled fiercely.


  “You’re in the way! Ravaging Storm (Barbatos)!”


  Gulland used his Blue Thunder and struck the Kushain believers with lightning.


  “This is easy! Ha ha ha!”


  He would kill the enemy in front of him. Nothing had changed. When he realized what he could do, Gulland laughed in madness.


  Meanwhile, the Red King’s forces who were previously under attack by the goblins and the Kushain believers were busy reorganizing their army.


  “The goblins are retreating. Are you sure it’s okay not to pursue?” Cell asked.


  Carlion, who was already so exhausted from the recent battles, bitterly smiled. “It’s still fine for now. We’ll rendezvous with the main army first, then we’ll give chase. Besides…”


  “Sir Carlion, a part of the Kushain believers has—”


  Carlion didn’t finish what he was about to say because someone had called out to him, but if he had, he would’ve probably said something along these lines…


  —Besides, shouldn’t we weaken anyone who might become an enemy in the future?


   


  After the goblins successfully caused chaos to the rearguard of Germion Kingdom’s army and retreated into the darkness of the night, the goblins were more exhausted than the Goblin King had expected.


  The goblins were so tired that they couldn’t move at all without resting. That was a considerable exhaustion considering how great their stamina was.


  After spending a night in the meadows away from the battlefield, they had to start running again to make their way back to the borderlands.


  The goblins quietly walked while chewing on food meant for travels. They didn’t even spare the monsters they passed a glance.


  The goblins only numbered 3,500 now, but considering how much they lost compared to the enemy, this should have been an overwhelming victory for them. Unfortunately, because they failed to break the encirclement and had to abandon the Kushain believers, this had to be considered as their defeat.


  The Goblin King positioned Gi Ji’s assassin platoon, who excelled at finding enemies, and the elves, who had good ears, at the back as they headed back to the border lands.


  Although They were never attacked while retreating, when the king arrived at the borderlands, things had progressed far quicker than he expected.


  On top of the western region being in a state of tension, the Order of the Blue Knights were also leading 20,000 soldiers from Pena to retake the territory that the Goblin King had taken.


  Gi Ba and Zaurosh couldn’t stand a chance against them and had no choice but to withdraw immediately.


  To make things even worse, reports say that the Red King was advancing from the east. When the Goblin King heard that, even he couldn’t help but groan out loud.


  Before he knew it, they were in danger of the very thing he feared the most: being surrounded.


  Without any allies to call upon, the Goblin King could only imagine the great armies approaching from the east and the south. The Goblin King grew anxious.


  Should he just abandon the borderlands and retreat?


  —Abandon this land after shedding so much blood for it?


  “Your Majesty, I have a request,” Gi Ba Hagar said, rousing the king from his thoughts. “Please visit those injured in the battle.”


  Oh? The Goblin King thought to himself, as he admired the goblin before him.


  Gi Ba was – for better or for worse – a battle goblin. Without any care for allies he thought single-mindedly only of how much suffering he has brought to the enemy humans.


  Which is why the Goblin King could only look at the goblin before him oddly as he quietly agreed.


  “Is this for the humans too?” The Goblin King asked as he stood up to test Gi Ba.


  “…Yes, Your Majesty,” Gi Ba replied.


  When he heard Gi Ba’s reply, this time he was so shocked that he couldn’t help but open his eyes a little wider.


  He knew from a report that Gi Ba had once worked with Shumea to expel some bandits, but he still couldn’t believe his ears.


  Before long, however, something warm filled the Goblin King’s heart.


  There was nothing more joyful than to see the goblins grow right before his eyes.


  This wasn’t a growth on the lines of levels or evolution. No. At this point, the Goblin King has already started to consider those as trifle things.


  This was a growth where his retainers were finally starting to accept the path he has shown them.


  Gi Ba, who was so hateful of humans, was now actually asking him to look after those very humans.


  Strange things do happen indeed.


  The Goblin King acquiesced and did just as requested. He looked after the wounded. Be it goblins, humans, or elves… He looked after them all.


  He held the hands of the goblins who called out his name as if they were praying to a god, he promised medicine and treatment to the humans in pain, and he promised victory to the elven warriors who had yet lost their resolve.


  Each time the Goblin King consoled them, his shoulders grew heavier.


  Like this the Goblin King personally visited all the injured soldiers of his army.


  * * *


  By the time the clan leader of the Red King, Brandika, had rendezvoused with the army from Fatina at Cultidian, a day had already passed since the goblins had retreated.


  Just as the Goblin King had predicted from Gi Ji’s report, the Red King had indeed arrived after three days.


  Already more than half of the Kushain believers have been killed. Although their army was already half destroyed, Brandika believed that this was when things would really become scary.


  All that hatred that the late patriarch, Benem Nemush, had accumulated from his holy wars were now aimed at the people of Cultidian.


  Even Brandika couldn’t help but be disgusted at the sight of living people being sliced into thin pieces and skewered relentlessly.


  “What a stupid thing to do,” Brandika muttered.


  If they showed the Kushain believers something like that, they would obviously only make them resist even more desperately.


  The holy knights were currently trying to extinguish that flame, but it was probably too late.


  They may have had a secret agreement, but Germion Kingdom wasn’t planning on participating in the siege.


  With this the Kushain believers could no longer move, but the same was true for Germion Kingdom.


  From here, Pena would poke the Order of the Blue Knights that was hungry for success and send them toward the goblins, then the Red King could finally set out to rule over the south with the perfect system they came up with.


  “…So where’s the guy who thought up all this?” Brandika asked,


  But when Cell shook her head, he could only knit his brows.


  “Is it bad?” He asked.


  “No matter what I say, he won’t listen. It’s as if…” Cell said.


  “Where is he?” Brandika asked.


  He didn’t want to hear the next words.


  After she told him where Carlion was, Brandika brought Vardis over his shoulder and walked.


  Carlion seemed feeble even from a distance.


  “Hey, Carlion!” Brandika called out.


  “You arrived safe, clan leader,” Carlion said as he turned around.


  When Brandika saw Carlion’s face, he became speechless.


  The shadow of death… There was no mistaking it.


  Brandika had seen much death. Be it in the dungeons, in the battlefield, or in the villages they were hired… So there was no doubting it.


  This was the face of a man on the verge of death.


  “Carlion…” Brandika said.


  “Please don’t say anything. I know my body the most, so please… Please just let me accompany you until you become king,” Carlion said with a faint smile as Brandika stood there speechless.


  “Don’t say something stupid. Mark my words, you’ll live to see the day I become king… Even if you have to crawl on the ground.”


  “Ha ha ha! Then I guess I’ll have to take care of my health, won’t I?”


  “You bet. Just leave work to someone else and rest up. This is an order.”


  Brandika forced Carlion back into his tent, then he turned to Cell.


  “I don’t care how much it costs, find him the best doctor.”


  “Alright.”


  After seeing Cell off, Brandika looked up at the sky.


  “Stupid idiot. A brat shouldn’t be saying he’s going to die before me.”


   


  Chapter 200 
Retreating Battle I


  The huge army of 25,000 that the Red King led advanced west right after withdrawing from Pena. At the same time, their allies from Germion Kingdom, a platoon led by the storm Knight, rendezvoused with them, bringing their numbers up to 26,000.


  “Don’t worry, I won’t get in the way of your fight,” Gulland said.


  Gulland and his men were only permitted to join with the condition that they wouldn’t interfere.


  Although there was a chance that the scope of their strength might be found out, with this, they had more than enough firepower to deal with the goblins. Or at the very least, that’s what Carlion believed.


  He acknowledged the Goblin King’s skill in war, so he believed that the Goblin King wouldn’t fight a war with such a huge difference in numbers.


  As such, they should instead return to the western region.


  They still had a place to retreat to, and that place was currently being threatened by Germion Kingdom.


  Forces from Pena were approaching from the south, while the Red King was approaching was approaching from the east. Given such circumstances, there was no way the Goblin King would choose to fight them.


  “If that’s the case, then you shouldn’t have come. You should tend to your health instead just as the clan leader told you,” Cell said.


  Brandika had to lead the army as the clan leader, so Cell had to watch over Carlion instead.


  Unfortunately, Carlion continues to stubbornly disobey Brandika’s order to rest, and even requested that he be allowed to accompany them in their expedition to the borderlands.


  “This is an opportunity. With this I’ll be able to pave the way toward the unification of the south. I’m the Genius Tactician, after all,” Carlion said.


  Once the goblin exits the fray, they will be able to attack Pena and complete the unification of the south.


  Cell sighed. “Suit yourself. Anyway, I’m your guard, not your doctor.”


  “Sorry for troubling you and the doctor so much.”


  The doctor that Cell had brought immediately gave up as soon as he saw Carlion’s condition.


  Saldin was enraged when the doctor said that Carlion couldn’t be saved anymore and wanted to cut him down, but Cell desperately stopped him.


  “Half a year… That’s more than enough,” Carlion muttered.


  That was the remaining time that Carlion had according to the doctor. Carlion faintly smiled as he thought of it.


  “Besides, the doctor gave me some painkillers too, so it’s not that bad anymore.”


  “…Hmph.”


  Carlion turned to Cell and smiled, but it was too painful to look at, so she turned away.


  * * *


  The time had come for the Goblin King to make his decision.


  Should they attack? Or should they retreat?


  Did they have any chance of winning? No, in the first place, how were they supposed to win this?


  “We shall retreat,” the Goblin King said.


  When the goblins heard the king’s decision, they all looked down. At the same time, Zaurosh grimaced, while Felbi made a disappointed expression.


  As soon as the Goblin King decided that they couldn’t win with their current army, the next issue was how to deal with the borderlands.


  “Zaurosh, let them know of my decision.”


  “As you will.”


  “But is it really alright to just retreat without even fighting?” Felbi asked, to which the king shook his head. “Well, if you’ve decided, I’ll follow, but…”


  Felbi has trusted the Goblin King until now, but he really hated losing to humans.


  “We will abandon the borderlands by tomorrow and retreat to the western region,” the Goblin King said.


  To the goblins, the decision of the Goblin King was absolute, so they pushed down whatever frustrations they felt and obeyed.


  “But Your Majesty, what shall we do if the humans give chase?” Gi Za asked.


  “In that case, we shall retreat all the way to the Forest of Darkness, and then repel them,” the Goblin king said.


  As expected, even the goblins couldn’t help but open their eyes wide when they heard the king say that. After all, that was the same as saying that they were going to abandon the western region.


  “But the humans probably won’t chase us that far,” the Goblin King continued.


  It was a food issue. It would take even the goblins 6 days just to go from the borderlands to the western capital.


  With human feet, that should take about 10 days. And with tens of thousands of soldiers, that number should greatly increase.


  The humans would have to bring with them a great amount of food just to cover their travel. But what was more was that there didn’t seem to be much profit for them to take the Forest of Darkness after taking down the western capital.


  After all, the southern lands were rich.


  Although they lived in the desert, the economy was healthy and there were plenty of people and money to go around.


  The wealth of the south was something that was brought about because of their large population.


  Germion Kingdom was a large country too, but a greater part of their territory was made up of their borderlands. Their population of 300,000 put them on the same level of Cultidian, but their might had a great influence on their neighbors.


  When the free cities were formed, Elrain Kingdom, the Merchant Country of Pena, the Labyrinth City of Tortoki, and the various small and big city-states grouped together, putting them on equal footing with Germion Kingdom. Because of that Germion Kingdom knew just how important their holy knight system was.


  The Goblin King was thinking of abandoning the borderlands for the time being and forcing the Red King to bleed. In other words, guerilla tactics, only they will be lurking in the great lands inhabited by wild monsters.


  If the Red King conquers the borderlands, then they will have to defend it, or else they won’t be able to usurp the authority from the feudal lords. And if they try to usurp the authority by force, then they will risk an insurrection.


  Autonomy is deeply ingrained into the borderlands, such that there have been cases where they resisted the big feudal lords.


  When the goblins heard the Goblin King’s explanation, the goblins finally understood that they weren’t retreating for good, and that this was just a temporary measure. At that, the goblins finally started looking spirited again.


   


  At the Goblin King’s behest, the goblins stood up and went to work.


  Although they had already decided to retreat, it wasn’t possible to leave immediately. They had to prepare food for the trip, prepare to carry the wounded, and complete other necessary preparations.


  “Your Majesty… If we may have an audience with you…” Zaurosh said.


  After the Goblin King had given his orders, Zaurosh appeared before him with the small feudal lords.


  When the Goblin King saw the small feudal lords behind Zaurosh, he suddenly had an ill foreboding.


  After hearing them out, he closed his eyes and groaned.


  The wrinkles in the middle of the his eyebrows were as deep as his worries.


  “We hope to start a new life at the western capital, Your Majesty,” the feudal lord of Razuel said with a desperate look on his face.


  Apparently, these feudal lords wanted to flee the borderlands and travel to the western capital with the entire population of their fiefs.


  Frankly, the Goblin King hadn’t even considered the possibility that the feudal lords might want to go with him.


  After all, humans hated goblins, so he’d assumed that the humans could only be elated to be rid of them.


  “Why? I don’t understand. You could live again with fellow humans. Is this not much better than being ruled by us?”


  Although the Goblin King said that, deep inside, he was actually hopeful. After all, when he thought about it, the way he ruled was simply too honest. They could produce their weapons and armor back at the Forest of Darkness and procure their food from hunting monsters, so there was barely any need for taxes.


  In other words, a goblin army was inexpensive and yet powerful.


  To statesmen, there was no treasure better than this.


  On top of the insane cost-quality ratio, the goblins were also absolutely loyal to the Goblin King.


  The Goblin King also chose not to take any taxes from the feudal lord for one year, so as to make them more amiable toward goblin rule.


  The Goblin King has already been ruling the borderlands for half a year, and as such, the people of the borderlands have already gotten used to him.


  “We’ve since changed our position on that. In the past, we believed that coexistence with monsters was impossible, but under Your Majesty’s leadership, we realize that isn’t so.”


  It was one thing if they only wanted to be protected because there was powerful enemy, but that wasn’t the case. Now, the Goblin King was really perplexed.


  It was good that the Goblin King’s leadership has succeeded enough to make the humans wish to follow him, but unfortunately, they were about to retreat. Having all these humans tagging along was quite frankly a nuisance.


  Goblins ran much faster than humans, but now, not only would they have to take a lot of humans along, they would also have to bring women and children.


  “You won’t change your mind? If you come with us, there’s a chance the enemy might attack you too.”


  “If you can’t take us along, then we shall abandon the borderlands and head for the western capital by ourselves.”


  If they did that, they were sure to either fall prey to the monsters roaming the plains or be captured by the Red King. And even if they did succeed in reaching the western capital, only a small part of them would be left.


  If they were only going to die upon being left behind, then the Goblin King would surely feel bad.


  They may be humans, but they have already become his subjects, as such, he could not simply watch them throw their lives away.


  Besides, if he could bring them back with him, they were sure to bring him much profit.


  The small feudal lords alone would surely be useful when raising government officials.


  They would also be useful in the future battles. Just having the 2,000 from Leon Heart Clan was enough to open up all sorts of possibilities with the tactics they could employ.


  If they had as much people as the entire borderlands under them, then one could only imagine the scope of tactics they could utilize.


  “2 days. Be ready within 2 days. Anyone late will be left behind. Is that clear?” The Goblin King said.


  “Thank you,” the Shirak feudal lord said with a bow.


  “…They got me,” the Goblin King said.


  It was a rare sight to see the Goblin King say something so weak, so Zaurosh couldn’t help but laugh.


  “It’s because of Your Majesty’s personality,” Zaurosh said.


  “This retreat won’t be easy. Are you ready?” the Goblin King asked.


  “Would we be called adventures if we abandoned the weak?” Zaurosh replied.


  As the Goblin King nodded, he started revising his plans.


  * * *


  Because of the revisions the Goblin King made, the work of the goblins changed on the very next day.


  They set traps while preparing for the retreat. They especially dug more pitfalls along the road extending directly for the western capital and cut trees from the nearby forest to build fences.


  But even then, they only had about a day.


  After the Goblin King decided the important parts they had to cover when the humans attacked, the Goblin King himself went to to dig out pitfalls and build fences.


  No matter how strong the goblins were, having to protect the humans while retreating was not an easy task.


  When it came to retreats, speed was the most important aspect.


  That’s why the Goblin King put as much of the humans as possible on the carts while Gi Gi’s powerful monsters pulled them.


  He specifically picked out the ones with weak legs and loins to ride the carriage, while he had the men dress as light as possible.


  The Goblin King then had the humans position themselves in between the rear guard and the advance guard, and then they began their retreat.


  At the vanguard was the assassin, Gi Ji Arsil, Gi Gi Orudo who led the monster army, and Ra Gilmi Fishiga.


  At the rear guard was the Goblin King, Rashka, Gi Zu Ruo, Gi Go Amatsuki – the goblins skilled at breaking through enemy ranks – and Gi Za Zakuend and his druids.


  If the enemy took them from behind as the Goblin King expected, then they would form a thick wall.


  At the very back was Gi Gu Verbena. His job was to set traps as he followed the main force.


  And then there were the Paradua goblins whose job was to watch for enemies in the surrounding area and attack them. And lastly, there was Zaurosh’s Leon Heart Clan, Gi Ba Hagar, and Felbi’s elves whose job was to protect the humans at th center of the formation.


  After the Goblin King positioned everyone, they started their retreat by moving north.


  As the long line of people began moving with a tinge of anxiety, the Goblin King turned back to the southern lands, where much blood was shed.


  “…We’re barely moving,” Rashka whispered unhappily.


  “But the king’s decision is right. At the very least, I agree,” Gi GO said indifferently.


  “Can’t abandon the weak? You’re soft as usual,” Gi Za said as he watched that large back up ahead.


  “Weren’t you the sort to say that the weak should be cut down?” Rashka asked Gi Go.


  After seeing how strong Gi Go’s sword was, Rashka naturally started liking him.


  Rashka was a simple goblin who liked the strong. That simplicity was very goblin-like.


  Rashka – as strong as he was – could feel chills just from seeing Gi Go’s sword. Gi Go was literally in a different dimension.


  The only ones Rashka wasn’t sure he could beat were Gi Go and the Goblin King.


  “Me and my horde was once hunted by a gray wolf. It was the king who saved us,” Gi Go said as he firmly touched the hilt of his curved sword. “I follow because he is the king. If it were someone else, I wouldn’t follow.”


  As Gi Go said that, he watched the back of the king.


  Rashka and Gi Za both had their own thoughts, but they too naturally watched the king’s back.


  “But even the king won’t live forever. What are you going to do after he passes?” Gi Za asked.


  Gi Go smiled. “Maybe I’ll go on a trip to wherever my sword god directs me.”


  “In my case, I would aim to be king myself. What about you?” Rashka said with confidence as he turned to Gi Za.


  In response, Gi Za laughed. “There’s no point thinking about it. I will die before the king dies. Simple as that.”


  “I see. I guess there really is no point thinking about it,” Gi Go nodded in agreement.


  Seeing Gi Go nod like that, Rashka couldn’t help but knit his brows.


  There was a difference between the goblins from the Gi Village and the tribal goblins.


  The goblins from the Gi Village basically worshipped their king, but Rashka didn’t. He revered the king, yes, but not to the extent that he worshipped him. To Rashka, the king was a wall to overcome, a goal, so to speak.


  As Rashka pondered to himself the difference between the Gi goblins and the tribal goblins, he watched the long and the barely moving line of humans.


   


  Character Name Cheat Sheet


  Goblin Side


  Protagonist (King Class)


  A human from another world who reincarnated into this world as a goblin. He once lost his mind due to starvation and hunted a monster to satiate it. He is currently revered by the goblins, and has promised to create a kingdom for them as their king. He is under the protection of the Goddess of the Underworld, and after uniting the various races of the forest has invaded the land of the humans, taking the first step in his path to world domination.


  Gi Ga Rax (Knight Class)


  A spear-wielding goblin who is the first goblin from Gi Village to evolve into a rare class. He is a firm believer of the king and he has sworn fealty to him. He lost his right arm and left leg, but he managed to pick himself back thanks to his indomitable will. He is currently leading other wounded goblins like him to fight for the king. He calls his platoon the imperial guards.’


  Gi Gu Verbena (Duke Class)


  Former leader of the village that has now become the parent organization of the protagonist’s horde. He was a rare class at the time, but he was still subdued by the protagonist’s powerful howl, and became his subordinate. He specializes in the long sword, but he can use any close combat weapon. His real specialty lies in fighting with others. He conquered the goblins from the southern region and is now leading a force second only to the king’s horde.


  Gi Go Amatsuki (Baron Class)


  In the face of being killed by the gray wolves or swearing fealty to the protagonist, he chose to swear. His preferred weapon is a curved sword, as it can cut his prey easily. He has received the divine protection of the Sword God, and once ended up pointing his sword to the king due to his influence. Ashamed of his weakness, he left the village. After a long time of wandering, he returned a new man and killed the Holy Knight, Gowen, who he once lost to.


   


  Gi Za Zakuend (Shaman Class)


  A mage goblin who lived in a village situated by the roots of a great tree. He became the protagonist’s subordinate after losing to him in a duel. He is a firm believer of the king and has sworn fealty to him. His appearance resembles that of humans. He has received the divine protection of the wind god.


  Gi Gi Orudo (Noble Class)


  A beast tamer, a goblin who can talk to animals. He came from the same village as Gi Gu, and currently has a triple head as his main beast. His preferred weapon is an axe. He is currently fighting as a part of the detached force responsible for conquering the colonial city.


  Gi Ji Arsil (Noble Class)


  A goblin who can use the Meld skill, and thus, specializes in reconnaissance. He gets along well with Gi Gi and has fought as a pair with him plenty of times. He used to prefer a long sword, but after specializing in reconnaissance, he has since switched to a dagger. He has learned the Assassinate skill, and is merciless to all who oppose the king.


  Gi Zu Ruo (Noble Class)


  When he was young, he lost his mind when Gi Ga was deeply wounded during the battle of the orcs. Using the Mad Dog skill, he was able to take down three orcs by himself. He is a powerful goblin, who has received the divine protection of the mad god. At the king’s behest, he went to the northwestern part of the Forest of Darkness to increase their forces. After arriving late to the western capital war, he has since been desperate to achieve something.


  Gi Zo (Druid Class)


  A water mage from Gi Za’s village. He was tasked to protect the village by the protagonist. He has received the divine protection of the water god. He is no longer among the living due to Gulland.


  Gi Da (Rare Class)


  A spearman from Gi Ga’s faction. His debut as a warrior was in the battle against the orcs. He possesses the Unreasonably Stubborn skill. He is no longer among the living due to Gulland.


  Gi Jii Yubu (Noble Class)


  The most brilliant student created by the goblin training, who now leads a regiol. As a commander, he has skills that could be matched with humans, but it seems he’s not ready just yet to take a holy knight on.


  Gi De (Rare Class)


  A subordinate of Gi Gi. He is also a beast tamer. He evolved into a rare class when he was caught up in the battle the orcs. As an obedient subordinate of Gi Gi, the king expects much from him. (He is currently using a triple boar and a wild dog.) He died to the Wand of Destruction, Bellan.


  Gi Do Buruga (Shaman Class)


  A wind mage. Also from Gi Za’s village. He has never stood out because of Gi Za, but he has gradually distinguished himself among the goblins. He has the divine protection of the wind god. He leads the druids alongside Gi Za.


  Gi Ba (Noble Class)


  A skillful goblin who can use the Fierce Arm skill. He has received Verid’s divine protection, and as such, deeply loathes humans. Most of his efforts have been centered against the humans, making him a valuable asset in supporting the frontlines.


  Gi Bi (Rare Class)


  A water mage. He is expected to be Gi Zo’s successor, but he is still a long way away from that goal. He is a part of Gi Za’s druid platoon.


  Gi Bu (Rare Class)


  A beast tamer. Gi Ga works him hard everyday. He is now affiliated with Gi Gi’s beast tamer army and is looking after beasts he isn’t familiar with.


  Gi Be (Rare Class)


  A one-armed goblin. He has received Verid’s divine protection and deeply loathes humans. He is affiliated with Gi Ga’s imperial guards.


  Gi Ah (Rare Class)


  A goblin who evolved into a rare class during the war with the elves. He possesses the invasion-class skill, One who Encroaches into the Divine Region.


  Gi Ii (Rare Class)


  A goblin who evolved during the war with the elves. He is an explorer and specializes in moving.


   


  Gi Uu (Druid Class)


  A goblin who evolved during the war with the elves. He is a water mage.


  Old Goblin (Normal)


  An old goblin. He isn’t very useful in combat. Because he was once enslaved by humans through magic, he is good at talking. He is the parent who riced Gi Za.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga (Noble Class)


  One of the four tribes of the west. He is an archer of the Ganra tribe.


  He went to the Gi Village as a messenger after receiving permission from the tribe. He invited the protagonist to the four tribes. He has been title the First Archer or Gadieta. He is constantly worried over the relationship between the tribe and the king. He is currently fighting as part of the detached force responsible for the colonial city.


  Ra Narsa (Rare Class)


  One of the four tribes of the west. He is an archer of the Ganra tribe.


  She had been chased from her village by the Gaidga goblins when she met the protagonist. She is the current chief of the tribe and has recently started to distinguish herself. She has remained in the tribe’s village, supporting the goblins from the back.


  Ru Rou (rare Class)


  A young goblin of the Ganra tribe. In the Ganra tribe, the names Ra, Ru, and Re are three most influential. The rest of the goblins have no family name, and are thus, normal goblins. He is currently fighting with Gilmi.


  Aluhaliha (Noble Class)


  One of the four tribes. He is the chief of the Paradua tribe.


  He threw away his pride and worked with the Gaidga to save his people from starvation, but after losing to the protagonist, he and his tribe have since joined him in his quest for world domination. He is the oldest among all the goblins. His black tiger steed is named Jirouou. He is currently retired, but he frequently patrols the area around the Fortress of the Abyss.


  Hal (Noble Class)


  Chief of the Paradua tribe.


  He used to be a young warrior who worked as Aluhaliha’s aide. After inheriting Aluhaliha’s position, he has since proven himself a worthy chief capable of standing equal to the human cavalry. He has sworn fealty to the king.


  Alashd (Rare Class)


  A middle-aged goblin from Paradua.


  He works as Aluhaliha’s aide and is currently a member of the elders. He is staying at the Paradua village.


  Rashka (Lord Class)


  The biggest chief among the four tribes.


  He is the strongest goblin among the four tribes, but his subordinates haven’t been as blessed. He was Narsa’s fiancé.


  He evolved during the goblin’s first invasion.


  Dashka (Rare Class)


  A young goblin from the Gaidga tribe.


  Kuzan (Rare Class)


  Chief of the Gordob tribe.


  She is a goblin blessed with the divine protection of the goddess of the underworld. She has a skill that allows her to resurrect the dead. She is currently responsible for managing the Fortress of the Abyss. Gi Ga respects her. She studied medicine during her stay in the elven village and has since been working with the other Gordob members to support the goblins from the back as medical practitioners.


  Humans + Gods + Others


  Reshia Fel Zeal (18 years-old)


  The priestess known as the saint. As the Healing Goddess’ follower, she lives to spread the word and teach righteousness. She has the divine protection of the goddess, and can heal others. She has been brought back to the ivory tower.


  Lili (22 years-old)


  She studied the famous sword style, Zweil Style, in the capital. She has sworn fealty to Reshia. And while she may have lost to the protagonist in one hit, she has proven herself strong enough to easily defeat three normal goblins. She has become much stronger after acquiring the evil sword, Vashinant. She stopped the yugushiva attacks after Gulland entrusted the northern army to her.


  Mattis (27 years-old)


  The second son of a farmer. He’s largely responsible for drying the meat to preserve them. He was sent somewhere in the kingdom.


  Chinos (25 years-old)


  The third son of a farmer. He plows the fields and is close to Mattis. He was sent somewhere in the kingdom.


  Keifel (28 years-old)


  An adventurer who took on a request to escort Reshia through the Forest of Darkness. He’s strong enough that he could easily wield a steel great sword, but the protagonist still managed to kill him.


  Zeon (32 years-old)


  A follower of Ativ. He specializes in fire magic. In his battle against the protagonist, he used his fire magic, but still lost. In the end, he tried to blow himself up along with the protagonist, but the protagonist’s words agitated him, causing him to lose the opportunity.


  Tinra (23 years-old)


  A villager. She is one of the women used by the goblins as a breeding machine that the protagonist killed.


  Ashtal Do Germion (60 years-old)


  The king that rules the western region of the continent in which the Forest of Darkness and the connecting borders are included. He is a powerful ruler with seven holy knights under him. He has recently ordered three of those holy knights to search for the saint. He has laid out new plans after feeling the threat from the Goblin King. He’s currently trying to gather mages to strengthen his army.


  Gowen Ranid (46 years-old)


  The feudal lord that rules over the region next to the Forest of Darkness. As one of the country’s strongest powers, he is renowned as the Iron-Armed Knight. He is currently leading his soldiers in a quest to find the saint. He fought hard against the goblin invasion, but was eventually killed by Gi Go Amatsuki.


  Gulland Rifenin (32 years-old)


  A former adventurer. As one of the country’s strongest powers, he is renowned as the Storm Knight. He’d been stationed in the northern mountains, but the king called him back to send him off in a quest for the saint. He became a hero after rescuing the saint. He tried to help Gowen fight the goblin invasion, but he lost. He is currently retreating to the south.


  Gene Marlon (24 years-old)


  As one of the country’s strongest powers, he is renowned as Lightning-Fast Knight. He was previously stationed at the south, but the king called him back to send him on a quest to search for the saint. Killing is his favorite past-time. Whether it’s a man, a demihuman or a monster, they’re all just pieces of meat to be cut down before him. He was killed by his own slave.


  Sivara Bandier (29)


  One of the country’s most powerful warriors, a holy knight known as the Ripper Knight. He is a martial artist and comes from a noble family. He is popular among young soldiers, and is considered the enemy of all fathers and boyfriends. He is also known as the Marriage Destroyer. His skill at leading the cavalry is one of the best in the country.


  Jize Yuuenti (40)


  One of the country’s most powerful warriors, a holy knight known as the Sharp-Eyed Knight. He is currently dealing with the Kushain believers coming from the south. He was originally a traveler from the east that was coaxed by Ashtal with a huge paycheck.


  Yuan (26)


  A young commander under Gowen. He seems to be under the protection of some god, but…


  Corseo (52)


  A veteran martial artist who acts as Gowen’s aide. He used to lead the cavalry, but then the Goblin King turned him into a corpse.


  Herculean Wyatt (41 years-old)


  A member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow. He specializes in handling great shields. He has a gentle personality, but beware for his anger isn’t one to be taken lightly. After returning from the forest, he has since been working in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom as the leader of the blood oath of the flying swallows.


  Mage Killer Mill (20 years-old)


  A member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow. She is an assassin that favors the use of talons. Renowned as the mage killer, she is a mage’s worst nightmare. After returning from the forest, she has since been helping out in the slums and watching over orphans. She met Reshia and successfully managed to give her the orphans’ present.


  Wand of Destruction Bellan (37 years-old)


  A member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow. He wields a fire staff. As a former knight, he cares a great deal about honor. He died while protecting his allies.


  Hawk-Eyed Fick (32 years-old)


  An adventurer with two names. He has exceptional perception and skill. He is currently searching through the Forest of Darkness under Gulland’s lead. After returning from the forest, he has since gone to the southern free cities on a solo adventure.


  The White Hand of Life (Age Unknown)


  A priest robed in white. She specializes in healing and support. Her age, name, and origin are all unknown. After converting Vitz and Yugil, she has started traveling the world to find more adherents.


  Vitz (28 years-old)


  A talkative sword-wielding adventurer. He’s actual strength isn’t bad, but he’s still far from being deserving of a second name. He was caught by the White Hand of Life and is currently traveling the world with her.


  Yugil (26 years-old)


  An adventurer and an unwilling shield bearer. He might appear old, but he is actually still young. He was caught by the White Hand of Life and is currently traveling the world with her.


  Yoshu (27 years-old)


  The younger brother of the slaves Gene purchased. The collar of obedience around his neck keeps him from going against Gene’s orders. Healers are rare, so he’s been made into a shield bearer. He ended up on the goblin side because of his older sister’s whims. He is currently traveling with Gi Go.


  Shumea (29 years-old)


  The older sister of the slaves Gene purchased. The collar of obedience around her neck keeps her from going against Gene’s orders. Contrast to her brother who bears a shield, she uses a spear. She is a gutsy woman who believes being with the Goblin King is better than living within human society. She is currently negotiating with humans.


   


  Household of the Gods


  Altesia. The underworld goddess.


  The Goddess of the Underworld and the Goddess of Valor. As the goddess the snakes serve, she has given her blessing to the protagonist. She is a dangerous woman with her deep jealousy and fierce temperament.


  Zenobia


  The Goddess of Healing. She has given her blessing to Reshia. She has also warned the protagonist to protect her. The underworld goddess might hate her, but she doesn’t feel the same way toward The underworld goddess.


  Pitch Black (Verid)


  A one-eyed red-eyed snake that belongs to the Goddess of the Underworld.


  Twin-Headed Snake


  Known to the goblins as the Lord of Decay. He is one of the snakes that fought the world with the Goddess of the Underworld.


  Others


  Selena


  The elven woman Gene purchased. She became a slave after running away from her tribe. She was freed after she killed Gene. Since then hse has been under the care of the Goblin King with Shumea.


  Hasu


  A high kobold. She is one of the protagonist’s pets.


  The protagonist managed to tame her by giving her orc corps and other meat as bait.


  She is a fortuitous kobold who somehow managed to become the leader of her pack. She is currently leeching off the orcs. She wants to eat the orc children, but unfortunately, she just can’t find an opening. She attacked the colonial city with the orcs, but the humans weren’t very tasty.


  Cynthia


  As the pup of the gray wolves, she has been given the elven name that means lady of the lake. Reshia, Lili, and other children and women are quite taken by her lovely fur. She has grown up enough to lead her household. She has grown up to become a spectacular gray wolf even better than her own parents.


  Gastra


  As the pup of the gray wolves, he has been given the name of a wise human monarch that means sovereign of the wind’s howls. His uninhibited personality leads him to battle Hasu for ranks on a daily basis. He is became the leader of many beasts in the capital, then in the ivory tower. His subordinates are mostly females.


  Bui


  A timid orc. Gol Gol had taken a liking for him despite his small body. After Gol Gol died, he led the orcs to the west, but the protagonist managed to capture them. He attacked the colonial city with Gilmi. Recently, his greatest worry is that he’ll suddenly find himself fighting at the frontlines with the humans.


  Gol Gol


  The orc king that attacked the village. He is a berserker who can use skills. He was defeated by the protagonist.


  Demihumans


  Nikea


  Chief of the araneae, a female chief. She speaks firmly and possesses a proud mindset. The lower half of her body is a spider, but the uper half is that of a lovely maiden. She covers her upper body with clothes made from araneae thread. Poison drips from her talons, and she can use them alongside her threads. That fighting style has earned her the name Poison Feather. She is a descendant of the red crystal.


  Nerou


  An influential person of the araneae. He opposed Nikea’s plans to accept the goblin and ended up dead for it. He is a descendant of the blue crystal.


  Fanfan


  The female chief of the mud-scaled tribe. She is slow in a good way. As a member of a tribe known for moving underground, she works as a merchant just like Yushika. She knowns more than the harpies and is also a better messenger. She looks like a mole on the outside, but her vision is perfectly fine. Her pair of round eyes is her unique feature. She is known as the hardest claw. Shi is a descendant of the dark crystal.


  Yushika.


  Female chief of the harpies. She has a huge bag hanging from her neck that she carries with her arms. She uses it to store her cargo. She is a merchant. She is also a mischievous woman who doesn’t cower even before the king. She has white wings sprouting from her back and bird feet. She is known as the first wing. She is a descendant of the white crystal.


  Luther


  The old chief of the papirsag/shell tribe. He is of short stature and he carries a moss-covered shell on his back. He is a careful man, whose eyes always seem sleepy. Despite that his gaze is extremely sharp. His tribe specializes in processing trees and taming monsters. He is a descendant of the hard crystal.


  Tanita


  Chief of the long-tailed, a subspecies of the lizardman with two heads and two tails. Half of his body is covered with a shell, but the other half has his skin exposed just like an amphibian. He is a descendant of the soft crystal.


  Kerodotos


  Chief of the minotaurs. He talks slowly. He tried to crush the goblins as soon as he saw one. There is almost nothing good about him when it comes to talking. His gaze is sharp and while he might talk foolishly, he is by no means incompetent. He is a descendant of the heavy crystal.


  Mido


  Chief of the werewolves. He is a friend of the gray wolves and he lives in the fields. He is known as the tyrant because he likes to tear his enemy apart with brute force. He is a firm believer of power and originally disliked the goblins. He is extremely friendly toward the gray wolves. He tends to be impulsive, but he’s definitely not one to be underestimated. He is a descendant of the fierce crystal.


  Daizos


  Chief of the centaurs. He found himself in a bad position ever since Gurfia became a ghost. He tried to kill Gurfia with the elite of his tribe but failed. He hates the goblins. He is a descendant of the proud crystal.


  Rukenon


  The guide Nikea introduced.


  Carad


  The slave werewolf from the Jirad Forest.


  Elves


  Shure Forni


  Chief of the Sylph’s Forni village. He wishes to reform the elves. He studied under Falun and is Shunaria’s father. He is renowned as the Wise Shure. He formed an alliance with the Goblin King and promised him full support in the war with the humans.


  Falun Gastair


  Chief of the western Gastia Forest. Shure’s friend and master. He is considered a scheming strategist even by his own disciple, Shure. He brought back the elven school system and is currently using his village to spread knowledge.


  Shunaria Forni


  Shure’s daughter. She is smart and frequently does pointless things. She delivered the Goblin King’s new weapon to him. She is currently working as a civil official in a human village.


  Pale Symphoria


  A young sylph warrior who gathered experience in the human world. She is a versatile warrior who can lead army and fight her own battles. She managed to make the bigger goblin army retreat many times. She left the Goblin King to help her clan, Elks.


  Felbi


  One of Symphoria’s commanders. He fought alongside Pale against the goblins, but he mostly left the leadership of the platoon to her. He has been grudgingly leading the platoon since Pale left. He dreams of becoming a first-rate warrior.


  Fenit Symphoria


  Symphoria’s chief. He is Pale’s cousin. He is self-righteous and proud. He was the only one given a death penalty after the war.


  Priena Sinfall


  Sinfall’s chief. She is a woman but her face is cold. She never managed to take back Sinfall after it was taken from her during the Sylph Unification War. She was exiled after the war.


  Nash Jirad


  Jirad’s chief. He foresaw the human threat lie Shure and the Goblin King, but was rebuked because of his decision to enslave the demihumans. He was stripped of his last name and made a commoner after the war.


  Silver Sheng


  Sheng’s chief. He was sympathetic to Pale from beginning to end, but was coerced by Fenit to hand her over to the goblins. He was stripped of his last name and made to work at the Jirad’s hidden farm after the war.


   


  Chapter 201 
Retreating Battle II


  The main armies of the Merchant Nation of Pena were the Blue Knights and the mercs that were considered a mixed army. They didn’t really acknowledge being called a mixed army, however, as the mercs were affiliated with various clans and were paid according to their achievements in battle.


  What was most important here was the Blue Knights, which was employed by Pena as the regular army.


  “…Knight-commander. This is the 15th group,” a knight said with a faint voice.


  Allen sighed. “I”m not asking for the Swallows or something on that level, but couldn’t you at least find someone decent?”


  “That’s…”


  “Sorry. I didn’t mean to complain. Forget I said anything.”


  The problem at hand was the maintenance of order among the mixed army which was made up of various clans.


  The Blue Knights were half destroyed in the last battle, so they needed to make up their missing numbers with the strength of the mixed army and with conscription. Unfortunately, that meant diluting the number of troops.


  When the Blue Knights took back the territory usurped by the goblins, the Blue Knights were always at the front. And while they did manage to take all the territories back in the blink of an eye, unfortunately, Allen had no idea how to govern them.


  The Blue Knights were both prideful and a standing army. As such, they did not engage in pillaging or needless violence. When such cases did arise, they were rare.


  Unfortunately, with the dilution of the troops, more and more of such cases were appearing.


  The clans of the mixed army ranged from populations of 100 to 1000, and it was the bad apples from those clans that were causing them much trouble.


  Or at the very least, that’s how Allen saw it.


  But the elder council had decided to employ the decent part of the different clans.


  The clans along the level of the Swallow clan that Allen was talking about were hard to use in battle without direct command. Not only was each clan member expensive, they were also few in number. Unfortunately, number was needed when maintaining the public order in a territory.


  As such, the kind of power that Allen wanted from clans was the sort that would cost so much money it would tilt an entire nation.


  Clans such as the Leon Heart Clan and the Red King Clan have discipline ingrained into their very bones.


  Clans like the Elks Clan share a familial bond among themselves.


  Clans like the Swallow Clan have many elites among their ranks.


  Unfortunately, those sort of elite clans weren’t the only ones around.


  In fact, they were rare, and it was because of that rarity that they were highly valued.


  “Valkyuria doesn’t seem like she has any plans of moving from the east,” Allen’s aide said with a troubled voice.


  Allen sighed deeply. “No point in insisting on the impossible.”


  Allen no longer joked as much after becoming the knight-commander. He needed to become a suitable knight-commander, so he was always putting in the effort.


  As such, the trust of the remaining members naturally gathered onto Allen, who has yet to abandon hope and continues to push forward yet.


  But if one asked if that had any connection with the trust of the clan members, then the answer would be a resounding no.


  The only thing the clans cared about was compensation and the assurance of survival.


  Unfortunately, even though Allen was now the knight commander, the money was held by the elder council. Hence, there was nothing he could do in the face of such problems.


  “Commander Allen!”


  Suddenly, a messenger barged into the office, causing Allen to turn his sharp gaze toward him.


  “Reporting!” Said the messenger. “The Kushain Believers and the Red King clashed at Cultidian. Germion Kingdom helped the Red King, and as a result, the Red King won!”


  “…What happened to the Kushain Believers? Were they wiped out?” Allen asked.


  “They are currently holding up in their castle!”


   


  Allen cast his eyes down and inwardly grit his teeth.


  The momentum of the Red King showed no signs of stopping. At this rate, the pressure on the elder council will become too great, and Allen’s respected Queen Raksha will be forced into a wedding she does not wish.


  He could choose to fight the Red King, but they were currently in an alliance, as rocky as it may be, and his nature prevented him from stabbing his enemy in the back.


  Regardless, at this rate, he won’t be able to stop Queen Raksha’s marriage with Archduke Brandika.


  “The Red King has also begun to advance west. Also, it’s still unconfirmed, but it seems the goblins participated in the Kushain battle, so it is likely that the Red King is in pursuit of the goblins,” the messenger said.


  Seeing Allen’s refuse to lift his head, the aide asked in concern, “Is something the matter?”


  “Let me think for a bit,” Allen replied.


  At that, the aide and the messenger excused themselves.


  “Laugh, Aizas… As I thought, I can’t replace you,” Allen muttered with deep anxiety.


  All he wanted to do was to save the woman he respected, and yet… Who would’ve thought that something so seemingly simple would be so difficult?


  In the end, Allen couldn’t find an answer and he worried inside his office until the dead of the night.


  When Ervi and Navi, the twin sister moons, appeared in the sky, Allen suddenly awoke from his slumber.


  Apparently, he’d fallen asleep without his knowing.


  The reason he woke up was because he sensed the presence of another person.


  Immediately, he put his hands on the long sword by his waist, ready to strike at a moment’s notice.


  When that person entered the range of his sword, he drew his sword and pointed it at the neck.


  “…!?”


  His sword stopped just short of penetrating the neck, but at the same time, a sword had also been pointed as his.


  Allen glared at the person before him.


  “You’re the Red King’s—”


  “—Messenger.”


  The female gnome warrior that was dressed in black said that expressionlessly.


  “Messenger?”


  Allen was the greasiest swordsman in his country, and yet this woman before him wasn’t someone he could defeat easily. Someone like that was just a messenger?


  “If you want to save your princess, then attack the goblins.”


  “What?”


  The Red King was aiming for a wedding with Queen Raksha. For that hateful person himself to give him advice, Allen couldn’t help but be baffled.


  “The Red King isn’t completely unified either. There are those afraid of the clan leader’s influence growing too great.”


  “And by ‘those’, I suppose you’re referring to yourselves?”


  Cell ignored Allen’s question and continued.


  “The borderlands are the entrance to the western region. If you could suppress this region before the Red King, then the Red King won’t be able to push its momentum further.”


  “…”


  Allen wordlessly stared at Cell, but the latter only snorted at him in response.


  “It’s up to you. I only came here to deliver this message.”


  “Wait!”


  Allen called out to Cell, but she’d already vanished into the darkness.


  The next day, Allen gathered his aide and the important persons of the Blue Knights to inform them of his plans.


  “We will head north and attack the goblins.”


  He would take enough to territory to equal the Red King and allow the country to survive by itself. If he could do that, then the marriage with the Red King wouldn’t be necessary anymore.


  Moreover, if he could expand the country, then his influence would also increase. With that, the elder council wouldn’t be a problem anymore, and he would be able to save Queen Raksha.


  The woman last night seemed to be scheming something, so he decided to immediately make his move and take teh initiative.


  “The clans shall be the vanguard. We shall smite the goblins with haste and power!”


  “Prepare to depart now!”


  As Allen finished saying that, the messenger left.


  * * *


  The Goblin King expected to take 6 days to reach the western region from the borderlands on goblin feet, and 10 days with the army, but with the weak females and children tagging along, it was a mystery how long they would need. After all, this was a new experience for him.


  Goblin females were good walkers compared to humans. Even they could run through the night. Compared to that, humans were slow and needed rest.


  In other words, whatever the king had initially expected with the goblins was too optimistic when the humans came into the equation.


  “Are you displeased?” Zaurosh asked.


  “Do I look that unhappy?” The Goblin King asked back as he watched the unmoving line of people.


  “Yes, actually. In fact, the other goblins are so scared of incurring your anger that they refuse to approach.”


  “I see… So, what did you come for?”


  The Goblin King took a deep breath, then as he unfolded his arms he stretched his stiff neck.


  “…Cultidian isn’t looking good.”


  “I see…”


  There’s a time difference, but Germion Kingdom was surrounding the city and transporting siege weapons, so the Goblin King’s problem would be the pursuing forces.


  After the Red King pushed Cultidian onto the Kushain believers, they began pursuing the goblins. Although they wasted some time to prepare themselves, they were undoubtedly steadily approaching.


  On top of that, a large army was dispatched from the merchant country of Pena to claim as much territory as they could; hence, the question now was actually who the Goblin King would end up fighting.


  “We don’t know the exact location of the Red King and Pena, but judging by the distance, Pena is likely to reach us first.”


  “If I recall correctly, they were called the Blue Knights.”


  The Goblin King only remembered that they were a country that had the holy sword in their possession, but since they were capable of dispatching such a powerful cavalry, they were clearly a powerful foe.


  To make things worse, they were currently burdened with the human non-combatants. Fighting that powerful cavalry now was just too reckless, so they were currently retreating while laying traps behind them, but that won’t last forever either.


  “It’s only a prediction, but we are likely to engage in battle 5 days later.”


  “Your basis?”


  “A simple calculation. If you compare our average speed with theirs, it’s the obvious conclusion.”


  Zaurosh had a wealth of experience behind him, so he could calculate the speed of the enemy. The Goblin King didn’t think he’d be able to outrun them either, but hearing that they were going to be coming much earlier than expected caused him to make a painful expression.


  Even if they manage to fight them and escape once, they will surely clash with them a second and a third time too, and that will cause even the goblins to have a hard time.


  The Goblin King once made the enemy feel the despair of being pursued back at the Forest of Darkness, but he never expected how painful it would be now that he was the one being pursued.


  “What a painful situation…”


  He couldn’t abandon the humans. If he did that, then why did he even bother bringing them here in the first place? Abandoning them would also affect his leadership in the future. And it was also a foolish move to plant a seed of rebellion himself.


  But even if he sent the human noncombatants ahead and pulled the enemy with his goblins, the human noncombatants were still sure to suffer large casualties, as the monsters continued to wreak havoc on the lands yet. Not even Gi Gi was in control of all the monsters.


  “There’s no other choice but to increase the pace. We will help out with the luggage as well,” Zaurosh said.


  “Leave the fighting to us.”


  Zaurosh ordered the adventurers to carry the luggage of the people and carry the women and children to help increase the pace.


  Despite their efforts and the Goblin King’s worrying, however, they still failed to make much progress, and eventually, a cloud of dust could be seen beyond the southern horizon.


  “We’re here already. It can’t be helped”, the Goblin King thought as he braced himself for the worst.


  “We’re intercepting the enemy!”


  At the behest of the Goblin King, the fast goblins gathered and the battle plan was explained to them.


  Putting it simply, they are to make use of the darkness of the night and their faster speed to perform a hit and run strategy.


  They would stop the enemy’s movement, and then immediately retreat.


  If they could pull that off repeatedly, then they should be able to buy some time.


  Chapter 202 
Retreating Battle III


  The Red King brought their entire army in pursuit of the goblins west. The commander of the vanguard, Saldin, wanted to hit the doctor when he heard how grave Carlion’s sickness was, but Cell the Sword Dancer stopped him with a severe blow. Because of that he was currently sulking and


  Normally Saldin would be talking a lot to try and increase the morale of his platoon, but now, he wasn’t even making an eek. Because of that the wild soldiers under him were sneakily whispering to each other.


  “What’s wrong with the general?”


  “…It doesn’t seem like he’s eaten anything bad.”


  “He’s not you, stupid. Maybe it’s because of a woman?”


  “Oh, now that you mention it, his cheeks are swollen.”


  Meanwhile, the person in question was sighing. He looked up to the sky and thought the light of twin sisters, Ervi and Navi, to be dazzling, but even their dazzling red light failed to ward off the sadness within his heart


  He would be leading a battle this time too, but for some reason, he just wasn’t in the mood.


  The death of a comrade.


  He has experienced that countless times now, but this sort of death was something he still wasn’t used to.


  “That’s not like you,” the old enchanter, Grave, called out to him.


  Normally, they’d be at each other’s neck whenever they crossed each other’s path, but when Saldin turned around and Grave saw his face, Grave just couldn’t find the mood to poke fun at him.


  Instead, he just sat down beside him and poured him some liquor.


  “I don’t need your pity,” Saldin said.


  “Unloveable as ever, I see. All I want is to ease some of your grief,” Grave said to Saldin, who already reeked of alcohol.


  “You know, gramps. It was the clan leader who picked me up, but I actually owe more to Carlion than to the clan leader.”


  “…I remember that, actually. That guy was always the helpful sort. Made a fuss when he found himself a younger brother.”


  Saldin took a mouthful from the cup before him. “I haven’t repaid Carlion enough just yet.”


  Maybe it was because he drank too much or because the liquor was too strong, but regardless, Saldin suddenly became very drunk. The more he spoke the more the emotions he kept in his chest came together.


  “…You sure think some strange things. The title of ‘Genius Tactician’ isn’t just for show. As long as you follow his orders, we’ll win this time too.”


  Grave suddenly took the cup that was violently placed on the table by Saldin and slowly drank.


  “Everyone dies someday. The god of time, Jurana’s, blessing doesn’t pour forever for anyone.”


  “…No, I will pay him back. I’m going to pay him back in my own way. If he’s going to die, then I’m going to cut down all sources of his worries and let him have a peaceful death.”


  As Grave put down the cup, Saldin grabbed it and took another mouthful, then Saldin looked up at the night sky.


  “I will take Carlion’s place— No. I don’t have to go that far. Just half is enough, and I will help the clan leader become king. Yes! That’s how it should be!”


  Seat Brandika in the highest throne!


  As Saldin remembered Carlion’s favorite saying, he swore.


  “While that guy is alive, huh…”


  As Grave looked at the bottom of the emptied cup, he became thoughtful.


  “…You might have to overcome the goblins or Pena,” Grave said.


  “I’m not saying this just because I lost,” Saldin said. “But the goblins are strong. They’re much stronger than the Kushain Believers.”


  “I have 1,000 elite cavalry in my platoon,” Grave said. “Take them with you. They’re not as good as Shushunu’s sorcerer cavalry, but they’re well trained.”


  Grave was one of the most successful adventurers among the commanding officers under Brandika’s direct supervision. It was such that his success could rival even his.


  Saldin wasn’t expecting Grave to suggest that. Because of that he couldn’t help but open his eyes as he stared at the old enchanter in amazement.


  “Gramps…”


  “Win. And let Carlion have his peace. I too am in his debt, so… Go. Exterminate the monster threat by the roots and bring peace to the south. That will also bring our clan leader, Brandika, closer to the throne.”


  As Saldin wordlessly nodded, the fire of resolve could be seen burning within his gaze.


  As he stood up, he ordered his platoon to depart


  .


  “We’re going, you bastards! How long are you planning to sleep!?”


  When Grave heard that, he wryly smiled.


  “The young shine so brightly. It’s just for today, but… I’m actually quite envious of Jurana’s blessing.”


  As someone whose time was short, he couldn’t say that he would take Carlion’s place.


  Saldin yet had time to grow, which is why he could afford to set Carlion as his goal and chase after him.


  The sons of men did not posses the tenacious body of demihumans, or the long life of elves, or the strength of monsters, or the ferocity of beasts, but they still conquered the continent.


  The reason for that was because of their endless potential.


  Yes. It was because of that that the humans became the strongest force in the continent. They received the divine protection of the gods, they were granted favor, they were awarded blessing, they learned to defend themselves, and they fought with the invaders.


  Right now, before Grave’s very eyes, was a man who resembled those sons of men that the gods watched over.


  The old enchanter looked up at the yet dark sky.


   


  The mixed army of Pena that relied mostly on the clans went straight north. They obeyed the orders of the supreme commander, the knight-commander of the Blue Knights, Allen, and postured to pursue the goblins passing through the borderlands.


  Clans that had many adventurers with skills like hunter and ranger – which made them ideal for finding the enemy – were picked out and given the task of scouting the enemy.


  Those that could come back with good info would be rewarded handsomely, so the adventurers were eager to do their job.


  In the past few days, Allen had gotten used to handling the mixed army.


  As far as rewards went, honor and glory weren’t very appealing to the clans, but money and a safe place to rest were. Allen had to raise the monetary rewards in order to maintain morale and reward those with big achievements. But the reason he could do that was because the elder council had given their approval.


  Allen himself had no idea what caused them to change their tune, but it was better to have money than none.


  Allen threw all those coin at the clans, and they became much easier to handle.


  Once, when Allen was looking for a clan to send out as a scout, the clan he recruited asked if there would be a special reward. That man was actually the reason why Allen changed the way he thought about the clans, for when Allen asked his aide to stop yelling at the man for his impudence and asked the man why he was fighting, the man looked at him with a dubious face and gave a simple answer.


  ‘To feed ourselves.’


  When Allen heard that, he was deeply embarrassed.


  Allen was also once a commoner. He was not wealthy by any means. Had he not met Aizas and were he not skilled in the sword, he would surely not be where he was today. He could be one of these adventurers who chose to walk the path of the sword to feed themselves.


  That’s why he stopped in his tracks when he heard the clan leader’s simple answer. Fortunately, they had enough money to splurge. Using that money as the reward, he was able to successfully send out some scouts.


  It was Allen’s suggestion to give a bigger reward to those who could give quick and accurate information. Word of that bonus quickly spread throughout the mixed army, and in no time at all, information had been collected. The speed at which they gathered info left even Allen in shock. It was almost as if all that talk about the mixed army being bad was a lie.


  “The goblins are a day’s distance to the north, huh.”


  As Allen held the map with one hand while riding his horse, he thought back to the previous battle.


  The night was the hour of the monsters, so he had to think up a plan that would not go into the night.


  “We’ll make use of the cavalry and do a hit and run strategy. Or if they go to us instead, we’ll have to intercept them.”


  Allen wasn’t sure how the goblins would move, but then he remembered something. The villages in the border were empty. If so, then perhaps the goblins had taken hostages with them.


  They tried a hit and run the last time, but the goblins were easily able to meet them. Given the current circumstances, it seemed only right to intercept the goblins, but the army Allen was leading now had some uncertain factors.


  One was the lack of food and the other was the lack skill.


  Although Pena had given them plenty of money, there was no telling how far they would have to chase the goblins who’ve abandoned the borderlands. In other words, Allen and his men had no idea how much food they would need.


  Feeding 20,000 mouths needed a lot of food.


  The other issue was due to the fact that they were a mixed army composed of soldiers and clans. As such, it was clear as day that the level of skill they had as an army was a lot lower than normal.


  An army wasn’t strong because it’s full of strong soldiers. Rather, it was strong because the supreme commander is able to see everything, be it the bad habits of the commanders or the movements of each platoon. An army can only be strong when all of its parts are able to work together.


  No matter how strong the clans were individually, without any time to coordinate everything, their current strength as an army was weak. An army like that would surely have a hard time intercepting the enemy.


  Those were the two reasons that worried Allen, so in the end, Allen decided to take a proactive offensive position.


  “Prepare for an attack in the night! They will surely come when night falls!”


  Allen ordered half the army to remain alert in the night as he maneuvered the army into an offensive position.


  Gold dangling before their eyes, the clans kept a watchful eye out even their break.


  Inside the camp that was firmly defended, half the army kept a watchful eye.


  As they gradually closed in on the goblins, when the distance between them and the goblins was only half a day, the attack came.


  “GURuUoOOaAAA!”


  The black of the night shook as a howl that could shake courage itself bellowed.


   


  “GURuUoOOaAAA!”


  The black of the night shook as a howl that could shake courage itself bellowed.


  That was a voice so sinister it was hard to associate it with a goblin’s. When the people heard that powerful voice for the first time, their blood ran cold.


  “They’re coming! Defend! Raise your shields and ready your spears!!” Allen gave orders to his cowering allies. “Magic platoon, cast fire bullets to the surrounding area!”


  Allen knew they couldn’t outpower the goblins in terms of unity during the hour of the night god, so he decided to focus on defense instead.


  The reason he ordered to cast fire bullets at their surrounding area was because they had gathered piles of leaves around their camp. Allen intended to set those on fire to use as a light source.


  One of the biggest reasons Allen believed they couldn’t win against the goblins was because of the difference in sight. Unlike the goblins, the humans can’t see without the brilliant body of the fire god that ever shone in the morn and in the afternoon.


  As such, they needed a way to grasp the goblins’ position. It didn’t matter whether it was by ear or by smell, they needed to grasp the goblins’ position and pass that to the entire army as soon as they could.


  The light of fire warded off a portion of the black of the night, unveiling the figure of a giant goblin.


  When the adventurers saw that for the first time, they audibly gulped.


  This was nothing like the goblins they knew.


  It wielded a club over its shoulder and donned a ferocious face from which even the devils of hell would surely run.


  Giant goblins came up one after another behind that giant goblin.


  “That’s one of the three goblins from before!”


  Allen relied on the light source they had secured and gave orders to the archery platoon.


  If they got caught in a melee with that giant goblin, the mixed army would surely lose.


  He couldn’t play his strongest soldiers, the Blue Knights, just yet, so the mixed army would have no way to stop them.


  As such, Allen ordered the army to focus on defense while they kept shooting at the goblins with arrows and magic.


  The giant goblin clicked his tongue as he used a black light to sweep away the arrows and then retreat.


  “Knight-commander! Please give the order to pursue!”


  The enemy did not appear to have been damaged in that attack, but voices still rose up from the knights, asking to pursue the fleeing enemy.


  However, Allen did not give the order.


  “No. We shall pursue in the morning. For now, just stand guard and wait when morning comes. It is better to attack those guys under the light of the god of fire rather than the darkness of the god of night.”


  After that the goblins would come from time to time, but Allen never allowed them to come close, until eventually, the night had passed.


  * * *


  Report of the goblin’s attack failing reached the king.


  The humans were only camping for a night, but they had secured it throughly. They cut the surrounding grasses and erected plenty of fences.


  Attacking into that would take much bravery and sacrifice.


  The Order of the Blue Knights that they fought before focused on using their cavalry’s mobility, but this time, the enemy was mainly made up of foot soldiers.


  The style was different, but the Goblin King believed that they were still facing an elite army.


  “This makes things difficult.”


  Rashka led the goblins to attack in the night, but the humans just kept him away with magic and arrows. The enemy refused to come out themselves, but they couldn’t launch themselves against them either because of all their defenses.


  The Goblin King was visibly irritated as he glared at the south.


  Their pursuers did not take chances and instead maintained a steady pace.


  That was the most annoying kind of pursuer.


  If they clashed directly they were bound to lose. Why? Because they had too many to protect.


  The fact that the Goblin King couldn’t just leave them behind and run made him even more impatient.


  “8 more days until the western capital, huh.”


  The western capital wasn’t geared for defense, but if they could just bring the people there, then they would surely be able to destroy 20,000 soldiers.


  Right now the goblins in that region were currently in a staring contest with Germion Kingdom, so it should be safe to call them temporarily.


  In any case, they needed to hurry.


  The elderly, the women, and the children were a lot slower than expected, but the Goblin King desperately wanted to avoid a battle with them pulling at their heels.


  “The enemy has begun to move, Your Majesty!”


  When the night cleared, the goblin forces and he borderlords started moving again.


  When the Goblin King received Hal’s report, he narrowed his eyes.


  In the end, what was to come, came in the end, the Goblin King secretly thought to himself, but he had no intentions of losing.


  “Tell Gi Gu Verbena to rendezvous with the main army. Rashka, Gi Zu, Gi Jii, Gi Go! Prepare for battle!”


  The goblins nodded to the king as he called out to them, and then they immediately started their respective preparations.


  “We will take half the army and stop the enemy. Hal, Gi Ji, Gi Gi, scout the area as you head north. Gi Ba, work together with Zaurosh and defend the humans!”


  What was scariest of all was to have the enemy come before their eyes and scatter, as that would make it harder to defend the humans from their attacks.


  The Goblin King didn’t believe once that the humans wouldn’t do such a thing to a fellow man.


  The moment a man has recognized you as his enemy, he will be capable of anything, no matter how cruel.


  The Goblin King knew how terrifying the hate humans could feel toward other humans.


  The humans couldn’t cross the plains by themselves, so the Goblin King had to provide them an escort and send them north. There were more of them than the goblins, so the Goblin King had to provide them an appropriately sized escort.


  Aside from Zaurosh and Gi Ba, he also had Ra Gilmi of the Ganra Tribe and Felbi of the elves accompany the humans.


  The fact that the Goblin King had allotted so many of his soldiers to protect the humans showed just how wary he was of a detached force coming to hit the humans.


  The Goblin King still remembered the last fight with the Blue Knights. The way they made use of a detached force to toss them around was nothing short of magnificent.


  They have yet to spot the enemy cavalry, so the Goblin King had no choice but to divide his army in two.


  There was still some time before the sun rose. It wasn’t much, but the Goblin King allowed the soldiers that attacked in the night to rest a little.


   


  The battle between the forces of Pena and the goblins led by the Goblin King began when the brilliant body of the god of fire was at its peak.


  The forces of Pena, who have been advancing steadily until now, took full advantage of their superiority in numbers to attack the goblins without pause.


  That was exactly what the Goblin King had been fearing. A relentless attack without pause.


  After all, no matter how strong they were individually, without the numbers, they would eventually exhaust their strength and be killed.


  It also so happened that the place where they’d made camp was in the plains with no nearby forest. With the enemy already before them, they couldn’t even set traps as they pleased.


  In fact, the Goblin King had already judged that they had no choice but to limit their movements, so they could only quietly wait for the enemy to arrive.


  Pena’s force of 20,000 came pushing toward them, while the goblins that lay in wait stood only 3,000 men strong.


  As Pena’s forces charged straight toward them, Gi Gu’s forces met them.


  As the Goblin King’s subordinate with the biggest horde in the Forest of Darkness, Gi Gu Verbena had more rare goblins under his command than anyone else.


  Goblins of the noble class and above were permitted to have their own horde. And Gi Gu had the most rares, boasting a staggering number of 25 goblin rares.


  Of the goblins under his command, many were of the special southern variant with longer arms, but even those southern goblins had different classes, from beast tamers to druids.


  Gi Gu, who possessed the biggest horde in the king’s army, charged alongside Gi Jii the battle demon to attack the enemy right from the front.


  In response, the enemy humans cast spells, forcing the goblins to take a step back to dodge. At the same time, however, the rare goblins under Gi Gu’s lead attacked.


  The enemy forces had gathered into one lump and were attacking them, but they couldn’t move like Gi Jii’s regiol, which moved as if it were one organism.


  The mixed army that was composed of various clans attacked the goblins.


  Gi Gu’s southern subordinates took full advantage of the three-man-cell strategy by moving with their predetermined groups of three to let the spells shoot past them, and then break formation to attack the mixed army.


  One goblin would deflect the spear swung by an adventurer, while the second would swing his spear toward the adventurer’s feet. When the adventurer lost his footing, the last goblin would thrust his long sword into the space between his armor to finish him off.


  The southern goblins have always been numerous, so in exchange for being weak individually, they fought much better than the Gi Goblins as a group.


  They could use their long arms to attack the enemy from outside their range and their smaller stature made them much harder to hit.


  As Allen watched the battle become much more difficult than expected, he looked for an opportunity to strike.


  Allen has led many small platoons until now, but this was the first time he would be commanding such a big army. That being said, the vice-commander of the Blue Knights couldn’t possibly be an incompetent fool.


  “Don’t do anything reckless. Just focus on exhausting the enemy.”


  Allen desperately pushed back the desire to quickly end this battle. A habit he was prone to. He did well considering he also had to endure the nerves that came from holding all 20,000 lives in the palm of his hands.


  Allen would immediately order a clan to step back when they started losing momentum and substitute them with a new clan. At the same time, he took advantage of their numerical superiority by ordering a part of the clans to expand toward the right flank. By doing so he would be able to gradually surround the goblin forces.


  The goblins had to defend against that, so they couldn’t use their full power to crush their forces from the front.


  The adventurers also had healers among their ranks. The healers were given a much bigger reward and were ordered to heal everyone without discrimination.


  As Allen carefully attacked, he started to feel the heat emanating from the sweat on his forehead.


  “Good. At this rate, we will be able to defeat them!”


  In response to Pena’s tactics, the goblins also fought by taking turns.


  One platoon would be sent to the front, then when they were tired, they would be brought back and replaced.


  When the Goblin King saw that Gi Gu Verbena was starting to tire, he brought out Gi Zu Ruo’s platoon next.


  “Gi Gu, retreat to the left flank! Gi Jii, retreat to the right flank! Gi Zu, Rashka, it’s your turn to fight!”


  Giving orders was easy, but the execution was difficult. Regardless, however, the Goblin King was able to make it work by going out into the front lines himself with the platoon under his direct command to scatter the enemies.


  When the Goblin King stepped out to fight in the front lines himself, for a moment, they were able to push the enemy back and were able to use the chaos during that moment to quickly substitute platoons.


  “The weak do not interest me! Only death awaits those who stand in my way!”


  “Turn me into a blade! (Enchant)”


  The curved sword of Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword God and the great sword clad in the black flames of the abyss plowed through the humans.


  The Goblin King wanted to keep up that pace and destroy the rest of their enemies, but the wall of 20,000 soldiers before him left him with no choice but to step back.


  It was as if a powerful unrelenting wave kept crashing against them.


  Even the Goblin King’s momentary success was only accomplished because he had seen through the weakness of the clans’ attacks.


  The army before them was nothing more than a mixed army of clans with poor coordination, so the goblin forces that have been fighting for a long time now were much stronger as an army.


  They worked better together compared to the enemy.


   


  Chapter 203 
Gi Ba Hagar


  “Gi Zu, retreat to the right flank! Gi Gu, advance!”


  The Goblin King ordered the goblins, and the goblins were able to successfully fight while retreating.


  He led the fight against Pena by focusing on their weak points, but as expected, they couldn’t do as much damage to the enemy when they had to retreat while fighting.


  Pena also had healers among the ranks of their rear guard, and the wounded would immediately be brought to them to be tended to.


  Moreover, because of the enemy army was made up of adventurers, which were used to fighting monsters and monster beasts, they were used to getting hurt.


  Perhaps the goblins would have a much easier time if they were fighting an army composed mainly of conscripts that were formerly farmers, but unfortunately, the adventurers were simply too familiar with death. And as swords for hire, they were also used to bloodshed between humans.


  That’s why even when the battle had reached a point where the humans should’ve started to pull back, they didn’t. And instead of being afraid, they bravely charged onward.


  The Goblin King was gradually becoming impatient, but he didn’t want that to show on his face, so he bellowed out a great howl and swung his great sword.


  At this rate, wouldn’t they eventually catch up to the borderlands, which they had intentionally allowed to go ahead?


  The Goblin King stood in the front lines fighting bravely against the humans, but he couldn’t grasp the state of the battle.


  The adventurers stood before him, and he destroyed them with his great sword, but even he was beginning to tire.


  Unfortunately, he could not leave the front lines, for without him, the front lines would surely immediately be exhausted and be forced to retreat.


  Although the duke class and the noble class were also present, only the Goblin King could actually lead the army.


  In other words, the only reason that these hordes of goblins are able to function as an army is because the Goblin King is there to lead them.


  Without him, only destruction awaited the goblins.


  The Goblin King pushed down whatever impatience he felt to a corner of his heart as he focused on swinging his great sword against the enemy.


  The battle had begun when the sun was at its peak, but time passed, and now it was pointing to the west.


  The night was the hour of the monsters. The Goblin King believed that if they were to make a move, they had to do it with the most advantageous circumstance possible.


  * * *


  The head of the forces of Pena, Allen, continued to receive reports of casualties that made one want to avert his eyes, but the results were equally great.


  They were gradually driving the goblin forces to a corner.


  Although the front lines of the goblins hadn’t collapsed, the goblins were gradually falling back.


  Allen believed this was because the power of his forces was greater.


  Of course, there was no way he could know that the goblins were protecting the people of the borderlands. Even if he had received such a report, he couldn’t possibly believe it.


  In order to end this battle, he would lead the Blue Knights and finish off the enemy once and for all.


  All the Blue Knights believe that’s what Allen would do.


  However, it was almost time for the goddess of darkness, Verdna, to spread her wings and welcome the hour of the night god, Ya Jansu.


  Everything has gone well for them until now, so the deciding battle would be difficult.


  One wrong step and all their efforts would be put to waste.


  Allen was at a loss.


  Should they brave the dangers of the night and attack the goblins? Or should they take extra caution and wait until the next day before attack?


  But on the other hand, if they waited for tomorrow, the goblins might well recover. Or they might even run. Allen couldn’t stop thinking such things as he watched the battlefield looking for an opportunity.


  Before long a messenger on horseback came to him.


  “Reinforcements from Elrain Kingdom! 6,000 horsemen!” The messenger said.


  When the surrounding blue knights and adventurers heard that, they clamored.


  Victory was at hand! Morale rose to an all time high.


  But if the Red King defeated the goblins here, Allen’s respected queen would be affected.


  This was not a battle they could give to the Red King. They had to win it by themselves. Only then would it have meaning.


  In that case, then it might be necessary to muster all of the blue knights and attack.


  Allen considered his next move as he watched the adventurers fight the goblins.


  “How long until they arrive!?” Allen asked.


  “Approximately 2 hours!” The messenger replied.


  The figure of the Red King rushing madly ahead within the dark of the dusk flashed through Allen’s mind.


  Allen made up his mind.


  “Spread the flanks. Surround the goblins,” he ordered finally.


  “Are we…!?” Allen’s adjutant asked.


  Allen nodded.


  “We will attack with all of our strength. Ready yourselves within 30 minutes! The Blue Knights will go around to the right flank and bring chaos to the rearguard of the enemy! We finally have the monsters by the heels! We’re not about to give this to Elrain Kingdom!”


  As morale rose up high among the forces of Pena, the formation of their army started to take on the shape of a bird spreading its wings.


   


  While the battle between the forces of Pena and the goblins continued, with each side taking turns being the dominant force, the vanguard of the Red King led by Saldin were making their way toward the goblins.


  “What did the scouts say!?” Saldin yelled from atop his horse.


  “Pena’s camp is half a day to the west,” his trusted friend yelled back.


  “Bastards! We’re kicking it up a notch!”


  Saldin lightly kicked the stomach of his horse as he urged his army to go faster.


  “Those who can’t keep up, just follow later! We’re attacking the goblins with Pena from both flanks! Don’t lag behind, riders!”


  The forces Saldin led were the adventurers and soldiers that survived the defeat of Razuel. They numbered 5,000. He also had the soldiers given to him by the old enchanter, Grave, adding another 1,000 sorcerer cavalry (mana guard) to his forces.


  The mana guard platoon could be said to be Grave’s precious child. So, the fact he was willing to lend them to Saldin showed just how much he was expecting from him.


  “To the west!”


  Saldin pointed his sword toward the west as he pulled the reins on his horse and changed direction.


  “We’ll take the heads of those goblins!”


  Because Saldin was more spirited than normal, the morale of the army was naturally lifted.


  “A reward will be given to the first spear! I will personally negotiate with our clan leader, Brandika, for it!” Saldin said as he brandished his sword above his head.


  Saldin took the lead as he rode onward, voices shouting in glee as adventurers and soldiers rode after him from behind.


  Two hours later, the wings of the goddess of darkness have already covered the surroundings, and voices of fighting could be heard from up ahead.


  Half of Saldin’s soldier fell behind on the way here, but Saldin didn’t think that was a problem.


  “Mana guards, cast flame bullets at my command! You will casting them in a volley 3 times!”


  Saldin squinted his eyes as he tried to see through the dark area up ahead.


  “Now! Aim toward the sky and shoot!”


  The mana guards aimed toward the sky and casted their flame bullets.


  Half of the one-thousand mana guards shot their flames up high.


  In an instant, flames illuminated the surroundings, lifting up the veil of darkness and laying bare the terrible spectacle that was the battlefield.


  Saldin thought poorly of Pena’s forces as they expanded toward both flanks. Meanwhile, he moved his entire army around the left.


  “Tell the dimwits of Pena that we’re taking this one!” Saldin said to a nearby soldier before riding away. He didn’t even wait for the soldier to respond.


  “Onwards!” Saldin yelled.


  The brilliance from the light of the flame bullets reflected off Saldin’s long sword, turning that sword of his into a torch for the soldiers to follow.


  “Second volley! Fire it just like you did the last!”


  When they were passing the Pena encampment, the mana guards fired another volley.


  The corners of Saldin’s mouth lifted up when he saw the goblins and the adventurers fighting.


  As he smiled that bandit-like smile, he put strength into his grip on his sword.


  “After the last volley, you bastards are to breakaway! Understood!?” Saldin told the mana guards.


  The adjutant of Grave’s platoon nodded in response, and Saldin turned away with insanity in his eyes.


  “Third volley. Let those goblins have it!!”


  700 flame bullets rose up into the sky before descending and crashing into the flanks of the goblin army. As wall of flames were erected, Saldin ordered for the charge to begin.


  “Charge!!”


  Clouds of dust rose up behind Saldin’s force of 2,000 horsemen as they began their charge.


  “WuoOOOoooOOO!”


  With great vigor, the Red King began their charge.


  But Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol was not just about to watch themselves be burnt and skewered.


  They equipped large shields to minimize the damage from the flame bullets, then when Saldin’s horsemen began charging toward them, they raised up their spears.


  “They’re coming! Push out!”


  At Gi Jii’s command, they put down their large shields and held their spears with both hands as they ran to meet the incoming horsemen.


  “GURUUuoAA!”


  Each army bellowed out a war cry.


  Roars clashing, the very air shook, and horses flew into the air as goblin limbs fluttered in the sky.


  “Don’t cower! Push back!”


  Gi Jii Yubu the battle demon encouraged the goblins and they fought as hard as they could. Unfortunately, the difference in numbers was simply too great.


  The forces Gi Jii led now numbered only 300 after all the fighting they’ve been through.


  With such a huge difference in numbers, Gi Jii had no choice but to call for a retreat after only pushing back the enemy a little.


  Still, they were able to pour cold water over the enemy’s high spirits and slow down their momentum, so their attack could still be called a success.


  The Goblin King used the opening Gi Jii’s army made to command the army.


  “Gi Gu, retreat but don’t allow the front lines to collapse! Rashka, we’re going to the left. After me!”


  At the Goblin King’s behest, Rashka and his Gaidga tribe met the cavalry in front, while the Goblin King himself took the soldiers under his direct command to meet the cavalry going left.


  Gi Go Amatsuki the sword king and the others became like two spears as they bore out the enemy camp, while the Gaidga tribe’s fierce attack made the hole they bore bigger.


  After temporarily dulling the enemy’s momentum, the Goblin King judged that they couldn’t survive being attacked from two sides


  They could no longer wait. They had to retreat now. So, he ordered the entire army to retreat.


  “Gi Zu! Gi Jii! We’re retreating the entire army! Keep the enemy here!”


  “As the king commands! Rouse yourselves, goblins!”


  The platoon that had been exhausted the most was none other than Gi Gu’s platoon, but still, Gi Gu took the lead and attacked the adventurers.


  The rare class goblins followed him from behind. Each and everyone acting just as one would expected from Gi Gu’s subordinates, attacking with perfect coordination.


  Their blood-stained axes bashed into the skulls of their foes. And when they’d judged that the enemy’s momentum had weakened, they turned around.


  To protect the back, Gi Zu and Gi Jii took the flanks of the scattered clans that were attacking them, then they retreated even further.


  The Goblin King himself protected the rearmost part of their line while the goblins fled into the darkness.


  “Not yet. It’s not over yet!” Saldin spat from atop his horse while covered in goblin blood. “Tell the platoons coming after us! There’s no time to rest! We’re pursuing them!”


  The platoons that were left behind were now just catching up. Saldin had originally planned to bring them into formation when they arrived, and then throw them into battle.


  But if the goblins were retreating, then things were different.


  Now that Saldin could smell victory on the horizon, he was going to pursue the goblins.


  “Tell the stupid turtles of Pena to chase after the goblins! Our signal will be the flame bullets!”


  After sending a nearby adventurer as a messenger, Saldin took the platoons that just arrived and began heading north.


  He spread out the mana guard that Grave entrusted him, then as the dark of the night was illuminated, he chased after the goblins.


  Tl Note: I’m not sure if I’ve been calling Gi Go Amatsuki a sword god for a while now, but he’s actually supposed to be a sword king, not a god.


   


  A battle of retreat while carrying the wounded soldiers was bound to be difficult.


  The horses of the enemy cavalry were fast, and while the goblins possessed exceptional stamina, they were still on foot.


  Perhaps if they were fighting in the forest, it wouldn’t be such a big deal, but the thing was that they were currently fighting on the plains.


  The handicap of being on foot versus having a mount was simply overwhelming.


  The mana guards that seemed to act as scouts would light up the night sky with their flame bullets whenever they spotted the goblins.


  Even the Goblin King couldn’t avoid suffering losses at the succeeding flood of horsemen whenever they were spotted.


  The goblins had to fight while retreating, then when they had opened up some distance, they would reorganize their platoons, then they would retreat again.


  Fortunately, it was currently night time. So, the goblins only needed a little distance for the humans to lose sight of them.


  Despite that their plans to go north using the shortest route was thoroughly ruined by Allen’s command over the Blue Knights, who kept cutting their route.


  Knight-Commander Allen already knew that the goblins wanted to use the shortest route to get to the western region.


  And with the Blue Knights of Pena and the horsemen of the Red King attacking the goblins simultaneously, the main force that should be protected instead ended up luring the enemy to it.


  Although the Order of the Blue Knights was half-destroyed in the last battle, they were still widely known to be the best of the best.


  A knight order such as that that carried the dignity of its country upon its shoulder couldn’t possibly have a cowardly soldier among its ranks. Hence, they fearlessly sought out the goblins and attacked them.


  Leading the Blue Knights was none other than Allen, who’d sworn take vengeance for the death of the late Knight-Commander, Aizas. It was a taboo for the commanding officer of the entire army to lead a charge himself, but Allen purposely broke that taboo to raise the morale of his soldiers.


  However, Allen wasn’t actually naive enough to think just that would be enough to defeat the goblins. After all, he still had the mixed army led by adventurers with him. As such, he prioritized finding the goblins and avoiding a direct confrontation to slowly whittle down on their numbers.


  Allen skillfully took advantage of the mobility of their sand horses to execute a hit-and-run strategy repeatedly. Moreover, because he had to lead the missed army platoons as well, Allen’s abilities as a leader steadily improved.


  The Blue Knights followed the goblins around like a shadow and kept forcing them to change their retreat path, but the forces of the Red King did not know about that, and they continued to head north.


  Because of that, when the main force of the goblins made camp in the night, thinking to themselves that the humans must’ve exhausted themselves, they ended up clashing with the Red King’s forces.


  Gi Za Zakuend, the wizard class goblin, was the one in command, for the mounted goblins of Paradua and the stealthy goblins of Gi Ji Arsil were in charge of watching the surrounding area.


  When Gi Za Zakuend found out that the humans were approaching them, he immediately ordered for the army to advance north.


  “Send a messenger to the king! Lord Hal, I’ll leave it to you!” Gi Za said.


  Gi Za asked Hal to deliver the message for he was of the Paradua tribe. And the Paradua tribe were the most mobile of the goblins. At the same time, Gi Za asked Gi Gi to send his monsters out toward the back.


  “Buy us some time! We need to endure until the king comes!”


  At the same time, Gi Jii asked the assassin platoon to lead the way, while he asked Gi Ba Hagar and Zaurosh to protect the humans and run ahead to the north.


  “We will keep the enemy here!” Gi Za said.


  Felbi didn’t even have the leisure to ask Gi Za for his orders when his platoon drew their bows and shot at the enemy cavalry seeking to break past Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army.


  Gi Za clicked his tongue as he left command of his druids to Gi Do Buruga, while he himself joined the fray. Gi Za knew this would be a hard battle.


  Meanwhile, after seeing the monster army appear, Saldin’s head suddenly cooled.


  “Why did they split their army into two?” Saldin wondered.


  He was certain the monster army wasn’t present previously. It was common sense that having all of one’s forces in one place was the best way to use them.


  Saldin knew that despite never having once studied formally. He knew it from experience. And it was also because of that experience that Saldin thoughot of the possibility of reinforcements.


  “So, these guys are reinforcements?”


  Although Saldin had fought the goblins, he did not actually fully comprehend them.


  When he ordered for flame bullets to be casted and illuminate the surroundings, he also noticed that the elves were presnet.


  “No. Could it be they’re trying to run using different paths?”


  Normally, Saldin would just attack first and think later, so when the surrounding adventures and soldiers saw him actually use his head, they couldn’t help but be puzzled.


  It didn’t take long before Saldin became frustrated, however.


  “Damn it! If it were Carlion, he would’ve already come up with an answer!”


  He had boldly declared he would save Carlion, but Carlion was so far away that he couldn’t even see his back.


  Saldin glared hatefully at the enemy camp.


  “General, what do we do?” A soldier asked.


  But Saldin ignored him as he looked at the battlefield illuminated by the flame bullets.


  “…They don’t seem to have much momentum…” Saldin muttered to himself.


  As he did, it finally occurred to him.


  —These guys are running!


  A flash of insight from the Goddess of Wisdom.


  Saldin smiled a cruel smile just like that of a bandit’s as his eyed the scene before him.


  “Split the army in two!”


  After receiving reinforcements, his army now numbered 4,000.


  Saldin took one half of that to fight the army that was here now, while he took the other half to pursue the rest of the army that was fleeing.


  Adventurers knew that goblins were sly. They would always prioritize the survival of their leader. Using their subordinates as shields was but common sense to them.


  That’s why Saldin believed that the giant goblin he fought before was surely with the fleeing half. The monster army in front of him was nothing more than a way to buy time.


  Saldin also divided the mana guard between his two armies before taking 2,000 horsemen with him to go around and pursue the fleeing half of the goblin army.


  Saldin relied on his animal-like instincts to grasp the position of the enemy’s platoon in the north as he ordered his men to charge into Goddess of Darkness’ wings.


  Although it was currently the darkest period of the day, Saldin rode without slowing down even a bit.


  Saldin struck his spear and swung his sword against the shadows that moved.


  It didn’t matter whether he was cutting down monster or monster beasts.


  He would kill the enemy. That was all. And anyone who allied with the enemy was also nothing more than enemy.


  “Kill everyone! Cut off those goblin heads!”


  The spirited attack of the Red King had just begun.


   


  The forces of the Red King approached with great momentum from behind. By the time Ra Gilmi Fishiga had noticed them, they were already close.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga had left his platoon at the back and only had the bare minimum needed to escort the humans, so his platoon couldn’t watch their surroundings as well as they could’ve.


  Moreover, Hal and his Paradua goblins were originally in charge of watching their surroundings, but Hal had to deliver a message to the king, so his platoon was broken up and redistributed to the other platoons.


  As for Gi Ji Arsil, he had his hands full just spotting and clearing the monsters up ahead.


  “Send the humans ahead!”


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga left the escort of the humans to Zaurosh and his Leon Heart Clan, while he and Gi Ba Hagar moved to the back to defend


  The Ganra tribe excelled in the use of bows, so they didn’t stand a chance in a close-up fight. As such, they instead focused on defending along with Gi Ba’s platoon.


  Unfortunately, the Red King’s forces slipped past them and attacked the humans instead.


  Saldin couldn’t see well in the dark, so he just attacked where there were more shadows. Unfortunately, that ended up being where the people of the borderlands were.


  And try as the goblins might to catch up, it was not such a simple task when they were chasing after mounted soldiers, so they had no choice but to watch the rearmost part of the line of the people of the borderlands be crushed.


  “You dare!” Gi Ba Hagar held a throwing axe in one hand and a long sword in another as he jumped straight for the enemy without even bothering to consult Gilmi.


  The goblins under him also followed him as soon as he bolted off.


  “What? These aren’t goblins!?”


  Saldin was shocked to realize that what he’d cut wasn’t a goblin but a normal human. Unfortunately, there was no stopping the momentum of his soldiers.


  “Stop them! On the name of the king, kill those bastards!”


  The first charge had hit the citizens of the borderlands, and now, the forces of the Red King were going around to begin a second charge.


  But in the next moment, Gi Ba’s throwing axe hit a horseman at the lead, causing the horse to tumble and cause chaos for the rest of the platoon.


  “Attack!”


  Gi Ba boldly charged in to prolong that chaos as long as possible.


  He swung his long sword as he pleased. And when it broke, he simply took the spear of the enemy.


  “Go after the goblins! Who cares about some worthless human heads!?”


  At Saldin’s words, focus shifted onto Gi Ba’s platoon.


  As Gi Ba fought valiantly, the people of the borderlands fled the battlefield.


  Gilmi’s platoon shot arrows at the enemy, but despite the rain of arrows, Gi Ba did not stop fighting once.


  If the goblins were to retreat now, the enemy cavalry would attack again, and the people of the borderlands would surely get hurt.


  “Lord Gi Ba! We must retreat!” Gilmi said.


  But Gi Ba ignored him as he bellowed out a howl. “GURUuoAA!”


  Gi Ba mustered all of his strength and skewered an enemy soldier along with the horse, then he flung them away.


  “If you want to leave, then leave! I will stay behind and stop the enemy!” Gi Ba told Gilmi.


  It was only a moment, but Gilmi clearly felt Gi Ba’s resolve, so he simply nodded and turned heel.


  Before returning to escort the humans, Gilmi’s platoon shot three volleys of arrows toward the enemy humans that sought to surround Gi Ba.


  Now that Gi Ba and his platoon were few in numbers, they took full advantage of the night’s darkness. They went wild in the cramped battlefield and attacked any enemy whenever they met one.


  Saldin and his soldiers were too many, so they had difficulties catching Gi Ba and his men. Whenever they tried to surround him, Gi Ba and his men would target the weakest part of their encirclement and break through.


  Saldin’s promise of a reward only served to worsen their current situation. After all, everyone here on Saldin’s side was fighting to get that reward, so everyone just kept attacking the goblins. There weren’t any sense of teamwork at all.


  It was as if a mountain of gold had been piled before their eyes. They all selfishly pushed everyone around them away as they desperately ran to claim a portion for themselves.


  Gi Ba broke through Saldin’s attempted surround 4 times. And each time, although it was hard to see because of how dark it was, Saldin’s face would twist in anger.


  “What the fuck are you guys doing!? There’s no more than 200 soldiers on the enemy’s side!” Saldin was throughly enraged, but when he saw enemy reinforcement coming, his eyes became sharp.


  “…I’ve seen this guy before. Fine. I’ll take him down myself!” Saldin said


  “Lord Gi Ba!” Zaurosh cried out.


  Gi Ba had resolved to stay behind to stop the enemy here, but Zaurosh the Lord Commander of the Leon Heart Clan came back to save him.


  Zaurosh swung his sickle spear and cut down an enemy horseman to ensure the goblins’ safe retreat.


  “Secure a path of retreat! Just hold on a little!” Zaurosh said to his platoon, then he went to where Gi Ba was and said, “Lord Gi Ba! Please retreat!”


  “You shouldn’t have come! I will fulfill my duty!” Gi Ba replied as he continued to cut down enemy after enemy on the spot.


  Zaurosh could clearly feel Gi Ba’s resolve, but he couldn’t understand why.


  “Look. My legs can no longer move,” Gi Ba said.


  Zaurosh looked down at Gi Ba’s legs, and what he saw was a convulsing leg that was full of wounds. It must’ve been bleeding all this time.


  When Zaurosh looked back up at Gi Ba, the goblin’s face was full of emotions. This was despite Gi Ba glaring hatefully at the enemy ahead.


  Zaurosh could only twist his face, unable to say anything.


  But then Gi Ba spoke.


  “…You’re human, but… You’re a good friend,” Gi Ba said.


  It hasn’t been long since they were deployed in the south, but Gi Ba and Zaurosh were no doubt comrade-in-arms who’ve fought side-by-side.


  Because of the divine protection he received, Gi Ba had always hated humans, but Shumea caused a change in him. And now, there was a human willing to risk his life to save him.


  After meeting these two humans, Gi Ba had changed his view on humans.


  Gi Ba watched death as it came for him.


  “It is a pity that I will no longer be able to fight with you.”


  Curiously, within the fierce battlefield, where metal clashed against metal and life against life, on the verge of death, Gi Ba spoke peacefully.


  “Fulfill your duty, my friend. As for I, Gi Ba Hagar, this battle is my duty!”


  Gi Ba bellowed that out as he deflected a spear and lopped off the arm that had thrust it toward him.


  “…The fortunes of war be with you!” Zaurosh said as he turned around.


  Gi Ba glanced at him as he left, then smiled a ferocious smile as he resumed the killing.


  “Come, humans! See if you can get this head of mine!”


  Long swords came swinging for Gi Ba from both sides, then as the humans were shocked, he swung his own long sword and slammed it into their heads.


  Gi Ba forced his unmoving leg to to take another step, then he pierced through the neck of the human, and then lopped of the head.


  The goblins under Gi Ba also knew that they were going to die, so they fought without restraint.


  With only 100 goblins left, the encirclement of the Red King’s force was simply too great to overcome.


  “Get out of the way, fools!” Saldin said angrily as he hastily appeared before Gi Ba while covered in blood.


  “Hey, Goblin… We meet again,” Saldin said.


  Saldin’s eyes had a fierce glint to it that seemed sharp enough to cut.


  “…This would be our third time meeting, human! But, this is good. Now, you can accompany me to hell!”


  “Way to exaggerate.”


  Saldin’s vigorous attack bore out Gi Ba’s arm, but Gi Ba didn’t seem to mind the wound at all as he raised up his sword.


  When Gi Ba’s long sword descended, Saldin met it with his.


  With Gi Ba pinned down by Saldin, the forces of the Red King started taking down Gi Ba’s platoon one by one.


  The goblins that have fought with Gi Ba all this time fell one after another.


  “GURUuoOOOOAA!”


  “UOouuOOOAA!”


  Saldin and Gi Ba put everything on the line as they clashed in spirit.


  The sound of battle cries and swords clashing resounded together throughout the battlefield like music.


  It was a music produced from the battle between a goblin and a human, but before long, the cries ended, and only the clash of swords remained.


  Sparks erupted and the sounds of iron crushing resounded.


  Saldin managed to cut off one of Gi Ba’s arm, while Gi Ba managed to deeply wound Saldin’s leg.


  They were both heavily wounded, but neither side was willing to step back.


  The clash between a human and a goblin burned fierce like a great blaze, but the time to conclude had already come.


  Gi Ba’s body was covered in holes from Saldin’s sword. And with the last of his strength used, Gi Ba fell to his knees.


  “You sure are persistent for a goblin,” Saldin said.


  “For the sake of my friend and the king! I won’t lose!” Gi Ba said, then he mustered the last of his strength and attacked one last time.


  But Saldin calmly dodged it and cut Gi Ba powerfully from the shoulder to the chest.


  “My friend… Take care of… the king…”


  As blood spurted out from the wound extending from his clavicle to his heart, the last of Gi Ba’s strength left him.


  Like that the life of Gi Ba Hagar the Fierce Arms came to an end.


  “Friend? Take care of the king? …Fool. why would a goblin say the same things as…”


  Saldin looked down at the goblin he cut and remained frozen on the spot for a while.


  When some of his subordinates tried to cut off the goblin’s head, he hit them and told them off.


  In the end, he took Gi Ba’s long sword and struck it into the ground before Gi Ba’s body.


  “…We’re pursuing the enemy,” Saldin said.


  As Saldin turned his back, a messenger from Brandika – who had found out about the pursuit – arrived to tell them to withdraw.


   


  Chapter 204 
Retreating Battle IV


  Under the black of the night that veiled even the brilliance of the twin sister red moons was a fleeing army. It was just like a wounded beast. But wounded and battered as that army may be, it kept pushing on, not breaking, all because of the presence of the Goblin King.


  When there was a battle, the Goblin King would rush to the vanguard. When they were to retreat, he would rush to the rearguard. The goblins followed such a king, and it was at his back that they threw their very lives. But though their king was such a king, he had yet to get used to the great number of deaths brought about by war.


  The Blue Knights were persistent in their pursuit. They stuck to the trails of the goblins and attacked whenever they let their guard down, even if only for a moment. As Allen came to know when to strike and when to endure, his qualities as a general gradually blossomed.


  If the goblins took too much time to shake off the pursuit of the Blue Knights, the mixed army that was far behind would eventually catch up.


  Which is why even though the goblin’s still had some leeway fighting against the Blue Knights, they acted as if they were at a disadvantage. Unfortunately, despite all their efforts, the Blue Knights still managed to keep up with them.


  Opportunities are a thing in battle. They are what one might refer to as the cross-roads or the turning points.


  The Blue Knights continued their pursuit of the goblins, but as the goblins changed their routes intermittently, they gradually managed to run northward.


  The goblins advanced in an almost zigzag-like pattern, while the Blue Knights followed them around to try and impede their advance.


  The turning point in this battle came when the mixed army of Pena caught up.


  “Have they caught up!?” Allen asked.


  They had pursued the goblins day and night without rest. As a result, Allen had ended up growing a stubble and was quite exhausted. But when he heard that the mixed army had caught up, his eyes shone a sharp glint like that of a predator.


  “10,000 soldiers from the mixed army has arrived!”


  When Allen received that report, he felt as if he could already see the conclusion of the battle, and he laughed ferociously.


  “We will attack the goblins tomorrow morning. Take turns resting!”


  The world beneath the wings of the Goddess of Darkness and under the dark reign of the Night God belonged to the monsters. Though they may have had horses that boasted of great mobility, this relentless pursuit that the Blue Knights have been keeping up has still taken a toll on them. Allen brought the mixed army that had just arrived to the front, then he told the Blue Knights to rest.


  Allen continued to manage the army as he sensed the conclusion of this battle drawing near.


  Meanwhile, perhaps merely due to coincidence or perhaps due to the guidance of the dead warriors’ chagrin, the Goblin King found himself drawn to a certain place. It was none other than the battlefield where Gi Ba Hagar perished in battle.


  “This is…”


  Before the eyes of the goblins that cared not for the dark of the night were the corpses of the borderland people that they could not protect and the corpses of their brethren that were cruelly killed.


  “Gi Ba…”


  The Goblin King knelt beside the warrior’s corpse that was half-eaten, probably by a passing monster.


  “My lord, the corpses are too few. It seems likely that the people of the borderlands were able to escape to the western reg—” Gi Jii Yubu reported, only to stop midway as he noticed Gi Ba’s corpse.


  There was a long sword sticking out of the ground before Gi Ba’s corpse. It was as if it was meant to serve as a grave marker.


  “How many of our brethren were killed?” The Goblin King asked as he knelt beside Gi Ba’s corpse and gazed at it.


  Gi Jii blanked for a moment before answering. “200 normal goblins, my lord. There were no elves or Ganra goblins among the corpses.”


  “…I see.”


  The king fell silent once more as he offered a silent prayer to a faithful retainer who fulfilled his duty.


  “We shall meet again one day… In the realm of the dead,” the Goblin King said.


  As the Goblin King stood up energetically, he no longer looked back.


  Normally, they would have taken their time to bury Gi Ba and mourn for him, but they didn’t have the time to spare.


  “Gi Jii, we’re going. Don’t stop!”


  “—HA!”


  Gi Jii bowed his head and gathered his subordinates to retreat.


  “…You will pay greatly for this, humans.”


  The Goblin King did not bother to stop the grating sound from his teeth as he led his forces north.


  Within the Goblin King’s heart burned the resolve to fight once more as he glared at the south.


   


  As soon as the night ended, the mixed army chased after the goblins. It was remarkable how even though the enemy has been chasing the goblins on sand horses for the past few days, the goblins have still yet to collapse, but the fatigue had already started to slow them down.


  “Make those goblins pay for attacking our southern lands! Take back the people they kidnapped!” Allen said.


  Allen stood frozen and speechless for a moment when he saw the traces left on the battlefield where Gi Ba had died. Although monsters had already come and eaten the corpses, Allen could still see remnants of the unarmed women and children, as well as the large number of goblins and human soldiers. When Allen saw that, he assumed that the goblins had kidnapped the people and that the forces of the Red King had failed to recover them.


  Allen was concerned about the movements of the Red King, but he didn’t have the time to check on them. A passionate fury welled up from deep inside his cest, lifting the corner of his eyes and dyeing his exhaustion in anger.


  “Unforgivable! Let these goblins know the price of killing our people! Onwards!” Allen said.


  Having a just cause has always made it easier to rule regardless of the era. Although the truth that Allen believed was actually far from the real truth, there wasn’t a single soldier from the forces of Pena who would dare believe that the goblins were protecting the humans. As such, the forces of Pena burned in righteous indignation as they chased after the goblins.


  Even the adventurers who only thought of money sympathized with Allen’s anger after seeing the devoured traces of the corpses of the young and the old.


  “We may be good-for-nothing scums who throw their lives away for money, but… We would never lay a hands on women and children! Those monsters are scum!” Said a young clan leader of a medium-sized clan as he followed Allen’s command and upped the pace.


  “Kill the monsters! Make them pay in blood!”


  As the furious adventurers raised their sword, several clans sympathized and raised their speed.


  Upon the grass-covered plains that stretched out as far as they eyes could see, patches of forests could be seen here and there. This was the northernmost part of the borderlands. Just a little further up, and they would be entering the regions known as the Western Region, but the forces of Pena were pursuing the goblins.


  The pursuing forces of Pena could finally see back of the goblins. It seems they had at long last been exhausted. With the body of the god of fire still high up in the sky and army morale being at an all-time high, Allen decided to rush straight into the fray.


  The mixed army didn’t even bother to fix their formation as they jumped straight for the monsters, but the clans that made up the mixed army were originally created for the sole purpose of hunting monsters.


  They specialized at hunting monsters independently. Under the command of their clan leader, their vanguard kept the enemy at bay, while the rear guard supported them. Allen’s job was just to regulate the distance between the clans.


  It was a chaotic battle for goblins. It was almost as if they were fighting a hydra, a snake with a hundred heads. The clans attacked as they pleased, and the Goblin King had to deal with them. The enemy’s left flank would focus on long-ranged attack. The enemy’s right flank would focus on suppressing them. The enemy’s center would push with their vanguards. The clans that were also differently sized fought against the goblins in their own ways.


  Even the Goblin King could at most only deal with three fronts. Having to deal with so many clans was too great a burden for the Goblin King, who himself was unable to think well due to exhaustion. The other goblins were also exhausted and had difficulty moving. SOme of those even ended up falling prey to the humans’ fierce attacks.


  One goblin would try to cover a hole, but then another goblin would fall to a human’s sword.


  The Goblin King himself was full of wounds and was already at his wits’ end trying to drive away the humans. The Goblin King stifled whatever thoughts he had of fatigue and focused solely on responding to the threat before him. But even as the Goblin King cut down a human before him with his zweihander, another spear would thrust toward him from the side.


  The Goblin King bellowed out, but even with his powerful voice, the humans surely wouldn’t withdraw. But be that as it may, just dulling their movements was good enough. When the Goblin King saw their movements dull, he immediately used that as an opportunity to order another retreat.


  To the goblins, having to turn their backs and flee was a thing of humiliation. In fact, there was both fear and humiliation to it, and the more evolved a goblin was, the greater the scales swung toward humilation.


  “Damn you, humans! Damn you all!”


  “…Regretful.”


  Even the bellows of Gaidga’s Rashka vanished before the Goblin King’s rodes, while Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King could only powerlessly regret his weakness.


  Though the Goblin King, Gi Jii Yubu, and Gu Verbena tried to stop the enemy from the rearmost part of their forces, the enemy was gradually devouring them.


   


  “…This is it! Let our might resound through the azure skies!” As Allen brandished his sword, he ordered his best soldiers, the Order of the Blue Knights, to charge.


  “Slay the enemy and let us offer their heads!” Allen howled. “To my dear friend Aizas!”


  And the members of the Blue Knights cried out in response.


  While the mixed army were attacking the fleeing goblins, the Order of the Blue Knights took a long way to the right. With the plains wide open, they took full advantage of their great mobility and rode like the wind.


  The rearguard of the goblins that was led by the Goblin King was already at their wits’ end just dealing with the mixed army. No one had the leisure to notice the movements of the Blue Knights. If they did something like that, they would immediately be killed by the flood of humans.


  Accompanying the flood of swords was a flood of spears, arrows, and magic. Just brushing all that away and retreating without losing control of the army was already a miracle in and of itself. In fact, the human forces themselves couldn’t maintain such good control over their army. But even as the goblins struggled valiantly, every passing moment brought them closer to the end of the battle, as the Blue Knights inched ever closer.


  Under the light of the brilliant sun hanging high above the sky, clouds of sand rose up as sand horses valiantly galloped through the desert. The knights that rode upon the back of the sand horses were – fitting to the honor of the kingdom that they carried – were led perfectly by their commander, Allen, who held back his rage that sought to break free and go wild.


  The long slender spear that was raised by Allen twinkled under the light of the sun. The end of that spear was pointed at the enemy to be destroyed.


  “Ready your spears!”


  The wind carried Allen’s voice, allowing it to reach all the way to the back.


  The long and slender spear of the Order of the Blue Knights were fastened to the sand horses. At Allen’s command, the members of the order took out the spear, then Allen gave another command. Every command Allen gave needed to be given at the perfect moment. Too early, and he would end up tiring his soldiers. Too late, and he would impede the momentum of their charge.


  “Geese formation!” Allen said.


  The Blue Knights were gathered together like one lump until now, but when Allen gave that command, they changed their formation into something akin to that of an arrow-head with Allen at the center.


  It was as if the Blue Knights had changed into the appearance of a living creature as they rode toward the goblins.


  The geese formation maximized the penetrating power of the Blue Knights, giving them the necessary strength to destroy the enemy formation.


  The Blue Knights had absolute confidence in Allen as he led the charge. The Blue Knights rode through the plains with their spears lined up. The blue overcoat that was the symbol of the Blue Knights fluttered in the wind as they rode like a bird swooping for its prey.


  When there was only 300 meters left between them and the goblins, the goblins finally noticed them.


  “My lord—!”


  When Gi Jii Yubu saw the speed and the formation of the approaching knights, he immediately realized their strength and cried out to the Goblin King, but it was already too late, for by the time the Goblin King could react to Gi Jii’s cry, the enemy was already before them.


  “GU—”


  The brilliance of the enemy’s spears reflected on the Goblin King’s eyes. The Blue Knights approached with such speed that the Goblin King no longer had the time to give an order.


  “—Onwards!!” as Allen bellowed out that order, so did the members of the Blue Knights.


  A battle cry that could shake the heavens and the earth resounded as the Blue Knights charged for the goblins.


  “—GURUuuooOOA AaaAA!”


  As the Blue Knights easily trampled over Gi Jii Yubu’s forces and broke through the goblins led by the Goblin King himself, the Goblin King bellowed out in anger. The black flames upon the Goblin King’s great sword burned ever stronger. With each step the Goblin King took, the earth seemed to break. And a terrifying presence seemed to accompany every swing of his great sword.


  “Disperse! Dodge it!”


  Allen immediately broke his platoon into three platoons.


  After penetrating halfway into the forces of the goblins, Allen suddenly gave the order to disperse, changing the formation of the Blue Knights from that lone arrowhead into three arrowheads.


  Allen did not know exactly what the Goblin King was up to, but the chills that ran up the nape of his neck immediately forced him into action. And he gave the order to change formation while keeping those chills he felt in check.


  By maneuvering his horse masterfully, Allen was able to immediately change the course of his horse. But just because he could didn’t mean everyone else could. As such, not all of the Blue Knights that were aiming for the Goblin King could stop in time.


  After the Goblin King swung his great sword, the black flames that clad his great sword transformed into a sword wind that tore the approaching knights asunder. With one swing of his blade, the Goblin King had literally cut down 50 knights. There wasn’t even any time for the dead knights to cry out in pain.


  But even then, the greater majority of the knights had successfully broken through the goblin’s forces.


  “They no longer have the strength to chase us! Come! Let us charge a second time! This place here shall be their grave!”


  “KU…”


  Allen and his men were in high spirits as they took some distance and prepared a second charge. Just as Allen had said, the goblins did not have the strength to pursue them. They were simply too tired.


  The exhausted Goblin King, who had expended much ether, gauged the distance between his men and the enemy. The Goblin King had just literally let loose a killing strike, but he longer had any cards left to play.


  The only card left was to defend and flee to the north.


  “Retreat! Retreat now!!”


  Though the Goblin King burned with shame, the Goblin King struck down the approaching adventurers, if only to ensure that at least one more goblin would be able to flee safely.


  “My lord… At this rate…”


  After getting hit by the enemy’s charge, Gi Jii Yubu’s forces could no longer defend. As such, Gi Jii could clearly see their defeat. Before long the enemy knights would come charging again, and even though their formation had yet to fully collapse, they were already at their limits.


  With their numbers reduced, all the goblins in the area could hear the Goblin King’s voice. That was one of the reasons why they were still hanging on, but there would surely not be a second time.


  The pressure from the adventurers was also increasing. It was increasing in response to the charge of the Blue Knights.


  Arrows and magic rained mercilessly upon the fleeing goblins, while warriors weaved their way through and fought up close.


  Should the goblins receive another attack from the knights, they would surely be wiped out like dead leaves being jostled about amidst stormy seas.


  But Gi Jii put those thoughts aside and eyed his surroundings


  The regiol that he devoted himself into making had already been reduced to just 100 soldiers.


  “But even then!” Gi Jii grit his teeth.


  Those 100 soldiers should be more than enough to serve as a decoy.


  If they could just make an opening, the Goblin King would surely be able to retreat.


  The few would sacrifice their lives to allow the many to live. That was one of the odd strategies Pale Symphoria showed in their war with the elves.


  Gi Jii took a deep breath.


  But just as Gi Jii was about to give the order to die for the king, a volley of arrows came shooting from behind the goblins.


   


  “What!?” Gi Jii and Allen exclaimed in shock.


  Allen was so focused in his pursuit of the goblins that he had completely forgotten to watch his surroundings, but it would be too harsh to criticize him for that. After all, they were just one attack away from finishing off the goblins. And there was no way that the knight-commander of the Blue Knights, who was also the supreme commander of the entire army, could sit out that deciding battle.


  The Blue Knights have been pursuing the goblins all this time and were actually quite exhausted. Only, they had forgotten all the fatigue they had built up due to the excitement of a victory. It was also out of consideration for their stamina that Allen didn’t commence this attack until the last moment.


  Allen knew that he could make his soldiers forget their fatigue by standing at the head of the army, which is why he took the position that he did, but it was also because of that that he could not react fast enough to the attack coming from the north.


  “Slip past them and stop their movements! Don’t let a single knight approach the king!”


  The riders led by Hal of Paradua rode south from the north, seeking to slip past the flanks of the Blue Knights. At the same time, a great number of arrows descended before the mixed army.


  A look at the source showed that it was the elves and the Ganra tribe who shot them.


  “Don’t fall behind, boys!” Mido the Tyrant of the Fangs said with an assertive voice as he led the gray wolves running across the plains. Allen could see that they had taken a long way around the battlefield and was now in position to isolate the rear.


  “Let your roars bellow and strike fear into the heart of the enemy! We’re not handing our home to these humans!” The chief of the centaurs, Tianos, said as he led the centaurs out of the forest.


  “Could it be? Was this all… a trap? No, but…”


  “Commander, there’s smoke coming from the back!”


  While the enemy was surrounding them, for a moment, Allen was confused. This setup was simply too good. One moment they were driving the goblins into a corner, then in the next moment, they had fallen into a trap.


  Allen was finally starting to mature as a general, so he couldn’t shake off that odd feeling. If he were still the old Allen, who only knew to charge onward recklessly, he would have surely ignored the surround and attacked the goblins. Or perhaps, if Aizas were around, then he might have given the order for Allen to continue the charge.


  Unfortunately, his late friend was no longer around and the burden of 10,000 soldiers of the mixed army and the Blue Knights rested solely upon his shoulders.


  When Allen turned around to look at what his subordinate was talking about, he saw a black smoke rising.


  “…That’s the direction of the supply unit!”


  The supply unit was a platoon with the sole purpose of replenishing their supplies. They were currently positioned at the rear alongside the wounded. There was half a day’s distance between them and Allen. That’s not very far as far as battles are concerned, but if they were being attacked now, then it was too late.


  It was simply impossible for them to encroach into the western region without any supplies. In fact, without any supplies, even retreating would be dangerous. After all, Allen needed to feed his army of over 10,000 men. Having to procure food while retreating was bound to be a disaster.


  When the mixed army saw the Blue Knights unmoving, they couldn’t help but waver themselves. The black smoke billowing from the back had severely weakened the pressure of Pena’s forces just like that. Most of the wounded were from the mixed army and were positioned at the back with the supply unit. Although the army had healers among their ranks, they didn’t have that many, so they couldn’t instantly heal every wounded soldier.


  “The rear guard is under attack!”


  When the mixed army heard that, they stopped moving altogether.


  “Commander, an army is coming from the north! Their number… Approximately 15,000!”


  Allen found himself unconsciously turning toward the north. There, a great army with the flag of the Elks Clan was approaching them.


  “So it was a trap… All of it!”


  Not only did the Blue Knights stop moving, even their spirits were dampened when they saw the approaching army from the north. Seeing how low morale was now, Allen could only bitterly grit his teeth as he was forced to order a humiliating retreat.


  “We’re retreating. Forget the pursuit of the goblins. We’ll recover our allies and retreat to the borderlands!”


  As Allen reprimanded the Blue Knights, who were frowning in regret, Allen had his orders passed to the mixed army.


  They had expected the goblins to attack them, but the goblins never pursued them as they retreated to the south.


  * * *


  The forces of the Goblin King were wide eyed at the sudden arrival of a giant army. Even the Goblin King himself was shocked. But since the army that appeared before them wasn’t an enemy, for the mean time, they decided to continue along their retreat.


  When the forces of the Goblin King neared the army of nearly 15,000, they were once again shocked.


  “This is…”


  That ‘army’ was made up by the borderland people and the slaves that lived in the western region. It was an army of noncombatants that were nothing more than the women and the elderly. It was an army equipped with nothing else but wooden spears and a flag. A paper tiger, so to speak. If the enemy had continued fighting then, this army would have surely been wiped out.


  “Who’s idea was this?” The Goblin King asked.


  “It’s been a while, Goblin King,” a voice replied.


  While the Goblin King was being shocked, a certain sylph warrior appeared before him.


  “Pale Symphoria…” The Goblin King muttered.


  Pale Symphoria knelt on one knee as she spoke to the king, “The greetings and the scolding can wait for later, as we’re in the middle of a battle right now. A fortress has been prepared up ahead. I propose we go there first.”


  Seeing the Goblin King nod, Pale immediately ordered for the fake army to move. There were no hesitations in her movements. At the same time, a calm will was reflected on her two eyes that should’ve been closed.


  Pale still looked just as she did before, but the atmosphere around her was completely different. It was almost as if she were a different person.


  The Goblin King was inwardly shocked, but he didn’t openly show that shock, as he focused on leading the army to the forest.


  Gi Ba Hagar and some of the borderland people died along the way, but in the end, the goblins managed to put a successful end to this retreat.


   


  Chapter 205 
Fortress of the Avengers


  When the Goblin King entered the fortress, he left the wounded in the care of the people there and checked on the borderland lords to confirm that they were safe. The Goblin King himself was tired, but as someone who stood at the top, he couldn’t rest just yet.


  “I see. That’s good to hear,” the Goblin King said.


  He also heard Gi Ba Hagar’s last moments from Zaurosh.


  “…Gi Ba Hagar was a warrior.”


  “Please forgive me. I am simply too powerless,” Zaurosh said as he hung his head in regret.


  The Goblin King shook his head. “Though you might carry the life of a friend on your shoulders, there is no need to be bound by it. Don’t think about it too much.”


  As Zaurosh wordlessly thanked the king and left, the Goblin King sighed.


  Nowadays, the Goblin King was not only responsible for the goblins, but for the people of the borderlands as well. In the future, the people he would be responsible for would only increase. One word from him, and chaos and unhappiness could spread like wildfire.


  “But there’s value in carrying this burden.”


  There was no one nearby to hear the Goblin King’s quiet muttering.


  Although the duty of a king was not easy, the king must have the confidence to carry it out.


  After all, if he were a king who could receive the favor of many warriors, if he were a king who would hold the whole world in the palm of his hands, there shouldn’t be anything he couldn’t do. The Goblin King told himself that.


  “It’s good to see you safe, Your Highness!”


  After Zaurosh left, Gi ZA Zakuend immediately entered, almost as if he’d been waiting for his turn.


  The Goblin King’s cheeks naturally loosened when he saw the druid enter.


  “It seems I made you worry,” the Goblin King sad.


  As they were yet too far from the divine protection of the goddess, the many wounds carved upon the body of the Goblin King were yet to fully heal. when Gi Za saw those, his brows rose.


  “Of course, I would worry. Why didn’t you use the others as shield and run away? The others are replaceable, but the king alone is not,” Gi Za said.


  “My subordinates are irreplaceable. My pride will never allow me to throw them away. That’s true for you too.”


  “GU, MU… Well, as long as you’re safe.”


  While hearing the details of the rendezvous from Gi Za, Pale, who had left to give orders, came back.


  “It’s been a while, King of Goblins.”


  Pale knelt on one leg as she rested one hand on her chest. That was the greeting a knight would give to his king.


  “Has the mist covering the path before you cleared?” The Goblin King asked.


  “Yes,” Pale said.


  The Goblin King gazed intently at Pale, and Pale did not look away.


  “Perchance, did you catch the fancy of a mischievous goddess?”


  “If need be, I wouldn’t mind tearing out my soul and selling it.”


  Seeing Pale’s unwavering and expressionless gaze, the corner of the Goblin King’s mouth curved.


  “Are you resolved to use you power in my name?” The Goblin King asked.


  “…So long as you grant me my desire, I would be willing to give you even this very body,” Pale replied.


  The Goblin King corrected his posture and puffed out his chest.


  “And what is it that you desire?” The Goblin King asked.


  “The destruction of the Red King!” Pale replied.


  With a sentence, hate, thick like goo, oozed out from within Pale, and that emotionless mask she had been wearing all this time cracked under its weight. Even her elegant fingers trembled at it.


  “So shall it be, then. I too have lost much at the south. All of that must be recovered. So long as you submit to my path of world domination, then I shall grant you your desire.”


  “I am pleased to hear that, Your Highness.”


  Pale once again put on that emotionless mask. As she stood up, she wiped the dust away from her knees.


  “I will now be reporting our current situation. It will take us about 4 hours.”


  “Let’s hear it.”


  At this short break he has been given, the Goblin King closed his eyes.


   


  In between the short break, the things the Goblin King had to look over had piled up. First, he needed to check on all the goblins that evolved a class during the recent battles.


  The ancient beast tamer Gi Gi Orudo had evolved from a noble to a duke, while another beast tamer, Gi Bu, evolved from a rare to a noble.


  The Goblin King also revised his name-giving ceremony a little.


  The goblin forces were presently being led by the goblins above noble class, who owned a fief of their own. Gi Gu Verbena was one such example. It could also be said that he had received permission from the Goblin King to rule over the south. And during this moment, the Goblin King clearly announced that he is also giving them the rights to name the goblins born in their land.


  In other words, the only goblins that the Goblin King has named will only be those that came from the Gi Village, which are the goblins from the Fortress of the Abyss. Although Gi Ji Arsil, Gi Jii Yubu, and Gi Ga Rax did not have a territory of their own, the Goblin King also gave them the right to name those that served the king.


  In the end, the ones the Goblin King named were those that fought directly under him.


  Which goes to say that if one wishes to be receive a name from the Goblin King, one must fight under his direct command and evolve. The imperial guards led by Gi Ga Rax are mostly wounded soldiers. So, if one were to be wounded in the battle led by the Goblin King and were transferred to Gi GA Rax’s platoon, then the naming right would be given to Gi Ga.


  The Goblin King wore a stern face as he thought this up, but deep inside, he was smiling to himself. He was as bad at naming as usual.


  “What about the last names? Are you just going to let the goblins pick those out too?” Gi Za Zakuend asked sharply.


  The Goblin King hesitated for a moment when Gi Za asked him that, but in the next moment, he replied.


  “I will reserve the right to give last names and delegate territories.”


  So one would receive a last name from the Goblin King if one manages to become a noble class.


  Name: Gi Gi Orudo


  Level: 1


  Class: Duke


  Divine Protection: None


  Attribute: None


  Owned Monsters: Triple Head


  New Skills:


  Enraged Roar – When angry, attack and defense are increased but agility is lowered.


  Advanced Beast Tamer – The number of monsters one can tame is greatly increased.


  Remarkable Animal Trainer – Can train monster beasts to be usable by others even without the monster tamer skill. This skill can be taught to other monster tamers.


  Monster Tamer – Increased probability of success with taming advanced monsters.


  After checking Gi Gi Orudo’s skill, the Goblin King announced that he would entrust the next village to him. [1]


  The next goblin was the beast tamer, Gi Bu, who evolved from a rare class to a noble class.


  Name Gi Bu


  Race: Goblin


  Level: 1


  Class: Noble


  Divine Protection: None


  Attributes: None


  New Skills:


  Increasing by birth – Monsters raised from childhood gain loyalty faster (MEDIUM).


  Monster Smell – Can distinguish which feed are necessary for a monster’s growth.


  When the Goblin King saw Gi Bu’s status, he became thoughtful.


  Judging from his skills, it seems it would be best to have him raise monsters instead of having him fight at the front lines.


  Currently, Gi Gi’s monster army is made up of the monsters that Gi Gi has gathered and the rare goblins that take care of them.


  Gi Bu could help the goblins managing the monsters or help by turning the monsters into livestock. Either way, he would better serve the horde by working as a support.


  “I bestow upon you the name of Rakuta. You shall help Gi Gi as a member of his monster army,” the Goblin King said.


  “Thank you,” Gi Bu Rakuta replied.


  All the key people were gathered within the meeting room of the fortress, which was nothing more than a large room with a large table and a chair. As the Goblin King announced that, he asked Pale to explain the current situation. Since Pale has come back from the human region to the west, then the situation with Germion Kingdom must have calmed down.


  “Though lacking, I shall do my best to give a brief report of our current situation,” Pale said.


  Her cold voice resounded in the ears of all those present. First, she reported about the state of the internal affairs.


  Although Germion Kingdom seems to have plotted to encroach into the western region and even intervened in the southern war, the former residents of the western region that gathered in the fortresses at the Germion Kingdom’s borders was nothing more than a diversion.


  But although they are merely a diversion, they can’t afford to leave them an opening, so Gi Ga Rax had to sortie with a small force. At the same time, the key people of the demihumans had to strengthen their monitoring of the woodlands of the northern part of the western region in order to prevent the enemy from sneaking adventurers in and trying to pull a fast one on them.


  The borderland people and the borderlords were currently in the process of migrating to the western capital, but it wasn’t possible to provide houses for all of them, as the monsters and the demihumans also shared the city. That is one topic that needs to be discussed.


  The Leon Heart Clan will be living alongside the borderland people. They have lost many in the last battle, but there’s no signs of any panic among them.


  10 people have come from Elks with Pale to the western region. The rest remained in the east. That’s all she said about them. She said no more and the king did not ask either.


   


  10 people have come from Elks with Pale to the western region. The rest remained in the east. That’s all she said about them. She said no more and the king did not ask either.


  “The topic for today’s meeting will be the development of the western region’s agriculture and the strengthening of its defenses. We also cannot lack a proper census of the current population, which is needed in order to know the region’s income,” Pale said.


  The Goblin King nodded, but when he looked around, he was forced to knit his brows.


  Most of the people gathered in the fortress were military officers. Those like Gi Za and Gi Do were still alright, but Rashka and Gi Zu looked at Pale as if she were speaking in another language. The same was true for the Fang Tribe’s Mido and the centaur’s Tianos.


  “As expected of a daughter of the elves. She is smart,” Tianos whispered to Mido


  “I have no idea what she’s talking about either. As expected of an elf,” Mido whispered back.


  “I… I don’t even…” Rashka mumbled to himself.


  Unfortunately, almost everyone in the room shared his sentiments.


  Meanwhile, Pale was tapping against the desk with her fingers. She looked like a teacher wondering how she could make her bad students understand the topic.


  “…We can leave the domestic affairs for when we return to the western capital,” the Goblin King said.


  “…If you say so, Your Majesty,” Pale replied.


  Although she didn’t say out loud her displeasure, she looked at the Goblin King with a gaze that seemed to ask, “But aren’t the internal affairs and the foreign affairs essentially the same topic?”


  In response, the Goblin King nodded a little to her in response, then Pale went on to explain the situation outside.


  “This information was received 4 days prior,” Pale said.


  That being the case, that information contained almost everything the Goblin King wished to know.


  First, were the movements of their allies, the Kushain believers.


  “They are not doing well, to say the least. Though they are currently unified under their faith, that will not last forever.”


  If the siege continues like this, they might only last 4 months.


  “This one will depend on the king’s decision,” Pale glanced at the king and waited for his words before continuing. “Next is the information on the enemy.”


  The Red King left the holy city of Cultidian to Germion Kingdom, and has now advanced to the borderlands, where they then proceeded to enter first city of the great desert of Ashunasan, Farvard, with the retreating forces of Pena.


  They appear to be peaceful for now, but it is believed that the Red King will eventually make a move to conquer Pena.


  “The key point will be how long can the knight commander, Allen’s, loyalty to the queen persist. The battle between the Red King and Pena will drag on depending on that.”


  Pale glanced at the Goblin King. She also spoke a little about the countries eastward of Germion Kingdom, but they didn’t have a big influence on the current situation, so she quickly wrapped up the discussion.


  “In conclusion, there is no need for us to fight right now. We can use this time to recruit soldiers and regather our forces,” Pale explained, to which the Goblin King nodded gladly.


  With this they had a rough idea of their what course to take.


  Up next would be filling in the details. Meaning, how to recruit the soldiers, how to regather their forces… etc. Speaking of which, because of how complicated the recent topic was, most of the people in the meeting have already dozed off.


  “…Let’s take a break,” the Goblin King said.


  “As you will,” Pale replied.


  Because of the Goblin King, all the people present in the meeting, who have been wrung dry, were granted a short break. After the break, the meeting was resumed. Zaurosh, Gi Za, Gi Do, Gi Jii, Pale, and Felbi were participating.


  “King of Goblins, if I may confirm, we are not abandoning the Kushain believers, yes?” Pale asked.


  “But of course. Those without fidelity cannot form an alliance,” the Goblin King replied.


  “Too soft, Your Majesty,” Gi Za reproved, but the Goblin King merely wryly smiled at him in response.


  “Understood. in that case, what do you think was lacking in your last battle?” Pale asked.


  “Numbers, I suppose,” the Goblin King replied.


  “Indeed. Unfortunately, I do not think it is a trifle task to increase the numbers of the goblins presently. I’m sure you know that well,” Pale said.


  Although the female goblins have been steadily increasing in number, there was a limit to how many they could give birth to. On top of that, it would take several months for a child goblin to become a fully-fledged warrior. But the humans are numerous, and if they take their time, the Red King will unify the southern lands and swallow Germion Kingdom.


  In that case, even if the goblins increase their numbers, grasping victory against such a power might prove difficult.


  “In that case… How do you intend to defeat them within three months?”


  The 3 months Pale was referring to is actually the time the goblins have before Kushain falls completely.


  “This army lacks the numbers, it lacks experience, and even the technology isn’t there. But what this army lacks the most is… speed.”


  “Lord Pale, if I may raise a point,” Gi Jii Yubu said. “We pride ourselves in having physical abilities that far surpass the humans.”


  “But of course,” Pale replied. “But the humans have their horses. Lord Gi Jii, can your army be a good match against the mobility of the sand horses?”


  “That would prove… difficult,” Gi Jii replied.


  “Hence, I propose that a sizeable cavalry unit be established,” Pale said.


  “Wait. We have Lord Hal’s riders for that,” Gi Za said as he looked harshly at Pale.


  “Unfortunately, it is far from enough. Moreover, those black tigers originally lived in the forest. It is difficult for them to contest horses on plains,” Pale said.


  With no further rebuttals, Pale turned to Goblin King.


  “Your Majesty should be the one to lead said cavalry,” Pale said.


  The Goblin King could only groan in response, however. It was true that Hal’s riders weren’t enough, but were goblins even really capable of riding horses?


  “…You want us to learn how to ride a horse in three months?” The Goblin King asked.


  “No. We shall do it within one month,” Pale said.


  The Goblin King looked blankly at her for a moment. But when she demanded something so crazy from him, the Goblin King was once again reminded of the weight he carried on his shoulders. It was the Goblin King himself who said that they needed to save the Kushain believers, but that wasn’t purely due to loyalty.


  In truth, the Goblin King did not believe that they could defeat all of humanity with just the goblins alone. As such, he wished to divide the enemy and crush the divided parts. There was a huge difference between crushing a small enemy versus crushing a giant enemy.


  But even a small enemy was already giving the goblins a headache.


  “What about the remaining 2 months then?” the Goblin King asked.


  “I hear monsters can evolve,” Pale said.


  “It’s true,” the Goblin King replied.


  “…I wish to recruit soldiers from each platoon to serve the platoon under your direct command. And then… I want them to go to a certain place,” Pale said.


  Considering her previous question, the Goblin King could tell what it was that she intended to do.


  The Goblin King raised his brows. “Are you…”


  “I will have them conquer a dungeon,” Pale said.


  There was certainly a dungeon like the one Gi Go Amatsuki went through within the territory of the goblins. Pale had already inquired about it, in fact. Being an adventurer, this was the way Pale saw things. If one sought strength, then one should gather a party and go to a dungeon to gather experience. Even though the goblins weren’t humans, she believed it would work for them as well.


  The fact she thought that was proof that she had completely aligned herself with the goblins.


  “What about our defending forces?” The Goblin King asked.


  “We can leave the western region to Lord Gi Ga Rax. It should be fine. As for the south, I will be the one to restrain it. As for the provisioning of the horses, Lord Gi Gi Orudo shall take care of it,” Pale said. “As for you, King of Goblins… You must go to the deepest part of the Fortress of the Abyss.”


  Hearing Pale say something so strange, the Goblin King couldn’t help but be confused. When he realized what it could be, he narrowed his eyes.


  “Did that woman order you?” The Goblin King asked.


  “A divine revelation from a goddess,” Pale replied.


  Beyond the twin-headed snake that watched over the gate, deep within that path said to connect to the underworld itself… That was where Altesia was guiding him.


  “Wait. Although it’s only temporary, the king will still be away. Who’s going to take command during battles!?” Gi Za asked.


  Pale looked at the Goblin King.


  “An obvious question. As such, I would like to push through the reformation of the current military system,” Pale nonchalantly said. “Also, the region inhabited by the monsters is within the territory of Lord Gi Gu Verbena. I would like to designate that position upon completion to Lord Gi Gi.”


  If their numbers were insufficient, then Pale would make up for it by increasing their mobility and making their individual warriors stronger.


  In order to defeat the humans, the goblins needed something they were overwhelmingly good at.


  Even in the Goblin King’s past life, the greatest empires belonged to those with the most mobile forces.


  One such person from ancient times, came from but a small country, and yet he crushed a great enemy, and went eastward to become emperor.


  Another such person, was born to a tribe in the plains, and yet he managed to take over half of the whole world.


  If one can move faster and farther than the enemy, and if he can con focus his attacking power, then the initiative will naturally fall to him.


  No matter which way the Goblin King looked at it, he couldn’t help but agree with Pale.


  After hearing Pale’s opinion, the Goblin King ended the meeting.


  What worried the king most right now was the reformation of the military system. This wasn’t something he could leave to others. He had to do it himself. As a result, the Goblin King spent three days and three nights thinking it through.


   


  Chapter 206 
Underground World


  Although the Goblin King possessed eyes superior to even other goblins in seeing in the dark, he could not see through that darkness.


  When the Goblin King returned to the Fortress of the Abyss, he passed the residential area and moved toward the temple’s domain, passing through even the very gate which the twin headed snake once protected, carrying with him a torch.


  The faint flame in the Goblin King’s hands illuminated the naked path of rocks. Each time the Goblin King raised his torch, Verid in his right arm and the twin-headed snake on his left would throb. It was as if this place was trying to tell him not to bring fire here.


  To that, the Goblin King could only wryly smile. “If you have a problem, then give me another solution.”


  It was simply too difficult to proceed without seeing what’s in front, the Goblin King reasoned as he brazenly continued into the darkness.


  The tribal goblins and the goblin bigwigs were worried about the king going into the deeper parts of the Fortress of the Abyss, but the one to persuade them was surprisingly Kuzan. Although the newcomer, Pale, could persuade the demihumans, she could not do the same for the goblins. After all, Pale once belonged to the defeated faction.


  Kuzan was someone who has received the blessing of the Underworld Goddess, and she herself was a priestess of the twin-headed snake. It was that Kuzan who told the goblins that it was safe. She had earned much respect even within the tribes for being a priestess, and her healing abilities have earned her even more.


  The goblins of the imperial guards, for example, have been saved by her countless times.


  The king was great, but Kuzan was their life’s benefactor. As such, when Pale advised the goblins worrying over the king, they could not just brush it off.


  The Goblin King dressed as if he were about to go to war as he descended into the basement. By his waist was Zweihander and on his shoulder was his spare sword, Flamberge. The Goblin King prioritized mobility and wore a set of leather armor with the Scarlet Speckled Big Bear’s overcoat on top.


  Who knew how many days has already passed as the Goblin King walked through the darkness with only the bare minimum food he would need. Ever since he came into this world as a goblin, the fear of the darkness has long vanished from his heart. Perhaps that was the privilege of someone who was no longer human.


  People feared the dark because they did not know if something could be lurking behind its veil. But as someone who lives in that side, this darkness now instead gently wrapped itself around him, giving him a sense of security.


  “It’s like being embraced by one’s mother,” the Goblin King thought to himself as he wryly smiled.


  It was like the joke of a child. Not something a king would think.


  “Did my heart remain human?”


  The Goblin King continued down the basement, but the air remained tepid. Was that due to a special trait of being a goblin? Or was is it because there was some sort of special mechanism down in the basement. Regardless, the Goblin King could barely notice the change in temperature.


  Monster King.


  It was because he wished to become that that he should lead the goblins and make the other races submit to him.


  That woman…


  “Reshia.”


  He would save Reshia Fell Zeal, make the world his, and carve his name upon the annals of history. The fact that he had to antagonize the world to save her was no more than a convenient accident.


  The deep black of the dark silenced even sound itself.


  According to his senses, the Goblin King believed that he had already walked about half a day’s distance. He has been chewing on his food supply while walking without rest the whole time, so his sense of time was hazy.


  It was as if he was walking through a fog. The walls illuminated by the faint flame of his torch looked the same no matter how far he went.


  But even then, the Goblin King walked onward.


  He had to.


  Ahead was the underworld. The Goblin King believed that and that belief in turn supported him.


  One step. Another step. And another…


  The Goblin King walked wholeheartedly like a traveller on a long journey.


  “…Hmm?”


  Then a faint light other than his torch came to view.


  The Goblin King didn’t think that he’d found the exit.


  But as the light gradually grew stronger, the Goblin King put down his torch.


  When the Goblin King passed through the tunnel, what appeared before him left him in disbelief.


  “This is…”


  The faint light pouring from the Goblin King’s head illuminated the area, revealing a vast room with a distance of about 60 meters to the ceiling and a depth of about 500 meters.


  It was hard to see what lay deeper in for pillars stood in disorderly fashion blocking the rest from view.


  The stone walls have been eroded terribly, but they were arranged in such a way that it was impossible for them to have been made by nature.


  Like a limestone cavern, many giant pillars could be seen erected from the ground toward the ceiling. On each and every one could be seen the image of something that could not be likened to man. Each and every one of those figures held up a battered shield and a sharpened sword.


  “This is just like…”


  The giants, the Goblin King muttered as he thought back to the myths that Reshia once spoke of.


   


  “The old gods thanked the new gods and returned to their respective realms as they chose to stop fighting and live quietly.”


  The same was true for the lives they gave birth to.


  The elves chose the mysterious water and forest.


  The demihumans that lived in the plains chose the grassy meadows and the deep forest.


  The dragons chose the tall mountain ranges.


  The giants chose to live underground.


  “You’re telling me these are giants?”


  The giants born from the gods of starfaring vanished from the surface and chose to live underground. They’re probably a different race from the mindless giant (Gigantopitecus) that Gi Zu once met.


  A closer look at the images of the giants showed 4 eyes that dazzled like gems lined up on what seemed to be its head. It wasn’t possible to pluck them out and take a closer look but they were probably actual gems, in fact. They looked somewhat similar to humans, but there were those among them with 3 or 4 arms. And there were even those with scales growing all over their body. They were probably about 3 times bigger than the ogres too. They were truly giants.


  As the Goblin King admired the spectacles, he walked between the right stone columns. The Goblin King did not know who it was that made this giant construct, but regardless, the Goblin king believed that that person deserved respect. The giant images, or rather statues, were so exquisitely made that they actually seemed alive. Not once had the Goblin King seen such lifelike structures of giants until now.


  When the Goblin King passed the right columns, light reflected before the king. When he turned his sight, he noticed that it was the brilliance from the gem eyes of the giant statue.


  The Goblin King stopped and looked up at the giant. What caught his interest was the strange glimmer in those red jewels. The direction of the light should have been fixed, but for some reason, it seemed to be reflecting straight for the king’s line of sight.


  “…What’s going on?”


  It was as if the gems were specifically trying to illuminate the king himself.


  As the Goblin King muttered out his question, he reached for zweihander.


  “…Who are you?”


  A voice that seemed to reverberate from the very depths of the earth reached the king’s ears. The statue of the giant before him shook a little, then creaking sounds resounded from the right pillars.


  “Small one, who is neither man nor beast…


  The jewels sparkled several times. They seemed to be some sort of sign or perhaps the giant was simply looking at him, but either way, it couldn’t have simply been the Goblin King’s imagination.


  “You shan’t go further.”


  The Goblin King couldn’t hide his shock when the statue first spoke, but now, he was starting to regain calm. But when he thought about how all the statues here could possibly be giants, he couldn’t help but shiver as he wondered how many giants could be hiding here in this section.


  The Goblin King looked up at the talking giant.


  “I… Have business up ahead!” The Goblin King boldly declared as he puffed out his chest.


  “Past here… Lies the underworld… Dark and vast… The world of the dead… That is not a place… you should tread.”


  “That world’s master is calling me.”


  “The master of the underworld… Master… Ohh, hateful goddess of the underworld, Atesia. Noble Altesia. Pitiful goddess of vengeance, Altesia!”


  The giant spoke in a way that seemed to be both crying and reciting.


  “Only the dead… May go to their world…”


  The giant moved a little from the stone pillar and his head turned to the Goblin King.


  “If that… which is not dead… were to go there… then he too shall become… dead.”


  “Unfortunately, I have something that needs doing even if means gambling with death.”


  The number of lives that the Goblin King carried on his two shoulders could no longer be counted. Perhaps it was even they, who valued their lives, who led him.


  As the Goblin King boldly announced that, he went deeper in. The giant looked at the small back moving away and stirred a little.


  “Hateful Altesia… We lay in slumber now… But one day… We shall enter… the underworld…”


  The giant spoke no more and silence returned to the pillars.


  As the Goblin King passed the giants and walked further in, the tunnel in which darkness ruled returned.


  The darkness within it was even greater than before.


  When the Goblin King passed it, the gigantic remnants of rotten armor appeared before the Goblin King. It was as if a great war had occurred here and scattered them. On the other hand, the armor seemed to be the right size for the giants. A giant sword whose blade was chipped. A bent unusable shield made out of unknown material. A spear with a chipped spearhead.


  When the Goblin King passed all those, he knew he was close.


  Before the king was a giant door he could only look up at. A gate might be better suited to describe it than a door. It extended so high up abve that when he looked up only darkness could be seen. It was so majestic that he wouldn’t doubt it if he were told this was the gate to the underworld.


  But as grand as the gate was, what really assured the king that he was close was none other than the giant snake coiled around the gate. It was small compared to the gate, but it was still a giant snake. Scales could be seen standing up along its back like a cockscomb and there even seemed to be a mane. ON its dark brown speckles and blackish brown vertical stripes were countless scars.


  “State your business.”


  When the giant snake opened its eyes, the words it uttered weighed heavily upon the Goblin King’s shoulders. It was as if the very words themselves had a force of gravity to them.


  “I have business with the underworld’s master!” The Goblin King boldly declared.


  The giant snake narrowed its eyes. “You don’t strike me as a dog sent by the giants, but…”


  As the giant snake raised up its head, pressure from the wind rose up a little.


  “…Verid and Bedydia… You’re here too?”


  The giant snake smiled as it opened its mouth. Fangs that could crush boulders could be seen closely packed inside its mouth.


  “Is it… time?”


  The giant snake wasn’t talking to the Goblin King but to Verid, who was inside him.


  “No, Perseval. We are only here at the master’s behest. We are here to have this one receive his blessing.”


  The earth devouring snake, Perseval, looked suspiciously at the Goblin King, and the Goblin King in turn looked suspiciously at his right arm, where Verid was, but without any response, he could only look back up at the giant snake.


  The giant snake stared at the Goblin King for a while, then he smiled. That expression stank very much like human.


  “…Very well. As one one whom Verid has entered and Bedydia has entrusted his will, I shan’t object to it, you who leads the yet small chaos.”


  The earth devouring snake peeked at the king from in front. Its eyes’ hue was a deep blue that looked like a jewel. It was like the color of the deep see.


  “Doth thou seekest power? Though death be thine toll?”


  The snake spoke like a priest would on one’s wedding day, but the Goblin King nodded nevertheless.


  “…I do.”


  Perhaps this was what Altesia had intended, the Goblin King thought as he accepted the power that could lead him to death.


  “Then taketh mine power and fulfill our desire.”


  “What is it that you desire?”


  “To let Hekaterina’s (Goddess of Glory and Victory) song resound throughout the land!”


  “So be it! I promise you that with these two hands of mine I will bring a victory so grand even gods would turn!”


  Pleased, the earth devouring snake laughed and bellowed out a great howl That shook the whole underground world. In the next moment, the earth devouring snak bit its own flesh and sprinkled its own blood upon the Goblin King.


  Smoke sizzled out of the Goblin King as he looked around him.


  “Feel free to take the giants’ treasure there for yourself.”


  There were several sparkling treasures around the place where the giant snake had coiled itself, but there were far too many things that the Goblin King could not carry with him.


  Out of that pile, the Goblin King pulled out one weapon.


  “The Guardian Sword of the Giants, Titan Dagger, huh? A fitting weapon for you weaklings.”


  “I will keep my promise. You just wait here.”


  “Well said. Now then, it’s a bit too early for you to be coming here. Go! Go forth and run! Run and return to the surface from whence you came!”


  The Goblin King walked back the way he came and went back up to the surface.


  “I hope you become a crack upon the world.”


  After the Goblin King left , the armored giant that exited the pillar appeared before the earth devouring snake.


  “Did you awake from your slumber because you sensed I was hurt? What a troublesome curse.”


  “We… will be the sword… of vengeance… that shall avenge our ancestors!”


  In the world beneath the ground, after the Goblin King left, a battle that would be spoken of in myths was unfolding.
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  Skill: Supreme Ruler of the Demon Children of Chaos (Previously Ruler of the Demon Children of Chaos)


  —Charm towards tribal goblins (HIGH) (No changes from previous level.)


  —The abilities of goblins under your rule are increased. (HIGH) (Previously just MEDIUM)


  —The effect of the charm on a subordinate will wear off upon their death unless the goblin is an adherent. (No changes)


   


  Skill: Road of the Supreme King (Previously Dominator)


  —Increases the maximum population that can be ruled (EXTREMELY HIGH). (Previously just HIGH)


  —Charm toward species other than goblins (MEDIUM). (Previously just LOW)


  —Directives to those directly under you are absolute. (No changes)


   


  Skill: The High King’s Oath (Probably an evolved version of the King’s Dance at the Edge of Death, which previously just dealt x2 damage of one’s incurred damage toward an enemy.)


  —Can use the ether of the underworld in exchange for ensured damage to oneself.


  —Strength, Agility, Ether Capacity, and Physical Defense are greatly increased (EXTREMELY HIGH) but healing skills will no longer be able to heal oneself.


   


  Skill: Sacred Favor of the underworld Goddess) (Previously just blessing of the underworld goddess)


  —Charm toward those who have received her divine protection (HIGH). (Previously MEDIUM)


  —Hate from those with the light attribute (MEDIUM). (Previously LOW)


  —Charm toward those with the darkness attribute (MEDIUM). (Previously Low)


   


  Abnormal Status: Earth-Devouring Snake’s Blessing


  —All other blessings are strengthened.


   


  Abnormal Status: Blessing of the one-eyed snake


  —Stamina regeneration (HIGH). (Previously MEDIUM)


  —Ether is easier to control. (No change)


   


  Abnormal Status: Protection of the Twin-Headed Snake


  —Stamina regeneration while fighting in the Fortress of the Abyss (EXTREMELY HIGH). (Previously just HIGH).


  —Stamina regeneration while fighting in the Forest of Darkness (HIGH). (Previously MEDIUM according to the author, but V2 Skill Summary says LOW. Was there another level up somewhere?)


  —The growth rate of the goblins under your leadership is increased (MEDIUM). (Previously just LOW)


   


  Skill: Favor of the Sealed War God (Same name as before)


  —Defense, physical strength, and ether will all be raised when leading an army (HIGH). (Previously had no rating.)


  —One’s instinct is now more accurate when looking around the battlefield. (No changes)


   


  Item: Titan Dagger


  —A dagger used by a giant in ancient times as a defensive weapon. To other races, it looks like a great sword.


   


  Chapter 207 
The Distance Until the Battlefield


  The merchant country of Pena was buzzing over a certain topic.


  The clan leader of the red King, Archduke Brandika, was to be wedded to the queen, Raksha El Pena. The queen was turning 19 and the brave and renowned archduke sought her hand in marriage. Although the elder council, which was the body responsible for making decisions in Pena, was still deliberating the topic, the people couldn’t help but talk about it.


  “It hasn’t even been long since her late fiancé Lord Aizas passed…”


  “But the situation in the north isn’t looking good. And I hear the Red King Clan is bigger than all of the clans in Tortoki combined.”


  By the stalls of the marketplace, which was said to be an oasis for womenfolk, in the houses of the people of Pena, along the streets, in the bar, regardless of where it was, there was only one topic on everyone’s mind.


  The wedding of the queen.


  Queen Raksha was popular among the people. Her grace and beauty have often led people to describe her as the flower of the desert. Although she wasn’t as popular as Saint Mira, she still had plenty of influence.


  The only reason the people weren’t completely against the marriage with Archduke Brandika was because of the great influence of the Red King. Ever since the tactician of the Red King, Carlion, fainted, Brandika decided that he would be the one to decide their policies. At that, he gradually extended his influence toward the core of Pena.


  In order to acquire Pena, the first thing Brandika did was to control the economy.


  The Red King gradually extended their influence over the escorts of the merchants passing through the desert, the resources taken from the monsters, and the transport of goods.


  The merchant country of Pena got its taxes mostly from trade. The merchants would give money to the country under the pretense of giving support in order to increase their profits. A percent of those profits would then be taken as tax and would be used to finance Pena’s treasury.


  The guards used to escort the merchants crossing the desert were mostly adventurers. Until now, Pena has made several clans compete for the job and never relied on a single clan to prevent them from having too much power over them. Unfortunately, the Red King went beyond their expectations.


  The clans supported by the Red King proactively took the escort jobs, while shutting out the other clans. At the same time, the Red King also promised to accept them if they submitted to them. Should they forcefully try to resist, however, they wouldn’t hesitate to use violence.


  The reason they were able to do something like that was because of the decline of the Blue Knight and the great influence of the Red King’s Elrain Kingdom and Fatina. The grain-producing region of Fatina was also the supply center for the south. And that too was under the control of the Red King.


  The Red King once stopped the flow of grain to Pena, but they immediately restored it.


  It didn’t do much, but as far as threats threats went, it was quite successful.


  Humans can’t live without food, so holding the source of food in their hands was the same as them holding their lives.


  The other reason was Elrain Kingdom. Normally, a guild doing something as crazy as what the Red King was doing now, would be in breach of the guild rules. After all, the guild was supposedly a place to introduce work to the adventurers. And yet the Red King was preventing others from finding work. That was a clear breach of purpose.


  But Brandika was able to avoid that by ordering Elrain Kingdom to get rid of the annoying clans. Elrain Kingdom would tell the guild to remove the clans, and the guild would obey. By taking advantage of the kingdom’s authority, the Red King was able to expel the annoying clans and buy time to strengthen their foundation.


  “There seems to be a lot of resistance,” one of the Red King’s top brass, the old enchanter, Grave, said.


  Brandika, who was sitting upon the throne, fearlessly laughed. “There’s no smoke where there’s no fire. At least, so long as no one starts one, anyway.”


  “Most of the clans in Tortoki have already submitted.”


  The labyrinth city state of Tortoki got its money mostly from the clans and the adventurers. They would sell the precious treasures taken from the labyrinths and sell them for a high price to various countries. With most of the adventurers having submitted to the Red King, the Red King now had enough influence to occupy a part of the Labyrinth.


  “With this we have taken control of the economy. But there’s another move I’d like to play if possible,” Grave said.


  Since Brandika had forcefully ordered Carlion to rest, he appointed Grave to be in charge of the diplomacy.


  Currently, he was the one negotiating between the Red King and Pena.


  “Just get more people from Elrain Kingdom.”


  Ever since the management of the country was left to Brandika, he has been doing things by force.


  In order to purge the law, he cut the head of the top bureaucrat and executed all those who accepted bribes. As a result, he was able to both strike fear in the heart of the civil officials and eliminate the suspicious movements of the nobles toward the insurrection of the prince.


  He seized properties to supplement the national treasury, allowing Elrain Kingdom to finally begin recovering from its poor financial situation. And even in the taxes of the grain producing region of Fatina, Brandika applied the same philosophy of getting the best results with the least sacrifices.


  If the might of an army were to be explained in a few words, then the might of an army was numbers. Of course, quality also had to be maintained, but without the numbers, quality was bound to decline.


  The path of the king was to gradually increase his forces numbers while maintaining that balance between number and quality, but Brandika held absolute faith in his ability to unify people. Hence, he gathered people from other clans and made other clans submit to him in order to increase the number and quality of his forces at the same time.


  The Red King even limited the maintenance of the public order as he ordered the army of Elrain Kingdom to focus their strength on foreign campaigns.


  “…Won’t our step be shaken?” Grave asked.


  “If a doll is dancing, then there must be a puppeteer at the end of the thread,” Brandika replied.


  “I see. Perhaps we could use that against Pena.”


  “I wouldn’t mind it if the puppeteer changed sides too.”


  “I’ll think about it.”


  Although there were ups and downs in the quality of the bureaucrats leading the country, their abilities were by no means bad. Normal farmers couldn’t read, but they could and they could even do math on top of that. In that sense, they were quite useful.


  The Red King used Elrain Kingdom as fertilizer to expand itself.


  After Brandika saw Grave off, he opened the windows, and the desert wind blew against him.


  His red hair fluttered in the wind like a lion’s mane as he narrowed his eyes.


  “Just wait a little bit more, Carlion. It’ll be over soon.”


  A fierce smile appeared on his lips as Carlion sought to gain even more power.


   


  It has been two months since Cultidian has holed up inside its castle and Germion Kingdom’s Sivara the Ripper Knight surrounded them. They have been saving up their food, so there was still plenty of food left to go. They also had their walls, so their siege weapons were still in good condition. Also, due to the faith of the people, they were still willing to fight. In fact, the people believed in the teachings of Kushain and in Saint Mira so much that they wouldn’t mind becoming soldiers themselves.


  Sivara knew that, so he immediately gave up on the idea of forcing their way through. King Ashtal had informed him in private that Cultidian would belong to him the moment it fell. Sivara hated needless blood shed, so even if Cultidian did capitulate immediately, he wouldn’t persecute the Kushain believers.


  “Young master! The ballistae are ready,” said an old instructor whom Sivara had brought here from the region.


  Sivara nodded with a wry smile. “Good. But let’s wait for a while.”


  “Haa?”


  As Sivara said that, he wielded his bow with one hand and rode his hipparion toward the castle walls.


  “Y-Young master! It’s dangerous!”


  The old instructor chased after him in a panic, but then Sivara spoke in a loud voice.


  “I am Sivara Bandier! Pass this to her holiness!”


  Sivara pulled on the bowstring that had been tightened by three people [1] and shot his arrow above the castle walls. The arrow cut the wind as it fell and pierced the castle walls.


  “Sivara!? Isn’t that the enemy supreme commander!?”


  “Is he the real thing?”


  The arrow had pierced the upper part of the castle walls, which was near the commander in charge. The situation was chaotic, but the commander in charge ordered to shoot at Sivara anyway, and a volley of arrows rained from the castle walls, only for Sivara to calmly turn heel and go back to his camp.


  “Young master! You can’t be so reckless!”


  Sivara wryly smiled as he listened to his old tutor’s sermon. Eventually, the old tutor realized something and asked him a question.


  “What message did you send them?” The old tutor asked.


  Sivara wryly smiled upon seeing how good the old tutor’s eyes were. “I asked her holiness to surrender.”


  “Ohh! As expected of you, young master, it seems you have grown quite a bit. And here I thought for sure you were just playing around.”


  “Please. Even I can think properly from time to time.”


  “If only your father could’ve seen this, he would’ve surely, surely! …Now, then! Please give the order to shoot the ballistae!”


  One moment shedding tears, the next moment full of vitality as the old tutor petitioned him to give the order to shoot.


  “About that… Let’s wait a bit more,” Sivara said with a yawn as he listened to the old tutor’s scolding and felt the wind passing through the meadows.


  It was the commander nearby who found Sivara’s arrow. He was quite shaken by the power behind that arrow, which was enough to make it stick into the stone wall. As frightened as he was, however, he still left the walls to his aide and took the letter attached to the arrow to Mira.


  Although he wasn’t doing this because he wished to obey Sivara’s orders, he still brought it to Saint Mira.


  Mira was in the middle of a war conical at the time, but she gave him permission to report.


  “The enemy general has sent a letter!” The commander said.


  “Thank you,” Mira replied.


  The commander triumphantly returned to the post after having been given the opportunity to have an audience with Mira, but when Mira saw the contents of the letter, she couldn’t help but chuckle. The generals present in the war council were puzzled, but she then handed the letter to Vilan Do Zul, who immediately frowned upon seeing the contents. A rare case considering he was usually expressionless. Vilan passed the letter to the general next to him.


  “Oh my beautiful Mira Vi Burnen… Why! T-This is a love letter!” The old commander exclaimed as he slammed the letter into the table and flushed beet red in anger.


  “It seems the enemy commander is quite the interesting individual,” Mira said.


  Those remarks of hers that suggested she was not as dissatisfied as others would believe left the generals groaning in anger. To the old generals, Mira held two identities, both of which deserved respect. One was that of their matriarch and the other was that of the saint. They saw her as if she was their beloved daughter.


  The next day.


  Sivara approached the castle walls on hipparionback to receive his reply, but for some reason, arrows rained ever more fiercely than yesterday. On top of that, the people atop the walls were jeering at him.


  “Young master! They seem even more aggressive today!” His old tutor exclaimed.


  “Strange… Was my demand for a surrender too effective?”


  “A strong foe that can sharpen one’s blade is hard to come by. Now! Please give the order to shoot!”


  As of this time, Cultidian and Sivara’s forces have yet to clash properly. Both sides were still feeling each other out.


   


  When the goblins saw the Goblin King return from the depths of the Fortress of the Abyss, they all heaved a sigh of relief and prostrated themselves in awe. To the Goblin King it seemed as if only a few days had passed, but in truth, it had already been 2 months.


  Gathered in that place was Gi Ga Rax the knight calls, Hal of Paradua, Gi Be the one armed who managed to evolve into a noble class, and Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King.


  “You’ve returned safely, my king,” Gi Ga Rax knelt and bowed his head as the king appeared from the shadows.


  It was as if the very shadows had gathered together and been born. That was the impression Gi Ga got from the king.


  Although the Goblin King was only about 2 meters tall, but compared to when he was but a king class, the lone horn extending from his forehead stood up against the heavens, almost as if seeking to oppose its will; beside it were two more horns like those of a bull.


  The Goblin King’s skin was now also much closer to that of a monster beast than that of a goblin, being covered with short black body hair. His mouth was like that of a snake, sticking out from time to time.


  The fangs that could be seen within were enormous like a saw of some sort. Especially, for his canine teeth, which were conspicuously big. The Goblin King’s muscles hadn’t particularly grown compared to when he was a mere king class, but they were much denser now. In fact, they seemed so condensed that they could burst at any time.


  Black hair extended from his head to his back, all the way to the tip of his tail like a cockscomb. On his feet that firmly stepped upon the ground were strong claws that clawed at the ground.


  The Goblin King’s eyes that hadn’t seen the light of day in a while seemed to be a deeper crimson than even that of blood. On his arms were countless proofs of being a servant of the gods. What was most eye-catching of all, however, was the golden body hair that coiled around him from his waist to his neck. It was as if a snake had coiled itself around him.


  The black body hair reaching out from under his chin was like a beard that gave dignity to the king, and the tail behind the king gave a strong image to the goblins as the king spoke.


  When the king spoke, the very souls of the goblins stirred.


  “Nothing has changed, I take it?”


  An elven warrior appeared before the dignified king. He ran here to report the situation without even bothering to dust himself off. On his blue silver steel armor were countless scars owing to the lack of time for maintenance.


  “A message from Pale,” Felbi said with an uncouth smile. “She says she’ll be waiting at the colonial city.”


  The Goblin King nodded and gave orders to the goblins, starting with Gi Ga.


  Behind Gi Ga were all rare goblins, so the Goblin King knew that Pale had succeeded in her plans to conquer a dungeon.


  “Proud and strong warriors who stand before me! The time has come! This time the song of victory shall sound for us all!”


  At the Goblin King’s bellows, Gi Ga Rax and the rest of the goblins raised up their weapons and howled back.


  * * *


  When the Goblin King arrived at the colonial city, the tactician, Pale, and the leader of the monster army, Gi Gi Orudo, welcomed him.


  “It is good to see that you returned safely,” Pale said with that ever cold expression of hers to which the Goblin King nodded generously


  “These are monsters that Lord Gi Gi caught,” Pale gave a simple explanation, then Gi Gi himself stepped forward.


  “We caught a satiable monster for you, Your Majesty. It’s an andoryu sarkus, a dreadful carnivorous horse,” Gi Gi said proudly.


  When the Goblin King saw the monster beast, he was shocked.


  The monster was two heads bigger than the king and had four powerful legs. It was covered in brown hair everywhere except fo its hooves which were covered with red hair. But what was most different compared to a normal horse was the head at the end of its long neck. On its head was only one eye and a giant mouth torn mouth from which saw-like teeth could be seen.


  The monster steed violently shook its head, making it seem as if even the bridle itself would break. It seemed as if it would even eats its rider where he to ever let his guard down around it.


  “Gi Gi… Can this monster be ridden?” The Goblin King found himself asking.


  “It might not be possible for the others, but I’m sure you’ll be able to, Your Majesty,” Gi Gi said.


  In other words, the other monsters could not accommodate him, the Goblin King thought.


  “You have one month. Please do become able to ride it,” Pale said calmly as she looked at the other goblins as well.


  The dreadful carnivorous horses were also given to other goblins whose classes were above noble, while a hipparion, a three-eyed wild horse, was given to the rest.


  The dreadful carnivorous horse that was given to the king was even bigger than normal, so the Goblin King couldn’t help but groan a little when it was suddenly pushed to him.


  “I have to return to the front lines,” Pale said hesitatingly.


  “Are the humans attacking?” the Goblin King asked.


  “There is movement from the western region and the south, but it’s fine… We won’t lose as long as I’m around,” Pale gallantly turned heel and excused herself from the king’s presence.


  The remaining 400 goblins along with the Goblin King began their own harsh battle of learning how to ride.


   


  Chapter 208 
The Map Drawn by the Tacticians


  The forces of Germion Kingdom that had gathered at the western region started advancing west at the behest of the king.


  To the goblins that was an act of war from a great nation, and word of it was immediately brought before Pale Symphoria, who has received the divine protection of the goddess of vengeance. It was for this reason that she used the remnants of the Elks Clan to create a net of intelligence gatherers in the east and the south. With them, even if Pale herself might be in the western capital, she knew everything about the enemy armies, down to the food they ate.


  As such, it came as no surprise to her that Germion Kingdom chose to attack. The Red King had driven the Goblin King out of the lands of the Old Ashunasan Alliance, and although the Kushain Believers continued to hole up within Cultidian yet, they were basically out of the game. As such, to Germion Kingdom, this was the same as breaking free from the yokes of the southern region that once bound them.


  The rising giant to the east, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, was Germion Kingdom’s ally, but it was a shaky relationship at best. Based on the movements of the various countries, it was likely that Germion Kingdom had made a contract with the Red King. Finally, it has been reported that the northern bandits have been dealt with.


  From the results brought by the Storm Knight’s successor, it could be said that Lili Aureya, a descendant of the tribe of cursed swords, was not an incompetent person. The fame of the warrior maiden whose red hair fluttered in the snowy battlefield of the north spread far and wide throughout the region. In fact, she was well known even in the capital.


  She who had been bestowed by King Ashtal the Vashinant as proof of her status as holy knight was not looked so favorably upon in the kingdom, but now her name dazzled brightly as a young holy knight. And the kingdom itself which was surrounded by three forces when the goblins conquered the west now only had one enemy left.


  Compared to their situation, the goblins were clearly suffering.


  Germion Kingdom, which boasted a powerful army, threatened them from the east, while a great country was trying to give birth to itself in the south, consisting of Elrain Kingdom, Pena, Tortoki, and even a portion of the former Kushain Believers’ territory. Within that was Pale’s sworn enemy, the Red King.


  It was a country that could be equivalent to two Germion Kingdoms, although a part of its territory was indeed a desert, but even then their wealth could no doubt match the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s.


  * * *


  With the charisma of Archduke Brandika Rual Fatina holding them together, various great people have gathered around him including Carlion the genius tactician, Grave the Old Enchanter, Saldin the Vanguard Commander, Cell the Sword Dancer, and Shunrai the Scimitar Swordsman. As guild leader to a coalition of many clans, Archduke Brandika’s position even within Elrain Kingdom was firm.


  To make things even better, his engagement with Queen Rashka was announced just a few days ago, and Pena itself has declared that they would be working with the Red King. Even though the Red King had grown so quickly in such a short period of time, the various surrounding countries had no choice but to allow them to rise.


  The Red King may have spent 10 years in the east building their foundations, but that meant little when within a span of one year they were able to turn themselves into a force that could compete with a giant like the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. It was a feat that would’ve surely been laughed off otherwise as nothing more than foolery. Even if the people saying it were the very same ones who took over the free cities. It was the sort of feat that would surely be the first and the last of its kind.


  Well, at the very least, such a thing has never been done before in history. The map of the kingdom drawn by the genius tactician dazzled as brilliantly with glory as it flowed with blood.


  “And that’s precisely why I can see their weakness.”


  Pale smiled coldly as her thoughts overlapped with the map before her.


  The Red King was putting all of its efforts into intelligence. It was to the point that even Pale found it difficult to gather information about them.


  Pale’s thoughts brought her to King Ashtal of Germion Kingdom.


  What was his next move?


  Queen Raksha’s engagement was bound to have an effect on the surrounding countries.


  Was King Ashtal at ease because he’s formed an alliance with the Red King? Or perhaps he feels more threatened than ever?


  Pale believed it was surely the latter, for the holy knights who participated in the battle would have surely informed the king of the events that transpired in it.


  King Ashtal was not particularly brilliant, but it was precisely because of that that he should have realized that the Red King grew due to the genius tactician manipulating enemies and allies alike to fight each other and profit off of them. And once he realizes that a delicious prey has already been conveniently placed before him – What else but the goblins? His bitter enemies. – he would’ve surely shuddered in fright.


  King Ashtal’s achievements may not seem much compared to the genius tactician’s or the Red King’s, but his record could be described as consistent. That was the sort of man King Ashtal was, Pale believed.


   


  If so, then what would the consistent King Ashtal do?


  Would he accept his old age, allow his children to take precedence, and while carrying his only grandchild in his arm, bow before the Red King?


  —No.


  A royal family that has been ruling for 6 generations will not so easily yield. At the very least, they would seek to maintain equilibrium. As such, King Ashtal is most likely to choose to preserve his army while whittling down the Red King’s forces.


  But how?


  The answer was right before his eyes. The goblins who have conquered the western region and were driven out from the south by the Red King. King Ashtal could attack the goblins with the Red King, but instead of dutifully fighting, instead make the Red King fight the goblins, while sitting behind as mere spectators.


  Either way, both of their enemy’s forces will be weakened.


  It’s curious what the Red King is thinking, but based on their movements in the south, the Red King has already accepted their proposal. If so, then the real enemy was not Germion Kingdom to the east, but the Red King to the south. Germion Kingdom will probably only watch from the sidelines as the Red King and the goblins kill each other.


  Germion Kingdom’s army was in a tight knit formation and was barely moving. And although it has sent scouts to every direction and was extremely cautious of the goblins, after taking camp half a days’ distance from the fortresses of Germion Kingdom, they have shown no signs of attacking. This was within Pale’s predictions.


  Pale had no way of knowing what the Goblin King gained underground.


  But what she did know was that he came 2 months later just as she told him and was now doing his best to learn to ride. As such, she had to fulfill her end of the bargain.


  Pale left the room where the map was and called for a war council with the various generals protecting the western region.


  “We will restrain the army of Germion Kingdom.”


  Within the war council were the humans: Zaurosh of the Leon Heart Clan, the former slave siblings Shumea and Yoshu, and Yustia of the Snow Demon tribe; the demihumans: Mido of the Werewolves (Fang Tribe), Tanita of the Rizalat, Luther of the Papirsag, Tianos of the Centaurs, and Kerodotos of the Minotaurs; the goblins Gi Gu Verbena who ruled a portion of the south and Gi Jii Yubu the Battle Demon.


  Felbi and the elven warriors were, of course, also present.


  Pale gave a simple explanation of the situation, then she designated each leader to their respective roles.


  “You seem confident. Everything is going to turn out well, right?” Shumea asked.


  “Just as a swordsman bets his life upon his sword, I bet my life upon my plans. Have you ever hesitated to swing your sword in the middle of combat?” Pale replied.


  Her response was so skillfully executed that Shumea was left wide-eyed.


  She could only wryly smile as she raised her two hands and said, “Alright. You win.”


  After that Pale continued the explanations.


  As everyone came to understand the plans, everyone went their own ways.


  Pale herself went with the elven warriors and advanced near Germion Kingdom’s army.


  Pale watched the enemy camp from afar.


  “Now, I will paint over it all.”


  Entranced be the goddess of vengeance, the great tactician smiled.


  * * *


  King Ashtal knew this was nothing more than a diversion, but he still wasn’t about to hold back. Gulland and Sivara have surrounded Cultidian in the south. It wasn’t strange for a giant city like Cultidian with a population of 30,000 to need a year or two to be defeated in a castle siege.


  Germion Kingdom had that much leeway in their economy, and it was worth it if it meant acquiring the rich southern lands. The one thing King Ashtal did not expect, however, was the Red King.


  The contents of Gulland’s report were terrifying.


  They coldly made use of ally and foe alike to build up the existence that was the Red King.


  “That brat…”


  Carlion the Genius Tactician’s great insight… With the great charisma of Brandika at the center, it was as if there was a tornado sucking everything in without distinction in an attempt to draw a great painting. Elrain Kingdom, the Kushain believers, the goblins, and perhaps even Germion kingdom itself. Everything was being sucked in.


  That was the legend of a country’s birth.


  A pipe dream once accomplished by his own predecessors.


  As one who has heard of the tales of the heroes a long time ago himself, it was something that King Ashtal too yearned for. If King Ashtal were a little younger and weren’t burdened with his throne, then perhaps he would have joined their cause.


  But King Ashtal was the wise and great king of Germion Kingdom. Though old, the pride of being the conquerer of the western part of the continent and the responsibility to the people burdened his two shoulders. He was not in a position to yield.


  The sudden rise of the Red King was a threat to the existing countries.


  Already, a messenger has been sent to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, asking for a nonaggression pact and urging the completion of an alliance. A messenger has even been sent to Pena.


  King Ashtal sent the messenger under the pretense that he was doing so to congratulate them for their recent engagement. If he wished to whittle away at the enemy’s forces, then he needed a colluder from within their ranks. Such a group was bound to be within Pena, a group that was against the Red King. He needed to light that flame.


  He would send a messenger telling them he wished to mend relationships and support them.


  They didn’t need to start a civil war.


  There was an enemy in the western region. As long as they went after the goblins and fought them, that was enough. Which is why even King Ashtal didn’t care if they themselves won, so long as they did not lose any men.


  They would cause small skirmishes with the goblins to occur one after another, making it seem as if they were fighting hard.


  It would hurt his pride if this were to be an actual expedition, so the army this time was mostly made up of adventurers.


  “For as long as I live, I shall not lose.”


  A cold winter filled those aging eyes as King Ashtal looked toward the south.


  * * *


  The elder council that was the decision-making body of Pena was also known as the den of the old fox monsters. It is said that they are the sort of people who would sell off their own kin to protect their profit.


  There was no word more fitting to describe them than the word ‘merchant’.


  They would sell anything if it turned over a profit. But as much as possible, they would sell high, as that was needed to ensure their profits and their lives.


  Following that logic, their current most valued possession was none other than Pena itself, namely, Queen Raksha.


  “There’s no helping it anymore, now that word has spread this far,” one of the elders said with a sigh.


  The announcement of Queen Rashka and Brandika’s wedding was a surprise even to the elder council. But surprises weren’t anything unusual.


  “Let’s add a condition,” one of the elders suggested. “We can accept the engagement with Queen Rashka, but they must provide an achievement that would convince the people.”


  Accepting the first offer would make them a failure as merchants. Instead, they would haggle with the customer and see how high they could raise the price. That too would show how skilled they were as merchants.


  “They could take over the Labyrinth City of Tortoki or they could subjugate the goblins.”


  The last battle between the Blue Knights and the goblins have left the people of Pena in great shock.


  The knight families, of course, but regardless whether one was for it or against it, the very thought of the nightmarish situation wherein monsters gathered together and fought together as a horde stirred up the people.


  And when the people got word that the Blue Knights they were so proud of were knocked down, they were overwhelmed.


  Knight Commander Aizas carried the hopes of the people. The same was true for Allen who succeeded him. Hence, the disappointing results they brought caused more and more people to lament by the day.


  “You’re saying that the people want something new to rely on? Something other than the Blue Knights?”


  When an elder said those words, with Allen absent, the elder council failed to hold back their laughter.


  “When the labyrinth city falls, the trade deals they have will naturally fall on us.”


  There were still labyrinths that haven’t been conquered. In those were not just precious metals but also precious ancient artifacts. It was rare to unearth such things, but the rarer it was the higher the price. If they could grasp that industry, then Pena was sure to make a killing.


  “But wouldn’t Lord Brandika reject that deal?”


  “Then in that case, we still have the Blue Knights. They might be weak now, but they’re still the Blue Knights.”


  “…I see.”


  “But would Allen agree to this?’


  “We’ll have him leave the capital for some time. He won’t refuse if Queen Raksha asks him to go.”


  “I see.”


  As the secret meeting of the elders ended, the wedding of Brandika and Queen Raksha was announced along with the conditions.


  When Brandika heard the conditions, he smiled ferociously and chose to vanquish the goblins.


  At the room that was assigned as the sick room, Carlion lay on one of the beds.


  “It’s almost time.”


  “Yeah. Took some time, though.”


  “Not at all.”


  Ever since Carlion fell sick, Brandika has been making time to visit him even though he was so busy with government affairs. He would only drop by when Carlion was feeling well, but he still couldn’t avoid seeing Carlion grow thinner by the day. Still, he never talked about it and simply talked about random things like food, war, women, and then he would leave.


  This time was an exception, however, as it was at this moment that the Red King has finally become the true ruler of the south. As such, Brandika intentionally brought up the bloody topic of politics. This was the painting Carlion drew with his own life. At long last, the throne was within their grasp.


  “…Are you anxious, my king?”


  “…Are you kidding? I’m the man who will become king.”


  Brandika smiled, but his hands were shaking a little.


  “My heart won’t stop beating. I’m going to have my own country now… It’s always been a dream of mine ever since I was a brat. At long last, that dream is within reach. And all of this is because of you.”


  Brandika fell silent for a moment and averted his gaze.


  “Sorry… I don’t have anything to repay you with.”


  “…No, Your Majesty. You’ve paid me enough. You showed me a good dream.”


  When Brandika saw Carlion’s transparent smile, he forced out a sigh.


  “I suppose I’ll never win against you.”


  “You jest.”


  “I’m going, Carlion.”


  “The fortunes of war be with you, my king.”


  Like that the Red King’s armies headed for Pena.


   


  Chapter 209 
The Fall of Pena


  Negotiations between the Red King and Pena were conducted in a town called Kaluan, which was situated a day’s distance from the capital. They discussed various things such as Queen Raksha’s marriage, cooperation in battle, whether Brandika would be interfering in their politics or not… etc. This meeting was meant to establish the framework of their cooperation.


  On the way back from the meeting…


  Brandika and the elder council made a bold display of their relationship as they want back on the main road. Brandika and one of the elders of Pena were having a pleasant discussion. They had 10 soldiers for their escort. These men were provided by Pena and were the leasts number of guards they could afford to give.


  Suddenly, a group of men appeared before Brandika.


  “BRANDIKaAAA!!”


  The men yelled angrily and pulled out daggers and swords. In the blink of an eye, the area turned into a noisy exchange of yells. Surprised, the guards were taken down before they could react and several of the assailants were taken down by Brandika’s fist.


  The clan leader of the clan coalition, Brandika, was indeed strong. Seeing him take down his assailants aloofly with only his fists greatly encouraged the guards and they soon forced the assailants to retreat.


  “T-Thankfully you’re safe,” the elder said with a smile of adulation.


  Brandika glanced at him and grabbed the jewel by his chest. It’s the tool often used by adventurers to inform their friends of their location when they’re in an emergency, but the number of people that could understand its purpose were few. Brandika looked coldly at the elder he was happily talking to awhile ago, then he ordered the adventurers that came to help escort them. Brandika didn’t say another word until they got to the outer part of town.


  “A-Archduke”


  Brandika ignored the panicking elder, then he went to the outer part of town where the camp of the Red King was and gave orders as he would in battle.


  “A-Archduke, please wait!”


  The elder seemed to know what was about to happen, so he clung to Brandika’s legs to try and stop him.


  “Go back and tell your council. You wanted a fight? Well, you have it,” Brandika said.


  The elder visibly paled and the Red King’s army orderly stood in a line. The battle flag fluttering by the desert wind. Its sharpened would soon pierce itself into Pena.


  “You should carry this thing away and prepare for battle,” Brandika said to the remnants of Pena’s guards. By ‘thing’ he was referring to the elder.


  The elder fell when he heard that, and the remaining guards took him back to Kaluan.


  Seeing that, Brandika called Saldin.


  “Send a messenger. We will attack afterwards.”


  “Sending a messenger is Grave’s job… Ohh, so that’s what you meant.”


  Saldin suddenly realized what Brandika was getting at, and he picked out a messenger and sent him to Kaluan.


  The person he chose was brimming with pride and conceit. A person clearly unfit to be messenger.


  Negotiations weren’t necessary from the start. For all Brandika cared, Kaluan could either attack or bow in servitude, but it was still preferable for the Red King for Kaluan to attack. There was a day’s distance until Pena’s capital from Kaluan.


  The Red King wanted to use Kaluan as a foothold to take Pena down before they even had time to attempt negotiations. Fortunately, the Blue Knights, who were most likely to get in their way, were out in the north with Allen to watch for attacks from the goblins.


  “Raise the flags!”


  Saldin knew the messenger wouldn’t be coming back, so he gave the order to advance.


  “Cut open a path for the king! Rouse your spirits, you bastards!”


  With rumbling-like battle cry, the red King advanced toward Pena. In just two days, the capital fell and Queen Raksha fell in their hands.


  * * *


  When the knight commander of the Blue Knights, Allen, got word that the capital had fallen, he was so shocked that he dropped his sword.


  “A-And Queen Raksha?” Allen asked as he grabbed the messenger by his collar.


  The messenger could only flinch as he reported that her status was unknown.


  “For what.. For what reason have I been fighting!? Aizas… Princess…”


  “Commander…”


  Seeing the commander so down that his eyes couldn’t even settle on a single point, his soldiers couldn’t find it in them to talk to him.


  “…Commander, we need to fight the deciding battle with the Red King!”


  As such, one of the staff officers took it upon himself to talk to Allen.


  “The deciding battle?”


  “Yes. If we include the mixed army, we have 6,000 soldiers here. If we bring all of these to the capital, then—”


  “I bring word from the capital!”


  While they were getting excited, an old man claiming to be a messenger came riding on a horse.


  “Knight Commander Allen, are you here!?” The messenger asked.


  “So, you were safe,” Allen said.


  The messenger was an elder whom Allen was acquainted with. The elder nodded to him, then assumed a dignified pose.


  “I’ve come to bring you the queen’s message. Return the army and go back to Pena. These are the words of the queen herself.”


  “Is she safe!?”


  When the messenger nodded, Allen closed his eyes a little.


  Returning to Pena would mean accepting the Red King, and even if Queen Rashka was safe, she would probably still fall to the clutches of the Red King. And the Blue Knights might be used to the point of trying to crush them. It wouldn’t be strange if Allen refused this order right now.


  “I understand. If those are the queen’s orders, then I shall comply.”


  “…You’ve chosen well.”


  At the queen’s behest, Allen brought his army back to the capital. Hearing of the movements of Pena’s capital and the Red King along the way, Allen couldn’t help but groan at how good Brandika was. He conquered Kaluan in one day and immediately sent his army to the capital.


  That speed was truly like a flash. The capital didn’t even have time to defend itself before falling. But because they took one day to take down Kaluan, they still ended up giving the minimum needed time for Pena’s capital to evacuate some people. The queen fell into their hands, but most of the elders were able to return to their respective regions were their own factions had much influence. The people the Red King was able to take prisoner was just the queen and a few other people.


  Presently, Brandika was with Queen Raksha at the capital and was subjugating the fleeing armies of the elders.


  “Although our attempts at diplomacy may not have gone well… Don’t you think the Red King might have planed this?” The elder said.


  Allen nodded. “He dispersed the elders against him to their respective lands and are now hunting them. At a glance, it seems like he messed up, but he didn’t take much – if any at all – losses to his overwhelming army, and is now attempting to encroach even into the foundation of the elders.”


  The source of Pena’s wealth was trade. It is possible that the Red King realized that if they were to allow the elders, who carried Pena’s foundation with them, to form trade routes and spread their roots, they might not be able to absorb as much of Pena as they otherwise could.


  If it were Carlion, he would probably gather the elders into one place and then lop off their heads.


  That way is much more effective, but Brandika didn’t consider just the efficiency of the army, but also the future. He created a reason for war, sent a messenger, and then and only then did he take down Kaluan. He did send a messenger.


  Seeing how Brandika even avoided rubbing the feelings of the people the wrong way, Allen couldn’t help but groan.


  “But…”


  Allen thought of the goblins to the north. They managed to inflict much damage to the giant goblin in the last battle, but they still ended up letting him go.


  Seeing the state of Pena now, the goblins probably won’t miss this opportunity to attack.


  As Allen voiced out his concern, the elder thought of something and said, “Ahh, you might not know of this, but Germion Kingdom has already started to advance west. Their objective is none other than to subjugate the goblins with Brandika, or so the man himself said enthusiastically.”


  As Allen became thoughtful, he couldn’t help but ponder the path to Pena’s revival.


   


  When word of Pena’s fall reached Germion Kingdom and Pale, both King Ashtal and Pale were shocked. Especially, Pale, who cursed her naivety as she revised her plans. She worked the whole night without sleeping and sent orders to all sides.


  “Brandika Rual Fatina…”


  That was the ringleader of her mortal enemy and a great wall that stood before her. Normally, now would be the prime moment to attack Pena, but the forces of the Goblin King wasn’t ready yet. These 3 months were meant to give just enough time for Pale to hold on while they created a force strong enough to fight the Red King.


  It wasn’t actually difficult to defend an attack from the Red King from the south. After all the area from the southern borders to the western capital was full of monsters; hence, so long as scorched earth tactics were used, the goblins had an advantage.


  But the Red King didn’t do as Pale expected and instead went on to annex Pena. Should they successfully absorb Pena’s wealth, then the size of the Red King’s army can be expected to double.


  The increase in supplies and number of soldiers meant that the army would be able to take their time should they attack in the future.


  “What an honest move.”


  No surprise attacks or schemes. Just straight up macro, hoping to make a big enough army that could wipe out whatever insignificant resistance his enemy puts up. But that was exactly what Pale feared the most. The Red King had a weakness. No doubt about that. But Pale needed enough time to reveal that weakness, as well as fulfill certain conditions. Just because someone had a weakness doesn’t mean they would immediately lose.


  At this point, Pale decided to gamble even her own life.


  “We will drag the Red King into battle.”


  To that end, she would have to do something about Germion Kingdom, whose army was right before her. They have already been facing each other for 6 days. It should be almost time.


  Under her she had the Leon Heart Clan’s Zaurosh, the battle slave siblings: Yoshu and Shumea, Yustia and her Snow Demon tribe, Mido of the werewolves, Tanita of the Rizalat, Luther of the Papirsag, Kerodotos of the minotaurs, Gi Gu Verbena, the goblin who ruled the southern area, Gi Jii Yubu the Battle Demon, and Felbi and the elves. A diverse army.


  The humans numbered 500, the demihumans numbered 400, the goblins numbered 500, and the elves numbered 100, totaling to 1,500 soldiers all in all.


  Pale ordered the goblins to reveal themselves to the enemy while she took the demihumans and humans to build their camp. But of course Germion Kingdom should have been able to see through that. After fortifying their defenses and sending scouts to every direction, Germion Kingdom’s army should have been able to infer that Pale intended to fight a long battle.


  Presently, Germion Kingdom has dug their moats deep and have fortified their fences. Smoke could also be seen billowing from their camp at a certain time every day. It is likely that this smoke is from cooking.


  “They’re not letting up. They’re not quite at Gowen Ranid’s level, but they’re no slouch themselves either.”


  As Pale explained their plans, she described the enemy commanders as such.


  After completing the camp, Pale’s forces slipped in the dark of the night and gradually cut down on the enemy numbers, while increasing the number of cooking smoke coming from their side.


  Pale dispatched a small number of elven platoons to hunt the enemy scouts. At the same time, she divided the goblins into two groups and ordered them to regularly show themselves before Germion Kingdom. And then on the dawn of the 7th day, Pale ordered the platoon that left the camp to attack the enemy camp.


  Smoke was billowing from the front part of their camp as usual, so Germion Kingdom was taken by surprise and were forced to retreat. Seeing that, Pale ordered the goblins to pursue. Gi Gu Verbena led the southern goblins and fiercely attacked the fleeing humans, while Gi Jii Yubu caused the human formations to collapse without straining themselves too hard.


  After pushing Germion Kingdom’s army to the border, where the eight fortresses were, Pale turned the army around and immediately ordered the platoons in camp: the swordsmen led by Shumea, the Rizalat, and the Papirsag to go south.


  “Sorry to point this out, but we probably won’t be able to defend this position with just this many,” Shumea said.


  Pale nodded. “I’ll send reinforcements. There will be a lot, so make sure to use them well.”


  Shumea couldn’t understand where Pale was going to pull out so many soldiers, but Pale didn’t answer her and simply turned heel and left.


  Pale then led the centaurs, who were also in the camp, to use their superior mobility to go ahead of the army to scout the area and run to the borderlands.


  Upon arriving at the border of the borderlands, Pale started constructing a fortress. Pale sent Yoshu and Zaurosh to go back to the western capital to get more people to construct the fortress. The goblins will be their escort, then she ordered the centaurs to look for any enemies in the border.


  After constructing the fortress in five days, they once again departed without even sparing time to rest.


  They occupied the empty borderlands, made camp, then Pale gave the order for the centaurs to attack.


  “I will paint over the painting you’ve painted.”


  As Pale uttered those heartless words, she began her plan to drag the Red King into battle.


  * * *


  Pena’s Blue Knights returned to the capital after they were relieved of their duties to defend the north. In between the borderlands and Pena could be seen the mixed army, which was made up of many clans.


  At the request of the queen, the knight commander of the Blue Knights, Allen, brought the Blue Knights into the command of the Red King. Naturally, Brandika was elated to have another powerful force added to his numbers.


  After Allen led the official army into the Red King’s ranks, Brandika sent him to the region the elders had secluded themselves in.


  Seeing Brandika send them showed just how considerate he was, so the members of the Blue Knights, who had prepared themselves for Allen’s execution, heaved a sigh of relief.


  The mixed army which was tasked to defend the north would also come under the Red King’s command, but after they sent word that they were under attack, Brandika carefully scrutinized the information.


  Presently, in order to establish the Red King’s government, they have dispatched their army toward the various lands of the elders. As such, they were currently in a civil war, but it was only a matter of time before they ended it. The difference in number, quality, and morale of soldiers was simply too great. There was no chance for the Red King to lose.


  Moreover, they also have an alliance with the northern Germion Kingdom, and the Kushain Believers were as good as dead. They also pushed the goblins back north just recently. So, there was no reason for them to prolong the civil war.


  Elrain Kingdom was already as good as the Red King’s, and it was unlikely that Pena would unify itself and strike back; hence, Brandika believed it was only matter of time before he conquered Pena and announce his dominion to the continent. But then like a fish bone caught in his throat, there was yet one more existence bugging him.


  The goblins and the monsters.


  He had just chased them away to the north and he has even heard that Germion Kingdom has sent an army to fight them, but despite that they were once again baring their fangs toward them. Brandika couldn’t understand it. What was their goal?


  Another thing that interested Brandika was the existence of a Goblin King, which Saldin and Allen had spotted.


  Monsters generally didn’t quarrel with the strong. For example, a goblin would never pick a fight against a great fire speckled bear, and an orc would never pick a fight with a dragon. After all, they knew instinctively that there was no chance for victory. If there were such a creature who would pick a fight despite that, then the only way to describe that creature is ‘insane’.


  The same principle should hold true even in large-scale battles. The goblins were one-sidedly driven away from the south, so it didn’t make sense that they would attack again after a short time.


  “Unless… There’s something greater behind the goblins.”


  Brandika believed that monsters wouldn’t go against their instinct to fight the strong, but there were always exceptions. For example, what if there was an existence greater than a Goblin King hiding behind the goblins?


  If the Goblin King himself were nothing more than a pawn, then that would mean the existence of a much powerful monster. As Brandika thought that, he became very interested.


  If so, then the goblins are unlikely to stop their attack against the south. After all, they had an ally greater than the enemy that drove them away. That ally might make an appearance next.


  But then again there was also that declaration made by the Goblin King before. The declaration stating that they were founding their own country.


  It was information from a spy working in Germion Kingdom, who said that he heard the Goblin King say just that when he left with the people of the Western Capital. If you cut out the flowery words, that was basically a declaration of war from the monsters to the humans.


  A bold and imposing declaration of war.


  But only a king would be able to achieve such a feat.


  “Are they concerned about the south then?”


  Brandika tried putting himself in the shoes of his enemy. How would he move if he were them? In the end, his way of thinking was that of a human’s, but the south was certainly attractive. It had a lot of land, had people, and had wealth. It was a much tastier prey compared to Germion Kingdom.


  “But… Do monsters even need wealth?” Brandika scratched his head, then placed his chin atop his fist. “What if they wanted to eat humans? …No, that doesn’t add up.”


  Brandika knew that the Leon Hearts Clan and the Elks Clan were working with them. If the Elks are with them, then that’s probably impossible. This might sound strange, but Brandika actually liked the Elks Clan.


  Elks was a clan that crawled its way out from the slums with their clan leader, Touri. It wasn’t difficult to imagine how much they must’ve suffered to crawl their way out of that trash heap. But despite that they didn’t show any hints of coming from such background in the way they behaved themselves. They dazzled brilliantly and that caused a comforting wind to blow within Brandika’s heart.


  Unfortunately, he had no choice but to cut them down. That was what it meant to walk the path of conquest.


  Brandika clicked his tongue, then thought back to what he might have missed.


  The Elks Clan Brandika knew was not the sort to associate themselves with monsters that fed on humans. So, why? Why were the goblins so persistent with attacking the south?


  “Could it be?”


  Do they truly intend to rule?


  The corners of Brandika’s mouth lifted and a fire began to burn within his eyes as an overwhelming presence like that of a lion’s emanated from him.


  “Monsters ruling the world? Interesting.”


  If they held such outrageous ambitions, then it was his duty to crush them.


  That was his duty as a human king. And something he needed to do should they get in the way of his rule in the southernmost part of the contintent.


  “So it will be a match between kings then.”


  Though Brandika had never met the king, he felt deep affection for him.


  It was at this moment that he acknowledged the Goblin King as his equal and his enemy.


  Chapter 210 
An Invitation to the Battlefield


  Near the Fortress of the Foggy Plains, Melgion, was a small river that strangely branched off into three streams. Such rivers were rarely seen in the plains. There were also dots of small woods nearby. To the south was the borderlands, and to the north was the western plains.


  In the morning, fog would cover the bank of the river and in the evening a cold atmosphere would cover the land while the twin red sister stars dazzled in the night sky. Wood could be procured from the nearby woods. After Pale left for the front lines, Zaurosh took command and continued construction.


  Further down south was the borderlands’ Shirak. Pale picked out her base and started working to drag the Red King into battle. Razuel came to view as well. The mixed army could be seen stationed in the borderland regions of Shirak and Razuel. The mixed army was made up mostly of adventurers and were there both as scouts and to deal with the monsters.


  Send out a small group of scouts, and if there’s an opening, kill the enemy.


  The strategy of both sides were quite simple, but in the ever changing battlefield and despite the chance meetings that might occur regardless of the time of day, somehow, a big battle just never started. The mixed army in particular were quite hesitant to start a battle, as the pillar of the Blue Knights, Allen, was absent, so they couldn’t proactively fight.


  Moreover, with the representative of Pena and the person responsible for keeping the clans together absent, friction even started to occur between the clans. Naturally, such a situation left them with little opportunity to attack the goblins.


  The mixed army somehow managed to keep themselves from killing each other by diligently focusing on scouting, but they were already at their limits.


  Pale also didn’t want to exhaust her forces, so even after securing victories with the scout platoons, she would pull her forces out, without finishing off the enemy, and then repeat the same thing again. Pale’s scouts centered around the centaurs, who wielded spears and bows to hunt humans and monsters alike from afar.


  Tianos, who led the centaurs, had a serious disposition and prioritized safety above all else. As such, they never approached the humans too deeply. And even when they pursued their enemies, they made sure to wrap things up quickly. This was all within Pale’s expectations.


  In the end, the only thing the mixed army could do was to inform the Red King of the monsters’ attack and request for reinforcements.


  But the Red King was also in the middle of dealing with the elders. He didn’t have much to spare. Moreover, he had left the matter of the elders to the top leaders of the Red King, so he didn’t know which side would finish first.


  Brandika didn’t think much of Pena’s civil war. To him it was as good as won. Because of that he just left the matter to his subordinates.


  The commander of the vanguards, Saldin; soldier and diplomat, Grave; Wyatt the General, Kanash from Elrain Kingdom, Cell an information specialist like Grave and a soldier.


  Brandika had sent these people to deal with the civil war not just to deal with the problem but also as a test to see how good they really are. After all, a suitable test required an appropriate problem.


  The Red King has gotten big.


  But as far as Brandika was concerned, the number of people he could genuinely trust and the people with actual abilities were few. One such person, Carlion, whom he trusted the most, no longer had much left to live. Brandika would have to pick a person out of those mentioned earlier to take on his role.


  Brandika remained in Pena, an unmoving mountain, while his commanders wreaked havoc in the surrounding lands.


  The young and lively Saldin fought fiercely and claimed the head of an elder, while Grave used his connections as a diplomat with Pena to succeed with a scheme.


  Wyatt chose to attack steadily and safely, while Kanash, who was renowned in Elrain Kingdom for his tactics, fought with a good balance of defense and offence. As for Cell, she attacked the enemy with a small platoon and killed an elder in one fell swoop.


  While all the other commanders have already brought results and were returning, Allen the knight commander of the Blue Knights alone had yet to achieve anything. His subordinates called out to him, but he refused to hurry, and simply made camp in the territory of an elder without moving.


  “Commander, we have to make a move quickly and get some results! This is surely the best plan if we are to ensure her majesty’s safety! It will also be our way of making up for the last battle!”


  “Perhaps, but I don’t believe the queen would be happy to see countrymen killing each other…”


  While Allen was at a loss on how to proceed, a messenger from Brandika came, urging him to hurry. But even then Allen hesitated to point his sword at the elders.


  Seeing Allen like that greatly worried his subordinates. In the end, they came up with a plan and sent a messenger, saying that they wouldn’t execute anyone else as long as they gave them the head of the elder. The knight order has gathered the most skilled of the young martial artists of the country. Naturally, those members of the knight order could also be found within the regions of the elders, so getting a message through was trivial.


  Three days later, the head of their political opponent was brought before Allen.


  When Allen saw that, he prostrated himself on the ground.


  “Forgive me… I…”


  Couldn’t protect our country. Allen wept.


  He couldn’t protect his own country, he couldn’t bring his subordinates to fight a magnificent battle as members of a knightly order, he couldn’t shed the blood of the political opponent because he was a fellow countryman… Allen engraved all these things to his heart.


  * * *


  After winning many small victories, on the sixth day of attacking the enemy without regard for the time of day, a report reached Pale.


  The elders of Pena have all been defeated.


  Pale knew that it was only a question of time before they would be defeated, but this was still much quicker than she’d expected.


  The longer they took, the more time the Goblin King would have to learn horseback riding, but it seems their enemy wasn’t planning on making their lives easy.


  The reason she has been piling up these small victories was because she wanted to let the Red King know of their existence.


  The existence of an enemy that wasn’t so easy to deal with. If word of that were to reach the Red King, then he would naturally turn his attention to them.


  If Pale had simply let the Red King be, then they would surely start amassing wealth. Even if the Red King were to be given just one year to strengthen their foundations, the amount of wealth they would be able to gather would be staggering.


  The wealth of the Red King after acquiring Elrain, Pena, Tortoki, Fatina was already far and above that of the borderlands and the western region. Pale couldn’t wait anymore. She had to gamble on a battle now.


  She didn’t think that the Red King would hide within its shell when there’s a problem left to deal with. After all, they were only able to get to where they are today by attacking.


  The fact they were able to get this far without any great mistakes almost makes one wonder if they were actually under the protection of the Goddess of Destiny, Liuryuna. But it was also because they have never experienced any setbacks that they will find it difficult to change their approach so suddenly.


  Hence, it didn’t take much to predict how they would approach this problem presented before them.


  “Now, come.”


  The seed planted, Pale called out from the borderlands to her hateful enemy.


   


  A herd of monster beasts ran across the plains. At the head of the herd was a terrifying carnivorous horse, an andoryu sarkus, upon which rode the Goblin King.


  The Goblin King found the strong winds pleasing as he rode. Seeing the world while mounted so high on horseback made it seem as if he had found himself in a whole new world. And as if it were expressing his own thoughts, his wild steed rode wildly like a tempest across the plains.


  The winds the Goblin King normally couldn’t feel when walking cooled the heat of his body and made him feel as if he could ride wherever he wished. As he drew the great sword hanging by his waist, he brandished it up above his head and swung it to his right.


  At that, Gi Ga Rax, who was riding behind him, drew a curve and went toward the direction the Goblin King swung his sword. When he swung his sword to his left, the platoon led by Hal of Paradua similarly changed course. The Goblin King kept going straight with his own cavalry unit, but when he turned his great sword over his head clockwise, all 3 cavalry units turned around.


  And when the three units converged, they once again became one. Like that they went back the road they came from. After a while, trees that stood in disorderly fashion, clearly unnatural for the plains, came to view. No. These weren’t trees but dolls imitating the appearance of man. When the Goblin King saw the dolls, he pointed his great sword at them.


  The Goblin King lightly kicked the body of his horse, and suddenly, the terrifying horse let out a chilling howl as it rocketed ahead. Black tigers and hipparions (three-eyed wild horses) followed suit and dashed madly themselves.


  In the blink of an eye, they passed through the forest of dolls while the Goblin King swung his great sword. When the Goblin King turned around and confirmed that no one had fallen behind, he changed course for the western capital.


  The leader of the orcs, Bui, was waiting for him when he arrived.


  Bui wasn’t just sweating buckets when he spotted the Goblin King riding toward him with such haste, his eyes were spinning. Still, he waited patiently to be able to greet the Goblin King, whom he hadn’t met in a long while.


  But when the Goblin King finally stopped before him, the dam gates opened, and the sweat pouring down his back became unstoppable. It has indeed been a while since he last saw the king, and now, the Goblin King was more terrifying than ever. His arms were no bigger than before, but they seemed much denser now, and his whole appearance emanated a strength unknown before.


  Even the fangs that peeked out of the Goblin King’s mouth gave Bui the impression that they would bite at him any moment now. He intentionally averted his eyes away from them.


  “It’s been a while,” the Goblin King said.


  And Bui knelt before him.


  He hadn’t intended to do so, but fear made him.


  “I-It’s been a while, Your Majesty.”


  The Goblin King got off his steed and left its care to Gi Gi Orudo. He didn’t forget to pat the area around his horse’s face and show some affection to it before leaving. Despite the clear affection in the king’s eyes, however, the pressure emanating from him was even greater than the beasts within the forest.


  “It seems you’ve been preparing your race for the humans of the east. You have my gratitude,” the Goblin King said.


  “Y-Yes…”


  It has been 10 days since the messenger of the Goblin King’s tactician, Pale, arrived at the orc village. The messenger was Gi Ji Arsil. The orcs had tended to him before when he was hurt, so it was known among the goblins that he was very tolerant of the orcs.


  The reason he came as messenger was to ask for reinforcements against the eastern human invasion. Although it seemed like a request, it was really an order.


  “H-How many would you be needing?” Bui asked.


  Although the front lines of the goblin-human war have expanded to the east and the south, the numbers of the orcs have been rapidly increasing. Already, their villages have increased from three to five in their stronghold at the north of the lake shore. While the goblins have busied themselves with shedding blood with the humans, the orcs have been expanding toward the north of the Forest of Darkness.


  After absorbing the northern orcs, Bui already had nearly 700 soldiers. Normally, a single orc could win against 7 goblins. One reason was because of their greater stature, but another was their greater endurance and strength.


  But the goblins under the Goblin King were different.


  They coordinated with each other using a formation called the three-man cell. Against goblins that worked together, the orcs were much weaker. Bui has racked his head time and time again, wondering how he could take back the advantage in strength. When he finally thought up a plan, the Goblin King started attacking the south.


  Bui decided to follow the goblins’ example.


  Like the goblins, the orcs too would work together. He figured that as long as the orcs could learn the goblins’ three man cell, that would be enough. So, immediately, he called for representatives from the villages, explained to them the benefits, and got their cooperation. Unfortunately, he couldn’t get the results he wanted.


  In the forest, the orcs were fairly high up in the food chain. Other than the giant spiders, they didn’t really have anything that could be called a mortal enemy, so there was no reason for them to need to work together. In other words, they didn’t have a situation like the goblins wherein they had to work together or die.


  The orcs could hunt just fine individually. So, when they’re suddenly asked to hunt with others, their efficiency actually goes down. And so, Bui went back to the drawing board. Bui’s end goal was the independence of the orcs.


  He didn’t want to spend the rest of his life under the goblins’ rule. He hadn’t forgotten the glory of the orcs during his predecessor, Gol Gol’s, heyday. As such, he needed strong warriors that wouldn’t lose out to the goblins’ teamwork.


  To that end, Bui built villages and created a suitable environment to raise children to build the foundation. Next, what he needed was a way to create strong soldiers. Once he acquired that, achieving his goal should be trivial.


  But then a messenger came to the village. Bui didn’t want to join the goblin-human war. Or rather, he just didn’t want to lose any orcs. Bui knew that he couldn’t forge great warriors unless they fought, but he didn’t want to let his brethren die for nothing.


  “For now, 400 should do,” Gi Ji replied.


  When more than half of his orc army needed to be sent out, Bui’s vision went dark. Just how many of those would come back alive? The remaining 300 could certainly defend the villages, but if he sent out that many, he would have to go out himself.


  “Alright,” Bui replied.


  Gi Ji, who was a friendly goblin to the orcs, happily nodded at Bui’s response.


  This was the mental state of Bui, who came before the king. His real purpose here was actually to ask the king to allow his orcs to be positioned at the back, but he didn’t even have time to petition to the king before the king called out to him and they entered the western capital. The elves were calling for them now, so they will probably have to attend to some government affairs.


  When the sun was setting, Bui returned to his comrades, dejected. Naturally, his comrades weren’t happy and voiced out their complaints.


  Bui himself didn’t feel like going to war, so he just said, “It can’t be helped.”


  But then Bui noticed that his fellow orcs had all paled, eyes swimming.


  When Bui turned around, he went wide-eyed. The Goblin King was there.


  “D-Did you require my service, Your Majesty?” Bui asked.


  “Yes. Receive your equipment before departing. A male human called Yoshu will deliver them to you,” the Goblin King replied, then left.


  “H-H-Hey, Bui. What was that!?” One of the orcs asked with visible fright.


  “The Goblin King,” Bui replied with a sigh.


  “T-That’s not a goblin!” An orc said.


  “But he really is the Goblin King. Come to think of it, this is your first time seeing him, no?” Bui said.


  “That’s a monster!” An orc pointed out.


  “You’re not wrong,” Bui found himself agreeing.


  After that silence filled the area and reverence filled the eyes of the orcs as they realized that their king could actually negotiate with the likes of a monster.


  “Anyway, you heard the king. We’ll get our stuff, then go,” Bui said nonchalantly.


  But for some reason, no one uttered a word of complaint anymore, and the orcs soon departed for the east.


   


  The Goblin King was busy with government work after returning to the western capital.


  Yoshu was in charge of the humans, who were in the process of becoming vassals, and the elves were in charge of the government officials responsible for the tax collection, the administration, and the other government-related functions of the western capital, but despite their presence, in the end, it was the Goblin King alone who had the last say.


  As such, a mountain of documents seeking approval have been brought before the Goblin King.


  The people of the borderlands, who have expressed their desire to work with the king on all fronts, have also been brought under Yoshu and are being organized.


  Shumea was assigned as the head of the western region’s security, placing the security of the villages of the northern part of the western region and the security of the border under her. At the same time, she was also in charge with negotiating with the various village elders, so her jurisdiction was actually quite expansive.


  Assisting the king in his government duties was the elven princess, Shunaria, and the adjutant of the great elven patriarch, Fei.


  Princess Shunaria generally supervised the races other than the humans. The demihuman chiefs are under her. Meanwhile, Fei supervised the humans living outside the western capital. Under him was the chief of the snow demon tribe, Yustia, and the people of the northern part of the western region that came under the rule of the king early.


  The two elves managed the entirety of the western region, but there was another person who held a position as important as theirs. That person is Yoshu. Over half of the people with high positions in the western capital were put in position by him forcefully.


  Yoshu is the mayor of the western capital that ruled over the non-combatants of the Leon Heart clan, the people of the southern borders, and the people who were too slow in escaping the western region, the slaves. After the Goblin King accepted nearly 10,000 people from the borderlands, the task of reorganizing them once again fell to Yoshu.


  Fortunately, the feudal lords of Shirak and Razuel were in good health, so they could help out. With Yoshu at the helm, they were able to steadily build up their town.


  The Goblin King was wise to understand that humans and monsters had their respective strengths and weaknesses. A look at the list of bureaucrat would show that there wasn’t a single goblin among them. They were mostly either humans or elves, and because of that, the government was able to quickly take shape.


  The duties of the goblins mainly revolved around the army.


  And the Goblin King was currently in the middle of completing the reorganization of that army.


  The goblin to lead the foot soldiers would be Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol. Normal goblins would serve as privates, while the rare class goblins would serve as the commanding officers. And Gi Jii, who was a noble class, would be the commander. They numbered 600 and all of them came from the Fortress of the Abyss.


  Gi Jii was the only noble class goblin, but there were 10 rare goblins.


  Next came Gi Gu Verbena, who led the southern goblins. The positions according to class remain the same as Gi Jii’s, but Gi Gu had more rares in his battalion than Gi Jii. Moreover, because he possesses the southern portion of the Forest of Darkness, the size of his base was huge. As such, his soldiers currently number 1,000, a result of his efforts these past 3 months, where he conserved his forces and focused his efforts in making more goblins. Furthermore, with the help of Gi Gi Orudo’s monster beasts, the rares of the southern goblins now number 90. And they even have 3 noble class goblins. Gi Gu Verbena’s battalion is currently the biggest within the goblin army.


  Gi Zu Ruo possessed a territory just like Gi Gu Verbena, but unlike him, he preferred to have a smaller group composed of elite, which he himself acknowledged. When the Goblin King returned to the Fortress of the Abyss, Gi Zu went back to his territory and led the normal goblins to fight against the mindless giants, Gigantopitecus.


  As a result, although his battalion only numbered 300, the rare class goblins in his army actually number more than 100. Gi Zu even evolved into a duke class and Zu Vet, his right hand man, was also around. Other than the king’s own forces, Gi Zu’s army had the greatest number of rare class goblins.


  Gi Ji Arsil’s company of assassins were sent to scout the eastern and southern battlefields. They numbered only 100, but they had a greater ratio of rares than Gi Jii’s army, having 30 rare goblins out of 100. They had no noble class goblins, but they did have Gi Ji, who himself was a duke class.


  The druids led by Gi Za Zakuend currently number approximately 300 goblins. Not that many compared to the other battalions and companies, but their ability to command magic gives them a huge advantage. The ratio of rares to normals for Gi Za’s battalion is equal to that of Gi Jii’s. Also, because of the presence of his adjutant, Gi Do Buruga, who himself could utilized wind magic. There was a lot of things that they could do with their wind magic.


  Lastly, Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army.


  In terms of goblin numbers alone, they only number 300, but when the monster beasts are included, the total size of their army reaches 1,000. With each beast tamer having at least three monster beasts, Gi Gi Orudo’s monster beast army stands out even among other monsters. They have 30 rare goblins among their ranks, and Gi Gi’s adjutant, Gi Bu Rakuta the Monster Doula [1], is responsible for supplementing their supplies.


  The battalions led by Ganra’s hero, Gilmi, and the elf, Felbi, which makes up the rear support, each numbers 300.


  The above battalions and company will make up the main force on top of the cavalry, which the Goblin King himself will lead with the aid of Gi Ga Rax, his adjutant. The one-armed goblin, Gi Be, also received the name ‘Slay’ from the king, and would be leading in the vanguard as part of the king’s imperial guards.


  Even with the Goblin King’s charisma and Gi Ga Rax’s leadership, completing a cavalry battalion that could stand in an actual battle with only one month to prepare was really difficult.


  The lowest class in the Goblin King’s cavalry was rare. And with the numbers of the Paradua tribe and the gray wolves added, they numbered 600 all in all.


  With the great speed and penetrating prowess of the Goblin King’s cavalry, it could be said that this battalion was the concentrated form of all of the goblin forces’ strength.


  For the forces still within the main force but not organized, Gi Go Amatsuki, the Gaidga’s Rashka… etc. were their representatives. Their forces were so few that the Goblin King couldn’t give them a proper position within the main force, so instead, he decided to turn them into special units that would move depending on the situation.


  The special unit consisted of Yustia’s snow demons, which numbered less than 100, Gi Go Amatsuki, Rashka of the Gaidga tribe, who lost much of his forces in the last battle, and the 500 soldiers from the Leon Heart Clan.


  In the Leon Heart Clan’s case, their soldiers were currently in the front lines with Zaurosh, busy constructing a fortress. The Goblin King believed that it was best to leave the construction of buildings and various other structures to the humans, so he decided to bring them into the special unit as well.


  The intelligence unit that revolved around the Elks and Leon Heart Clan were also brought into the special unit.


  For similar reasons, the medics led by Kuzan of the Gordob tribe were also brought into the special unit.


  The demihuman chiefs have gathered something that could be called an army, but again they numbered too few to be positioned in the main force, so they were also brought into the special unit.


  With the exception of the clans, those of the human forces with the objective of maintaining the public order and defending the borders, the guards led by Shumea were gathered together under the credence of the king, and turned into an independent battalion whose mission covered the entire western region. Shumea’s face was twitching when she accepted the job from the Goblin King. Presently, they were expanding within the western region to defend against Germion Kingdom should they attack.


  With 7 days of the promised three months remaining, a report from Pale was brought before the king. The Red King had finally began to move.


  When the Goblin King received that report, he took his army of nearly 5,000 and advanced south.


  The former inhabitants of the borderlands cried out for vengeance, while the elves responsible for the government cried out in cheers.


  And like that, in the month of Horus, which was early summer, the Goblin King’s army began to move, and the lid of the flintlock that was the battle for supremacy in the south, was quietly opened.
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