





Classification for colors:

"Why—I said [Meat], but why did a sexy blond girl appear!?"
In contrast to Jibril's radiant smile, Shiro had cold eyes.
"....Nii, impression...."

"Ah, ahhh....Sorry, | think it got affected by my impression?"

Yes, yes, if it was [Materialising creations], then if a [Spatial bomb] was said, the universe would be in trouble, so | had to scrub
that idea off. Ah, but it ends with [A/]("].
"No, it's not that kind of method."

And when Sora had an impression of [Eating meat], then——but can this be used?

"No oh? (Smiles)"




She laughed and continued, “You exist across multiple time periods, do you not?”

The dragon was speechless.
“Oh my, do the Dragonia show their expressions even when they are told something vital? What a fascinating discovery:”
—That is indeed the ecology of Dragonia.
They are multi-temporal beings that exist in multiple times, centered on the present and spanning the past and future. They are perfect
creatures with an eternal life span, and their power is comparable to that of the Old Deus, and therein lies their secret.

In the space-time continuum, since they do not exist as a point but as a plane, no matter how they are attacked in the point that exists in the
present, they are corrected by the past and the future, and the present will recover immediately. Its nearly infinite power, on the other hand,
reverberates its power in the multiple time periods, and by converging on the present, it is able to increase its power infinitely. Their flesh is
nothing more than a vessel to hold the deflation world.22 But—

“—0 little feather, how didst thee arrive at such conclusion!”

The white dragon did not hide its surprise in the slightest and asked her directly.



“—~Can I ask you your name?” She lay motionless on the
ground, almost pleading with the dragon. “If I am to die...then as
you wish, I want to die with the pride of knowing I defeated you...
And I can't take full pride in myself if I don't know your name.”

The dragon agreed wholeheartedly and answered in a quiet
voice:

' Liechengerte, Follower of the Ruler Reginleif the
Enlightened.”

“...Liechengerte... A light so far away...”

Jibril said the name over and over under her breath, before
clenching her teeth and saying it one last time. The dragon smiled
with a sense of satisfaction and turned to face her.

"Little—nay, Glorious Feather. Thou shalt not perish. Thou shalt
live to see further days. One day, though, thou will fight an even
weaker being. And when that day comes, thou shalt realize what
it meant to defeat me. Until then, be proud of what thou have
done today. It brings...greater meaning...to my...existence...than
there could___"

—ever be.

His words evaporated into the wind, leaving behind nothing but
undying bones.




____The Dragonian tfongue was inherently magic, each
word a command to the laws of' nature. Should they say
“death,” everything within the vicinity was reduced to
corpses. Should they say “shatter,” everything was

smashed to smithereens. This was the planet’s primal

tongue, vestiges of' the same energy used to create the
world.

There were a variety of different names for the
Dragonian fongue, such as the universal language or the
language of creation, but no being other than the

Dragonias themselves understood its essence.



The third attack.

The Flugel don't nermally name their attacks. They exercise
their power, control the space around them, and destroy
whatever appears in their path. There wasn't any real technique
to it; therefore, their attacks weren't worth naming. To a Fligel,
attacking was like breathing. But Jibril would use this Smite just

once, and on a Dragonia that pushed her this far. She thought it

was only appropriate to name her ultimate attack out of respect

for her opponent.
“That brings an end to my third attack, which | call—Absolute

Smite—and an end to our battle"




—Teleportation.

Twisting space to connect two different spatial coordinates. Something like to moving with infinite speed.
But, in principle, it is still movement...

‘:—hya?! 3
If there is a barrier in between... this happens.

What caused her to scream in a such dumb voice, so different from her normal one, was an accidental
collision. Moving with something similar to infinite speed, Jibril hit something where there seemed to be
nothing but empty space. There was even the sound of an explosion, and Jibril was stuck in midair like a
frog. Then, just like that, she started to slide down. Finally, as if she was getting peeled off of something,
she finally fell to the ground.

“...Fu fufu... To surround me with a spatial rupture... fu fufufu”
With a large bump on her head, now wide awake, Jibril.... laughed.

Something so powerful that she didn’t notice it even with her Fliigel senses. She understands now, both

this spiral land, and the rupture powerful enough to inhibit teleportation. The only ones able to do
something like that... If this was the deed of an Old Deus, she would be able to accept it. However,

“You have some nerve!!!”

—Teleportation.

Twisting space to connect two different spatial coordinates. Something like to moving with infinite speed.
But, in principle, it is still movement...

e hya?l"
If there is a barrier in between... this happens.

What caused her to scream in a such dumb voice, so different from her normal one, was an accidental
collision. Moving with something similar to infinite ﬁl 1hri] hit something where there seemed to be
nothing but empty space. There was even the sound of an explosion, and Jibril was stuck in midair like a

frog. Then, just like that, she started to slide down. Finally, as if she was getting peeled off of something,
she finally fell to the ground.




She rattled off another Fligel idiom and sped up even further.

But this Dragonia was fast. Really fast. He was getting farther
and farther away from her. She flew as quickly as she could, but
the distance between them didn't close one bit. Then it dawned
on her: There was no way a being of such mountainous scale was
physically flying through the air. This wasn't flight, but rather the
surrounding space leaving the dragon behind as it moved. The
dragon itself was a fixed coordinate that defied the mechanics of
space-time.

—Speed wasn't the issue there. It didn't matter if Jibril moved
at the speed of light; she wouldn't ever catch up to the Dragonia.

What was she to do? She thought for a moment before a smile
appeared on her face.

“Oh, silly me. I just need to give him a friendly greeting. ¥"

—With a wave of her arm, she sent the Dragonia her friendly
hello. The space around the Dragonia distorted until neither sound
nor light could keep up. The nearby mountains were reduced to

rubble from a deafening roar that shook heaven and earth alike.

This was Jibril's way of saying hello.

“"—Pardon me for bothering you during your flight. My name is
Jibril.”

She lowered herself toward the scorching crater where a
mountain range once dotted the landscape. In the middle of the
crater was the dragon, looking up at her.

—Remarkable, she thought.

The draconic being was virtually unscathed, which was to be
expected, given his magnificently indestructible body. The light
from the embers around him reflected off his pure white scales,
as perfectly stainless as a glistening glacier in the northern seas.
Most stunning of all was his sagely gaze, as if he wasn't looking in
the same timeline—as if he was gazing upon an unknown
something far in the distance. This was certainly none other than
a Dragonia, the most perfect living thing in this world.




But doing it in this spot was simple. Jibril knew how to do it here after
fighting against the Dragonia five times. Dragons moved through space and time z
leaving it behind them. Shifting up to them wasn't possible, which meant that dragons

were in

the waves created by the dragon made it easier to move through time and space. That

was how Jibril monned to kee ﬁ with him.




What did Jibril do?

She had an idea, though it wasn’t possible for
Jibril to break out of the pocket dimension Azril
had created. Azril’'s Heavenly Smite, unleashed in
that confined space, was an ultimate attack—or at
least it should have been, but Rafil had been able to
see something else from this distance. Within the
span of a second, probably less, she saw Jibril's
shocked expression when Azril sealed her away.
However, just beyond that, Rafil believed she saw a
second Jibril at the same time. This was why she
never feared for Jibril’s life—but how did she do it?
Was it a doppelgdanger? No, that didn’t explain how
she was able to escape Azril’s pocket dimension. So
there was only one other explanation. Rafil had an
idea of what her youngest sister did, but the ques-
tion still remained: How? In other words

“She warped through time... Flligel shouldn’t
be able to do that—so how did she pull it off?”

Fliigel common sense dictated that space
wasn’t continuous. It was in a state of constant
flow, like waves in the ocean. Fllugel were able to
open holes in these waves and travel through them
to move to a predetermined, absolute distance. Ra-
fil knew that time worked in a similar way as space
did—she had fought enough Dragonias to recognize
that they moved through both time and space sim-
ultaneously. Unlike space, time didn’t move in a
wave motion...or did it? At least, Rafil and other the
Fltigel didn’t think so.



Jibril was able to rewrite the magic used by her creator Artosh
who is God[Old Deus] to create the Flugel



Jibril had forcefully rewritten the magic used by Artosh
to create the Fligel. Had Azril been there, she probably would've
reprimanded the act as blasphemy against their creator.

g Will thou not vanquish me?'the dragon quietly
asked, to which Jibril cocked her head in confusion.

She remembered a particular phrase in one of the ELIf
books she'd read while killing time in the Chamber of Restoration:
“Let your enemy cut your flesh so that you will smash his bones."
At the time, she felt bad for the low-intelligence race and how

pitiful of an idea it was to do so. However, if her one and only

desire was to truly prove it was possible for a single Fligel to
defeat a Dragonia, then

“| have vanquished you. What difference does it make if a small
footnote says | died in the process?'

Jibril needed to be prepared to have her own bones smashed.

She didn't care whether she lived or died so long as she

vanquished a Dragonia on her own. Even if she perished, only

one thing mattered—her victory.
Jibril's body began to shine brightly.
: Incredible.”




Just as Rafil had predicted—it was possible to
dodge the Dragonia’s commands by teleporting

through space and time milliseconds after they were
spoken. The dragon’s tail was just barely manage-
able by freezing time in certain spaces. The Dragonia
watched Jibril and let out a mighty laugh.




“« ___7iaLa Anse 1”

Immediately after the words escaped her lips,
the dome released a repulsive death knell from be-
neath the Clive residence. The sound passed
through the capital, the forest, and bent the sky it-
self—and the moment this eerie cry reached its lim-
its...

The world fell silent.

...It was as if the planet itself had perished. The
ominous shrieks spread out from the city and could
be heard by any in the vicinity for about a tenth of
the continent. Anyone who heard the shrieking and
howling also heard the silence that made it seem
like time itself had stopped.

There was a simple reason for this: All spirits
within range of this one rite had been temporarily
erased from existence.

Fixed Second Guard—Zia La Anse............

A ninety-nine-fold rite of spirit-breaking that
operated on the Old Deus Kainas’s protection. In
simple terms: a spell that deactivated magic. The
theory behind it was simple as well. Instead of
channeling spirits from the spirit corridor, this
spell created a magical explosion by feeding off
nearby airborne spirits. In the same way fire con-

sumes oxygen in order to burn, Zia La Anse con-
sumed spirits for fuel.

Loy - - e



She had an idea, though it wasn’t possible for Jibril to break out of the
pocket dimension Azril had created. Azril’s Heavenly Smite, unleashed in
that confined space, was an ultimate attack—or at least it should have been,
but Rafil had been able to see something else from this distance. Within the
span of a second, probably less, she saw Jibril's shocked expression when
Azril sealed her away. However, just beyond that, Rafil believed she saw a
second Jibril at the same time. This was why she never feared for Jibril's life
—but how did she do it? Was it a doppelginger? No, that didn’t explain how
she was able to escape Azril’s pocket dimension. So there was only one other
explanation. Rafil had an idea of what her youngest sister did, but the
question still remained: How? In other words—

“She warped through time... Fliigel shouldn’t be able to do that—so how
did she pull it of 7"

Fliigel common sense dictated that space wasn’t continuous. It was in a
state of constant flow, like waves in the ocean. Fliigel were able to open holes
in these waves and travel through them to move to a predetermined, absolute
distance. Rafil knew that time worked in a similar way as space did—she had
fought enough Dragonias to recognize that they moved through both time and
space simultaneously. Unlike space, time didn’t move in a wave motion...or
did 1t? At least, Rafil and other the Fliigel didn’t think so.




Seeing the space she’d rent torn open once more by an even greater force allowed Schwi to define a feeling previously
unknown to her, as she transitioned from her firing position to a posterior-plant.

“Did you expect your little attack would injure me?”

Definition: This is a nightmare.

It can’t be. It can’t, it can’t, it is impossible! Granted, Enderpokryphen is an imperfect reproduction of the power of Aranleif’s
Far Cry. It reproduces only 43.7 percent—per the Zeichner’s report. But the Ultimate One was one of the Rulers, the three
greatest of all Dragonias. A Far Cry unleashed by such an individual at the cost of his life—even 43 percent—

“...It seems you have underestimated me...you silly bit of scrap, you... J”

A direct hit—couldn’t leave her without a scratch—

—That—that couldn’t !

“However, I commend you—for at least forcing me to erect a defense spell.”

Jibril’s words made Schwi doubt the functioning of her hearing apparatus. Fliigel themselves were a kind of magic,
woven by Artosh. Therefore, a rite to maintain themselves, which might be called a defense spell, was always active. In fact, it
was because of this that Schwi had calculated she could breach it with Enderpokryphen. But this Fliigel—no. Redefinition:
This individual no longer fits in the Fliigel category. This anomaly, Jibril, must have doubted the defenses granted by her
creator Artosh—and deployed an even stronger defense. It wasn’t the work of a Fliigel. It was inconceivable. This individual
—was already beyond all—

—Just then, there was a sudden vibration in space, like an
earthquake coming from afar. It was a quiet, but absolutely
impossible to ignore force that brought about the impact on this
chamber. Then, in the small chamber—or rather, now it has become
an incomparably large open space, the three who had been making
noise froze, drawing back their breaths at the majesty of the man
who towered over them as if he had been there since ancient times.
The man in front of them is the god of the heavens, the supreme
sovereign, the God of War—Artosh.

—Their creator, who had not left his jade throne in centuries, was
standing on his own two feet.

He simply stood, and time and space, even the laws of cause and
effect, distorted, and this small restoration chamber expanded
several times—no, thousands of times. Then, they looked up at the
Lord who was standing before them, feeling as small as worms in
comparison—




Overall Jibril Would easily scale From Universal+ to Multiversal
according to her feats in Light novel with Infinite to
Immeasurable speed with wide array of quality haxes and
abilities that she demonstrated in Ln
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