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[Prologue] 

 

 

Albedo entered the room, and then took a deep breath. 

  

Sadly, there was nothing in the air to excite her nose. But that was only to be expected -- after all, not 

only did her beloved master not possess a metabolism, but he did not even breathe, so he would not 

leave any scent in the air. 

  

Still -- she could feel it in her heart. 

  

After breathing the air through which her master had passed, she felt peace flowing through her soul. 

  

This was what it meant to be a girl in love. 

  

͞Ku~ kuku.͟ 

  

As the soft chuckle escaped, Albedo hurried to cover up her mouth. 

  

It was not that anyone was there, or even that her teeth were showing. However, it was not something 

that a proper lady should have done. 

  

Albedo sat primly upon the bed, and then lay down. 

  

She sniffed again, and as expected, there was nothing in the air. Still, the fact that she could do this 

ǁhile lǇiŶg oŶ heƌ ďeloǀed ŵasteƌ͛s ďed filled heƌ ǁith the deepest joǇ. 
  

This was a perfectly reasonable course of action for a girl in love to take. Consider that if there were any 

woman existed that could lie on the bed of the man she loved, do the same things as Albedo herself and 

Ǉet Ŷot feel aŶǇthiŶg, ǁhile at the saŵe tiŵe daƌiŶg to Đall heƌself a ͞giƌl iŶ loǀe͟ like Alďedo did. “he 
would certainly consider that woman to be one that did not understand true love, and swiftly eliminate 

that unpleasant person without delay. 

  

͞Haaa~͟ 



  

Albedo pulled back the hands wandering down her belly. Now was not the time for such things. 

 

It seems this is becoming a habit, Albedo thought as she pulled herself upright. 

 

In any Đase, she had to fiŶish the daǇ͛s tasks. 
 

After founding the Sorcerous Kingdom and placing E-‘aŶtel uŶdeƌ theiƌ ƌule, Alďedo͛s ǁoƌkload had 
dramatically increased. Much of the reason for that was because the officials who were supposed to 

manage E-Rantel had fled back to the Kingdom, leading to a shortage of administrative personnel. 

 

The plan was to use the undead made by her master to handle this task. However, since they were still 

in the training phase, the result was that it consumed her time instead, and added to her workload. In 

addition, there were many other things that she had to do. While her schedule would probably free up 

in the near future, for the time being she would still be very busy. 

 

Of course, to Albedo, these labors were not an onerous thing. Or rather, there was not a single denizen 

of Nazarick who would say that service to their master was a hardship. This was what Albedo believed. 

One might even go so far as to say that the heavier her burden, the greater her joy. 

 

͞It͛s aďout tiŵe, I should go ĐheĐk oŶ the fƌuits of theiƌ tƌaiŶiŶg…͟ 

  

It had stretched from a few days to a few weeks. Even after a month, they were still only half-baked. Still, 

she would have to hand the reins of administration over to them, depending on the circumstances. 

Recently, she had been considering a visit to the Kingdom, to meet with the King. In truth, it would be 

fine as long as her wise master was around, even without her presence. However, such tasks were little 

more than petty errands, which did not suit his role as an absolute ruler. 

 

Kings had things which kings needed to do. 

 

͞Although, Đoŵe to thiŶk of it… ǁheƌe does AiŶz-saŵa iŶteŶd to take the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

A nation had policies which they could implement. 

 

Once one had decided on them, they could to determine the laws of the land and the future direction of 

the entire country. For instance, they might decide to turn humans into slaves and have the entire 

country serve Nazarick. If they chose that path, then they would need to properly pass legislation for 

turning humans into slaves. Then, with that as a forethought, they would need to consider various 

problems such as how to deal with the nearby countries of humans, how to treat the humans of other 

countries, and other related problems. 

 

However, her master had not been able to give her a clear answer, even up till now. 

 



In other words, the Sorcerous Kingdom was missing its central leadership, based on the foundations of 

the old house called the Kingdom, and merely rebuilding itself. 

 

Or could it be that this was the ideal sort of country for her beloved master? Or could that great being 

be waiting for something else? If it was the latter, she could only feel embarrassed that she could not 

read the thoughts of her master. 

  

This was one of the feǁ tiŵes that she ǁas tƌouďled ďǇ heƌ ŵasteƌ͛s ďƌilliaŶt iŶtelleĐt. 
  

There were many meanings to every move her master made, as a being of deep insight and distant 

considerations. It was because she could not immediately comprehend the significance of her ŵasteƌ͛s 
actions that she felt the bitterest regret. 

  

Even Demiurge -- whose intellect rivalled, or perhaps even surpassed hers -- had said iŶ the past: ͞ŵǇ 
ǁisdoŵ Đould Ŷot eǀeŶ ďegiŶ to ĐatĐh up to the ŵasteƌ͛s; it is tƌulǇ uŶďeaƌaďle͟. “till, eǀeŶ so-- 

 

͞All I Ŷeed to do is oďeǇ AiŶz-saŵa͛s deĐisioŶs, Ŷo ŵatteƌ ǁhat kiŶd of ĐouŶtƌǇ he ǁaŶts to Đƌeate.͟ 

 

In all ways but one, Albedo would faithfully follow her beloved husband. 

 

͞“till, ǁhat͛s happeŶed to hiŵ?͟ 

 

But of course, there was no answer to the souŶd of Alďedo͛s ŵutteƌiŶg. 
 

 

 

[End Prologue] 

 

 

 

[Chapter 1 - The Sorcerous Kingdom of Ainz Ooal Gown]  

 

 

-Part 1- 

  

The Sorcerer King. The absolute ruler of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick and the Sorcerous 

Kingdom of Ainz Ooal Gown. A being who ruled the 41 Supreme Beings, and the last of them who had 

remained in Nazarick. At this moment, that entity who should have been enjoying the attentions of his 

subordinates was curled up on a soft bed, reading a book. 

 

Said bed had been moved from the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick and brought to this place -- to 

the private chambers of the former ruler of E-Rantel, Mayor Panasolei, which had been partially 

ƌeŵodelled aŶd ĐoŶǀeƌted iŶto AiŶz͛s oǁŶ Đhaŵďeƌs. Theƌe ǁas a fƌagƌaŶĐe fƌoŵ ǁheŶ his ďed ǁas iŶ 

Nazarick which he could not detect from his bed over here. 



 

Peƌhaps it͛s ďeĐause the ďed heƌe doesŶ͛t haǀe peƌfuŵe spƌaǇed oŶ it, AiŶz thought as he leaŶed his 
weight onto the bed in question. 

 

Of course, sleep was a completely needless action for an undead being like Ainz. 

 

Indeed, the remnants of his humanity told his mind that he should be tired. That was why Ainz 

occasionally did this sort of thing, lying down on a bed to cool down his overheated head and heart. 

However, that was only a temporary thing. Thus, lying down like this for a long time like a human being 

would do was actually quite meaningless. 

 

Of course, there were always a few exceptions to the rule. 

 

For instance -- yes. For instance, while reading. In particular, when he was mindful of the way others 

were looking at him. 

  

It should ďe daǇtiŵe sooŶ… oh! 
 

A weak ray of sunlight filtered in through the gap in the curtains, giving Ainz a rough idea fo the time. 

With that, he stuffed all the books he had been reading until just now back under his pillow. 

  

Then, he inclined his skull to look over to the corner of the room. 

  

He saw a maid standing there. 

 

“he ǁas oŶe of NazaƌiĐk͛s ƌegulaƌ ŵaids, aŶd she ǁould ďe atteŶdiŶg to AiŶz todaǇ -- to be precise, she 

would have attended him since yesterday. Currently, she was elegantly seated on a chair, her back 

ramrod straight. However, that posture had not changed since last night. From what Ainz knew, none of 

the maids had failed to remain seated. 

  

Her line of sight was constantly fixed on Ainz, barring several momentary distractions. 

 

It was a truly indescribable burden. 

  

Of course, she had not intended to exert this pressure. Doing so allowed her to respond immediately to 

any emergency. However, it made an everyman like Suzuki Satoru, want to ĐƌǇ aŶd ďeg ͞spaƌe ŵe, 
please͟. 
 

Nobody would feel comfortable if they were stared at constantly like this, especially if it was a member 

of the opposite sex doing it. Even if nothing happened, it made him feel like he had left something 

undone somewhere. 

 

The most important thing was the way she silently responded to  Ainz if he made any movement at all. 

 



Simply put -- it was misery. 

 

Of course, Ainz was an absolute ruler. If he forbade her to do so, she would stop. However, when he 

thought of the looks on the faces of the maids when he said so, he could not bring himself to speak the 

words waiting in his mouth. 

 

After coming to this world, Ainz had swiftly taken action in the guise of Momon. This was not the first 

time the maids had surrounded him in service. Until now, they continued serving him with an awe-

inspiring loyalty as they faithfully carried out their tasks. It was because he knew this that Ainz could not 

bring himself to make them bend to his will. 

 

Besides, they would get tired of it after a while. 

 

It had been a month since he had thought that. 

 

The idea that this state of affairs might continue forever filled Ainz with some degree of unease. Because 

the maids took 41 days to complete a cycle of their schedule, he decided to leave that matter for the 

future, but that line of thinking had merely kicked the can down the road until now. 

  

Aƌe these ǁhat theǇ Đall the ĐhaiŶs of ĐoŵŵaŶdiŶg… ŵaŶagiŶg NazaƌiĐk, plaŶŶiŶg the gƌoup͛s poliĐies, 
ƌespoŶdiŶg to ŵǇ suďoƌdiŶates; ǁishes… people ǁho staŶd at the top really are great, no wonder they 

hae such high salaries... 

 

Now that he understood what they were going through, Ainz laughed at the foolishness of his prior 

thinking, that people who stood so high and did so little could collect so much pay. And then, he slowly 

rose from the bed. 

  

At this moment, the maid silently rose from her seat. It made him feel as though there were a rope 

connecting them. 

 

How could her movements be so graceful after staying awake through the night? 

 

͞--I͛ŵ up.͟ 

 

͞Yes. TheŶ, Ǉouƌ seƌǀaŶt shall take heƌ leaǀe. Afteƌ this, todaǇ͛s ŵaid ǁill Đoŵe to take oǀeƌ fƌoŵ ŵe.͟ 

 

AiŶz did Ŷot saǇ aŶǇthiŶg aloŶg the liŶes of ͞I͛ll leaǀe it to Ǉou͟, ďut siŵplǇ gƌuŶted aŶd ǁaǀed his haŶd 
to indicate that she should carry on. 

 

Peƌhaps I͛ŵ ďeing too arrogant, Ainz thought. 

  

Still, it might have been better like this. 

 



He had seŶt Haŵsuke to ask soŵe ƋuestioŶs, aŶd the ŵaids͛ fiƌst ƌespoŶse seeŵed to ďe, ͞It feels like 
he͛s doŵiŶatiŶg us, AiŶz-saŵa is the ďest͟ oƌ soŵethiŶg like that. It ǁould seem they were all 

masochists, and while it had troubled Ainz when he had first heard it, after thinking calmly about it, a 

ruler ought to act and dress the part. It was what his subjects would wish for. 

  

Using a company as an example, a boss had to look and act like a boss. 

  

When he thought if it that way, Ainz felt that what he had done was what the Sorcerer King would have 

done. The fact was, when he had sneaked peeks at the ruler of the Empire, Jircniv Rune Farlord El Nix, 

the man had acted in pretty much the same way. 

 

“till, “uzuki “atoƌu had ďeeŶ a ǁoƌkiŶg ŵaŶ, aŶd he felt a little uŶeasǇ aďout Ŷot saǇiŶg, ͞ThaŶks foƌ 
Ǉouƌ haƌd ǁoƌk͟. 
 

͞...TheŶ, Ǉou should go haǀe a good ƌest Ǉouƌself.͟ 

 

͞Ah! --Please allow your servant to offer her deepest thanks for your generosity, Ainz-saŵa!͟ 

 

The maid bowed deeply as she said that, to express her gratitude. 

  

͞Hoǁeǀeƌ, it is thaŶks to this that Ǉouƌ seƌǀaŶt Đould staǇ ďǇ Ǉouƌ side, to atteŶd Ǉou ǁithout haǀiŶg to 
rest, Ainz-saŵa.͟ 

 

No, that͛s Ŷot ǁhat I ŵeaŶt, Ainz muttered in his heart. 

 

It was true that once one put on a Ring of Sustenance, one would have no problems going without sleep 

day and night. Still, sitting on a chair and watching Ainz all night should have been nothing short of 

hellish. Although he was very pleased by their dedication, there was no need for them to go that far. 

 

At least theǇ should ĐaŶĐel the Ŷight shift… the paƌt ǁheƌe theǇ ǁatĐh ŵe sleep, ƌight? 

  

As maids, it was only natural that they should faithfully serve their master with their hearts and souls. 

  

He did not know exactly which maid had said it, but Ainz remembered that one of them had. 

  

Faithfully serve their master, huh. What would you say if I wanted to live in as an equal to you? 

  

Unlike how he had felt when he had first come to this new world, Ainz could now confidently pat his 

chest and say that all his subordinates were absolutely loyal to him. As long as Ainz paid attention to his 

actions and did not do anything which would disappoint them, there was no chance of their betrayal -- 

barring outside interference. Then, perhaps he should change the relationship between them, and put 

himself on equal footing with the NPCs. That might be a good choice to make, at some point. 

 



If that happened, Ainz would be free from this life of being a ruler, of having his brain cells depleted all 

day long. In addition -- 

  

--it would be like before, indeed, just like during the guild days. I wonder if I could go back to that sort of 

life again. 

  

Whenever he spoke to the NPCs, he kept visualizing the images his former friends over them. It was 

because of that that Ainz that he would not have to relate to them as master and servant, but the way 

they had in the past -- 

  

--No, Ainz thought as he mentally shook his head. 

  

While he did not know what might lead his subjects to be disappointed in him, such a dramatic change 

in circumstances could not possibly be a wise decision. In addition, since he knew that they craved a 

master-servant relationship, it was his responsibility as their master to continue in that capacity. At the 

same time, as the last person who had remained here, he had to do everything he could for the NPCs -- 

his children. 

 

The maid bade her goodbyes to Ainz, and then left the room. 

 

In that moment, Ainz sprang into action. First, he exchanged the books under the pillow with other 

books. The book he had used as a substitute had a very complex title -- just flipping through a couple of 

pages would make anyone lose the will to continue reading. Then, the book he had been reading last 

night went into his personal pocket dimension -- his item box. 

 

After placing it into a place where it would not be easily stolen, Ainz breathed a sigh of relief. 

 

That too, was part of his responsibilites as a master. 

  

He certainly did not want to read those brain-burning books all night. If possible, he would like to read 

soŵe populaƌ ďooks iŶstead. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ďeiŶg spotted ƌeadiŶg suĐh ďooks ǁould daŵage AiŶz͛s digŶitǇ 
as a ruler. Therefore, Ainz was forced to take such troublesome measures. 

 

Incidentally, he had already taken into consideration the fact that the maids would move the books 

under the pillow to another location. 

 

Now that he had finished everything he could do on the bed, Ainz pushed aside the thin silk canopy 

which shrouded the bed, then dismounted and rose to his feet. Just then, several knocks came from the 

door. Shortly after that, the maid who was due to take over the next shift opened the door and entered 

the room. 

 

As she saw Ainz getting off the bed, she smiled and approached him. It looked like she was the maid 

who would be assigned to accompany Ainz today. 

  



͞Good ŵoƌŶiŶg, Feis.͟ 

  

A ďliŶdiŶglǇ ďƌilliaŶt sŵile daǁŶed oŶ the ŵaid͛s faĐe. 
 

͞Good ŵoƌŶiŶg, AiŶz-saŵa! I͛ll ďe iŶ Ǉouƌ Đaƌe todaǇ!͟ 

 

If Feis had a tail, she would probably be wagging it with all her might. That made him remember that 

Pestonya had wagged her tail in the past. 

 

Her maid uniform was the same as the one worn by the previous maid, Woss. As a regular maid, her 

outfit was different from the battle maids, being identical through all their members. However, their 

exact appearance varied -- probably because it was different women wearing them. 

 

Ainz recalled something that one of his friends had said so often that it seemed to have taken up 

ƌesideŶĐe iŶ his eaƌ: ͞Although siŵple ŵaid outfits aƌe good, aĐĐessoƌized ŵaid outfits aƌe ďetteƌ͟. 
Theƌe ǁas also a postsĐƌipt to that: ͞IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, ŵaid uŶifoƌŵs aƌe the ďest, Ŷo ŵatteƌ hoǁ theǇ aƌe. 
Maid uniforms are the greatest invention of human history. Heeha, maid uŶifoƌŵs~͟ 

 

Although AiŶz did Ŷot kŶoǁ ǁhat he ŵeaŶt ďǇ ͞heeha͟, it ǁas pƌoďaďlǇ soŵe soƌt of eǆĐlaŵatioŶ. It 
might have also have been some personally-invented term of his. In this way, Ainz recalled the 

memories of his past companions, bit by bit. 

  

Ainz smiled bitterly -- though his facial expression did not change, of course -- and silently looked at the 

maid. 

  

͞Ai-Ainz-saŵa, is, is Ǉouƌ seƌǀaŶt Ŷot adeƋuate iŶ soŵe ǁaǇ?͟ 

 

Feis seemed vaguely ashamed as her hands tightly gripped the apron of her uniform. It was then that 

Ainz realized his carelessness. 

 

͞Foƌgiǀe ŵe. It seeŵs I ǁas… Ǉes , it seeŵs I ǁas soŵeǁhat eŶtƌaŶĐed ďǇ Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞--!͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, let͛s go.͟ 

  

͞--Eh? Ah, Ǉes. UŶdeƌstood!͟ 

 

The maid following behind him froze for a moment, but still managed an energetic reply. Ainz passed 

through several rooms. What he saw there could not possibly be compared to the scenery of the 9th 

Floor of the Tomb. Thus, when Ainz had decided to stay here, the Guardians had voiced their objections 

one after the other. 

  

Item. This place is lacking in taste as a residence for a Supreme Being. 



  

Item. This place lacks defensive ability and has inadequate protection against spies. 

 

Item. Item. Item. 

  

However, Ainz had shouldered through all these obstacles and selected this place as his home. 

  

This was his responsibility as a King -- after all, Jircniv too lived in the Imperial Palace of the Imperial 

Capital. Or at least, that was what he wanted people to think. The fact was, this place was luxurious 

enough for Ainz, no, for Suzuki Satoru. His old home was even less worthy of comparison. In addition, 

his room on the 9th Floor had always been too unreal, too large. 

 

He had not minded it when it had still been a game. However, now that he had actually lived there, he 

was acutely aware that there was no place for him within its walls. All Ainz wanted to do was to burrow 

into a corner of the room. 

 

Ainz led Feis and the Eight Edge Assassin that had dropped down from the ceiling to the dressing room. 

 

Several regular maids were already there and waiting for him. As one, they executed respectful bows to 

him. Feis swiftly joined their ranks as well. 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa, ǁhat ǁould Ǉou like to ǁeaƌ todaǇ?͟ Feis asked iŶ a ǀoiĐe that ǁas ďuƌstiŶg ǁith eŶeƌgǇ. 
  

...Oh, it seeŵs Feis͛ eǇes are sparkling too. Or rather, it feels like anyone in her place has sparkling eyes. I 

did heaƌ that ladies like ĐlothiŶg… is that hoǁ theǇ eǆpƌess it? Oƌ do theǇ just like ĐooƌdiŶatiŶg theiƌ 
clothes and accessories? 

 

A steady sensation of fatigue crept oveƌ hiŵ, ďut he Đould Ŷot shoǁ it. IŶstead, he ǁeŶt ͞Uŵu͟ -- a 

which he felt was quite cool, because he had been practicing it beforehand. 

  

Frankly speaking, Ainz had no need to change his clothes. 

 

His magic robes would not get wrinkled even if he spent all night rolling around on the bed. His body did 

not excrete any waste products. The dust floating in the air could settle on him, but all he had to do was 

pat it off. In addition, any place where Ainz went would have already been thoroughly cleaned by the 

maids. In addition, he did not need to eat or drink, and would not get dirty from those activities. 

  

Wearing the same set of clothes would not have posed him any problems. 

  

However, none of his subordinates could permit that. Yet it was only to be expected; having their 

absolute ruler wear the same thing everyday would ruin his image. 

 

That said, Ainz was not confident in his ability to coordinate his outfit. 

  



Now, if he were preparing his equipment for battle, he was quite confident that after considering his 

oppoŶeŶts͛ aďilities aŶd skills aŶd plaŶŶiŶg out his taĐtiĐs, he Đould seleĐt the appƌopƌiate eƋuipŵeŶt 
that best matched the foe he was facing. However -- 

 

Well, to some extent, the experience gained by Suzuki Satoru allowed him to comment on whether this 

tie would work with that suit. However, he could say nothing about whether this purple robe with silver 

filigree matched a silver necklace socketed with four diamonds and so on. In addition, he had to select 

clothes to match a skeletal body. 

 

However, if he wore a mismatched outfit, people might doubt his sense of style as a leader. That would 

be like betraying his loyal subordinates. Therefore, Ainz had to give his utmost even in the matter of 

dressing himself. 

 

Therein lay a fatal problem. 

 

Would any of his subordinates comment if Ainz wore something unsuitable? It was a similar situation to 

a toupee slipping off the head of the CEO of some large company; nobody would dare say anything. That 

being the case, there was only one course of action left to him. 

 

͞--Feis, I͛ll leaǀe it to Ǉou. Pƌepaƌe a set of ĐlothiŶg that ďest suits ŵe.͟ 

  

͞UŶdeƌstood! Leaǀe it to ŵe, AiŶz-saŵa! Youƌ seƌǀaŶt ǁill take the gƌeatest Đaƌe iŶ heƌ ĐhoiĐes!͟ 

  

You doŶ͛t haǀe to ďe so liǀelǇ -- well, Ainz thought that, but he had never actually said so to the maids 

before. 

  

͞I! I thiŶk ƌed suits Ǉou ǁell, AiŶz-sama! Therefore, I was thinking of using red as a base color for 

ĐooƌdiŶatiŶg Ǉouƌ attiƌe. What do Ǉou thiŶk?͟ 

 

͞...I just said that I ǁould leaǀe that to Ǉou. That ďeiŶg the Đase, theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to ŵake suƌe ǁith ŵe.͟ 

  

͞Yes! UŶdeƌstood!͟ 

 

If he had no confidence in himself, then all he needed to do was hand the task to someone else -- like 

how he had allowed the maid to pick for him. 

 

Ainz was somewhat disturbed by the bright red robe she had selected, however. The almost blinding red 

color was further adorned by many huge gemstones, almost like buttons. It might have still been 

acceptable if they were all the same color, but the many gemstones reflected half a dozen different 

colors of light. In addition, the garment was edged with strange characters embroidered with gold 

thread. 

 

--Is this really normal clothing? Can it be considered clothing in the normal sense of the word? 

 



He felt like a sandwich-board man illuminated by neon lights. He would never have picked this clothing 

of his own accord. Or rather, Ainz began to wonder why he had ever bought this in the first place. Since 

he had no recollection of his guild members forcing it upon him, there was no other explanation but that 

he had used magic to delete the memories of its acquisition from his mind. 

 

Was it a gift? What soƌt of aĐtiǀitǇ Đould foƌĐe a gift oŶto Ǉou? … “till, ǁell, it ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped, huh. 
 

Even recalling how he had obtained it would not make the crimson robe before him vanish. 

 

While it ǁould ďe easǇ to siŵplǇ ƌefuse it, that ǁould ŵake a lie of the ͞I͛ll leaǀe it to Ǉou͟ that he had 
told Feis. More to the point, it might only be Ainz who found it embarrassing, while everyone else liked 

it. Or rather, that was quite likely to be the case. 

 

And, to put it more bluntly, since Feis had selected this robe, he could blame her if anyone commented 

on it. 

 

I really am a terrible boss. 

 

Ainz knew that this was not something of which he could be proud, and he felt guilty for it. 

 

Pushing the blame to someone else was not laudable conduct for a boss -- for a superior. Ainz knew this, 

but even so, he needed some form of protection. 

 

He had to protect himself by sacrificing his subordinates. It could not be helped. 

 

͞--“oƌƌǇ aďout that.͟ 

 

͞Ah, ŵǇ siŶĐeƌest apologies!͟ 

 

͞It͛s fiŶe… I ǁas just talkiŶg to ŵǇself. PaǇ it Ŷo heed. Coŵe to thiŶk of it…͟ 

  

Ainz decided to choose his words carefully as he asked his question. 

 

Theƌe͛s soŵethiŶg I͛d like to ask; do Ǉou thiŶk this ƌoďe is a ďit too gaudǇ foƌ ŵe?͟ 

 

͞CeƌtaiŶlǇ Ŷot! Afteƌ all, just aďout aŶǇthiŶg looks good oŶ Ǉou, AiŶz-sama! Although I feel that black as 

a base with dark brown as a secondary color would look good too, but wearing that all the time would 

not show off your other virtues, Ainz-sama! All this is to imprint your powerful image into the eyes of 

everyone who--͟ 

 

Ainz interrupted the gushing flow of her words. 

 

͞--It͛s fiŶe. As loŶg as it͛s suitaďle, it͛s fiŶe. TheŶ, Đould Ǉou dƌess ŵe?͟ 

 



͞UŶdeƌstood!͟ 

 

Feis and the other maids got to work. 

 

As AiŶz ƌeŵaiŶed staŶdiŶg, the ŵaids sileŶtlǇ ƌeŵoǀed AiŶz͛s ĐlothiŶg. The aĐt of haǀiŶg his Đlothes 
changed by women, even if his body was nothing more than a skeleton, filled him with a burning shame. 

 

But of course, such a gesture was a natural act for an absolute ruler. 

 

Ainz remained still and allowed the maids to work, while he silently looked into the dressing mirror. 

 

Soon, a red-robed Ainz appeared in the mirror. As expected, it was gaudy. It was nothing but gaudy. 

 

...No. This ǁoƌld has a pƌettǇ diǀeƌgeŶt seŶse of aesthetiĐs. Foƌ all I kŶoǁ… these Đlothes ŵight ďe Ƌuite 
suitable for a ruler to wear. 

 

He recalled Hamsuke as an example, and quashed his unease. 

 

͞TheŶ, let͛s go.͟ 

 

Those thoughts went through his head as he strode forth in the company of Feis. How he wished he had 

the time to sigh. 

 

*** 

  

The swaying, gaudy red robe advanced toward his office. In the instant that Ainz neared the door, Feis 

swiftly darted forward and courteously opened it for him. 

 

“oŵetiŵes, he thought of saǇiŶg, It͛s just a dooƌ, let ŵe opeŶ it. Hoǁeǀeƌ, as he ǁatĐhed the look oŶ 
the ŵaids͛ faĐes ǁhiĐh said, ͞Whoa, look at ŵe, I͛ŵ ǁoƌkiŶg!͟, AiŶz Đould do ŶothiŶg ďut aĐĐept this as a 
form of automatically-opening door. 

 

Ainz led Feis and the Eight Edge Assassin into the office. 

 

The desk in the center of the room was like the one Ainz had in his own room, and it radiated an air of 

dignity. 

 

It had been brought here from Nazarick, along with his bed. A flag hung in the depths of the room -- the 

flag of Ainz Ooal Gown -- of the Sorcerous Kingfom. 

 

Ainz passed through the room, and approached the balcony. 

 



There was a glass box on the balcony, which was not very large and contained a jungle environment. 

Ainz inserted a finger of bone into the box which seemed devoid of lifeforms, and lifted up a leaf. 

Hidden beneath was a creature that hid in the darkness to avoid the sunlight. 

 

Its brightly-colored body was covered in sticky yet slippery secretions, and the front part of its body 

resembled a pair of human lips. 

 

Ainz carefully studied the lip bug before his eyes. 

 

͞--That͛s a good Đoloƌ. It looks Ƌuite liǀelǇ, ǁhiĐh is the iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg.͟ 

 

He remembered what he had been once told, which was that color was very important. He also recalled 

having several lip bugs placed in front of him, and being taught to tell when they were most energetic by 

their color. And indeed; the lip bug before him seemed much livelier than the others at that time. 

 

Ainz picked out a fresh cabbage leaf from a nearby plate. 

 

͞Coŵe, NuƌuŶuƌu-kuŶ. It͛s tiŵe to eat~͟ 

 

He brought the leaf close to the lip bug, which latched onto it with a nom. After he let go of it, the lip 

bug frantically devoured it in large mouthfuls. 

 

Ainz brought out two more leaves, which the lip bug readily devoured. 

 

Because Entoma had told him that overfeeding it was not good, he decided to stop there. 

 

Ainz gently returned the fed and happy lip bug to its shaded home in the glass box -- to the place it most 

loved. 

 

͞It seeŵed a little gƌoss at fiƌst, ďut it gƌeǁ to ďe Ƌuite adoƌaďle afteƌ I Đaƌed foƌ it.͟ 

 

He was not speaking to anyone in particular, just talking to himself. Ainz had a cheerful smile on his face 

as he closed the thin lid of the box. This box was not very sturdy, and the lip bug could escape if it really 

wanted to. The reason Ainz used it was the proof of his confidence of being able to take good care of its 

occupant. Still, the fact remained that it was a mercenary that had been spawned with gold, so it might 

still decide to escape. 

 

Ainz gently cleaned his hand with a nearby cloth, and after finishing all his tasks for the morning, he took 

a seat in his chair. He leaned his weight onto its back and let his body sink deeply into it. 

 

...Ah, ǁoƌk. Theƌe͛s Ŷo offiĐial working hours, but my heart still sinks around this time. I guess old habits 

die hard. 

 

The desk did not have so much as a speck of dust on it, to say nothing of documents. 



 

It ǁas ĐoŵpletelǇ uŶlike “uzuki “atoƌu͛s desk. 
 

All this was because he did not Ŷeed to ǁoƌk thƌough the Ŷight. AiŶz͛s joď ǁas to ŵake the ďig deĐisioŶs, 
not worrying about the fine details. After he decided the overall direction, his subordinates went into 

action. 

 

...“till, this is ǁhǇ it͛s so diffiĐult. Foƌ the fiƌst tiŵe, I ƌealise that the difficulty of a job is determined by 

hoǁ ŵuĐh ƌespoŶsiďilitǇ it plaĐes oŶ oŶeself. It͛s ŵoƌe ŵeŶtallǇ thaŶ phǇsiĐallǇ tiƌiŶg… aŶd it͛s ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ 
more stressful. Ara, is it time to start work? 

 

There was no need to look at a watch. 

 

At that precise moment, a knock came from the door. Fifth -- who was standing in attendance at the 

door -- verified the identity of the caller. 

 

͞AiŶz-sama, it is Albedo-saŵa aŶd the Eldeƌ LiĐhes.͟ 

 

Theƌe ǁas ƌespeĐt iŶ Fifth͛s ǀoiĐe, ďeĐause the Eldeƌ LiĐhes had all ďeen personally created by Ainz. 

 

͞I see. Let theŵ iŶ.͟ 

 

Fifth stepped away from the door to make way for the visitors. Albedo entered the room at the head of 

six Elder Liches. 

 

͞Good ŵoƌŶiŶg, AiŶz-saŵa.͟ 

 

The Eldeƌ LiĐhes folloǁed Alďedo͛s lead aŶd deeplǇ bowed their heads. 

 

͞Uŵu, good ŵoƌŶiŶg, Alďedo. It seeŵs todaǇ͛s ǁeatheƌ is Ƌuite fiŶe.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed it is. I haǀe ƌepoƌts that it ǁill ďe suŶŶǇ all daǇ -- of course, if it is your wish as the ultimate ruler 

of this world, we can produce any kind of weather you desire. How do you wish to proceed, Ainz-saŵa?͟ 

 

This was just using an irrelevant topic to start a conversation, but he had not expected her to lead with a 

suggestion like that. 

 

͞That ǁill Ŷot ďe ŶeĐessaƌǇ. I do Ŷot dislike ĐhaŶges iŶ the ǁeatheƌ. “uŶny days are fine, the roaring of 

thunder on rainy days are to be savored, and the gentle falling of snow is quite intriguing. The 

eŶteƌtaiŶŵeŶt Đoŵes fƌoŵ eŶjoǇiŶg the Ŷatuƌal ĐhaŶges of the ǁeatheƌ.͟ 

 

AiŶz did Ŷot dislike this ǁoƌld͛s ĐhaŶgiŶg Đliŵate. IŶ this undespoiled world, he found himself agreeing 

ǁith his foƌŵeƌ Đoŵƌade Blue PlaŶet͛s ǁoƌds: ͞The ƌaiŶ ǁas oƌigiŶallǇ Ŷatuƌe͛s ďlessiŶg.͟ 

 



It was best to let nature remain natural. 

 

͞Yes, uŶdeƌstood... Of Đouƌse, I seŶsed that Ǉou had Ŷo desiƌe to alteƌ the weather, but I had to ask to be 

sure, Ainz-sama. After all, you are not the sort of leader who would directly order us around to fulfil 

Ǉouƌ desiƌes.͟ 

 

͞...I that so? I doŶ͛t feel it͛s like that…͟ 

 

Ainz thought about it, but he could not come up with anything he particularly wanted. When he had still 

been Suzuki Satoru, his mind had been filled with YGGDRASIL. After his body had become like this, it had 

only gotten worse. Although he was not sure if that was a side effect of becoming undead, the chances 

of always having been this way were quite high. If he had to speak of desires, that would be a desire for 

collecting rare items. And also-- 

 

Ainz smiled sadly, and gently shook his head. 

 

͞No, it ŵight ďe just as Ǉou saǇ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, that is siŵplǇ ďeĐause there is nothing I truly want. If I have 

aŶǇ desiƌes, I ǁill ŶatuƌallǇ giǀe the appƌopƌiate oƌdeƌs at that tiŵe.͟ 

 

͞WheŶ the tiŵe Đoŵes, I hope Ǉou ǁill alloǁ ŵe, as the GuaƌdiaŶ Oǀeƌseeƌ, to seleĐt the people to fulfil 
Ǉouƌ desiƌes,͟ Alďedo ƌeplied as she lowered her head. When it came back up, her face seemed 

soŵeoŶe flushed. ͞Hoǁeǀeƌ, Ǉouƌ Đlothes todaǇ aƌe Ƌuite speĐtaĐulaƌ. TheǇ aƌe eǆtƌaoƌdiŶaƌilǇ ƌadiaŶt. 
No, theǇ shiŶe this ďƌightlǇ ďeĐause Ǉou͛ƌe ǁeaƌiŶg theŵ, AiŶz-saŵa.͟ 

 

Albedo continued lavishing her praise on him. 

  

The radiance of which she spoke were probably the gemstones which seemed to substitute for buttons, 

since his skull would not reflect the light. Ainz nodded as he thought about this. 

 

͞Is that so, theŶ I ŵust thaŶk Ǉou foƌ that, Alďedo.͟ 

 

͞You aƌe too kiŶd. I ǁas siŵplǇ statiŶg the oďǀious. AiŶz-sama, you are truly--͟ 

 

Ainz raised his hand to interrupt Albedo as she excitedly prepared to continue. He had the feeling that 

following that topic would make their conversations very long. 

 

͞Let͛s leaǀe that ŵatteƌ aside foƌ Ŷoǁ. TheŶ, ǁhat of the doĐuŵeŶts Ǉou aŶd the otheƌs ǁeƌe haŶdliŶg 
ǇesteƌdaǇ, Alďedo?͟ 

 

͞Yes. 
 

Albedo puffed up her cheeks in an adorable matter, and the Elder Liches followed her directions and 

placed their documents on the table. 

 



The pile of documents stacked one on top of the other came to a sizable thickness. Files of this type 

were light on the motions, but heavy on the attached information. Much like how he had needed data 

from many fields in his old job, it would seem that this was all preparation to deal with a complicated 

problem. 

 

His heart was ready for this. Ainz had spent all morning psyching himself up and firming his resolve. 

 

Suzuki Satoru was a mere employee, and he was not the sort who needed to interact with the 

ĐoŵpaŶǇ͛s opeƌatioŶs. If asked ǁhetheƌ soŵeoŶe like that Đould ŵaŶage aŶ eŶtiƌe ĐouŶtƌǇ, AiŶz ǁould 
haǀe ĐoŶfideŶtlǇ aŶsǁeƌed ͞Ŷo͟. No, eǀeŶ aŶ opeƌatioŶs ŵaŶageƌ ǁould fiŶd it ǀeƌǇ diffiĐult to ƌuŶ a 
country. 

 

What made it worse was that Ainz was an absolute ruler. Even if there were any mistakes in the words 

he spoke, his subordinates would rally together to turn them all into reality. 

 

Was there anything scarier than that? A single word from Ainz might lead to a mass suicide. 

 

What should he do in that case? 

 

The answer was very simple. Much like these clothes, he had to hand that responsibility to talented 

people. 

 

BeiŶg aďle to skilfullǇ alloĐate oŶe͛s suďoƌdiŶates aĐĐoƌdiŶg to theiƌ stƌeŶgths ǁas also aŶ esseŶtial 
quality in a boss. 

 

That said, there were problems with delegating everything to others. It was true that he could leave 

everything to Albedo with ease. However, he was not a decoration, but a king. As someone who was 

highly placed, as a superior being, there were responsibilities for him to fulfil. 

 

Theƌe ǁeƌe soŵe tasks ǁhiĐh Đould Ŷot ďe esĐaped ďǇ saǇiŶg ͞I kŶoǁ ŶothiŶg.͟ 

 

As such, Ainz began carefully reading the stack of documents from top to bottom, placing the royal seal 

on each one. 

 

After rhythmically stamping several doĐuŵeŶts, AiŶz paused, haǀiŶg seleĐted oŶe of theŵ as the daǇ͛s 
target. He opened it to peruse its contents. And then-- 

 

...I doŶ͛t get it, afteƌ all. Does this haǀe soŵethiŶg to do ǁith ŵateƌial ƌesouƌĐes? Is this ǀeƌǇ iŵpoƌtaŶt? 
Do the Elder Liches reallǇ uŶdeƌstaŶd? ...Well, theǇ ǁeƌe all ŵade ďǇ ŵe… ǁhat͛s this gap, aŶǇǁaǇ -- 
although, ƌeadiŶg all this is ƌeallǇ tiƌesoŵe, it͛s all legal laŶguage... 
 

He had to flip back and forth between the pages to look up the words on other pages, and at the end, 

the conclusion was negative, based on the above decision. In addition, there were many negative proofs 

in the text, which made understanding it a tedious task. 



 

͞--Alďedo.͟ 

 

͞Yes, AiŶz-saŵa! Has soŵethiŶg Đaught Ǉouƌ atteŶtioŶ?͟ 

 

͞No, it͛s uŶƌelated to this, but I thought of something. How is the progress on the passing of legislation? 

Although this is called a Sorcerous Kingdom, we have not introduced any unique laws of our own, but 

siŵplǇ ƌeused the KiŶgdoŵ͛s laǁs.͟ 

 

͞Yes. This is siŵplǇ a dƌaft foƌ Ŷoǁ. If we pushed through with the law too harshly it could lead to 

ǁidespƌead disĐoŶteŶt. Thus, ǁe aƌe hesitaŶt to do so.͟ 

 

These words sounded strange when they came from Albedo, who cared nothing for humanity. Still, Ainz 

could not help but pat his chest in relief. 

 

͞Although I͛ǀe disĐussed it ǁith Deŵiuƌge ďefoƌe… the laǁs of the KiŶgdoŵ siŵplǇ do Ŷot gƌaŶt eŶough 
power to an absolute ruler such as yourself, Ainz-sama. We are currently considering simply retaining 

the first edict and then executing the rest of it ďǇ foƌĐe.͟ 

 

͞While I aŵ ŵoƌe ĐoŶfideŶt iŶ otheƌ aƌeas…͟ 

  

That was a lie. Ainz had no confidence in just about everything. 

  

͞I ƌegƌet to saǇ that I aŵ Ŷot ǀeƌsed iŶ the ǁaǇs of the laǁ. Do as Ǉou see fit. You haǀe ŵǇ tƌust.͟ 

 

͞Yes, I uŶdeƌstaŶd.͟ 

 

Albedo had a look of delight on her face. If Ainz looked closely, he could see her wings quivering behind 

her. She -- and Demiurge, for some unknown reason -- seemed to consider Ainz to be a genius who was 

always one step ahead of them. 

 

Thus, when Ainz said he did not know or something along those lines, he could keenly understand the 

joy which they -- who were made as highly intelligent beings -- felt at being able to validate their 

existence. 

 

͞“till, theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to lie aďout Ŷot uŶdeƌstaŶdiŶg the laǁ…͟ 

 

͞No, it͛s tƌue. I aŵ Ŷot Ƌuite ǀeƌsed iŶ ŵatteƌs of the laǁ.͟ 

 

͞I see… that ŵust ďe hoǁ Ǉou see it, fƌoŵ the peƌspeĐtiǀe of a supƌeŵe leadeƌ ǁho has Ŷeǀeƌ ďeeŶ 
ďouŶd ďǇ aŶǇ laǁs. I uŶdeƌstaŶd Ǉouƌ ŵeaŶiŶg.͟ 

 



Ainz felt that he was being misunderstood, but he decided to ignore the matter. After all, he had no idea 

how to explain it to her. Instead, he simply smiled. This feeling was only vaguely familiar to him, but that 

might be how children felt when proudly showing off their talents to their parents. 

 

͞Is soŵethiŶg ǁƌoŶg?͟ 

 

Alďedo͛s look of suƌpƌise oŶlǇ ŵade AiŶz that ŵuĐh ŵoƌe delighted. “till, it ǁould ďe ƌude foƌ the joǇ to 
be all his. 

 

͞Foƌgiǀe ŵe, ďut ǁheŶ I saǁ hoǁ happǇ Ǉou ǁeƌe, I ǁas stƌuĐk ďǇ hoǁ Đute Ǉou looked… hoǁ shall I saǇ 
this, umu, it͛s soŵeǁhat diffiĐult to eǆplaiŶ.͟ 

 

As he said that, there was a brief commotion from the Eight Edge Assassins on the roof, but then they 

no longer moved. 

 

͞Kuku, hoǁ eŵďaƌƌassiŶg.͟ 

 

Albedo pressed her hands to her cheeks. As Ainz saw how she blushed, he realised how uncomfortable 

he must have made her feel, and with a slight cough, he decided to study the documents before him 

instead. 

  

It would seem that his way of treating the NPCs as the children of his friends made him say things which 

embarrassed them. 

 

He felt a little guilty about his rudeness, but in the end, he stamped the final document instead. With 

that, one task was complete. 

 

He handed the files to Albedo, who was covering her mouth with her hand and muttering about 

something. She in turn handed them to the Elder Liches. 

 

͞TheŶ, let͛s ďegiŶ the usual. These aƌe the pƌoposals ǁe ǁill sĐƌeeŶ thƌough todaǇ.͟ 

 

Ainz opened his cabinet and took out a stack of papers. These were suggestions and opinions collected 

from everyone in Nazarick in order to aid in the development of the Sorcerous Kingdom. 

 

After reading them, Ainz would summarizecopy these suggestions downout and read them out for 

Albedo to hear around this time every morning. 

 

͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed foƌ Ǉou to ǁaste Ǉouƌ ǀaluaďle tiŵe ǁith pettǇ tasks like writing them all down, Ainz-

saŵa.͟ 

 

͞No, ďeĐause theƌe ŵight ďe soŵe suggestioŶs iŶ theƌe ǁhiĐh aƌe diƌeĐted at ŵe. IŶ additioŶ, ŵǇ ďodǇ 
does Ŷot ƌeƋuiƌe sleep. It ǁould ďe a ǁaste of tiŵe if I did ŶothiŶg.͟ 

 



That too was a lie. Or rather, it was true that he would be left idle if he did nothing. However, he could 

spend that time on things like reading, bathing, practicing his acting skills and simulated combat. Even so, 

he still had to do this by hand because Ainz was sneaking in his own suggestions among the others. 

 

Ainz had to do this because if he made those suggestions directly, his subordinates would force 

themselves to make them happen, even if they were impractical. That could lead to tragic consequences. 

 

Therefore, by anonymously submitting his suggestions, he hoped that Albedo, as an impartial third party, 

would judge them by their merits alone. In addition, by not disclosing the names of the suggesters, 

AiŶz͛s oǁŶ aďilities ǁould Ŷot ďe Đalled iŶto ƋuestioŶ, ǁhiĐh ǁas like killiŶg tǁo birds with one stone. 

 

Ainz began reading the uppermost suggestion out loud. 

 

͞Muu… ͚I ďelieǀe that ǁe Ŷeed Đhild eduĐatioŶ seƌǀiĐes ǁhiĐh ĐaŶ sĐout out taleŶted iŶdiǀiduals aŶd 
cultivate them. This way, we might be able to strengthen Nazarick. Even if it does not work out, we can 

still use it to develop technologies for ourself, which can also be used as a foundation to  strengthen 

NazaƌiĐk as ǁell.͛ “oŵethiŶg like that.͟ 

 

Ainz looked at Albedo, who was standing with her eyes facing forward. 

 

͞The ďeŶefits aƌe ĐleaƌlǇ outliŶed, aŶd it is aŶ eǆĐelleŶt suggestioŶ. OŶe ĐaŶ seŶse the suggesteƌ͛s 
eǆĐelleŶĐe thƌough it. It ŵight ďe good to ĐiƌĐulate this as a speĐiŵeŶ foƌ otheƌs to studǇ.͟ 

 

After that round of praise, Ainz resumed his usual stern countenance -- though of course his face did not 

ŵoǀe. ͞Coŵe to thiŶk of it, ǁho do Ǉou thiŶk ǁƌote that?͟ 

 

͞I ďelieǀe that ǁould ďe Yuƌi Alpha.͟ 

 

It was an instant answer. Ainz felt the same way as well. 

 

͞I agƌee. It should ďe Yuƌi͛s suggestioŶ. TheŶ, Alďedo, ǁhat do Ǉou thiŶk of that suggestioŶ?͟ 

 

͞It is utteƌlǇ foolish. “ǁiŶe should liǀe like sǁiŶe aŶd die afteƌ giǀiŶg eǀeƌǇthiŶg theǇ haǀe foƌ theiƌ 
breeders. There is no need for them to live in any other way. Since there is no meaning in allowing them 

to know this, theƌe is Ŷo poiŶt iŶ alloǁiŶg theŵ to Đhoose it.͟ 

 

͞Well, that ǁas Ƌuite a haƌsh ǁaǇ of lookiŶg at it, ďut I do agƌee, to aŶ eǆteŶt. OŶe Ŷeeds ďasiĐ 
eduĐatioŶ iŶ oƌdeƌ to seƌǀe as a Đog to tuƌŶ iŶ soĐietǇ͛s ǁheels. This is hoǁ people should liǀe, age aŶd 
die. Allowing technology to spread would only threaten our power -- hŵ?͟ 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa, aƌe Ǉou all ƌight?͟ 

 



͞These ǁoƌds aŶd opiŶioŶs souŶd faŵiliaƌ. “oŵeoŶe said theŵ to soŵeoŶe else, ďut ǁho? Naƌďeƌal 
aŶd… oho, LupusƌegiŶa. WheŶ she ǁas askiŶg aďout the healiŶg potioŶs… I guess theƌe ǁas Ŷo Ŷeed to 
tell Ǉou siŶĐe Ǉou alƌeadǇ kŶeǁ, Alďedo. Oh, ǁhat a gaffe, please paǇ it Ŷo heed.͟ 

 

͞No, I ďelieǀe that I Ŷeed to uŶdeƌstaŶd Ǉouƌ pƌofouŶd iŶsights, AiŶz-saŵa. Please, shaƌe theŵ ǁith ŵe.͟ 

 

͞Is, is that so.. Well, although it eŵďaƌƌasses ŵe soŵeǁhat , I ĐaŶ͛t ďe the oŶlǇ oŶe shaƌiŶg ŵǇ thoughts. 
If Ǉou aƌe uŶhappǇ ǁith aŶǇthiŶg Ǉou heaƌ, please feel fƌee to shaƌe it ǁith ŵe.͟ 

 

There was nothing more embarrassing than acting like a know-it-all in front of someone he knew well. 

With the worry of being treated like an idiot in his heart, Ainz decided to share his thoughts on the 

matter. 

 

Knowledge, education and information were the basic weapons of humanity -- which also included non-

human beings in this world. As a ŶatioŶ͛s kŶoǁledge iŶĐƌeased, so ǁould its poǁeƌ, ďut oŶ the flip side, 
so would resentment at knowing they could not have everything. 

 

Thus, a ruler had to consider whether or not to arm the masses with the weapon called knowledge, 

because that weapon might someday be pointed at the ruler himself. 

 

In the game called YGGDRASIL, Ainz had learned the importance of possessing information. This was 

why he had brought the Bareare family of herbalists to Carne Village, which was not under surveillance, 

and had them make potions there. This was so that he could monopolize the fruits of their research and 

not allow anyone else to learn from them. 

 

Fƌoŵ AiŶz͛s poiŶt of ǀieǁ, those ǁho ǁeƌe ƌuled oǀeƌ ought to aĐt the paƌt, liǀiŶg aŶd dǇiŶg iŶ theiƌ 
ignorance. Howeveƌ oŶe Ŷeeded to deǀelop Ŷeǁ teĐhŶologies as a ŶatioŶ͛s poǁeƌ iŶĐƌeased. IŶ the eŶd, 
the question was at whom would the spears of knowledge be pointed. 

 

͞IŶ shoƌt, ǁe should oŶlǇ shaƌe ouƌ Ŷeǁ teĐhŶologies ǁith those ǁho aƌe aďsolutelǇ loǇal to the Gƌeat 
Underground Tomb of Nazarick. We will give the common folk outdated technology which poses no 

thƌeat to us. The ͞Fƌuit of KŶoǁledge͟ oŶlǇ has ǀalue ǁheŶ oŶlǇ ǁe possess it.͟ 

 

After he got to that part, he sneaked a peek at Albedo, to make sure she did not doubt or distrust him. 

 

͞AŶd Ŷoǁ, this is ǁhat I͛ŵ ƌeallǇ gettiŶg at. Alďedo, iŶ ĐoŶtƌast to ǁhat I just said, I thiŶk ǁe should 
accept this suggestion. 

 

Alďedo͛s eǇes ǁeŶt ǁide foƌ a ŵoŵeŶt. 
 

͞MaǇ I kŶoǁ ǁhat led Ǉou to that ĐoŶĐlusioŶ?͟ 

 

͞“eŶtiŵeŶtalitǇ. IŶ additioŶ, I feel Yuƌi has a poiŶt.͟ 

 



͞“till, I feel theƌe aƌe too ŵaŶǇ deŵeƌits to that suggestioŶ… oƌ aƌe Ǉou saǇiŶg that Ǉou iŶteŶd to test it 
out in the outskirts? There are quite a few more advantages to sealing off all information leaks and then 

comŵeŶĐiŶg eduĐatioŶ thƌough ďƌaiŶǁashiŶg.͟ 

 

͞We ǁill Ŷot do that. Though this ŵight ĐoŶfliĐt soŵeǁhat ǁith Yuƌi͛s suggestioŶ, ǁe shall fouŶd aŶ 
oƌphaŶage iŶ this ĐitǇ.͟ 

 

While Ainz had been living here as Momon, he had heard of the orphanages run by the temples. He had 

immediately hit on the idea of founding an orphanage in the name of Ainz Ooal Gown. 

 

͞IŶ aŶǇ eǀeŶt, ǁe should ĐoŶsideƌ the possiďilitǇ of NazaƌiĐk͛s teĐhŶologǇ leakiŶg iŶto the outside ǁoƌld. 
It should be fine if we run a regular orphanage and limit the knowledge we teach there to those close to 

us. If we find talented individuals there, we can then consider what to do with them. 

 

͞...I see. That aƌƌaŶgeŵeŶt should Ŷot pose aŶǇ pƌoďleŵs.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, I iŶteŶd to use ǁidoǁs as the staff iŶ the oƌphaŶage.͟ 

 

͞The ǁoŵeŶ ǁho lost theiƌ husďaŶds iŶ the ďattle ǁheƌe Ǉou deŵoŶstƌated a fƌaĐtioŶ of Ǉouƌ alŵightǇ 
power. It serves as financial aid of sorts for those women who are struggling below the poverty line. And 

indeed, such aid will only improve the populaƌ opiŶioŶ of Ǉouƌself… as eǆpeĐted of Ǉou, AiŶz-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Mŵ, if ǁe oŶlǇ take aĐtioŶ afteƌ MoŵoŶ heaƌs of the ǁidoǁs͛ plight, oŶlǇ his ƌeputatioŶ ǁill iŵpƌoǀe, 
and not mine. Thus, we must take action swiftly, before anyone can come to him for help. In order to 

aĐĐoŵplish this… I oƌdeƌ PestoŶǇa aŶd Nigƌedo to ďe ƌeleased fƌoŵ theiƌ ĐoŶfiŶeŵeŶt.͟ 

 

AiŶz seŶsed a faiŶt gliŶt iŶ Alďedo͛s eǇes. 
 

͞Foƌgiǀe ŵǇ diƌeĐtŶess… ďut if Ǉou gƌaŶt aŵŶestǇ to those ǁho haǀe ďeeŶ judged guiltǇ of disoďeǇiŶg 
your dictates aŶd foƌgiǀe theŵ, I feaƌ it ŵight lead to disƌuptioŶ iŶ the soĐial oƌdeƌ of NazaƌiĐk.͟ 

 

͞Did ǁe Ŷot plaĐe theŵ iŶ ĐoŶfiŶeŵeŶt foƌ that?͟ 

 

͞That is faƌ too ŵild a puŶishŵeŶt. Youƌ ǁill is eǀeƌǇthiŶg to us, AiŶz-sama. The crime of disobeying your 

dictates is utterly unforgivable. Your servant submits that they should be relieved of their heads as a 

ǁaƌŶiŶg to otheƌs.͟ 

 

͞If it͛s foƌ those--͟ 

 

Ainz wanted to say that it was a petty matter, but she had said so out of her reverence for Ainz -- one of 

the 41 Supreme Beings. If he denied that point, it would be quite tragic for her. 

 

“till, that ǁas ǁhǇ he had to foƌgiǀe the tǁo of theŵ. Theiƌ peƌsoŶalities ǁeƌe Đƌeated ďǇ AiŶz͛s past 
fƌieŶds. Thus, PestoŶǇa aŶd Nigƌedo͛s aĐtioŶs Đould ďe said to speak foƌ the iŶtentions of his friends. 



 

Ainz knew that if he gave an order, Albedo would obey it without question. However, that was a last 

resort for him. First, he had to try to persuade her with words. 

 

͞--The fact is that allowing those orders to leak out into the outside world would be problematic. 

Anyone would be able to connect the dots and trace the incident in the Royal Capital back to Nazarick, 

hiding in the shadows. That was why even the young children had to be eliminated. 

  

However, the two of them were only trying to defend those infants who had no memories of the 

incident, which meant that there was no need to eliminate them. One could also say that they 

aĐĐuƌatelǇ uŶdeƌstood ŵǇ iŶteŶtioŶs.͟ 

 

͞TheǇ ǁeƌe siŵplǇ tǁistiŶg the faĐts foƌ theiƌ oǁŶ ĐoŶǀeŶieŶĐe. Theiƌ aĐtioŶs aƌe uŶfoƌgiǀaďle.͟ 

 

͞Alďedo--͟ 

 

He Đould uŶdeƌstaŶd Alďedo͛s feeliŶgs as the leadeƌ of the GuaƌdiaŶs. That ǁas ǁhǇ he had to thiŶk as 
hard as he could to convince her. 

 

Ainz smiled; a troubled, bitter smile. Of course, his expression did not change. 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa, that look of Ǉouƌs is too ĐuŶŶiŶg…͟ Alďedo ŵutteƌed, ǁith soŵeǁhat piŶk Đheeks. AiŶz 
patted his face, as if to check. 

 

͞Oh, ƌeallǇ Ŷoǁ?͟ 

 

͞Mŵ, that is…͟ 

  

Albedo sighed powerlessly, and let her head droop down. Hu~ha~, she went as she took a deep breath. 

 

When she lifted her head up again, she had returned to normal. 

 

͞If it is Ǉouƌ ǁill. NothiŶg is ŵoƌe iŵpoƌtaŶt thaŶ Ǉouƌ ǁishes, AiŶz-sama. They are everything to me. I 

aŵ glad to ƌeĐeiǀe Ǉouƌ diƌeĐtioŶs.͟ 

 

͞I do Ŷot ǁaŶt Ǉou to oďeǇ ŵe because of your feelings. I want you to obey me because it is the sensible 

thiŶg to do.͟ 

 

͞That ǁill Ŷot ďe a pƌoďleŵ. IŶ all likelihood, ŶoďodǇ iŶ NazaƌiĐk ǁill oďjeĐt to the fƌeeiŶg of those tǁo 
otheƌ thaŶ ŵǇself fƌoŵ just Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 

͞Is that so… theŶ that͛s good. Let the tǁo of theŵ take Đhaƌge of the opeƌatioŶs of the oƌphaŶage.͟ 

 

͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd. I shall ĐoŶǀeǇ Ǉouƌ iŶstƌuĐtioŶs to theŵ.͟ 



 

͞I͛ll leaǀe that to Ǉou. TheŶ -- the Ŷeǆt suggestioŶ.͟ 

 

Ainz murmured to himself. The next suggestion was one he had written to himself. 

 

͞...Aheŵ. Well, this isŶ͛t a teƌƌiďlǇ good suggestioŶ… eh, it ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped.͟ 

  

AiŶz sŶuĐk a peek at Alďedo͛s eǆpƌessioŶ aŶd ĐoŶtiŶued speakiŶg. 
  

͞Let us ŵake a uŶifoƌŵ foƌ athletiĐ aĐtiǀities ;gǇŵ ĐlothesͿ to stƌeŶgtheŶ the uŶitǇ of Nazarick. What do 

Ǉou thiŶk?͟ 

 

Just as he finished speaking, Albedo furrowed her brows in anger. 

 

͞...That idea has giǀeŶ Ŷeǁ aŶd saddeƌ ŵeaŶiŶg to the ǁoƌd ͚ǀulgaƌ͛. Whose suggestioŶ ǁas it, aŶǇǁaǇ?͟ 

 

Ainz made a supreme effort to check his impulse to go, ͞I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ͟ aŶd iŶstead took oŶ a tƌouďled 
expression. 

 

͞Eƌ, that -- I͛ŵ Ŷot Ƌuite suƌe. I disposed of the oƌigiŶal sheet of papeƌ.͟ 

 

͞I ĐaŶŶot iŵagiŶe hoǁ put upoŶ Ǉou ŵust haǀe ďeeŶ. Hoǁ Đould aŶǇoŶe ǁaste Ǉouƌ pƌeĐious tiŵe ǁith 
such an utterly idiotic suggestion, Ainz-sama? Let us immediately launch an investigation to root out this 

peƌsoŶ aŶd deteƌŵiŶe the appƌopƌiate puŶishŵeŶt.͟ 

 

͞...No! Theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed foƌ that! ListeŶ, Alďedo! You ŵust Ŷot do that, Ŷo ŵatteƌ ǁhat!͟ 

 

Though he ǁas goiŶg ͞aǁaǁaǁa͟ in his heart, Ainz managed to thrust out his chest: 

 

͞I haǀe told eǀeƌǇoŶe iŶ NazaƌiĐk that iŶ oƌdeƌ to eŶĐouƌage feedďaĐk fƌoŵ ŵaŶǇ aŶgles, I ǁill Ŷot folloǁ 
up on any kind of suggestion made to me. If you rebuke them for it, that would turn my words into lies. 

That would also mean that everything I say in future would also be a lie. 

  

IŶ additioŶ, it is diffiĐult foƌ fƌighteŶed people to giǀe theiƌ opiŶioŶs… theƌefoƌe, I hope that oŶĐe Ǉou 
leaǀe this ƌooŵ, Ǉou ǁill foƌget that suggestioŶ.͟ 

 

͞Yes, I shall. It is as you say, Ainz-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Good, good. You ŵust do that.͟ 

 

Ainz was deeply grateful for the fact that his body could not sweat. If that were not the case, the floor 

would probably be drenched by now. However, despite the marvelous constitution of his body and mind, 

the ǁoƌd ͞ǀulgaƌ͟ stuĐk deeplǇ iŶ his heaƌt, leaǀiŶg a ǁouŶd that ǁould Ŷot heal foƌ a loŶg tiŵe. 
 



͞...AiŶz-sama, I have a proposition. In future, please allow me to select the suggestions. That way, such a 

pathetic suggestion will not tƌouďle Ǉou a seĐoŶd tiŵe.͟ 

 

͞Guh… Ŷo, theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to tƌouďle Ǉou ǁith that. Besides, if Ǉou seleĐted all of theŵ, theŶ all I Đould 
do ǁas aĐĐept oƌ deŶǇ theŵ. Theƌe ǁould Ŷo loŶgeƌ ďe a poiŶt iŶ the tǁo of us haǀiŶg a disĐussioŶ.͟ 

 

͞Ah, Ǉes, that͛s right, Ainz-saŵa. We ŵust ǁoƌk ĐloselǇ togetheƌ aŶd do it.͟ 

 

Alďedo͛s ǁiŶgs flapped, aŶd the Eight Edge AssassiŶs oǀeƌhead sƋuiƌŵed oŶĐe ŵoƌe. 
 

͞All, all ƌight. “iŶĐe Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd, let͛s ŵoǀe oŶ to the Ŷeǆt oŶe, Alďedo.͟ 

  

Personally, he did not think that suggestion was unworkable, but the mood in the air was not one which 

would allow him to bring that up, nor did he feel confident enough to mention another similar topic. 

  

͞TheŶ, Ŷeǆt…͟ 

 

Just as Ainz was about to continue reading, the sound of knocking came from the door. 

 

The two of them turned to Fifth. She bowed slightly, and then went to see who the visitors were. 

 

A liǀelǇ Đhild͛s ǀoiĐe Đaŵe thƌough the gap iŶ the dooƌ, aloŶg ǁith aŶ alŵost iŶaudiďle ǀoiĐe that laĐked 
any confidence at all. 

 

...This should be the first time the two of them have come here at this hour, right? Did something 

happeŶ? If that͛s the Đase, theŶ it͛s just as ǁell that Alďedo is heƌe too. 
 

Since Ainz already knew who the visitors were, he could have immediately allowed them entry. However, 

Fifth seemed quite enthusiastic about performing her duties, and granting them permission to enter 

before she could report their names would entail interrupting her. 

 

Going over her head might make her lose the motivation to work. It was important for people on top to 

understand and take these matters into account. 

 

I guess Jircniv does this too. After all, he leaves a lot of things to his maids, Ainz thought as he 

commented on the person he had been constantly studying, his role model as a king. 

 

At some point, I should have a relaxed chat with him about the burdens of rulership. 

 

͞AiŶz-sama, the people outside are Aura-sama and Mare-saŵa.͟ 

 

Now that she had completed her orders, Ainz indicated that the two of them were permitted entry to 

his office. 

 



The door opened, and a pair of petite dark elves stepped in. Their beaming smiles did not seem to imply 

that anything troublesome had happened, and Ainz was relieved. 

 

͞MoƌŶiŶg! AiŶz-saŵa!͟ 

 

͞Eƌ, uŵ. Good, good ŵoƌŶiŶg, AiŶz-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Oh, good ŵorning to the two of you. Nothing could delight me more than to see the two of you so 

fƌesh aŶd full of eŶeƌgǇ.͟ 

 

The two of them greeted Albedo as well. Aura went around the table and stationed herself next to Ainz. 

 

Once she was very close to him, she stuck out both hands, making two V-for-Victory signs. 

 

͞Uŵu.͟ 

 

She did not say anything to the baffled Ainz, merely raised her hands and made the signs. 

 

Her sparkly eyes, so full of anticipation, trained themselves on him, and then she began hopping from 

foot to foot. 

 

After realising what she wanted, Ainz pulled his chair back, grabbed Aura under the armpits, and lifted 

her up. 

 

͞What, ǁhat aƌe Ǉou doiŶg, AiŶz-sama--͟ 

 

AiŶz paid Ŷo head to Alďedo͛s stƌaŶgled ĐƌǇ of suƌpƌise. IŶstead, he tuƌŶed Auƌa a full 180 degrees, 

facing her back to him, and then he sat her down onto his right thighbone. 

 

UŶlike a Ŷoƌŵal thigh, ďoŶes ǁeƌe haƌd, so AiŶz had to plaĐe heƌ paƌallel to it, alloǁiŶg Auƌa͛s soft ƌuŵp 
to cushion her. 

 

͞Ehehe~͟ 

 

It was a somewhat bashful, yet thoroughly delighted laugh from Aura, and Ainz returned it with a smile. 

Then, he turned and beckoned to the nervous-looking Mare. 

 

He picked up Mare as he approached, and placed him on his left thighbone. 

 

͞Ah, uŵ, Ai-Ainz-saŵa, hoǁ, hoǁ aďout ŵe?͟ 

 

As Ainz ǁoŶdeƌed ǁhetheƌ he should get theŵ a ĐushioŶ of soŵe soƌt, it ǁas Alďedo͛s tuƌŶ to speak 
nervously, but it was too embarrassing to let a grown woman sit on his thigh -- his thighbone. 

 



͞No, that… I ĐaŶ͛t.͟ 

 

͞But, ďut, the tǁo of theŵ…͟ 

 

͞...Alďedo, these tǁo aƌe just ĐhildƌeŶ. You͛ƌe aŶ adult, aƌe Ǉou Ŷot?͟ 

 

For a moment, he thought he saw something behind Albedo -- a flash of light that was the physical 

manifestation of the blow she had just suffered. Although he felt a little sorry for her, embarrassment 

was embarrassment. Besides, if he actually followed through, it would be sexual harassment. 

 

͞TheŶ, Ǉou tǁo. What͛s goiŶg oŶ?͟ 

 

The fortress in the Great Forest of Tove -- the fake Nazarick, or perhaps a resource depot -- had been 

completed. 

 

Auƌa͛s next task was to fortify and conceal the fortress. 

 

The original plan was to flee there if enemies showed up and conceal the real Nazarick, but Jircniv now 

knew the location of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick. 

 

That being the case, it was now a bunker and a resource depot. 

 

Mare, on the other hand, had been tasked to dig an underground tomb on the outskirts of E-Rantel. 

 

There were no plans to utilize that facility right away. It was simply because he had manpower to spare. 

 

Humans would incur labor costs, but stone golems and the undead did not have that problem. In 

additioŶ, theǇ Đould use Maƌe͛s ŵagiĐ to ǁoƌk ǁith siŵple stoŶes. 
 

Incidentally, among the other Guardians, Shalltear was assigned to [Gate]-related teleportation duties 

and the security of Nazarick. Cocytus was in charge of the Lizardman village and its nearby lake. 

Demiurge, on the other hand, was on assignment to the Holy Kingdom. 

 

In other words, all the Guardians in E-Rantel were now in this room. 

 

Since they had already been allocated their tasks, what were the two of them doing here? 

 

Auƌa ĐheeƌfullǇ aŶsǁeƌed AiŶz͛s ƋuestioŶ: 
 

͞We Đaŵe heƌe to see Ǉou, AiŶz-saŵa!͟ 

 

Heƌ iŶŶoĐeŶt ǁoƌds ďƌought a ďeaŵiŶg sŵile to AiŶz͛s faĐe. 
 

͞I see. Well, I aŵ ǀeƌǇ delighted to see the tǁo of Ǉou as ǁell.͟ 



 

AiŶz patted Auƌa͛s head. Auƌa seeŵed to fiŶd it ǀeƌǇ Đoŵfoƌtaďle, aŶd Ŷuzzled ďaĐk iŶto AiŶz͛s haŶd. It 
was kind of like playing with an adorable puppy. 

 

͞TheŶ, theŶ. AiŶz-sama, w-ǁhat aƌe Ǉou doiŶg? I, I hope ǁe aƌeŶ͛t tƌouďliŶg Ǉou…͟ 

 

͞Ah--͟ 

 

͞CeƌtaiŶlǇ Ŷot. Hoǁ Đould ŵeetiŶg Ǉou ďe aŶǇ tƌouďle to ŵe?͟ AiŶz geŶtlǇ ƌeplied to Maƌe. 
 

Ainz then turned to Albedo. 

  

͞Foƌgiǀe ŵe, Alďedo. I got sidetƌaĐked just as ǁe ǁeƌe aďout to staƌt oŶ a Ŷeǁ topiĐ. Ah, that͛s ƌight, I 
feel the same way about you as well.͟ 

 

͞Y-Ǉes,͟ Alďedo said, heƌ faĐe as ƌed as aŶ apple as she pouted aŶd tƌied to look seƌious. 
  

͞AiŶz-saŵa!͟ 

 

What is it? Ainz thought as his eyes went wide. 

 

͞OgǇaa!͟ 

 

Ainz wondered if he had misheard something. What had she just said? 

 

As though to iŶfoƌŵ AiŶz that his heaƌiŶg ǁas fiŶe, Alďedo ǁeŶt ͞OgǇaa!!͟ agaiŶ, iŶ a teƌƌiďlǇ shǇ ǀoiĐe. 
 

...“he͛s pƌoďaďlǇ tƌǇiŶg to aĐt like a ďaďǇ. No, the sĐaƌǇ thiŶg ǁould ďe if she tƌied to aĐt like aŶǇthiŶg 
else. Still, why is she doing this? Is she tired from working too hard? Ah! This might have something to 

do with Nigredo and releasing her from confinement. 

 

Confusion overwhelmed Ainz, despite his undead body, and at the same time, Mare began shifting 

uneasily in his seat. 

 

͞That, uŵ, it, it͛s fiŶe foƌ ŵe, so, um, I should let Albedo-saŵa…͟ 

  

Those words were like a revelation to him. 

 

Just now, I said that it was fine because they were kids, so as an adult, you ought to be able to bear with 

it. Is that ǁhǇ she͛s pƌeteŶdiŶg to ďe a kid Ŷoǁ? 

 

Still, why a baby? And besides, letting Albedo sit on my thigh is too... 

 



That said, she͛s goŶe to suĐh eŵďaƌƌassiŶg leŶgths to put heƌself foƌǁaƌd.  I ĐaŶ͛t just oǀeƌlook that, 
both as a superior being and as a man. In addition, Albedo is one of the children, like Aura and Mare. I 

must be fair to her. 

 

͞Foƌgiǀe ŵe, Maƌe,͟ AiŶz said. HaǀiŶg ƌesolǀed hiŵself, he let Maƌe alight fƌoŵ his leg aŶd ďeĐkoŶed 
Albedo. 

  

͞Coŵe heƌe, Alďedo.͟ 

 

͞Yes!͟ 

 

Alďedo͛s shǇŶess fƌoŵ eaƌlieƌ ǀaŶished like ŵist iŶ the ŵoƌŶiŶg suŶ, ƌeplaĐed ďǇ a look of anticipation 

ǁhiĐh a puppǇ ŵight haǀe just ďefoƌe goiŶg foƌ a ǁalk. IŶ aŶ iŶstaŶt, Alďedo ŵoǀed to AiŶz͛s side. 
 

Albedo made the V-signs as well. 

 

It was somewhat difficult for Ainz to do while seated, but he nevertheless placed his hands under her 

armpits and lifted her up. 

 

͞...Uŵ, soƌƌǇ aďout this. Would Ǉou ŵiŶd just sittiŶg doǁŶ as Ǉou aƌe?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse! UŶdeƌstood!͟ 

 

Alďedo took Maƌe͛s plaĐe oŶ AiŶz͛s left thigh, aŶd shifted heƌself iŶ a ĐoƋuettish ŵaŶŶeƌ. 
  

The first thing Ainz felt was her softness. Unlike the children, it was the softness of a mature body. Then, 

her warmth flowed into him, which made him itch a little. 

  

EǀeŶ so, she͛s still ƌeallǇ soft! 
 

She was a level 100 warrior, but he had no idea where her muscles had gone. One could phrase it in a 

less polite way and wonder if she was a mollusc. 

 

͞Kufufufu~͟ 

  

He heaƌd Alďedo͛s Ƌuiet laughteƌ. 
 

A sĐeŶt ǁafted oǀeƌ fƌoŵ Alďedo͛s loŶg haiƌ, ǁhiĐh itĐhed iŶside AiŶz͛s Ŷose. 
 

͞--Mŵ?͟ 

 

IŶ this ŵoŵeŶt, soŵethiŶg spaƌked iŶside AiŶz͛s ŶoŶeǆistent brain. 

  

This sĐeŶt is faŵiliaƌ; ǁheƌe haǀe I sŵelled it ďefoƌe? Alďedo͛s Đlothes? No, heƌ peƌfuŵe? 



  

Ainz was quite sure he had encountered the scent Albedo was currently emitting in the past. However, 

he had no idea where he had first picked it up, and he could not remember the details. 

 

͞Mŵŵ… Alďedo. Aƌe Ǉou usiŶg soŵe kiŶd of peƌfuŵe?͟ 

 

͞Yes, I do use peƌfuŵe. Does it displease Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞No, of Đouƌse Ŷot, it sŵells ŶiĐe.͟ 

 

Albedo hurriedly turned her face towards Ainz. Her bulging eyes frightened Ainz a little. 

 

͞‘eallǇ, AiŶz-saŵa! If Ǉou͛d like, hoǁ aďout sŶiffiŶg ŵe? AŶ houƌ ǁould ďe fiŶe, a ǁhole daǇ ǁould ďe 
fiŶe too!͟ 

 

͞No, ďesides, aŶ houƌ ǁould ďe too…͟ 

  

Still, no matter what he said, it was a fact that he was quite interested. Besides, if he sniffed her, he 

might be able to recall more details about that scent. 

  

͞TheŶ, ŵaǇ I sŶiff a little?͟ 

 

Ainz carefully brought his skull close to Albedo and inhaled her aroma. Since he was closer to her than 

just now, he could smell that pleasing scent more clearly. As he thought, it was familiar, but he still could 

not place where he had encountered it before. Just as Ainz was racking his brains to solve the mystery in 

his head, a cold voice reached his ears. 

 

͞...AiŶz-saŵa.͟ 

 

Although he had no idea who it was for a moment, that voice clearly belonged to Aura. Ainz nervously 

turned to look at her, and saw that Aura was pouting with her cheeks puffed with. 

 

͞That looks kiŶd of peƌǀeƌted.͟ 

 

͞Ah, soƌƌǇ…͟ 

 

She did have a point. 

 

Ainz cursed himself for doing something like this in front of the children. This would have a bad effect on 

their sexual education.This was why she had addressed him in the same tone that his old friend did 

when she was angry at her little brother. 

 

͞Th-then, Albedo, Aura. Please get up. Oh, Alďedo, let͛s ĐoŶtiŶue disĐussiŶg that ŵatteƌ fƌoŵ just Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 



However, there was no movement. 

 

Both of them remained still. They were waiting for the other side to get off first. 

 

͞Good gƌief…͟ 

  

Ainz picked up Aura and placed her on the ground Ŷeǆt to hiŵ. A Ƌuiet laugh of ͞Kufufufu~͟ Đaŵe fƌoŵ 
Alďedo͛s side. 
  

͞...Auƌa ǁas the oŶe ǁho sat doǁŶ fiƌst. Alďedo, Ǉou͛d ďest get doǁŶ as ǁell.͟ 

 

͞But, ďut… Auƌa͛s ďeeŶ sittiŶg foƌ ϯ ŵiŶutes aŶd ϰϭ seĐoŶds. I͛ǀe oŶlǇ ďeeŶ sittiŶg foƌ ϱϳ seĐoŶds. 
Though it ŵaǇ souŶd foolish, I ďelieǀe I should ďe alloǁed to sit foƌ aŶotheƌ thƌee ŵiŶutes.͟ 

  

͞HaǀeŶ͛t Ǉou speŶt ŵoƌe tiŵe ŵeetiŶg ǁith AiŶz-saŵa alƌeadǇ?͟ 

 

͞It ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped, that ǁas ǁoƌk.͟ 

 

͞Oh, ǁoƌk, is it? You just Đaŵe to ŵeet hiŵ foƌ ǁoƌk? I Đaŵe all the way here just to see Ainz-sama, you 

kŶoǁ.͟ 

 

͞!!͟ 

  

Alďedo ǁiggled heƌ ƌuŵp oŶ AiŶz͛s thigh, adjustiŶg heƌ positioŶ to staƌe Auƌa iŶ the eǇe. 
 

AiŶz thought, I ĐaŶ guess ǁhǇ Alďedo ǁaŶted to sit oŶ ŵǇ thigh, ďut ǁhǇ did Auƌa ǁaŶt to do that? It͛s 
not like she loves me like Albedo does. 

 

He could not remember what he had done to make a girl like Aura love him. The feeling called love 

should have been a mystery to Aura. And then -- Ainz finally found the answer. 

 

͞I see. “o she ǁas ďeiŶg possessiǀe.͟ 

 

In additioŶ, she ŵight loŶg foƌ a fatheƌ͛s loǀe. Auƌa aŶd Maƌe ǁeƌe desigŶed as ĐhildƌeŶ, aŶd theǇ ǁeƌe 
still at an age where their parents would care for them. Perhaps they were unconsciously looking at Ainz 

to fill that gap in their hearts. 

 

If there was a country of Dark Elves, he had considered the possibility of sending them over to make 

fƌieŶds. Hoǁeǀeƌ, “uzuki “atoƌu had Ŷot eǆpeƌieŶĐed a fatheƌ͛s loǀe hiŵself, so he felt it ŵight ďe a ďit 
late for that. 

 

I ǁoŶdeƌ if theƌe aƌe ďooks foƌ ĐhildƌeŶ͛s seǆ education in the library? 

 



It had been fine when they were just data. However, he had been thinking up till now, and noticed that 

theƌe ǁeƌe still soŵe thiŶgs ŵissiŶg iŶ oƌdeƌ foƌ Auƌa aŶd Maƌe͛s healthǇ ŵeŶtal gƌoǁth. 
 

As I thought, they really need to make Daƌk Elf fƌieŶds! Let͛s ŵake that a pƌioƌitǇ. That ďeiŶg the Đase-- 

 

͞Auƌa. Theƌe is soŵethiŶg I͛d like to ask; ǁhat happeŶed to the thƌee Elǀes I left ǁith Ǉou aŶd Maƌe?͟ 

 

͞You ŵeaŶ the Elǀes ǁho set foot iŶ NazaƌiĐk ďut ǁho ǁeƌe paƌdoŶed ďǇ Ǉouƌ ŵeƌĐǇ, Ainz-saŵa?͟ 

  

Ainz nodded. 

 

When he had drawn those workers in, he handed the Elven slaves following them to Aura and Mare. 

Normally, anyone who entered Nazarick without invitation would not be allowed to leave with their 

lives. However, they probably had not been there of their own will, and they had no intention of taking 

the treasures of Nazarick for their own. That being the case, it was not unreasonable to show them 

some measure of kindness. 

  

In addition, if they were Wood Elves, they would probably haǀe a ďeŶefiĐial effeĐt oŶ Auƌa aŶd Maƌe͛s 
development. 

  

͞Yes. Foƌ the ŵoŵeŶt, ǁe͛ǀe put theŵ all oŶ ouƌ Flooƌ.͟ 

 

͞Wheƌe aƌe theǇ? 

  

͞Yes. Hoǁ shall I saǇ this… theǇ haǀe ŶothiŶg to do, ďut keep tƌǇiŶg to take Đaƌe of us. It͛s kiŶd of 
annoying how they keep haŶgiŶg aƌouŶd us.͟ 

  

͞That, that͛s ƌight. Like, ouƌ, ouƌ Đlothes aŶd so oŶ. I, I ĐaŶ dƌess ŵǇself, ďut theǇ keep ĐoŵiŶg oǀeƌ to 
help ŵe…͟ 

  

͞You Ŷeed to pull Ǉouƌself togetheƌ. TheǇ keep tƌǇiŶg to dƌess Ǉou ďeĐause Ǉou keep aĐtiŶg like that. 
Look at me, I doŶ͛t haǀe that pƌoďleŵ, Ŷo?͟ 

 

I see, so they wish to do something. Just like the maids around me. I feel your pain, Mare. Still, that 

ŵeaŶs the thƌee people I ƌesĐued aƌeŶ͛t ĐoŵpletelǇ useless, afteƌ all. Would it ďe ďad foƌ foƌŵeƌ slaǀes 
to teach seǆ eduĐatioŶ? Hŵ~͟ 

 

͞Well, ǁe did saǀe theiƌ liǀes. DoŶ͛t kill theŵ oŶ iŵpulse, eǀeŶ if Ǉou͛ƌe ŵad. If Ǉou feel theǇ͛ƌe tƌulǇ 
tƌouďlesoŵe, tell ŵe aŶd I͛ll seŶd theŵ soŵeǁheƌe else.͟ 

 

͞Got it! I͛ll let Ǉou kŶoǁ ǁheŶ the tiŵe Đoŵes.͟ 

 

Ainz glanced at Mare, ǁho had his head loǁeƌed, aŶd ŵutteƌed ͞What,͟ to hiŵself. TheŶ, he shifted a 
somewhat icy look to Albedo. 



 

͞Alďedo, it͛s aďout tiŵe to get off. It͛s ďeeŶ oǀeƌ thƌee ŵiŶutes Ŷoǁ.͟ 

  

Albedo looked disappointed for a moment, but she still obediently dismounted fƌoŵ AiŶz͛s thigh 
without saying anything. 

 

͞Coŵe to thiŶk of it, ǁhat ǁeƌe Ǉou tǁo doiŶg, AiŶz-saŵa?͟ 

 

͞Hŵ? Ahhh. I gatheƌed suggestioŶs fƌoŵ people iŶ NazaƌiĐk aďout hoǁ to ŵake this ĐouŶtƌǇ gƌeat. Ah, 
that͛s ƌight. You tǁo as ǁell. If Ǉou͛ǀe got aŶǇ good ideas, ǁhǇ Ŷot giǀe it a tƌǇ. I͛ll listeŶ to aŶǇthiŶg, Ǉou 
kŶoǁ?͟ 

 

Auƌa͛s faĐe lit up. 
 

͞If Ǉou saǇ so, AiŶz-saŵa! I haǀe a gƌeat idea!͟ 

 

͞Hohoh -- AŶd ǁhat ǁould that ďe, Auƌa? Coŵe, tell ŵe.͟ 

 

͞Yes! I thiŶk ďoǇs should dƌess like giƌls, aŶd giƌls should dƌess like ďoǇs!͟ 

 

...Bukubukuchagama--! 

 

Ainz screamed the name of one of his old friends internally. 

 

Foƌ a ŵoŵeŶt, AiŶz eǀeŶ saǁ the phaŶtoŵ iŵage of a PiŶk “liŵe goiŶg ͞“oh-ƌǇ!͟ iŶ aŶ adoƌaďle ǀoiĐe 
that was completely at odds with its appearance. 

 

͞I see. “o that ǁas BukuďukuĐhagaŵa-saŵa͛s idea. It is ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ aŶ eǆĐelleŶt pƌoposal. Moƌeoǀeƌ, iŶ this 
ĐouŶtƌǇ, aŶǇ deĐisioŶ of the “upƌeŵe BeiŶgs ǁill suƌelǇ ďe the ĐoƌƌeĐt oŶe.͟ 

 

Correct? Ainz wanted to make fun of Albedo, but he could not do it. 

 

In any case, this idea could not be allowed to happen. However, there was a problem with that. 

 

The two of them only dressed like that because Bukuchagama designed them that way. If Ainz denied 

Auƌa͛s idea, he ǁould theŶ haǀe to eǆplaiŶ the eǆaĐt reason why to the others. 

 

Ainz could not immediately think of such an explanation. 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa. “hall ǁe iŵpleŵeŶt Auƌa͛s suggestioŶ iŵŵediatelǇ?͟ 

 

Why are you making the decision so quickly?! 

 

He was out of time. 



 

If he agreed to this suggestion, it would be declaring to all parties inside and outside the country that 

the Sorcerous Kingdom of Nazarick was a nation that valued cross-dressing. That would be incredibly 

bad. Perhaps only Bukubukuchagama would be interested in that. No, if Bukubukuchagama were in this 

world, Ainz felt she would definitely not want to make a country like that. 

 

If they knew the NPCs had developed their own egos, some people would be intrigued and want to 

meet them, while others would want to avoid them. Bukubukuchagama would probably fall into the 

latteƌ gƌoup. Yaŵaiko aŶd AŶkoƌo MoĐhiŵoĐhi ǁould pƌoďaďlǇ ǁaŶt to ŵeet theŵ. WhǇ is it theǇ͛ƌe so 
different despite them all being girls... 

 

As he reminisced about them, Ainz slowly rose and looked out the window. Of course, that action had 

no special significance. He was simply trying to buy himself time. Once he had a rough idea of what he 

was going to say, Ainz turned to look at the three of them. 

 

͞I ĐaŶŶot possiďlǇ alloǁ that idea.͟ 

 

͞WhǇ, ǁhǇ is that?͟ 

 

Of Đouƌse theǇ͛d ask that, right? ...I mean, giving single men masks on Christmas would still be a better 

law than that... 

 

Ainz sighed. Of course, that action had no special significance. He was simply trying to buy himself time. 

 

͞Theƌe aƌe ŵaŶǇ Đoŵpleǆ ƌeasoŶs foƌ that, Alďedo. Do you need me to explain each and every one of 

theŵ?͟ 

 

͞Y-yes. P-please, if Ǉou doŶ͛t ŵiŶd.͟ 

 

Ainz was planning to say that to Albedo, but Mare had been the one who had intercepted it instead. 

He͛s ŶoƌŵallǇ suĐh aŶ hoŶest ďoǇ; ǁhǇ͛s he ďeiŶg so ǁiĐked Ŷoǁ, Ainz thought sadly. If it were Albedo, 

she ǁould haǀe defiŶitelǇ said, ͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed foƌ that. Alloǁ ŵe to eǆplaiŶ to the tǁo of Ǉou oŶ AiŶz-

saŵa͛s ďehalf͟. But uŶdeƌ these ĐiƌĐuŵstaŶĐes, AiŶz had to do it hiŵself. 
 

͞...Is that so. TheŶ, I shall eŶlighten you. But where shall I start from that would make it easy to 

uŶdeƌstaŶd…?͟ 

 

Umu, Ainz went as he supported his chin with his hand. Needless to say, that too was to buy himself 

time. Ainz desperately forced himself to think, so hard that he thought his brain would start sweating, 

and then an idea struck him. 

 

͞--FiƌstlǇ, ah Ǉes, that should ďe it. The tǁo of Ǉou ŵust feel that ďeĐause Ǉou͛ƌe dƌessed that ǁaǇ, the 
entire country must dress like you as well, am I right? After all, you must feel that such was 

Bukubukuchagama-saŶ͛s ǁill. Hoǁeǀeƌ, that ǁould ďe iŶĐoƌƌeĐt. --Yes, the tǁo of Ǉou aƌe speĐial.͟ 



 

͞We͛ƌe speĐial?!͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed Ǉou aƌe. The tǁo of Ǉou aƌe speĐial to BukuďukuĐhagaŵa-san. That is why you have been 

peƌŵitted to dƌess iŶ that ǁaǇ… so do Ǉou intend to let that specialness spread to many people that you 

do Ŷot kŶoǁ?͟ 

 

͞Hoǁ Đould ǁe?!͟ 

 

The person who had retorted so loudly was -- surprisingly enough -- Mare. 

 

͞Neǀeƌ! I͛ll Ŷeǀeƌ let aŶǇoŶe ďut Nee-chan have Bukubukuchagama-saŵa͛s speĐialŶess!͟ 

 

͞That, that͛s ƌight. That͛s hoǁ it is. Do Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd, Auƌa?͟ 

 

͞Yes! I ǁas so stupid that I didŶ͛t thiŶk aďout hoǁ BukuďukuĐhagaŵa-saŵa felt!͟ 

 

͞Also…͟ 

 

Aura and Mare had already accepted that reasoning. It should be fine to slowly exit the topic now. 

However, there was one more thing that worried Ainz. 

 

Ainz muttered something about there being several other reasons, and as he did he peeked at Albedo. 

 

Someone as extraordinary as herself would probably have thought beyond Ainz. Would she find it 

strange if he terminated the topic now? That was what made Ainz uneasy. 

  

As their eyes met, Albedo smiled, and then inclined her neck. 

 

Not knowing what that response meant, Ainz averted his eyes. And then, there just happened to be an 

Elder Lich in front of him. Ainz nonchalantly eyed the files he was holding. 

 

͞--Ahhh. So you were thinking about that too, Ainz-sama. After all, you were looking at that document 

the ŵost. It should ďe all ƌight to tell the tǁo of theŵ as ǁell, ƌight?͟ 

 

Ainz turned to Albedo again as she suddenly spoke. 

 

͞--Uŵu. “o Ǉou thought of it too, Alďedo.͟ 

 

͞Yes, I did. I ǁas ǁoŶdeƌiŶg if Ǉou ǁeƌe goiŶg to ŵeŶtioŶ that idea as ǁell, AiŶz-sama. I believe what 

you are thinking about is whether or not to explain to the two of them, am I right?͟ 

 

͞As eǆpeĐted of Ǉou, Alďedo. You kŶoǁ ŵǇ thoughts ǁithout the Ŷeed foƌ ŵe to speak theŵ.͟ 

 



͞You aƌe too kiŶd,͟ 

 

Albedo smiled and lowered her head. On the other hand, Aura puffed up her cheeks in annoyance. 

 

͞“till, I ĐaŶŶot ďelieǀe I did Ŷot thiŶk of BukuďukuĐhagaŵa͛s ǁill, though it should haǀe ďeeŶ the ŵost 
important thing to consider. As expected of our creator, our Overlord. I will never be able to equal your 

ǁise deĐisioŶs, ŵade ďǇ ĐoŶsideƌiŶg ĐouŶtless poiŶts of ǀieǁ.͟ 

 

͞No, doŶ͛t saǇ that, Alďedo. I͛ŵ ĐeƌtaiŶ Ǉou ǁill displaǇ taleŶts that ǁill eǆĐeed ŵiŶe soŵedaǇ.͟ 

 

The fact was, she had already exceeded him by far. Ainz felt ashamed of himself as he thought about 

that, but Albedo simply nodded, her face full of conviction. 

 

͞Yes! I shall!͟ 

 

͞--TheŶ, ǁhat otheƌ ƌeasoŶs aƌe theƌe?͟ 

  

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ, Auƌa. Alďedo, eǆplaiŶ to the tǁo of theŵ. Make it easǇ eŶough to uŶdeƌstaŶd that eǀeŶ a 
Đhild Đould get it. Yes, it ŵust ďe easǇ to uŶdeƌstaŶd,͟ 

  

After Ainz said this, he fell silent and and then looked out the window once more. However, all the 

nerves of his body were concentrated on listening, because he did not want to miss a single word 

Albedo said. 

 

͞IŶdeed. AĐtuallǇ, I ǁaŶted to ďƌiŶg this up ǁith AiŶz-sama afterwards, but then a small problem 

cropped up.͟ 

 

͞Ehhh? Did soŵeoŶe Đause Ǉou tƌouďle? WaŶt us to go oǀeƌ theƌe aŶd ǁipe hiŵ out foƌ Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞No, it͛s Ŷot like that. The tƌuth is, ǁe͛ǀe disĐoǀeƌed that ouƌ ƌesouƌĐe stoĐkpiles ŵight Ŷot ďe suffiĐieŶt 
for the future. So if we ordered everyone to change their clothes right now, we would only be able to 

take tƌouďlesoŵe ŵeasuƌes like eǆĐhaŶgiŶg old Đlothes aŶd so oŶ.͟ 

 

Eh, really? Of course, Ainz could not say that. All he could do was desperately try to recall the contents 

of the file he had just seen. 

 

Indeed, it had contained something about resources, but that amount seemed quite adequate. However, 

if Albedo said so, then it must be true. 

 

IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, this is a pƌettǇ ďad situatioŶ, Ŷo? “till, if that͛s the Đase, ĐaŶ͛t ǁe just puƌĐhase ŵoƌe 
from the Kingdom or the Empire? A city like this should have enough assets for that, right? 

 

Alďedo had aŶ aŶsǁeƌ to AiŶz͛s justified douďts: 
 



͞This ĐitǇ ǁas aŶ eǆĐelleŶt stoƌehouse foƌ ƌesouƌĐes, aŶd it fuŶĐtioŶed as a tƌade ĐitǇ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, siŶĐe 
Ainz-sama has taken control, the traders from the other three countries rarely visit this place. Thus, we 

aƌe iŶ a situatioŶ ǁheƌe ouƌ ƌeŵaiŶiŶg ƌesouƌĐes aƌe eďďiŶg aǁaǇ.͟ 

 

͞If ǁe doŶ͛t haǀe theŵ, theŶ let͛s gƌaď theŵ fƌoŵ elseǁheƌe. Hoǁ aďout fƌoŵ the Eŵpiƌe oƌ the 
KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

͞OŶee-ĐhaŶ, ǁe, ǁe ĐaŶ͛t do that. Ah, A-Ainz-sama said we were forbidden to use force on those three 

ĐouŶtƌies, ƌight?͟ 

 

Indeed. Though he did not know about the future, he had placed a blanket ban on the use of military 

force until he had fully assumed control of this city. Of course, if the other side attacked first, that was a 

different matter entirely. 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁhat should ǁe do?͟ 

 

͞Eƌ, eƌŵ, ǁe shouldŶ͛t Ŷeed to ǁoƌƌǇ. A-after all, A-Ainz-saŵa ǁill settle it.͟ 

 

Are you going to dump all this on me now? Ainz wanted to refute Mare with that, but he forced himself 

Ŷot to. Afteƌ Auƌa ƌeplied to Maƌe ǁith, ͞I see!͟ he Đould Ŷot ďƌiŶg hiŵself to ďetƌaǇ the tƌust those tǁo 
kids had in him. 

 

However, an ordinary employee like Ainz could not possibly think of a proper financial policy. Because of 

that, Ainz decided to play one of his two trump cards. 

 

Ainz slowly turned, and confidently said: 

 

͞--Alďedo. You͛ƌe takiŶg Đaƌe of this, aƌeŶ͛t Ǉou?͟ 

 

In other words, he would dump it all on another talented person (Albedo) and be done with it. 

  

͞Yes. ‘eĐeŶtlǇ, the seeds Deŵiuƌge has ďeeŶ soǁiŶg should ďe ƌeadǇ to ďe haƌǀested.͟ 

 

͞Just so. The tǁo of Ǉou haǀe ŶothiŶg to ǁoƌƌǇ aďout.͟ 

 

Their sparkly-eyed looks of respect and adoration made Ainz feel a twinge of guilt. At the same time, the 

fear of seeing the looks of disappointment in their eyes when they found out all this was fake took root 

in his heart. 

 

“till, that Deŵiuƌge. I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat seeds he plaŶted, ďut he͛s ƌeallǇ aŵaziŶg. 
 

Ainz wanted to ask about the harvest, but he could not. 

 

This was because Ainz Ooal Gown should have been a luminary who knew everything. 



  

I kŶoǁ I should haǀe studied eĐoŶoŵiĐs, ďut I Đould oŶlǇ skiŵ those ĐoŵpliĐated ďooks… like, theǇ 
should have made the ones on Keynesian economics and so on easier to understand. Or could it be that 

I͛ǀe ďeĐoŵe set iŶ ŵǇ ǁaǇs ďeĐause of ŵǇ age? 

 

Ainz was thoroughly versed in the game mechanics of YGGDRASIL. This was not an idle boast; he had 

learned over 700 spells and had memorized the details of each one, a feat which had shocked his friends. 

IŶ additioŶ, those spells he had Ŷot leaƌŶ Đould still ďeĐoŵe a ǁeapoŶ to ƌead his oppoŶeŶts͛ stƌeŶgths 
once he knew of them. This was why Ainz had done his best to memorize all those spells. He was easily 

among the top five among his guild when it came to magical knowledge. 

 

Still, while he could do that, he was completely clueless about academics. 

 

Eh? Could it ďe that I ĐaŶ͛t ƌeŵeŵďeƌ ŵoƌe thiŶgs ďeĐause I doŶ͛t haǀe a ďƌaiŶ? 

 

Ainz knew that he had learned many things since coming to this world, so he also know that was 

impossible. Still, he trembled a little at that frightening supposition. 

 

͞AŶd theŶ, I haǀe a ŵatteƌ ǁhiĐh ƌeƋuiƌes AiŶz-saŵa͛s appƌoǀal…͟ 

 

͞--What? Did Ǉou saǇ appƌoǀal?͟ 

 

Ainz did not feel any suggestion Albedo made would require his approval. After all, she was a clever girl, 

and would surely make choices that were better than his own. However, if that were the case, the 

organization would not be able to function properly. After all, the people on top had to bear 

ƌespoŶsiďilitǇ foƌ theiƌ suďoƌdiŶates͛ aĐtioŶs. BeĐause of that, it ǁould seeŵ that supeƌioƌs had to gƌaŶt 
seals of approval in this fashion. 

 

͞“oŵeoŶe ŵust ǀisit the ‘oǇal Capital to stiƌ up those huŵaŶs. Would Ǉou peƌŵit Ǉouƌ seƌǀaŶt to go?͟ 

 

͞What?!͟ 

 

Ainz was taken completely by surprise, and exclaimed louder than normal. 

 

Sending Albedo out while Demiurge was not around as well made AInz feel very uneasy. Besides, his 

control over this city was not perfect. 

 

More than anything else, the reason why this was so shocking was because this was the first time 

Albedo had said something like this. 

 

͞...If I seŶd Ǉou out… I ǁould ďe Ƌuite tƌouďled…͟ 

 

͞MǇ,͟ Alďedo sŵiled iŶ delight. ͞It ǁill ďe fiŶe, AiŶz-sama. I shall immediately settle matters and return 

to Ǉouƌ side.͟ 



 

͞Is that so… ǁell, if it͛s just foƌ a ǁhile it should ďe fiŶe. Who ǁill ďe giǀeŶ ĐoŶtƌol of NazaƌiĐk aŶd this 
ĐitǇ?͟ 

 

Aura and Mare looked quite surprised, so it was obviously not them. Not to me, I hope, Ainz hoped. 

 

͞I plaŶ to eŶtƌust theŵ to PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ.͟ 

 

Auƌa aŶd Maƌe said soŵethiŶg aloŶg the liŶes of ͞It͛ll ďe fiŶe if it͛s hiŵ.͟ 

 

͞...Hiŵ, Ǉou saǇ.͟ 

 

͞He is aŶ eǆĐelleŶt iŶdiǀidual Đƌeated ďǇ Ǉouƌself, AiŶz-sama. As they say, like father, like son -- ah, I 

apologize. To think we who were merely created would dare claim to be the children of the Supreme 

BeiŶgs. I pƌaǇ Ǉou ǁill foƌgiǀe ŵǇ ƌudeŶess.͟ 

 

Alďedo͛s suddeŶ apologǇ stuŶŶed AiŶz -- even the red points of light in his eyes faded. 

 

͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to apologize. That is, ǁell, ŵǇ Đhild… soƌƌǇ. I do Ŷot dislike hiŵ, that, hŵ. foolish Đhild… 
Ŷo, that͛s Ŷot his fault eitheƌ… Well, hoǁ shall I put it. He͛s like a Đhild. Uŵu.͟ 

 

Before he knew it, everyone had gone quiet. Ainz knew that the conversation would dry up if this went 

on, so he steeled himself and asked: 

 

͞If ǁe let PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ ŵaŶage this, ǁhat aďout MoŵoŶ, ǁho he is poƌtƌaǇiŶg? “hould I do it?͟ 

 

͞No, hoǁ Đould ǁe alloǁ Ǉou to do that soƌt of thiŶg, AiŶz-sama? I was planning to have Momon accept 

a ƌeƋuest aŶd ďe seŶt aďƌoad foƌ ƌeĐoŶŶaissaŶĐe.͟ 

 

Mm, Ainz nodded. Although he had thought about relaxing by taking the guise of Momon, things were 

now vastly different from when he was playing the role of an adventurer. 

 

There would be many troublesome things, or things which had to be carefully handled. That being the 

case, sending Momon out on a scouting mission might be the best choice. 

 

͞Ah, a-aďou that… if Ǉou seŶd Mo-Momon-saŵa out, ǁill the people iŶ this ĐitǇ ďe all ƌight?͟ 

 

͞Theƌe ǁill ďe Ŷo pƌoblems. This single move by Ainz-sama has had telling consequences. Because we 

have not acted in ways which trivialized humans -- although there was hardly any intention to do so -- 

Momon too has benefited from this and is deeply trusted. Thus, all we need to do is have Momon tell 

the local leaders to obey us before he leaves and all should be fine. Still, come to think of it, they have 

no idea that they are puppets dancing on strings and ruled by Ainz-saŵa… as I thought, oŶlǇ he Đould 
have anticipated this turn of events right after being transported here and made the appropriate 

pƌepaƌatioŶs.͟ 



 

͞Mŵ -- it͛s kiŶd of stƌaŶge, hoǁ theǇ tƌust MoŵoŶ-sama and not Ainz-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed. “till, this is aŶ iŵpoƌtaŶt paƌt iŶ ĐoŵpletelǇ ĐoŶtƌolliŶg this ĐitǇ iŶ the Ŷaŵe of peace. All we 

need to do is gradually remove Momon and instil loyalty to Ainz-sama in its place. This might take 

seǀeƌal Ǉeaƌs, ďut it ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped.͟ 

  

͞Good. TheŶ, Alďedo, haŶd it to PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ. Afteƌ Ǉou haǀe pƌepaƌed Ǉouƌself aŶd haŶded oǀeƌ 

Ǉouƌ tasks, go aŶd ƌeap the haƌǀest. Is theƌe aŶǇthiŶg else Ǉou Ŷeed?͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood. TheŶ, I plaŶ to ĐoŶduĐt soŵe ŶegotiatioŶs ǁheŶ I go to see the huŵaŶ kiŶd. Could Ǉou 
spaƌe soŵe of Ǉouƌ ǀaluaďle tiŵe to go oǀeƌ a dƌaft ǁith ŵe?͟ 

  

͞Uŵu. BƌiŶg it to ŵe lateƌ.͟ 

  

Besides, all he ǁould ďe doiŶg ǁas soŵethiŶg siŵple like puttiŶg his seal oŶ Alďedo͛s dƌaft. 
  

͞IŶ additioŶ, though it shaŵes ŵe to ask, I ǁould ďe delighted if Ǉou Đould giǀe ŵe seǀeƌal sets of 
clothing. I was simply thinking that it would be neĐessaƌǇ to ĐhaŶge Đlothes theƌe.͟ 

  

͞Is that so. TheŶ I shall giǀe Ǉou seǀeƌal sets of ŵǇ Đlothes. Coŵe look foƌ ŵe lateƌ. “peakiŶg of ǁhiĐh, 
Demiurge -- Ŷo, theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed. It͛s fiŶe. TheŶ, let͛s ĐoŶtiŶue… hŵ, siŶĐe Ǉou͛ǀe Đoŵe all the ǁaǇ heƌe, 
I͛d like to heaƌ fƌoŵ the tǁo of Ǉou as ǁell.͟ 

 

-Part 2- 

  

After their business was concluded, the three of them left the room with the Elder Liches, leaving Ainz 

and Fifth. And, of course, the Eight Edge Assassins on the ceiling. 

 

Frankly speaking, this was the eŶd of AiŶz͛s ǁoƌk foƌ the daǇ. The ƌest ǁas all fƌee tiŵe. While theƌe 
were some matters which were best settled earlier on, once they were finished, he found himself quite 

free. As he mused on what to do with his time, Ainz suddenly thought of something and rose to his feet. 

 

͞I ǁill ďe seeiŶg PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ Ŷeǆt.͟ 

 

With that order, Ainz strode forth. Fifth followed in silence. Naturally, so did the Eight Edge Assassins. 

 

Once he left his home, he found that the outdoors was still quite cool, as befitting the season. The wind 

had a hint of chill in it, but Ainz was completely immune to the cold. After glancing at Fifth to make sure 

she was all right, he continued walking. 

 

This distƌiĐt ĐoŶtaiŶed thƌee kiŶds of ďuildiŶgs: AiŶz͛s oǁŶ ƌesideŶĐe, all ŵaŶŶeƌ of government 

stƌuĐtuƌes, as ǁell as guest houses. PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ -- no, Momon lived in one of those guest houses. 

 



Normally, he would have summoned Momon before him as befitting his status as a ruler, but what he 

did now was was because he had changed his mind. 

 

͞--Hŵ? What͛s this?͟ AiŶz ŵutteƌed as he Ŷeaƌed the guest house. He ǁas lookiŶg at the staďles ǁhiĐh 
adjoiŶed the guest house iŶ ƋuestioŶ. The ǁoƌd ͞staďles͟ iŵplied that it ǁould ďe used to Ƌuaƌteƌ 
horses, but now the only one in there was Hamsuke. Or rather, that was how it should have been. 

 

Somewhat confused, Ainz drew near to the stables, and heard a quiet hyu~hyu~ of snoring. Sleep was a 

privilege of living creatures, so Hamsuke should be inside. 

 

The sun was already quite high in the sky, but Hamsuke was still asleep. 

 

Hamsuke could see in the dark like a cat, but according to Hamsuke, it was neither diurnal nor nocturnal. 

It ate its fill and then slept until it was hungry. That was its way of life. 

 

When Ainz first heard of this, he wondered, ͞What paƌt of this souŶds like a Wise KiŶg of the Foƌest͟. He 
felt like a fool for expecting it to behave like an intelligent being. 

 

͞It hasŶ͛t ŶotiĐed us eǀeŶ though ǁe͛ƌe so Đlose. Did it lose its feƌal iŶstiŶĐts? ‘eallǇ… ǁhat a 
degenerate fellow. No, peƌhaps it ǁoƌked all Ŷight last Ŷight.͟ 

 

͞That is Ŷot the Đase. Haŵsuke-saŵa ǁas heƌe the ǁhole of ǇesteƌdaǇ as ǁell.͟ 

 

͞...I see.͟ 

 

AiŶz ǁaŶted to speak to Haŵsuke despite Fifth͛s ŵeƌĐiless ǁoƌds, ďut he Đould Ŷot thiŶk of aŶǇthiŶg to 
say. 

 

Well, it was just a pet aŶǇǁaǇ. I shouldŶ͛t haǀe eǆpeĐted aŶǇthiŶg fƌoŵ it. DoesŶ͛t ŵatteƌ if it alloǁed 
itself to fall to that leǀel… still, I͛ŵ ďusǇ ǁith all soƌts of thiŶgs, ďut this Đhap͛s off haǀiŶg fuŶ. It ƌeallǇ 
pisses ŵe off… although I kŶoǁ I͛ŵ just takiŶg ŵǇ anger out on it. 

 

He peeked his head into the stables, and the giant hamster was sleeping on the ground in an unguarded 

manner. All it needed was a giant bubble from its nose and it would be the very picture of a sleepyhead. 

 

However, there was something else ǁhiĐh dƌeǁ AiŶz͛s atteŶtioŶ, apaƌt fƌoŵ the ǁaǇ Haŵsuke ǁas 
sleeping like a middle-aged uncle (although its body should not have allowed for it). 

 

Theƌe ǁas a Death KŶight that had Haŵsuke͛s tail ǁƌapped aƌouŶd its ǁaist. That uŶdead Đƌeatuƌe ŵust 
have ďeeŶ ǁhat dƌeǁ AiŶz͛s atteŶtioŶ to this staďle iŶ the fiƌst plaĐe. 
 

Since it was an undead creature which he had made, there was a bond between them and so he could 

judge its approximate location. However, there were too many undead in E-Rantel, so that particular 

sense had grown confused. 



 

In all honesty, it was very difficult for him to finely discern the location of the undead he had made. Even 

so, Ainz did not recall stationing one in the stables, hence his confusion at picking up an undead reaction 

here. 

 

͞Wake up, Haŵsuke.͟ 

  

͞Muuu, Ǉes....͟ 

 

Its eyes blinked like those of a human being as its big face moved, and then it caught sight of Ainz. 

 

͞Ohhhh! I ǁas ǁoŶdeƌiŶg ǁho it ǁas, ďut as it tuƌŶs out, it is ŵiloƌd!͟ 

 

͞It doesŶ͛t ŵatteƌ ǁho I aŵ. Noƌŵally you should be calling me Ainz-sama, right? After all, you are 

MoŵoŶ͛s steed, Ŷot ŵiŶe.͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse I aŵ, ŵiloƌd!͟ 

 

͞Is that so… ǁell, as loŶg as Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd…͟ 

 

That said, Haŵsuke͛s ƌeaĐtioŶ ŵade AiŶz thiŶk, Do Ǉou ƌeallǇ uŶdeƌstaŶd? 

 

In addition, magical beasts were not particularly resistant to mind control. Hence, Ainz lent an item to 

Hamsuke which made him impervious to mind control, but he was still uneasy that someone might try 

to manipulate him through means other than magic. 

 

͞Well, siŶĐe Ǉou haǀeŶ͛t ŵade aŶǇ ŵistakes to date, I shall tƌust Ǉou. TheŶ, oŶto the ŵaiŶ topiĐ. What͛s 
ǁith that Death KŶight?͟ 

 

͞Ohhh! He is a fƌieŶd ǁho tƌaiŶs ǁith this oŶe, ŵiloƌd!͟ 

  

It was then that Ainz remembered. 

 

He had conducted an experiment in learning martial arts while Hamsuke was training to be a warrior. In 

other words, the had used this Death Knight to see if it could continue gaining levels as a warrior. 

 

He had equipped the Death Knight with artifacts that would increase his XP gained and which would 

greatly weaken him, but in the end the Death Knight did not gain levels. Ainz had anticipated this, so he 

was not upset. However, he did not know why, but Hamsuke had been grumbling, so in the end he took 

back the artifacts and left the Death Knight with him. 

  

“o that͛s the oŶe… Coŵe to thiŶk of it, the spikes oŶ its aƌŵoƌ seeŵ to haǀe ďeeŶ ƌouŶded doǁŶ… I 
didŶ͛t loaŶ hiŵ out to ďe a hug pilloǁ, ďut ďeĐause I ǁaŶted hiŵ to ďeĐoŵe a ǁaƌƌioƌ, oƌ peƌhaps 



ŵasteƌ soŵethiŶg… Well, it doesŶ͛t ŵatteƌ. Theƌe͛s eŶough Death Knights to go around. Giving it one 

ǁoŶ͛t ŵatteƌ. 
 

In fact, there were more than enough Death Knights, so much so that Ainz no longer made Death 

Knights when he created undead every day. 

 

͞Is that so. I uŶdeƌstaŶd. “till, Ŷo ŵatteƌ ǁhat, Ǉou used to ďe a ǁild ŵagiĐal ďeast. It͛s Ƌuite 
pƌoďleŵatiĐ that Ǉou let soŵeoŶe get so Đlose ǁithout ŶotiĐiŶg. We͛ƌe Ŷot Auƌa, aƌe ǁe? “houldŶ͛t Ǉou 
ďe takiŶg this a ďit ŵoƌe seƌiouslǇ?͟ 

 

Hamsuke looked depressed, and its whiskers drooped down. 

 

͞I siŶĐeƌelǇ apologize. This one used to be the strongest creature in that forest. This one never needed 

to ďe oŶ aleƌt ďeĐause this oŶe ǁas Ŷeǀeƌ aŵďushed ďefoƌe.͟ 

 

͞You should haǀe had a Đhildhood… peƌiod… oƌ soŵethiŶg, ƌight? But ďefoƌe that, ǁasŶ͛t theƌe the 
Giant of the East aŶd the “eƌpeŶt of the West?͟ 

 

͞Who aƌe theǇ? These geŶtleŵeŶ… East? West? Of ǁhoŵ do Ǉou speak?͟ 

 

A ƋuestioŶ ŵaƌk appeaƌed oǀeƌ AiŶz͛s head. 
 

͞...TheǇ ǁeƌe ďeiŶgs ǁho laid Đlaiŵ to the foƌest, just like Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞Hoho~ I did Ŷot eǀeŶ kŶoǁ suĐh people existed in that forest! As expected of you, milord! Your insight 

is iŶdeed keeŶ. This oŶe kŶeǁ little outside of this oŶe͛s teƌƌitoƌǇ.͟ 

 

͞You… Ǉou Đall Ǉouƌself the Wise KiŶg of the Foƌest aŶd Ǉou still…͟ 

  

͞IŶ the past, a huŵaŶ ǁaƌƌioƌ ǁho tƌespassed in the territory of this one addressed this one in such a 

way. Speaking of which, this one spared that warrior and that warrior alone because this one thought 

the name sounded quite impressive. Ah, how nostalgic--͟ 

 

Ainz felt that he had finally solved the mystery. 

 

After that warrior returned alive, he must have greatly exaggerated the tales of his enemy, Hamsuke. It 

was probably some way of justifying his own survival when all his comrades had perished. 

 

That too was not hard to understand. The fact was that Hamsuke was very strong. Of all the human 

warriors Ainz had met, perhaps only Clementine and Gazef could have beaten Hamsuke. 

 

Ainz suddenly recalled Gazef. 

 

͞Ohh? Is soŵethiŶg the ŵatteƌ, ŵiloƌd?͟ 



 

͞No… it͛s ŶothiŶg. Just… Ǉes… it͛s just that Ǉou doŶ͛t ƋualifǇ as a Wise KiŶg of the Foƌest, just a Haŵsteƌ 
of the Foƌest.͟ 

 

͞Haŵsteƌs, Ǉou saǇ -- indeed, you have spoken of those creatures before, milord! So is this one truly a 

haŵsteƌ?͟ 

 

͞Uŵu. You aƌe a GiaŶt Haŵsteƌ.͟ 

 

͞Ohhh! “o this oŶe ǁas aĐtuallǇ a Giant Hamster! Then, do you know where to find other members of 

this oŶe͛s speĐies, ŵiloƌd?͟ 

 

͞That, I do Ŷot kŶoǁ.͟ 

 

After that curt reply, Hamsuke fell into despair once more. Was I too harsh? Ainz thought and made to 

comfort it: 

 

͞I haǀe guaƌaŶteed all who serve Nazarick that they will be rewarded appropriately for their service. As 

loŶg as Ǉou ĐoŶtiŶue ǁoƌkiŶg foƌ NazaƌiĐk, I shall soŵedaǇ fiŶd felloǁ ŵeŵďeƌs of Ǉouƌ speĐies foƌ Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞Ohhhh!͟ 

  

Haŵsuke͛s ǁhiskeƌs ďouŶĐed as theǇ stood up. 
  

͞Although this one was already loyal to milord, this one shall serve milord even more loyally from this 

daǇ foƌth!͟ 

 

͞Uŵu uŵu. TheŶ, Haŵsuke, is MoŵoŶ -- Ŷo, is PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ ǁithiŶ the guest house?͟ 

 

͞Miloƌd͛s douďle? This oŶe is Ŷot too ĐoŶfideŶt iŶ that ƌegaƌd. After all, he often rides the coaches and 

ǁagoŶs ǁhiĐh the huŵaŶs of this ĐitǇ pƌepaƌe foƌ hiŵ, aŶd he does Ŷot alǁaǇs take this oŶe ǁith hiŵ.͟ 

 

͞Ah, I seeŵ to ƌeĐall that he takes suĐh tƌaŶspoƌt to shaƌe iŶfoƌŵatioŶ.͟ 

 

Kuku, Ainz chuckled evilly. 

 

Everything had developed as he had anticipated. Under the guise of sharing information with him, they 

would say things to Momon which they wanted to keep secret from Ainz, or perhaps they plotted to 

drive a wedge between Momon and Ainz. However, the truth was, they were the ones who would be 

uŶkŶoǁiŶglǇ poisoŶed ďǇ the thoughts of PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ. 
 

Ainz was a trustworthy king, a merciful being who thought of the people, and so on. 

 



͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd. Hoǁeǀeƌ… Ǉou seeŵ to ďe aďle to ǁeaƌ aƌŵoƌ Ŷoǁ. If Ǉou haǀe ŶothiŶg to do, how about 

putting it on and training in it? 

 

The prototype armor should be complete. 

 

͞This oŶe uŶdeƌstaŶds, ŵiloƌd! TheŶ, this oŶe ǁould also like to see those lizaƌdŵeŶ-doŶos, if possiďle.͟ 

 

͞VeƌǇ ǁell. I shall gƌaŶt that ǁish of Ǉouƌs. I ǁill speak to Cocytus afterwards and have him send 

soŵeoŶe heƌe.͟ 

 

͞You haǀe this oŶe͛s uŶdǇiŶg thaŶks, ŵiloƌd. Coŵe, Death KŶight-doŶo! Let us ǁoƌk haƌd togetheƌ!͟ 

 

Ainz paid no heed to the burning friendship between a beast and a corpse and moved on. 

 

Behind AiŶz ǁas a ǀoiĐe ǁhiĐh said soŵethiŶg aloŶg the liŶes of ͞‘eallǇ -- hoǁ aŶŶoǇiŶg!͟ ďut he did Ŷot 
think the Death Knight had spoken. Although Ainz was vaguely interested in what Hamsuke was up to, 

he soon cast that away. 

 

Speaking of which, some time back, I thiŶk I gaǀe Haŵsuke… it feels like I͛ǀe foƌgotteŶ soŵethiŶg. Oh 
ǁell, if I ĐaŶ͛t thiŶk of it, it ĐouldŶ͛t haǀe ďeeŶ that iŵpoƌtaŶt, I guess. 
 

AiŶz͛s head ǁas filled ǁith these thoughts, ǁhiĐh he Đould Ŷot Ƌuite aƌtiĐulate. It felt a ďit like ǁaitiŶg 
for a sneeze which would not come. He arrived before the door to the guest house, but he would not do 

anything like knock. Fifth, who had been following behind Ainz, immediately advanced before him. 

  

͞OpeŶ it.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood, AiŶz-saŵa.͟ 

 

Fifth looked terribly serious as she opened the door, but the corner of her mouth seemed somewhat 

relaxed. This must have come from the satisfaction she felt at being able to help Ainz in some way. 

 

It seems I was right to observe Jircniv. I have truly become a proper ruler. GƌaŶted, that͛s Ŷot eǆaĐtlǇ the 
ƌight ǁaǇ to tƌeat hiŵ, ďut I͛ll ĐoŶtiŶue studǇiŶg hiŵ fƌoŵ Ŷoǁ oŶ. Afteƌ all, it͛s to help ŵe leaƌŶ hoǁ it 
is to be a king. 

 

Ainz did not thank Fifth, but looked to the open door. 

  

͞--Eight Edge AssassiŶs.͟ 

 

͞Yes! ‘eadǇ foƌ oƌdeƌs!͟ 

 

The Eight Edge Assassins that were following behind Ain swiftly formed up into a line. 

 



͞--Go.͟ 

  

͞Yes!͟ 

 

Their jaws opened and closed, and then the lined-up Eight Edge Assassins responded with a voice that 

seemed more forceful than usual befoƌe eŶteƌiŶg the ďuildiŶg. OŶlǇ PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ ǁas supposed to ďe 
in this guest house. On occasion, Narberal was here, but for the most part, she was in the Great 

UŶdeƌgƌouŶd Toŵď of NazaƌiĐk, ĐaƌƌǇiŶg out AiŶz͛s oƌdeƌs. 
 

He could have stationed a regular maid here, but it could be troublesome if people who came to visit 

MoŵoŶ thought theǇ ǁeƌe ďeiŶg oďseƌǀed. Thus, it had Đoŵe to this. Hoǁeǀeƌ, if PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ 
stayed here alone, there was the possibility that the people who had brainwashed Shalltear might 

infiltrate this place. Thus, Ainz felt it was better to set up some countermeasures. 

 

...Still, in order for that to happen, someone would need to infiltrate all the way in here. Well, only fools 

doŶ͛t pƌepaƌe eŶough. ...Mŵ -- still, how long should I wait here? Or should I move forward? By 

common sense, I should wait here. After all, the Eight Edge Assassins will return to me. However, is a 

king really supposed to wait at the door? 

 

After hesitating for a bit, Ainz thought, ah well, forget it, and entered the guest house. 

 

He advanced, using the regal, proper bearing he had practiced dozens of times, in a way which he felt 

best fitted a ruler. 

 

However, within less than 20 paces, one of the Eight Ege Assassins returned and genuflected before Ainz. 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa, ǁe haǀe suŵŵoŶed PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ-saŵa. He ǁill pƌeseŶt hiŵself to Ǉou sooŶ.͟ 

 

͞Is that so. TheŶ I shall ǁait iŶ the guest ƌooŵ.͟ 

 

Ainz had been to this guest house before, so Ainz had a rough idea of its layout. After Fifth opened the 

door for him, Ainz moved without hesitation to the main seat in the guest room. 

  

This violated much of the manners he had picked up as a salaryman and felt wrong to him. However, 

this was an easy task for Ainz, who had spent much time practicing to be a ruler. 

  

Shortly after, a knocking came from the door. Ainz nodded to Fifth. 

  

HaǀiŶg ƌeĐeiǀed peƌŵissioŶ, Fifth opeŶed the dooƌ, aŶd PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ eŶteƌed the ƌooŵ. He ǁas Ŷot 
using magic to appear as Momon, but was in his usual military uniform. 

 

͞Oh “upƌeŵe OŶe, my creator Ainz-sama--͟ 

 

͞No Ŷeed to gƌeet ŵe. “it.͟ 



 

͞Yes!͟ 

 

He clicked his heels together with a kan before marching in. 

 

His ŵoǀeŵeŶts ǁeƌe as sŵooth aŶd Đƌisp as that of a soldieƌ͛s, ďut to AiŶz, theǇ ǁeƌe eŶtiƌelǇ 
unnecessary. The best word to descƌiďe this ǁas ͞oǀeƌaĐtiŶg͟. 
 

AŶd so, PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ adǀaŶĐed to the plaĐe ďeside AiŶz aŶd sat. 
 

DoŶ͛t people usuallǇ sit opposite eaĐh otheƌ? 

 

Everyone possessed an area around them called their personal space, but Ainz could not help but stare 

at Pandora͛s AĐtoƌ͛s ƌeŵoƌseless ďlitzkƌieg oŶ that doŵaiŶ. 
 

...Well, I guess it͛s all ƌight. “till, he͛s ƌeallǇ Đlose... 
 

AiŶz ĐloselǇ iŶspeĐted PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ as he sat doǁŶ. He Ŷo loŶgeƌ felt the saŵe shoĐk he had ǁheŶ he 
had first seen him in the Treasury. Perhaps the passage of time and meeting him several times to give 

orders had softened the impact on him. 

 

͞MaǇ I ask--͟ 

 

͞No, it͛s ŶothiŶg, doŶ͛t ǁoƌƌǇ aďout it. All ƌight, I haǀe soŵe thiŶgs to ask Ǉou. Fiƌst, I͛d like to kŶoǁ 
aďout MoŵoŶ͛s ĐoŶditioŶ. I kŶoǁ ǁhat Ǉou͛ǀe ƌepoƌted to Alďedo… so, aƌe theƌe aŶǇ pƌoďleŵs?͟ 

 

͞It ǁould seeŵ that theƌe is ŶothiŶg speĐ--͟ 

 

͞Is that so. Good. TheŶ, I͛d like to ask Ǉou, as PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ -- aƌe theƌe aŶǇ pƌoďleŵs oŶ Ǉouƌ eŶd?͟ 

 

The mood in the air changed. 

 

͞IŶ tƌuth, Ainz-saŵa!͟ 

 

AiŶz leaŶed ďaĐk, as though the tƌeŵeŶdous pƌeseŶĐe of PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ ǁas ĐƌushiŶg hiŵ. 
 

͞I, I haǀe suffeƌed gƌeatlǇ!͟ 

 

Who͛s the oŶe suffeƌiŶg heƌe?! 
 

Hoǁeǀeƌ, AiŶz did Ŷot haǀe the tiŵe to shoot ďaĐk ǁith that ďefoƌe PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ ĐoŶtiŶued speaking 

 



͞DuƌiŶg this tiŵe, I haǀe Ŷot oŶĐe ďeeŶ aďle to touĐh ŵagiĐ iteŵs. I haǀe ďeeŶ uŶaďle to ŵaiŶtaiŶ the 
various magic items created by the Supreme Beings. The sorting of data crystals has ground to a halt as 

well. Please! No matter what, Ainz-saŵa! I ďeseeĐh Ǉou to gƌaŶt ŵe soŵe tiŵe ǁith those iteŵs!͟ 

 

͞...I, did I desigŶ Ǉou that ǁaǇ?͟ 

 

͞Of that theƌe is Ŷo douďt! These feeliŶgs ǁeƌe ďestoǁed upoŶ ŵe ďǇ Ǉouƌself, MoŵoŶga-saŵa!͟ 

 

͞...Ahhhhh.͟ 

 

Ainz desperately tried to recall the way he had desigŶed PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ. He Đould ƌeĐall giǀiŶg hiŵ a 
ďaĐkstoƌǇ that stated he liked ŵaŶagiŶg ŵagiĐ iteŵs aŶd the like. AiŶz͛s oƌigiŶal iŶteŶt ǁas to desigŶ 
him in such a way that he would not find it strange to be alone in the Treasury -- indeed, one could 

coŶsideƌ ďeiŶg suƌƌouŶded ďǇ the thiŶgs he loǀed to ďe a heaǀeŶlǇ joď. “o it ǁould seeŵ that AiŶz͛s 
personality settings were the source of the problem. However, for some reason, it seemed to have 

reached the level of a fetish. 

 

͞Did I Ŷot peƌŵit Ǉou to ƌetuƌŶ to NazaƌiĐk eǀeƌǇ daǇ?͟ 

 

While half of NazaƌiĐk͛s uŶdead ǁeƌe ŵade ďǇ AiŶz, the otheƌ half ǁeƌe ŵade ďǇ PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ. 
GƌaŶted, the uŶdead ŵade ďǇ PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ ǁeƌe ǁeakeƌ thaŶ those ŵade ďǇ AiŶz, to soŵe eǆteŶt. 
Still, that was within acceptable parameters, and there were adequate frozen corpses on the 5th Floor 

for that purpose. 

 

In fact, there were so many of them that the two of them working together could not use them up. 

 

͞Hoǁeǀeƌ, I haǀe Ŷot ƌeĐeiǀed peƌŵissioŶ to ƌetuƌŶ to the TƌeasuƌǇ!͟ 

 

What could he be feeling that made him omit his usual theatrics? 

 

͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd. TheŶ, I shall iŶfoƌŵ “hallteaƌ aŶd haǀe heƌ giǀe the ‘iŶg to Ǉou. IŶ additioŶ, I gƌaŶt Ǉou 
peƌŵissioŶ to ǁoƌk oŶ ŵǇ Đoŵƌades͛ ǁeapoŶƌǇ aŶd eƋuipŵeŶt. DoŶ͛t daŵage theŵ.͟ 

 

͞It shall--͟ 

 

͞“top that. “peakiŶg ŶoƌŵallǇ ǁill ďe fiŶe. DidŶ͛t I tell Ǉou this ďefoƌe, hŵ, PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ?͟ 

 

͞Yes!͟ 

 

͞The ƌelatioŶship ďetǁeeŶ us is oŶe of Đƌeatoƌ aŶd Đƌeated. The faĐt is, I aŵ ǀeƌǇ happǇ ǁith the ǁaǇ 
you have worked hard to show me the being I intended to make. However, sometimes I wonder; should 

a soŶ Ŷot ǁoƌk to eǆĐeed his fatheƌ?͟ 

 

͞Ohhhh… AiŶz-saŵa. To thiŶk Ǉou ǁould ƌefeƌ to ŵe as Ǉouƌ soŶ!͟ 



 

͞Uŵu, uŵu. You aƌe, eƌ, ŵǇ soŶ, oƌ soŵethiŶg like that. That, eƌ, hoǁ shall I put this, ŵost likely, er, that 

should ďe the Đase. Theƌefoƌe, theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to use GeƌŵaŶ oƌ salute oƌ ďe so dƌaŵatiĐ iŶ fƌoŶt of ŵe. 
“iŶĐe I ŵade Ǉou, I ǁaŶt to see the paƌts of Ǉou that I did Ŷot ŵake, as pƌoof that Ǉou haǀe gƌoǁŶ.͟ 

 

Ainz glanced behind at the sound of sniffling, and saw that Fifth was dabbing at the corners of her eyes 

with a handkerchief. 

 

What? 

  

IsŶ͛t she ĐƌǇiŶg too easilǇ? 

  

Just as AiŶz ǁas feeliŶg ĐoŶfused, PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ ďoǁed his head. 
  

͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd -- Fatheƌ!͟ 

  

͞...Oh.͟ 

 

͞I shall shoǁ Ǉou ǁhat Ǉou ǁish to see, Fatheƌ!͟ 

 

He was wrong. He had taken it too lightly. Although it was impossible, Ainz felt a headache assailing him. 

 

͞PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ. You ŵust Ŷot tell aŶǇoŶe else of ǁhat has happeŶed heƌe. UŶdeƌstood? If people 
kŶoǁ that Ǉou͛ƌe receiving special treatment, it might result in friction with the others. Also -- in fact, 

because of that, I will be placing you lower on my priorities. If the time comes when I have to choose 

ďetǁeeŶ helpiŶg Ǉou oƌ the GuaƌdiaŶs, I ǁill aďaŶdoŶ Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞But of Đouƌse! Please, saĐƌifiĐe ŵe as Ǉou see fit!͟ 

 

As AiŶz ǁatĐhed hiŵ thƌust out the Đhest ǁhile speakiŶg, guilt gƌeǁ iŶ AiŶz͛s heaƌt. 
 

͞I aŵ soƌƌǇ. AŶd… Fifth. Do Ŷot speak of ǁhat has happeŶed heƌe.͟ 

 

After seeing Fifth nod in acknowledgement, Ainz nodded as well. 

 

͞TheŶ, I ǁill ďe oŶ ŵǇ ǁaǇ.͟ 

 

͞Ah, aďout that, Đould Ǉou hold oŶ a little? “iŶĐe ǁe ŵeet ƌaƌelǇ, theƌe is a ŵatteƌ I ǁould like to ask Ǉou, 
Fatheƌ. MaǇ I kŶoǁ hoǁ Ǉou iŶteŶd to ƌule this “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

͞What?͟ 

 



͞MaŶǇ huŵaŶs haǀe their doubts about the path upon which you intend to take this country, Father. 

For instance, if you wish to adopt a policy of expansion, they fear that they will be sent onto the 

ďattlefield, aŶd so oŶ.͟ 

 

Ainz froze in place. 

 

Where was he going to take Ainz Ooal Gown? 

 

To begin with, Ainz was just a regular person, yet he had stated a nigh-unreachable goal like conquering 

the world. Ainz had stopped thinking about it. He felt that it would be better to hand this matter to 

intelligent people like Albedo or Demiurge. 

  

That said, the matter of how to run this country was a question which he could not evade. 

 

͞Is, is soŵethiŶg ǁƌoŶg, Fatheƌ?͟ 

 

͞...I iŶteŶd to let Ǉou kŶoǁ, ďut I͛ŵ still dƌaftiŶg it up iŶ ŵǇ ŵiŶd. I shall disĐuss the ŵatteƌ ǁith the 
various GuardiaŶs of NazaƌiĐk aŶd theŶ iŶfoƌŵ Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞Yes!͟ 

  

Ainz rose silently. 

 

͞TheŶ that ǁill ďe all, PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ.͟ 

 

Afteƌ heaƌiŶg PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ ďid hiŵ faƌeǁell, AiŶz left the ƌooŵ. 
 

Before he left through the main door, he sent a [Message] to Shalltear before he forgot, informing him 

of PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ͛s ƌeƋuest. If he put it off, he ǁould pƌoďaďlǇ foƌget it lateƌ oŶ. 
 

Once he reached the door, Ainz moved faster than Fifth and opened the door before she could do so for 

him. 

  

Then, he looked to the sky. 

 

It was a clear, blue sky. 

 

͞I͛ll ďe flǇiŶg,͟ AiŶz ĐuƌtlǇ said. Although the people ďehiŶd hiŵ ďegaŶ to paŶiĐ, AiŶz Đhose to paǇ theŵ 
no heed. 

 

Ainz floated into the sky thanks to the [Fly] spell, and then landed on the roof of the guest house. 

 

Because E-Rantel was a city protected by three layers of walls, from this vantage, half of his field of 

vision was blocked by the city walls. 



 

͞I ĐaŶ͛t see fƌoŵ heƌe, huh? Looks like I͛ll haǀe to go foƌ a ǁalk.͟ 

 

He might be able to think of something if he walked the streets. Staying here meant that there was no 

way he would be able to think of anything. 

 

Just then, the forms of the Eight Edge Assassins -- who had climbed the walls -- appeared before Ainz as 

well. 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa, please ǁait! It͛s daŶgeƌous to go aloŶe!͟ 

 

He Đould Ŷot siŵplǇ laugh off the Eight Edge AssassiŶs͛ ǁoƌds. 
  

Someone standing in the middle of a wide-open area with good visibility in all directions was practically 

asking to be sniped. 

 

͞That͛s tƌue. I͛d ŵake a good taƌget if ŵǇ oppoŶeŶt ǁas Peroroncino-saŶ.͟ 

 

Peroroncino the archer -- who was the most specialized in ranged combat within the guild Ainz Ooal 

Gown -- would probably be able to hurt Ainz very badly. That man could easily attack from even two 

kilometers out. His favorite tactic was concealing himself and then sniping his opponent -- albeit with a 

bow. That said, even if his opponent was Peroroncino, Ainz had no intention of allowing himself to be 

toyed with until he died. 

 

Ainz was confident that he could use various means to defend, escape, or counterattack. He had honed 

his skills through PVPing, and he would definitely not die in such a helpless manner. However, if he had 

to be wary of attack methods from  this world, the Eight Edge Assassins had a point. 

 

Ainz could not die now. At the very least, before experimenting with resurrecting players, he had to 

assume he only had one life, and prepare a meatshield for himself. 

 

His best and safest option for that job was Albedo, whose defensive strength was the highest among the 

Guardians. However, he would need people to protect her as well, which would necessitate a large 

deployment of forces. He did not want to do that unless it was for the purpose of baiting an enemy 

attack. 

 

If that was the case, the best choice would be disposable and high-level vassals, but-- 

 

I doŶ͛t haǀe aŶǇ high-level vassal monsters. Even if I wanted to use mercenary monsters, I spent a lot of 

ŵoŶeǇ suŵŵoŶiŶg Alďedo͛s suďoƌdiŶates, so I doŶ͛t haǀe the Đash out of poĐket to ĐasuallǇ suŵŵoŶ 
monsters. 

 



He had decided to make a big show of spending to show that he was generous, and now he vaguely 

regretted doing so. All he could do was comfort himself by saying that he had to maintain his image as 

her boss. 

 

HaŶg oŶ, let͛s thiŶk this thƌough step ďǇ step. 
 

Ainz listed various possibilities in his mind. 

 

Mercenary monsters. He had no money, so they were out. 

 

The skill, [Undead Lieutenant]. It required XP, so he decided against it. 

 

Using the summons from the Staff of Ainz Ooal Gown. The very fact that he had to carry the Guild 

Weapon with him meant that it was out of the question. 

 

The skill, [Create Undead]. Even if he created upper-tier undead, they would only be level 70, which he 

would not even trust to escort the Guardians. 

 

No, I have a trump card in store. 

 

He had enhanced his undead creation skills through the use of a dark ritual. 

 

He could only create upper-tier undead four times a day. However, if he divided those up into two uses, 

he could make undead of roughly level 90. 

 

Ainz stroked his chin, and wondered what sort of undead to make. The thief-type [Eternal Deaths], or 

sensory-focused Eyeball types... 

 

Granted, the [Eternal Deaths] were excellent undead to use, but they had a passive skill called [Aura of 

Death and Decay] which was always activated. That was a potent skill which combined the effects of 

AiŶz͛s [Despaiƌ Auƌa V ;iŶstaŶt deathͿ] aŶd [Despaiƌ Auƌa I ;feaƌͿ], ǁhiĐh ŵade it Đapaďle of ĐausiŶg 
instant death and stat penalties to the enemy. In particular, the stat penalty was not a mind-affecting 

ability. This allowed it to bypass immunity to mind-affecting effects, which made it very hard to deal 

with. 

  

That said, if this ability were used under conditions where friendly fire was enabled, it would swiftly 

paint a hellish picture of suffering and misery. Of course, he could simply order it not to use it at all, but 

bringing that sort of undead onto a city street was complete insanity. 

  

Several other scary monsters appeared in his mind, but he shot all those ideas down. 

 

...Hoǁ should I saǇ this… theǇ͛ƌe ǀeƌǇ Đapaďle, ďut theǇ all look uglǇ. 
 

None of them were at all suitable as guards which a king would have with him when walking the streets. 



  

Just as Ainz was puzzling over the matter, he noticed Fifth beneath him, trying desperately to climb the 

wall. 

  

Without another word, Ainz jumped off, using [Fly] in mid-air to slow his descent, and he landed 

gracefully on the ground below. 

 

Fifth -- who was gripping a window face and whose face was flushed red -- hurriedly assumed her 

position behind Ainz. 

 

͞Fifth.͟ 

  

͞Yes!͟ 

  

͞I ǁill ďe goiŶg out to the ĐitǇ afteƌ this.͟ 

  

͞UŶdeƌstood, I shall ƌeadǇ the Đaƌƌiage iŵŵediatelǇ!͟ 

  

͞No, theƌe is Ŷo Ŷeed foƌ that. I iŶteŶd to oďseƌǀe the ĐoŶditioŶs iŶ the ĐitǇ. I ƌule these stƌeets, so I plaŶ 
to go oŶ foot.͟ 

  

͞Eh?! But that would only stain your precious feet! Please order us to clean the streets for you! And we 

ŵust pƌepaƌe the folloǁeƌs!͟ 

  

Only a few roads on E-Rantel were cobbled, so after the rain, the rest became stretches of mud. 

  

͞Theƌe is Ŷo Ŷeed foƌ that. I haǀe liǀed iŶ this ĐitǇ ďefoƌe.͟ 

  

That said, after checking into the inn, he immediately returned to Nazarick to make undead. 

  

͞IŶ additioŶ, I iŶteŶd to suŵŵoŶ folloǁeƌs ǁith ŵagiĐ, so theƌe is Ŷo Ŷeed to seŶd oǀeƌ people fƌoŵ 
NazaƌiĐk.͟ 

  

͞...If that is the ǁill of the “upƌeŵe OŶe.͟ 

 

Still, the question of what to summon remains. If I call up demons or undead, it will lead to bad rumors 

aŶd ǀiĐious gossip. “o I͛ll Ŷeed to suŵŵoŶ soŵethiŶg pƌettǇ, to ƌaise opiŶioŶs of ŵe. What fits the ďill... 
 

As he thought of that, Ainz found the answer. 

 

͞I ǁill ďe suŵŵoŶiŶg aŶgels afteƌ this. Let͛s go.͟ 

  

͞Yes.͟ 

 



Although AiŶz͛s kaƌŵa ǀalue ǁas eǆtƌeŵelǇ Ŷegatiǀe, he ǁould Ŷot haǀe a pƌoďleŵ suŵŵoŶiŶg aŶgels, 
whose karma values were highly positive. There were some classes which had the penalty of not being 

able to summon monsters whose karma values were too different from their own, but Ainz did not have 

such classes. 

  

IŶĐideŶtallǇ, the ŵoŶsteƌs suŵŵoŶed ďǇ those Đlasses got stƌoŶgeƌ the Đloseƌ the ŵoŶsteƌs͛ karma 

values were to their masters. 

  

In YGGDRASIL, any disadvantages would have matching advantages as well. 

 

Ainz headed toward the courtyard. 

 

As expected of a place used for putting horses through their paces, training hunting hounds and other 

such activities, the expanse of trimmed grass which made up the courtyard was vast indeed. 

 

͞TheŶ, let͛s ďegiŶ. This ŵaǇ take a ǁhile, so talk ǁith ŵe iŶ the ŵeaŶtiŵe.͟ 

 

͞W-ǁho, ŵe?͟ 

 

͞EǆaĐtlǇ. IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, I ǁaŶt to kŶoǁ eǀeƌǇthiŶg aďout NazaƌiĐk͛s ϵth Flooƌ -- right. Tell me about 

Ǉouƌ ǁoƌk. Is theƌe aŶǇthiŶg aďout the ƌooŵs Ǉou aƌe ĐleaŶiŶg?͟ 

 

Ainz did not wait for Fifth to reply. After changing out parts of his equipment, he cast his spell. 

 

This spell was the super-tier spell [Pantheon], which was similar to the 10th tier spell [Armageddon - 

Good] and the super-tier spell [Nibelung I], and which was diametrically opposed to the super-tier spell 

[Pandemonium]. 

 

He listeŶed to Fifth͛s ǁoƌds as he ǁaited foƌ the supeƌ-tier spell to take effect. If there was a sudden 

need to take urgent action, he would naturally use a cash item, but doing so at this time would have 

been terribly wasteful. 

 

ChattiŶg ǁith the ŵaids isŶ͛t ďad, AiŶz thought. 
 

IŶ additioŶ, this ǁas the fiƌst tiŵe he heaƌd that Alďedo͛s ƌooŵ ǁas foƌďidden to the maids. 

 

͞--I see. Well, this was quite a meaningful conversation. Although I just thought about it, go back to my 

room and bring Nurunuru-kuŶ oǀeƌ. It ǁould ďe tƌouďlesoŵe ǁithout hiŵ.͟ 

  

͞UŶdeƌstood!͟ 

 

AiŶz ǁatĐhed Fifth͛s ŵaid outfit sǁaǇ ǁildly  as she jogged off, while he remained in the courtyard. 

 

While he ǁaited, he ƌeĐalled Fifth͛s ǁoƌds. 



 

Apparently, Albedo had told the maids that she would handle the cleaning of her own room as part of 

her bridal training, so she did not wish anyone to enter her room. 

  

AiŶz ŵutteƌed ͞Good gƌief͟ to hiŵself. 
  

͞Alďedo, it͛s Ŷot that I doŶ͛t uŶdeƌstaŶd Ǉouƌ feeliŶgs, ďut the faĐt is that Ǉou͛ƌe a ďusǇ peƌsoŶ, so Ǉou 
should leaǀe the ĐleaŶiŶg to the ŵaids. I ĐaŶ͛t ƌeallǇ saǇ this, ďut it seeŵs I͛ŵ a ďetteƌ ruler than you are, 

iŶ that seŶse.͟ 

 

Before long, Fifth returned, panting and presenting Nurunuru-kun. Ainz smiled, satisfied by his ability to 

command. 

  

͞ThaŶks.͟ 

 

Ainz accepted the Lip Bug from Fifth with a brief word of appreciation. Then, he applied the Lip Bug to 

the base of his bony throat. 

  

͞Ah, eƌ, uŵ.͟ 

  

Foƌ soŵe ƌeasoŶ, theƌe ǁas a ĐhaŶge iŶ AiŶz͛s ǀoiĐe. GƌaŶted, that ǁas the Đƌeatuƌe͛s speĐial aďilitǇ, ďut 
he still did not understand it. All he could do was accept it. 

 

Ainz put his doubts aside and cast the super-tier spell. Six pillars of light appeared around him, and from 

them came six angels. 

 

These aŶgels had lioŶs͛ heads, ǁith oŶe paiƌ of  ǁiŶgs stƌetĐhed out aŶd aŶotheƌ paiƌ folded aƌouŶd 
them, for a total of four wings. They each wore suits of shining armor and held shields with eye patterns 

in one hand and lances of fire in the other. 

 

These angels were around level 80, Cherubim Gatekeepers. 

 

Ainz did not know much about mythology, so he did not know why they were called gatekeepers, but he 

did know about their strengths as monsters. 

 

The Cherubim Gatekeepers were quite well-suited to the task of being a tank, and their considerable 

sensory abilities also made them very good sentries. 

 

͞PƌoteĐt ŵe. Do Ŷot kill ŵǇ eŶeŵies, ďut ƌeŶdeƌ the foe powerless while doing as little damage as 

possiďle.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood, o suŵŵoŶeƌ.͟ 

 



This order had not been given out of compassion. Although Ainz had no hesitation about killing his 

opponents, he had to consider that people might be scheming behind the scenes. In addition, he had to 

let Momon perform the executions, hence his instructions to capture the enemy alive. 

 

͞TheŶ, let͛s go.͟ 

 

Once the Angels had taken a defensive formation around Ainz, he immediately strode forth. 

 

Summon spells -- including this super-tier spell -- would terminate after a while. Thus, he had to avoid 

wasting time. 

 

͞AŶgels, Fifth ǁill ďe ǁalkiŶg ǁith us. DefeŶd heƌ as Ǉou ǁould ŵe.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood, o suŵŵoŶeƌ.͟ 

 

͞Ai-Ainz-sama, how could my body be compared to the precious form of the “upƌeŵe OŶe?͟ 

 

͞...Fifth. You ŵight ďe a ŵaid, ďut Ǉou aƌe still a ĐƌeatioŶ of oŶe of ŵǇ fƌieŶds. Thus, Ǉou aƌe ǀeƌǇ 
valuable to me. Remember that well, because I find it troublesome to repeat myself. Then go tell all of 

Ǉouƌ felloǁs.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk, thaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh!͟ 

 

Incidentally, he did not say the same thing to the Eight Edge Assassins, as they were beings summoned 

from YGGDRASIL gold. He might have felt vaguely regretful about having to sacrifice them, but they had 

no value to him beyond that. 

 

͞Let͛s go.͟ 

 

With the six Angels, Fifth, and several Eight Edge Assassins -- the rest were left as sentries -- in tow, Ainz 

headed for the gate. 

 

There loomed the form of a Crypt Lord, who commanded over twenty Death Knights. 

 

It was dressed in tattered purple robes which were once magnificent, and it wore a crown that shone 

uncharacteristically bright. It was a level 70 undead creature from Nazarick. 

 

Its commander-type skills could strengthen any Death Knights it controlled, but it could not do so since 

the Death KŶights ǁhiĐh ǁeƌe its suďoƌdiŶates ǁeƌe uŶdeƌ AiŶz͛s ĐoŶtƌol. That said, AiŶz had put it heƌe 
because he acknowledged its excellent command abilities. 

 

͞I ǁill ďe headiŶg out afteƌ this, let Alďedo kŶoǁ.͟ 

  

After walking past the Crypt Lord -- who was bowing deeply -- Ainz arrived at the streets. 



 

He had no objective in mind. 

  

‘atheƌ thaŶ takiŶg a ǁalk, it ǁas ŵoƌe like he ǁaŶted to fiŶd the aŶsǁeƌ to PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ͛s ƋuestioŶ. 
He would not be able to sort out what he could normally figure out if he was being bothered from all 

sides. 

 

Ainz opened up his stride as he imagined the future which the Sorcerous Kingdom of Ainz Ooal Gown 

would have under him. 

 

-Part 3- 

  

Ainz and the company advanced in a straight line along the main road. 

 

It was hard to say the streets were filled with life. That much was obvious when he compared his 

memories from his time as Momon to the scenes before him now. The expressions of the pedestrians 

were grim, and they seemed to be moving a little quicker. 

 

In contrast, the Death Knights walked proudly through the streets. They were probably patrolling in 

place of the usual city guard. Ainz had only given them simple orders: apprehend anyone engaging in 

violence, protect anyone who asked for help. 

 

Ainz turned his gaze toward the city wall. 

 

A portion of the mass-produced Death Knights had been assigned to sentry duty on top of the walls. 

There were others like them who were watching the city gates or patrolling. However, the most bizarre 

way in which they had been used was how they had been sent to found villages with the denizens of the 

slum districts. 

 

The people who ended up being residents of the slums were typically the second or third sons in villages, 

those people who did not have farms of their own to work. They dreamt of a better life in the city, but in 

the eŶd, theǇ Đould oŶlǇ sĐƌape out a paupeƌ͛s ŵiseƌaďle eǆisteŶĐe aŵidst the ashes of theiƌ dƌeaŵs. 
Thus, Ainz promised to grant them a plot of land, and sent them to it. 

 

They were sent to the ruins of the villages that had been burned down through the machinations of the 

Slaine Theocracy. Since they had fallen to external reasons, all one needed to do was to clear the rubble 

away, seek new villagers, and the village would naturally recover. 

 

Because they had been attacked in the past, Ainz permitted the Death Knights and Soul Eaters to go with 

them as guards, and he also ordered them to help the villagers with their farm work. 

 

Granted, neither of them was particularly adept at working the fields. However, they were far superior 

to ordinary human beings when it came to raw, physical work. Essentially, they were heavy duty farm 



equipment which did not require fuel and which could function for 24 hours a day. They were ideal for 

the task of pioneering and heavy labor, and they would surely reap great gains in the coming harvests. 

 

AiŶz͛s aiŵ ǁas to ďuild the ǀillages ďaĐk up ǁithiŶ a Ǉeaƌ, aŶd alloǁ theŵ to aĐhieǀe ďasiĐ self-
sufficiency. They would then begin a regular harvest in the second year. 

 

However, the objective of that was merely to collect their produce as taxes and dump them into the 

Exchange Box, where they would become YGGDRASIL gold coins. Albedo and Demiurge had praised this 

idea to the heavens, so it should be quite workable. 

 

He had lent the undead to them in order to avoid foolishly wasting years on developing the wilderness. 

 

At the same time, since the undead were on loan, he would collect additional rental fees on them in 

addition to the agreed taxes. While he did not need to charge them rent, he had come up with the idea 

after considering that he might end up loaning the undead to various users in the future. 

 

While that plaŶ pƌioƌitized seŶdiŶg laƌge ƋuaŶtities of the sluŵs͛ ƌesideŶts -- with their families in tow -- 

out of the city, that alone was not the reason for the lack of people on the streets. 

 

That would probably be because of Ainz. When pedestrians encountered him on the streets, they would 

stare with eyes wide before going back the way they came, or circling around him. 

 

It was like walking in an abandoned wasteland. 

 

Still, being feared was not bad. It was dozens of times better than being belittled. 

 

Still, to think my city would be such a lifeless place... 

 

He did not care what happened to anyone else as long as the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick and 

its NPCs were happy. However, what would his past friends think if they were around? 

 

Would they be like Ainz, who had been affected by being undead, and end up being influenced by their 

nature as monsters? Would they end up treating humans as little more than fodder? Or would they 

continue holding on to their strong emotions from their time as humans? 

 

What on earth do I want to build this country into... 

 

Just as PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ had said, AiŶz Ŷeeded to deĐide oŶ hoǁ to ƌuŶ this ĐouŶtƌǇ aŶd the aim of ruling 

this city. 

 

Foƌ eǆaŵple, ďǇ faƌŵiŶg ǁheat aŶd the like, aŶd theŶ tossiŶg theŵ iŶto the TƌeasuƌǇ͛s EǆĐhaŶge Boǆ. BǇ 
using the coins obtained from that to strengthen the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick, the country 

would then become one whose sole aim was to produce currency. 

 



For example, he could breed and slaughter humans, thus making the country produce XP to be stored 

within Greed and Generosity. 

 

For instance, he could hand over all production tasks and work to the undead, making it a country where 

the living did not need to work. 

 

And for example-- 

 

From a land filled with love to one ringing with resentment, how would this country which bore the 

name of the guild turn out? 

 

He could not hand this decision to his subordinates. This was his duty, his responsibility, as the ruler of 

Nazarick and the Sorcerous Kingdom of Ainz Ooal Gown. 

 

͞--Fifth, ǁhat do Ǉou thiŶk of this ĐitǇ? Of this ĐouŶtƌǇ?͟ 

 

͞MǇ deepest apologies. MaǇ I kŶoǁ hoǁ Ǉou ǁould like ŵe to aŶsǁeƌ?͟ 

 

He had been too abstract. Ainz decided to ask again: 

 

͞Do Ǉou feel this is a ĐouŶtƌǇ ǁheƌe Ǉou ĐaŶ liǀe iŶ happiŶess? Tell ŵe the ǁhole tƌuth aŶd hold ŶothiŶg 
ďaĐk.͟ 

 

͞Yes. I aŵ ǀeƌǇ happǇ iŶ this ĐouŶtƌǇ ďeĐause Ǉou ƌule it, AiŶz-saŵa.͟ 

 

Ainz looked to the sky and sighed. Well, he should have expected an NPC to give him an answer like that. 

 

͞Just--͟ 

 

͞Oh, ǁhat͛s the ŵatteƌ? Tell ŵe aŶǇthiŶg that Đoŵes to Ǉouƌ ŵiŶd.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood. WhǇ is it that despite Ǉou ďeiŶg heƌe, AiŶz-sama, that nobody comes out to pay homage 

to the ruleƌ of this ĐouŶtƌǇ, to Ǉouƌ ŵightǇ foƌŵ? AŶd theŶ theƌe͛s the ǁaǇ theǇ hide iŶ the ďuildiŶgs 
aŶd peek at Ǉou… it͛s ǀeƌǇ upsettiŶg!͟ 

 

Fifth snorted. Indeed, many people were spying on Ainz and his entourage while hiding in the shops 

along the roads. In fact, some of them had gone weak at the knees when they saw the angels. 

 

͞Fifth, do Ǉou thiŶk huŵaŶs aƌe ďoƌiŶg Đƌeatuƌes?͟ 

 

͞Yes. It is as Ǉou saǇ. TheǇ ǁeƌe Ŷot Đƌeated ďǇ the “upƌeŵe BeiŶgs, thus theǇ aƌe pitiaďle lifefoƌŵs.͟ 

 

More than half the beings in Nazarick thought that way. Even the level 1 maids were no exception. 

 



͞Fifth. All of Ǉou aƌe still the ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt to ŵe.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh!͟ 

 

͞Hoǁeǀeƌ, I should shoǁ soŵe ŵeasuƌe of ŵeƌĐǇ to the people I ƌule. Afteƌ all, theǇ aƌe ĐitizeŶs of the 

“oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg.͟ 

 

͞It is as Ǉou saǇ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁhǇ Ŷot tuƌŶ this plaĐe iŶto a utopia? A ǁoŶdeƌful, dƌeaŵ-like world, as sweet as soaking in 

hoŶeǇ. A ǁoƌld ǁheƌe theǇ ǁill ǁish to ďe ƌuled eteƌŶallǇ.͟ 

 

͞I feel this is aŶ eǆĐelleŶt plaŶ.͟ 

 

͞“iŶĐe I iŶteŶd to conquer the world, these subjects of mine will not just be humans. All the races of the 

ǁoƌld ŵust kŶeel ďefoƌe ŵe.͟ 

 

͞NatuƌallǇ.͟ 

 

Project Utopia. 

 

This plan was being carried out on the 6th Floor, and had been started with the intention of appealing to 

any players they encountered with the idea that Nazarick was a good guild which welcomed all races. 

 

Using this place for the experiment sounds like a good idea, Ainz thought. 

 

͞I shall tell the ǁoƌld: oŶlǇ those ǁho seƌǀe the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg shall haǀe eteƌŶal pƌospeƌitǇ.͟ 

 

͞Theƌe is Ŷo douďt that it is the tƌuth.͟ 

 

If he could do that, then if he found his former friends -- his former guildmates -- he could proudly show 

this city off to them. 

 

It would seem the country Ainz wanted was one where he ruled various races who lived in harmony. 

 

He would take the vision of Ainz Ooal Gown within the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick and 

reproduce it throughout the entire world. 

 

Just like how his friends might be hiding in some corner of the world, he would make a world where 

different heteromorphs and races could smile and live. 

 

The light iŶ AiŶz͛s eǇes gƌeǁ ďƌighteƌ. 
 



The Sorcerous Kingdom of Ainz Ooal Gown should be a country where all races could coexist. This was 

something only the Sorcerous Kingdom could do. 

 

Even if the founder of a nation was a genius, there was no guarantee that his children would be similarly 

gifted. And the generation after that, his grandchildren, and his great-grandchildren after them -- there 

was no guarantee they would be talented either. If the second generation was incompetent, they would 

be wiped out by society in the third generation. Ainz had heard this story quite often. 

 

However, if they were ruled by an unaging, undying genius, this sort of thing would not happen. The 

ideal form of this was to have a dictatorship run by a handful of geniuses. 

 

With people like Demiurge and Albedo in the Sorcerous Kingdom -- no, it was because they were there 

that they could make it an eternal paradise. Like Ulbert had once said, a dictatorship run by an iron hand 

would be great, or something like that. 

 

Ainz pondered the matter further. 

 

Led by Demiurge and Albedo, the Guardians were proceeding with their objective of world domination. 

Ainz could not completely deny them in this. After all, this might be able to spread their name to his 

comrades. 

 

However, would it not be better to spread that name through means other than ruling through force? 

By letting the Sorcerous Kingdom of Ainz Ooal Gown be known as a utopia, they could make many 

people choose to bend the knee and submit to his rule for that sweet, honey-like promise. 

 

Sugar and the whip. 

  

If Demiurge and Albedo were the whips, then Ainz would be the sugar. 

 

What a good idea... 

 

Ainz had decided. 

 

Ainz-sama was different from the NPCs that could only disdain those outside of Nazarick. This form of 

world conquest was something which only he, with his vestiges of humanity, could come up with. He 

would dominate through overwhelming charm. 

 

Then, what should he do in order to carry out this plan? 

 

As Ainz walked again, he thought desperately about the subject. 

 

He would need methods unlike those of Demiurge and Albedo -- methods which did not rely on strength. 

  



He could not imagine running a country by himself. Because of that, Ainz would imagine himself as an 

employee of a small company. 

  

It would be a small company, the kind which only had a single floor in a building, and the sole employee 

of that company was Ainz. 

 

The pƌoduĐt of this ĐoŵpaŶǇ ǁould ďe ͞The “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s OutstaŶdiŶg ‘uleƌship͟. He ǁould 
then promote the sales of this product. 

 

First, he had to consider his target market. Only then could he deliver this product to the hands of those 

who needed it. However, he lacked information on the consumers. Why was that? It was simple -- 

because he did not have enough publicity. 

 

That said, it was not a matter of running to various cities and giving out pamphlets at the entrance. That 

would just be a waste of time. Ainz was the sole employee, so he had to consider other methods. 

 

There was nothing like the mass media in this world. Although traders and other such professionals had 

their own intelligence networks, any publicity from them was hardly guaranteed to be accurate. By the 

time Ainz had noticed this, he had come to the eŶtƌaŶĐe of the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild. 
 

Perhaps it was because he had come here often as Momon, but it seemed to have become a habit. That 

was probably a symptom of workaholism, right? 

 

Ainz smiled bitterly, and opened the door. 

 

The counter within loomed into view. There was a female receptionist seated there. On her left was a 

large set of double doors, and on the right was a noticeboard, which had requests on parchment 

attached to it. And the adventurers who should have been standing before it -- were not there. 

 

The Guild was empty. There was no comparing it to what he had seen during his time as Momon. 

 

Ainz ignored the receptionist staring goggle-eyed at him, and walked to the noticeboard. 

 

While he still could not understand their letters, he had memorized a few phrases, which included the 

month and the year. 

 

At a glance, there were only old requests from a month ago. In other words, they were unimportant, 

repeating jobs. 

 

͞...‘eĐeptioŶist. Theƌe seeŵ to ďe ŵuĐh feǁeƌ joďs Ŷoǁ. Has ŶoďodǇ put iŶ aŶǇ Ŷeǁ ƌeƋuests?͟ 

 

͞Hiii… Ǉes, Ǉes, that͛s ƌight. These aƌe all ǁe haǀe, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

So the number of adventurers had gone down because the number of requests had gone down as well. 



 

The cause of that was Ainz. 

 

Ainz had used his own military forces -- the Death Knights -- to patrol the streets and maintain the 

internal security of the Sorcerous Kingdom. In the end, it caused people to flee the threat of those 

monsters. 

 

He considered that if they kept up their patrols, people like adventurers might completely cease to exist. 

 

He would need to prepare requests for them in order to keep them around -- no, there was no need to 

keep the adventurers around. 

 

Anything adventurers could do, Death Knights could do better -- though they might have difficulty with 

certain tasks, like picking herbs. But in that case, all he had to do was to rent the Death Knights out to 

herbalists as bodyguards. 

 

Ainz still could not think of any uses for adventurers. And when one got down to it, the fact of the 

matter was that adventurers cost money to hire. E-Rantel and its lowered income did not have the 

luxury of such things. 

 

In addition, they were hardly indispensible. 

 

With that in mind, Ainz turned to the outside. 

 

What a banal job... 

 

He recalled the first time he and Narberal had Đoŵe to the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild iŶ this ĐitǇ. 
 

He had thought that adventurers were like what he had seen in YGGDRASIL, those who ventured into 

the unknown and trekked to various places around the world. 

 

If theǇ͛ƌe just aŶti-monster mercenaries, then oŶĐe the Ŷeed foƌ theŵ is goŶe, theǇ͛ll ďe out of a joď. It͛s 
the same all over the world. To think that the image of adventurers as they were represented in 

YGGD‘A“IL ǁas ultiŵatelǇ ŶothiŶg ŵoƌe thaŶ a dƌeaŵ… A dƌeaŵ? Of eǆploƌiŶg the uŶkŶoǁŶ aŶd 
travelling the world? Could it be... 

 

IŶspiƌatioŶ flashed thƌough AiŶz͛s ŵiŶd. 
 

If he changed adventurers from monster-hunting mercenaries to explorers of the unknown like in 

YGGDRASIL, that would mean they would carry the name of the Sorcerous Kingdom into unexplored 

lands. 

 



Ainz did not just want to reach the human world, but all the other races as well. He could easily promote 

hiŵself iŶ the huŵaŶ ǁoƌld thƌough tƌadeƌs͛ ĐoŶŶeĐtioŶs. Hoǁeǀeƌ, siŶĐe that ǁas Ŷot eŶough, 
adventurers were the best choice for the job. 

 

͞Hŵhŵ,͟ AiŶz Ŷodded. 
 

Although the receptionist looked at him in a puzzled way, he paid her no heed. Or rather, if he had 

minded her, that rare flash of inspiration would have vanished. 

 

Thinking like the head of a small business, Ainz decided to contemplate the outcome of this plan. 

 

However, the number of adventurers in the Sorcerous Kingdom is slowly dwindling. If this keeps up, the 

situation will continue to deteriorate. They might even vanish completely in the near future. What can I 

do to reverse this trend? 

 

It was simple enough to increase their numbers. All he needed to do was reverse the current 

circumstances -- in other words, the Sorcerous Kingdom would pay for monster elimination. However, 

that ǁeŶt agaiŶst AiŶz͛s goal of haǀiŶg adǀeŶturers be explorers of the unknown. While he could also 

place requests to have them advertise him, Ainz did not have the money for that. 

 

There were literal mountains of gold in the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick, but those were not 

AiŶz͛s peƌsoŶal fuŶds. While the NPCs would all agree that all the wealth in Nazarick belonged to Ainz, 

he did not want to use that money on a personal project. 

 

Just as Ainz was deep in thought, the sound of a door opening came from the entrance. 

 

As he turned around, he saw adventurers -- who he seemed to have met before -- standing in the 

doorway, frozen in place as they watched him. 

 

Hŵ? That guǇ͛s Ŷaŵe is… let ŵe see… Yokŵok? No, that͛s Ŷot ƌight, ďut it͛s Đlose. 
 

It felt like he could reach it with his fingertips, but he could not quite get his hands on it. This frustration 

made Ainz dredge up the depths of his memories with all his will. 

 

͞MokŶak...?!͟ 

 

Just as he had found the answer, he blurted it out without thinking. Having been addressed by name, 

the adventurer froze in place. 

 

Crap! 

 

It was too late by the time he realized it. He could feel the eyes of the guild receptionist looking in this 

direction. 

 



It was impossible that the new ruler of E-Rantel, the Sorcerer King Ainz Ooal Gown, would possibly know 

of a mere mithril-ƌaŶked adǀeŶtuƌeƌ. AŶd if he did kŶoǁ the ŵaŶ, ǁhat did that iŵplǇ? AiŶz͛s ďƌaiŶ spuŶ 
into high gear as he cogitated, but before he came up with an answer, Moknak spoke: 

 

͞Did, did Ǉou heaƌ that fƌoŵ MoŵoŶ-doŶo? MǇ Ŷaŵe, that is…͟ 

 

͞Uŵu, Ǉes. That is ĐoƌƌeĐt.͟ 

 

AiŶz deĐided to ĐatĐh that pass. A paiƌ of dƌaŵatiĐallǇ opposite eŵotioŶs appeaƌed oŶ MokŶak͛s faĐe, 
expectation and fear. 

 

Having recovered from his prior perturbation, Ainz began a deeper analysis of the situation. 

 

He remembered that this man was the leader of the mithril-ƌaŶked adǀeŶtuƌeƌ paƌtǇ ͞‘aiŶďoǁ͟. The 
first time he had seen him was during the Vampire Disturbance incident. They had spoken several times 

after that, but since they had not met recently, the man had slipped from his mind. 

 

Much like other adventurers and soldiers, he seemed to worship Momon as a hero. So how would he 

feel about Momon becoming a minion of the Sorcerer King? 

 

Why would Momon mention him to the Sorcerer King? Idle chatter? Or did Momon sell him out? His 

heart was probably awhirl with doubts and suspicions like that. 

 

Ainz began looking for a way to turn this danger into an opportunity. 

 

͞WheŶ I asked hiŵ aďout Đapaďle adǀeŶtuƌeƌs aƌouŶd heƌe, he told ŵe aďout MokŶak, the leadeƌ of 
͚‘aiŶďoǁ͛.͟ 

 

Moknak, who had originally lowered his head, suddenly looked back up. 

 

͞Is! Is that tƌue?͟ 

 

͞Do Ǉou douďt ŵǇ ǁoƌds?͟ 

 

͞No! Of Đouƌse Ŷot…͟ 

 

WheŶ disĐussiŶg ďusiŶess ǁith a ĐlieŶt, the fiƌst thiŶg oŶe should do ǁas pƌaise oŶe͛s ĐouŶteƌpaƌts. Feǁ 
people would react poorly to praise. Once they were in a better frame of mind, they could then talk 

business. This was both a basic skill for a salesman, and also an ultimate secret. 

 

Now that he had shaken up the other side and fully seized the initiative, Ainz did not waste the chance 

to fire off another question. 

 

͞Tell ŵe, ǁhǇ aƌe Ǉou iŶ E-‘aŶtel?͟ 



 

If he wanted to learn more about adventurers, the fastest way to achieve that was to directly question 

an adventurer. 

 

MokŶak ǁas ďaffled ďǇ AiŶz͛s ƋuestioŶ, ďut ďefoƌe loŶg, he seemed to have scrounged up enough 

determination to answer him. 

 

͞BeĐause of the uŶdead, Youƌ MajestǇ. This plaĐe is Đlose to the Katze PlaiŶs, aŶd ǁe ĐaŶ kill ŵoŶsteƌs 
foƌ ŵoŶeǇ ǁithout eǀeƌ ƌuŶŶiŶg out.͟ 

 

Although Ainz did not quite understand, it would seem that even as the sweat gushed off him, Moknak 

had a ƌeďellious sŵile oŶ his faĐe that seeŵed to saǇ, ͞Theƌe, I said it͟. 
 

Ainz had been planning to bring the Katze Plains under his dominion in the near future. Of particular 

note were the rumors of a ship that Đƌuised aloŶg the laŶd, ǁhiĐh piƋued AiŶz͛s iŶteƌest. 
 

͞Is that so.͟ 

 

͞Eh?͛ 
 

͞Hŵ?͟ 

 

͞Ah, Ŷo…͟ 

 

What a frustrating man. Ainz refused the urge to sigh and impulsively asked: 

 

͞Is that all?͟ 

 

͞...No, theƌe͛s ŵoƌe. Befoƌe MoŵoŶ-dono came here, we were the only mithril-ranked adventurers 

among the senior adventurers, so it was easier for us to get well-paǇiŶg joďs.͟ 

 

So it was money after all. Perhaps earmarking part of the budget for adventurer remunerations might be 

the best course of action. 

 

͞Also, I was born in this city, so I know many people here. And also, all sorts of magic items flow through 

heƌe.͟ 

 

͞Hoh, ŵagiĐ iteŵs, Ǉou saǇ.͟ 

 

͞Yes. Afteƌ all, ŵagiĐ iteŵs haǀe saǀed ŵǇ life iŶ the past, so as aŶ adǀeŶtuƌeƌ, I ǁould ŶatuƌallǇ ǁaŶt to 
base myself in a place with many of them. 

 

In YGGDRASIL, there were also stories of how a simple magic item averted a total party kill. That said, he 

had also seeŶ ŵaŶǇ people ǁho looked like adǀeŶtuƌeƌs iŶ the Iŵpeƌial Capital͛s ŵaƌkets. IŶ otheƌ 



words, if he could set up a larger-scale magic item business than the Imperial Capital, it would be sure to 

draw adventurers over. 

 

He would probably be able to achieve excellent results by making magic items with appropriate data 

crystals and then auctioning them off. Howeǀeƌ, that ǁould fuŶdaŵeŶtallǇ ďe ƌaidiŶg NazaƌiĐk͛s 
reserves, and there was no guarantee that Ainz and the others would not find the technologies 

developed with those items as a base pointed at their throats instead. 

 

It should be fine if I use it as bait, ƌight? No, I͛d ƌatheƌ aǀoid usiŶg NazaƌiĐk͛s ƌesouƌĐes if I ĐaŶ aǀoid it. “o 
how about items made using the magical technology of this world? That way, we could hand them off to 

otheƌ ĐouŶtƌies ǁithout ĐausiŶg aŶǇ pƌoďleŵs… ah, this is haƌd. I͛ll leaǀe that idea for another time. 

 

͞Ah…͟ 

 

MokŶak͛s ǁoƌƌied ǀoiĐe jolted AiŶz͛s ŵiŶd ďaĐk fƌoŵ the depths of ĐoŶteŵplatioŶ. 
 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ, ŵaǇ I kŶoǁ ǁhǇ Ǉou aƌe askiŶg ŵe these ƋuestioŶs? If Ǉou ǁill peƌŵit ŵe to ďe fƌaŶk...͟ 

 

Moknak grit his teeth, and continued in a deeply pained voice. 

 

͞We aƌe as dust Đoŵpaƌed to eǀeŶ oŶe of the uŶdead that Youƌ MajestǇ ĐoŵŵaŶds. With suĐh poǁeƌful 
undead defending the area around this city, there is little point to the existence of adventurers within 

the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ.͟ 

 

What should he say now? What turn of phrase could he use to leave him -- and the receptionist looking 

here, and the guild staff who had clustered around them sight unseen -- with a good impression of 

himself? 

 

Or perhaps, he could take a dangerous risk and diƌeĐtlǇ shut hiŵ up ďǇ saǇiŶg ͞Theƌe is Ŷo Ŷeed to 
eǆplaiŶ that to Ǉou.͟ That ŵight ďe safeƌ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, if he did that, it ŵight ŵake theŵ eǀeŶ ŵoƌe 
suspicious. There ought to be a better-- 

 

No, I haǀe to ďelieǀe iŶ ŵǇself. I͛ŵ a ŵaŶ ǁho has oǀeƌĐoŵe ŵaŶy dangers in the past. I ought to be 

able to think of some way past this difficulty! 

 

Ainz allowed his presence to radiate forth from him. 

 

Coŵe to thiŶk of it, Ǉou͛ǀe alƌeadǇ got suĐh a Đleaƌ piĐtuƌe of thiŶgs iŶ Ǉouƌ ŵiŶd. “o ǁhǇ aƌe Ǉou still iŶ 
this city? Because you were born here? Do you have a girlfriend? 

 

The answer to those questions would determine the direction in which the Sorcerer King would take this 

conversation. 

 

͞Befoƌe I aŶsǁeƌ Ǉou, I ǁould like Ǉou to aŶsǁeƌ ŵǇ fiƌst ƋuestioŶ. WhǇ aƌe Ǉou still iŶ this ĐitǇ?͟ 



 

͞That, that͛s ďeĐause…͟ 

 

Moknak began stumbling over his words. Then, despite hesitating a little, he continued: 

 

͞It͛s ďeĐause of MoŵoŶ-dono. Momon-dono stayed in this city to be our shield. That being the case, 

how could I, a natiǀe of this ĐitǇ, do soŵethiŶg as disgƌaĐeful as ƌuŶŶiŶg aǁaǇ?͟ 

 

In that instant, Ainz smiled. 

 

Granted, while he had been Momon, he had understood this man to a certain extent. However, he had 

not expected him to bare his heart so readily. 

 

͞Is that so. TheŶ, I shall aŶsǁeƌ Ǉouƌ ƋuestioŶ.͟ 

 

Ainz pretended to fall silent for a while, and then in a stern voice he announced: 

 

͞It is ďeĐause of MoŵoŶ. “iŶĐe all of Ǉou ŵight soŵedaǇ ďeĐoŵe people like MoŵoŶ, I ǁaŶted to kŶoǁ 
what adventurers wanted, and what theǇ sought.͟ 

 

MokŶak͛s eǇes ǁeŶt ǁide. The souŶds of gulpiŶg Đould ďe heaƌd fƌoŵ the ŶeaƌďǇ guild eŵploǇees. 
 

͞MoŵoŶ is stƌoŶg, ďut ŵoƌe iŵpoƌtaŶtlǇ, he has a Ŷoďle spiƌit.͟ 

 

It felt a little embarrassing to say that sort of thing about himself, but that ǁas hoǁ MoŵoŶ͛s ĐhaƌaĐteƌ 
had been planned, so it could not be helped. 

 

͞AŶd theŶ, I saǁ soŵethiŶg like MoŵoŶ͛s ƌadiaŶĐe aŵoŶg Ǉou adǀeŶtuƌeƌs.͟ 

 

Did my acting practice pay off, Ainz wondered as he uttered those words. A thunderbolt seemed to have 

flashed behind Moknak and the others. 

 

͞But, ďut MoŵoŶ-doŶo is a supƌeŵe ďeiŶg, that oŶlǇ a ĐhoseŶ oŶe Đould aspiƌe to ďe. We ĐouldŶ͛t 
possibly reach his--͟ 

 

͞“o Ǉou͛ƌe saǇiŶg that MoŵoŶ is ďliŶd to his oǁŶ gƌeatŶess, theŶ?͟ 

 

͞What! Did, did MoŵoŶ-dono say that too?!͟ 

 

͞Not diƌeĐtlǇ.͟ 

 

While he did not think it was funny at all, he nevertheless strove to imply that he found it amusing. Ainz 

took oŶ a kiŶg͛s sŵile -- the result of much practice -- and showed it to everyone. 

 



͞EǀeŶ if Ǉou ĐaŶŶot do it, hoǁ aďout Ǉouƌ children? Your grandchildren? Are you saying nobody around 

you could possibly give rise to someone like Momon? I am an immortal being, and the ruler of the 

Sorcerous Kingdom. It is only natural that I would want to take action to inspire genuine loyalty toward 

me from the next Momon. This is the meaning that I, as a ruler, have found for the existence of 

adventurers within the Sorcerous Kingdom. Well, there is another reason, but since it has not fully taken 

shape in my mind yet, I shall leave it at that foƌ the ŵoŵeŶt.͟ 

 

The air around him was silent. 

 

Hŵ? DidŶ͛t it ǁoƌk? Is this ŵaŶ Ŷot a zealous faŶ of MoŵoŶ? 

 

Just as unease was beginning to descend upon Ainz, Moknak bowed deeply to Ainz. 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ, I aŵ gƌateful foƌ this ŵeetiŶg ǁith Ǉou, aŶd the oppoƌtuŶitǇ to leaƌŶ of Ǉouƌ thoughts.͟ 

 

As Moknak raised his face, there was no trace of the unease, fear or doubt that had originally been there. 

In contrast, he had a cheerful, carefree smile in its place. 

 

͞...What aŶ aǁesoŵe ŵaŶ. To thiŶk Ǉou possessed such incredible charisma, surpassing even your own 

poteŶt ŵagiĐ.͟ 

 

͞I too aŵ glad to haǀe eŶĐouŶteƌed suĐh eǆĐelleŶt adǀeŶtuƌeƌs. “oŵedaǇ, I ǁould like to take Ǉou uŶdeƌ 
ŵǇ ǁiŶg.͟ 

 

MokŶak͛s faĐe ƌelaǆed, feeliŶg a little happieƌ Ŷoǁ. 
 

͞“till, Youƌ MajestǇ. The AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild ƌeŵaiŶs uŶaffiliated ǁith the goǀeƌŶŵeŶt. Neitheƌ aŵ I. CaŶ 
Ǉou ƌeallǇ take us oŶ as suďoƌdiŶates?͟ 

 

͞Uŵu. I Đaŵe foƌ pƌeĐiselǇ that oďjeĐtiǀe. GƌaŶted, this is just a ƌough dƌaft aŶd has Ŷot Ǉet fullǇ takeŶ 
shape… ‘eĐeptioŶist, tell the guildŵasteƌ that the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg ǁould like to speak ǁith hiŵ.͟ 

 

͞Y-Ǉes!͟ 

 

The receptionist -- who had been dumbly listening to their conversation -- ran out of the room in a hurry. 

 

͞TheŶ, Youƌ MajestǇ, ǁe ďid Ǉou faƌeǁell.͟ 

 

This was completely unlike how they had acted when they had first showed up. Moknak delivered a bow 

full of respect before he turned and left. 

 

Noǁ theŶ… ǁhat should I do Ŷeǆt. 
 



The ŵaiŶ thƌust of AiŶz͛s iŶĐoŵplete plaŶ ǁas to use adǀeŶtuƌeƌs to eǆtol the ǀiƌtues of the “oƌĐerous 

Kingdom. There were three main points to that plan: 

 

The fiƌst ǁas the eǆpaŶsioŶ of the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild. Theƌe ǁas Ŷo poiŶt iŶ aŶ oƌgaŶizatioŶ that oŶlǇ 
had 10 or so members. 

 

The second was to nurture them. Weaklings could not go far, and if the gospel of being ruled by the 

Sorcerous Kingdom spread too slowly, it would not reap him many benefits. 

 

The third was to make them want to genuinely help him. It was not that he could not use Momon, but if 

Ainzach wanted to help him of his own free will, it would make things much easier in the future. 

 

I Ŷeed to solǀe these thƌee pƌoďleŵs ďefoƌe ŶegotiatiŶg ǁith AiŶzaĐh. “till… it͛s ƌeallǇ haƌd to Ŷegotiate 
without any information at all. Ah~ my stomach aches. 

 

All he could do now was pray that the Guildmaster was not in. Unfortunately, the first thing which the 

ƌeĐeptioŶist said ǁheŶ she ƌetuƌŶed ǁas, ͞This ǁaǇ, please.͟ 

 

Ainz looked up to the ceiling, and then followed behind the receptionist. 

 

-Part 4- 

 

He had walked through this corridor quite a feǁ tiŵes as MoŵoŶ, aŶd he passed ďǇ the guildŵasteƌ͛s 
room -- though he did not enter, but was instead taken to the room beside it. That room was used for 

entertaining guests. 

 

A powerfully built man came out to meet him -- the guildmaster Pluton Ainzach.  

 

Ainz had met him as Momon several times before -- he had dragged Momon with him to adult 

establishments in the past. However, this was the first time he had encountered the man as the Sorcerer 

King Ainz Ooal Gown, so he had to be deeply aware of his words and actions. 

 

͞Oh, it is Youƌ MajestǇ, the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg. As a ĐitizeŶ of this ĐouŶtƌǇ, ŶothiŶg Đould delight ŵe ŵoƌe 
than to receive you within my humble abode. Please, come in, and though this is a dirty place, I bid you 

take a seat if it pleases you.͟ 

 

Ainz sat down at the place where Ainzach had indicated. 

 

Fifth stood behind Ainz, while three of the angels followed Ainz inside. The rest remained outside the 

room, awaiting orders. 

 

͞BǇ ƌight, I should haǀe ďeeŶ the oŶe to ǀisit Ǉou, ďut I aŵ deeplǇ grateful that you came all this way to 

see ŵe.͟ 

 



Ainzach genuflected, and bowed his head deeply. 

 

Ainz smiled bitterly as he saw Ainzach putting on that act. 

 

It was completely different from how he had been when speaking to Momon. His kind voice was tinged 

with respect, but that was just a front. Ainz could not help but smile after realising that all this was just 

professional technique at work. Of course, his own expression had not changed at all. 

 

Ainz turned his eyes toward the other door in the room, the one which was not the entrance. 

 

That dooƌ led to the guildŵasteƌ͛s ƌooŵ. He ǁould pƌoďaďlǇ ďe talkiŶg iŶ theƌe if he ǁas MoŵoŶ. The 
fact that the guildmaster had received him here made Ainz aware of the distance between the two. 

 

͞Is soŵethiŶg the ŵatteƌ, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

Ainzach had raised his head to peek at Ainz, who seemed to have ignored him in favor of looking at the 

room to the side. Ainz could not help but snort at his foolishness. 

 

AiŶzaĐh͛s faĐe fƌoze. Peƌhaps he thought that laughteƌ ǁas diƌected at him.. 

 

Ainz felt disgusted by his rudeness, but the Sorcerer King could not apologise. Instead, he decided to 

push ahead with the conversation in an attempt to gloss it over. 

 

Still, what sort of attitude should he take toward the guildmaster? 

 

Ainz was still feeling out the proper way to be a king, and did not have any knowledge in that field. The 

oŶlǇ thiŶg guidiŶg hiŵ ǁas a ǀague feeliŶg of ͞this should ďe ƌight͟. With that, he deĐided to tƌǇ 
something. 

 

͞I thiŶk Ǉou should haǀe heaƌd aďout it ďǇ Ŷoǁ, AiŶzaĐh, ďut I haǀe a pƌoposal foƌ Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞--Forgive me, Your Majesty, but I am unsure of what you speak. If it is possible, could you start from the 

ďegiŶŶiŶg?͟ 

 

From his previous interactions with the man, Ainz knew that Ainzach was a capable man who was also 

capable of lying through his teeth. There was a high chance that he already had a firm grasp on the 

situation. That was probably why he had not been alarmed by the angels. 

 

That being the case, there was no need to beat around the bush. Ainz decided to speak directly. 

 

͞I iŶteŶd to iŶĐoƌpoƌate this AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild iŶto the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ.͟ 

 

͞...Is that so. I do Ŷot thiŶk aŶǇďodǇ ǁill oďjeĐt to that.͟ 

 



͞Hoh. I haǀe heaƌd that the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild has alǁaǇs held itself to ŶeutƌalitǇ. Aƌe you truly fine 

ǁith this?͟ 

 

͞All shall pƌoĐeed as Ǉou desiƌe, Youƌ MajestǇ. This ŶatioŶ is goǀeƌŶed ďǇ the laǁs ǁhiĐh Ǉou haǀe set 
doǁŶ. If Youƌ MajestǇ ǁishes to suďoƌdiŶate the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild ďeloǁ his ďaŶŶeƌ, ŶoďodǇ ĐaŶ 
gaiŶsaǇ that deĐisioŶ.͟ 

 

Ainz snorted again. That reaction seemed to get a rise out of Ainzach. Ainz sensed that he had gotten to 

the guildmaster, from the look deep in his eyes. 

 

͞IŶdeed, it shall pƌoĐeed as I desiƌe. Hoǁeǀeƌ, do Ǉou tƌulǇ iŶteŶd to go aloŶg ǁith it? Oƌ peƌhaps Ǉou 
intend to warn off the adventurers and send them to the Empire and the Kingdom before handing over 

aŶ eŵptǇ shell of a guild to ŵe.͟ 

 

AiŶzaĐh looked iŶteŶtlǇ at AiŶz, aŶd theŶ he ƌouŶded his shouldeƌs, as though to saǇ, ͞“o that͛s as faƌ as 
I go, huh.͟ 

 

͞As expected of Your Majesty. To think you would not only claim and rule this city, but even see through 

ŵǇ iŶŶeƌŵost thoughts… did Ǉou ƌead ŵǇ ŵiŶd ǁith ŵagiĐ?͟ 

 

͞No, I did Ŷot use ŵagiĐ. It ǁas ŶothiŶg ŵoƌe thaŶ eǆpeƌieŶĐe.͟ 

 

͞BeĐause Ǉou haǀe liǀed a loŶg time, I take it. My my, what a fearsome lord you are. Then, what is to 

ďeĐoŵe of ŵe?͟ 

 

͞NothiŶg ǁill happeŶ to Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞...I ǁill Ŷot thaŶk Ǉou foƌ that, Ǉou kŶoǁ?͟ 

 

͞I do Ŷot Ŷeed Ǉouƌ thaŶks. Moƌe thaŶ that, I ǁaŶt Ǉouƌ opiŶioŶs. I haǀe heaƌd that adǀeŶturers exist to 

defend the people. Thus, they do not wish to be used in the wars of humanity and have maintained a 

degƌee of iŶdepeŶdeŶĐe fƌoŵ aŶǇ ŶatioŶ. Is this tƌue?͟ 

 

͞It is as Ǉou saǇ, Youƌ MajestǇ. IŶ tƌuth, ǁheŶ Youƌ MajestǇ laid Đlaiŵ to this toǁŶ, ǁe had no intention 

of offeƌiŶg aŶǇ ƌesistaŶĐe.͟ 

 

͞AŶd Ǉet the ŵaŶ Đalled MoŵoŶ stood ďefoƌe ŵe…?͟ 

 

AiŶzaĐh gƌuŶted, ͞Oh.͟ Well, theƌe ǁas Ŷo poiŶt giǀiŶg hiŵself a haƌd tiŵe. AiŶz deĐided to ĐoŶtiŶue 
speaking, and of course, he had to help cover for Momon. 

 

͞Ah, I ǁoŶ͛t puƌsue that ŵatteƌ. Afteƌ all, ǁe aƌe ǁoƌkiŶg togetheƌ, iŶ a seŶse. IŶdeed, that ĐoopeƌatioŶ 
is oŶe of the ƌeasoŶs I ĐaŶ peaĐefullǇ ƌule this plaĐe.͟ 

 



Ainzach seemed to be on the verge of saying something, but Ainz ignored him and pressed on. 

 

This was the real meat of the issue. 

 

He had to bring Ainzach over to his side, and make him want to aid the Sorcerous Kingdom out of 

kindness. 

 

After recalling the various gripes and complaints he had heard during his time as Momon, Ainz said: 

 

͞...TheŶ, I haǀe a ƋuestioŶ afteƌ heaƌiŶg Ǉouƌ ǁoƌds. You ǁeƌe Ƌuite ĐeƌtaiŶ that ͚AdǀeŶtuƌeƌs eǆist to 
defeŶd the people͛. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ǁho eǆaĐtlǇ aƌe these ͚people͛?͟ 

 

͞MaǇ I kŶoǁ ǁhat Ǉou ŵeaŶ ďǇ that?͟ 

 

Theƌe ǁas a ďaffled look oŶ AiŶzaĐh͛s faĐe. 
 

͞IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, does the ǁoƌd ͚people͛ eŶĐoŵpass all huŵaŶoids, oƌ just huŵaŶ ďeiŶgs? Aƌe Elǀes, 
Half-Elǀes aŶd otheƌ speĐies that liǀe iŶ haƌŵoŶǇ ǁith huŵaŶitǇ Đoǀeƌed ďǇ that ǁoƌd?͟ 

 

͞Well, aďout that, Ǉes, theǇ aƌe iŶĐluded.͟ 

 

͞Hoǁ stƌaŶge, theŶ. I seeŵ to ƌeĐall that Elves are slaves in the Empire, are they not? That being the 

case, can you really say that you are protecting them? Are they not slaves because they ran afoul of the 

Eŵpiƌe͛s laǁs?͟ 

 

Ainzach lowered his head. Then, he looked up to face Ainz again. 

 

͞...I aŵ ďut the ŵasteƌ of the KiŶgdoŵ͛s AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild. Thus, I do Ŷot kŶoǁ ǁhat the Eŵpiƌe͛s 
Guild has iŶ ŵiŶd.͟ 

 

͞“o Ǉou͛ƌe just tƌǇiŶg to get out of it ǁith ǁeasel ǁoƌds, theŶ…͟ 

 

AIŶzaĐh͛s eǇes ǁeŶt ǁide, aŶd theƌe ǁas Đleaƌ aŶgeƌ theƌe. 
 

͞Youƌ Majesty, such mockery--͟ 

 

͞MoĐkeƌǇ? Is this Ŷot the tƌuth? ...I shall ask Ǉou agaiŶ. Aƌe Ǉou Ŷot tƌǇiŶg to get Ǉouƌself off the hook ďǇ 
ďeiŶg aŵďiguous?͟ 

 

Ainzach lowered his eyes. 

 

͞...It is as Ǉou saǇ.͟ 

 

͞You saǇ that Ǉou ǁill defeŶd Elǀes aŶd Half-Elves, ďut Ǉou haǀe Ŷot doŶe that at all. WhǇ is that?͟ 



 

Ainzach gave his explanation, beginning from the position that he was unclear about the intentions of 

the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild iŶ the Eŵpiƌe. 
 

͞Though ǁe aƌe aŶ AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild, ǁe ĐaŶŶot fullǇ esĐape the bonds of countries. While the 

AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild pƌoudlǇ deĐlaƌes itself to ďe aďoǀe theiƌ ƌule, ǁe ƌeŵaiŶ oďedieŶt to the laǁs of the 
nations. We are an armed organization. It would be very dangerous if a group with our strength were to 

turn that power agaiŶst the ŶatioŶ. I ďelieǀe the Eŵpiƌe͛s Guild thiŶks aloŶg the saŵe liŶes.͟ 

 

͞That is ǁhat I ŵeaŶ. “iŶĐe Ǉou aƌe ďouŶd ďǇ a ĐouŶtƌǇ͛s laǁs, theŶ theƌe should ďe Ŷo pƌoďleŵ ǁith 
being incorporated into that country. That being the case, why do you dislike that?͟ 

 

͞Both the Eŵpiƌe aŶd the KiŶgdoŵ Đoǀet ouƌ stƌeŶgth. Afteƌ all, oŶlǇ adǀeŶtuƌeƌs like ouƌselǀes ĐaŶ fight 
on an even footing with powerful monsters. Because of that, nobody has made any difficult requests of 

us until now. However, that point is moot where Your Majesty is concerned. If we are made subordinate 

to Ǉou, theƌe is a ĐhaŶĐe that ouƌ stƌeŶgth ŵaǇ ďe diƌeĐted agaiŶst the people.͟ 

 

͞AŶd so, Ǉou seek to ƌesist assiŵilatioŶ iŶto the ĐouŶtƌǇ ďeĐause Ǉou feaƌ ďeiŶg ŵade to use foƌĐe 
against the ĐoŵŵoŶ ŵaŶ, aŵ I ĐoƌƌeĐt?͟ 

 

͞It is as Youƌ MajestǇ saǇs. We do Ŷot ǁish to ďe ŵade to suppƌess people oƌ to fight ǁaƌs. It ǁould 
ŵake us aĐĐessoƌies to ŵaŶǇ deaths.͟ 

 

Ainz could not help but laugh at this. Well, I knew that already. But of course, he could not actually say 

that. 

 

͞TheŶ sit. I shall Ŷoǁ eǆplaiŶ ǁhat I iŶteŶd foƌ Ǉou iŶ the futuƌe.͟ 

 

Ainz had to tell him to sit again before Ainzach finally complied, taking a seat out of fear. Then, Ainz 

began his explanation. 

 

͞I aŵ ĐoŶsideƌiŶg the possibility of having adventurers take on other, more meaningful types of work. I 

ǁaŶt adǀeŶtuƌeƌs to disĐoǀeƌ the uŶkŶoǁŶ aŶd eǆploƌe this ǁoƌld.͟ 

 

Ainz felt Ainzach looking directly at him for the first time. 

 

͞Foƌ iŶstaŶĐe, theƌe is a patĐh of ǁildeƌŶess in the south, between the Theocracy and the Holy Kingdom. 

But do Ǉou kŶoǁ the details of the teƌƌaiŶ aŶd ǁhat ŵaŶŶeƌ of ŵoŶsteƌs liǀe theƌe?͟ 

 

͞No, ďeĐause theƌe aƌe ŵaŶǇ deŵihuŵaŶ settleŵeŶts theƌe. The AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild of the KiŶgdoŵ has 
sent people theƌe, ďut ŶoŶe haǀe ƌetuƌŶed iŶ oŶe pieĐe. Theƌefoƌe, ǁe kŶoǁ Ŷeǆt to ŶothiŶg aďout it.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, theƌe is a ŵouŶtaiŶ ƌaŶge to the southǁest ǁhiĐh seƌǀes as a Ŷatuƌal ďaƌƌieƌ ďetǁeeŶ Ǉouƌselǀes 
aŶd the TheoĐƌaĐǇ. What do Ǉou kŶoǁ of that plaĐe?͟ 



 

͞No, ǁe do Ŷot haǀe aŶǇ detailed iŶfoƌŵatioŶ aďout the ƌegioŶ.͟ 

 

͞Aƌe Ǉou Ŷot ashaŵed of that igŶoƌaŶĐe? No, peƌhaps it ŵust seeŵ uŶaǀoidaďle, fƌoŵ the poiŶt of ǀieǁ 
of an adventurer. After all, you are an organization that protects the people, so there is no need to know 

about places which do not contain any people. Although, there is the chance that lifesaving herbs might 

gƌoǁ theƌe.͟ 

 

AiŶzaĐh͛s ŵouth tighteŶed iŶto a stƌaight liŶe at that pƌoǀoĐatioŶ. 
 

͞OŶĐe I take the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild uŶdeƌ ŵǇ ďaŶŶeƌ, I plaŶ to fill iŶ all the ďlaŶk spaĐes oŶ the ŵap.͟ 

 

͞...Would it Ŷot ďe ďetteƌ to haŶd that task to the people Đlose to Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

͞DoŶ͛t ďe foolish. I heaƌd that Ǉou used to ďe aŶ adǀeŶtuƌeƌ, AiŶzaĐh, so let ŵe ask Ǉou agaiŶ: WheŶ Ǉou 
thiŶk aďout the ǁoƌd ͚adǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛, ƌeallǇ poŶdeƌ it, do Ǉou thiŶk Ǉou eǆist ŵeƌelǇ to fight ŵoŶsteƌs? 
Before I researched adventurers, I believed that they were beings who turned the unknown into the 

kŶoǁŶ.͟ 

 

Ainzach bit his lip, so hard that it seemed as though he was trying to draw blood. 

 

͞--We ŵust pƌoteĐt the people.͟ 

 

͞Theƌe is Ŷo Ŷeed foƌ that. IŶ this “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ, I ǁill pƌoteĐt the people as theiƌ ƌuleƌ. GiǀeŶ the 
shaƌp dƌop iŶ ƌeƋuests, Ǉou should ďe aďle to uŶdeƌstaŶd the tƌuth of that, aŵ I ǁƌoŶg?͟ 

 

Ainzach answered in the affirmative, in a pained voice that sounded more like a groan. 

 

͞TheŶ ǁhat ǁill Ǉou do Ŷeǆt? Will Ǉou ŵoǀe to the KiŶgdoŵ oƌ the Eŵpiƌe to pƌoteĐt the people? That 
sounds a lot like what a specialized monster-huŶtiŶg ŵeƌĐeŶaƌǇ ǁould do.͟ 

 

Ainz paused here. The next step would be persuasion, He had to devote the full capacity of his mind to 

what he said next. 

 

͞Eaƌlieƌ, Ǉou said ͚ŵǇ suďoƌdiŶates should do it͛. Fƌoŵ a ĐeƌtaiŶ poiŶt of ǀieǁ, that ǁould ďe a good 
solution. It is true that my subordinates excel at slaying the enemy. However, many of them raise 

serious doubts in my mind about whether or not they can build good relationships with the beings they 

meet in this unknown world. It is a great mark of shame for me. Therefore, I want to leave this task to 

Ǉou adǀeŶtuƌeƌs.͟ 

 

While he ǁas Ƌuite iŶteƌested iŶ the sileŶt AiŶzaĐh͛s ƌeaĐtioŶ, his pƌeseŶtatioŶ ǁas Ŷot fiŶished Ǉet. 
 

͞Well, siŶĐe I plaŶ to haǀe theŵ do suĐh a daŶgeƌous joď, I ǁill ŶatuƌallǇ giǀe theŵ ŵǇ full suppoƌt. Do 
you not think it is ŶeĐessaƌǇ foƌ ŵe to assiŵilate the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild foƌ that?͟ 



 

͞...All Ǉou haǀe to do is hiƌe us.͟ 

 

͞I see. “o Ǉou aƌe Ƌuite ĐoŶfideŶt iŶ Ǉouƌ stƌeŶgth. I do Ŷot dislike that Đouƌage.͟ 

 

͞What, ǁhat do Ǉou ŵeaŶ, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

͞DisĐoǀeƌiŶg the unknown means the possibility of making unfortunate encounters with other 

civilizations. If that happened, do you not think the Sorcerous Kingdom would disavow you? In addition, 

the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild ǁould theŶ ďe solelǇ ƌespoŶsiďle foƌ dealiŶg ǁith aŶǇ pƌoblems which arose, am I 

wrong? Since you claim to be an independent organization, do you not think that is to be expected? 

Afteƌ all, aŶǇ ĐoŶtƌaĐts I ŵake ǁith Ǉou ǁill Ŷot iŶĐuƌ aŶǇ loss to the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ.͟ 

 

Ainzach fell silent. 

 

͞That is ǁhat it ŵeaŶs to aĐt iŶdepeŶdeŶtlǇ, fƌee fƌoŵ aŶǇ ŶatioŶ͛s ĐoŶtƌol, is that Ŷot the Đase? AŶd if a 
situatioŶ esĐalates to aŶ iŶteƌŶatioŶal leǀel, Ǉou ǁould thus haǀe to deal ǁith it Ǉouƌself… is ǁhat I aŵ 
saǇiŶg so laughaďle?͟ 

 

͞CeƌtaiŶlǇ Ŷot, Youƌ MajestǇ,͟ AiŶzaĐh Ŷodded deeplǇ, to shoǁ that he uŶdeƌstood. ͞EǀeƌǇ ǁoƌd Ǉou 
haǀe spokeŶ is ĐoƌƌeĐt.͟ 

 

͞Just so. But if that happeŶs, ǀaluaďle adǀeŶtuƌeƌs -- who are professionals that possess special skills -- 

will end up being depleted. As it takes human beings a long time to mature, the death of any talented 

iŶdiǀidual ǁill ďe a gƌeat loss. BeĐause of that, I ǁaŶted to aĐƋuiƌe the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Gƌoup. AŶd theŶ, 
theǇ ǁould ƌeĐeiǀe ŵǇ full suppoƌt as the pƌiĐe of haǀiŶg to ĐaƌƌǇ out ŵǇ oƌdeƌs.͟ 

 

͞That is a ǀeƌǇ attƌaĐtiǀe pƌoposal… Hoǁeǀeƌ, I haǀe a douďt I ǁish to ĐlaƌifǇ. OŶĐe ǁe haǀe uŶdeƌstood 
the uŶkŶoǁŶ, does that ŵeaŶ ǁe ǁill theŶ ďeĐoŵe iŶǀasioŶ foƌĐes foƌ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

͞That is a ǀeƌǇ ĐoŵpliĐated ƋuestioŶ. I ĐaŶŶot ƌule out that possiďilitǇ eŶtiƌelǇ. After all, if we learn that 

an enemy which exists in unknown lands plans to launch an invasion, it is quite reasonable to use that 

information to take the initiative and strike the first blow instead. Said enemies might include 

demihumans like Ogres or Orcs who live in the wilderness. Or perhaps, it might be necessary to launch 

an invasion to show them the difference between their strength and ours. If there was a ferocious 

monster beside you which was sharpening its fangs, would you not want to strike first iŶstead?͟ 

 

͞I see, it is as Ǉou saǇ, But--͟ 

 

͞..Hŵ.͟ 

 

͞Is soŵethiŶg the ŵatteƌ, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

͞It͛s ŶothiŶg, foƌgiǀe ŵe foƌ iŶteƌƌuptiŶg Ǉou. What ǁeƌe Ǉou goiŶg to saǇ just Ŷoǁ?͟ 



 

͞...UŶdeƌstood. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ǁhat tƌouďles ŵe is ǁhetheƌ oƌ Ŷot it is ƌight to subdue by force those races 

ǁho aƌe liǀiŶg iŶ peaĐe.͟ 

 

͞What ƌaĐes aƌe Ǉou thiŶkiŶg of? Elǀes, peƌhaps?͟ 

 

͞Well, peƌhaps.͟ 

 

͞...The details of this soƌt of thiŶg aƌe top seĐƌet as theǇ aƌe liŶked to ŶatioŶal poliĐǇ, so I ĐaŶŶot disĐuss 
this openly. If invasion and conquest are advantageous to the Sorcerous Kingdom, we might end up 

doing so, If they bring only disadvantages, we will not do so. This is quite common among countries, am 

I correct? However, if it comes to the simple matter of invasions, I can plainly state that I have adequate 

military forces at my disposal. I do not expect adventurers to collect information on enemy nations, nor 

do I need them to scout routes for me. As I said earlier, I simply desire them to explore the unknown and 

discover all soƌts of thiŶgs. I giǀe Ǉou ŵǇ ǁoƌd oŶ this.͟ 

 

However, right after saying that, Ainz asked Ainzach: 

 

͞“till, it does seeŵ Ǉou tƌeat ƌaĐes diffeƌeŶtlǇ depeŶdiŶg oŶ hoǁ attƌaĐtiǀe theǇ aƌe. WhǇ did Ǉou Ŷot 
saǇ that liŶe aďout ͚ǁhetheƌ oƌ Ŷot it is ƌight to suďdue ďǇ foƌĐe those ƌaĐes ǁho aƌe liǀiŶg iŶ peaĐe͛ 
ǁheŶ the topiĐ of iŶǀadiŶg OƌĐs aŶd Ogƌes Đaŵe up?͟ 

 

͞That, that͛s ďeĐause theǇ͛ƌe deŵihuŵaŶs--!͟ 

 

͞Hahahaha. I see, I see. “o that is ǁhat Ǉou thiŶk. I uŶdeƌstaŶd, I uŶdeƌstaŶd. “o, ǁhat is Ǉouƌ aŶsǁeƌ?͟ 

 

Ainzach seemed to want to say something, but he immediately shook his head. That was probably to 

change his mind. 

 

͞Must I aŶsǁeƌ that ƋuestioŶ iŵŵediatelǇ, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

͞CeƌtaiŶlǇ, I ǁould like Ǉou to aŶsǁeƌ ƌight aǁaǇ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, this ŵatteƌ is of weighty importance, and 

you must prepare for it by discussing it with others. That it takes time cannot be helped. However, I 

ǁould like to kŶoǁ ǁhat Ǉou thiŶk, AiŶzaĐh.͟ 

 

AiŶz leaŶed foƌǁaƌd, so he Đould look ƌight iŶto AiŶzaĐh͛s eǇes fƌoŵ Đlose up. 
 

͞I aŵ ǀeƌǇ aŶgƌǇ. But ŵoƌe thaŶ that, I aŵ saddeŶed ďǇ the faĐt that Ǉou aƌe ŶothiŶg ŵoƌe thaŶ siŵple 
monster exterminators. How dare people like you call yourselves adventurers? Ainzach, what do you 

think? Are you willing to adventure under my rule? It is my hope for you all that--͟ 

 

Here, Ainz paused for a beat. Then, he let the strength flow into his eyes and his voice. 

 

͞--That Ǉou ǁill all ďe aďle to ďeĐoŵe ͚AdǀeŶtuƌeƌs͛.͟ 



 

Tension filled the room. As though observing an opponent who had been slain by his finishing move, 

Ainz held his breath -- although he could not breathe to begin with -- aŶd aǁaited AiŶzaĐh͛s ƌespoŶse. 
 

͞...I feel this is a ǀeƌǇ attƌaĐtiǀe pƌopositioŶ.͟ 

 

The lights ǁithiŶ AiŶz͛s eŵptǇ oƌďits diŵŵed. It seeŵed like he ǁould fiŶd soŵe reason to refuse. 

 

͞--Therefore, I intend to ask the others if they can accept this proposal. It is true that using adventurers 

like us for such a purpose is like a dream come true. Becoming agents of the Sorcerous Kingdom is 

something we can come to terms with at some point. If I might be allowed to speak as a former 

adǀeŶtuƌeƌ… I ǁould ďe happǇ to help.͟ 

 

--Eh, does that mean it worked? 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ…͟ 

 

Ainz leaned back against the sofa. 

 

The joǇ of his speeĐh͛s suĐĐess spƌead steadilǇ thƌough hiŵ. It ǁas like the feeling of leaving a client 

afteƌ ĐliŶĐhiŶg a deal, theŶ ƌushiŶg to a Đoffeeshop to Đall up oŶe͛s oǁŶ fiƌŵ aŶd shoutiŶg ͞I did it!͟ oǀeƌ 
the phone. 

 

He had not expected his experience as an adventurer to end up being used here. No, it was because of 

that experience that Ainz could come up with that proposal. 

 

And just then, Ainz thought of something that was so important it had to be done right away. It 

concerned the future of the Sorcerous Kingdom which he envisioned. 

 

͞Ah, that͛s ƌight. OŶe ŵoƌe thiŶg.͟ 

 

Ainz raised a bony finger. 

 

͞WheŶ Ǉou said Ǉou ǁaŶted to pƌoteĐt the people, Ǉou defiŶed it as eŶĐoŵpassiŶg all huŵaŶoids. Thus, 
the puƌpose of adǀeŶtuƌeƌs is to pƌoteĐt all people ǁithiŶ that defiŶitioŶ.͟ 

 

͞Yes. That is tƌue, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

͞AŶd then, when the topic turned to invasion, you indicated that it would be alright as long as they were 

deŵihuŵaŶs. Is that ĐoƌƌeĐt?͟ 

 

AiŶzaĐh Ŷodded, his eǆpƌessioŶ saǇiŶg, ͞so ǁhat?͟ 

 



͞The “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ ǁill aĐĐept all ƌaĐes as its suďjeĐts. That is to say, not just humanoids, but 

demihumans and heteromorphs. Therefore, if the philosophy of adventurers is to protect the people, 

theŶ Ǉou ŵust defeŶd deŵihuŵaŶs aŶd heteƌoŵoƌphs as ǁell.͟ 

 

AiŶzaĐh͛s eǇes ǁeŶt ǁide. 
 

͞What aƌe Ǉou saǇiŶg?!͟ 

 

͞...What͛s ǁƌong? I do not understand why you are so excited. In my country, there is no difference 

between humans, demihumans or heteromorphic beings. If they acknowledge me as their king, then 

theǇ shall ďe ŵǇ suďjeĐts.͟ 

 

͞This, this is too ƌidiĐulous. This is iŵpossiďle, Youƌ MajestǇ!͟ 

 

͞Is that so? I haǀe heaƌd of a ĐouŶtƌǇ to the Ŷoƌth of the KiŶgdoŵ Đalled the ‘epuďliĐ. Aƌe theƌe Ŷot 
ŵaŶǇ ƌaĐes ǁhiĐh Đoeǆist theƌe?͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed, I haǀe heaƌd of suĐh a ĐouŶtƌǇ… Ŷo! Do Ǉou iŶteŶd to haǀe us Đoeǆist ǁith those ƌaĐes which 

see huŵaŶs as little ŵoƌe thaŶ food?͟ 

 

͞I see, it is as Ǉou saǇ. The “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ ǁill Ŷot peƌŵit its suďjeĐts to eat felloǁ suďjeĐts. I ǁill 
make that a matter of law. That should be enough, right? However, I will not stop them if they seek to 

pƌeǇ upoŶ those ǁho aƌe Ŷot ŵǇ suďjeĐts. Afteƌ all, I aŵ Ŷot the soƌt ǁho ǁill iŶteƌfeƌe ǁith ŵǇ people͛s 
diŶiŶg haďits… Ŷo, seeiŶg the ŵeŵďeƌs of oŶe͛s ƌaĐe ďeiŶg ďutĐheƌed aŶd sold foƌ ŵeat is daŵagiŶg to 
the ŵiŶd… peƌhaps that ŵatteƌ ǁill ƌeƋuiƌe fuƌtheƌ deďate.͟ 

 

According to Lupusregina, the villagers of Carne lived in harmony with Goblins and Ogres. Thus, there 

was no reason for that to be impossible for this city. That said, the sheer number of people involved 

would complicate the matter. 

 

͞What, ǁhat eǆaĐtlǇ do Ǉou iŶteŶd, iŶteŶd to do?͟ 

 

͞You ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ do ask a lot of suƌpƌisiŶg ƋuestioŶs. WhǇ Ŷot ask ǁhǇ all of Ǉou, as felloǁ liǀiŶg Đƌeatuƌes, 
cannot be united? As one of the undead, I find that point quite difficult to understand. To me, there is 

no difference between humans and Goblins. All races will be equal under my rule. Of course, I shall be 

aďoǀe Ǉou as Ǉouƌ aďsolute ƌuleƌ, as ǁill the suďoƌdiŶates uŶdeƌ ŵe.͟ 

 

AiŶzaĐh͛s ďƌeathiŶg seeŵed to shift thƌough a ǀaƌietǇ of speeds, ďefoƌe ĐalŵiŶg down in the end. 

 

͞“o Ǉou ǁill take GoďliŶs uŶdeƌ Ǉouƌ ďaŶŶeƌ -- ŵake theŵ iŶto Ǉouƌ ĐitizeŶs?͟ 

 

͞Did Ǉou Ŷot heaƌ ǁhat I said ďefoƌe? I said I ǁould take OƌĐs aŶd Ogƌes as ŵǇ suďjeĐts as ǁell, Ŷo?͟ 

 

͞Foƌgiǀe, foƌgiǀe ŵe. I did heaƌ that, ďut I ďelieǀed that theǇ ǁould ďe Ǉouƌ slaǀes.͟ 



 

͞That aŶsǁeƌ ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ suits a ƌaĐe ǁhiĐh ǁould take Elǀes as slaǀes. Let ŵe ƌepeat ŵǇself -- all citizens 

uŶdeƌ ŵǇ ƌule ǁill ďe eƋual.͟ 

 

As he glanced at the way Ainzach was panting, Ainz considered if the man had picked up on his 

intentions. 

 

An extreme interpretation of those words would be that every subject of the Sorcerous Kingdom was a 

slave of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick and its members. Of course, he would not say that. 

Nor was there any need to say that. It would be best if Ainzach did not pick up on that at all. 

 

͞Theƌe aƌe ŵaŶǇ GoďliŶs uŶdeƌ ŵǇ pƌoteĐtioŶ. IŶ a feǁ daǇs, a gƌoup of GoďliŶs ǁill ǀisit E-Rantel. Do try 

mixing with them. The preconceptions you have of Goblins will surely be shattered. In addition, 

Lizardmen do not eat much meat, their primary diet being fish. Dryads and Treants love clean water and 

sunlight, and they only attack humans in self-defeŶse.͟ 

 

͞Haǀe Ǉou alƌeadǇ suďoƌdiŶated that ŵaŶǇ ǀassals?͟ 

 

͞Theƌe is Ŷo douďt aďout that. There are quite a number of demihumans and heteromorphs which have 

ďeĐoŵe ŵǇ suďjeĐts. Oh, it seeŵs ǁe͛ǀe dƌifted Ƌuite faƌ off-topic. Then, Ainzach, I take it you 

peƌsoŶallǇ appƌoǀe of the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild ďeĐoŵiŶg a paƌt of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ?͟  
 

͞--As loŶg as Youƌ MajestǇ is tƌue to his ǁoƌd.͟ 

 

͞You do ǁoƌƌǇ a lot, do Ǉou Ŷot? I aŵ Ŷot lǇiŶg. AdǀeŶtuƌeƌs should seek to eǆploƌe the uŶkŶoǁŶ.͟ 

 

If possible, he hoped to put all sorts of races together into parties and send them out. 

 

͞TheŶ, I ǁill leaǀe the task of explaining the matter to the other adventurers. If any adventurers do not 

appƌoǀe of ďeĐoŵiŶg puďliĐ seƌǀaŶts, theŶ I ǁill haǀe Ŷo Ƌualŵs aďout lettiŶg theŵ leaǀe.͟ 

 

͞Will that ƌeallǇ ďe all ƌight?͟ 

 

͞FoƌĐed ĐoopeƌatioŶ ǁill Ŷot ďe effeĐtiǀe. That said, one can imagine that large changes to the 

oƌgaŶizatioŶ͛s stƌuĐtuƌe aŶd suddeŶ deǀiatioŶs fƌoŵ ĐuƌƌeŶt pƌaĐtiĐes ǁill Đause a lot of pƌoďleŵs. 
Therefore, the status quo will be maintained, to some extent. The most obvious change will only be the 

estaďlishŵeŶt of aŶ iŶǀestigatiǀe offiĐe foƌ the guild aŶd the guildŵasteƌ.͟ 

 

All that was left was the most important part; the inducements which would make more adventurers 

ǁaŶt to joiŶ the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ. 
 

͞The suppoƌt ǁhiĐh the Sorcerous Kingdom offers will primarily include the establishment of a training 

facility. It would be a terrible loss to blaze a trail into distant lands, only to be slain by unknown 

monsters. Therefore, a more practical training method than the current model -- that of live combat 



against monsters -- will be required. Considering that adventurers need to get used to team combat, it 

ŵight ďe a good idea to ďuild a laďǇƌiŶth foƌ theŵ to delǀe.͟ 

 

AŶd the paƌt of the ŵoŶsteƌs ǁould ďe filled ďǇ NazaƌiĐk͛s POP undead. 

 

͞I feel that this is a ǀeƌǇ good idea. OŶlǇ, it ǁould suƌelǇ ďe a sizeaďle uŶdeƌtakiŶg.͟ 

 

Since the staff would be composed of the undead, who did not require salaries, the operating costs 

would not be too high. However, there was no need to be completely open with the information. One 

ought to sell favors without hesitation when the need arose. 

 

͞IŶdeed, this ǁould ƌeƋuiƌe a sizaďle iŶitial iŶǀestŵeŶt. Hoǁeǀeƌ, that is ǁithiŶ the alloǁaďle liŵit foƌ 
necessary expenses. After all, adventurers are a ǀaluaďle huŵaŶ ƌesouƌĐe foƌ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ.͟ 

 

͞I aŵ deeplǇ gƌateful, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

͞No Ŷeed to staŶd oŶ ĐeƌeŵoŶǇ. TheŶ, hoǁ aďout it? Do Ǉou Ŷot thiŶk the adǀeŶtuƌeƌs ǁould ďe 
attƌaĐted ďǇ this?͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed, the laďǇƌiŶth ǁould ďe Ƌuite attƌaĐtiǀe to low-leǀel adǀeŶtuƌeƌs… ďut ǁhat if the adǀeŶtuƌeƌs 
deĐide to tƌaŶsfeƌ to the KiŶgdoŵ oƌ the Eŵpiƌe͛s guilds afteƌ ĐoŵpletiŶg theiƌ tƌaiŶiŶg?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse that ǁill Ŷot ďe alloǁed. This is a state oƌgaŶ; ŵisuse of it Đould ǁell ďe ĐoŶsideƌed tƌeasoŶ.͟ 

 

͞I see… it seeŵs I ǁill Ŷeed to ĐaƌefullǇ eǆplaiŶ that paƌt.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, hoǁ shall ǁe attƌaĐt higheƌ-ƌaŶked adǀeŶtuƌeƌs?͟ 

 

͞It ǁould seeŵ ƌeŵuŶeƌatioŶ is the ďest aŶsǁeƌ.͟ 

 

͞Well, it is Ŷot as though oŶe ĐaŶ eat dƌeaŵs.͟ 

 

͞It is as Ǉou saǇ. IŶ additioŶ, ǁithout better weapons, armor and other magical items, it will be 

iŵpossiďle to defeat poǁeƌful ŵoŶsteƌs. These iteŵs aƌe tǇpiĐallǇ ǀeƌǇ eǆpeŶsiǀe.͟ 

 

͞...Hŵ. Theƌe is that.͟ 

 

Mass-production could lower their prices. However, powerful adventurers were very rare. Thus their 

gear was custom-made, which naturally drove their prices up. In addition, the people who could make 

these items were very rare, which only contributed to their price. He had to think of a way to deal with 

the problems which followed that as well. 

 

͞IŶ additioŶ, I ǁould like to let ŵoƌe adǀeŶtuƌeƌs -- those of the Kingdom and the Empire -- know of this 

plaĐe. Do Ǉou haǀe aŶǇ ideas?͟ 



 

͞The AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild ǁhiĐh Youƌ MajestǇ iŶteŶds to estaďlish is aŶ uŶiŵagiŶaďlǇ desiƌaďle thiŶg, 
compared to the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guilds of the KiŶgdoŵ aŶd the Eŵpiƌe. OŶĐe the Ŷeǁs gets out, the 
Guilds of the various nations might try some means to interfere with it in order to keep their 

adventurers from being drawn away. After all, each country counts adventurers as their trump cards, 

aŶd theǇ ǁould Ŷot ďe pleased to see theiƌ adǀeŶtuƌeƌs go to aŶotheƌ ĐouŶtƌǇ.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed, that is ĐoƌƌeĐt. What do Ǉou thiŶk ǁould ďe a good solutioŶ to this?͟ 

 

͞It is diffiĐult foƌ ŵe to aŶsǁeƌ pƌoŵptlǇ. Might I ďe alloǁed a ďit of tiŵe?͟ 

 

͞Coŵe to thiŶk of it, that is tƌue. I too ŵust plot a Đouƌse foƌ the futuƌe..͟ 

 

The fact was, this lofty goal was a bit too much for Ainz to handle by himself. He had to calm down, think 

about things, and discuss it with someone else. 

 

Ainz rose to his feet. 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁe͛ll leaǀe--͟ AiŶz ƋuiĐklǇ shut his ŵouth ďefoƌe he Đould saǇ soŵethiŶg ƌude. That ǁas Ŷot hoǁ 
a kiŶg should speak. ͞We ǁill leaǀe ŵatteƌs at this foƌ todaǇ. I shall see Ǉou agaiŶ.͟ 

 

Ainzach hurriedly rose to his feet and lowered his head. 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

Without looking back, Ainz left the room through the door Fifth had opened. 

 

Although he wanted to sigh, he was still in the guild. Doing so right now would be premature. 

 

AiŶz led the Cheƌuďiŵ out of the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild. After walking a little further on, he allowed himself 

to sigh quietly. 

 

Ahhhh~ I͛ŵ ďeat... 
 

While Ainz Ooal Gown could not possibly say that he was tired, Suzuki Satoru was practically crying for a 

rest for his overheated brain. 

 

Before I talk to Albedo aďout aďsoƌďiŶg the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild, I should take a ďƌief ƌest. I also Ŷeed to 
fiŶd soŵe ǁaǇ to ĐoŶǀiŶĐe Alďedo of the ŵeƌits of this plaŶ… theƌe͛s so ŵaŶǇ thiŶgs to do Ŷoǁ... 
 

Ainz strode forth in silence. He did not use teleportation magic, instead praying that he would hit on a 

good idea before he returned home. 

 

The door to the adjacent room -- AiŶzaĐh͛s offiĐe -- opened, and a new guest entered. 



 

The man with an excessively skinny body -- to the point where some might even consider him anorexic -- 

ǁas AiŶzaĐh͛s old fƌieŶd, the head of E-‘aŶtel͛s MagiĐiaŶ͛s Guild, Theo ‘akesheeƌ. 
 

͞PlutoŶ, that ǁas Ƌuite a suƌpƌise. I didŶ͛t eǆpeĐt the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg to Đoŵe ĐalliŶg iŶ the ŵiddle of ouƌ 
disĐussioŶs. Did he ŶotiĐe soŵethiŶg?͟ 

 

͞I͛ŵ Ŷot so suƌe aďout that.͟ 

 

This morning, Ainzach had gone through the daily routine of meeting Rakesheer early on to exchange 

information. 

 

Ever since the city had fallen under the sway of the Sorcerer King, they only met in the morning. The 

reason for that was because they believed that most undead did not like the sun. Still, after seeing the 

undead army patrol the streets, they knew that it was little more than a way to put their minds at ease. 

 

Their meetings were essentially undertaken for the purpose of swapping news, with no consideration to 

the futuƌe ŵoǀeŵeŶts of the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild aŶd the MagiĐiaŶ͛s Guild. Oƌ ƌatheƌ, eǀeƌ siŶĐe the 
founding of the Sorcerous Kingdom, everyone who could flee had already left for the Empire and the 

KiŶgdoŵ. The MagiĐiaŶ͛s Guild had also transferred all their magic items out of the city, with only a few 

ŵeŵďeƌs staǇiŶg ďehiŶd. IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, the MagiĐiaŶ͛s Guild of this ĐitǇ ǁas effeĐtiǀelǇ disďaŶded. 
 

However, there was still much that needed to be discussed in the field of information analysis. 

 

Although adventurers were not particularly bound to countries, could they still carry on as they had 

before, from within the Sorcerous Kingdom? Would the Sorcerous Kingdom send harriers after the 

former citizens of this land who were busy fleeing it? If they managed to successfully cross the border, 

would the Sorcerous Kingdom demand the extradition of the refugees at a national level? What about 

magic casters? 

 

How could they handle this situation without sacrificing Momon, who was now a resident here? In 

additioŶ, hoǁ should the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild tƌeat MoŵoŶ? 

 

The temples remained silent, sensing that the Sorcerer King was keeping a distance from them too. 

However, would this carry on in the future? Would they lead a resistance movement against him? 

 

Each of these questions was a challenging one, which taxed both their brains to the limit with nothing to 

show for their effort. However, it would be troublesome if they did nothing and simply let things unfold. 

The temples were particularly problematic in that respect. 

 

Could the temples really accept their mortal enemy, one of the undead, as their king? They held their 

peace for now, but that in turn frightened the people even more. 

 



In addition, there were the religious factions from the surrounding countries. If things went poorly, they 

might decide to independently declare a jihad, with the temples within the Sorcerous Kingdom serving 

as a fifth column. That situation had a chance of coming to pass. 

 

The reason why there was nobody here to represent the temples was because their stance on the 

matter was unclear. While it was easy enough to call them over, it would be bad if they ended up being 

drawn into something else instead. 

 

That said, neither of them thought the temples would actually be able to defeat the Sorcerer King. What 

made them uneasy was the massacre that would surely unfold after they tried. Even worse, they feared 

that this would result in Momon, the Sword of the Sorcerer King, slaughtering them all. In addition, how 

would theǇ heal the ǁouŶds iŶ the heaƌts of the ĐouŶtƌǇ͛s people afteƌ soŵethiŶg like that happeŶed? 

 

Just as their heads were aching from this chaotic mess of events, the Sorcerer King had arrived. 

 

͞Hoǁeǀeƌ, His MajestǇ seeŵs to haǀe seŶsed Ǉouƌ pƌeseŶĐe heƌe.͟ 

 

The ďest pƌoof of that ǁas the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s sŶoƌt of laughteƌ as he looked at the ƌooŵ Ŷeǆt dooƌ. 
 

͞If it goes pooƌlǇ, eǀeƌǇthiŶg ǁe͛ǀe talked aďout ŵight ǁell haǀe ďeeŶ leaked.͟ 

 

͞What? That ŵeaŶs…?͟ 

 

͞EǆaĐtlǇ ǁhat Ǉou thiŶk. He also ŵeaŶt foƌ Ǉou to heaƌ his ǁoƌds.͟ 

 

The acoustics of this room were tuned such that everything said here could be heard in the other. 

Because of that, Rakesheer -- who was hiding in the room next door -- should have heard everything the 

two of them had said. 

 

͞Do Ǉou thiŶk he Đould haǀe ďeeŶ ŵistakeŶ?͟ 

 

͞No, that͛s iŵpossiďle. To soŵe eǆteŶt, he should haǀe seŶsed soŵeoŶe ǁas theƌe. Hoǁeǀeƌ, His 
MajestǇ ŵight haǀe thought it ǁas soŵeoŶe fƌoŵ the teŵples.͟ 

 

At that time he had been more confused than shocked due to the suddenness of the situation. When he 

thought back to it, all he felt was regret for his actions. How he wante to laugh at himself, who stowed 

his friend out of the way. 

 

He should have invited Rakesheer out, so the three of them could have had a face-to-face talk. 

 

Granted, the Sorcerer King probably had not put all his cards on the table yet. However, he had stated 

his opinions to a mere citizen, with the regal bearing of a ruler. How had he performed, in contrast? 

 

As he watched Ainzach knit his brows, Rakesheer icily asked: 



 

͞TheŶ, ǁhat ǁill Ǉou do Ŷeǆt? No, I alƌeadǇ kŶoǁ. Afteƌ all, Ǉou used to Đall hiŵ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, ďut 
Ŷoǁ Ǉou ƌefeƌ to hiŵ ƌespeĐtfullǇ.͟ 

 

͞DoŶ͛t Ǉou thiŶk soŵeoŶe ŵight ďe listeŶiŶg iŶ oŶ ouƌ ĐoŶǀeƌsatioŶ?͟ 

 

͞DoŶ͛t Ǉou thiŶk that͛s the ƌeasoŶ I͛ŵ telliŶg Ǉou this Ŷoǁ?͟ 

 

͞Could it ďe that I ǁas ŵagiĐallǇ Đhaƌŵed?͟ 

 

͞I͛ŵ Ŷot ĐoŶfideŶt iŶ ĐoŵpletelǇ ƌuliŶg it out, ďut I doŶ͛t thiŶk so. Chaƌŵ ŵagiĐ is tiŵe-limited, and even 

if the Sorcerer King wanted to sustain it, he probably would Ŷot ďe aďle to.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ agaiŶ, it ŵight ďe possiďle foƌ His MajestǇ.͟ 

 

͞Coŵe oŶ, giǀe ŵe a ďƌeak. That ǁould ďe a ƌeal headaĐhe if it ǁas tƌue. Afteƌ all, that͛s ŵagiĐ of the 
ϴth tieƌ aŶd aďoǀe, the ƌealŵ of the diǀiŶe.͟ 

 

The two of them laughed briefly, and then Ainzach resumed his serious expression. 

 

͞I ďelieǀe helpiŶg His MajestǇ iŶ this ŵatteƌ is a good idea.͟ 

 

͞EǀeŶ if that ŵakes Ǉou all aĐĐoŵpliĐes iŶ iŶǀadiŶg otheƌ ĐouŶtƌies?͟ 

 

͞...Is it Ŷot Ŷatuƌal foƌ stƌoŶg ŶatioŶs to suďjugate ǁeakeƌ oŶes?͟ 

 

͞“o Ǉou kŶoǁ it ǁill ƌesult iŶ tƌagedǇ aŶd haǀe ĐhoseŶ to peƌŵit it?͟ 

 

͞ThiŶgs ŵaǇ Ŷot ŶeĐessaƌilǇ deǀelop iŶ that ǁaǇ. Afteƌ all, eǀeƌ siŶĐe His MajestǇ took ĐoŶtƌol of this 
ĐouŶtƌǇ, ǁho aŵoŶg us is pooƌeƌ off?͟ 

 

Rakesheer fell silent. 

 

The surprising thing was that nobody in this country could say they were in a worse situation than 

before. 

 

͞AƌeŶ͛t theƌe adǀeŶtuƌeƌs ǁho lost theiƌ joďs ďeĐause of this?͟ 

 

͞Well, Ǉou͛ƌe ƌight, ďut isŶ͛t it a little… Đoŵe oŶ, laǇ off ŵe alƌeadǇ.͟ 

 

͞That͛s tƌue. I spoke ǁithout thiŶkiŶg. “till, giǀeŶ that this ǁas suĐh a ƌaƌe oppoƌtuŶitǇ, ǁhǇ didŶ͛t Ǉou 
ask the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg ǁhat he thought aďout the teŵples?͟ 

 



͞Giǀe ŵe a ďƌeak. If His MajestǇ deĐided that theǇ ǁeƌe a ŶuisaŶĐe aŶd deĐided to destƌoǇ theŵ 
because of something I said, I͛d haǀe to liǀe the ƌest of ŵǇ life kŶoǁiŶg I Đaused a gƌeat slaughteƌ. Hoǁ 
do Ǉou thiŶk I Đould liǀe ǁith ŵǇself if that happeŶed?͟ 

 

͞Do Ǉou thiŶk the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg is soŵeoŶe ǁho ǁould do suĐh a thiŶg?͟ 

 

͞No. IŶ faĐt, I͛d saǇ it͛s the opposite. His MajestǇ is ǀeƌǇ ƌatioŶal, to the poiŶt ǁheƌe it͛s Ƌuite shoĐkiŶg. 
To the point where sometimes, I wonder if that undead face of his was actually made by magic. Yes -- it 

feels just like when I talk to Momon-doŶo.͟ 

 

͞Well, that ǁould ďe a slight oŶ MoŵoŶ-doŶo.͟ 

 

Ainzach smiled thinly as he saw his old friend with a displeased look on his face. 

 

͞Well, that͛s tƌue. It͛s disƌespeĐtful to Đoŵpaƌe a heƌo of huŵaŶitǇ to the uŶdead “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg. 
Hoǁeǀeƌ, ǁheŶ Ǉou ĐoŶsideƌ that theǇ͛ƌe ďoth ďeiŶgs of supeƌhuŵaŶ might, they do seem quite similar. 

If I had to desĐƌiďe it… Ǉes, I ĐaŶ feel the saŵe pƌeseŶĐe aƌouŶd theŵ, oŶe ǁhiĐh oŶlǇ those 
eǆtƌaoƌdiŶaƌǇ eŶtities Đould ƌadiate.͟ 

 

͞I see. That does ŵake seŶse ǁheŶ Ǉou put it that ǁaǇ.͟ 

 

The two of them recalled the form of that great hero (Momon).  

 

Then, after that brief pause, Ainzach looked directly at Rakesheer. 

 

͞--‘akesheeƌ. If Ǉou do Ŷot ǁish to aid His MajestǇ, Đould I tƌouďle Ǉou to Ŷot Đoŵe heƌe aŶǇ ŵoƌe?͟ 

 

The reason for that hardly needed to be said. After all, AiŶzaĐh͛s ƌooŵ ŵight ǁell ďe used to stoƌe data 
pertaining to the national administration of the Sorcerous Kingdom. Allowing outsiders to traipse in and 

out of such a room was definitely not appropriate. 

 

IŶ additioŶ, the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ǁoƌds -- which had ŵade suĐh a gƌeat iŵpaĐt oŶ AiŶzaĐh͛s heaƌt -- had 

also been spoken to his old friend.  

 

The new vision of adventurers of which he had spoken was a shining and glorious one. In the past, there 

had been adventurers who had set foot upon unknown lands. However, most of them died far from 

their homes, or had broken down in the face of reality. Only a handful of people could actually do such a 

dangerous thing. But now, the Sorcerer King -- a magic caster who wielded absolute power -- was 

offering his full support to them. That opened up a whole new vista of possibilities to them. 

 

Contained within that was the possibility of becoming true Adventurers. 

 

After a brief pause, Rakesheer finally spoke. 

 



͞I saǇ, AiŶzaĐh. You do kŶoǁ that the MagiĐiaŶ͛s Guild iŶ this ĐitǇ is pƌaĐtiĐallǇ disďaŶded, ƌight?͟ 

 

͞Ahh, so it is.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, please alloǁ ŵe to suppoƌt Ǉou ǁith all ŵǇ stƌeŶgth, as Ǉouƌ foƌŵeƌ Đoŵƌade. Afteƌ all this is 
oǀeƌ, ǁhǇ Ŷot let us go eǆploƌe the uŶkŶoǁŶ as ǁell?͟ 

 

͞--Haha,͟ AiŶzaĐh ĐhuĐkled. ͞ThiŶk of our age, though. Huhu -- aƌe ǁe ƌeallǇ goiŶg foƌ it?͟ 

 

͞WhǇ Ŷot? Although, Ǉou͛ll haǀe to speak to His MajestǇ theŶ, aŶd ĐoŶǀiŶĐe hiŵ Ŷot to put aŶ age 
ƌestƌiĐtioŶ oŶ the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild.͟ 

 

And so the two of them filled the room with their cheerful laughter. 

 

 

 

[End Chapter 1] 

 

 

 

[Chapter 2 - The Kingdom of Re-Estize] 

 

 

-Part 1- 

  

The magic item in his pocket vibrated, and Climb took it out. 

 

This was a pocketwatch, just large enough to fit into his palm, with three hands -- the hour, the minute 

and the second -- which traced a halo of twelve numbers. 

 

While large mechanical clocks existed, personal watches only existed within the Kingdom as magic items. 

As pocket watches were closely linked to everyday life, they were fairly cheap, as far as magic items 

went. That said, they were still not something a commoner could afford. 

 

Climb had borrowed the pocketwatch which he now bore, and so it differed from regular magic items in 

that it possessed a magical ability. The name of the watch was Twelve Magical Power. Once per day, 

when the watch reached a set time, it would unleash its magic. 

 

However, one would need to have carried the pocketwatch for at least a full day in order to enjoy that 

ability, so Climb -- who had just obtained this watch -- could not make use of its magic. 

 

͞Hŵ? Is it tiŵe alƌeadǇ? That ǁas fast…͟ said the giƌl ǁho seeŵed to ďe spaĐiŶg out ǁhile lookiŶg iŶto 
the blue sky. Naturally, those words were addressed to Climb. 

 



͞It seeŵs that ǁaǇ,͟ Cliŵď aŶsǁeƌed the giƌl -- Tina, a member of the adamantite-ranked adventurer 

paƌtǇ ͞Blue ‘ose͟. 
 

͞Hŵ~ It͛s haƌd to tell the passage of tiŵe ǁheŶ ǁe͛ƌe slaĐkiŶg off.͟ 

 

This was a highly exploitable statement. 

 

In the first place, Tina was not slacking off. She was guarding the main door of the building behind Climb. 

While she had said thiŶgs like ͞Is it tiŵe alƌeadǇ͟ aŶd ͞That ǁas fast͟, the faĐt ǁas that she ought to 
have a very acute perception of time. 

 

There were some people in the adventuring community whose time perception was preternaturally 

keen. In particular, many people in the thieving profession had trained that ability up. It was very 

important to them, given that they often needed to move independently on stealth operations. 

 

͞Hŵ? Weƌe Ǉou aďout to saǇ soŵethiŶg?͟ 

 

͞No, Ŷot ƌeallǇ.͟ 

 

TiŶa ƌeplied ǁith a ͞Is that so,͟ ǁheŶ she heaƌd Cliŵď͛s aŶsǁeƌ, aŶd theŶ looked at the skǇ agaiŶ. 
 

She was deliberately concealing something. Yet, there was no way someone like Climb could ask why 

she was lying. 

 

To begin with, they did not have the money to hire Tina and the others; they just happened to be 

operating in the same area completely by chance. After all, that person would not do anything to hurt 

the otheƌ paƌtǇ͛s feeliŶgs. 
 

͞TheŶ, I ǁill go ƌepoƌt to the PƌiŶĐess.͟ 

 

͞“ee Ǉa~͟ 

 

Climb turned toward the building he had been protecting all this while. 

 

He had seen it during its construction several times, but this was the first time he had laid eyes on it 

after it was complete. A sense of warmth flowed in the depths of his heart as he beheld the size of this 

building -- and felt the presence of his mistress within it. 

 

After opening the great doors, the unique scent of recently-Đoŵpleted ǁoodǁoƌk ƌeaĐhed Cliŵď͛s Ŷose. 
 

He continued forward, and after passing through the corridor, he opened the door to a room in the 

depths of the building. 

 

Within that room was his mistress. 



 

She was a princess possessing blinding beauty, Renner. 

 

Surrounding her were several children. 

 

The way she smiled tenderly at the rowdy children and the posture which she took to listen to their 

words would make anyone who saw her think of a saint. 

 

As he beheld this painting-like scene, Climb lost the ability to speak. 

 

He was afraid that he would ruin this sacrosanct vision before him. The same applied to the women who 

stood by the window, none of whom dared to do anything unnecessary. 

 

However, someone within the room did not share their feelings. 

 

͞Oi, it͛s the ďƌat. Aďout tiŵe.͟ 

 

Renner raised her head in response to the cool voice which came from below the mask, and looked 

directly at Climb. 

 

Climb could see himself reflected into those jade-green eyes. 

 

͞...MǇ deepest apologies, ‘eŶŶeƌ-saŵa. It is tiŵe to ƌetuƌŶ to the PalaĐe.͟ 

 

͞Is it~ TheŶ, although it paiŶs ŵe to do so, I Ŷeed to go.͟ 

 

The kids Đhoƌused ͞Ehhhhhh~͟, iŶ ǀoiĐes laced with longing and reluctance. They would not have made 

such a sound if she had not ensnared their hearts so thoroughly. 

 

In response to the children, the other women stirred into hurried motion. They patted the children 

soothingly, and pulled away those ĐhildƌeŶ ǁho ǁeƌe sloǁeƌ oŶ the uptake fƌoŵ ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s side. 
 

͞EǀeƌǇoŶe, ĐaŶ I Đoŵe to plaǇ ǁith Ǉou Ŷeǆt tiŵe?͟ 

 

The kids ƌespoŶded oǀeƌǁhelŵiŶglǇ iŶ the affiƌŵatiǀe to ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s ƋuestioŶ. 
 

͞TheŶ, ǁe͛ll Đook Ŷeǆt tiŵe. --Cliŵď, let͛s go, You too, Evileye-saŶ.͟ 

 

͞Hu~ Well, I͛ŵ Ǉouƌ ďodǇguaƌd too, eǀeŶ if Ǉou doŶ͛t saǇ it -- although, siŶĐe this isŶ͛t a ƌeƋuest, it͛s 
ŵoƌe like ǁe happeŶ to ďe tƌaǀelliŶg togetheƌ. DoŶ͛t ǁoƌƌǇ, I͛ll ďe ďehiŶd Ǉou.͟ 

 

The group exited the building just as a horse-drawn carriage drew up nearby. 

 



Tina entered the carriage without introducing herself. Although it seemed like she was being rude, she 

was ensuring that the carriage was safe. Shortly after that, Renner, Climb and finally Evileye entered one 

after the other, and then the carriage set off. 

 

Within the bumpy carriage, Evileye could not help but mumble: 

 

͞...You͛ƌe ƌeallǇ soŵethiŶg, to ďuild aŶ oƌphaŶage like that.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ soŵethiŶg?͟ 

  

͞Yes. A lot of people aƌe saǇiŶg that too. Wheƌe iŶ the ǁoƌld  do Ǉou get all that money from to spend 

oŶ plaĐes like these?͟ 

 

Renner cupped her chin with one hand, tilting her head slightly. 

 

͞I doŶ͛t thiŶk so, ƌight? AŶi-saŵa ǁas Ƌuite happǇ to listeŶ to ŵǇ ƌeƋuest. Besides, it͛s ďeĐause the 
world is like this that we need to take good Đaƌe of the ĐhildƌeŶ, ƌight?͟ 

 

Evileye raised her chin slightly, as though to permit her to continue speaking. 

 

͞As ǁe all kŶoǁ, the ƌuleƌ of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ has Đaused ŵaŶǇ deaths. As a ƌesult, I ďelieǀe theƌe 
will be many orphans who have lost their parents. Thus, this orphanage was built to protect these 

oƌphaŶs. IŶ additioŶ, those ǁoŵeŶ ǁho haǀe lost theiƌ husďaŶds ǁill also Ŷeed a plaĐe to ǁoƌk, ƌight?͟ 

 

͞The “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, huh… ǁell, ǁe͛ll talk aďout that lateƌ. CouldŶ͛t that ŵoŶeǇ ďe ďetter spent on things 

ďesides these oƌphaŶs? The ǁeak losiŶg theiƌ liǀes is just the ǁaǇ thiŶgs ǁoƌk iŶ this ǁoƌld, Ŷo?͟ 

 

͞That͛s Ŷot ƌight.͟ 

 

‘eŶŶeƌ͛s stateŵeŶt ǁas Đleaƌ aŶd suĐĐiŶĐt. UŶlike heƌ toŶe fƌoŵ just Ŷoǁ, those ǁoƌds ǁeƌe filled ǁith 
tremendous power. 

 

͞“aǀiŶg the ǁeak is ǁhat the stƌoŶg should do. AŶd…͟ 

 

Cliŵď felt ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s eǇes suddeŶlǇ tuƌŶiŶg to hiŵ. 
 

Perhaps-- 

  

The iŵage of hiŵself as a Đhild appeaƌed iŶ Cliŵď͛s ŵiŶd. 
 

Perhaps the Princess had built the orphanage because she had remembered him from that time. In a 

way, it was to prevent children like Climb from appearing again. 

 

A wave of heat flashed through his chest. 



 

Of Đouƌse, he Đould Ŷot ǀeƌifǇ the PƌiŶĐess͛ aĐtual thoughts. EǀeŶ so, Cliŵď did Ŷot douďt that it ǁas that 
way. 

 

͞Well, I͛d thought aloŶg those liŶes ŵǇself, AŶd it seeŵs ǁƌoŶg to foƌĐe ŵǇ oǁŶ ǀieǁs oŶ otheƌs. “till, 
ǁas theƌe a Ŷeed to ŵake it so laƌge?͟ 

 

͞Yes. Afteƌ all, ǁe haǀe to ĐoŶsideƌ that ǁe ǁill take iŶ ŵaŶǇ ĐhildƌeŶ iŶ the futuƌe, aŶd theƌe ǁill ďe 
others from those regions directly administered by the Crown. With that in mind, even a building of that 

size can be considered small. Children are our treasure, and we need to take care of them to make sure 

theǇ doŶ͛t go oŶ the ǁƌoŶg path.͟ 

 

͞Hŵŵŵ. PƌiŶĐess-saŵa, that͛s a good head oŶ Ǉouƌ shouldeƌs.͟ 

 

͞What aƌe Ǉou tƌǇiŶg to saǇ, TiŶa?͟ 

 

͞I ǁas thiŶkiŶg aďout hoǁ ĐhildƌeŶ ǁithout theiƌ paƌeŶts ǁould liǀe, EǀileǇe.͟ 

 

͞That is… I see… siŶĐe ǁe ĐaŶ͛t spaƌe pƌeĐious ŵaŶpoǁeƌ to ƌepleŶish the depleted Ŷuŵďeƌ of tƌoops, 
Ǉou͛ƌe usiŶg alteƌŶate ŵeaŶs to ŵaiŶtaiŶ puďliĐ oƌdeƌ… I see.͟ 

 

͞OŶe ĐaŶ liǀe a good aŶd ƌighteous life uŶdeƌ supeƌǀisioŶ. But people ǁill eŶd up folloǁiŶg theiƌ desiƌes 
if they are not careful. And then, when they commit those crimes, they will fall further into wickedness. 

Thus do small sins grow larger, like the rolling of a snowball, so we should not let such chances appear. 

Hoǁeǀeƌ, siŶĐe it is diffiĐult, ǁe use these ŵethods to ƌeduĐe the Ŷuŵďeƌ of those ĐhaŶĐes.͟ 

 

͞Hŵ. “o Ǉou͛ƌe saǇiŶg, ͚--Not everyone has suĐh a stƌoŶg ǁill͛, theŶ?͟ 

 

͞Well, people haǀe said that aďout Ǉou ďefoƌe, EǀileǇe -- Đould it ďe it͛s ďotheƌiŶg Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞I thiŶk that felloǁ͛s said soŵethiŶg like that aďout thƌee tiŵes alƌeadǇ.͟ 

 

While the latter half was something that nobody but Evileye and Tina could understand, the first half 

was simple enough that even Climb could understand. 

 

Those children who had lost their parents often turned to crime in order to survive. If that happened, 

even the weakened Eight Fingers would soon return to full strength, which would worsen the security of 

the Royal Capital. 

  

In other words, his beloved lady had undertaken this countermeasure for the future. 

 

However -- Renner asked Evileye in a curious tone: 

 

͞--What doe that ŵeaŶ?͟ 



 

͞Oi… did ǁe ƌead too deeplǇ iŶto it? Oƌ is this just aŶ aĐt?͟ 

 

͞Hŵ~ it looked geŶuiŶe eŶough at a glaŶĐe.͟ 

 

͞Well, if Ǉou saǇ so, theŶ it ŵust ďe tƌue. I feel like I ǁas ŵoǀed foƌ ŶothiŶg.͟ 

  

͞Well, although it feels like Ǉouƌ opiŶioŶs of ŵe haǀe dƌopped like a ƌoĐk… ďut, it͛s true. I think about a 

lot of things, you know? Right now, these orphanages are giving these kids a certain degree of education, 

and once we start identifying talented individuals among them, the other nobles will surely follow suit. 

Because of that, we need a ĐeƌtaiŶ aŵouŶt of kids… Although that͛s Ŷot ƌeallǇ soŵethiŶg to ďe pƌoud of.͟ 

 

͞No, I ĐaŶ uŶdeƌstaŶd gatheƌiŶg those ďƌats foƌ that ƌeasoŶ, aŶd it͛s pƌettǇ adŵiƌaďle too. If Ǉou ĐaŶ 
aĐtuallǇ pƌoduĐe ƌesults, it ǁould ďe pƌaiseǁoƌthǇ. It͛s just that people are going to be suspicious if you 

do soŵethiŶg ǁithout eǆpeĐtiŶg aŶǇthiŶg iŶ ƌetuƌŶ.͟ 

 

͞EǀileǇe͛s heaƌt is tǁisted ďeĐause she ǁoƌƌies too ŵuĐh.͟ 

 

͞Oi! You͛ƌe the saŵe tǇpe as ŵe, aƌeŶ͛t Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞CeƌtaiŶlǇ Ŷot. I aŵ ǀeƌǇ puƌe. It͛s oŶlǇ Ǉou ǁho has ďeeŶ staiŶed.͟ 

 

Cheh! The sound of an explosive scoff came from beneath the mask. 

 

͞‘ight, ƌight. The iŵpetus to ďuild the oƌphaŶage ǁas all thaŶks to BƌaiŶ-saŶ͛s idea.͟ 

 

͞BƌaiŶ UŶglaus, huh. What happeŶed to hiŵ. Hoǁ Đoŵe he isŶ͛t aƌouŶd todaǇ?͟ 

 

͞BƌaiŶ-san is ďusǇ ǁith soŵethiŶg else. He͛s ƌuŶŶiŶg aƌouŶd the Capital Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 

͞Hoh? Could theƌe ďe soŵethiŶg ŵoƌe iŵpoƌtaŶt thaŶ pƌoteĐtiŶg the PƌiŶĐess?͟ 

 

͞Yes. He͛s doiŶg soŵethiŶg iŶ oƌdeƌ to fulfil the ǁishes of the late Waƌƌioƌ-Captain. And, about the 

Warrior-CaptaiŶ… ǁell, thaŶk Ǉou foƌ Ǉouƌ help.͟ 

 

Tina narrowed her eyes, as though to conceal her feelings. 

 

͞Well, I͛ŵ pƌettǇ ŵad aďout ouƌ deǀil leadeƌ͛s pƌettǇ faĐe gettiŶg huƌt.͟ 

 

͞I aŵ ǀeƌǇ soƌƌǇ aďout that tiŵe. Please alloǁ ŵe to apologize oŶ Fatheƌ͛s ďehalf.͟ 

 

͞I kŶoǁ Ǉou͛ǀe alƌeadǇ apologized to the ďoss, ǁhiĐh is ǁhǇ I foƌgiǀe Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou.͟ 



 

͞...It seeŵs that soŵetiŵes, the ǁoƌds of the dead aƌe ŵoƌe poǁeƌful thaŶ those of the liǀiŶg.͟ 

  

For a moment, Evileye glanced out of the carriage as she was deep in thought. Of course, that was just 

for a moment. 

  

͞“peakiŶg of ǁhiĐh, ǁhat is BƌaiŶ UŶglaus doiŶg?͟ 

 

͞Well, the Waƌƌioƌ-Captain told Brain that he hoped for Brain to succeed him as Warrior-Captain, but he 

felt that he was not up to the task. Therefoƌe, he͛s lookiŶg foƌ soŵeoŶe suitaďle to ďeĐoŵe the Ŷeǆt 
Warrior-CaptaiŶ aŶd theŶ he͛s goiŶg to tƌaiŶ hiŵ up.͟ 

 

͞“o he͛s lookiŶg foƌ soŵeoŶe ǁho͛s Ŷot fƌoŵ a Ŷoďle faŵilǇ… I see -- after all, both Gazef and Brain 

ǁeƌe ĐoŵŵoŶeƌs. “o that͛s ǁhǇ theǇ thought the same way. And the sign you got from him was--͟ 

 

͞--That͛s ƌight. The iŶdiĐatioŶ ǁas to ďuild the oƌphaŶage. Neǆt tiŵe, I ǁill go ǀisit the ĐhildƌeŶ ǁith 
Brain-saŶ. Foƌ all ǁe kŶoǁ, theƌe ŵight ďe a taleŶted Đhild aŵoŶg theŵ.͟ 

 

͞Well, I͛ŵ haƌdlǇ that peƌĐeptiǀe,͟ TiŶa said. ͞Hoǁ aďout Ǉou, EǀileǇe?͟ 

 

͞You ĐaŶ͛t disĐeƌŶ ŵagiĐal taleŶt at a glaŶĐe. At the ǀeƌǇ least, Ǉou Ŷeed a lot of ŵagiĐal tƌaiŶiŶg ďefoƌe 
you can roughly understand whether or not someone can use magic, and that in turn is limited to arcane 

ŵagiĐ. If those ďƌats aƌe taleŶted at spiƌitualisŵ oƌ diǀiŶe ŵagiĐ iŶstead, all I͛ll see is ŶothiŶg.͟ 

 

‘eŶŶeƌ ǁeŶt ͞Hŵŵŵŵ~͟ iŶ a ďotheƌed toŶe, aŶd theŶ a sŵile ďlossoŵed oŶ heƌ faĐe. 
 

͞Well, I thiŶk ǁe ought to iŶǀite all soƌts of people to the oƌphanage and have them look over the 

ĐhildƌeŶ foƌ taleŶts.͟ 

 

Renner was looking at the two of them, apparently trying to convey something with her gaze. To some 

extent, it was more persuasive than actual speech. 

  

͞...That͛s pƌettǇ Ŷaiǀe. But if it ǁas that fellow, ah--͟ 

  

͞I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ, EǀileǇe, if it ǁas ouƌ deǀil leadeƌ--͟ 

 

͞--Yes. “till, I ǁoŶ͛t agƌee so easilǇ, eǀeŶ if it͛s foƌ that felloǁ͛s ǁoƌds, Ŷo? Afteƌ all, ǁe Ŷeed a ĐeƌtaiŶ 
amount of remuneration for this -- siŶĐe ǁe͛ǀe ďeeŶ hiƌed, ǁe͛ll Ŷeed a ŵiŶiŵuŵ payment. Besides, if 

ǁe doŶ͛t ĐolleĐt aŶǇthiŶg, it͛ll ďe ďad foƌ the otheƌs too. It͛ll also ǀiolate the adǀeŶtuƌeƌs͛ ƌules. IŶ 
additioŶ, a pƌiĐe has to ďe paid foƌ tƌaŶsŵittiŶg teĐhŶiƋues.͟ 

 

͞Well, I do agƌee ǁith eǀeƌǇthiŶg Ǉou͛ǀe said, ďut I͛ŵ ǀeƌǇ soƌƌǇ. The tƌuth is, I doŶ͛t haǀe aŶǇ ŵoŶeǇ…͟ 

 

Renner hung her head in dejection as she said that. 



 

The Third Princess was a spare among spares, and nobody had any expectations of Renner besides her 

ability to form a bond to the royal bloodline through marriage. Because of that, she was not backed by 

any nobles, and thus lacked any money of her own to spend as she wished. Of course, this was not much 

of a hardship for Renner, who lived a simple lifestyle. However, there was no way that the First or 

Second Princesses would be able to tolerate this sort of thing. 

 

Because of that, Climb could keenly feel her intentions through the armor he wore. 

 

͞I͛ǀe heaƌd pƌiŶĐesses all ǁeaƌ pƌettǇ dƌesses aŶd lead gƌaĐeful liǀes...͟ 

 

͞‘ealitǇ͛s haƌdlǇ that ŶiĐe. “till, ǁe ĐaŶ͛t saǇ theƌe aƌeŶ͛t aŶǇ pƌiŶĐesses like that.͟ 

 

As he ǁatĐhed PƌiŶĐess ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s eǇes light up ǁith adŵiƌatioŶ, aŶ eŵotioŶ ǁhiĐh he Đould Ŷot eǆpƌess 
ǁith ǁoƌds ǁelled up ǁithiŶ Cliŵď͛s heaƌt. 
 

How he wanted to give that sort of life to she who was both the most beautiful person in the world and 

who had the most noble soul in the world. 

 

On the flip side, all this had been because of her. He was standing here now because she had saved him. 

Just then, Renner turned her face, and her sparkling eyes met Climď͛s oǁŶ fƌoŵ the side.  
 

͞--ThiŶkiŶg of soŵethiŶg, Cliŵď?͟ 

 

͞Ah, Ŷo, it͛s ŶothiŶg, ‘eŶŶeƌ-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Is that so? Well, if Ǉou thiŶk of aŶǇthiŶg, Ǉou should speak up. We Ŷeed to help eaĐh otheƌ iŶ tough 
tiŵes, afteƌ all.͟ 

 

͞Ah, Ǉes! ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh!͟ 

 

͞Oi. “oƌƌǇ to iŶteƌƌupt Ǉouƌ iŶtiŵaĐǇ, ďut I ƌeallǇ doŶ͛t like haŶdiŶg doǁŶ ŵǇ skills foƌ fƌee. No ŵatteƌ 
ǁhat she saǇs, I͛ŵ still goiŶg to ask foƌ aŶ appƌopƌiate paǇŵeŶt.͟ 

 

͞I ǁill stƌiǀe to ŵeet Ǉouƌ pƌiĐe.͟ 

 

Renner lowered her head. 

 

͞Hŵŵ~ ďut ǁhat Ǉou want to know is whether they have talent or not, right, Hime-saŵa? If it͛s ŵe, I 
ĐaŶ ǁatĐh theiƌ ŵoǀeŵeŶts, ďut hoǁ aďout Ǉou, EǀileǇe?͟ 

 

͞Ah, I͛ll leǀel ǁith Ǉou. You ĐaŶ͛t fathoŵ a peƌsoŶ͛s depths just ďǇ seeiŶg theŵ ĐaƌƌǇ out a feǁ eǆeƌĐises. 
Magical ability is more internal than external. In addition, I might seem like a genius when it comes to 



ŵagiĐal aďilitǇ, ďut that͛s all theƌe is. I doŶ͛t haǀe the aďilities of that gƌeat ŵagiĐ Đasteƌ fƌoŵ the 
Eŵpiƌe.͟ 

 

͞“o, ideŶtifǇiŶg taleŶts--͟ 

 

͞TtaleŶts, huh,͟ ‘eŶŶeƌ sighed. ͞It ǁould ďe a ďig help if ǁe Đould ideŶtifǇ theŵ duƌiŶg Đhildhood. It 
ǁould also help softeŶ the Ŷoďles͛ stuďďoƌŶŶess toǁaƌd the ĐoŵŵoŶeƌs too.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, hoǁ aďout settiŶg up a uŶiǀeƌsal Ŷatuƌal taleŶt ideŶtifiĐatioŶ sǇsteŵ foƌ ĐhildƌeŶ? There are 3rd-

tier spells which can verify the presence or absence of a natural talent. However, if you want a full 

piĐtuƌe of ǁhat that taleŶt ŵight ďe Ǉou͛d pƌoďaďlǇ Ŷeed a higheƌ-tieƌed spell… ǁell, iŶ the eŶd it͛s just 
idle ĐoŶjeĐtuƌe.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ? CaŶ Ǉou ƌeallǇ ideŶtifǇ Ŷatuƌal taleŶts?͟ 

 

͞Well, I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat that spaƌkle iŶ Ǉouƌ eǇes is foƌ, ďut doŶ͛t get Ǉouƌ hopes up. I͛ǀe heaƌd theƌe͛s 
a 3rd-tier spiritualist-oŶlǇ spell ǁhiĐh ĐaŶ ǀeƌifǇ if soŵeoŶe ďefoƌe the Đasteƌ͛s eǇes has a taleŶt. That 
said, eǀeŶ if theƌe ǁas suĐh a spell, the tƌouďlesoŵe paƌt ǁould Đoŵe afteƌ that. You͛d Ŷeed to leaƌŶ 
hoǁ to pƌopeƌlǇ deǀelop that taleŶt. AŶd it͛s also Ƌuite likelǇ that afteƌ eǆpƌessiŶg that taleŶt, it͛ll eŶd 
up ďeiŶg a ŵeaŶiŶgless aďilitǇ.͟ 

 

͞Is that so…͟ 

 

The light iŶ ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s eǇes diŵŵed. 
 

͞I thiŶk it ǁould ďe ŵoƌe iŵpoƌtaŶt to haǀe theŵ tƌǇ a ďit of eǀeƌǇthiŶg. Oƌ haǀe theŵ staŶd uŶdeƌ a 
waterfall, or inhale some relatively safe sleeping drugs to go into a trance. Apparently, it makes you 

suddenly realize youƌ Ŷatuƌal taleŶt, oƌ soŵethiŶg.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ? ...Hŵ, is that ƌeallǇ the Đase?͟ 

 

͞Aƌa, do Ǉou haǀe a Ŷatuƌal taleŶt too, EǀileǇe-saŶ?͟ 

 

At this, the hitherto chatty Evileye suddenly fell silent. It would seem someone had brought up a topic 

she did not want to be asked. 

 

However, his master was innocent enough to actually ask it. 

 

͞Could Ǉou tell ŵe ǁhat kiŶd of taleŶt it is?͟ 

 

It was not that she did not mind such incisive questioning, but the fact was, she tended to be this way 

normally. One might say she did not know how to read the flow of a conversation, or perhaps that  she 

would unintentionally ask some questions which were normally very difficult to bring up. 

 



Neither was it because she did not care about the other party; it was simply because she had grown up 

in the royal family. 

 

͞What, aƌe Ǉou gettiŶg eǆĐited oǀeƌ a ƋuestioŶ like this?͟ 

 

͞Theƌe aƌe ǀeƌǇ feǁ people ǁith suĐh taleŶts aƌouŶd ŵe, so I͛d like to kŶoǁ ǁhat soƌt of aďilitǇ EǀileǇe-

saŶ has.͟ 

 

͞Is that so. Well, siŶĐe it͛s gotteŶ to this, I ŵight as ǁell tell Ǉou.͟ 

 

Evileye leaned her body forward, and Renner -- her face a picture of excitement -- leaned forward as 

well. 

 

Natural talents could sometimes serve as a trump card, and this was even more so for adventurers. 

While he did not think Renner would go around blabbing out that secret, Climb felt that this was 

something which should not be shared lightly. 

 

͞This isŶ͛t soŵethiŶg I ƌeallǇ ǁaŶt otheƌ people to heaƌ, so Đould Ǉou ďƌiŶg Ǉouƌ eaƌ Đloseƌ?͟ 

 

͞All ƌight.͟ 

 

Renner brought her ear close to Evileye. 

 

And then-- 

 

͞A“ IF I͛D GO A‘OUND BLABBING IMPO‘TANT THING“ LIKE THAT TO OTHE‘“!͟ 

 

Her angry voice echoed through the carriage. 

 

Tina seemed to have anticipated this, and had plugged her ears beforehand. 

 

͞Hoǁ ŵeaŶ! MǇ eaƌs aƌe ƌiŶgiŶg!͟ 

 

‘eŶŶeƌ thƌeǁ heƌself iŶto Cliŵď͛s eŵďƌaĐe. A suitaďle souŶd effeĐt foƌ this ǁould ďe poŵf. 
 

She looked up from his chest, her eyes brimming with tears. 

 

Cliŵď iŵŵediatelǇ Đast aside suĐh thoughts like ͞“he͛s Đute͟, ͞“he sŵells ŶiĐe͟ aŶd otheƌ ŵeaŶiŶgless 
thiŶgs fƌoŵ his ŵiŶd. It ǁas foƌďiddeŶ to haǀe suĐh faŶtasies aďout oŶe͛s ŵistƌess. 
 

͞EǀileǇe-sama, I understand how you feel, but could I ask you to forgive--͟ 

 

͞--Ah? PuŶk, she͛s ďeĐoŵe like this ďeĐause Ǉou keep spoiliŶg heƌ, Ŷo?͟ 

 



͞It, it͛s ŶothiŶg like that, I, it͛s Ŷot like I spoil the PƌiŶĐess oƌ...͟ 

 

Even if he wanted to spoil her, there was no way he could do it. 

 

͞Yes, I feel that Cliŵď ĐaŶ aŶd should spoil ŵe ŵoƌe. I appƌoǀe of ǁhat Ǉou said, EǀileǇe-saŶ.͟ 

 

͞No, Ŷo, that͛s Ŷot ƌight, PƌiŶĐess-sama. It feels kiŶd of ǁƌoŶg…͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse Ŷot! If Ǉou spoil ŵe ŵoƌe, I ĐaŶ take sĐoldiŶgs like that ŵoƌe easilǇ. Theƌefoƌe Ǉou ŵust spoil 
ŵe ŵoƌe. Let͛s staƌt ďǇ ŶappiŶg togetheƌ like ǁe used to as ĐhildƌeŶ. Coŵe, EǀileǇe-saŶ, please go oŶ!͟ 

 

͞Ugh, it͛s fiŶe. I͛ŵ suĐh aŶ idiot… IŶ aŶǇ Đase, I doŶ͛t iŶteŶd to go aƌouŶd telliŶg otheƌs ŵǇ taleŶt, kid. 
Got it?͟ 

 

͞Is it ƌeallǇ that daŶgeƌous?͟ 

 

͞Ah, Ǉes. It͛s ŵǇ aĐe iŶ the hole. If I use it… Ǉes, it ǁould ďe like if ouƌ leadeƌ͛s sǁoƌd ǁeŶt ďeƌseƌk. It 
could easily aŶŶihilate aŶ eŶtiƌe ĐitǇ.͟  
 

Theƌe seeŵed to ďe a teƌƌiďle ǁeight iŶ EǀileǇe͛s ǀoiĐe as she said this.  
 

“till, a ďaffled ͞Hŵ?͟ ŵade its ǁaǇ up fƌoŵ his Đhest. He ǁaŶted to look doǁŶ, ďut if he did, it ǁould 
make him very aware of the reality that Renner was very close to him. There was no way he could do 

that. 

 

He considered pushing Renner away, but after taking her soft and fragile body into consideration, he did 

not know how much force he should use. 

 

As Cliŵď͛s heaƌt ĐoŶtiŶued pouŶdiŶg, the ĐoŶǀeƌsation continued without him. 

 

͞The sǁoƌd LakǇus Đaƌƌies?͟ 

 

͞Ah, aĐĐoƌdiŶg to heƌ, oŶĐe it goes ǁild, it͛ll lead to gƌaǀe ĐoŶseƋueŶĐes. A ĐitǇ, Ŷo, a ŶatioŶ, ǁas it? 
AppaƌeŶtlǇ it͛ll ďe ĐoŵpletelǇ ǁiped out. “he did saǇ soŵethiŶg aďout haǀiŶg to use use paƌt of her 

stƌeŶgth to suppƌess it…͟ 

 

͞“o that͛s ǁhat ǁas goiŶg oŶ… I didŶ͛t kŶoǁ aďout that…͟ 

 

Climb had not told his mistress about that demonic sword yet. 

 

͞It͛s ďest Ŷot to ŵiŶd it. Ouƌ deǀil leadeƌ didŶ͛t ŵeŶtioŶ it to the tǁo of Ǉou ďeĐause she didŶ͛t ǁaŶt 

Ǉou to ǁoƌƌǇ. I͛d ďe glad if Ǉou ĐoŶtiŶued pƌeteŶdiŶg that Ǉou didŶ͛t kŶoǁ aŶǇthiŶg.͟ 

 

͞...I see. I uŶdeƌstaŶd. TheŶ I͛ll do as Ǉou saǇ.͟ 



 

͞“peakiŶg of ǁhiĐh, ǁhat happeŶed to AiŶdƌa-saŵa? I haǀeŶ͛t seeŶ heƌ aƌouŶd ƌeĐeŶtlǇ...͟ 

 

͞Hŵ? I doŶ͛t thiŶk aŶǇoŶe ŵeŶtioŶed it, ƌight? PƌiŶĐess, didŶ͛t Ǉou tell hiŵ?͟ 

 

͞...I foƌgot. It seeŵs like she͛s tƌaiŶiŶg ǁith GagaƌaŶ-san and Tia-saŶ.͟ 

 

Evileye took up the baton from Renner and continued. 

 

͞The tǁo of theŵ lost theiƌ liǀes duƌiŶg the ďattle ǁith Jaldaďaoth, the Demon Lord who attacked the 

Kingdom. Of course, they were resurrected after that, but it expended a large amount of their lifeforce. 

Thus, they need to place themselves in danger, treading the edge of life and death in order to regain 

theiƌ stƌeŶgth.͟  
 

͞IŶ tƌuth, I ǁish I Đould haǀe goŶe ǁith theŵ.͟ 

 

͞“till, if Ǉou did that, Ǉou͛d ďegiŶ to depeŶd oŶ it soŵeǁheƌe iŶ Ǉouƌ heaƌt. The ďest path to stƌeŶgth is 
thƌough a sŵall aŵouŶt of shoƌt ďattles.͟ 

 

͞I douďt that.͟ 

 

͞Uŵu, it does seeŵ like the aŶ effeĐtiǀe ǁaǇ to ͞laiƌ-ďellup͟ ;leǀel upͿ... Well, if Ǉou doŶ͛t ƌelǇ oŶ that 
ŵethod, Ǉou ŵight Ŷot eǀeŶ ďe aďle to stall foƌ tiŵe ǁheŶ that felloǁ attaĐks the ‘oǇal Capital agaiŶ.͟ 

 

͞“tall foƌ tiŵe? Ahh -- tiŵe foƌ that peƌsoŶ Ǉou ƌeĐoŵŵeŶded, EǀileǇe?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse! Until that hero-saŵa ĐaŶ aƌƌiǀe!͟ 

 

EǀileǇe͛s ŵood seeŵed to haǀe suddeŶlǇ ĐhaŶged. 
 

One could clearly feel her passion and excitement through that mask of hers. 

 

͞It͛s MoŵoŶ--sa--saŵa, ƌight?͟ 

 

͞That͛s ƌight! The gƌeat heƌo, MoŵoŶ-sama! The mightiest warrior ever, who swings his twin 

gƌeatsǁoƌds like theǇ ǁeƌe little ŵoƌe thaŶ tǁigs! Theƌe͛s Ŷo douďt that he͛s the stƌoŶgest fighteƌ iŶ the 
land! Even if Jaldabaoth comes again, as long as Momon-saŵa is aƌouŶd, he͛ll defiŶitelǇ slaughteƌ hiŵ! 
Although, it was a shame that he managed to escape last time. Still, that great man should have thought 

up a ĐouŶteƌŵeasuƌe foƌ that ďǇ Ŷoǁ!͟ 

 

Oǀeƌǁhelŵed ďǇ the aƌdoƌ of heƌ ǁoƌds, all Cliŵď Đould do ǁas ǁeaklǇ aŶsǁeƌ, ͞Ah, Ǉes.͟ 

 

͞But ǁill that peƌsoŶ ƌeallǇ Đoŵe? IsŶ͛t he a ŵiŶioŶ of that “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg?͟ 

 



TiŶa͛s eǆpƌessioŶ suggested she ǁas thoƌoughlǇ eǆhausted as she spoke out to EǀileǇe, ǁho had heƌ fists 
clenched. 

 

͞Ahhhh~ MoŵoŶ-sama! Shit, that damn Sorcerer King! To think he would actually dare to take control 

of that gƌeat ŵaŶ! EǀeŶ if HeaǀeŶ peƌŵits it, I ǁoŶ͛t! If oŶlǇ I Đould defeat hiŵ aŶd fƌee MoŵoŶ-sama! 

What on earth was he thinking, anyway? Maybe I should go to E-Rantel and ask Momon-sama about his 

thoughts, hoǁ aďout that?͟ 

 

͞...That ǁill haǀe to ǁait foƌ afteƌ the tǁo of theŵ ƌeĐoǀeƌ.͟ 

 

͞I͛ll just pop oǀeƌ foƌ a ďit, aŶd oŶĐe I faŵiliaƌize ŵǇself ǁith the plaĐe I ĐaŶ just telepoƌt ďaĐk. Plus, if I 
use [FlǇ] aŶd tƌaǀel ďǇ ŵǇself, it ǁoŶ͛t take ŵuĐh tiŵe!͟ 

 

͞EǀileǇe, Ǉou ƌeallǇ do ďƌeak doǁŶ oŶĐe it Đoŵes to MoŵoŶ… DidŶ͛t ouƌ deǀil leadeƌ saǇ Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t do 
that soƌt of thiŶg?͟ 

 

͞“o help ŵe keep a seĐƌet!͟ 

 

͞Well, ŵǇ lips aƌe pƌet~tǇ loose, theǇ͛ll ƌeǀeal eǀeƌǇthiŶg iŶ aŶ iŶstaŶt.͟ 

 

͞Oi, judgiŶg ďǇ Ǉouƌ pƌioƌ ǀoĐatioŶ, that ǁould ďe iŵpossiďle, ƌight?͟ 

 

͞Alas, I aŵ Ŷoǁ TiŶa of ͞Blue ‘ose͟, also kŶoǁŶ as ͚CaŶ͛t Keep A “eĐƌet To “aǀe Heƌ Life͛.͟ 

 

It ǁas theŶ that TiŶa͛s eǇes took oŶ a seƌious gleaŵ. 
 

͞...Hŵ, this is a good oppoƌtuŶitǇ. I͛ǀe ďeeŶ ǁaŶtiŶg to ask Ǉou, EǀileǇe -- ĐaŶ Ǉou kill the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg?͟ 

 

Evileye froze. Her excitement drained away in an instant. In its place was the highest-levelled magic 

caster among adventurers. 

 

͞If those ƌuŵoƌs aƌe all tƌue -- then he wields more strength than any single other magic caster. I did 

some investigations after the incident at the Katze Plains and looked up all my contacts -- I even got in 

touch with that granny -- aŶd theŶ aŶalǇzed the iŶfoƌŵatioŶ I oďtaiŶed. Hoǁeǀeƌ, it͛s so ƌidiĐulous it͛s 
Ŷot eǀeŶ fuŶŶǇ aŶǇ ŵoƌe. It͛s aďsuƌd to the poiŶt ǁheƌe I ǁas seƌiouslǇ suspecting if the punk was 

ŵesŵeƌized ďǇ aŶ illusioŶ.͟ 

 

͞That ǁas defiŶitelǇ Ŷot aŶ illusioŶ. AŶd theƌe ǁeƌe so ŵaŶǇ dead…͟ 

 

‘eŶŶeƌ͛s faĐe tǁisted iŶ agoŶǇ. 
 

͞Of the ϮϲϬ,ϬϬϬ people ǁho took paƌt iŶ that ǁaƌ, ϭϴϬ,ϬϬϬ of theŵ lost theiƌ liǀes. I͛ǀe also heard that 

theƌe aƌe suƌǀiǀoƌs ǁho ǁeƌe ŵeŶtallǇ sĐaƌƌed aŶd ĐaŶ͛t liǀe a Ŷoƌŵal life aŶǇ ŵoƌe. “oŵe of the 
oƌphaŶs had fatheƌs ǁho eŶded up like that.͟ 



 

͞...Well, afteƌ listeŶiŶg to the puŶk, I ĐaŶ see hoǁ theǇ͛d eŶd up like that. If theǇ ǁeƌe Đhased ďǇ suĐh 

ŵoŶsteƌs…͟ 

 

͞...Yes. It ǁas hell. FoƌtuŶatelǇ, I had BƌaiŶ-saŶ… aŶd the Waƌƌioƌ-Captain with me, and thanks to those 

tǁo stƌoŶg ŵeŶ, I didŶ͛t suffeƌ aŶǇ ŵeŶtal ǁouŶds. EǀeŶ so, soŵetiŵes I ƌefleǆiǀelǇ fiŶd ŵǇself ǁaŶtiŶg 
to look back over my shoulder. It ŵust ďe ǁoƌse foƌ the peasaŶt leǀies, aŶd it ǁouldŶ͛t ďe stƌaŶge foƌ 
theŵ to ďeĐoŵe ŵeŶtallǇ ill as a ƌesult.͟ 

 

͞You ƌeallǇ Ŷeed to thaŶk Ǉouƌ luĐk foƌ that.͟ 

 

Climb could only nod in response. 

 

͞TheŶ, TiŶa. Let ŵe aŶsǁeƌ Ǉouƌ ƋuestioŶ hoŶestlǇ. I ĐaŶŶot defeat the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg.͟ 

 

That was the answer she had expected. 

 

͞As I thought…͟ 

 

͞Well, Ǉes. I ŵight ďe aďle to thiŶk of a ǁaǇ to deal ǁith those ŵoŶsteƌs he suŵŵoŶed. GƌaŶted, it͛s 
hard to say that, given I was not at the scene. Still, the Sorcerer King -- who can not only summon 

multiple monsters of that kind and control them -- is truly a monster that does not belong in this world. 

“oŵeoŶe like that possesses the poǁeƌ of the gods.͟ 

 

͞Is it possiďle that theǇ Đould haǀe ďeeŶ suŵŵoŶed fƌoŵ aŶ iteŵ, aŶd Ŷot fƌoŵ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s 
poǁeƌ?͟ 

 

͞The possiďilitǇ does eǆist, ďut if that ǁeƌe the Đase, it ǁould also ďe ǀeƌǇ daŶgeƌous. That said, ǁe haǀe 
Ŷo ǁaǇ of ǀeƌifǇiŶg that.͟ 

 

͞If oŶlǇ he ǁould eŶd up ĐoŵiŶg iŶto ĐoŶfliĐt ǁith Jaldaďaoth.͟ 

 

͞That͛s a deǀelopŵeŶt ǁe͛ƌe all lookiŶg foƌǁaƌd to. Afteƌ that, the ďest-case scenario would be Momon-

saŵa slaǇiŶg the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg…͟ 

 

͞BetǁeeŶ MoŵoŶ-saŵa aŶd the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, ǁho do Ǉou thiŶk is stƌoŶgeƌ?͟ 

 

The person who asked this question was Climb, but to him, he felt that the Sorcerer King that had 

suŵŵoŶed those poǁeƌful ŵoŶsteƌs ǁas faƌ supeƌioƌ. Yet, EǀileǇe͛s peŶsiǀe eǆpƌessioŶ shoĐked hiŵ. 
 

͞I͛ŵ Ŷot suƌe. PeƌsoŶallǇ, I feel that MoŵoŶ-sama -- who drove off that Jaldabaoth -- is stronger. But the 

Sorcerer King also possesses unimaginable might. Both sides are far superior to us, to the point where I 

ĐaŶ͛t eǀeŶ piĐtuƌe the outĐoŵe.͟ 

 



͞“till, haǀiŶg soŵeoŶe like hiŵ uŶdeƌ the ďaŶŶeƌ of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg is pƌettǇ ŵuĐh the ǁoƌst-case 

scenario. Nobody would daƌe deĐlaƌe ǁaƌ oŶ hiŵ.͟ 

 

Indeed. 

 

The only person who might be able to take the Sorcerer King on even terms had instead become his 

vassal. That was a truly troubling development. Anyone who declared war on the Sorcerer King would 

effectively be declaring war on two Sorcerer Kings. 

 

Just as the mood in the carriage grew grim, there was a knocking on the board which separated the 

passeŶgeƌ ĐoŵpaƌtŵeŶt of the ĐoaĐh fƌoŵ the dƌiǀeƌ͛s seat, aŶd theŶ it opeŶed. 
 

͞We͛ll ďe ƌeaĐhiŶg the ‘oǇal PalaĐe sooŶ.͟ 

 

As she heaƌd the dƌiǀeƌ͛s ǁoƌds, ‘eŶŶeƌ sloǁlǇ ƌose to heƌ feet, aŶd loĐked eǇes ǁith the tǁo 
adventurers seated before her. 

 

͞TodaǇ, I haǀe ƌeĐeiǀed Ǉouƌ Đaƌe iŶ ǀaƌious ǁaǇs. WheŶ LakǇus ƌetuƌŶs, I ǁill thaŶk heƌ pƌopeƌlǇ. MaǇ I 
ask if you have time to dine with ŵe?͟ 

 

*** 

 

Afteƌ the ƌepoƌt of his ǇouŶgeƌ sisteƌ͛s ƌetuƌŶ ƌeaĐhed hiŵ, the “eĐoŶd PƌiŶĐe -- Zanack Valreon Igana 

Ryle Vaiself -- departed his chambers to welcome her home. 

 

The whereabouts of his elder brother -- Barbro Andrean Ield Ryle Vaiself -- were still unknown. Given 

that a long time had passed, his chances of survival were considered extremely tiny. That being the case, 

Zanack was effectively the heir to the throne. Thus, the way in which he went to receive his younger 

sister was entirely inappropriate. While they were siblings, there was a clear distinction in their 

respective stations. 

 

The reason why he had chosen to go in person despite knowing that fact was because he had a proposal 

he urgently wanted to discuss with her. Zanack might not have been entirely willing to do so, but he had 

lost his closest confidant and thus had nobody else to turn to. 

 

Soon, his younger sister appeared before him. 

 

Climb -- clad in his pure white armor -- was close by. Wherever Renner went, Climb often followed her. 

Thus, this was nothing out of the ordinary. 

 

The paupeƌ͛s Đhild that ‘eŶŶeƌ had piĐked off the stƌeets -- Climb. 

 



In the past, he had thought she must have gotten a bee in her bonnet and picked him up out of a 

ŵoŵeŶt͛s faŶĐǇ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, afteƌ he Đaŵe to uŶdeƌstaŶd ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s stƌaŶge peƌsoŶalitǇ aŶd heƌ 
incomparable intellect, Zanack began to think she might have a reason for doing so. 

 

And then, after Jaldabaoth assaulted the Royal Capital, and the Sorcerer King wrought his grand 

massacre, he slowly began to understand the meaning behind her actions. 

 

Theƌe ǁeƌe ǀeƌǇ feǁ ǁaƌƌioƌs iŶ this ĐitǇ ǁho ǁeƌe stƌoŶgeƌ thaŶ Cliŵď. EǀeŶ aŵoŶg the ŵeŶ of Gazef͛s 
hand-picked warrior band, one could count the number of people who were stronger than Climb on one 

hand. 

 

In addition, there was the man called Brain Unglaus, who had come with Climb, as well as her close 

friendship with Lakyus, the leader of the adamantite-ƌaŶked adǀeŶtuƌeƌ paƌtǇ Đalled ͞Blue ‘ose͟. Theƌe 
was no doubt that his younger sister now possessed the most physical power in the Royal Capital. 

 

--Was she conspiring to overthrow him with military force? 

 

Zanack was right to suspect her of doing so. 

 

Even if Renner was not one to resort to such measures so easily, one still had to take precautions. 

Therefore, Zanack had begun to secretly build ties with orichalcum and mithril-ranked adventurers. 

 

Zanack sent a silent word of thanks to his elder brother. 

 

The reason why he could work so actively on these events was because his brother had gone missing 

and had ǀiƌtuallǇ assuŵed hiŵ the thƌoŶe. AŶotheƌ ďig ƌeasoŶ ǁas ďeĐause his ďƌotheƌ͛s stipeŶd Ŷoǁ 
went to him. 

 

That said, the faĐt that CƌoǁŶ PƌiŶĐe Baƌďƌo͛s Đoƌpse had Ŷot Ǉet ďeeŶ fouŶd left a hiŶt of uŶease iŶ his 
heart. It would be very troublesome if he had been imprisoned by the Sorcerer King or hiding in a village 

somewhere while recovering from his wounds. 

 

͞‘eallǇ… Is he goiŶg to giǀe ŵe tƌouďle ƌight uŶtil the eŶd?͟ )aŶaĐk ŵutteƌed, ƋuietlǇ eŶough that the 
members of his retinue could not hear. 

 

He had to avoid agitating the nobles before he consolidated his position. 

 

CuƌƌeŶtlǇ, )aŶaĐk͛s ďaĐkiŶg ǁas still Ŷot ǀeƌǇ seĐuƌe. 
 

Marquis Raeven -- who had pacted with him to revitalize the Kingdom -- had thƌoǁŶ off )aŶaĐk͛s haŶd 
as he reached out to detain him, and returned to his own lands. It could not be helped, as he had lost 

many people from his demesne, but at that time, there had been an air around him which seemed to 

say that he would never be coming back again. 

 



Part of the reason for that must have been the deaths of his formerly orichalcum-ranked adventurer 

team and that of his strategist, the man who had clawed his way up from peasantry and his treasure, of 

whom he spoke in glowing words. 

 

Zanack felt a slight pain pricking at his gut. Could discussing matters with his younger sister soothe that 

pain? 

 

He had been agonizing over a certain problem for the past few weeks. 

 

That was -- should he offer a tribute to the Sorcerer King? If he did so, should he send them in the name 

of celebrating the founding of his nation? Or should he do so for another reason? 

 

Judging by the current circumstances, not sending the gift would be the right choice. Why would anyone 

seŶd a gift to soŵeoŶe ǁho had takeŶ oŶe͛s oǁŶ teƌƌaiŶ aŶd fouŶded a ŶatioŶ oŶ it? The suƌƌounding 

countries would surely take it as a mark of vassalage. That said, it was crucial to remain on the best of 

terms with the Sorcerous Kingdom. 

 

Though the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s fightiŶg stƌeŶgth ƌeŵaiŶed uŶkŶoǁŶ, the faĐt that the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg 
could destroy a nation by himself was common knowledge. 

 

No ŵatteƌ ǁhat, he had to aǀeƌt the possiďilitǇ of that ŵaŶ͛s eǇe tuƌŶiŶg to the KiŶgdoŵ oŶĐe ŵoƌe. 
 

Because of that, he had to send a gift. Zanack felt that it could not be helped, even if other nations 

believed it to be a sign of fealty. No matter what, he had to buy as much time as possible. 

 

However, the nobles would never accept that. This was the troublesome part. 

 

The “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ŵight ǁas ǁidelǇ kŶoǁŶ. That said, theǇ ǁould Ŷot possiďlǇ aĐĐept aŶ attitude of 

submission from the future ruler of the Kingdom (Zanack), even in the face of such strength. 

 

The nobles had suffered tremendous losses, so they were looking for scapegoats upon which to vent 

their frustrations. 

 

Due to the loss of his confidant Gazef Stronof, the current king, Ranpossa III, had been overcome by grief 

and despair, and had fallen into a state of extreme mental distress. To some extent, seeing the king in 

this sad state had ŵollified the Ŷoďles͛ aŶgeƌ, ďut theiƌ hatƌed toǁaƌd their broken king -- and perhaps 

the entire royal family -- could not vanish so easily. 

 

If that felloǁ ǁeƌe aƌouŶd, he͛d pƌoďaďlǇ ďe aďle to Đoŵe up ǁith soŵethiŶg good. 
 

If possible, he would have like to have come to a conclusion himself. However, time was tight, and he 

needed an action plan soon.  

 

Zanack stood in place, while stomping his boots loudly. 



 

Renner reacted to the sound, and turned to look at him. Then, she changed her direction and headed 

toǁaƌd )aŶaĐk. That ǁaǇ, )aŶaĐk͛s digŶitǇ as a supeƌioƌ being would remain intact. 

 

Soon, his younger sister stood before him, but Zanack did not speak first. Opportunities like this were 

very delicate. He had to let more people understand who exactly was on top here. 

 

͞I͛ǀe ƌetuƌŶed, oŶii-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞WelĐoŵe ďaĐk, ŵǇ sisteƌ.͟ 

 

IŶ the faĐe of ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s ƌespeĐtful gƌeetiŶg, )aŶaĐk ƌespoŶded ǁith eƋual geŶeƌositǇ. He saǁ Cliŵď 
saluting from the corner of his eye, but there was no need to return the salute of a mere soldier. 

 

͞Let us ǁalk togetheƌ.͟ 

 

͞It ǁould ďe ŵǇ pleasure, onii-saŵa.͟ 

 

Zanack and Renner set out together, side by side. He raised his chin, indicating that his retinue should 

keep their distance. If he had looked over, he would have seen Renner gesturing to Climb that he was 

permitted to stay further away. 

 

͞“peakiŶg of ǁhiĐh, oŶii-saŵa, Ǉou seeŵ Ƌuite haƌƌied. What has happeŶed?͟  
 

Renner smiled as she asked her gentle question. 

 

͞Could it ďe that the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ has seŶt aŶ eŶǀoǇ oǀeƌ?͟ 

 

Zanack could distinctly hear his heart thump in his chest. He had been too focused on what action to 

take on his part, and had completely overlooked the fact that they might try to initiate contact with him. 

 

In other words, Renner felt that it was about time for the other side to take action. 

 

Zanack made a mental note of that, and shook his head. 

 

͞It͛s Ŷot like that.͟ 

 

͞That is to saǇ, Ǉou Đaŵe all this ǁaǇ to see ŵe foƌ soŵe otheƌ ƌeasoŶ?͟ 

 

͞Ahh. I ǁas poŶdeƌiŶg the pƌoďleŵ of tƌiďute.͟ 

 

͞I thiŶk that oŶĐe theiƌ eŵissaƌǇ aƌƌiǀes, it ǁould ďe ďetteƌ foƌ Ǉou to offer twice as much as what you 

are currently imagining, Onii-sama. Half of that is a token of thanks for their coming all this way, while 

the other half -- I tƌust that goes ǁithout saǇiŶg?͟ 



 

)aŶaĐk did Ŷot saǇ aŶǇthiŶg, ďut ĐaƌefullǇ ƌeǀieǁed ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s pƌoposal. 

 

Indeed, it was a very good move. 

 

Surely none of the nobles would object to presenting a gift to a guest who had come to their home, 

even if there were ulterior motives for doing so. 

 

The fact that Renner had instantly solved a problem which had been troubling him for a long time once 

ŵoƌe stƌuĐk feaƌ iŶto )aŶaĐk͛s heaƌt. IŶ additioŶ, as loŶg as ‘eŶŶeƌ possessed heƌ poǁeƌful suďoƌdiŶates, 
even assassination would not be effective on her. That being the case, his only option was to suck up to 

her. 

 

͞...WheŶ I ďeĐoŵe KiŶg, I ǁill gƌaŶt Ǉou laŶd oŶ the ďoƌdeƌ. You ǁill pƌoĐeed theƌe.͟ 

 

͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd. I shall oďeǇ aŶǇ oƌdeƌs that Ǉou giǀe ŵe, OŶii-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Afteƌ I seŶd Ǉou out, I ǁill Ŷot suŵŵoŶ Ǉou to the ‘oǇal Capital agaiŶ. It ŵight Ŷot soŵeǁhat liŵit your 

freedom, but I will choose a domain that will ensure that you do not suffer hardship. You should spend 

the ƌest of Ǉouƌ life theƌe.͟ 

 

͞I see. MǇ deepest thaŶks.͟ 

 

In all likelihood, Renner had already understood what he was aiming at, but he had to actually vocalize it 

in order to let her understand the kindness he was showing to her. 

 

͞You ŵaǇ take aŶǇ of the oƌphaŶs to ďe Ǉouƌ ĐhildƌeŶ. IŶ that ƌespeĐt Ǉou ŵaǇ do as Ǉou please.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh, OŶii-saŵa.͟ 

 

The fact that she replied without a delay was evidence that Renner already knew what Zanack was going 

to say. 

 

Zanack could not understand why Renner loved Climb the commoner. His looks were very plain, and he 

was not particularly special. He did not seem to match his little sister at all. 

 

Ahh, come to think of it, I heard of her fetish back then. 

 

Once he recalled that shameful memory of his little sister, Zanack began to feel a little sorry for Climb. 

 

͞TheŶ, I do look foƌǁaƌd to the daǇ Ǉou ǁill ďeĐoŵe KiŶg, OŶii-sama. After your coronation, I would be 

happǇ if Ǉou ǁould thiŶk of ŵe fƌoŵ tiŵe to tiŵe as I liǀe oŶ a faƌŵ.͟ 

 



͞Ohh, I shall, ŵǇ deaƌ sisteƌ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, it ǁould ďe ďest if I Đould look Ǉou up foƌ a disĐussioŶ fƌoŵ tiŵe 
to time -- ŵuu?͟ 

 

Zanack turned his gaze to the soldier that was jogging over to them. 

 

That ŵaŶ ǁas oŶe of the suƌǀiǀiŶg ŵeŵďeƌs of Gazef͛s ǁaƌƌioƌ ďaŶd. 
 

He had fought to protect the King on that battlefield. Now that the Warrior-Captain was gone, he had a 

good position and the trust of the King. Incidentally, ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s tǁo suďoƌdiŶates eŶjoǇed that saŵe tƌust. 
 

The ŵeŶtal iŵage of his fatheƌ͛s ǁitheƌed fƌaŵe appeaƌed ďefoƌe his eǇes. 
 

͞MǇ PƌiŶĐe, His MajestǇ desiƌes Ǉouƌ pƌeseŶĐe.͟ 

 

The instant he finished that, he turned to look at Renner. 

 

͞He ƌeƋuests Ǉouƌ pƌeseŶĐe as ǁell, ŵǇ PƌiŶĐess.͟ 

 

͞What happeŶed?͟ 

 

͞We haǀe just ƌeĐeiǀed a ƌepoƌt that the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg ǁill ďe seŶdiŶg a diploŵatiĐ paƌtǇ to Đall oŶ us 
sooŶ.͟ 

 

Zanack snuck a look at Renner, but still managed to answer the man. 

 

͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd. NotifǇ hiŵ that we will be arriving shortly. My sister, I will be proceeding first. Please 

pƌoĐeed ǁith all haste oŶĐe Ǉou aƌe ƌeadǇ.͟ 

 

͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd, OŶii-saŵa.͟ 

 

GiǀeŶ that she had ďeeŶ at the oƌphaŶage uŶtil ƌeĐeŶtlǇ, ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s Đlothes ǁeƌe plaiŶ aŶd ǁeatheƌed. 
Appearing like that before the nobles would only embarrass herself. 

 

With that, Zanack stalked off, a stern expression on his face. 

 

͞Hŵph. ThiŶgs ďeiŶg as theǇ aƌe, that pƌoposal is Ŷo loŶgeƌ appealiŶg. Ah, it ǁas too late, afteƌ all.͟ 

 

-Part 2- 

 

It was estimated that the envoys of the Sorcerous Kingdom would take about a week to travel from E-

Rantel to the Royal Capital. 

 

Today was the seventh day. If all went according to plan, the envoys would reach the Royal Capital today. 

 



Zanack, dressed in armor that he was not accustomed to, stood in line with his knights at the gates of 

the Royal Capital which faced E-Rantel. 

 

The cloudy weather of the past few days had cleared up, like it had all been a joke, and the sky was the 

very picture of spring. 

 

However, one could see heavy cloud cover in the distance. It would seem the azure sky was limited to 

the air directly above the Royal Capital. 

 

This soƌt of sĐeŶeƌǇ ǁas Ƌuite ďizaƌƌe. IŶ faĐt, the ‘oǇal Capital͛s ŵeteoƌologist ǁas shoutiŶg, ͞This is 
iŵpossiďle!͟ as he scratched his head. 

 

He had ďeeŶ ǁoƌkiŶg iŶ the ‘oǇal PalaĐe foƌ a loŶg tiŵe Ŷoǁ, aŶd he Đould pƌediĐt the Ŷeǆt daǇ͛s 
weather with over 90% accuracy. Thus, when he declared that this was impossible, it implied that these 

blue skies were anything but natural. 

 

Zanack sighed deeply under his helmet. 

 

He had never heard of weather-controlling magic from his teachers. However, that Sorcerer King might 

well be able to use such magic with contemptuous ease. 

 

)aŶaĐk͛s ŵeŶ ǁeƌe Ŷot oŶlǇ uŶskilled iŶ the aƌea of magic, but they lacked any knowledge of other 

strange phenomena. This made his head ache. More accurately, it was because he had relied too heavily 

on Marquis Raeven. 

 

He had gathered the knowledge from his adventurers, compiled it, and called it the Tiger Scroll. It 

contained information on various kinds and forms of magic items, the types and powers of various 

monsters, various spells, and so on. 

 

Until now, he had freely shared that scroll with Zanack, his ally. However, since Raeven was no longer in 

the Royal Capital, the Tiger Scroll was naturally gone with him. 

 

He had tried seeking out nobles who had learned from adventurers, like Raeven had, but sadly, there 

were none. This was not because these nobles were stupid, but because they lived in completely 

different worlds from those adventurers. While some nobles did hire adventurers, it was merely to make 

use of their strength. The nobles were not interested in the adventuring world or the news which 

adventurers had.. 

 

The nobles had always been like this thƌoughout the KiŶgdoŵ͛s ϮϬϬ Ǉeaƌs of histoƌǇ. Fƌoŵ that poiŶt of 
view, Raeven was quite atypical. 

 

It͛s pƌoďaďlǇ haƌd to fiŶd ƌetiƌed adǀeŶtuƌeƌs -- especially those of mithril rank and above. 

 



He heard that adventurers hated troublesome things like politics. Indeed, once one entered the world of 

politiĐs, oŶe ǁould lose oŶe͛s fƌeedoŵ. Would adǀeŶtuƌeƌs like that ǁaŶt to ǁoƌk foƌ hiŵ afteƌ ƌetiƌiŶg? 

 

)aŶaĐk͛s heaƌt saŶk as he thought aďout that. 
 

͞--MǇ PƌiŶĐe!͟ 

 

The shout of the knight next to him brought Zanack back to his senses. He looked to the end of the 

street -- and saw it. 

 

He Đould ďegiŶ to see the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s eŶǀoǇs. 
 

They had exerted pressure beforehand to shut this street down for today, closing it to traffic. As a result, 

nobody would be popping out of doors behind them. The city gates had also been locked down just for 

today. 

 

͞All ƌight, let͛s go oǀeƌ this agaiŶ. We aƌe to tƌeat theŵ like foƌeigŶ digŶitaƌies. TƌǇiŶg aŶǇthiŶg oŶ the 
envoys of the Sorcerous Kingdom is a grave offense. It ǁill ďe puŶished ďǇ suŵŵaƌǇ eǆeĐutioŶ.͟ 

 

͞“iƌ!͟ 

 

The reply of the ranked knights was quite forceful, and the swords at their waists made a clear, crisp and 

unified sound. 

 

͞All ƌight! TheŶ, shoǁ theŵ the utŵost ƌespeĐt, aŶd iŵpƌess the gloƌǇ of the KiŶgdoŵ upoŶ theŵ!͟ 

 

͞“iƌ!͟ 

 

The group remained absolutely still until the envoys had arrived. 

 

Befoƌe loŶg, the eŶǀoǇs͛ ǀaŶguaƌd ƌeaĐhed theŵ. 
 

It was a black-armored knight which rode a red-eyed unicorn, whose body was jet black and which 

sported two horns on its head. One could imagine that the rider was not human. It emanated an aura of 

mortal danger, as radiant as the sun. Its full plate armor pulsed as though it was alive. 

 

Zanack could feel his warhorse trembling in fear beneath him. 

 

It clenched its clawed gauntlet and thumped its chest. 

 

͞Apologies! We aƌe the eŶǀoǇs of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ of AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ!͟ 

 

OŶe ŵight Đoŵpaƌe that ǀoiĐe to ŵusiĐ sƋueezed out of ƌotted iŶstƌuŵeŶts. It ŵade its listeŶeƌs͛ haiƌ 
stand on end just by hearing it. Zanack gathered up his courage to banish his fear, and then he spoke. 



 

͞I aŵ the “eĐoŶd PƌiŶĐe of the KiŶgdoŵ of ‘e-Estize, )aŶaĐk ValƌeoŶ IgaŶa ‘Ǉle Vaiself! BǇ His MajestǇ͛s 
oƌdeƌ, I aŵ to guide Ǉouƌ paƌtǇ to the ‘oǇal PalaĐe. Please folloǁ ďehiŶd us!͟ 

 

͞Acknowledged. Then, we shall avail ourselves of your guidance. This one -- forgive me, this one does 

not bear a surname, but please allow this one to introduce itself by the name of its species. This one is a 

Death Caǀalieƌ!͟ 

 

Zanack gawked a little when it had given the name of its species, but he responded immediately so as 

not to give offense through his delay. 

 

͞TheŶ, ŵaǇ I addƌess Ǉou as Caǀalieƌ-doŶo?͟ 

 

͞I ǁould ďe hoŶoƌed to ďe so addƌessed.͟ 

 

͞I see. TheŶ, ŵaǇ I gƌeet the leadeƌ of the eŶǀoǇs? As the Second Prince, I am also responsible for said 

leadeƌ͛s aĐtioŶs ǁithiŶ the KiŶgdoŵ. If possiďle, I ǁould like to eǆplaiŶ the ĐiƌĐuŵstaŶĐes to Ǉouƌ leadeƌ.͟ 

 

͞AĐkŶoǁledged. This oŶe shall ĐoŶǀeǇ Ǉouƌ ŵessage to ouƌ leadeƌ-doŶo.͟ 

 

͞You haǀe ŵǇ deepest thaŶks.͟ 

 

With that, the outrider retreated to deliver his report. 

 

While the whole process sounded quite laughable at times, he was facing up against the Sorcerous 

Kingdom, after all. It was a nation that could control the undead and make use of monsters, so it would 

be best to assume that the usual ways of doing things were inapplicable here. He felt stupid for even 

expecting the leader of the envoys to have a vaguely human shape. 

 

͞Noǁ theŶ, stiff uppeƌ lips, eǀeƌǇoŶe. We ĐaŶŶot affoƌd to do aŶǇthiŶg that ǁould offeŶd theŵ.͟ 

 

͞“iƌ!͟ 

 

As he heaƌd the kŶights͛ ƌespoŶse, )aŶaĐk pouƌed stƌeŶgth iŶto his ďellǇ. 
 

The envoys had passed through several towns on the way here, which was how Zanack knew of the 

paƌtǇ͛s ĐoŵpositioŶ. 
 

There were five coaches. 

 

Each of them was pulled by a horse-shaped monster that radiated an inauspicious air. Then, there were 

monsters tasked with perimeter security and numerous Death Cavaliers. There were also other 

monsters beside them. 

 



Zanack was unclear on the names of those monsters or how dangerous they were. Still, whether he 

knew them or not, his duties remained unchanged. Since they were envoys dispatched by the Sorcerer 

King, he could not possibly allow any slight to be shown to them. 

 

A Death Cavalier -- probably the same one from just now -- appƌoaĐhed hiŵ fƌoŵ the eŶǀoǇs͛ side. 
 

͞Foƌgiǀe the loŶg ǁait. Ouƌ leadeƌ-dono -- the right hand of the Sorcerer King Ainz Ooal Gown, Albedo-

sama, has agreed to meet with you. Zanack-doŶo, please, pƌoĐeed this ǁaǇ.͟ 

 

After signalling to the other knights to hold their position, Zanack guided his horse after the Death 

Cavalier. 

 

In truth, this was quite terrifying. 

 

After all, Zanack was moving amongst monsters he had never seen before. 

 

Even so, he still had his pride as a member of the Royal Family. Zanack would soon be King, and since he 

would necessarily have to meet with emissaries of the Sorcerer King, he was forbidden to disgrace 

himself. Instead, he had to demonstrate his ability at this time, and let them take home news of the 

talented people in the Re-Estize Kingdom. 

 

)aŶaĐk͛s hoƌse Đould Ŷot keep itself fƌoŵ ďƌeakiŶg out iŶto a Đold sǁeat as it appƌoaĐhed the ĐoaĐh. 
Zanack dismounted, standing before the coach. 

 

͞TheŶ, this is the leadeƌ of the eŶǀoǇ paƌtǇ, Alďedo-saŵa.͟ 

 

What sort of monster is going to show up next? Zanack willed his expression not to change. 

 

The door slowly opened, and a human figure slowly emerged. 

 

What he saw there -- was beautiful. 

 

No, Zanack could not think of an adjective that could better describe her. The only thing which came to 

ŵiŶd ǁas ͞ǁoƌld-Đlass ďeautǇ͟ 

 

NoďodǇ iŶ this ǁoƌld Đould possiďlǇ possess looks Đoŵpaƌaďle to ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s. )aŶaĐk had ďelieǀed this 
uŶtil Ŷoǁ, ďut theŶ he ƌealised that ǁas ŵistakeŶ. If ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s ǁas a ƌadiaŶt ďeautǇ, theŶ Alďedo͛s ǁas a 

dark-tinged, bewitching beauty. 

 

Albedo trod on the stepboard of the coach. The faint sound of her high heels jolted Zanack back to 

reality. 

 

Zanack immediately genuflected before her and lowered his head. 

 



One might think that it was embarrassing for a prince of a royal family to kneel before anyone, even if 

they were an emissary from another nation. However, after considering the difference in power 

between the Kingdom and the Sorcerous Kingdom, this was the right course of action. What the 

Kingdom needed now was not glory, but concrete benefits. 

 

͞Could Ǉou please ƌaise Ǉouƌ head?͟ 

 

The quiet, lovely voice spoke above his head. 

 

͞At oŶĐe.͟ 

 

As he looked up, the faiƌ ŵaideŶ͛s faĐe ǁas all sŵiles as she teŶdeƌlǇ looked doǁŶ oŶ hiŵ. 
 

This was a practiced attitude which superior men would adopt -- no, was she even human? 

 

Zanack moved his eyes to size her up. First, were the wings on her waist magic items, or something else? 

Similarly, the horns curling out from the sides of her head. 

 

Whether they were magic items or if she was actually a heteromorphic creature, neither of them 

seemed particularly bizarre once he considered that she hailed from the Sorcerous Kingdom. 

 

͞I aŵ the eŶǀoǇ of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ of AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ, Alďedo. Though it is ďut foƌ a few days, 

we will be imposing upon you. Rise, Prince-doŶo. You ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ ĐaŶŶot ĐoŶtiŶue speakiŶg as Ǉou kŶeel.͟ 

 

͞You haǀe ŵǇ deepest thaŶks.͟ 

 

Zanack straightened up, and then a problem presented itself. 

 

Though he had learned her name was Albedo through conversation, was that really all? 

 

In the Kingdom -- and in the Empire -- commoners had two names, nobles had three names, and titled 

people had four names. For the royal family, they had four names -- plus their titles for a total of five 

names. 

 

This was why Jircniv Rune Farlord El-Nix and his four names were mocked for not being actual royalty. 

However, a name like Albedo sounded like an alias, or a nickname. One could not possibly be as foolish 

as to address a member of the nobility by such a moniker. 

 

Though he might have been worrying needlessly, he could not be sure that such a situation would not 

occur. 

 

The reason why he said this was because many nobles had died in the previous battlefield. It was not 

just family heads who perished, but even the firstborn heirs of some families. Currently, many noble 

faŵilies ǁeƌe led ďǇ the ͞spaƌes͟, the seĐoŶd oƌ thiƌd soŶs. 



 

Spares were spares. Nobody expected much of those nobles. Not only did they lack class, but they 

lacked knowledge as well. In short, they lacked the appropriate upbringing. 

 

Under normal circumstances, they would have been properly educated by the higher-ups in their faction, 

but the previous war meant that they no longer had the manpower for such efforts. As a result, many 

incompetent people were forced onto the center stage, and these incompetent people gathered 

together to form an incompetent faction. 

 

CuƌƌeŶtlǇ, the Đlass of the KiŶgdoŵ͛s ŶoďilitǇ had pluŵŵeted, thaŶks to these people. At this ĐƌuĐial 
moment, could they meet a woman like Albedo with adequate etiquette? 

 

͞...Foƌgiǀe ŵe, ďut ŵaǇ I kŶoǁ hoǁ I should pƌopeƌlǇ addƌess Ǉou, Alďedo-saŵa?͟ 

 

This was a somewhat disrespectful question.  

 

NoƌŵallǇ, he should haǀe asked. ͞What title do Ǉou hold aŵoŶg the peeƌage, Alďedo-sama, or perhaps 

ǁhat is Ǉouƌ positioŶ iŶ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ?͟  
 

The pƌoďleŵ ǁas, she ŵight haǀe shot ďaĐk, ͞Do Ǉou Ŷot eǀeŶ kŶoǁ the ƌaŶk of aŶ eŵissaƌǇ fƌoŵ Ǉouƌ 
ŶeighďoƌiŶg ĐouŶtƌǇ?͟ 

 

Still, that was the fault of the Sorcerous Kingdom. 

 

After all, no information about the Sorcerous Kingdom had flowed out from its borders. Though it had 

declared its own sovereignty for several months now, they had largely restricted themselves to internal 

affairs. This was the first time they had engaged in diplomatic relations of their own accord. 

 

All Zanack knew about Albedo was that she was the leader of the envoys, and the hand of the Sorcerer 

King. 

 

The Eŵpiƌe ǁould pƌoďaďlǇ kŶoǁ… ďut theǇ didŶ͛t tell us aŶǇthiŶg… Well, aŶǇoŶe ǁho ǁould haǀe 
asked for that sort of spell to be used on us must hate us to the bone. 

 

As though sensing his worries, Albedo answered: 

 

͞Though it ŵaǇ Ŷot appeaƌ that ǁaǇ, I haǀe ďeeŶ appoiŶted as the supeƌǀisoƌ ǁho leads all the Flooƌ 
Guardians and Area Guardians within the Sorcerous Kingdom of Ainz Ooal GoǁŶ.͟ 

 

͞Ohh, I see.͟ 

 

He said that, ďut he had Ŷo idea ǁhat ďeiŶg the ͞supeƌǀisoƌ͟ ŵeaŶt. IŶ additioŶ, he ǁas ĐoŵpletelǇ 
Đlueless ƌegaƌdiŶg the ͞Flooƌs͟ of ǁhiĐh she spoke. 
 



Albedo continued speaking, having seemingly seen through his concealed confusion: 

 

͞IŶdeed. I aŵ AiŶz-saŵa͛s -- Ŷo, I should saǇ, I aŵ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s seĐoŶd-in-command, the Guardian 

Oǀeƌseeƌ. Peƌhaps that ǁould ďe ŵoƌe appƌopƌiate?͟ 

 

͞Ohhh, so that ǁas hoǁ it ǁas!͟ 

 

Ainz-saŵa, it looks like she͛s Đlose eŶough to addƌess hiŵ iŶ that ŵaŶŶeƌ. “o she͛s a ŵaƌĐhioŶess, Ŷo, a 
duĐhess, peƌhaps? I Ŷeed to get this iŶfoƌŵatioŶ ďaĐk to the otheƌs. But still, GuaƌdiaŶ… Oǀeƌseeƌ? 

 

͞TheŶ, Alďedo-sama, permit me to escort Your Grace to the Royal Palace. There are suites in the Royal 

Capital where I pray you will take residence for the time being. My father -- King Ranpossa III is of 

advanced age, so he assigned me the task of meeting you at the gates of the Capital. I pray you will 

foƌgiǀe us this slight.͟ 

 

͞It is fiŶe.͟ 

 

Her smile had not changed at all. 

 

Normally, she should have been thanking the Prince. However, he could clearly sense who was the 

superior party from her attitude. 

 

Zanack was gushing cold sweat from his back. This was because he understood that forging good 

relations with them would probably be a very difficult task. 

 

͞...IŶ additioŶ, ǁe ǁould ŶoƌŵallǇ ƌiŶg the ďells iŶ ĐeleďƌatioŶ, ďut the uŶfoƌtuŶate ŵisuŶdeƌstaŶdiŶg 
between our countries led to tragedy, so please forgive us for not doing so. In addition, the common folk 

do Ŷot Ǉet kŶoǁ of Ǉouƌ aƌƌiǀal, so please take that iŶto ĐoŶsideƌatioŶ.͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse, it is Ŷot a pƌoďleŵ.͟ 

 

He had no idea what would the people would do if they knew that an emissary of the Sorcerer King had 

Đoŵe to Đall oŶ theŵ. IŶ that ƌespeĐt, Alďedo͛s answer was a great relief. 

 

Is it better to think that I owe her a favor? 

 

He was not at all worried that the envoys would be attacked by an angry mob. Those Death Cavaliers -- 

indeed, everyone present was probably very strong, even within the Sorcerous Kingdom. He could easily 

believe that each of them was a match for that Gazef Stronoff. 

 

͞TheŶ, ŵaǇ I ask a feǁ ƋuestioŶs of ŵǇ oǁŶ?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse! I ǁill aŶsǁeƌ as loŶg as it is iŶ ŵǇ poǁeƌ to do so.͟ 

 



͞Well theŶ, Đould Ǉou tell ŵe of the itiŶeƌaƌǇ afteƌ ǁe ƌeaĐh the ‘oǇal PalaĐe?͟ 

 

͞Yes! Fiƌst, theƌe is a diŶŶeƌ sĐheduled ǁith ŵǇself aŶd the ƌest of the ‘oǇal FaŵilǇ toŶight. Toŵoƌƌoǁ, 
we will visit the theaters in the day to watch the dances and hold a dinner party at night, where all the 

nobles of the Kingdoŵ ǁill ďe iŶǀited. The daǇ afteƌ that ǁill featuƌe a ĐoŶĐeƌt ďǇ the PalaĐe͛s oƌĐhestƌa 
-- afteƌ ǁhiĐh ǁe ǁill ďegiŶ the diploŵatiĐ ŶegotiatioŶs.͟ 

 

͞“o that͛s hoǁ it is… theŶ, I tƌust theƌe ǁill ďe Ŷo issues if ǁe deĐide to fƌeelǇ touƌ the Đapital?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse. We shall seleĐt eǆĐeptioŶal kŶights to seƌǀe as Ǉouƌ guaƌds.͟  
 

Although the word itself meant to defend them, it also implied observation, and even to restrain them if 

the need arose. 

 

͞MaǇ I kŶoǁ ǁhiĐh plaĐes iŶteƌest Ǉou?͟ 

 

They would need to completely lock down the area on that day, to make it impossible for commoners to 

go near that place. 

 

͞No… theƌe aƌe Ŷo plaĐes ǁhiĐh paƌtiĐulaƌlǇ iŶteƌest ŵe. “iŶĐe I do Ŷot kŶoǁ ǁhiĐh loĐatioŶs aƌe ǁoƌth 
visiting in the capital, could you guide me on a tour?͟  
 

͞UŶdeƌstood. I shall ŵake the appƌopƌiate pƌepaƌatioŶs.͟ 

 

Albedo smiled as she nodded. 

 

-Part 3- 

 

For the past month or so, Philip felt that he was one of the luckiest men of the Kingdom. 

 

He was arguably the luckiest such man, if he did say so himself. However, modesty was a virtue. Besides, 

there might be other nobles luckier than himself, so it would be best not to speak in absolutes. 

 

Nobles -- huh. 

 

Philip tightened up his smile while smoothing out his clothes. 

 

This was only the second time he had participated in a noble party like this. Still, perhaps he should say 

that this was expected of a dinner gala organized by the Royal Family -- the sheer decadence of this 

event outshone the one he had previously attended. 

 

The formal attire of the other guests seemed much more costly than the ones at the earlier party. How 

much did their outfits cost, anyway? Philip glanced at his own clothes, and began to feel a little 

frustrated. 



 

As he thought, the upper-class nobles had really awesome clothes. 

 

The noblewomen in their fancy dresses all had smiles on their faces, but were those smiles mocking him 

for his plain attire? Philip could not help but think that way, even without any basis for such thoughts. 

When he looked around, he imagined all the surrounding nobles laughing at him. 

 

It͛s all ďeĐause theƌe͛s Ŷo ŵoŶeǇ. 
 

If his doŵaiŶ ǁas ǁealthieƌ, he ǁould haǀe ďeeŶ aďle to affoƌd ďetteƌ Đlothes. Hoǁeǀeƌ, Philip͛s doŵaiŶ 
had never been that prosperous to begin with. Even his clothes now had been hastily stitched together 

fƌoŵ his oldeƌ ďƌotheƌ͛s foƌŵal ǁeaƌ. As a ƌesult, theǇ still felt a little tight aƌouŶd the shouldeƌs. 
 

Well, ŵoŶeǇ͛s sĐaƌĐe ďeĐause the heads uŶtil Ŷoǁ ǁeƌe useless. “o oŶĐe I ďeĐoŵe the Ŷeǆt head, I͛ll 
make my domain more wealthier. 

 

Philip was the third son of his noble family. 

 

Similar to commoners, third sons were not beings which were particularly welcome in noble families. No 

matter how rich a family was, splitting its assets multiple ways would ultimately weaken it. Therefore, it 

was all inherited by the eldest son. In this respect, the nobles followed the same basic principle as the 

commoners. 

 

Perhaps a wealthier family might be able to give a third son some financial support. Perhaps they could 

count on connections to other noble families and foster him out. However, this was not the case for 

Philip͛s faŵilǇ. 
 

Once the eldest son came of age -- in other words, when the chances of him dying of disease were 

greatly decreased -- the third son Philip became unnecessary to his family. 

 

Would he be given a bit of money and then chased out of the family home? Or perhaps he would be 

sent to live with a poor family and work like a peasant. He could only see tragedy waiting in both options. 

Yet, things had not unfolded that way. Instead, he was making his debut at a grand society ball. 

 

That was why Philip felt he was lucky. 

 

The first bit of luck was his elder brother, the second son, dying of illness before he came of age. 

 

Since his eldest brother -- the first son -- was already a man by then, there was no longer any value to 

his elder brother, the second son. In addition, theirs was not a wealthy fief, and they could only use 

herbs instead of priests to treat him. In the end, his condition had taken a turn for the worse, and he 

became an invalid. 

 



At this point, Philip was now elevated to the position of a spare. His value had risen from that of a 

farmer to that of a butler. 

 

Things like these were not uncommon. 

 

However, what had catapulted Philip into the upper crust was the result of Philip͛s Ŷeǆt stƌoke of luĐk. 
 

“eǀeƌal Ǉeaƌs afteƌ ƌeaĐhiŶg adulthood, it ǁas tiŵe foƌ Philip͛s eldeƌ ďƌotheƌ to take oǀeƌ the faŵilǇ 
estate. Then, that war with the Empire had broken out. If it had been like previous years, it should have 

ended after a few bumps and scrapes. Therefore, it was a safe way to obtain a battle record, and a point 

of pride for his family that they had pledged men to the battle. 

 

However, his elder brother had not come back. 

 

He had ďeeŶ ĐoŶsuŵed ďǇ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ŵagiĐ, aŶd perished with the twenty peasants that went 

with him. 

 

Philip could not forget the instant of joy he felt when he heard that news. It was the joy he had 

cultivated ever since becoming a spare. 

 

His body was missing, and so was the suit of full plate armor passed down from his ancestors. Still, that 

was not a big problem. Once his domain grew wealthier, he would make a better suit of armor for 

himself. The more important thing was that the title of estate heir had gone from unattainable to 

practically his. 

 

The timing for that was perfect. 

 

If his brother had died after inheriting the family estate, Philip would have had to spend his time waiting 

for his nephew to grow into a man. However, since his brother had died without claiming his inheritance, 

his lordship was a done deal. 

 

It was as though the Sorcerer King had gone out of his way to arrange all this for Philip. 

 

Because of that, Philip even felt something like a hint of goodwill to the Sorcerer King that he had never 

met before. If only he could convey his gƌatitude diƌeĐtlǇ to the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s eŵissaƌǇ. 
 

In addition-- 

 

That͛s ƌight. I͛ŵ goiŶg to ƌide oŶ ŵǇ stƌeak of luĐk. Hoǁ ĐaŶ I let suĐh a good ĐhaŶĐe get aǁaǇ ďefoƌe ŵǇ 
eyes? 

 

Philip͛s heaƌt ďlazed like a ďoŶfiƌe. 
 



He could only think of his father and elder brother as idiots after seeing what they had been doing all 

this tiŵe. WhǇ doŶ͛t Ǉou do this? WoŶ͛t this ďƌiŶg Ǉou ŵoƌe ďeŶefits? Of Đouƌse, he Ŷeǀeƌ told theŵ 
that sort of thing to their faces. 

 

That was because none of the gains made would trickle down to him. Neither would any prestige for 

doing so be his. Therefore, over a long time, Philip had cooked up ideas on how to properly administer 

his fief and stored them in his heart. 

 

I will let the nearby lords know that I am the one who deserves this title. I will let Father know how poor 

his taste was in choosing Onii-sama. Selling the good-quality wheat and vegetables to those traders -- no, 

what should I do? That would draw too much attention, and what if my revolutionary proposal was 

stolen bǇ otheƌs? “till, theƌe͛s Ŷo ŵoŶeǇ ǁithout tƌade. I Ŷeed to fiŶd tight-lipped and reliable 

merchants -- in other words, not that guy. 

 

Philip͛s faĐe tǁisted as he ƌeĐalled the faĐe of that ŵeƌĐhaŶt. 
 

The unpleasant memory of that man outmatched his joy at being able to stand in this lavish hall. 

 

How dare he look down on me! Although I have to bear it for now, once I find a better merchant in the 

‘oǇal Capital, I͛ll ďoot hiŵ aǁaǇ! I͛ǀe alƌeadǇ got ĐoŶŶeĐtioŶs of ŵǇ oǁŶ! 
 

Philip had already found his own underground connections during his few weeks in the Royal Capital. His 

pride at this chased away the unhappiness in his heart. 

 

As eǆpeĐted of ŵe, I͛ǀe alƌeadǇ got ŵǇ path all ŵapped out. I͛ll ŵake ŵǇ doŵaiŶ ƌiĐh aŶd oďtaiŶ a huge 
fortune. Those idiots who looked doǁŶ oŶ ŵe ǁill see ǁho͛s the tƌue idiot Ŷoǁ. 
 

Just as Philip was envisioning his glorious golden future, a male voice rang through the hall. 

 

͞Ladies aŶd geŶtleŵeŶ! I pƌeseŶt to Ǉou the leadeƌ of the eŶǀoǇs fƌoŵ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ, Alďedo-

saŵa!͟ 

 

At this ŵoŵeŶt, the gƌaŶd hall͛s oƌĐhestƌa loǁeƌed theiƌ iŶstƌuŵeŶts, aŶd the ŵood of joǀialitǇ iŶ the aiƌ 
died down. 

 

Judging by the noises, it would seem the master of ceremonies had just announced the star of the feast 

which the Royal Family was hosting.  

 

͞Alďedo-sama serves as the right hand of the His Majesty the Sorcerer King in the Sorcerous Kingdom, 

and commands a position equivalent to that of a prime minister as Guardian Overseer. Albedo-sama will 

gƌaĐe us aloŶe this eǀeŶiŶg.͟ 

 

A soft ǁoŵaŶ͛s ǀoiĐe said, ͞Huh, aloŶe?͟. A ǁealthǇ-looking noble standing nearby chastised her with a 

͞Quiet, Ǉou.͟ Philip felt a little suƌpƌised at this. 



 

Coming by oneself is all well and good. But to think someone like that would serve as an emissary! Does 

the Sorcerous Kingdom truly have such high hopes for the Kingdom? 

 

As Philip wondered what sort of man this emissary would turn out to be, he looked toward the doors by 

which the master of ceremonies was standing. 

 

͞TheŶ, let us ǁelĐoŵe the leadeƌ of the eŶǀoǇs, Alďedo-saŵa!͟ 

 

As the great doors opened, the entire hall fell silent. 

 

A goddess-like woman was there. Her perfect features were more beautiful than any peasant, more 

ďeautiful thaŶ aŶǇ ǁhoƌe iŶ the KiŶgdoŵ͛s ďƌothels, ŵoƌe ďeautiful thaŶ aŶǇ ǁoŵaŶ Philip had ever 

seen before. Of course, the Princess he had seen earlier was pretty, but Philip preferred what he was 

seeing now. 

 

Her clothes were beautiful as well. Her platinum dress was accented with golden hair ornaments, while 

the lower half of her dress was covered by what seemed like black feathered wings. Her reflection in the 

magical lights above made it seem as though she were glowing. 

 

Philip looked at the woman who had spoken earlier. She was standing in place with a retarded look on 

her face. 

 

What͛s this, ǁhat͛s this. Is this the soƌt of faĐe the ĐoŵpaŶioŶ of soŵe ďig-name noble ought to have? 

You look just like a roadside peasant. 

 

The elatioŶ he felt at at the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s ǀiĐtoƌǇ -- to which he was favourably inclined -- made 

the joy of victory surge up in his heart. 

 

͞We ǁelĐoŵe Ǉouƌ pƌeseŶĐe, Alďedo-doŶo.͟ 

 

Ranpossa III rose to welcome Albedo. 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ, I aŵ gƌateful foƌ this ƌeĐeptioŶ.͟ 

 

Philip Đould oŶlǇ see the side of Alďedo͛s faĐe, ďut ǁheŶ he saǁ Alďedo͛s teŶdeƌ sŵile, he ǁas acutely 

aware of one thing. 

 

“he͛s ďeautiful ďeǇoŶd ǁoƌds... 
 

͞I do hope Ǉou ǁill foƌgiǀe ŵe foƌ takiŶg a seat, due to ŵǇ age. TheŶ, Ŷoďles of the KiŶgdoŵ. Ouƌ ŵaiŶ 
guest has aƌƌiǀed. Please, eŶjoǇ Ǉouƌselǀes to Ǉouƌ heaƌts͛ ĐoŶteŶt toŶight. TheŶ, Alďedo-dono, I hope 

you will enjoy yourself as well. 

 



͞MǇ thaŶks, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

Albedo smiled sweetly to him. 

 

He snuck a peek at that noblewoman from earlier, and saw that she was mumbling something about 

͞she didŶ͛t loǁeƌ heƌ head͟ oƌ soŵethiŶg aloŶg those liŶes. Philip cast aside that foolish woman and her 

foolish words and instead feasted his eyes on that world-class beauty. 

 

He burned the image of her speaking closely with Princess Renner into his mind. 

 

If only I could make that woman mine... 

 

He understood that it would be a very difficult task. However, when one thought about it, it was not 

completely impossible. 

 

Once my fief becomes wealthy, the other nobles will start introducing their daughters to me. The 

wealthier I get, the better the girls will be. EǀeŶ that PƌiŶĐess, eǀeŶ that eŵissaƌǇ isŶ͛t out of the 
question! 

 

Philip felt a wave of heat surge up from his lower body. 

 

Well, the Gƌeat Noďles usuallǇ haǀe a ĐoŶĐuďiŶe oƌ thƌee… the ďest Đase ǁould ďe if I Đould eŶjoǇ those 
two beauties at the same time. 

 

Philip looked back and forth between Renner and Albedo. 

 

Philip hurriedly picked up a beverage from nearby before his fantasies grew out of control,. It would be 

very bad if he got hard here. The cool sensation of the drink sliding down his throat helped him regain a 

measure of calm. 

 

Coŵe to thiŶk of it, hoǁ did theǇ ŵake this iĐe? Is it ŵagiĐ… 

 

The oŶlǇ people iŶ Philip͛s estate ǁho Đould use ŵagiĐ ǁeƌe the pƌiests. While theǇ Đould help Đuƌe 
illness, they would demand money for doing so. They would ask for an appropriate payment if they had 

to make ice. 

 

“iŶĐe theǇ͛ƌe iŶ ŵǇ doŵaiŶ, I͛ll haǀe theŵ heal ŵe foƌ fƌee Ŷeǆt tiŵe. A ŵeƌe ƌesideŶt daƌiŶg to Đhaƌge 
his lord money, how ridiculous is that! 

 

Philip made a mental note of this new way to deal with the priests in future. 

 

He looked forward to getting to work on his domain once he returned. He could imagine all his brilliant 

ideas being put into action, lighting up his life with golden radiance. 

 



--Oya? 

 

When he looked back to Albedo, he saw her standing by herself. 

 

There were many nobles around, but nobody knew how to approach her. 

 

The “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ, huh… What ǁill ďeĐoŵe of the KiŶgdoŵ afteƌ this? 

 

Philip did not particularly care what happened to the Kingdom, but it would be troublesome if it affected 

his estate. 

 

That being the case-- 

 

Philip shuddered at the idea he had just had. 

 

--Oi oi, doŶ͛t thiŶk aďout suĐh daŶgeƌous thiŶgs. It͛s just… ǁell, it͛s Ŷot eǆaĐtlǇ a ďad ŵoǀe, ƌight? Hoǁ 
should I saǇ this… I ĐaŶ͛t ďelieǀe I aĐtuallǇ thought of an idea like that... 

 

He looked at the side of Alďedo͛s loŶelǇ faĐe. 
 

Theƌe͛s Ŷo use iŶ ďeiŶg thiƌd. Theƌe͛s Ŷo poiŶt iŶ ďeiŶg seĐoŶd. The ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg is to ďe the 
first. 

 

The emissary of the Sorcerous Kingdom looked like she had been outcast because nobody was talking to 

her. Philip had read about how ladies were quite vulnerable to this sort of thing. 

 

Do it. You have to make a gamble to get a return. The chance to rise has come because everything has 

ĐhaŶged. I͛ŵ a luĐkǇ ŵaŶ, so I should ŵake good use of my luck. 

 

Philip͛s faŵilǇ had alǁaǇs ďeeŶ ďouŶd to a faĐtioŶ, ďut theǇ ǁeƌe tǇpiĐallǇ at the tail eŶd of that faĐtioŶ. 
There were only so many benefits he could gain from continuing to be bound to that faction. 

 

Then, he recalled some words he had heaƌd ƌeĐeŶtlǇ. A ĐeƌtaiŶ ǀeƌǇ skiŶŶǇ ŵistƌess had said, ͞WhǇ Ŷot 
ŵake a faĐtioŶ of Ǉouƌ oǁŶ?͟ 

 

After making up his mind, Philip downed the glass of wine he had been holding all this time. 

 

It was unlike the watery wine he had drunk at home. It felt like his throat and belly were burning. As 

though propelled by the heat which rose from his belly, Philip stepped forward. 

 

͞Alďedo-saŵa, ŵiŶd if I Đut iŶ?͟ 

 

Thanks to his voice, Albedo turned her smile to him. 

 



He was not just blushing because of the wine. 

 

͞Aƌa, hoǁ do Ǉou do--͟ 

 

Her brows creased for a moment, as though deep in thought. Philip immediately realized what she was 

looking for. 

 

͞I aŵ Philip.͟ 

 

͞Oh? Ah, Loƌd Philip -- no, Philip-saŵa. It is aŶ hoŶoƌ to ŵeet Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞The pleasuƌe is all ŵiŶe, Albedo-saŵa. NothiŶg Đould delight ŵe ŵoƌe thaŶ to ŵake Ǉouƌ aĐƋuaiŶtaŶĐe.͟ 

 

Philip was keenly aware that the air around him seemed to have changed. 

 

A quick glance aside revealed that the higher-ranked nobles had looks of shock on their faces. 

 

He could not stem the joy within him as he realised all eyes at the dinner party sponsored by the Royal 

Family were on him. 

 

I, I͛ŵ Ŷoǁ, I͛ŵ Ŷoǁ the ĐeŶteƌ of atteŶtioŶ! 
 

To think that he -- who had only eaten cold meals in the past -- was now the focus of these people who 

stood at the pinnacle of the Kingdom. As he thought about this, an unexpected excitement took control 

of Philip. 

 

That͛s ƌight! I͛ŵ Philip! WatĐh ŵe! WatĐh the ŵaŶ ǁho ǁill ďe the ĐeŶtƌal figuƌe of the KiŶgdoŵ! 
 

Philip racked his brains, and then made the biggest bet in his life. 

 

That was to say, he invited Albedo to the ball a couple of days later. 

 

*** 

 

͞You ŵoƌoŶ!͟ 

 

That ƌeďuke eǆtiŶguished Philip͛s eǆĐiteŵeŶt. Yet, at the saŵe tiŵe, it lit a flaŵe ǁithiŶ his heaƌt. It ǁas 
a fire that seemed to consume all the fuel Philip had hidden within his heart his entire life. 

 

Philip looked disdainfully at the white-haired man before him. 

 

͞I didŶ͛t seŶd Ǉou theƌe foƌ that soƌt of thiŶg! You iŵďeĐile!͟ 

 

Philip sighed as his father asked him about the dinner at the Royal Palace. 



 

͞IŶ the fiƌst plaĐe, that iŶǀitatioŶ to the ‘oǇal diŶŶeƌ ǁould Ŷeǀeƌ haǀe Đoŵe to ouƌ house. I ǁoƌked ŵǇ 
fingers to the bone to secure it so you could express your gratitude to the Counts and the other nobles 

while you made yourself known to them!: 

 

The ‘oǇal FaŵilǇ͛s diŶŶeƌ paƌtǇ gatheƌed people fƌoŵ ďoth faĐtioŶs. WheŶ this happeŶed, the faĐt that 
the head of a family had changed would probably not come up. Thus, nobody would pay too much 

attention to that fact and he would be readily accepted by others. After that, once they had tacitly 

acknowledged him, it would be quite difficult for them to protest that fact. 

 

IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, Philip͛s fatheƌ had Ŷo faith iŶ his aďilities at all. He felt that if he had tƌied to iŶtƌoduĐe 
himself to the other members of his faction in the normal manner, he would mess something up. 

 

As Philip realised this, he strove to suppress the annoyance within him, and put on a fake smile. 

 

͞No, Ŷo, Fatheƌ. DoŶ͛t get so ǁoƌked up. I ǁas doiŶg this foƌ ouƌ house--͟ 

 

͞--What do Ǉou ŵeaŶ ouƌ house? What Ǉou͛ǀe doŶe is ĐoŵpletelǇ aďsuƌd!͟ 

 

What did he mean, absurd, Philip griped in his heart. Everyone else was a coward without the courage 

to make a move, so why should he not take the first step? 

 

Was he supposed to pretend to be polite to all those incompetent cowards and remain in this pathetic 

place for the rest of his life? 

 

͞Fatheƌ! ThiŶk a little! Although the ƌoad joiŶiŶg the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ aŶd the KiŶgdoŵ is Ƌuite loŶg, 
our domain lies on the middle of it! If the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ ŵakes ǁaƌ oŶ the KiŶgdoŵ, ǁe͛ll 
definitely be drawn into the mess. Therefore, we should forge good relations with the Sorcerous 

KiŶgdoŵ, shouldŶ͛t ǁe?͟ 

 

͞You, Ǉou idiot!͟ 

 

His fatheƌ͛s faĐe ǁas eǀeŶ ƌeddeƌ thaŶ ďefoƌe. 
 

͞Those ďastaƌds fƌoŵ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ killed Ǉouƌ ďƌotheƌ! AŶd Ǉou ǁaŶt to ǁoƌk ǁith theŵ! IsŶ͛t 
that tƌeasoŶ agaiŶst the KiŶgdoŵ?!͟ 

 

So what, Philip thought. 

 

Since the Sorcerous Kingdom was stronger, what was wrong with betraying the Kingdom? All he needed 

to do was pledge vassalage to the Sorcerous Kingdom. What was wrong with the weak following the 

strong? Who had the right to reproach him for it? 

 

͞What oŶ eaƌth aƌe Ǉou thiŶkiŶg?!͟ 



 

Philip Đould Ŷot help ďut feel fƌustƌated at his fatheƌ͛s foolishness. 

 

The fact that he actually had to explain such self-evident things struck him as terribly stupid. Still, it had 

to be said. 

 

͞It͛s siŵple, Fatheƌ. This is foƌ ŵ-͟ 

 

He sǁalloǁed the ǁoƌd ͞ŵǇ͟ the ŵoŵeŶt he thought of it. “ooŶeƌ oƌ lateƌ it ǁould ďe tƌue, but for now, 

it was not entirely his. 

 

͞--Ouƌ doŵaiŶ. It͛s to pƌoteĐt ouƌ seƌfs. The “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ is oǀeƌǁhelŵiŶglǇ poǁeƌful. Moƌe so 
than the Kingdom. That being the case, it would hardly be strange if they attacked the Kingdom. This is a 

way out foƌ ǁheŶ that tiŵe Đoŵes.͟ 

 

͞Cheh! What do Ǉou ŵeaŶ, ǁaǇ out? What do Ǉou thiŶk the suƌƌouŶdiŶg loƌds ǁill thiŶk ǁheŶ theǇ heaƌ 
aďout ǁhat Ǉou͛ǀe doŶe?!͟ 

 

͞TheǇ ǁoŶ͛t Đoŵe aŶd attaĐk us, Ŷot iŶ this daǇ aŶd age.͟ 

 

MaŶǇ people ǁithiŶ Philip͛s doŵaiŶ had died because of that battle. The same applied to the 

suƌƌouŶdiŶg estates. Theƌefoƌe, theǇ ǁould Ŷot haǀe the eǆĐess stƌeŶgth Ŷeeded to attaĐk Philip͛s 
domain. 

 

͞Did Ǉou ĐoŶsideƌ aŶǇthiŶg else?͟ 

 

͞Hah?͟ Philip ƌeplied. He had Ŷo idea ǁhat his fatheƌ ǁas getting at. 

 

͞That͛s ǁhǇ I saǇ Ǉouƌ thiŶkiŶg is shalloǁ. You͛ƌe aĐtiŶg as though Ǉouƌ daǇdƌeaŵs aƌe alƌeadǇ ƌealitǇ. 
This is--͟ 

 

͞--I thiŶk Ǉou should stop theƌe foƌ Ŷoǁ,͟ iŶteƌƌupted the ŵaŶ ǁho had ďeeŶ staŶdiŶg ďehiŶd his fatheƌ 
all this time. 

 

He was the butler who had attended his father all this time. Philip disliked that man, who was the type 

that never let anyone see his feelings. He was one of the people Philip intended to chase out after he 

had solidified his position as the family heir. 

 

His father ǁoƌked to get his ďƌeathiŶg uŶdeƌ ĐoŶtƌol oŶĐe he heaƌd the ďutleƌ͛s ǁoƌds. The ƌed iŶ his 
face receded, leaving a pale, anemic face. 

 

͞...Haaah. Hah. Philip. I haǀe a ƋuestioŶ foƌ Ǉou. Aƌe Ǉou Ŷot afƌaid of ŵakiŶg eŶeŵies of the 
suƌƌouŶdiŶg Ŷoďles?͟ 

 



͞TheǇ͛ƌe ŶothiŶg to ďe sĐaƌed of, Ŷo?͟ 

 

His father rounded his shoulders in disappointment. That response sparked frustration and unease 

within Philip. 

 

Had he missed out something? Still, he could not think of what that might be. 

 

͞MaŶǇ ǇouŶg ŵeŶ died iŶ the battle of the Katze Plains. This will lead to all sorts of problems within the 

next few years. Therefore, the surrounding nobles will need to work closely together in a co-operative 

relationship. This domain will produce food, that domain will weave clothiŶg. NoďodǇ͛s estate is laƌge 
enough to be self-sufficient, nor do we have much money left over. Under these circumstances, who will 

help a faŵilǇ that aĐtiǀelǇ Đouƌts the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s faǀoƌ?͟ 

 

Cold sǁeat ďƌoke out oŶ Philip͛s ďaĐk. His fatheƌ had a point. 

 

͞You kŶoǁ that too, ƌight? Ouƌ deŵesŶe does Ŷot pƌoduĐe aŶǇthiŶg the otheƌs do Ŷot -- we have no 

unique exports. Therefore, they will have no problem with kicking us out of their co-opeƌatiǀe.͟ 

 

Philip racked his brains. He had a good head on his shoulders. He should be able to refute any number of 

his stupid fatheƌ͛s asseƌtioŶs. 
 

͞That͛s ǁhǇ ǁe haǀe to ƌelǇ oŶ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ, Fatheƌ.͟ 

 

His father bade him to continue. 

 

͞OŶĐe ǁe ďuild ties ǁith the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ, ǁe͛ll just haǀe theŵ suppoƌt us.͟ 

 

͞...TheŶ let ŵe ask Ǉou soŵethiŶg. If Ǉou ǁeƌe soŵeoŶe fƌoŵ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ -- no, if you were 

the king of a certain country, and a village from a country that you were at war with asked you for food, 

ǁould Ǉou giǀe it to theŵ?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse. If it ǁas ŵe, I ǁould defiŶitelǇ do so.͟ 

 

͞--WhǇ is that?͟ 

 

͞IsŶ͛t that oďǀious? BǇ doiŶg so, I͛ll shoǁ eǀeƌǇoŶe that I͛ŵ a ŵeƌĐiful ƌuleƌ.͟ 

 

͞...Apaƌt fƌoŵ that?͟ 

 

͞...NothiŶg else.͟ 

 

His fatheƌ͛s jaǁ dƌopped. He ŵust haǀe ďeeŶ iŵpƌessed. “till, that sort of reaction was quite strange. 

After all, the Sorcerer King would surely want to be known as a kind ruler, particularly since the 



Sorcerous Kingdom had been founded on E-Rantel and the area surrounding that city. He would surely 

make some concessions to quieten them down. 

 

͞Is that so… so that͛s ǁhat Ǉou ǁeƌe thiŶkiŶg. Well, if it ǁeƌe ŵe, I ǁould suƌelǇ seŶd aid as ǁell, iŶ 
order to create a casus belli to invade the other country. After that, I would declare war on the Kingdom, 

under the pretext of liďeƌatiŶg that ǀillage ǁhiĐh the KiŶgdoŵ ǁas oppƌessiŶg.͟ 

 

͞Iŵpossiďle. It͛s faŶĐiful thiŶkiŶg. Besides, that soƌt of Đause ǁoŶ͛t ǁoƌk at all.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ, aŶd ǁhǇ do Ǉou thiŶk it͛s iŵpossiďle?͟ 

 

͞Let͛s ďaĐk up a ďit heƌe. Let͛s assuŵe it͛s ƌeallǇ as Ǉou saǇ, Fatheƌ. IsŶ͛t that ŵoƌe of a ƌeasoŶ to 
deepeŶ ouƌ ƌelatioŶship ǁith the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

͞You--͟ 

 

His father was at a loss for words. 

 

͞Haǀe Ǉou Ŷo pƌide at all as a ŶoďleŵaŶ of the KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse I do. Hoǁeǀeƌ, it ǁould ďe ďetteƌ Ŷot to haǀe it thaŶ ďe destƌoǇed, Ŷo?͟ 

 

͞That͛s the deŵoŶ kiŶg ǁho sleǁ Ǉouƌ ďƌotheƌ aŶd ĐouŶtless people of the KiŶgdoŵ ǁith fƌighteŶiŶg 
ŵagiĐ, Ŷo? This is the kiŶg Ǉou͛ƌe puttiŶg foƌǁaƌd.͟ 

 

͞That ǁas ǁaƌ, fatheƌ. What diffeƌeŶĐe does it ŵake if theǇ died to sǁoƌds oƌ spells?͟ 

 

͞...WhǇ is it that Ǉou haǀe so ŵuĐh tƌust iŶ the kiŶg of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

That was not trust, though there was some goodwill there. More importantly, they were all just pawns 

for Philip to play in order to improve his lot in life. 

 

A paǁŶ! That͛s ƌight! To ŵe, eǀeŶ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ, ǁho is feaƌed ďǇ all the 
people of the Kingdom, is little more than a pawn in my hand! 

 

Philip grew excited as he imagined himself playing a massive -- a national-scale -- game of chess. 

 

“till, it͛s oŶlǇ Ŷatuƌal that Fatheƌ ǁould ďe ǁoƌƌied. That said, if I ĐaŶ ƌeďutt hiŵ so easilǇ, it just ŵeaŶs 
that͛s all theƌe is to hiŵ… Although, it ŵight ďe ďest to disĐuss the ŵatteƌ ǁith Alďedo-sama the next 

time we meet. 

 

͞I tiƌe of this… Did Ǉou thaŶk the CouŶt-saŵa foƌ the diŶŶeƌ paƌtǇ? I͛ŵ askiŶg aďout ǁhetheƌ he 
aĐkŶoǁledged Ǉou as the Ŷeǁ faŵilǇ head.͟ 

 



That was the one thing Philip could not accept. 

 

Even if he was the head of the faction, why did he have to bow his head to a count who was nothing 

more than an outsider? 

 

It ǁas the faŵilǇ head͛s pƌeƌogatiǀe to deĐide ǁho the Ŷeǆt leadeƌ of the faŵilǇ ǁould ďe. It had ŶothiŶg 
to do with that count. Now, perhaps if the count had backed him when his brother was around and he 

was still a third son, leading to him becoming the heir, he might have been grateful for that. However, 

that was not the case. Philip had achieved his current position entirely through his own luck. 

 

In other words, there was no reason for him to bow and scrape to him. 

 

Therefore, Philip had not gone before the Count to lower his head and offer his thanks. However, if he 

said that, his fatheƌ ǁould pƌoďaďlǇ get agitated agaiŶ. This ǁas a lie foƌ the sake of his fatheƌ͛s health. 
 

͞Of Đouƌse.͟ 

 

͞I see. That͛s good. “iŶĐe Ǉou͛ǀe doŶe that, theƌe ought to ďe a ǁaǇ. WheŶ the tiŵe Đoŵes, all Ǉou haǀe 
to do is ask the CouŶt foƌ help.͟ 

 

With that done with, just as Philip was beginning to feel at ease, the butler interrupted again from 

behind. 

 

͞--There is one more problem. The matter Philip-sama mentioned at the beginning has not yet been 

resolved. Philip-sama said he was inviting the emissary of the Sorcerous Kingdom to a ball organized by 

this faŵilǇ… What shall ǁe do aďout that?͟ 

 

͞That͛s ƌight, Philip! What ǁeƌe Ǉou thiŶkiŶg? Ouƌ faŵilǇ doesŶ͛t haǀe a plaĐe to host a ďall!͟ 

 

All landlords had an estate in the Royal Capital. 

 

There were small mansions set aside for their visits to the Capital. 

 

Of Đouƌse, theǇ ǁeƌe Ŷot as tiŶǇ as ĐoŵŵoŶeƌs͛ hoŵes. TheǇ ŵight oŶlǇ ďe used a handful of times a 

Ǉeaƌ, ďut theǇ ǁeƌe also a sigŶ of the ŶoďilitǇ͛s poǁeƌ. Theƌefoƌe, theǇ had to ďe laƌge eŶough to 
accommodate the entourage the lords brought with them. However, they were not much larger than 

that, and the interior was not large enough for a ball. 

 

Still, that problem had already been dealt with. 

 

͞It͛s fiŶe. It͛s tƌue that ouƌ estate ĐaŶŶot host suĐh aŶ eǀeŶt, ďut I͛ǀe alƌeadǇ ŵaŶaged to ƌeŶt aŶotheƌ 
plaĐe.͟ 

 

͞Ohh, Đould it ďe the CouŶt?͟ 



 

Philip shook his head at the faint flowering of joǇ oŶ his fatheƌ͛s faĐe. 
 

͞No, it͛s a plaĐe ďeloŶgiŶg to soŵeoŶe I kŶoǁ iŶ the ‘oǇal Capital. The ŵistƌess theƌe said she Đould 
loan it to me. The fact was, I spoke with her before I came back, and she assured me that it would be 

fiŶe.͟ 

 

͞AŶd ǁhat ǁill ǁe haǀe to paǇ foƌ it?͟ 

 

Philip sighed iŶteƌŶallǇ at the ďutleƌ͛s ƋuestioŶ. 
 

“o that͛s the fiƌst thiŶg he asks, huh. 
 

͞It͛s fƌee of Đhaƌge.͟ 

 

͞Fƌee of Đhaƌge, Ǉou saǇ? ...Is that eǀeŶ possiďle?͟ 

 

͞Yes.͟ 

 

The ǁoƌds of the ŵistƌess Đaŵe to Philip͛s ŵiŶd: ͞I haǀe high hopes foƌ Ǉouƌ futuƌe, so I͛ll iŶǀest iŶ Ǉou. 
Hoǁeǀeƌ, I hope Ǉou͛ll ƌetuƌŶ ŵǇ kiŶdŶess iŶ the futuƌe.͟ 

 

͞I do Ŷot ďelieǀe suĐh good foƌtuŶe ǁould fall upoŶ Ǉou just like that… Could Ǉou haǀe ďeeŶ deĐeiǀed?͟ 

Anger blazed up within Philip, but he knew that his father trusted the butler implicitly, so he could not 

rebuke him just yet. 

 

͞I͛ll oǁe a faǀoƌ, ďut siŶĐe I pƌoŵised to ƌetuƌŶ that faǀoƌ, it ǁill ďe fiŶe.͟ 

 

͞...“o that͛s the ǀeŶue takeŶ Đaƌe of, ďut hoǁ aďout the iŶǀitatioŶs? “hall ǁe have the Count send them 

out?͟ 

 

What is he saying, Philip thought. This event was being run by his family to raise their reputation. Why, 

after putting in all that hard work and preparation, did he have to hand over the most beneficial part of 

that to others? 

 

“o that͛s his slaǀe ŵeŶtalitǇ talkiŶg. Hoǁ sad… I doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to eŶd up like hiŵ. 
 

͞It͛ll ďe fiŶe. I͛ǀe asked the ŵistƌess ǁho leŶt ŵe the ǀeŶue to help ŵe ǁith the pƌepaƌatioŶ ǁoƌk. Of 
Đouƌse, I ǁill deĐide the guest list.͟ 

 

͞...“till, it ǁould ďe Ƌuite ƌude Ŷot to let the CouŶt ǀet theŵ. It͛s Ŷot too late to ask the CouŶt foƌ help 
Ŷoǁ. IŶ additioŶ, do Ǉou ƌeallǇ kŶoǁ ǁhiĐh faŵilies to iŶǀite ǁhiĐh ǁoŶ͛t Đause offeŶse?͟ 

 



͞I do, to soŵe eǆteŶt, aŶd I iŶteŶd to iŶǀite soŵe speĐial people this tiŵe. The mistress has already 

giǀeŶ ŵe theiƌ Ŷaŵes.͟  
 

͞You…͟ 

 

Douďt appeaƌed iŶ his fatheƌ͛s eǇes. 
 

͞...Haǀe Ǉou ďeeŶ ŵaŶipulated ďǇ that ŵistƌess͛ ǁoƌds?͟ 

 

͞Fatheƌ! Hoǁ ĐaŶ Ǉou saǇ that? I Đaŵe up ǁith this aŶd ŵade it happeŶ! It͛s tƌue that I had to ďoƌƌoǁ 
some help to do it. But that mistress agreed that my plan had merits after she heard it -- which means 

that she saw that my plan could succeed, and she felt that I could pay the appropriate price! What have 

you been thinking all this while? Under normal circumstances, you should be giving me your full support 

as the Ŷeǆt head of the faŵilǇ!͟ 

 

That ŵuĐh ǁas tƌue. The ŵistƌess had said, ͞I ǁill gladlǇ help Ǉou if Ǉou ǁill alloǁ seǀeƌal Ŷoďles Đlose to 
ŵe to take paƌt.͟ It ǁas ďeĐause ďoth of theŵ had a ŵutuallǇ beneficial relationship that he had gone to 

her for help. He was definitely not being manipulated or anything. 

 

She was completely different from that count who controlled his father, stole all the gains away, and left 

him with nothing. 

 

You͛ƌe the oŶe ǁho͛s ďeiŶg ĐoŶtƌolled, Philip ǁaŶted to saǇ. 
 

͞...Foƌgiǀe ŵe. But ĐaŶ Ǉou tell ŵe the Ŷaŵe of that ŵistƌess?͟ 

 

Philip suppressed his anger. After all, he was talking to someone who had not yet shed his nature as a 

slave. He had to open up his heart and take all this in stride. 

 

͞Heƌ Ŷaŵe is Hilŵa CǇgŶaeus. Haǀe Ǉou heaƌd that Ŷaŵe ďefoƌe?͟ 

 

͞No, I͛ǀe Ŷeǀeƌ heaƌd of heƌ ďefoƌe. Hoǁ aďout Ǉou?͟ 

 

The butler shook his head. Philip was proud that he had managed to acquaint himself with someone 

that even his father, who had long immersed himself in noble society, did not know. 

 

͞I ǁill get the ŵistƌess͛ opiŶioŶ oŶ the ŵatteƌ of the CouŶt. It ŵight ďe tƌouďlesoŵe to ďǇpass heƌ aŶd 
ask the CouŶt foƌ help iŶstead. Is theƌe aŶǇthiŶg else, Fatheƌ?͟ 

 

His exhausted father had no response to this. 

 

Though he was still a little unsatisfied, Philip began putting his plan into motion. The next step was 

sending an invitation to the emissary of the Sorcerous Kingdom, Miss Albedo, and then thinking about 

how to consolidate his position from there. 



 

-Part 4- 

 

A gƌaŶd hall filled Philip͛s eǇes, easilǇ the eƋual toof that ďallƌooŵ iŶ the ‘oǇal PalaĐe -- no, it was even 

better than that. 

 

He could not help but think of how to show this off to others. Granted, Hilma had arranged the 

prepaƌatioŶs foƌ this ǀeŶue. Hoǁeǀeƌ, she had asked hiŵ ďefoƌehaŶd: ͞“hould I aƌƌaŶge foƌ a ƌegulaƌ 
ďallƌooŵ eǀeŶt, oƌ aŶ iŶĐoŵpaƌaďle speĐtaĐle? The latteƌ ǁill ƌeƋuiƌe a heftieƌ faǀoƌ iŶ ƌetuƌŶ?͟ aŶd 
Philip had chosen the latter without any hesitation. 

 

In other words, this ball had been organized by the favor Philip had paid for -- in other words, this was 

an event which corresponded to the effort he had put in. And then, there were the many nobles who 

had gathered here because of him. 

 

It was perfect. However, it was because of this that Philip felt very unhappy about a certain detail. 

 

He had decided the location on the invitation -- though he had to ƌelǇ oŶ otheƌs͛ ǁisdoŵ, the fiŶal 
decision had still been his -- and the wax seal on the letters had belonged to his family. More 

importantly, everyone was here to meet the emissary of the Sorcerous Kingdom. And it was Philip who 

had invited that emissary here. 

 

In other words, he was the organizer and the one who had worked to make this happen, so he was the 

one who should have been receiving words of praise and nods of gratitude. They should have been 

thanking Philip for inviting them to such an event. They should also have been praising his courage in 

inviting the emissary of the Sorcerous Kingdom, who nobody else had dared approach. 

 

Instead, what was happening now? 

 

The first person everyone spoke to once they came here was Hilma. Only after that did they come to 

gƌeet hiŵ. IŶ additioŶ, theǇ oŶlǇ did so ƌeluĐtaŶtlǇ, afteƌ Hilŵa ŵeŶtioŶed Philip͛s Ŷaŵe. What would 

they have done if she had not brought it up? 

 

Since he owed Hilma a favor, he had to bear with the fact that she was more noticeable than he was. 

However, all he felt toward those nobles was annoyance. Going by the basics of noble society, it should 

have been obvious who they should have been addressing first. 

 

That͛s ǁhǇ Ǉou͛ƌe all a useless lot. Cheh, it seeŵs aĐĐeptiŶg Hilŵa͛s suggestioŶ ǁas a ďad idea. 
 

He had iŶǀited the Ŷoďles heƌe ďǇ tappiŶg oŶ Hilŵa͛s iŶtelligeŶĐe. 
 

The nobles he had chosen were newly elevated heads of their families thanks to the war with the 

Sorcerous Kingdom, or those who would soon become the heads of their families. In other words, these 

people were in similar situations to Philip. 



 

The ƌeasoŶ ǁhǇ he had aĐĐepted Hilŵa͛s suggestions was because there were not many people who 

thought like Philip did. If there had been no change in the family leadership, it was very likely that they 

would all only think ill of the Sorcerous Kingdom. 

 

However-- 

 

Is theƌe aŶǇoŶe heƌe ǁho isŶ͛t incompetent? 

 

He looked over the guests who had just arrived, and then he walked toward Hilma. 

 

What a cock-up, Philip thought. 

 

Those idiots buried in their family trees were truly idiots. That was why they had messed up on the 

person to whom they should have first apoken to. Or rather, one could say there was no other reason 

for that. 

 

...No, ďut, isŶ͛t this a good thiŶg? TheǇ ǁoŶ͛t ďe aďle to take leadeƌship ďeĐause theǇ͛ƌe idiots, ƌight? If 
there was a noble here with a better brain than mine, I wouldŶ͛t ďe aďle to take ĐoŵŵaŶd of the Ŷeǁ 
faĐtioŶ that I͛d fouŶd, aŶd ƌegƌetfullǇ, ŵǇ faŵilǇ isŶ͛t that poǁeƌful eitheƌ. 
 

This might be a chance for him. Since this was their error, he would consider them to owe him one for 

not speaking to him first, and then he would collect on it in future. 

 

Just as he was plotting eagerly, Hilma appeared before him. 

 

She was a woman who was little more than a bag of skin and bones. 

 

Her sickly thinness made her look like she had a severe illness. She would probably have been beautiful 

if she had more meat on her bones, but that was already a thing of the past. 

 

͞Philip-saŵa, it seeŵs all the iŶǀited guests haǀe aƌƌiǀed.͟ 

 

͞Is that so?͟ 

 

In other words, they all saw him as number two here, Philip thought. He tried to conceal his feelings of 

inferiority, but Hilma seemed to have seen through him. 

 

She cackled. 

 

͞You seeŵ dissatisfied.͟ 

 

͞No, ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ Ŷot.͟ 

 



Philip smiled. He was a nobleman -- he could deal with such intrigues. 

 

͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to lie. I aŵ Ǉouƌ suppoƌteƌ iŶ this because I stand to gain from it, Philip-sama. We 

ĐaŶŶot haǀe aŶǇ seĐƌets ďetǁeeŶ us.͟ 

 

Her words were tinged with flattery. 

 

That was it. 

 

Philip͛s heaƌt Ƌuiǀeƌed. 
 

This was the proper attitude a commoner should have. 

 

He was finally experiencing the situation he had long looked forward to, and the unhappiness in his 

heart vanished like it had all been a lie. 

 

͞Is soŵethiŶg the ŵatteƌ, Philip-saŵa?͟ 

 

͞No… ǁell, Đoŵe to thiŶk of it, I͛ŵ Ŷot upset, ďut I aŵ uŶeasǇ.͟ 

 

͞What disĐoŵfoƌts Ǉou? Is soŵethiŶg lacking? If that is so, shall I prepare it before the emissary-dono 

aƌƌiǀes?͟ 

 

͞It͛s Ŷot like that,͟ Philip said as he affeĐted a Đough. ͞I siŵplǇ didŶ͛t eǆpeĐt the people heƌe to ďe so… 
unexceptional. Even if I gathered all these people into a faction, I wonder if they could compete with the 

otheƌ faĐtioŶs. That is ǁhat disĐoŵfoƌts ŵe.͟ 

 

͞I see, so that͛s hoǁ it is.͟ 

 

Hilma smiled. 

 

She was too skinny to inspire lust. Even so, her charm was such that it made him gulp. 

 

͞But theŶ, isŶ͛t it ďeĐause theǇ͛ƌe this way that they will need your careful leadership, Philio-sama? I 

wish to call your attention to your domain -- aƌe the peasaŶts theƌe ǀeƌǇ iŶtelligeŶt?͟ 

 

͞No--͟ 

 

͞WhiĐh is ǁhǇ theǇ Ŷeed a ǁise leadeƌ, Ŷo?͟ 

 

͞Yes, iŶdeed, that͛s ƌight.͟ 

 

͞If it͛s Ǉou, Philip-saŵa, I͛ŵ suƌe Ǉou͛ll ďe aďle to steeƌ this faĐtioŶ ǁell. I ǁill also pƌoǀide as ŵuĐh help 
as I ĐaŶ giǀe.͟ 



 

͞BeĐause Ǉou staŶd to gaiŶ fƌoŵ it, aŵ I ƌight?͟ 

 

͞But of Đouƌse. I aŵ helpiŶg Ǉou ďeĐause I aŵ ĐeƌtaiŶ that I ǁill ƌeap ďeŶefits fƌoŵ doiŶg so.͟ 

 

Hilma chuckled. 

 

The aŶgeƌ iŶ Philip͛s heaƌt ǁas ĐoŵpletelǇ goŶe. 
 

Everything Hilma said was correct.  

 

Philip thanked his luck for being able to meet a woman like Hilma. 

 

She had broad contacts, great wealth, and had access to a great many things which Philip could not 

obtain within the Royal Capital. Her explanation for why someone like her would want to curry favor 

with him was also quite reasonable. In addition, his terms of repayment were also very simple, which 

was why he felt at ease in making use of her. 

 

͞If Ǉou help ŵe, I ǁill ŵake Ǉou ǁealthieƌ thaŶ aŶǇ otheƌ ǁoŵaŶ.͟ 

 

Hilŵa͛s eǇes ǁideŶed a little, aŶd theŶ she sŵiled happilǇ. 
 

͞Well, that ǁould ďe Ƌuite delightful. I ǁould ďe glad to ďe aďle to ǁeaƌ a ŶeĐklaĐes set ǁith laƌge 
gemstones like the noblewomen do. Then, please work hard, Philip-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Ah, leaǀe that to ŵe… TheŶ, ŵaǇ I ask aŶotheƌ ƋuestioŶ of ŵǇ Đollaďoƌatoƌ-doŶo?͟ 

 

͞Yes, ďǇ all ŵeaŶs.͟ 

 

͞...MaǇ I kŶoǁ ǁhǇ Ǉou aƌe so sliŵ? Does soŵethiŶg aďout Ǉouƌ ďodǇ tƌouďle Ǉou?͟ 

 

It would be troublesome if she could no longer support him. If even the priests could not heal her, then 

he would have to find someone to replace her, or allow her to recommend a successor. 

 

͞Oh, it is Ŷot a pƌoďleŵ ǁoƌth ŵeŶtioŶiŶg, Ŷo.͟ 

 

͞I͛ǀe heaƌd that soŵe heiƌesses diet to lose ǁeight, is that the ƌeasoŶ?͟ 

 

Hilma smiled. This was the first time Philip had seen a smile which conveyed such unease without 

ǁoƌds.͟ 

 

͞It͛s Ŷot like that. The faĐt is, I ĐaŶ Ŷo loŶgeƌ eat solid food, so I ĐaŶ oŶlǇ ĐoŶsuŵe dƌiŶk, aŶd I ĐaŶ͛t take 
iŶ too ŵuĐh eitheƌ… Ǉes. Please, do Ŷot ǁoƌƌǇ. I ǁill haǀe soŵeoŶe use healiŶg ŵagiĐ if it͛s ďeĐause of 
aŶ illŶess.͟ 



 

Her mood returned to normal, as though nothing had happened. 

 

͞I ǁill defiŶitelǇ Ŷot die ďefoƌe I ƌeap the ƌeǁaƌds of ouƌ acquaintance, Philip-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Oh, ohhh, ƌeallǇ, theŶ that͛s good. Hoǁeǀeƌ… ǁhǇ ĐaŶ͛t Ǉou eat solid food?͟ 

 

That had been nothing more than a throwaway statement, but it had a telling impact. It felt as though 

the eŵotioŶ had falleŶ off Hilŵa͛s faĐe. 
 

The change was greater than before, and it made Philip anxious. 

 

͞Is, is -- soŵethiŶg the ŵatteƌ?͟ 

 

͞Ah, ahhh, ŵǇ apologies. I siŵplǇ ƌeŵeŵďeƌed soŵe thiŶgs.͟ 

 

Hilma covered her mouth as she said that, and she looked very pale. 

 

͞Ah-- my apologies for making you ƌeŵeŵďeƌ soŵethiŶg uŶpleasaŶt.͟ 

 

What had she gone through to make her incapable of eating solid food? While she now enjoyed broad 

soĐial ĐoŶŶeĐtioŶs aŶd eŶough ǁealth to liǀe iŶ deĐadeŶĐe, she ŵust haǀe had a tiŵe ǁheŶ she ĐouldŶ͛t 
eat properly too. He wanted to probe further, but it would probably be a very bad idea to do so. 

 

͞Philip-sama, I believe it is about time to summon the emissary. I believe that if you were to be her 

escort, everyone would look at you with different eyes. That would prove you were the organizer more 

than any number of words -- it ǁould shoǁ ǁho is the ŵost poǁeƌful peƌsoŶ heƌe.͟ 

 

͞Ohh! IŶdeed, that͛s ƌight.͟ 

 

BeĐause she had shoǁed up aloŶe at the ‘oǇal FaŵilǇ͛s diŶŶeƌ paƌtǇ, Philip had thought that soƌt of 
thing was normal. So it was not. It shamed him to know that was not the case, and he put on an act of 

having forgotten but just remembered. 

 

͞EǀeƌǇoŶe ǁill suƌelǇ ďe suƌpƌised. The ŵaŶǇ people ǁho did Ŷot Đoŵe to speak to Ǉou ǁill suƌelǇ feel 
anxious and uneasy, Philip-saŵa.͟ 

 

A sadistiĐ glee aǁoke iŶ Philip͛s heaƌt. “oŵe of the Ŷoďles heƌe ǁeƌe higheƌ-placed than him and had 

larger domains than himself. What sort of expressions would they show him, he who had once been 

regarded as the burden of his family-- 

 

͞That͛s ƌight, it ǁould ďe ďad to keep heƌ ǁaitiŶg. I͛ll head oǀeƌ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, I shall haǀe oŶe of ŵǇ people shoǁ Ǉou the ǁaǇ theƌe.͟ 



 

Led ďǇ oŶe of Hilŵa͛s seƌǀaŶts, Philip set foƌth toǁaƌd the ƌooŵ of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s eŵissaƌǇ, 
Albedo. 

 

He knocked on the door, and then opened it. 

 

What he saw behind that door was a woman whose beauty knew no equal. 

 

She wore a jet-black dress, though not the same one from their encounter in the Royal Palace. Her bare 

shoulders gleamed like alabaster, and while her necklace consisted of large gemstones linked together, 

it did not seem tacky, but instead accentuated her beauty. 

 

How beautiful... 

 

Philip blushed in spite of himself. 

 

͞--TheŶ, shall ǁe?͟ 

 

͞Yes. Please peƌŵit ŵe to ďe Ǉouƌ esĐoƌt.͟ 

 

Philip took a hand that was sheathed in a black lace glove, and helped Albedo up. 

 

A fragrance came from his side. What kind of perfume is this, it makes my heart feels so light. Although 

he subconsciously wanted to sniff at it, that would have been terribly rude. 

 

While the two of them were already walking side by side toward the ballroom, proceeding in silence like 

this made the air seem heavy. Philip struggled to think of an appropriate topic to bring up, but by the 

time he had come up with something, they were already near their destination. 

 

͞Theƌe aƌe ŵaŶǇ Ŷoďles iŶ the ďallƌooŵ. All of theŵ haǀe gatheƌed to see Ǉou, Alďedo-saŵa.͟ 

 

It seemed a little rash, but it nevertheless received an immediate response. 

 

͞Is that ƌeallǇ tƌue? ThaŶk Ǉou foƌ Ǉouƌ assistaŶĐe, Philip-saŵa.͟ 

 

Albedo smiled teŶdeƌlǇ to hiŵ, aŶd Philip͛s heaƌt pouŶded. 
 

While this probably was not the case, could it be that she was starting to like him? 

 

He was a man who would soon stand at the top of a great faction. In contrast, the Sorcerous Kingdom 

wielded overwhelming military power, but for now it was little more than a city-state. 

 

When one thought of it that way, he was quite the catch himself. 

 



Not to mention, he was unmarried too. 

 

͞Coŵe to thiŶk of it, aƌe Ǉou alƌeadǇ ǁed, Alďedo-saŵa?͟ 

 

Albedo froze. He had seen her gentle smile several times already, but this was the first time he had seen 

that expression on her. 

 

Philip felt shame creep up through him as he realised that he had asked an inappropriate question. 

 

͞What a stƌaŶge thiŶg to ask, Philip-sama. Regretfully, I do not yet have a partner in that capacity, and I 

aŵ sadlǇ siŶgle.͟ 

 

͞Is that so? GiǀeŶ Ǉouƌ ďeautǇ, I ǁould haǀe eǆpeĐted the suitoƌs to Đoŵe thiĐk aŶd fast, Alďedo-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Fufu -- it is quite a surprise that no such suitors have come my way. Still, such offers would be quite 

tƌouďliŶg foƌ ŵe, so it is haƌdlǇ a ďad thiŶg, iŶ ŵǇ opiŶioŶ.͟ 

 

͞Is that so...͟ 

 

Befoƌe he ƌeaĐhed the dooƌ, Philip plaĐed his haŶd oŶ Alďedo͛s fƌagƌaŶt shouldeƌ, aŶd ŵade to sloǁlǇ 
pull her over to him. 

 

There was a strange gichiri sound. The walking corpse looked to his right to see where it came from. 

 

͞Did soŵethiŶg happeŶ?͟ 

 

His tiny doubts faded away as Albedo asked him that question with a smile on her face. 

 

͞No, it͛s ŶothiŶg. TheŶ, please alloǁ ŵe.͟ 

 

*** 

 

What exactly did their eyes see? 

 

How did this scene appear to these fancily-dressed nobles?  

 

Hilma was interested in the answers to those questions 

 

First-class cuisine, first-class servants, first-class utensils, first-class music, and below third-rate trash 

nobles. 

 

The people gathered here were largely good-for-nothing wastes of food, third sons and below who were 

the spares of spares. They had been forced to bow their heads to the world for various reasons and 

were filled with resentment. 



 

The looks on their faces said everything. 

 

Many of them expressed the carefree joy of liberation. Many others were consumed by the flames of 

desire. To these people, this place was one where they could fully indulge their vanity. 

 

Then again, this place had always been intended to be a feeding ground. 

 

Noble society in the Kingdom was now in a state of chaos. 

 

It had been several months since the war with the Sorcerous Kingdom, but the scars it left behind were 

large and could not fully heal. Several factions had dissolved because of this and new ones had risen to 

take their place. The upper-class noble houses had been displaced by the those families which had 

previously been lower-ranking. 

 

The current chaos in the Kingdom was an incredibly good chance for all those people who were 

unaligned to any of the factions. No, it might be their last chance. If the factions established themselves 

again, they might find themselves banished to the sidelines once more.  

 

Because of that, this gathering was a gigantic feeding ground for them. 

 

It was one where hungry fish would lure the small fry into their bellies. 

 

In contrast, would the small fry be eaten without them ever noticing? Or would they realize something 

and skilfully disengage? Or perhaps -- would there be nobles filled with desire who would turn their 

tables on their would-be devourers? 

 

After studying this scene for nearly an hour, Hilma concluded that there were no nobles here which 

could be considered first-rate, the kind which she wanted to ensnare with all her might. 

 

Even so, she was not disappointed by this outcome. Indeed, she would be worried if there were any 

first-rate nobles parading themselves in a dangerous place like this. 

 

She had been quite careful when sending out her invitations, but Hilma did not think she was perfect. 

There would surely be someone from one of the factions in here. 

 

Still, that would be interesting, she thought. 

 

The more she had to say in her report, the more her own value would rise. This was not a bad thing at all 

for her. 

 

TheŶ, it͛s aďout time, no? 

 

It had been an hour and a half since the ball started, so it was the appointed time. 



 

Hilŵa͛s ƌeal ǁoƌk ǁas oŶlǇ ďegiŶŶiŶg. 
 

--It was frightening. 

 

Her previous arrogance vanished as if it had been nothing more than a lie. 

 

Perhaps a gentle term like ͞fƌighteŶiŶg͟ ǁould Ŷot ďe aďle to eŶĐoŵpass the sheeƌ teƌƌoƌ that ǁelled up 
from her stomach. She thought of fleeing with all her might as she imagined the hell that awaited her if 

she displeased them. 

 

Of course, if she actually did that, she would assuredly suffer a fate which would make that hell feel like 

blissful paradise. 

 

As a member of the Eight Fingers, she had handed down many assassination orders to her underlings. 

She had also ordered people to be tormented before they were killed. But compared to what those 

monsters had done, her orders overflowed with the milk of human kindness. 

 

͞--Hilŵa.͟ 

 

The voice from behind startled her, and her shoulders twitched. 

 

When she turned around, she saw the stupidest man in this hall. 

 

͞Hŵ? Is soŵethiŶg ǁƌoŶg?͟ 

 

͞No, WalkiŶg Coƌpse-saŵa, ŶothiŶg is ǁƌoŶg.͟ 

 

Hilma concealed her true emotions within her smile. Among those emotions was anger at being 

surprised by a piece of trash like him. 

 

͞Alďedo-sama wanted to rest for about ten minutes, so I came to find Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞That is Ƌuite ƌeasoŶaďle, giǀeŶ that she ǁas speakiŶg ǁith all those guests. I uŶdeƌstaŶd; theŶ, I shall 
accompany Albedo-saŵa to the ďƌeak ƌooŵ.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ? TheŶ, I shall go too.͟ 

 

What the hell is he talking about? That was the reply Hilma wanted to give. No, it might be that he had 

sensed something. 

 

With caution in her heart, Hilma continued her act: 

 

͞I feel it ǁould ďe ďetteƌ Ŷot to do so.͟ 



 

͞WhǇ is that? I ǁas ďǇ Alďedo-saŵa͛s side uŶtil just Ŷoǁ. It shouldŶ͛t ďe stƌaŶge foƌ us to go togetheƌ, 
ƌight?͟ 

 

Now, Hilma was sure that this man had not suspected anything. 

 

In other words, he was a moron among morons, a good-for-nothing with neither the knowledge or the 

etiquette to be a nobleman. 

 

͞I feaƌ that if a ladǇ is aĐĐoŵpaŶied to the ƌest aƌea ďy a gentleman who is not her husband, it might 

lead to the spƌead of… iŶappƌopƌiate ƌuŵoƌs foƌ ďoth paƌties.͟ 

ǋ不是丈夫的男性同伴在女性休᚟的场所这件һ，我认为会给诸位来宾提供各式各样不ᚠ当的话

题呢ǌ 

 

͞Ahhh. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ŵǇ plaŶ is to iŵŵediatelǇ ƌetuƌŶ oŶĐe I get theƌe.͟ 

 

͞EǀeŶ so, it is Ŷot Ƌuite appƌopriate. I understand your concern for her as the host of this event. 

However, I am also the provider of the venue, so please allow me to take on this responsibility and 

escort Albedo-saŵa safelǇ to the ƌest aƌea.͟ 

 

͞Ahh…͟ 

 

It looked like he was going to say something else, so Hilma waited in silence for him to finish. 

 

The truth was, she wanted to get this over with as soon as possible, but unfortunately, this imbecile was 

also the driving force behind this gathering. She could not be too rude towards him. 

 

͞What do Ǉou thiŶk I should do iŶ oƌdeƌ to joiŶ ŵǇself to heƌ iŶ ŵatƌiŵoŶǇ?͟ 

 

͞Haaaah?!͟  
 

Hilma had completely forgotten to stay in character because of his words. 

 

͞Eh? “aǇ ǁhat?͟ 

 

͞As iŶ, a ǁaǇ to haǀe Alďedo-saŵa ŵaƌƌǇ ŵe.͟ 

 

Seriously?! 

 

Hilma desperately fought the urge to shout those words. She could hardly believe anyone could actually 

ďe that stupid. AĐĐoƌdiŶg to Hilŵa͛s iŶfoƌŵatioŶ, the peƌsoŶ he ǁas ĐouƌtiŶg ǁas the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s 
right hand -- in other words, someone who held a position equivalent to that of a prime minister. It was 

unthinkable for a low-class noble from a neighboring country to actually utter those words to someone 

like her.. 



 

Perhaps if he had asked to marry Princess Renner instead, Hilma might have been less shocked. 

 

͞Ahhh, ďut Ǉou see, I͛ŵ a ŵaŶ ǁho ŵaŶaged to gatheƌ this ŵaŶǇ Ŷoďles too. I doŶ͛t thiŶk I͛ŵ that faƌ 
ďehiŶd heƌ, ǁhat do Ǉou thiŶk?͟ 

 

Without heƌ ƌealiziŶg it, Hilŵa͛s thƌoat had ĐoŶtƌaĐted tightlǇ. 
 

Even though she knew those things would not be sliding down her throat, the unease and terror of the 

trauma she had suffered drove her to do so. 

 

No, that ǁas Ŷot a thiŶg ǁhiĐh Đould ďe suŵŵed up ǁith the ǁoƌd ͞tƌauŵa͟. 
 

What if that person heard those foolish words, which held zero appeal to women? What would happen? 

It would be good if only the walking corpse had to bear those consequences. But if she was to be 

punished for it as well, that black hell might well be waiting for her. 

 

͞IŶ, iŶ aŶǇ Đase, it͛s haƌdlǇ ǁoƌkaďle. I heaƌd she holds a positioŶ eƋuiǀaleŶt to that of a prime minister 

iŶ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ. That is to saǇ, she ǁould ďe a duĐhess iŶ the KiŶgdoŵ.͟ 

 

͞But isŶ͛t the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ a tiŶǇ ŵaƌďle of a ĐitǇ-state?͟ 

 

͞No, Ŷo, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t speak of it that ǁaǇ.͟ 

 

Those words, which seemed to sneer at the Sorcerous Kingdom, made Hilma break out in goosebumps. 

 

It was true that in terms of territory, the Sorcerous Kingdom was not large, even with the Katze Plains 

factored in. However, was their military power not overwhelmingly superior? Regardless of how much 

effort one put into trade, diplomacy and other fields, relationships between nations were still decided 

ďǇ theiƌ Đoŵpaƌatiǀe ŵilitaƌǇ stƌeŶgths. It did Ŷot ŵatteƌ hoǁ laƌge a ŶatioŶ͛s teƌƌitoƌǇ ǁas, ďeĐause 
once that nation lost, it would all be taken away. 

 

If he did not even understand that fact, then how could she possibly explain it in a way that this twit 

could understand? 

 

Hilma pondered deeply, but could not find an answer. After all, wisdom and stupidity were two sides of 

the same coin. 

 

In the end, she had to reason it out for him. 

 

͞It ĐaŶŶot ďe doŶe. Theƌe is Ŷo ĐhaŶĐe that ǁoŵaŶ ǁould ǁed Ǉou, WalkiŶg Coƌpse-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞...But I thought the ŵood ǁas pƌettǇ good. DidŶ͛t the tǁo of us look good togetheƌ ǁheŶ ǁe ŵade ouƌ 
eŶtƌaŶĐe?͟ 



 

“o that͛s what he was thinking, Hilma thought in surprise. 

 

Could it ďe that he ǁas tƌǇiŶg to get people oŶ his side ďǇ aĐtiŶg like he had the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s 
ďaĐkiŶg? This felloǁ is the ultiŵate ŵoƌoŶ… seƌiouslǇ, spaƌe ŵe, I͛ŵ ďeggiŶg Ǉou. Please doŶ͛t ŵake 
that person angry. 

 

Hilma felt something sour rising up from her stomach. 

 

Yet, at the same time, she wanted to let this fellow feel what it was like to have something squirming 

into his stomach. 

 

͞...Peƌhaps I͛ǀe said too ŵuĐh. Please alloǁ ŵe to esĐoƌt Albedo-sama. You should stay here and enjoy 

yourself as the man of the house, Walking Corpse-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞...Well, siŶĐe it͛s like that, it ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped. I͛ll leaǀe Alďedo-saŵa to Ǉou, theŶ.͟ 

 

I͛d do that ǁithout Ǉou haǀiŶg to saǇ it. Hilŵa loǁeƌed heƌ head, keeping those words in her heart. Then, 

iŶ oƌdeƌ Ŷot to heaƌ aŶǇ ŵoƌe of that Ŷitǁit͛s ďaďďliŶgs, she ŵade a ďeeliŶe to Alďedo͛s side. 
 

Albedo was speaking to a nobleman. Under normal circumstances, Hilma might have watched the mood 

and bade her time. However, dealing with that nincompoop had exhausted her, so she immediately cut 

in and addressed Albedo: 

 

͞Foƌgiǀe ŵe, Alďedo-saŵa, it seeŵs it is aďout tiŵe foƌ Ǉou to haǀe a ƌest.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed… MǇ apologies, do alloǁ ŵe a shoƌt ďƌeak.͟ 

 

Taking Albedo by the hand, Hilma led Albedo out of the ballroom. 

 

͞Fu~ ...Ahh, hoǁ disgustiŶg.͟ 

 

Hilma turned around as she heard the voice from behind her. If things were really that bad, what should 

she do? 

 

As she turned around, she saw Albedo dabbing at her shoulder with a handkerchief. 

 

Alďedo͛s eǇes ŵet Hilŵa͛s. 
 

͞A disgustiŶg ŵaŶ touĐhed ŵe. OŶlǇ oŶe ŵaŶ iŶ this ǁoƌld is alloǁed to touĐh ŵǇ ďodǇ iŶ a lustful ǁaǇ… 
“hit. That pieĐe of ďƌaiŶless dogshit…͟  
 



Her words were accompanied by a gnashing of teeth. To think that her face, which typically bore a 

gentlel smile, would actually display her displeasure so openly. Was that an indicator of how unhappy 

she really was? 

 

Hilma hesitated. Should she speak to her? Or was this a prelude to her punishment? 

 

͞...What should I do? “aǇ soŵethiŶg.͟ 

 

͞Ah, Ǉ-Ǉes…͟ Hilŵa ƌeplied as heƌ heaƌt filled ǁith aŶ iŶĐoŵpaƌaďle teƌƌoƌ. ͞I ĐaŶ uŶdeƌstaŶd hoǁ Ǉou 
feel, Albedo-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Aƌa, if that͛s the Đase… ĐaŶ Ǉou get ƌid of that Đƌeatuƌe aŶd theŶ pƌop up aŶotheƌ huŵaŶ iŶ his plaĐe?͟ 

 

͞If it is your wish, then I shall immediately prepare another puppet for your strings, Albedo-saŵa.͟ 

 

Albedo opened her mouth, and then closed it. She repeated that action several times. 

 

It was a very attractive suggestion, one which would make anyone hesitate. 

 

That said, it did not matter what she chose. Only hell would await him. Still, whatever happened to that 

idiotic walking corpse, one could only say that he had asked for it. 

 

͞Hu… Neǀeƌ ŵiŶd. He ǁas just a ƌegulaƌ ŶuisaŶĐe. That peƌsoŶ͛s foolishŶess ŵade Ƌuite an impression 

oŶ the Ŷoďles at the ƌoǇal diŶŶeƌ, so sǁitĐhiŶg hiŵ out Ŷoǁ ǁould ďe a ďit of a ǁaste… Hŵ, it ŵight ďe 
fuŶ to folloǁ up oŶ that. But Ŷo, pƌoďaďlǇ Ŷot͟  
 

Hilma recalled the conversation from just now, the wild fantasies and ravings of the absolute madman 

who wanted to marry Albedo. 

 

What would change if she told her that? 

 

No, that was too scary. She could not possibly bring herself to tell Albedo. After all, she might get caught 

up in that as well. 

 

͞He did ŶothiŶg, ďut ďelieǀes that he͛s the only special one. He has truly reached the ultimate level of 

iŶĐoŵpeteŶĐe.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed. “ooŶ I͛ll ďe aďle to splatteƌ hiŵ all oǀeƌ the gƌouŶd. He ŵust ďe puŶished foƌ the Đƌiŵe of 
touching this body of mine, which belongs to Ainz-sama, with his filthy hands.͟ 

 

They did not speak after that, nor did they meet anyone else. Hilma brought Albedo to a certain room. 

 

Once she reached that room, Hilma nearly collapsed due to her legs going soft in relief. Handling that 

woman alone -- who was a confidant of that demon king who could even subdue that Jaldabaoth -- had 



drained an enormous amount of her stamina. However, not being able to remain standing was 

absolutely forbidden. 

 

Hilma gathered up all her strength. In her heart, she resolved to sleep for a full day after all this was over. 

 

͞This ǁaǇ, please.͟ 

 

After Hilma opened the door, the men seated on the chairs within rose as one. All of them were as 

skiŶŶǇ as Hilŵa. TheǇ ǁeƌe Hilŵa͛s Đolleagues; the fiǀe ďƌaŶĐh leadeƌs of Eight FiŶgeƌs aŶd theiƌ 
chairman, making a total of six people. 

 

They were also the people she most trusted in this world. In the past, they had feuded over profits, but 

now they no longer thought that way. After learning about the link between Jaldabaoth and the 

Sorcerous Kingdom, their fates were now linked. They had no choice but to work like slaves until this 

country was consumed and they were liberated. 

 

These close friends of hers lowered their heads deeply as they beheld the very incarnation of terror 

(Albedo). The fear they could not hide made itself visible in the trembling of their shoulders. 

 

Hilma closed the door to the room, and Albedo took the highest-placed seat in the room. The men and 

Hilma did not sit down, but remained standing as they awaited their orders. 

 

͞Noǁ theŶ, aŶ oƌdeƌ foƌ Ǉou lot. You aƌe to tƌaŶsfeƌ ƌesouƌĐes to the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood, I aŵ eageƌ to seƌǀe.͟ 

 

The head of the Smuggling Division did not waste a moment in replying. How could he delay? Once they 

had been summoned like this, the only possible response to any order they were given was 

͞UŶdeƌstood͟. Theƌe ǁas ŶothiŶg else theǇ Đould do apaƌt fƌoŵ that. 
 

The “ŵuggliŶg DiǀisioŶ͛s leadeƌ had lost a lot of poǁeƌ iŶ the tƌadeƌs͛ guild duƌiŶg Jaldaďaoth͛s 
disturbance, when much of his resources had been stolen away. Even so, there were advantages to 

being in his position. This was because his dealings with the nobles that had taken part in the war 

against the Sorcerous Kingdom had been taken place entirely in cash terms. Or perhaps, it would be 

more accurate to say that his power was slowly returning now that the merchants -- who had extended 

credit to the nobles -- were now agonizing about repayment. 

 

͞I aŵ Ŷot ƌefeƌƌiŶg to that. All Ǉou Ŷeed to do is ĐoŶduĐt tƌade at aŶ appƌopƌiate pƌiĐe. Afteƌ that, you 

will use the money earned to import food in preparation for the upcoming famine in the Kingdom. Buy 

the rations which the Royal Army could not move out in time -- no, start by trading in grain futures. 

After all, Ainz-sama has already begun large-sĐale food pƌoduĐtioŶ.͟ 

 

The future of which she spoke would surely come to pass, given the massive loss of labor in the Kingdom. 

 



͞UŶdeƌstood. I shall ŵoďilize the tƌadeƌs iŵŵediatelǇ.͟ 

 

͞These aƌe espeĐiallǇ iŵpoƌtaŶt. Make suƌe theǇ͛ƌe iŶ the fiƌst shipŵeŶt to Đoŵe oǀeƌ.͟ 

 

The man carefully, graciously accepted the piece of paper that she had tossed out. 

  

͞Yes!͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁhat Ŷeǁs is theƌe aďout ŵagiĐ iteŵs?͟ 

 

Another man seemed to jump into the air. 

 

͞MǇ deepest apologies!͟ 

 

He bent his waist and pressed his head against the table, with a startling amount of force. 

 

͞MǇ suďoƌdiŶates aƌe ĐuƌƌeŶtlǇ iŶfiltƌatiŶg the MagiĐiaŶ͛s Guild to ĐoŶduĐt aŶ iŶ-depth investigation on 

them. If I can be allowed a little more time -- no, if you are willing to accept an in-progress report, I can 

deliǀeƌ oŶe ƌight Ŷoǁ!͟ 

 

͞Neǀeƌ ŵiŶd, theŶ. Just speed Ǉouƌ aĐtioŶs up. IŶ additioŶ… Ǉes. Haǀe Ǉou deĐided oŶ Ǉouƌ Ŷeǁ 
Đolleagues Ǉet? If so, ǁe͛ll Ŷeed to ďƌiŶg theŵ ďaĐk foƌ ďaptisŵ.͟ 

 

The colleagues in question were meant to fill the empty seats of the Eight Fingers as their new division 

heads. 

 

As she recalled exactly what that baptism entailed, Hilma choked back the urge to vomit. Similar 

expressions to hers appeared on the faces of her friends, who were desperately trying to keep their 

facial nerves under control. 

 

It was a demonic baptismal, which broke the will and completely erased any inkling of resistance within 

its subjects. If any of the people in this room were told they would have to undergo it again, there was 

no doubt that they would start bawling like children. 

 

͞I aŵ ǀeƌǇ soƌƌǇ, ďut ǁe haǀe Ŷot Ǉet deĐided,͟ said the ChaiƌŵaŶ. 
 

This was the truth, and it was also a lie. 

 

The reason why he said so was because the divisions which the newcomers would head were now 

meaningless. The empty seats belonged to the chiefs of the Security and Slavery divisions. There was 

hardly any trade in the latter, so there was little benefit to having someone fill that position. As for the 

former position, the very need for its existence was in doubt. In addition-- 

 



͞The geŶtleŵeŶ ǁe ǁeƌe alloǁed to ďoƌƌoǁ haǀe peƌfoƌŵed ǀeƌǇ ǁell. It ŵight Ŷot ďe out of the 
ƋuestioŶ to haǀe theŵ seƌǀe as diǀisioŶ heads theŵselǀes.͟ 

 

The gentlemen in question referred to the undead which had been lent to them, each of which 

possessed unbelievable power. 

 

Once they realised that the Six Arms were dead, a group of subordinates -- the leaders of which had 

originally been Workers -- began plotting a violent overthrow. As a result, they sent out one of those 

undead creatures. In the end, that entity had eliminated nearly 40 people without letting a single one 

escape. 

 

There was another reason for doing so, quite a laughable one, in fact. That was because nobody here 

wanted anyone else to go through the same thing as them. These hardened masters of the underworld 

who could calmly order the death of a man did not want anyone else to taste the same despair they had. 

This was how they protected them 

 

͞...I uŶdeƌstaŶd. It ǁill ďe fiŶe as loŶg as the oƌgaŶizatioŶ ĐaŶ function as normal. Then, do you have any 

paƌtiĐulaƌ ƌeƋuests foƌ ŵe?͟ 

 

͞I feaƌ to ask, ďut ǁe haǀe disĐoǀeƌed that the “keletoŶs haǀe pƌoduĐed outstaŶdiŶg ƌesults iŶ the ŵiŶes 
I have acquired. If possible, we would like to hold on to them for a little longeƌ.͟ 

 

͞Hŵŵ, of Đouƌse. If Ǉou ĐaŶ paǇ the appƌopƌiate fee, theƌe ǁill ďe Ŷo pƌoďleŵ.͟ 

 

͞MǇ deepest thaŶks.͟ 

 

The speakeƌ͛s foƌehead ďegaŶ sǁeatiŶg pƌofuselǇ. He ǁiped at it ǁith a haŶdkeƌĐhief ǁhiĐh ǁas so ǁet 
it had changed color. 

 

The frightening thing about the Sorcerous Kingdom was not simply the whip that it wielded, but the 

sweets which it offered. 

 

They did not take everything away like the strong would do with the weak, but they conducted business 

like skilled traders and played by the rules. As long as they did not show any signs of betrayal, they might 

even feel the peace of mind that came from being protected by powerful beings. Of course, if the 

chance presented itself, they would still choose to flee in terror. 

 

͞TheŶ, theƌe͛s Ŷot ŵuĐh else foƌ ŵe to saǇ iŶ fƌoŶt of Ǉou. I ďelieǀe I͛ǀe ŵeŶtioŶed this ďefoƌe, ďut do 
work your hardest to help the Sorcerous Kingdom swallow up the Kingdom in the future. In preparation 

for that day, you would do well to start making inroads at becoming legitimate busiŶessŵeŶ.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood!͟ 

 

All of them nervously bowed to her. 



 

None of them would possibly object to the Sorcerous Kingdom devouring the Kingdom. Since these 

monsters had made their declaration, it was only a matter of time before it surely came to pass. 

 

At first, they had considered asking Blue Rose, Red Drop and Darkness for help. However, after hearing 

of the awesome power of the Sorcerer King, who counted Jaldabaoth as one of his minions, they 

realised that there was no hope. All they could do was lower their heads and wait for the end to come. 

 

͞Oh ƌight, ƌight--͟ 

 

Hilma and all the other members shuddered. 

 

͞Theƌe͛s oŶe ŵoƌe thiŶg I ǁaŶted to saǇ. Theƌe͛s a ŵagiĐ iteŵ that I ǁaŶt Ǉou to use Ǉouƌ iŶtelligeŶĐe 
networks to locate for me. Record your findings on a parchment at regular intervals and send them to 

Alďedo iŶ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ aŶǇthiŶg aďout its eǆteƌŶal appeaƌaŶĐe, so 
theƌe is that.͟ 

 

͞...What soƌt of ŵagiĐ iteŵ ǁould that ďe?͟ 

 

͞It͛s a ŵagiĐ iteŵ that ĐaŶ ĐoŶtƌol a taƌget͛s ŵiŶd.͟ 

 

͞MiŶd ĐoŶtƌol… a ǁaŶd of ĐhaƌŵiŶg oƌ the like?͟ 

 

͞No, it feels like it should ďe soŵethiŶg stƌoŶgeƌ. I͛ŵ lookiŶg foƌ soŵethiŶg Ŷot iŶ geŶeƌal ĐiƌĐulatioŶ, a 
legendary item, or at least news about it. You must let me know anything you find, however insignificant 

it ŵight ďe. Do Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd?͟ 

 

The mind control of which she spoke was a terrifying effect. 

 

It was obvious why she would be wary of such an item, and so they immediately showed that they 

understood. 

 

*** 

 

͞Pƌi-Pri-Princess-saŵa!͟ 

 

The maid opened the door and barged in, clearly panicked. 

 

She had not knocked, which was hardly an act that was worthy of praise, but that implied something 

had happened which had flustered her to the extent of not doing so. 

 

Renner immediately saw through what was going on. However, in front of the maids, Renner was an 

innocent princess. Because of that, she put on a suitably clueless impression and asked in an equally air-

headed voice: 



 

͞What͛s goiŶg oŶ?͟ 

 

The ŵaid͛s eǇe tǁitĐhed. 
 

That tic had probably come from her anger within. Why was this princess so daft while she herself was 

so worried? 

 

Renner lazily replaced her cup on its saucer. 

 

The sound of doing so seemed to jolt the maid back to reality, and she hastily sprang into action. 

 

͞A-a-about that--͟ 

 

͞It͛s okaǇ, It͛ll ďe fiŶe, Calŵ doǁŶ, take a deep ďƌeath.͟ 

 

The maid did as Renner told, taking several deep breaths to regulate her panting. After regaining a 

ŵeasuƌe of Đalŵ, ‘eŶŶeƌ asked, ͞What happeŶed? Is it deŵoŶs agaiŶ?͟ 

 

͞N-Ŷo, that͛s Ŷot it. The “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s eŵissaƌǇ-sama says she wants to meet you, Renner-saŵa!͟ 

 

͞Is it a ladǇ?͟ 

 

͞Yes, a ǀeƌǇ ďeautiful ladǇ!͟ 

 

‘eŶŶeƌ͛s ƋuestioŶ should haǀe ďeeŶ stƌaŶge, ďeĐause theƌe ǁas oŶlǇ oŶe ǁoŵaŶ aŵoŶg the eŶǀoǇs 
from the Sorcerous Kingdom. If someone pressed the point, they might wonder what she was on about. 

However, the maid was currently confused, and answered in earnest. 

 

Well, it͛s fiŶe, ‘eŶŶeƌ thought. The ŵoƌe sillǇ thiŶgs she did, the ŵoƌe she ďuilt a ƌeputatioŶ ǁhiĐh she 
could use. It was all just setup, anyway. 

 

Climb had been standing by her side. His armor clattered in response. 

 

He must not have been able to follow what was going on. 

 

His adoƌaďle aĐtioŶs, like aŶ iŶŶoĐeŶt puppǇ, filled ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s heaƌt ǁith a suƌge of ŵateƌŶal love. 

 

There was probably no way he could figure out why the emissary was coming here to meet Renner. He 

had already seen her exchange greetings with Renner. That being the case, speaking with the Third 

Princess -- who was little more than an ornament -- would not bring any benefits to the Sorcerous 

Kingdom. At least, that was what Climb should be thinking. 

 

Renner smiled warmly in her heart. 



 

What they said about children being cuter the dumber they were was most assuredly true. Or rather 

one should say that one loved them despite their shortcomings. Well, it was probably true however you 

looked at it. 

 

If someone other than Climb had done this, other emotions would have come to the fore. 

 

Although she ǁas dƌiǀeŶ ďǇ the iŵpulse to look iŶto Cliŵď͛s spaƌkliŶg eyes forever, she had to bear with 

it for now. At least, until the moment she was enveloped by that delicious sugary candy. 

 

͞WhǇ eǆaĐtlǇ ǁould Alďedo-saŵa ǁaŶt to ŵeet ŵe?͟ 

 

Tilting her delicate little head was very important. Doing so would induce a negative reaction in a 

worried party. Its effectiveness had been proven after several experiments. 

 

AŶd the faĐt ǁas, ǁeak flaŵes fliĐkeƌed iŶ the ŵaid͛s pupils. 
 

TheǇ ǁeƌe flaŵes of aŶgeƌ. At the saŵe ŵoŵeŶt, Cliŵď͛s aƌŵoƌ Đlatteƌed softlǇ. 
 

He must have seŶsed that ŵaid͛s feeliŶgs aŶd thought of soŵethiŶg. But the souŶd sooŶ stopped, aŶd 
he returned to his upright and locked position. 

 

How adorable. 

 

He was like a puppy that was confused over whether or not to step forward, in order to protect his 

mistress. 

 

That was because it would be better not to move if Renner had not noticed. The maid was the heiress of 

a good family, and no matter what Climb said, one word to her parents and Renner might be in trouble. 

Climb had probably thought of that. 

 

He was probably crying inside, since he believed so much in Renner. If only he had a good upbringing, 

this sort of thing would not be happening. 

 

Renner resisted the desire to turn at look and Climb, who was standing behind her. This was because the 

interfering maid opened her mouth to speak: 

 

͞I do Ŷot kŶoǁ the ƌeasoŶ, oŶlǇ that she ǁaŶted to ŵeet Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞Is that so… Alďedo-saŵa͛s a ǁoŵaŶ too, so ŵaǇďe it͛s giƌl talk... is it aďout ŵakeup?͟ 

 

She asked that question in an innocent -- or perhaps in a flat-out brainless way. 

 

͞I do Ŷot kŶoǁ aďout that eitheƌ. TheŶ, ŵaǇ I ďƌiŶg heƌ iŶ?͟ 



 

͞Of Đouƌse Ǉou ŵaǇ!͟ 

 

After her reply of feigned delight, Renner turned to look at Climb. 

 

͞Hŵŵŵ~ Cliŵď, I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ, ďut siŶĐe this is a ŵatteƌ ďetǁeeŶ ladies, Đould Ǉou step out of the ƌoom for 

a ǁhile?͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood.͟ 

 

It was kind of a shame, but that could not be helped either. Climb did not need to know about 

bothersome things. All he needed to do was look at her with those pretty eyes of his. 

 

When Albedo entered the room, there was only one person inside. 

 

Albedo had four objectives in coming to the Royal Capital. 

 

The first was the transport of resources. The second was to create a casus belli. The third was to set the 

scene for her personal objectives. The fourth was to trade with the owner of this room. 

 

No, calling it a trade would not be entirely accurate. This was more of a reward. 

 

Albedo strode across the room and took a seat without waiting for the owner of the room to give her 

permission. 

 

Then, she looked to the girl who was genuflecting before her with her head lowered, and said: 

 

͞You ŵaǇ ƌaise Ǉouƌ head.͟ 

 

͞--Yes.͟ 

 

The girl called Renner lifted her face. 

 

͞You haǀe doŶe aŶ eǆĐelleŶt joď.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh, Alďedo-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Aƌa~͟ 

 

Albedo seemed quite interested in Renner͛s ƌeaĐtioŶ, ǁhiĐh ǁas ĐoŵpletelǇ uŶlike ǁhat she had shoǁŶ 
thus far. 

 

This was the Renner of whom Demiurge had spoken. 

 



She had betrayed her family, her bloodline and her people, but there was not a shred of regret on her 

face. She was human, yet she was inhuman. Perhaps she was a spiritual heteromorph. Her mind 

comprehended good and evil, but that was all. She was the type who was not bound by the petty 

constraints of morality, but who quietly worked to advance her own agenda. 

 

͞...As a ƌeǁaƌd foƌ Ǉouƌ efforts, I have brought you a gift from Ainz-saŵa.͟ 

 

Albedo reached into the air, and pulled out the item which her master had given her for safekeeping. 

 

It was a box that bore several layers of seals. It was impossible to open without fulfilling specific 

conditions. 

 

͞This ǁould ďe…͟ 

 

As the girl accepted it with gratitude, Albedo watched her with a cold gaze, as though the girl were little 

more than a guinea pig. 

 

Indeed, she was a guinea pig. But because of that, both sides shared the same goals. 

 

͞You have my deepest gratitude. Please convey my thanks to His Majesty, Ainz Ooal Gown-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞That I pƌoŵise Ǉou. I tƌust I Ŷeed Ŷot ǁaste ǁoƌds oŶ the otheƌ iteŵ Ǉou ǁaŶt?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse. I shall ƌeĐeiǀe that ďooŶ oŶĐe I haǀe deliǀeƌed the appƌopƌiate ƌeĐoŵpeŶse. There is nothing 

ŵoƌe delightful thaŶ that.͟ 

 

The girl smiled. 

 

It was a very lovely smile. 

 

That was why she asked: 

 

͞...Although opeŶiŶg that ďoǆ ĐaŶ fulfil Ǉouƌ ǁish, ĐaŶ Ǉou ƌeallǇ opeŶ it?͟ 

 

What would the others in Nazarick think if they saw Albedo showing concern over a human being? That 

said, if her wish really did come true, then this could be regarded as preparatory work for her elevation 

to a status equivalent to that of an Area Guardian. In that case, it was perfectly understandable to show 

ĐoŶĐeƌŶ oǀeƌ a ĐaŶdidate foƌ a suďoƌdiŶate͛s positioŶ. 
 

͞Yes, Alďedo-saŵa. The pƌepaƌatioŶs haǀe alƌeadǇ ďeguŶ.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ. TheŶ, ŵake suƌe theǇ͛ƌe fiŶished ďefoƌe ǁe iŶǀade.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood, eǆalted ŵistƌess.͟ 



 

As the girl lowered her head again, a pair of eyes appeared in her shadow. 

 

The Shadow Demon lurking within slithered forth and lowered its head along with the girl. 

 

Albedo considered whether or not to lend her extra reinforcements, but in the end she decided not to 

mention it. 

 

If the giƌl͛s aĐtions were exposed before the Sorcerous Kingdom invaded the Kingdom, that would mean 

there was no value in taking her into Nazarick. 

 

In other words, all this was a test. 

 

͞TheŶ, let us dispeŶse ǁith the foƌŵalities heƌe.͟ 

 

There seemed to be a change in Albedo͛s toŶe, aŶd theƌe ǁas a suƌpƌisiŶg eǆpƌessioŶ oŶ ‘eŶŶeƌ͛s faĐe. 
 

͞EŶdiŶg the ŵeetiŶg heƌe ǁould ďe too hastǇ. Is theƌe aŶǇthiŶg -- let͛s Đhat, theŶ. All ƌight, sit. CaŶ Ǉou 
tell ŵe aďout Ǉouƌ puppǇ?͟ 

 

Albedo was greeted with a full-faced smile. 

 

͞I ǁould love to, Albedo-saŵa. IŶ additioŶ, if I ŵaǇ, Đould Ǉou tell ŵe aďout His MajestǇ as ǁell?͟ 

 

 

 

[End Chapter 2] 

 

 

 

[Intermission] 

 

 

 

The innermost reaches of the Slaine Theocracy. 

 

 

Very few people were allowed into this inviolable sanctum. 

 

The first was the highest-ranked member of the Theocracy; the Pontifex Maximus. 

 

Next were the Cardinals, the highest appointment holders of the six sects that were devoted to the Six 

Gods. Incidentally, each of them (aside from the one belonging to the same sect as the current Pontifex 

Maximus) was a potential candidate to be the next Pontifex Maximus. 



 

The Cardinal of Fire -- Berenice Nagua Sandeni. 

 

She was the sole female among them. She was over 50 years old, and a little plump, possibly due to her 

age. Her well-fed face bore a motherly smile which put all who looked upon it at ease. 

 

The Cardinal of Water -- Ginedine Delan Gwerfe. 

 

He was a shrivelled old man. He was so old that one could not tell his exact age, and his skin was a dusty 

brown. Although people worried about his health, none could exceed his intellect. 

 

The Cardinal of Wind -- Dominic Ire Partouche. 

 

He looked like a kindly old man, but he was originally of the Sunlight Scripture, and had exterminated 

many heteromorphic beings during his time as a holy warrior. His wrath was like a wildfire while his 

murderous intent was like chilling frost. 

 

The Cardinal of Earth -- Raymond Zag Lauransan. 

 

He was a keen-eyed man and the youngest of his present company. That said, he was still in his mid-40s, 

though his energy made that fact difficult to believe. He was a former member of the Black Scripture 

who had served for 15 years -- a hero who had defended his nation. 

 

The Cardinal of Light -- Ivon Jasna Dracrowa. 

 

His narrow eyes and skinny frame made him look like a sinister person, but that was definitely not the 

case. Everyone here knew the reason. As a user of divine magic, he ranked at or near the top of all the 

people present. 

 

The Cardinal of Darkness -- Maximilian Oreio Lagier. 

 

He was surrounded by countless books that were supported by improved versions of the [Floating Board] 

spell. He wore round glasses, and he had originally been a priest from the judiciary. Hence, many of the 

books levitating next to him pertained to the law. 

 

In addition, there were the heads of the Judicial Branch, the Legislative Branch and the Executive Branch 

of the TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛s goǀeƌŶŵeŶt. Theƌe ǁas the head of the ƌeseaƌĐh iŶstitute ǁhiĐh haŶdled ŵagiĐal 
research. In addition, there was the Grand Marshal, the highest appointment-holder in the military. 

 

These 12 people comprised the highest executive authority of the Slaine Theocracy. 

 

After entering the room, they took up cleaning tools and began cleaning the room. Some of them got rid 

of dust with feather dusters. Some of them used dry cloths to wipe up, while others used wet cloths. 

Someone used a magic item to vacuum up dust. 



 

There was no wastefulness in their movements, and they cleaned the room with well-practiced 

movements. 

 

Not a single one of these people -- who stood at the pinnacle of the Slaine Theocracy -- was slacking off. 

Sweat gushed from their foreheads, their beautiful and pristine robes were stained by dust, and none of 

them stopped in their efforts until the room was spotless. 

 

The room had been quite clean before they started working on it. Now, it seemed to glow. 

 

None of them thought to wipe off their sweat. Instead, they lined up in front of the six statues -- which 

appeared to be defending this room -- and lowered their heads. 

 

͞TodaǇ, ǁe giǀe thaŶks to the gods that huŵaŶ ďeiŶgs like ouƌselǀes aƌe still aliǀe.͟ 

 

After the Pontifex Maximus said those words, everyone repeated them after him. 

 

͞Thus do ǁe offeƌ ouƌ thaŶks.͟ 

 

They raised their deeply bowed heads and stored their cleaning equipment in the corner of the room. 

Then, they cast [Clean] spells, cleaning their clothes and their equipment, and the freshly-rinsed towels 

they used to wipe away their sweat smelled sweet. 

 

It was a trivial matter to clean dirt and dust with a first-tier spell. Widening that spell would allow the 

entire room to be cleaned with ease. However, there was nobody among them who was sacrilegious 

enough to do so in this sacred room. 

 

After cleaning themselves, they took their seats at the round table. 

 

This included the Pontifex Maximus of the Slaine Theocracy. 

 

At this table, everyone was equal. There were no superiors or inferiors here. Everyone was a 

collaborator and a comrade. Indeed, all this was for the glory of mankind. 

 

͞TheŶ, let us ďegiŶ the ŵeetiŶg.͟ 

 

The organizer of this meeting was the Cardinal of Earth, Raymond Zag Lauransan. 

 

͞Ouƌ fiƌst topiĐ is the seizuƌe of the KiŶgdoŵ͛s Foƌtƌess CitǇ E-Rantel and its surrounding area as the 

heaƌt of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ of AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ, a foƌtŶight ago.͟ 

 

There was nothing that could possibly be any more important than the sudden advent of this mysterious 

nation.  

 



However, far too few people knew the details of the situation. Most of what they knew was little more 

than hearsay. 

 

For starters, they knew that the Sorcerer King was an undead creature, that he was an extremely 

powerful magic caster who had obliterated the Royal Army, that he controlled an army of the dead, that 

there was a Death Knight among those undead, and so on. 

 

Raymond, who commanded the Six Scriptures, ƌepoƌted these details iŶ his ĐapaĐitǇ as the ŵeetiŶg͛s 
organizer. 

 

Just then, someone spoke out: 

 

͞I kŶeǁ ǁe shouldŶ͛t haǀe taĐitlǇ aĐkŶoǁledged it, ǁe should haǀe iŶteƌǀeŶed iŶ that ǁaƌ!͟ 

 

͞...What aƌe Ǉou saǇiŶg? OpeŶ ďattle agaiŶst a ŵagiĐ Đasteƌ ǁho Đontrols a Death Knight is extremely 

daŶgeƌous. DidŶ͛t ǁe all agƌee oŶ that eaƌlieƌ? You ŵight haǀe oďjeĐted theŶ, ďut doŶ͛t tƌǇ to oǀeƌtuƌŶ 
ouƌ pƌeǀious deĐisioŶ… Although, I didŶ͛t thiŶk he ǁould aĐtuallǇ estaďlish a ŶatioŶ.͟ 

 

The group nodded one after the other. 

 

͞What does the Eŵpiƌe plaŶ to do? TheǇ͛ƌe allies of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ aŶd theǇ͛ǀe eŶdoƌsed the 
fouŶdiŶg of that ŶatioŶ, so does that ŵeaŶ theǇ͛ƌe offiĐiallǇ Đollaďoƌatoƌs Ŷoǁ? Oƌ aƌe theǇ ďeiŶg 
ĐoŶtƌolled ďǇ ŵagiĐ?͟ 

 

͞I douďt it. PaƌadǇŶe͛s theƌe.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, I guess ǁe ŵade a ŵistake iŶ tƌustiŶg that Eŵpeƌoƌ.͟ 

 

͞...Well, a ŵoƌe iŵpoƌtaŶt pƌoďleŵ is the faĐt that he͛s oŶe of the feǁ ďƌeakaǁaǇs ǁho isŶ͛t ďeiŶg 
pƌopeƌlǇ utilized. “hould ǁe ďegiŶ the plaŶ to dƌaǁ hiŵ to ouƌ side?͟ 

 

͞TheŶ--͟ 

 

After a brief clapping of hands, the debate which was about to heat up promptly cooled down. 

 

͞--Thousand Mile Astrologer was observing the battle between the Empire and the Kingdom. However, 

theƌe͛s ďeeŶ a slight pƌoďleŵ, so the ƌepoƌt ǁas delaǇed. I ďeg Ǉouƌ foƌgiǀeŶess.͟ 

 

The problem in question probably referred to the fact that she had locked herself in her room and had 

been in there for quite some time.  At least, that was what everyone thought. 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁe shall distƌiďute the ƌeĐoƌds of ǁhat she saǁ. These haǀe Ŷot ďeeŶ ǀeƌified ďǇ otheƌs; theǇ͛ƌe 
just heƌ aĐĐouŶt of ǁhat she saǁ of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s aƌŵǇ at the ďattlefield.͟ 

 



How troublesome, everyone thought, though they did not say it. They took the records and studied 

them. 

 

They stopped after the last piece of paper. They went over the same part over and over again. They had 

the same stiff expressions and their faces slowly grew pale. 

 

Raymond smiled to see the changes in their expressions. He had been through the same thing that was 

happening to them now, and he was glad because misery loved company. 

 

And then, as though to represent everyone else, Maximilian shouted. His mouth opened so wide that his 

glasses fell off, but he did not seem to care about that. 

 

͞Iŵpossiďle! Hoǁ Đould aŶǇthiŶg like this possiďlǇ eǆist?!͟ 

 

͞I told Ǉou eaƌlieƌ, didŶ͛t I? This is just a desĐƌiptioŶ of ǁhat she Đlaiŵed to haǀe seeŶ.͟ 

 

MaǆiŵiliaŶ shut up iŶ the faĐe of ‘aǇŵoŶd͛s Đold ƌespoŶse. 
 

He was panting like he had just been sprinting. As Maximilian struggled to get his breathing back under 

control, Berenice decided to ask another question, to see if someone shared her opinions. 

 

͞CaŶ Ǉou saǇ that agaiŶ? Is this aĐtuallǇ ƌeal?͟ 

 

͞If eǀeƌǇoŶe heƌe still ďelieǀes the ǁoƌd of ͞ThousaŶd Mile Astƌologeƌ͟, theŶ it is.͟ 

 

With pained looks on their faces, they all looked back to the papers they were holding. 

 

They had all stopped at the same place -- the ĐoŵpositioŶ of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s aƌŵǇ. 
 

͞HuŶdƌeds of Death KŶights ;at least ϮϬϬͿ, huŶdƌeds of “oul Eateƌs ;at least ϯϬϬͿ... is it? If they went 

ďeƌseƌk, it ǁoŶ͛t ŵatteƌ if it͛s the KiŶgdoŵ, the Eŵpiƌe, the CitǇ-State Alliance or the Holy Kingdom -- 

theǇ͛d all ďe destƌoǇed!͟ 

 

͞...As ǁould ǁe. If these thiŶgs sǁaƌŵed us, ǁe͛d Ŷeed ĐeŶtuƌies to ƌeĐoǀeƌ fƌoŵ the daŵage.͟ 

 

Death Knights. Difficulty estimated at 100 or higher. They were able to create Squire Zombies which 

could themselves make other Zombies. The Zombies themselves did not have much combat power, but 

they might lead to the spawning of stronger undead. 

 

Soul Eaters. Difficulty estimated at 100 to 150. They were undead with area-affecting abilities. They 

could consume the souls of the deceased for sustenance and grew stronger the more souls they ate. 

They radiated an aura of fear. Without at least a 3rd-tier magic caster, even facing them was impossible. 

 

All of them were undead on a level that could destroy a city or a small country singlehandedly. 



 

͞Was she ŵistakeŶ? MaǇďe the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg ŶotiĐed ouƌ suƌǀeillaŶĐe aŶd used illusioŶs to ĐoŶfuse us.͟  
 

Ivon put that possibility forward as he stretched out his withered, branch-like arms. 

 

͞Oh͟, the suƌƌouŶdiŶg people ŵuƌŵuƌed, ďut ‘aǇŵoŶd shatteƌed that possiďilitǇ. 
 

͞The BlaĐk “Đƌiptuƌe kŶoǁs of ŵaŶǇ ŵoŶsteƌs. While it is tƌue she ŵight Ŷot haǀe the full piĐtuƌe of 
things, she -- Thousand Mile Astrologer --  was in charge of providing intelligence support to her team. 

There is no way she could have been mistaken. In addition, we have verified sightings of Death Knights 

and Soul Eaters in the capital of the Sorcerous Kingdom -- the former city of E-‘aŶtel.͟ 

 

That was answered by several defeated sighs. 

 

All they could do was acknowledge the point in voices full of fatigue, and then they continued discussing 

the matter. 

 

͞What should ǁe do? What is the ďest Đouƌse of aĐtioŶ for ourselves, as the protectors of mankind? 

What ĐaŶ ǁe do aďout ϱϬϬ ŵoŶsteƌs, eaĐh of ǁhiĐh ĐaŶ destƌoǇ a ŶatioŶ ďǇ theŵselǀes?͟ 

 

͞“o theiƌ foƌĐes aƌe eƋuiǀaleŶt to ϱϬϬ sŵall ĐouŶtƌies… that͛s iŶsaŶe, ƌight? Hoǁ ďadlǇ Đould that 
country upset the balance ďetǁeeŶ ŶatioŶs?͟ 

 

͞The ƋuestioŶ is, ǁhat does the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg iŶteŶd to do ǁith that kiŶd of ŵilitaƌǇ poǁeƌ? If he just 
iŶteŶds to haǀe theŵ defeŶd his teƌƌitoƌǇ, it ǁoŶ͛t ďe a pƌoďleŵ iŶ the shoƌt teƌŵ.͟ 

 

͞Hoǁ Đould that ďe? It͛s faƌ too ŵuĐh just foƌ defeŶse. Also, isŶ͛t the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg oŶe of the uŶdead, 
ǁho hate the liǀiŶg? I͛ŵ suƌe he͛ll use his poǁeƌ to assault the ŶeighďoƌiŶg ĐouŶtƌies.͟ 

 

͞It doesŶ͛t ŵatteƌ hoǁ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg iŶteŶds to use his ŵilitaƌǇ stƌeŶgth. What ŵatteƌs is ǁhat ǁe 
can do aďout it.͟ 

 

It was a valid opinion, and the direction of the meeting began to turn. 

 

͞TheŶ… ĐaŶ the BlaĐk “Đƌiptuƌe deal ǁith it? That͛s the ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg.͟ 

 

TheǇ ǁeƌe the “laiŶe TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛s fiŶal aĐe iŶ the hole, a speĐial foƌĐes uŶit Đoŵposed of heroes. One 

could think of them as adamantite-ranked adventurers, but there was a critical difference between the 

two. 

 

 

The gods had left divine equipment behind in this world, but adventurers would need to go on epic 

quests, the likes of which were the stuff of heroic sagas, all just to obtain a single piece of their panoply. 

 



 

In contrast, each member of the Black Scripture possessed multiple articles of such gear. 

 

If even they could not handle a threat like this, then they could still conduct a grand ritual to summon 

the highest-ranked angel to deal with the problem. 

 

Surely the most exalted of angels would be able to triumph over Death Knights and Soul Eaters. 

However, the sheer number of foes made them very uneasy.  

 

All eyes went to Raymond. 

 

He chuckled. Some people smiled in response to his laughter, but those smiles froze on their faces as 

they heard what he said next: 

 

͞It͛s iŵpossiďle. I saǇ this as a foƌŵeƌ ϯƌd “eat of the BlaĐk “Đƌiptuƌe; aŶǇoŶe ǁho eǆpeĐts us to faĐe ϱϬϬ 
of them must be an absolute madman. It would have been bad enough even if they were only present in 

equal numbers. No, if not for this, why would Thousand Mile Astrologer have locked herself up in 

despaiƌ? Hoǁeǀeƌ…͟ 

 

The nature of his smile changed. 

 

͞It͛s diffeƌeŶt foƌ the God-kiŶ.͟ 

 

͞Ohh,͟ ǁeŶt the souŶds of ƌejoiĐiŶg. 
 

͞The tǁo of theŵ should ďe aďle to deal ǁith aŶ aƌŵǇ of Death KŶights aŶd “oul Eateƌs. Of Đouƌse, just 
iŶ Đase, ǁe still Ŷeed to giǀe theŵ the ďest ďaĐkup ǁe ĐaŶ.͟ 

 

͞“o it͛ll ďe fiŶe ǁith those tǁo.͟ 

 

͞Well, that͛s a ƌelief.͟ 

 

Aŵidst this juďilatioŶ, oŶlǇ GiŶediŶe ǁeŶt ͞hŵph͟. “eŶsiŶg the ǁeightǇ aiƌ of fatigue aƌouŶd hiŵ, 
everyone quietened down. 

 

͞...You͛ƌe Ŷot telliŶg us eǀeƌǇthiŶg, aƌe Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞GiŶediŶe, ǁhat aƌe Ǉou gettiŶg at?͟ 

 

͞The laǁ does Ŷot pƌohiďit false testimony and obscuring the truth in this place, but we are colleagues 

serving under the same flag and lying is a grave offense. If you agree with this, let me ask you one more 

tiŵe: What aƌe Ǉou hidiŶg?͟ 

 

͞GiŶediŶe. What͛s ǁƌoŶg ǁith Ǉou? WhǇ aƌe Ǉou saǇiŶg this?͟ 



 

͞DoŵiŶiĐ, I haǀe a ƋuestioŶ. WhǇ did ThousaŶd Mile Astƌologeƌ loĐk heƌself aǁaǇ?͟ 

 

Knowing that nobody could answer that question, he continued to speak. 

 

͞“he did so out of despaiƌ. Oƌ peƌhaps she ŵust haǀe suffeƌed soŵe soƌt of shoĐk. It͛s tƌue that aŶ aƌŵǇ 
of the dead is fƌighteŶiŶg. Hoǁeǀeƌ, she͛s a ŵeŵďeƌ of the BlaĐk “Đƌiptuƌe. Do Ǉou ƌeallǇ thiŶk she 
ǁould go iŶto hidiŶg just ďeĐause of that? ... It͛s ďeĐause she saǁ soŵethiŶg that eǀeŶ the God-kin 

Đould Ŷot ďeat. This ƌepoƌt isŶ͛t Đoŵplete, is it?͟ 

 

Everyone looked at Raymond and Ginedine. 

 

͞..What aƌe Ǉou tƌǇiŶg to aĐhieǀe ďǇ hidiŶg that poiŶt? I tƌust Ǉou. I kŶoǁ Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot the soƌt of ŵaŶ 
ǁho ǁould use the “Đƌiptuƌes foƌ his oǁŶ gaiŶ. But ǁhǇ aƌe Ǉou Ŷot ƌeǀealiŶg this?͟ 

 

͞Well doŶe. As eǆpeĐted of Ǉou, DoŵiŶiĐ. I siŵplǇ ǁaŶted to eǆploƌe the possiďilities… theŶ, I͛ll saǇ it. 
AgoŶiziŶg oǀeƌ this pƌoďleŵ aloŶe ǁould siŵplǇ giǀe ŵe aŶ ulĐeƌ, so I͛d ďe glad to shaƌe it ǁith all Ǉou 
geŶtleŵeŶ heƌe.͟ 

 

Raymond looked at his seated audience. 

 

͞Hoǁ ŵuĐh do Ǉou kŶoǁ of the ďattle ďetǁeeŶ the KiŶgdoŵ aŶd the Eŵpiƌe -- no, between the 

KiŶgdoŵ aŶd the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

The person who answered on their behalf was the Pontifex Maximus. 

 

͞I heaƌd that the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg used a poǁeƌful spell. As a result, the Royal Army routed and was 

defeated. Because of that, they abided by the requests made before the battle and ceded E-Rantel to 

the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ foƌ the fouŶdiŶg of a ŶatioŶ. That͛s all.͟ 

 

͞AŶd the Ŷuŵďeƌ of deaths?͟ 

 

The Pontifex Maximus simply shook his head at Raymond. 

 

͞I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ. That Ŷeǁs has Ŷot ƌeaĐhed ŵe Ǉet. It should ďe the saŵe foƌ the ƌest of Ǉou, ƌight?͟ 

 

͞Yes. Pƌiests aŶd tƌadeƌs doŶ͛t go to E-Rantel now that it has become the Sorcerous King, with an 

undead king. So all ǁe heaƌ aƌe ƌuŵoƌs of uŶkŶoǁŶ pƌoǀeŶaŶĐe.͟ 

 

͞“o ǁe Ŷeed the “Đƌiptuƌes -- this sort of thing is better suited to the Clearwater Scripture than the 

WiŶdfloǁeƌ “Đƌiptuƌe, ƌight?͟ 

 

͞Yes, ǁhiĐh is ǁhǇ oŶlǇ the ĐoŵŵaŶdeƌ of the “iǆ “Đƌiptuƌes -- namely, you -- knows the truth. All we 

leaƌŶed is ǁhat little leaked out.͟ 



 

͞...I see. TheŶ, ƌelease the full, uŶaďƌidged ǀeƌsioŶ of ǁhat ThousaŶd Mile Astƌologeƌ saǁ duƌiŶg that 
ďattle to us.͟ 

 

After reading the rest of the report, the room filled with the silence of despair. 

 

Feeling that this could not be allowed to go on, Ivon raised a question: 

 

͞I see, I see. ...You ǁeƌe afƌaid ouƌ heaƌts ǁould stop if ǁe saǁ this fiƌst, ƌight?͟ 

 

͞Not ƌeallǇ. Youƌ heaƌts aƌe stƌoŶg eŶough to spƌout haiƌ. I ǁas siŵplǇ afƌaid that if I opened with this, 

ŶoŶe of Ǉou ǁould ďelieǀe it.͟ 

 

Ivon nodded, unable to refute that. 

 

͞It͛s tƌue that ǁe ǁould haǀe douďted this if ǁe had seeŶ this fiƌst. We ǁould Ŷot haǀe ďelieǀed it at all. 
But after understanding the reality of the Sorcerer KiŶg͛s aƌŵǇ, ǁe haǀe Ŷo ĐhoiĐe ďut to ďelieǀe.͟ 

 

͞“till… I doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to ďelieǀe this. With just oŶe spell, he killed oǀeƌ half of the ‘oǇal AƌŵǇ. DuƌiŶg this 
ďattle, the KiŶgdoŵ ŵoďilized ϮϲϬ͛ϬϬϬ ŵeŶ. Half of that ǁould ďe at least ϭϯϬ͛ϬϬϬ people, ƌight? I 

heaƌd the ‘oǇal AƌŵǇ ǁas defeated, ďut this…͟ 

 

͞OŶlǇ she saǁ it, ƌight? It͛s Ŷot uŶĐoŵŵoŶ foƌ death tolls aŶd ĐasualtǇ ĐouŶts to ďe eǆaggeƌated…͟ 

 

͞EǀeŶ so, the desĐƌiptioŶ of ǁipiŶg out aŶ eŶtiƌe ǁiŶg of the ‘oǇal AƌŵǇ ǁith oŶe spell ŵeaŶs oǀeƌ 
ϴϬ͛ϬϬϬ deaths. AŶd theŶ theƌe͛s the hideous ŵoŶsteƌs suŵŵoŶed fƌoŵ those saĐƌifiĐes…͟ 

 

͞I ĐaŶ͛t deŶǇ ǁhat she͛s seeŶ aŶǇ ŵoƌe. This is ŵagiĐ of the gods. ϭϭth tieƌ ŵagiĐ, I ďelieǀe? That should 
ďe it.͟ 

 

͞The adǀeŶt of the gods.͟ 

 

͞What͛s ǁƌitteŶ heƌe is siŵilaƌ to the desĐƌiptioŶ of that god… is it possiďle He has desĐeŶded fƌoŵ the 
heaǀeŶs oŶĐe ŵoƌe?͟ 

 

͞Iŵpossiďle. The oƌal tƌaditioŶs state that the God of Death, “uƌshaŶa-sama, was slain by the Eight 

Greed Kings.This must be something else. And if Surshana-sama had actually descended once more, that 

person would surely have told us. After all, that person is Surshana-saŵa͛s fiƌst folloǁeƌ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, it͛s Đoŵe at last?͛ 
 

͞PƌoďaďlǇ, Ǉes. Afteƌ ϮϬϬ Ǉeaƌs.͟ 

 

͞It should ďe ĐoƌƌeĐt, judgiŶg ďǇ the oƌal tƌaditioŶs. It ŵight appeaƌ soŵeǁheƌe oŶ the ĐoŶtiŶeŶt.͟ 



 

͞Theiƌ ŶatioŶal poǁeƌ iŶĐƌeased so sloǁlǇ ďeĐause those piles of tƌash ŵessed up so ŵuĐh of the plaŶ.͟ 

 

͞Those idiots iŶ the KiŶgdoŵ…͟ 

 

Everyone had looks of hatred in their eyes as they heard those words. 

 

The Kingdom was the most geographically secure country of all. Because of that, the Slaine Theocracy 

had assisted them in the hopes that the Kingdom would become the nation which would save mankind. 

By breeding large quantities of humans on safe and fertile land, many talented individuals would also 

appear, who could be groomed into heroes that could resist non-human invasions. However, peace and 

prosperity caused them to fall, and the Kingdom rotted from the inside. 

 

What was more troubling was how they produced narcotics and exported them to the other promising 

country, the Empire. 

 

Thus, the Theocracy had changed their plan. 

 

Their backup plan was to allow the Empire to devour the Kingdom, and then educate the talented 

individuals within. 

 

The reason why the Theocracy did not conquer the Kingdom themselves was because they would then 

become neighbors with the Republic, which might lead to a dangerous movement within the people to 

destroy the Republic. 

 

The basic tenet of the Theocracy was that humanity was chosen by the gods, and all other races had to 

be exterminated. 

 

Thus, they inculcated an attitude in the people that they were surrounded by enemies and that they had 

no choice but to work together. This was the only way they could focus their national power and 

become a strong country. However, if they became neighbors with the Republic, there was a chance 

that their philosophy might lead them in a dangerous direction. 

 

Everyone here understood that they could only plan the future of the Slaine Theocracy by knowing the 

strength of their country, those of the other countries, and which matters to prioritize. However, the 

common folk would shout for war with the Republic in order to destroy the enemies of mankind. 

 

That would be disastrous. 

 

The Republic was very strong. 

 

To be precise, the danger lay with one of the councillors of the Republic, the Platinum Dragon Lord, child 

of the Dragon Emperor. If they did battle with him,  the mightiest of the Dragon Lords, they ran the risk 



of their country being reduced to scorched earth. But what of the people who did not know that? What 

would they think? They would see enemies to destroy, yet all they could do was bite their nails and wait. 

 

Of course, everyone here could easily quash such resentment through force, but that would produce 

backlashes that would weaken their national power. In addition, they could not deny that a war might 

break out in the future. 

 

Thus, the Theocracy could not share a border with the Republic, nor could they directly control the 

Kingdom. Even if they wanted to rule it from the shadows, the Kingdom was too large. 

 

͞Let͛s ĐoŶsideƌ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg fiƌst. To ďegiŶ ǁith, he should haǀe ďeeŶ the oŶe ǁho destƌoǇed the 
“uŶlight “Đƌiptuƌe, soŵe tiŵe ďaĐk.͟ 

 

The air seemed to crackle and freeze. 

 

͞A ŵagiĐ Đasteƌ ǁith that Ŷaŵe appeaƌed iŶ a ŶeaƌďǇ ǀillage ǁith that Ŷaŵe at alŵost the saŵe tiŵe. I 
doŶ͛t thiŶk ǁe͛ƌe ŵistakeŶ, aƌe ǁe?͟ 

 

͞What aďout the Vaŵpiƌe that the BlaĐk “Đƌiptuƌe eŶĐouŶteƌed? A ŵiŶioŶ of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg?͟ 

 

͞It͛s ǀeƌǇ possiďle, ďut I thiŶk it͛s ŵoƌe likelǇ that it ǁas a ďeiŶg oŶ the saŵe leǀel as the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, 
just like those people. Otheƌǁise theƌe͛s Ŷo ǁaǇ to eǆplaiŶ that poǁeƌ.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed, so siŶĐe ǁe͛ƌe oŶ the topiĐ of ŵultiple appeaƌaŶĐes, Jaldaďaoth ought to ďe suĐh a ďeing, right? 

That would explain the power he wielded in the Kingdom, as well as the reason for a monster with that 

soƌt of poǁeƌ appeaƌiŶg all of a suddeŶ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ hoǁ aďout MoŵoŶ? He seeŵs to haǀe ďeeŶ ĐhasiŶg that Vaŵpiƌe, ďut if that pƌediĐtioŶ is Đoƌƌect, 

he should be a similar entity to the Sorcerer King. That would also explain why he was as strong as 

Jaldaďaoth. The ƋuestioŶ is ǁhetheƌ oƌ Ŷot he͛s aŶ allǇ of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg…͟ 

 

͞MoŵoŶ sleǁ the Vaŵpiƌe aŶd stood agaiŶst Jaldaďaoth. GiǀeŶ that theǇ ŵight be the same manner of 

Đƌeatuƌe Ǉet opposiŶg eaĐh otheƌ, it͛s possiďle that theǇ ŵight still haǀe ďeeŶ eŶeŵies theŶ? Afteƌ that, 
he Ŷegotiated a tƌuĐe ǁith the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg aŶd ďeĐaŵe his allǇ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ theƌe͛s oŶlǇ the ƋuestioŶ of ǁhǇ he killed the Vaŵpire and opposed the Sorcerer King. Perhaps he 

killed it because it was controlled by the Supreme Treasure. Still, why would he oppose Jaldabaoth? ...If 

MoŵoŶ ǁas a Đoŵƌade of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, iŶ ǁhat soƌt of sĐeŶaƌio ǁould he ďe Jaldaďaoth͛s eŶeŵǇ?͟ 

 

͞...Perhaps the Vampire and Jaldabaoth were working together, while the Sorcerer King and Momon 

were allied. Or there might be one where the Vampire, Jaldabaoth, the Sorcerer King and Momon were 

all eŶeŵies. Theƌe aƌe also otheƌ possiďilities. But theƌe͛s too little iŶfoƌŵatioŶ to tell.͟ 

 



͞The ǁoƌst-case scenario is all four of them being on the same side, but the likelihood of that is very low. 

Momon is too humble. Normally, someone with that much strength would flash it around much more. 

Yes, just like the Eight Gƌeed KiŶgs. Oƌ peƌhaps, like ouƌ Gods.͟ 

 

͞I see. “o the ƌeasoŶ ǁhǇ he did Ŷot do that ǁas ďeĐause he ǁas oŶ the lookout foƌ otheƌs. No, peƌhaps 
he ǁas ďeiŶg ǁatĐhful foƌ otheƌs oŶ the saŵe leǀel as hiŵ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, siŶĐe the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg has takeŶ the stage and begun building his nation, someone will be taking 

aĐtioŶ to ŵake up foƌ the diffeƌeŶĐe iŶ fightiŶg poǁeƌ. If MoŵoŶ͛s ǁoƌds aƌe to ďe tƌusted, 
HoŶǇopeŶǇoko has a ĐoŵpaŶioŶ. We haǀe to ǁatĐh out foƌ it, as ǁell as Jaldaďaoth.͟ 

 

͞This is all just conjecture at the moment. We just need to think about making contact with the Sorcerer 

KiŶg oƌ MoŵoŶ.͟ 

 

͞It͛s too ƌiskǇ. It͛s faƌ too ƌiskǇ. We should iŶstead go to the Eŵpiƌe aŶd gaiŶ iŶfoƌŵatioŶ fƌoŵ the 
people there, and then make contact with the Emperoƌ.͟ 

 

͞That ǁould ďe good, as loŶg as the Eŵpeƌoƌ doesŶ͛t ǁag his tail foƌ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ-KiŶg, that is.͟ 

 

͞It͛s a gaŵďle, ďut it ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped. If ǁe do ŶothiŶg ďut Đoǁeƌ iŶ a ĐoƌŶeƌ, ǁe͛ll eŶd up haǀiŶg to plaǇ 
catch-up ǁith otheƌs.͟ 

 

͞“till, ǁheŶ Ǉou saǇ a gaŵďle… hoǁ ŵuĐh of a gaŵďle? If ǁe ŵess it up, it͛ll ďeĐoŵe a Đasus ďelli to 
attaĐk us, Ŷo? We should tƌǇ to uŶdeƌstaŶd the Eŵpeƌoƌ͛s staŶĐe oŶ the ŵatteƌ ďefoƌe ŵakiŶg ĐoŶtaĐt.͟ 

 

As everyone agreed on that proposal, someone else asked a reasonable question. 

 

͞...“till, haǀe theƌe ďeeŶ Ŷo ƌeǀolts iŶ E-Rantel, that city ruled by the undead? Have they all been killed? 

Oƌ is theƌe a peƌfeĐt ƌeigŶ of teƌƌoƌ iŶ plaĐe?͟ 

 

Afteƌ heaƌiŶg that ƋuestioŶ, haƌdlǇ aŶǇoŶe Đould ďelieǀe ‘aǇŵoŶd͛s aŶsǁeƌ. 
 

͞AĐĐoƌdiŶg to ouƌ ƌepoƌts, it seeŵs to ďe ƌuled iŶ peaĐe.͟ 

 

Hah?! That sound did not fit these people at all, but it could not be helped that they made it. 

 

͞Hŵhŵ. At ŵǇ age, I do eŶd up heaƌiŶg thiŶgs that aƌeŶ͛t theƌe, ďut it seeŵs ŵǇ ĐoŶditioŶ has suddeŶlǇ 
worsened. ‘aǇŵoŶd, ǁhat ǁas that aďout peaĐe?͟ 

 

͞It looks like the suŶ͛s goiŶg to Đoŵe up fƌoŵ the Ŷoƌth toŵoƌƌoǁ. ͟ 

 

͞...All ƌight, eŶough ǁith jokes. If ‘aǇŵoŶd is telliŶg the tƌuth, that ǁould ďe a tƌulǇ uŶiŵagiŶaďle sight. 
Is our informant a madman or a satirist?͟ 

 



͞The ƌepoƌt states that the Death KŶights aƌe used as ĐitǇ guaƌds, Eldeƌ LiĐhes as puďliĐ seƌǀaŶts ǁhile 
“oul Eateƌs aƌe used to pull Đaƌgo ǁagoŶs.͟ 

 

EǀeƌǇoŶe͛s jaǁs dƌopped ďesides ‘aǇŵoŶd͛s. 
 

͞NoŶoŶo, ǁait a ŵiŶute. What? Could Ǉou saǇ that agaiŶ?͟ 

 

IŶ the faĐe of MaǆiŵiliaŶ aŶd his ŵissiŶg glasses, ‘aǇŵoŶd͛s did Ŷot ĐhaŶge his ǁoƌds as he ƌepeated 
himself. 

 

Haaah?! Once more, that same unfitting sound escaped them. 

 

Each of them was an undead creature of jaw-dropping power. But now, that knight of the underworld 

maintained public order like a good little soldier, that lord of the labyrinth sat at a desk managing the 

flow of goods, and a monster that could slaughter an entire city did the job of a horse and its groom. 

 

And such a country existed right on the other side of their borders. 

 

͞What the hell. What pit of hell did that Đoŵe fƌoŵ?͟ 

 

Undead were strolling about on the streets and managing the city. All they could imagine was that all 

the humans there were dead. 

 

͞No. The foƌŵeƌ ƌesideŶts of E-Rantel -- the current citizens of the Sorcerous Kingdom are living ordinary 

lives there. There was some confusion at first, but it is peaceful now. 

 

͞...It seeŵs ǁe haǀe all ďeeŶ uŶdeƌestiŵatiŶg the KiŶgdoŵ all this ǁhile.͟ 

 

͞Uŵu… hoǁ stƌoŶg aƌe theiƌ spiƌits?͟ 

 

Just imagining the act of walking beside an undead creature which hated the living made everyone 

present shiver in fear. 

 

That would be like living next to a starving monster. It would be normal for a regular person to be afraid. 

 

͞TheǇ͛ƌe pƌoďaďlǇ putting up with it because they trust that great warrior, the heroic adventurer 

MoŵoŶ the BlaĐk.͟ 

 

‘aǇŵoŶd ƌelated aŶ aĐĐouŶt of ǁhat happeŶed oŶ the fiƌst daǇ of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ƌule oǀeƌ E-Rantel. 

 

They all listened intently. 

 

͞As I thought. It͛s iŵpossiďle foƌ MoŵoŶ to haǀe ďeeŶ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ĐoŵpaŶioŶ.͟ 

 



͞Aƌa, isŶ͛t that fuƌtheƌ pƌoof of MoŵoŶ aŶd the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg ďeiŶg iŶ Đahoots? TheǇ did shoǁ up at 
pƌaĐtiĐallǇ the saŵe tiŵe, ƌight?͟ 

 

Mŵŵ… EǀeƌǇoŶe held theiƌ heads iŶ ĐoŶteŵplatioŶ. 
 

They felt that the chance of that was not insignificant, but there was honestly no way to tell. 

 

͞Is theƌe a ǁaǇ to set MoŵoŶ agaiŶst the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg? Peƌhaps if ǁe used the people of E-Rantel, we 

could--͟ 

 

͞That͛s daŶgeƌous, faƌ too daŶgeƌous. If it goes pooƌlǇ, ǁe͛ll ŵake aŶ eŶeŵǇ of MoŵoŶ aŶd the “oƌĐeƌeƌ 
KiŶg at the saŵe tiŵe.͟ 

 

͞You͛ƌe ƌight. As it is, ǁe͛ǀe takeŶ ĐoŶsideƌaďle losses. Though the dead haǀe ďeeŶ ƌeǀiǀed, the BlaĐk 
Scripture will still be short on manpower, while the Sunlight Scripture is effectively dissolved. The 

CƌoǁŶ͛s ďeeŶ stoleŶ, the Miko PƌiŶĐess aŶd Kaiƌe aƌe dead. It͛ll take us at least ϭϬ Ǉeaƌs to ƌeĐoǀeƌ ouƌ 
stƌeŶgth. We ĐaŶ͛t go aƌouŶd ƌoastiŶg ŵeat Ŷeǆt to a sleepiŶg DƌagoŶ iŶ this state.͟ 

 

͞Yes. We Ŷeed to aǀoid opeŶiŶg up tǁo fƌoŶts at the saŵe tiŵe.͟ 

 

At this moment, the hostility in the room seemed to swell. 

 

͞Those filthǇ tƌaitoƌs.͟ 

 

͞Those ďastaƌd elǀes.͟ 

 

The Theocracy was currently at war with the Elves of the Great Southern Forest. Originally, the 

Theocracy and the elves had a cooperative relationship. But that relationship had been broken, and the 

Theocracy was now fighting the Elves with their own power. 

 

They had built a forward base at Crescent Lake, seat of the Elven Capital. According to the plan, the 

Capital should have been destroyed in a few years, but that plan was slowly going off-script. 

 

͞Hoǁ aďout a Đeasefiƌe ǁith theŵ foƌ Ŷoǁ?͟ 

 

͞DoŶ͛t ďe foolish. Hoǁ ŵuĐh ďlood do Ǉou thiŶk has ďeeŶ spilled iŶ the fightiŶg up till Ŷoǁ? FiƌstlǇ, hoǁ 
can we not take reveŶge foƌ that peƌsoŶ?͟ 

 

͞That Đhild--͟ 

 

After saying this, the old man smiled bitterly. 

 

He treated her as a child because of her appearance, but the fact was that she was older than anyone in 

this room. 



 

͞--Hoǁ is she?͟ 

 

͞IŶ the saŵe ƌooŵ ŶeaƌďǇ, as alǁaǇs.͟ 

 

͞Uŵu, ǁe Ŷeed to giǀe heƌ a ĐhaŶĐe to aǀeŶge heƌ ŵotheƌ.͟ 

 

͞Yes, otheƌǁise it ǁould ďe faƌ too uŶfoƌtuŶate. Heƌ heaƌt should pƌoďaďlǇ ďe at ease afteƌ takiŶg heƌ 
ƌeǀeŶge.͟ 

 

Pained looks appeared on the faces of everyone present. 

 

͞..FƌaŶklǇ speakiŶg, I take offense with the priests of the time. They raised a poor little girl with that sort 

of peƌsoŶalitǇ.͟ 

 

͞Well, if Ǉou ǁaŶt to saǇ that, Ǉou ŵight as ǁell ďlaŵe the ďaƌďaƌiaŶs of the foƌest. The CaƌdiŶals didŶ͛t 
think it was good to snatch her away froŵ heƌ ŵotheƌ͛s side.͟ 

 

͞...What a tƌouďlesoŵe topiĐ.͟ 

 

͞“till, if ǁe deploǇ that giƌl, that DƌagoŶ Loƌd ŵight ƌespoŶd iŶ kiŶd.͟ 

 

͞The poǁeƌ of the gods, DoǁŶfall of Castle aŶd CouŶtƌǇ, ǁill pƌoďaďlǇ Ŷot ǁoƌk oŶ that felloǁ ǁho ĐaŶ 
use wild magic, unlike ǁith the Catastƌophe DƌagoŶ Loƌd. Hoǁ aďout usiŶg it oŶ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg?͟ 

 

Silence descended over the meeting room. It was a proposal that they were thinking, but could not 

speak. 

 

͞...It͛s Ŷot a ďad idea, ďut the faĐt that ǁe doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat soƌt of poǁeƌ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s 
suďoƌdiŶates possess ŵakes ŵe uŶeasǇ.͟ 

 

͞...If oŶlǇ it Đould Đhaƌŵ ǁithout liŵit, theƌe ǁould ďe Ŷo pƌoďleŵs.͟ 

 

͞Hoǁ daƌe Ǉou! The gods gaǀe theiƌ liǀes to pƌoteĐt us, huŵaŶitǇ! AŶd to thiŶk Ǉou ǁould ďe dissatisfied 
with the secret tƌeasuƌes theǇ left ďehiŶd? The audaĐitǇ!͟ 

 

After the rebuke, the old man bowed his head deeply. 

 

͞I ŵisspoke.͟ 

 

͞WatĐh Ǉouƌ toŶgue!͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, ďaĐk to the topiĐ. We aƌe all agaiŶst usiŶg DoǁŶfall of Castle aŶd CouŶtƌǇ oŶ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg?͟ 

 



͞It͛s too daŶgeƌous.͟ 

 

͞If the Catastƌophe DƌagoŶ Loƌd appeaƌs, ǁe Đould ĐoŶtƌol it aŶd use it as a ǀaŶguaƌd…͟ 

 

There was no point in hoping for what was not there. 

 

͞It ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped. “hould ǁe seŶd a ŵesseŶgeƌ to talk ǁith that DƌagoŶ Loƌd aďout the Elǀes?͟ 

 

͞Who kŶoǁs ǁhat theǇ͛ll ask foƌ?͟ 

 

͞Let͛s just aĐĐept if the ƌeƋuest isŶ͛t too uŶƌeasoŶaďle. Afteƌ all, it͛s foƌ the peaĐe of that giƌl͛s soul.͟ 

 

There were no objections. Everyone here was deep in introspection. 

 

͞Fufu--͟  
 

 

A quiet chuckle rang out, and everyoŶe͛s eǇes ǁeŶt to the peƌsoŶ ǁho ŵade the souŶd. 
 

͞Fufu. Noǁ that the people ǁho kŶeǁ the situatioŶ ďaĐk theŶ aƌe all dead… ǁell, Ǉou lot aƌe Ƌuite a 
ĐoŵpassioŶate ďuŶĐh.͟ 

 

Those words might have felt insulting, but the tone was otherwise. 

 

͞...Ouƌ aiŵ is to defend all of humanity from the other races, and all of humanity includes that girl. I 

thiŶk ǁe ĐaŶ ďe foƌgiǀeŶ foƌ a little aďuse of ouƌ offiĐes if it͛s to saǀe a Đoŵƌade.͟ 

 

͞..I haǀe Ŷo ƌeasoŶ to oďjeĐt if this does Ŷot ƌesult iŶ aŶǇ deaths.͟ 

 

As he heard this , the Grand Marshal smiled bitterly. 

 

͞It ǁould ďe ďetteƌ to diƌeĐtlǇ distƌiďute this kŶoǁledge ƌatheƌ thaŶ goiŶg ďǇ oƌal tƌaŶsŵissioŶ, Ŷo? It͛s 
all ƌight if ǁe͛ƌe goiŶg up agaiŶst soŵeoŶe distiŶĐtiǀe, ďut it͛ll ďe daŶgeƌous if the otheƌ guǇ has gone to 

gƌouŶd. “pƌeadiŶg that kŶoǁledge ǁill also ŵake it easieƌ to gatheƌ iŶfoƌŵatioŶ.͟ 

 

This was a suggestion which had been made fairly often over the centuries. Naturally, it had been 

rejected each time. 

 

͞Ouƌ ǁoƌld is as fƌagile as a little ďoat ǁhich has been tossed into the ocean. The fewer people who 

know about it, the better. After all, there might be a typhoon every 100 years or so. Do you think people 

could sleep easily if they knew that? The fact is, the powerful cannot hide in the shadows for long. They 

ǁill ďe ǀeƌǇ oďǀious, eǀeŶ if theǇ tƌǇ to liǀe a Ŷoƌŵal life.͟ 

 

͞If that͛s the Đase, ǁhat do Ǉou thiŶk that foƌŵeƌ pƌiest-doŶo ǁill do?͟ 



 

They all had complicated expressions on their faces. 

 

͞I͛ŵ Ŷot Ƌuite suƌe, ďut theƌe͛s a ǀeƌǇ high ĐhaŶĐe of ŵoǀeŵeŶt… Peƌhaps theƌe͛s soŵe kiŶd of tƌuŵp 
Đaƌd iŶ stoƌe.͟ 

 

͞Oƌ ŵaǇďe the foƌŵeƌ ϵth “eat, WiŶdstƌide, ŵight kŶoǁ soŵethiŶg...͟ 

 

͞Hoǁ ǁoƌƌǇiŶg. Is she Đlose to us? NothiŶg is ŵoƌe tƌouďlesoŵe thaŶ that…͟ 

 

There were several sighs in the room. 

 

͞What about asking the retired members of the Black Scripture for help? That way we can restore our 

fighting strength, no, maintain our vigilance. We can send them to the Draconic Kingdom as 

ƌeiŶfoƌĐeŵeŶts. The ĐhaŶĐes of theŵ dǇiŶg aƌe ǀeƌǇ loǁ.͟ 

 

The Black Scripture was commonly assigned to very dangerous tasks, and so they had a very high 

attrition rate. However, as long as the corpses remained, they could be brought back to life. The 

pƌoďleŵ ǁas that ƌesuƌƌeĐtioŶs dƌaiŶed a peƌsoŶ͛s lifefoƌĐe, aŶd oŶe ǁould Ŷeed to train for a long time 

to recover the strength they had before death. Thus, some people chose to retire instead. 

 

There were also others who had retired due to their age, but no matter the reason, any retirees had 

priority on whatever post they wanted. While there were those who were content to live a degenerate, 

jobless lifestyle, there were very few of those. Most of them would not be able to bear the repeated 

looks fƌoŵ theiƌ ǁiǀes aŶd ƋuestioŶs like ͞Daaaad, ǁhǇ haǀeŶ͛t Ǉou fouŶd a joď Ǉet--?͟ aŶd thus they 

returned to work. 

 

It would take a while to refamiliarize these people with the feel of actual combat, and there were those 

older ones who could not perform as they had in their prime due to age. Still, they were more reliable 

than most others. 

 

͞Just eǆplaiŶ the situatioŶ to theŵ aŶd ŵake ouƌ ƌeƋuest. DoŶ͛t eǆpeĐt eǀeƌǇoŶe to take up aƌŵs, 
though.͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse. It ǁould take a ƌeal ďastaƌd to put pƌessuƌe oŶ people ǁho Đoŵpleted ŵissioŶs iŶ the ŵost 
daŶgeƌous plaĐes aŶd theŶ ƌetiƌed.͟ 

 

͞Yes. Just ask theŵ. But if aŶǇoŶe agƌees, paǇ theŵ ŵoƌe thaŶ theǇ eǆpeĐted.͟ 

 

͞If oŶlǇ theǇ paid us at all.͟ 

 

Self-deprecating chuckles echoed through the room. 

 

Complaining about a lack of wages was a private joke for them. 



 

In the Theocracy, salaries fell off after one rose past a certain rank. This was a form of self-purification, 

in order to ensure that people would not be motivated to rise through the ranks by greed. Thus, many of 

those who took high office did so because they were moved to serve their nation. 

 

After the laughter stopped, the Pontifex Maximus spoke again: 

 

͞TheŶ, eǀeƌǇoŶe, let͛s ďegiŶ the Ŷeǆt topiĐ. ‘aǇŵoŶd, go ahead.͟ 

 

 

 

[End Intermission] 

 

 

 

[Volume 10 Chapter 3 - The Bahamut Empire] 

 

 

-Part 1- 

 

 

Albedo had left for the Kingdom on a clear, sunny day, and Ainz came to the courtyard of his residence 

to send her off. 

 

There were five luxurious coaches parked there. One of them was for Albedo and another was for her 

luggage. One of the remaining coaches contained gifts to the King, to impress upon them the difference 

between the might of the Kingdom and the Sorcerous Kingdom. Surrounding these carriages were the 

20 Death Cavaliers Ainz had created. 

 

It would have been simple enough to just teleport to the Kingdom, but they had not chosen to do so. 

 

Alďedo aŶd heƌ paƌtǇ ǁeƌe ƌespoŶsiďle foƌ deŵoŶstƌatiŶg the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s poǁeƌ. Paƌt of that 
was using monsters in place of horses to pull their coaches; an implied threat, so to speak. 

 

͞TheŶ, AiŶz-sama, please take care of yourself for a ǁhile.͟ 

 

͞Uŵu, ďe Đaƌeful. We haǀeŶ͛t fouŶd the people ǁho ďƌaiŶǁashed “hallteaƌ Ǉet. Thus ǁe ĐaŶŶot ƌule out 
the possibility that they might seek to control you, and then use you as part of a great gamble to inflict 

ŵassiǀe daŵage oŶ NazaƌiĐk.͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse. I ǁill ďe Đaƌeful aŶd Ŷeǀeƌ let this leaǀe ŵǇ peƌsoŶ.͟ 

 

Albedo was hugging a World-Class Item to her breast. 

 



͞I ďelieǀe possessiŶg that should eliŵiŶate the ƌisk of ďeiŶg ďƌaiŶǁashed ďǇ a Woƌld-Class Item. 

However, the opposition might not be limited to just that item. In addition, while that is the most 

powerful World-Class Iteŵ agaiŶst phǇsiĐal oďjeĐts, doŶ͛t foƌget that it is Ŷot ǀeƌǇ useful agaiŶst 
iŶdiǀidual taƌgets.͟ 

 

͞Is that so? MǇ ŵaiŶ ǁeapoŶ is the tƌaŶsfoƌŵed ǀeƌsioŶ of this…͟ 

 

͞It͛s ǁeakeƌ than a specialized divine-Đlass iteŵ. “till, it͛s still Ƌuite stƌoŶg iŶ that it ǁill Ŷeǀeƌ ďe 
destƌoǇed oƌ daŵaged. All I ǁaŶt to saǇ is, doŶ͛t ďe Đaƌeless ďeĐause Ǉou͛ƌe stƌoŶg. Although I doŶ͛t 
thiŶk Ǉou͛ll ŵake a ŵistake like that..." 

 

Come to think of it, Albedo had never been outside until now. 

 

He had stationed her in Nazarick and had her serve as a rear guard. Because of this, Ainz felt worried, as 

though he was letting a child go out on an errand by themselves for the first time. 

 

͞‘eŵaiŶ aleƌt aŶd do not be careless. If you feel there is danger, retreat immediately. Do you have any 

teleportation items? Some of them need time to take effect, so does yours work immediately? Some 

enemies can also impede teleportation before attacking, have you thought of a way to deal with them? 

Theƌe ŵight also ďe eŶeŵies ǁho distƌaĐt Ǉou ǁith ďait ďefoƌe aŵďushiŶg Ǉou. DoŶ͛t ďe fooled ďǇ Ǉouƌ 
eŶeŵies͛ stƌeŶgth, alƌight? Although I͛ǀe heaƌd Ǉou͛ǀe goŶe thƌough Đoŵďat tƌaiŶiŶg iŶ oƌdeƌ to 
improve your flexibility, you still Ŷeed to studǇ up a ďit ŵoƌe. IŶ additioŶ―͟ 

 

He thought, it would have been good if I had lectured Shalltear like this while he thought about the 

tactics he would use for PKing. As he did so, he sprayed Albedo with a stream of words at machine-gun 

speed. 

 

How long had he spent on thinking up all kinds of attacks? Ainz only returned to normal after he realised 

Albedo was looking at him with a delighted expression on her face. 

 

This was terribly embarrassing. 

 

Ainz coughed. 

 

͞Well, soŵethiŶg like that. I believe that you of all people, Albedo, will not slack off on preparations and 

ĐouŶteƌŵeasuƌes. I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ foƌ delaǇiŶg Ǉou. Take Đaƌe ǁheŶ Ǉou tƌaǀel.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood, AiŶz-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞Although it ŵight Ŷot ďe appƌopƌiate to ask ƌight ďefoƌe Ǉou go, aďout Deŵiuƌge ― Ŷo, Ŷeǀeƌ ŵiŶd.͟ 

 

͞He should ďe fiŶe, I ďelieǀe?͟ 

 



If he had received some communication from Demiurge, he would not have a huge pile of questions to 

ask hiŵ. Foƌ iŶstaŶĐe, Alďedo had Ŷot opposed the foƌŵatioŶ of the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild, ďut it ŵight be 

better to ask him in person when he returned. Albedo seemed surprised, but after she realised that Ainz 

did not intend to reply, she resumed her usual gentle expression. 

 

͞TheŶ, AiŶz-sama. As the Guardian Overseer, I will show you results which will not bring shame upon the 

offiĐe.͟ 

 

͞Youƌ aĐtioŶs haǀe Ŷeǀeƌ iŶsulted Ǉouƌ statioŶ.͟ 

 

Granted, right after that he recalled Albedo mounting him cowgirl-style, but that was not the sort of 

thing one could bring up at this juncture. 

 

͞Theƌe is oŶe ŵoƌe thiŶg I have to say. While you are immune to disease, this world might possess 

illŶesses that ĐaŶ ďǇpass eǀeŶ that iŵŵuŶitǇ, so ďe Đaƌeful. I͛ǀe heaƌd that it͛s eǆĐeptioŶallǇ easǇ to 
ĐatĐh siĐkŶesses at the tuƌŶ of the seasoŶ.͟ 

 

The transition between the four seasoŶs ǁas Ŷot ǀeƌǇ Đleaƌ iŶ “uzuki “atoƌu͛s ǁoƌld. 
 

A thought struck him -- what would Blue Planet do if he were here? He would probably have the same 

sparkly-eyed expression that Albedo did. ...Although, whether he could actually make that expression 

was a different matter entirely. 

 

Then, Albedo volunteered a suggestion, with a look on her face like a freshly-blossomed flower: 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa! I, I kŶoǁ of a pƌeǀeŶtiǀe ŵediĐiŶe that ǁoƌks ǀeƌǇ ǁell agaiŶst illŶess!͟ 

 

͞Hoh...?͟ 

 

That was quite a surprise. He had not expected her to know of medication which was unique to this 

world. 

 

Nfirea the herbalist should not have come into contact with Albedo. That being the case, could it have 

come from knowledge within YGGDRASIL, or perhaps something Tabula Smaragdina programmed into 

her? His curiosity now aroused, Ainz looked forward to what she would say next. 

 

͞A kiss!͟ 

 

͞...A kiss?͟ 

 

͞Yes, kissiŶg ƌelieǀes stƌess aŶd aĐtiǀates the paƌasǇŵpathetiĐ Ŷeƌǀous sǇsteŵ. OŶĐe the effiĐieŶĐǇ of 
the parasympathetic nervous system increases, the performance of the immune system improves with it. 

IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, if Ǉou get kissed, Ǉou ǁoŶ͛t get siĐk!͟ 

 



͞What Ǉou͛ǀe said souŶds kiŶd of faŵiliaƌ…͟ 

 

He recalled someone mentioning something about the parasympathetic nervous system while he was 

playing YGGDRASIL. That must be it. However, he did not feel that it would be effective in this world too.  

 

͞Theƌefoƌe, I ǁaŶt a kiss~͟ 

 

Albedo closed her eyes and puckered her lips. 

 

All he could see now was an octopus.  

 

That description might sound like it was slandering a great beauty, but the truth was, her looks had not 

been greatly diminished. After all, a beautiful woman remained beautiful no matter what expression she 

had on her face. 

 

That uŶtiŵelǇ thought flashed thƌough AiŶz͛s ŵiŶd. 
 

Ainz had considered running away at this point. 

 

He ǁaŶted to saǇ, ͞CeƌtaiŶlǇ Ŷot͟, ďut it ǁas plaiŶlǇ oďǀious that she ǁas hopiŶg foƌ  a kiss. IŶ additioŶ, 
this was a wish from someone who was about to run a work errand, so he wanted to help fulfil it, to a 

ĐeƌtaiŶ eǆteŶt. IŶ additioŶ, it ǁould ŵake his heaƌt aĐhe to igŶoƌe the ǁishes of Taďula “ŵaƌagdiŶa͛s 
daughter. 

 

AiŶz took Alďedo͛s ĐhiŶ iŶ oŶe haŶd, aŶd plaŶted a kiss oŶ heƌ Đheek. That said, AiŶz had Ŷo skiŶ, aŶd 
thus no lips, so the kiss Ainz gave was little more than pressing his front teeth against her. In addition, 

since he had no saliva, all she could feel was something dry and hard poking her. 

 

Although this was terribly embarrassing, he had to inflict himself on her. 

 

I͛ŵ glad I ďƌushed ŵǇ teeth, eǀeŶ though I didŶ͛t eat aŶǇthiŶg. 
 

Afteƌ his haŶd left heƌ ĐhiŶ, he ŵet Alďedo͛s ǁide-eyed gaze. 

 

͞What, ǁhat͛s ǁƌoŶg? Besides, it ǁould haǀe ďeeŶ too ŵuĐh to kiss Ǉou oŶ the lips, so the Đheek ǁill 
haǀe to do. Was it Ŷot ƌight?!͟ 

 

͞...I did Ŷot thiŶk Ǉou ǁould haǀe ĐoŶsideƌed it at all.͟ 

 

Befoƌe AiŶz Đould ask heƌ aďout ǁhat she ƌeallǇ ŵeaŶt, teaƌs ǁelled up iŶ the ĐoƌŶeƌ of Alďedo͛s eǇes. 
 

͞FueeeeŶ~͟ 

 

Albedo wept. Those were not crocodile tears. She was truly crying. 



 

After the long-awaited shock of his emotional suppression washed over him, Ainz hurriedly scrambled to 

do something. That said, he had no idea how to proceed. 

 

In the past, when he had made Albedo cry in the Treasury, he had thought of something comforting to 

say. However, nothing came to mind now that Ainz had made her cry after kissing her. What would that 

prettyboy Emperor (Jircniv) do at a time like this? Although he thought about that topic, it would seem 

that none of the scenes which Ainz witnessed had ever covered a situation like that. 

 

͞Alďedo, please doŶ͛t ĐƌǇ.͟ 

 

He desperately wanted to look to the duty maid behind him for help, but he had already embarrassed 

himself badly enough. He could not disgrace himself even further. 

 

͞Alďedo, doŶ͛t ĐƌǇ.͟ 

 

Ainz pulled Albedo into his embrace and gently patted her back. 

 

They stayed like this for a while, and then Albedo sniffled. It would seem her tears had stopped. 

 

Ainz released the hands holding Albedo, as relief washed through him. 

 

͞Aƌe Ǉou all ƌight, Alďedo?͟ 

 

͞Yes, AiŶz-sama. I am very soƌƌǇ foƌ lettiŶg Ǉou see that shaŵeful side of ŵe.͟ 

 

Though stained with tears, hers was still a very beautiful smile. 

 

There was only one reason she could be crying. 

 

His nonexistent stomach began aching after he realized how cruel he had been. Because the gaŵe͛s 
ending soon -- if only he had not thought that way, she would not have cried like this. 

 

͞Is that so. ...Well, it͛s aďout tiŵe. You should set out if Ǉou͛ƌe fiŶe.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood! MoŵoŶga-saŵa!͟ 

 

*** 

 

The curtains mounted in the coach windows opened, and he saw Albedo waving to him. In response, 

Ainz waved back to her. 

 

This was a scene straight out of those railway train farewells one might have seen on television. 

 



The coach stirred slowly into motion, and the sentries began moving as well. 

 

Ainz ǁatĐhed uŶtil he Đould Ŷo loŶgeƌ see Alďedo͛s ĐoaĐh, aŶd as he staƌed iŶto the distaŶĐe, he issued a 
somber, grave command. 

 

͞Foƌget eǀeƌǇthiŶg that happeŶed heƌe.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood.͟ 

 

Ainz walked past the maid, whose head was lowered. Ainz had no way of seeing what sort of expression 

she had on her face at the time. 

 

 

-Part 2- 

 

 

The Blood Emperor, Jircniv Rune Farlord El-Nix clutched at his head. 

 

This was not a recent thing. He had been this way for quite some time now. 

 

In the past, he had purged all manner of nobles, heard about treachery which could shake the Empire, 

and learned of deteriorating relationships with neighboring countries. Through it all, this man had 

neither panicked nor fallen into confusion. However, in the face of an insoluble problem, even this man 

could do nothing but bitterly cradle his head. 

 

͞Daŵŵit! You soŶ of a ďitĐh! Die! Die aŶd ƌot aǁaǇ!͟ 

 

While the power of magic could curse someone to death, Jircniv did not have that kind of power. 

Therefore, he was simply speaking offensive words. If he could actually kill that hateful man who had 

wrought such devastation on his mind and his stomach lining for the past few months, he would gladly 

seek out such techniques. 

 

͞No, ǁait. It ǁould ďe ďetteƌ to tell hiŵ to ͞liǀe͟, ƌight? Oƌ ŵaǇďe, ͚ďe destƌoǇed͛ ǁould ďe ŵoƌe 
appƌopƌiate? I͛ǀe heaƌd of soŵe pƌiests destƌoǇiŶg the uŶdead ǁith saĐƌed poǁeƌ.͟ 

 

He was even thinking about such meaningless things. 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s stoŵaĐh aĐhed aŶd stƌaŶds of his falleŶ haiƌ adoƌŶed his pilloǁ eǀeƌǇ ŵoƌŶiŶg. The culprit 

responsible for all of this was the Sorcerer King, Ainz Ooal Gown. 

 

There was no satisfactory solution to the problems posed by the Sorcerer King. 

 

The first problem concerned the casualties among the Imperial Knight Corps at the Battle of the Katze 

Plains. 



 

There were only 143 deaths; a trivial number, if they had clashed directly with the enemy. However, the 

losses at the Katze Plain had been entirely self-inflicted. 

 

In addition, 3,788 people had expressed their desire to leave the Knight Corps upon their return to the 

Imperial Capital. In other words, over 6% of the 60,000 men of the Imperial Knight Corps had lost their 

courage. 

 

And then, there were thousands of people who complained of uneasiness and night terrors. According 

to the reports, there were at least 200 mentally unstable people as well. 

 

Knights were professional warriors, and training even a single one of them entailed considerable 

expense. 

 

Nor was it just a matter of money. Training time was also essential. One could not simply grab 

soŵeďodǇ off the stƌeets aŶd saǇ, ͞Fƌoŵ toŵoƌƌoǁ oŶǁaƌds, Ǉou aƌe a kŶight.͟ 

 

The Empire would need to spend a great deal to fill the shortfall in the number of knights. But where 

would he get the funds for those expenditures? 

 

At this critical moment, it was too risky to purge the nobles and seize their assets to make up the 

required amount. 

 

The reason for that was because of the second problem -- namely, the petitions which the Imperial 

Knights themselves had submitted to Jircniv. 

 

The Knight Corps were permitted to make proposals to Emperor Jircniv. This was because there were 

some things which only blooded veterans could understand, and it was also to reduce the conflicts 

between military officers and bureaucratic officials. At the same time, it was also to give the impression 

that Jircniv -- who had a martial background -- was especially fond of the Knight Corps. 

 

Of course, one could not expect such letters to always be positive, but the recent petitions were harsh 

indeed. 

 

These petitions, from the uppeƌ eĐheloŶs of the KŶight Coƌps͛ ĐoŵŵaŶd stƌuĐtuƌe, eǆpƌessed theiƌ 
desire to avoid warfare with the Sorcerous Kingdom. 

 

Jircniv could understand that sort of thing even if they did not bring it up. 

 

Anyone who dared face that Kingdom in open combat would be far beyond a mere fool; he would be an 

absolute madman. That was a nation which could trample 200,000 enemy troops which a single spell. 

There was no way Jircniv would conceivably pick a fight with such a foe. 

 



Even so, the reason why the Knight Corps had tendered such a petition was because they had lost their 

faith in Jircniv. 

 

Befoƌe the Battle of the Katze PlaiŶs, JiƌĐŶiǀ had pƌoposed to the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg: ͞I hope Ǉou ǁill use Ǉouƌ 
stƌoŶgest spell͟. The uppeƌ eĐheloŶs of the KŶight Coƌps kŶeǁ this, and laid the blame for that miserable 

hellscape squarely at the feet of Jircniv. 

 

In other words, they were using him as a scapegoat. 

 

When he learned of that, Jircniv had been furious and frustrated in the extreme. 

 

If he had known that such magic existed, he would never have said such a thing. 

 

Besides, the reason why Jircniv had asked that damnable Sorcerer King to use his strongest spell was to 

verify how powerful his magic was. 

 

OƌigiŶallǇ, it should haǀe ďeeŶ the otheƌ ǁaǇ aƌouŶd. ͞ThaŶk Ǉou foƌ drawing out part of the Sorcerer 

KiŶg͛s poǁeƌ. Noǁ ǁe kŶoǁ ďetteƌ thaŶ to ĐasuallǇ ŵake a ŵoǀe oŶ hiŵ,͟ theǇ should haǀe said ǁhile 
expressing their gratitude. After all, if things had gone poorly, that magic might have been unleashed in 

a city. 

 

However, the Knight Corps did not see things that way. It was because they felt that Jircniv was a 

splendid Emperor that they believed he had asked for the use of that magic, knowing full well what it did. 

Thus, many suspicious gazes now shot toward Jircniv. 

 

This was the first time Jircniv had been so disgusted by his own reputation. 

 

However, crying and complaining would not help things. If someone could do something in his place, 

Jircniv would gladly cry and scream and rest until his stomach pains went away. Of course, nobody could 

do JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s joď foƌ hiŵ, so he had to haŶdle it hiŵself. 
 

͞DaŵŶ that “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg! It͛s all his fault!͟ 

 

He pressed against the pain that radiated from his stomach, no -- Jircniv paused to think. 

 

This ǁas Ŷot ͞the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s fault͟. This ǁas ͞the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ĐoŶspiƌaĐǇ͟. 
 

It was very possible that the state of the Empire might have been orchestrated by him. When he calmed 

down and considered it, the possibility of that was very high. 

 

Jircniv took out a key and opened a drawer. He withdrew a bottle from within. 

 

Then, he pressed the silver ring he wore on his left hand against it. 

 



The Ring of Unicorn -- an item which could detect poisons and which enhanced resistance to poison and 

disease, which could also heal wounds once a day. After confirming that there was no reaction, he 

gulped it down. 

 

Jircniv placed the bottle on his desk, and frowned. 

 

He took a mouthful of water from the bottle on the desk, to wash away the now-familiar astringent 

taste spreading through his mouth. After that, Jircniv pressed the area around his belly again. 

 

Was it just a placebo effect, or had his wound really been healed? While there was no way he could 

know for sure, at least his stomach pains had subsided for now. 

 

͞Haaah~͟ 

 

After that abnormally heavy sigh, as though ponderous tasks awaited him, he continued his work. First, 

he had to start with that accumulated pile of documents. 

 

A quiet knocking rang through the room, as though it were waiting for his hand to reach out. 

 

The man who enteƌed ǁas a sĐƌiďe. All of JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s haŶd-picked scribes were excellent workers. However, 

this man was easily the equal of Roune. 

 

Incidentally, there were no women among the scribes. Jircniv felt that the only woman who could 

handle this sort of work was one of his concubines. 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ--͟ 

 

Jircniv waved to cut short a greeting that might take a very long time. 

 

͞--No Ŷeed foƌ that, spaƌe ŵe the gƌeetiŶgs. DoŶ͛t ǁaste tiŵe, get to the poiŶt.͟ 

 

͞Yes, Youƌ MajestǇ. Those tƌadeƌs fƌoŵ that ŶatioŶ haǀe finally replied to us. They seem to have very 

good stoĐk ith theŵ, aŶd theǇ ǁill ďe ǀisitiŶg the Iŵpeƌial Capital sooŶ.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ!͟ 

 

Jrcniv smiled at this, the best news he had heard in the past few weeks. 

 

The nation in question was the Slaine Theocracy. Needless to say, the trader in question was an 

emissary from them. 

 

While this room was warded against spying, after witnessing that spell from the Sorcerer King, he had 

come to believe that all these countermeasures were little more than stage dressing. The fact was, he 

had come to feel that someone was spying on him of late. 



 

Still, no matter how many people he sent to investigate, they found no observers. The only conclusion 

theǇ Đould ƌeaĐh ǁas that this ǁas a paƌaŶoid delusioŶ oŶ JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s paƌt. Gƌanted, his nerves had been 

wound up quite tightly of late, so it might actually be the case. However, he could not get rid of the 

sense of foreboding that came from being watched. 

 

In the past, he might have let Fluder set up anti-spying measures, but he could not do that now. For all 

he knew, Fluder might already have betrayed him. Therefore, Jircniv had to operate under the 

assumption that spies had already infiltrated the Imperial Capital. 

 

Therefore, all policies concerning important matters needed their own codewords. Of course, there 

were a few small problems which cropped up at a result, but it was still better than letting the alliance 

against Ainz Ooal Gown be exposed. 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁheŶ ǁill it ďe?͟ 

 

͞I ďelieǀe theǇ hope to aƌƌiǀe ǁithiŶ the Ŷeǆt feǁ daǇs.͟ 

 

Normally speaking, he would have openly invited them to the Imperial Capital, but that would be far too 

obvious. 

 

It͛s ďest to ŵeet theŵ ǁhile pƌeteŶdiŶg that it ǁas a ĐoiŶĐideŶĐe. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ǁhat soƌt of loĐatioŶ ǁould 
avoid suspicion? 

 

He was out of options, but even if that were the case, he could not give up like this was just a regular 

gaŵe. CastiŶg that spell of utŵost ĐƌueltǇ ǁas esseŶtiallǇ telliŶg JiƌĐŶiǀ, ͞I aŵ uŶdead, so slaǇiŶg the 
liǀiŶg is oŶlǇ Ŷatuƌal͟. He Đould Ŷot possiďlǇ igŶoƌe a ďeiŶg like that. 

 

It was the duty of the Emperor of the Baharuth Empire to raise his chances of winning, even if it was 

only by a little. 

 

In order to achieve that aim, one of the measures he had taken was to forge a secret alliance with the 

Slaine Theocracy. The Theocracy was a country with a longer history than the Empire, and it also 

counted divine magic as one of the pillars of their nation. There was no doubt that it was the best nation 

one could appeal to for ways to deal with the undead. 

 

However, it would be very bad if the Sorcerous Kingdom learned of his contact with the Theocracy. 

 

The Empire was now an ally of the Sorcerous Kingdom, and one which helped guarantee its sovereignty. 

The reason why the Empire had done this was to understand the strength and organization of the 

Sorcerous Kingdom, as well as everything else within it. If they discovered that they were working 

against the Sorcerous Kingdom, the first target for the might of the Sorcerer King would undoubtedly be 

the Empire. 

 



͞PeƌŵissioŶ to speak, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

Jircniv raised his chin, indicating that the man should continue. 

 

͞Is the aĐt of opeŶiŶg hostilities ǁith the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ Ŷot a ŵost foolish Đouƌse of aĐtioŶ?͟ 

 

Jircniv glared at the scribe. You too, huh. He chucked a scroll case into a specially designated trash bin as 

he thought that. 

 

DoŶ͛t Đƌush ŵǇ flaggiŶg heaƌt, please… Hoǁeǀeƌ... 
 

͞TheŶ, ǁhat ǁould Ǉou suggest ǁe do?͟ 

 

͞Well, aďout that…͟ 

 

Jircniv smiled as he watched the scribe gulp audibly. 

 

͞‘elaǆ. I ǁill Ŷot ĐeŶsuƌe Ǉou foƌ aŶǇthiŶg Ǉou saǇ. Coŵe, speak Ǉouƌ ŵiŶd.͟ 

 

͞Yes, theŶ, I apologize ďefoƌehaŶd foƌ aŶǇ offeŶse I ŵight Đause.͟ 

 

With a cough, the secretary shared his thoughts: 

 

͞I ďelieǀe ǁe should ĐoŶtiŶue stƌeŶgtheŶiŶg ouƌ ďoŶd of alliaŶĐe, aŶd if the “oƌĐeƌous Kingdom has any 

ƌeƋuests… ǁe should giǀe iŶ to theŵ.͟ 

 

The sĐƌiďe͛s faĐe ǁas still pale despite JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s guaƌaŶtee. 
 

Within his heart, that treasonous statement warred with the fear that his very life might be extinguished. 

 

Jircniv once again smiled bitterly. 

 

͞You͛ƌe ƌight.͟ 

 

͞--Hah?͟ 

 

It ǁas ďeĐause he kŶeǁ the ŵaŶ͛s Đaliďeƌ that he felt that his gapiŶg ŵouth ǁas Ƌuite ĐoŵiĐal. JiƌĐŶiǀ 
smiled in a different way than before, and then continued speaking: 

 

͞I feel ǁhat Ǉou aƌe saǇiŶg is ĐoƌƌeĐt. IŶ Ǉouƌ position, I might well make the same proposal. No, it would 

ďe stƌaŶge if aŶǇ ŵaŶ I appoiŶted as a sĐƌiďe did Ŷot suggest suĐh a thiŶg.͟ 

 

Simply put, the Sorcerous Kingdom was far too powerful. 

 



Though they could only judge from a military standpoint, it was clear that the Sorcerous Kingdom was 

on a level that they could not hope to even deal with. 

 

The personal power of the Sorcerer King Ainz Ooal Gown alone was already far too risky to face. Then 

there was the army of the dead he had brought to the battlefield, each of which was rumored to be able 

to level a nation by themselves. 

 

They were in completely different dimensions. When one thought about it, the very idea was laughable. 

 

͞Although I feel that is the ďest ĐhoiĐe, does that ŵeaŶ ǁe should Ŷot pƌepaƌe to take some other 

action? For instance, if the Sorcerer King intends to destroy the Kingdom, do you think bending the knee 

to hiŵ ǁill suffiĐe to spaƌe us?͟ 

 

He had not yet heard of any massacres in E-Rantel. 

 

Could it be that the undead were not there? After trying to gather some information, he discovered that 

the undead openly occupied the city, turning E-Rantel into a demon city. 

 

It might be that he intended to rule the residents of the area without slaughtering them, but that was 

jumping to conclusions. After all, there was the news of how he had subdued that adamantite-ranked 

adǀeŶtuƌeƌ ;MoŵoŶͿ, so just fƌoŵ that poiŶt aloŶe, it ǁas daŶgeƌous to thiŶk that the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s 
tender mercies would extend to the Empire. 

 

͞It is as Ǉou saǇ. It ǁould seeŵ I ǁas so Đoǁed ďǇ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s oǀeƌǁhelŵiŶg poǁeƌ that I Đould 
Ŷot eǀeŶ ŵake suĐh a ƌatioŶal deĐisioŶ. MǇ deepest apologies.͟ 

 

͞No Ŷeed to apologize. Afteƌ all, the thought Đaŵe to ŵiŶd iŶ the past… ďaĐk to the poiŶt, ǁheƌe haǀe 
the traders of that ĐouŶtƌǇ ĐhoseŶ to ƌest?͟ 

 

͞It seeŵs theǇ ǁill ďe lodgiŶg iŶ the laƌgest of the seĐoŶd of fouƌ.͟ 

 

The seĐoŶd of fouƌ ƌefeƌƌed to a shƌiŶe of the God of Fiƌe. The ǁoƌd ͞laƌgest͟ ǁas Ŷot Đode, so it 
probably referred to the largest shrine in the Kingdom -- the Central Temple. 

 

From this point on, Jircniv began nonchalantly chatting about random issues, with some lies sprinkled 

into the mix. 

 

Sometimes, he would casually speak of made-up things. Even if anyone heard, investigating the truth of 

those words would be a tedious process. For the time being, he might have to continue this brain-

straining work. As he thought about this, he realised they had been talking for several minutes. 

 

Jircniv then decided to get to the main issue. 

 

͞Hoǁ is Ǉouƌ faŵilǇ? Aƌe theǇ still ǁell?͟ 



 

͞Hah? Ah, Ǉes. TheǇ͛ƌe ǀeƌǇ ǁell.͟ 

 

͞Is that so? That͛s gƌeat. Good health is the ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg, afteƌ all. I ǁoŶ͛t lie; the tƌuth is, ŵǇ 
ďodǇ͛s ďeeŶ doiŶg Ƌuite pooƌlǇ of late. MediĐiŶe oŶlǇ keeps it at ďaǇ foƌ a ǁhile. Do Ǉou think I should 

ďƌiŶg a pƌiest oǀeƌ?͟ 

 

͞It seeŵs the teŵples aƌe Ŷot too happǇ ǁith Youƌ MajestǇ͛s ƌeĐeŶt aĐtioŶs. ApplǇiŶg pƌessuƌe ŵight 
ƌesult iŶ a ďaĐklash. WhǇ Ŷot ǀisit iŶ peƌsoŶ, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

͞What a ǁoŶdeƌful idea.͟ 

 

The temples which battled the undead -- to the priests, the founding of a nearby country which was 

ruled by a powerful undead being was something about which they were very wary. Thus, they had sent 

many requests to meet with Jircniv. 

 

However, Jircniv had refused each time. 

 

Jircniv was now in a state where he would take any help he could get, but he had his reasons for not 

accepting. One of them was because he did not trust their ability to keep out spies. The other was 

because Jircniv feared that if he told them what he knew, they might do something which he could not 

predict. 

 

If both sides reached an accord, and the priests then decided to declare war on the powerful Sorcerer 

KiŶg ͞ďeĐause he is uŶdead͟, the ĐoŶseƋueŶĐes haƌdlǇ Ŷeeded to ďe stated. It ǁould ƌesult iŶ the 
Empire being caught up in their suicidal actions. 

 

In short, Jircniv was afraid that once he made contact with the temples, the Sorcerer King would assume 

that the Empire was hostile toward him.  

 

Jircniv sighed deeply. 

 

Although he had hoped they would wait for the right moment, it would seem they did not understand 

that poiŶt, Hoǁeǀeƌ, the TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛s diploŵatiĐ paƌtǇ had ĐoǀeƌtlǇ ƌeaĐhed the Iŵpeƌial Capital. 
Perhaps if he waited for them to make contact with the temples, there might be a chance to turn it all 

around. 

 

͞TheŶ, I should ŵake soŵe tiŵe iŶ the Ŷeǆt feǁ daǇs to ǀisit the teŵples aŶd let theŵ take a look at ŵǇ 
ďodǇ.͟ 

 

͞That seeŵs like a ǁise Đouƌse of aĐtioŶ. TheŶ, I shall go ŵake the aƌƌaŶgeŵeŶts Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou. TheŶ, ǁhat shall ǁe do aďout the Colosseum? I remember there was an exhibition match 

sĐheduled sooŶ; shall ǁe let it go oŶ as plaŶŶed? I͛ŵ Ŷot goiŶg to ďe stopped ďǇ ǁoƌds like ͚Ǉou said Ǉou 



ǁeƌe goiŶg foƌ a ĐheĐkup, so Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t go theƌe͛, Ǉou kŶoǁ. If aŶǇ of Ǉou ǁaŶts to ǁatĐh the fight ǁith 
ŵe, Ǉou ŵaǇ do so ǁith ŵe iŶ ŵǇ VIP ƌooŵ.͟ 

 

The sĐƌiďe͛s eǇes ǁideŶed, aŶd his eǇes gleaŵed as he tƌied to diǀiŶe the tƌue ŵeaŶiŶg of that 
statement. 

 

Yes, that͛s ƌight. You͛d ďe ƌight to suspeĐt ŵe. Coŵe, see ǁhat I ƌeallǇ ŵeaŶ. 
 

Jircniv wanted to avoid meeting the people of the Theocracy in the temples. 

 

The temples contained knowledge on healing and various other kinds of wisdom. If they were chosen as 

targets for a pre-emptive strike, far too many things would be lost, at a time where this accumulated 

knowledge was more important than anything else. 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood. TheŶ let ŵe haŶdle the aƌeŶa. I ďelieǀe Ǉou ǁeƌe sĐheduled to ǀisit the ǁaƌ ǁouŶded at 
the hospital oŶ that daǇ as ǁell?͟ 

 

Jircniv had not received this news, so this was probably a bluff. 

 

In other words, he was suggesting to Jircniv that the hospital might be a better location than the arena. 

 

Jircniv had chosen the arena because he had heard that the arena often hired priests to heal the 

wounded. With that in mind, he was thinking of bringing the emissaries from the Slaine Theocracy over 

in the guise of those priests. 

 

͞DelaǇ the ǀisitatioŶs. We͛ll folloǁ the sĐhedule ǁe agƌeed oŶ eaƌlieƌ.͟ 

 

With that, all talk about the traders had disappeared halfway through the conversation. If there were 

aŶǇ eaǀesdƌoppeƌs, ǁhat ǁould theǇ thiŶk of this? What Đould theǇ leaƌŶ fƌoŵ the phƌase ͞tǁo of fouƌ͟? 

 

Even if the Sorcerer King possessed demonic levels of intelligence, he could not make any plans without 

any information to work with. In addition, not all of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s suďoƌdiŶates Đould ďe as 
intelligent as he was. Also, the more spies there were, the higher the chances they would be exposed. 

Since no information on those spies had been found yet, there probably were not many spies. Or rather, 

he hoped that was the case. 

 

The speĐteƌ of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s aďsolute aŶd uŶdeŶiaďle ŵagiĐ hauŶted his ŵiŶd. Paƌt of hiŵ 
ĐoŶstaŶtlǇ thought ͞“iŶĐe theǇ͛ƌe the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ŵeŶ, theǇ ŵust ďe eǆĐeptioŶal too͟. IŶdeed, he 
had seen many incredibly powerful beings arrayed before that throne, so that implied that those spies 

might be of the same caliber as them. 

 

If that͛s ƌeallǇ the Đase, theŶ ǁe doŶ͛t haǀe a ĐhaŶĐe at all… if sǁeaƌiŶg ǀassalage to hiŵ ǁill settle 
thiŶgs, theŶ ǁouldŶ͛t that ďe the ďest Đouƌse of action? 

 



He had just drunk a healing potion, but Jircniv felt a spike of pain in his stomach again. 

 

*** 

 

Two weeks later, a coach with Jircniv on board left for the Colosseum. 

 

On the surface, he seemed to be going to the Colosseum to watch a fight, but in truth, he was there to 

enter into an agreement with emissaries of the Slaine Theocracy and high-ranking priests of the Empire. 

 

He had Ŷot ďƌought aŶǇ of his ƌoǇal guaƌdsŵeŶ ǁith hiŵ to aǀoid staŶdiŶg out, ďut tǁo of the Eŵpiƌe͛s  
Four Knights -- Lightning Bolt and Violent Gale -- ǁeƌe oŶ the ǀehiĐle as JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s guaƌds. 
 

If possible, he would have liked to use all of these outstanding warriors to protect him. However, Heavy 

Explosion was not reliable, so he had left her behind under the pretext of guarding the Imperial Capital. 

No, saying that she was unreliable was not exactly correct. To be precise he could already tell from her 

actions that she wanted to move on to the Sorcerous Kingdom. Thus, in order to avoid leaking any 

information to her which she could offer to the Sorcerous Kingdom as a gift, Jircniv had decided to keep 

a distance from her. 

 

“he had oƌigiŶallǇ said, ͞I ǁill do aŶǇthiŶg to lift this Đuƌse, eǀeŶ poiŶt this sǁoƌd at Youƌ HighŶess͟. 
Jircniv understood this, but had still decided to make use of her. Therefore, he could not rebuke her 

even if she decided to betray the Empire. That said, he still could not allow her to take away information 

that was critical to the Empire. 

 

That said, if she really had managed to eavesdrop on the Eŵpiƌe͛s state seĐƌets, theŶ he ǁould Ŷeed to 
have her arrested. However, she was one of the strongest people in the Empire, so he would need to 

send out people on her level to eliminate her. In terms of swordsmanship, only Lighting Bolt and Violent 

Gale were up to the task. Sending anyone else would only result in a one-sided slaughter for them. In 

additioŶ, suppƌessiŶg heƌ ǁith Ŷuŵďeƌs ŵeaŶt that the Iŵpeƌial Capital aŶd the Eŵpeƌoƌ͛s seĐuƌitǇ 
details would be thinned out. 

 

That being the case, he would haǀe to tuƌŶ to Fludeƌ͛s disĐiples, Woƌkeƌs, oƌ peƌhaps assassiŶs as 
represented by Ijaniya, all of whom possessed skills outside of melee combat. However, no matter 

which option he chose, he would have to be prepared to pay dearly for it. 

 

The disciples were paid on a yearly basis -- although eǀeƌ siŶĐe Fludeƌ͛s ďetƌaǇal, he had ĐoŶfisĐated 
Fludeƌ͛s laŶd aŶd ŵade theŵ Ŷoďles -- so there would not be too many additional expenses there. 

However, dispatching them would require them to stop their work, which would incur losses invisible to 

the naked eye. In addition, if they were actually killed instead, the damage done would be more than 

what the latter two would cost. 

 

Therefore the best option was to deny Heavy Explosion the chance to obtain valuable information and 

let her go empty-handed to the Sorcerous Kingdom. That might well be the most satisfactory solution 

for all parties concerned. 



 

Jircniv had hinted as much to Heavy Explosion. 

 

However, Heavy Explosion was still in the Imperial Capital. Her response ǁas aloŶg the liŶes of ͞I shall 
ƌeŵaiŶ uŶtil I ƌepaǇ the kiŶdŶess that Youƌ MajestǇ has shoǁŶ ŵe͟. 
 

He wanted to take that at face value, but that was impossible. 

 

HeaǀǇ EǆplosioŶ ŵight ďe oŶe of the Eŵpiƌe͛s Fouƌ KŶights, ďut the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ ǁould ŵost 

likely rate her fighting power very poorly. Each and every one of the many undead directly loyal to the 

Sorcerer King were stronger than her. Because of that, she was looking for a way to raise her value in 

their eyes. 

 

As Jircniv thought about the hopeless reality that the Sorcerer King commanded a thousand undead who 

were individually stronger than Heavy Explosion, the mightiest warrior of the Kingdom -- and this did not 

include the Sorcerer King himself -- his stomach began aching again. 

 

What should I do about this?! 

 

A single strong person cannot change the course of a battle, they said. Yet, reality said otherwise. 

 

The KiŶgdoŵ͛s Gazef “tƌoŶoff ǁas a ŵaŶ ǁho Đould do just that. It ǁas eǀeŶ ŵoƌe tƌue of the Eŵpiƌe͛s 
head magician, Fluder Paradyne, a being who could shake an entire nation. 

 

Each of them was a figure comparable to an army, or a country. 

 

In other words, even without considering the frightening power of its undead king, the Sorcerous 

Kingdom already wielded the might of a thousand armies. 

 

Theƌe͛s ŶothiŶg to ďe doŶe, is theƌe? If… ǁell, Ǉou ĐouldŶ͛t stop hiŵ eǀeŶ ǁith a thousaŶd aƌŵies, 
right? ...As I thought, giving up is better... 

 

Of course, he could not actually say that in front of his subordinates, but the idea had appeared in 

JircŶiǀ͛s ŵiŶd seǀeƌal tiŵes alƌeadǇ. IŶ faĐt, it had ďeeŶ his fiƌst thought oŶĐe he heaƌd aďout the Battle 
of Katze Plains. 

 

͞--TheŶ, Youƌ MajestǇ. Afteƌ ǁe ŵeet ǁith “ilǀeƌ CaŶaƌǇ, ǁe͛ll ŵoǀe out. Will that ďe alƌight?͟ 

 

Jircniv shifted his gaze to regard the man seated before him. 

 

Befoƌe hiŵ ǁas oŶe of the Fouƌ KŶights, ͞LightŶiŶg Bolt͟ Baziǁood Peshŵel.  
 

Jircniv nodded in silence. 

 



They had engaged a team of adamantite-ranked adventurers as security for today. While they were 

ostensibly there as a security detail, their main objective was to seek out any spies from the Sorcerous 

Kingdom. Regretfully, he could not meet up with Ijaniya, which had been considered as one of the 

alternatives. This also made Jircniv realise that inducting them into the Empire would be very difficult. 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ, although adaŵaŶtite-ranked adventurers possess the highest fighting strength of all 

huŵaŶitǇ, theǇ still ĐaŶŶot step ďeǇoŶd the ďouŶds of huŵaŶ aďilitǇ. Please do Ŷot loǁeƌ Ǉouƌ guaƌd.͟ 

 

Jircniv was painfully aware of those ǁoƌds ǁhiĐh ͞VioleŶt Gale͟ Niŵďle AƌĐ Dale AŶoĐh ǁas tƌǇiŶg to tell 
him. In fact, having seen the serried ranks of monsters within that throne room, he might understand 

those words better than Nimble, who had watched that grand massacre with his own eyes. 

 

͞Of Đouƌse. Hoǁeǀeƌ, theǇ ŵight ďe aďle to hold out. CoŶsideƌ the KiŶgdoŵ͛s adaŵaŶtite-ranked 

adventurer, Momon. He pointed his sword at the Sorcerer King and defended the people with his 

strength. Since the members of Silver Canary are adamantite-ƌaŶked adǀeŶtuƌeƌs as ǁell, it͛ll ďe Ƌuite 
tƌouďliŶg if theǇ ĐaŶ͛t do the saŵe.͟ 

 

As he said this, Jircniv smiled sadly. 

 

͞AŶd if eǀeŶ theǇ… if eǀeŶ theǇ ĐaŶ͛t do it, ǁhat theŶ?͟ 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s ƋuestioŶ ďƌought paiŶed eǆpƌessioŶs to the faĐes of ďoth kŶights. That look was a better answer 

than anything they could have said. Unconsciously, Jircniv began mirroring their expressions. 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ, please do Ŷot ŵake that faĐe. We ŵight Ŷot ďe stƌoŶg, ďut ǁe ǁill still deǀote ouƌ heaƌts 
and souls to completing ouƌ task.͟ 

 

͞That͛s ƌight, Youƌ MajestǇ. Please, adopt that ĐoŶfideŶt, sǁaggeƌiŶg attitude of Ǉouƌs agaiŶ. This fƌagile 
state Ǉou͛ƌe iŶ Ŷoǁ ill suits Ǉou.͟ 

 

Theiƌ geŶtle ǁoƌds pieƌĐed JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s heaƌt, aŶd he Đould Ŷot ďƌiŶg hiŵself to saǇ, ͞doesŶ͛t that apply to 

Ǉou as ǁell?͟ Yet, he deĐided to aĐĐept theŵ ǁithout ĐoŵplaiŶt. Those ǁoƌds ŵight haǀe had as ŵuĐh 
effect as scattering water on the desert, but it was true that they had soaked into the desert of his heart. 

 

͞..Foƌgiǀe ŵe. ThaŶk Ǉou foƌ Ǉouƌ siŶĐeƌitǇ. TheŶ… siŶĐe oŶlǇ the tǁo of Ǉou aƌe heƌe, ǁould Ǉou ŵiŶd 
listeŶiŶg to ŵǇ foolishŶess foƌ a ǁhile?͟ 

 

The two knights nodded wordlessly. 

 

͞What do Ǉou thiŶk I should do? WhǇ ǁould a ŵoŶsteƌ like that appeaƌ Ŷeǆt to the Eŵpiƌe? WhǇ? What 
sin did I commit against heaven and earth to warrant that? What should I do to slay that monster -- or 

failiŶg that, to seal it aǁaǇ? Noǁ that the Eŵpiƌe͛s tƌuŵp Đaƌd has ďeeŶ stoleŶ aǁaǇ ďǇ the eŶeŵǇ, is 
theƌe ƌeallǇ aŶǇ ǁaǇ to tuƌŶ the situatioŶ aƌouŶd?͟ 

 



He had not planned to say that much. 

 

If Jircniv did not stand at their head, his people would not be able to follow him. One who placed himself 

above others needed to adopt an appropriately superior attitude. This was especially true for the Bloody 

Emperor, who had purged many nobles. 

 

The Emperor could not afford to show weakness. That was a lesson which the father he respected had 

taught him. 

 

However, all humans had a limit to what they could take. 

 

The human side of Jircniv was one he would only show to his concubines. Now, that part of him was 

shouting. 

 

͞It͛s tƌue I asked hiŵ to Đast us a spell. But that ĐouldŶ͛t ďe helped! We ĐaŶ͛t plaŶ aŶǇ ĐouŶteƌŵeasuƌes 
if we have no idea of his abilities! Am I at fault for that? Must I take responsibility for everything that 

went ǁƌoŶg? EǀeƌǇoŶe seeŵs to thiŶk so!͟ 

 

Jircniv bit his lip and clutched at his hair. 

 

The truth was, this was merely the tip of the iceberg. If Jircniv had completely given himself over to the 

feelings in his heart, he would probably be crying and screaming and rolling around on the floor. He was 

simply trying to protect the image of the Emperor. 

 

Still, he had some sense of self-awareness about how he was letting himself go. 

 

It would seem this was becoming a habit, so Jircniv returned himself to normal. 

 

͞Foƌgiǀe ŵe. It seeŵs I got a little eǆĐited. I͛ǀe ďeeŶ uŶdeƌ a lot of stƌess ƌeĐeŶtlǇ.͟ 

 

He glanced down, and saw strands of hair on his fingers. 

 

Judging from the portraits, none of his ancestors had thin hair. Jircniv could not help but muse that he 

might be the first Emperor in the history of the Empire to go bald.  

 

He waved his hand to keep his subordinates from noticing. Sometimes pity hurt more than a rebuke, 

and the same applied to the matter of hair loss. 

 

͞That said, it ŵight Ŷot ďe ǀeƌǇ ĐoŶǀiŶĐiŶg afteƌ Ǉou͛ǀe seeŶ that side of ŵe. Hoǁeǀeƌ, the tǁo of Ǉou 
Ŷeed Ŷot ǁoƌƌǇ. I͛ll take Đaƌe of it, soŵehoǁ. I ǁoŶ͛t let hiŵ do ǁhat he ǁaŶts to the Eŵpiƌe.͟ 

 

That confident smile of his seemed to soften the faces of his subordinates. 

 

However, none of them was truly at ease. 



 

TheǇ too uŶdeƌstood that JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s ǁoƌds ǁeƌe just a teŵpoƌaƌǇ ƌelief. 
 

No matter how they thought, they could not come up with any way to deal with that monster. 

 

In truth, Jircniv felt it would be impossible if there was no weapon which could permanently slay the 

undead, or if another very powerful human being showed up. 

 

That͛s ǁhǇ ǁe Ŷeed to ƌelǇ oŶ the “laiŶe TheoĐƌaĐǇ. Theiƌ histoƌǇ is loŶgeƌ thaŶ ouƌs, so theǇ ŵight ďe 
able to find a weapon that can slay the undead in one blow. No, just sharing information with them will 

alloǁ us to keep fightiŶg!͟ 

 

All he could do now was pray that this was the case. 

 

The ĐoaĐh ĐoŶtiŶued foƌǁaƌd, aŶd ǁith it ƌode JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s last hopes. 
 

*** 

 

The Colosseum was circular in shape. There was a large entrance at one of its sides, and the coach 

entered from there. This entrance led to the VIP rooms, and so very few people made use of that 

entrance. The other entrances were used for the entry and exit of the regular patrons or for the 

transportation of cargo. These were the three main types of entrances to the Colosseum. 

 

The first to alight from the coach were, naturally, the two knights serving as bodyguards. After they had 

verified the safety of the location, Jircniv dismounted from the coach. 

 

Five men waited for them there. 

 

Their manner of dress looked entirely out of place for the VIP entrance. 

 

Ainz could evaluate the worth of any particular work of art with a glance, but he could not divine such 

information from their gear and equipment. This was because what they were wearing was both 

aƌtǁoƌk aŶd ǁaƌgeaƌ. Theiƌs ǁas Ŷot the outfit of a Ŷoďle͛s house guaƌds, ďut the paŶoplǇ of ďattle-

hardened veterans. 

 

By the normal rules of etiquette, the inferior party should have introduced themselves first. However, 

some adventurers did not care about status or rank, and they were such adventurers. 

 

Still, he was the ruler of the Empire. Was it really appropriate for him to be lowering his head to 

adventurers? 

 

Amidst this awkward atmosphere, the man standing in the center of the group of five spoke up: 

 



͞Youƌ MajestǇ, Eŵpeƌoƌ JiƌĐŶiǀ ‘uŶe Faƌloƌd El-Nix. I believe this is the first time we have met, and it is 

an honor. We are the adamantite-ranked adventurer team Silver Canary, who have accepted the 

reƋuest of pƌoǀidiŶg seĐuƌitǇ seƌǀiĐes. I aŵ the teaŵ leadeƌ, Fƌeiǀaƌtz. Pleased to ŵeet Ǉou.͟ 

 

His dignified voice echoed through the surroundings.  

 

He had a lute on his back and a rapier at his waist. He wore a chain shirt which wreathed his body in 

bizarre lights. 

 

All his equipment did not just reflect the light, but emitted magical radiance from within. Every piece of 

his panoply looked like it was a first-rate magic item, especially that lute, which was also known as Star 

Symphony. 

 

As he observed the ŵaŶ͛s thoƌoughlǇ ĐoŶfideŶt attitude, JiƌĐŶiǀ ƌeĐalled hiŵself fƌoŵ seǀeƌal ŵoŶths 
back, and could not help but feel some envy. 

 

͞...As the highest-level adventuring party in my country, I have heard about the deeds of you gentlemen. 

That heroic saga of how you slew the Radiant Crawler truly got my blood boiling. Therefore, I know 

about all of you to some extent. However, since this is a rare opportunity, could I trouble you to 

peƌsoŶallǇ iŶtƌoduĐe the heƌoes of ŵǇ ĐouŶtƌǇ to ŵe?͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, alloǁ ŵe, as the ďaƌd to…͟ 

 

͞--C͛ŵoŶ Đhief, laǇ off a ďit, ǁill Ǉa? Hate ta saǇ it, ďut ǁheŶ I heaƌ Ǉa go at it, I ďƌeak out iŶ ďuŵps. 
“hiŶǇ shoƌtsǁoƌd oƌ ǁhatŶot… aŶǇǁaǇ, ĐaŶ ǁe just skip that paƌt? AǇǇ, Ǉa MajestǇ. “oƌƌǇ ͚ďout the ǁaǇ I 
talk, I was born this way. No woƌƌies, Ǉeah?͟ 

 

The man beside Freivartz stepped forward and gently inclined his head. 

 

He was a stocky and short man. Though he had a smile on his face, those disproportionately small eyes 

of his had no mirth in them. 

 

He ǁas Keila No “edeshtiŶ, the ͞PlaŶŶeƌ͟ of the thief pƌofessioŶ. 
 

There was not much information about the Planner, so there was much which remained unknown about 

him. He was probably closer to the underworld, ambushing and assassination than regular thieves. 

 

Jircniv indicated that he should not worry about it, and then Baziwood chuckled. 

 

͞Haha, it͛s fiŶe. His MajestǇ͛s loŶg used to it.͟ 

 

͞Oh, aŶd this ǁould ďe… Ǉou ŵust ďe ͞LightŶiŶg Bolt͟-saŶ of the Eŵpiƌe͛s Fouƌ KŶights. Could it ďe Ǉou 
ǁeƌe ďoƌŶ theƌe as ǁell, fƌieŶd?͟ 

 



͞Hŵ? Ahh, Ŷo, probably in a different place. I popped out in a dirty little alley. You must have crawled 

out of a deepeƌ aŶd daƌkeƌ plaĐe thaŶ ŵe.͟ 

 

͞“eeŵs that ǁaǇ. The aiƌ aƌouŶd Ǉou͛s diffeƌeŶt… soƌƌǇ ͚ďout that. Guess I ǁas too hastǇ.͟ 

 

͞It͛s fiŶe, ͞Daƌk Cloud͟.͟ 

 

͞I͛ǀe Ŷeǀeƌ Đalled ŵǇself ͞Daƌk Cloud͟ ďefoƌe… ƌeallǇ, this is all Ǉouƌ fault, Đhief.͟ 

 

Freivartz simply quirked up the corners of his mouth as Kaila looked to him. 

 

͞It͛s ďetteƌ to let us iŶtƌoduĐe ouƌselǀes ƌatheƌ thaŶ go ďǇ stƌaŶge ŶiĐkŶaŵes. MǇ apologies, Your 

Majesty. First, this is Sede, our eyes and ears. Next is our fighter. You might be a bit surprised when you 

see hiŵ, ďut I ĐaŶ guaƌaŶtee his stƌeŶgth.͟ 

 

͞No, of Đouƌse His MajestǇ ǁoŶ͛t douďt hiŵ. Afteƌ all, I feel he ŵight ďe stƌoŶgeƌ thaŶ ŵe.͟ 

 

͞Well, I͛ŵ glad to heaƌ that fƌoŵ a stƌoŶg ŵaŶ. This is FaŶ LoŶg.͟ 

 

The person being introduced was red-furred ape which stood around 170cm tall. He was wearing armor 

that looked like it was made of white furs, and he had battle axes on either side of his waist. 

 

He was an Ape Beastman, as well as one who channelled the spirit of the apes through the power of his 

warrior class, the Beast Lord. He had read about this in a report before, but actually seeing it with his 

own eyes was quite the shock. 

 

And indeed, ďǇ appeaƌaŶĐes aloŶe, he looked stƌoŶgeƌ thaŶ eǀeŶ Baziǁood, the ŵightiest of JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s 
subordinates. 

 

Fan Rong raised his right hand and waved to Jircniv and the others. 

 

͞TheŶ, Ŷeǆt is the oŶe ǁho heals ouƌ ǁouŶds.͟ 

 

Freivartz hurriedly began the next introduction. This was because he was worried Jircniv would be 

displeased. 

 

This tiŵe, the ŵaŶ at Fƌeiǀaƌtz͛s left stepped foƌǁaƌd. 
 

͞Foƌgiǀe ŵe,͟ he said as the stƌaŶge staff he held ŵade a ƌiŶgiŶg Ŷoise. That ǁeapoŶ ǁas appaƌeŶtlǇ 
Đalled a ͞shakujo͟. 
 

͞This ŵoŶk goes ďǇ UŶkei aŶd is a folloǁeƌ of the Buddha. Pleased to ŵeet Ǉou.͟ 

 



Though he was dressed strangely, he seemed quite a bit more civilized than the Beast Lord from just 

now. 

 

After he removed his bizarre, large hat -- called a fukaamigasa -- the head thus revealed had no hair 

upon it. If he had not known that the man had shaved it all off himself, Jircniv might have looked 

pityingly upon him. He was quite young, after all. 

 

He wore a strange battle robe called a kasa. He was a soryo, who were spiritual magic casters that might 

lack a bit in the healing department, but which showed exceptional power when battling the undead. 

 

The Buddha he followed hauled from the far South, and had few followers. Some viewed him as one of 

the followers of the Four Gods. There was little known about him and there had been no interesting in 

ďuildiŶg a teŵple to suĐh a god ǁithiŶ the Iŵpeƌial Capital. Hoǁeǀeƌ,JiƌĐŶiǀ did kŶoǁ that this ŵaŶ͛s 
existence was considered a nuisance of sorts. 

 

Basically, the temples set the price for the use of healing magic. However, when a lone, unaffiliated user 

of healing magic appeared, how would they deal with him? What would they do if that man was also an 

adventurer of the highest order -- an adamantite-ranked adventurer? 

 

There was Ŷo paƌtiĐulaƌ liŶk ďetǁeeŶ the Eŵpiƌe͛s goǀeƌŶŵeŶt aŶd its ƌeligioŶ. The faĐt that JiƌĐŶiǀ had 
no ties to them could be considered good fortune. 

 

He did not want to be further embroiled in troublesome issues. 

 

Hoǁeǀeƌ, ǁheŶ ĐheĐkiŶg thƌough the ŵaŶ͛s ƌeĐord, he found that he displayed exceptional 

peƌfoƌŵaŶĐe agaiŶst the uŶdead, ǁhiĐh iŵŵediatelǇ dƌeǁ JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s atteŶtioŶ. If Ŷeed ďe, he ŵight Ŷeed 
to apply the necessary pressure to the temples. Of course, that was only if his abilities were really that 

effective. 

 

͞I see. TheŶ, the last oŶe ŵust ďe PoǁapoŶ.͟ 

 

͞It is as Ǉou saǇ, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

The man Freivartz had saved for last was stranger than the ones before him. He was arguably the most 

bizarrely-dressed of the five men, and he lowered his head to Jircniv. 

 

His bare upper body was tanned black with strange white patterns painted all over him. This was 

probably because he was a member of the odd class called the Totem Shamans. 

 

͞...AƌeŶ͛t Ǉou Đold?͟ 

 

͞I haǀe alƌeadǇ eƋuipped a ŵagiĐ iteŵ ǁhiĐh pƌoteĐts against shifts in the temperature, so there is no 

pƌoďleŵ at all.͟ 

 



Jircniv could not help but feel surprised at the reply, which was more normal than he had expected. He 

had received reports about his queer appearance, as well as the news that he was a regular person 

under all that. Still, the sheer dissonance filled him with surprise. At a closer look, he seemed quite 

handsome, and quite young as well. 

 

Why had he chosen this class? Part of him wanted to know, but at the same time he did not want to 

now. 

 

Jircniv regarded Silver Canary before him. 

 

This was a weird team made up of weird members. The only thing they had in common was that they 

carried a feather of the silver canary their team had once raised somewhere on their persons (in the 

case of the Totem Shaman, it was on his waist).  

 

Those feathers glittered with silver light, as though they had just been shed. 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood, geŶtleŵeŶ. TheŶ, I͛ll ďe iŶ Ǉouƌ Đaƌe todaǇ.͟ 

 

͞Leaǀe it to us, Youƌ MajestǇ. ThiŶk of it as ƌidiŶg a ďig ďoat.͟ 

 

Jircniv could Ŷot help ďut gƌiŶ ǁƌǇlǇ as he heaƌd Fƌeiǀaƌtz͛s ǁoƌds, aŶd ŵade to leaǀe. Hoǁeǀeƌ -- 
 

͞--HaŶg oŶ a ďit, Yeƌ MajestǇ,͟ “eǇde said iŶ a dull ǀoiĐe.  
 

͞We͛ǀe ďeeŶ hiƌed to pƌoteĐt Ǉa, Yeƌ MajestǇ, so please doŶ͛t ǁalk so faƌ ahead. That okaǇ?͟ 

 

͞It is Ŷot a matter of being okay or not. You were hired to protect me, so I will do whatever you deem 

necessary. In addition, if you feel that you need to make use of their strength, please feel free to order 

theŵ aƌouŶd. Hoǁeǀeƌ, I͛d like to ƌeƋuest that theǇ ďe kept Ŷeaƌ ŵe as ŵuĐh as possiďle.͟ 

 

͞Well hoǁ aďout that. “o ǁe ĐaŶ ĐoŵŵaŶd the Eŵpiƌe͛s Fouƌ KŶights as ǁe please, I guess ǁe͛ǀe ƌeallǇ 
hit the ďig leagues Ŷoǁ. “till, it͛ll ďe fiŶe if Ǉou tǁo staǇ ďǇ His MajestǇ͛s side. If aŶǇthiŶg happeŶs, just 
run when we giǀe Ǉou the iŶstƌuĐtioŶ. That oughta do it. TheŶ, plaǇ us a tuŶe, Đhief.͟ 

 

͞Got it. MǇ apologies foƌ “eǇde͛s toŶe, Youƌ MajestǇ. No ŵatteƌ hoǁ ŵaŶǇ tiŵes I tell hiŵ, he alǁaǇs 
eŶds up doiŶg that…͟ 

 

͞No Ŷeed to ǁoƌƌǇ. That said, it ŵight ďe tƌouďlesoŵe if he did that iŶ a puďliĐ aƌea…͟ 

 

Perhaps Freivartz had gotten the message, but he nodded slightly. That implied that he knew the right 

time and place for this sort of thing. 

 



And then, he sang. No, this was less of a song than a collection of bizarre sounds. This was because there 

were some parts he could hear, but not understand. It stopped after several seconds, although the 

strange music lingered in their hearts. Then, Seyde made his move. 

 

If one had to attach some form of sound effect to his movements, ďoth ͞sluggish͟ aŶd ͞sliŵǇ͟ ǁould ďe 
appropriate. Either way, Jircniv was not capable of those movements.  

 

͞TheŶ, please keep aďout teŶ ŵeteƌs ďaĐk aŶd folloǁ ŵe.͟ 

 

They did as Seyde said, keeping ten meters back before moving on. Jircniv took the opportunity to ask 

Freivartz about the song from just now. 

 

͞What ǁas that, aŶǇǁaǇ?͟ 

 

͞Does Youƌ MajestǇ Ŷot kŶoǁ? That ǁas a ďaƌd skill, a spellsoŶg. It diffeƌs fƌoŵ useƌ to useƌ, aŶd ĐaŶ ďe 
performed with various instruments, but in my case, I evoke its effects thƌough soŶg.͟ 

 

͞“o that͛s it, huh.͟ 

 

Freivartz could not help but smile as he saw Jircniv mumble to himself. Just at that moment, Jircniv 

remembered something he wanted to learn about, but did not have a chance to follow up on. He 

decided to take this opportunity and asked: 

 

͞...I haǀe soŵethiŶg to ask Ǉou. CaŶ that spellsoŶg ĐoŶtƌol people?͟ 

 

͞“pellsoŶgs ĐaŶ ĐoŶǀeǇ a suggestioŶ effeĐt, just as spells ĐaŶ. It should ďe possiďle. IŶ additioŶ, theǇ 
should ďe aďle to Đhaƌŵ people, to a ĐeƌtaiŶ eǆteŶt.͟ 

 

Jircniv looked at Freivartz. 

 

͞I see… is that so…͟ 

 

͞That should ďe it, Ǉes.͟ 

 

So that monster had the power of a bard, unless-- 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁhat do Ǉou kŶoǁ of ŵoŶsteƌs ǁhiĐh look like fƌogs?͟ 

 

--Unless it was an innate ability as a monster. That possibility could not be completely crossed out. It 

was very important to make sure of that. 

 

͞Fƌogs? You ŵeaŶ like GiaŶt Toads?͟ 

 



͞No, Ŷot like that. “oŵethiŶg ŵoƌe iŶtelligeŶt. I͛ŵ talkiŶg aďout a ŵoŶsteƌ ǁhiĐh staŶds oŶ tǁo legs, 
and can instantly activate something like that spellsoŶg.͟ 

 

͞...Is that ƌefeƌƌiŶg to a ToadŵaŶ? A ToadŵaŶ ďaƌd ǁould fit Ǉouƌ desĐƌiptioŶ… ďut if I ƌeĐall ĐoƌƌeĐtlǇ, 
Toadmen are not particularly outstanding demihumans. Perhaps if it was an old, tribe leader-class 

ToadŵaŶ... I͛ǀe heaƌd those ĐaŶ use speĐial aďilities to ĐoŶfuse the foe.͟ 

 

What happened there was not quite confusion. 

 

He had read about the demihumans known as Toadmen, but their appearances differed slightly from 

the monster called Demiurge. Could he be a mutant or offshoot Toadman, or perhaps a king-type 

Toadman? Those possibilities could not be discarded, but it was most likely that those were not the case. 

 

͞It seeŵs Ŷot. MǇ deepest apologies, Youƌ MajestǇ. Theƌe is siŵplǇ too little iŶfoƌŵatioŶ. Peƌhaps, if Ǉou 
could tell me ŵoƌe aďout the Đƌeatuƌe iŶ ƋuestioŶ, I ŵight ďe aďle to solǀe this ŵǇsteƌǇ foƌ Ǉou.͟ 

 

That was like a life preserver to a drowning man. 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ. TheŶ, I shall tell Ǉou aďout the appeaƌaŶĐe of this ŵoŶsteƌ. If possiďle, Đould Ǉou use Ǉouƌ 
wisdom to help ŵe out? IŶ additioŶ, Đould Ǉou tell ŵe iŶ detail aďout spellsoŶgs?͟ 

 

In the Empire, there was probably nobody who knew more about monsters than adamantite-ranked 

adventurers. 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ, that ǁould ďe iŵposiŶg oŶ theŵ. These aƌe theiƌ liǀelihoods Ǉou͛ƌe talkiŶg aďout.͟ 

 

Fƌeiǀaƌtz ĐhuĐkled iŶ ƌespoŶse to Baziǁood͛s ǁoƌds. 
 

͞Well ǁell, it͛s tƌue ǁe ĐaŶ͛t talk too ŵuĐh aďout ouƌ tƌuŵp Đaƌds. “till, aŶsǁeƌiŶg that ƋuestioŶ eaƌlieƌ 
should ďe fiŶe. Just… ǁould it Ŷot ďe ďetteƌ to ask that gƌeat ŵagiĐ Đaster-doŶo? I͛ŵ suƌe he ǁould 
kŶoǁ ŵoƌe thaŶ us…͟ 

 

Jircniv strove not to show any information when the topic of Fluder came up. 

 

He had alƌeadǇ issued a gag oƌdeƌ oŶ Fludeƌ͛s ďetƌaǇal, so Ŷo iŶfoƌŵatioŶ had ďeeŶ leaked. Foƌ Ŷoǁ, 
Fluder was still in his position as the head magician, though his privileges and powers were slowly being 

stripped away so he would not notice. At the same time, he was looking for a way to fill the gap Fluder 

would leave. 

 

From the size of that gap, Jircniv realised exactly how much of a boon Fluder had been for the Empire, 

but it was already too late. 

 

͞We ĐaŶ͛t keep ƌelǇiŶg oŶ the old ŵaŶ. This is like hoŵeǁoƌk foƌ a studeŶt. If oŶe siŵplǇ ǁaits foƌ all the 
aŶsǁeƌs ďeĐause oŶe had a good teaĐheƌ, he͛ll ǁiŶd up ďeiŶg sĐolded foƌ it.͟ 



 

JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s ǁoƌds ǁeƌe ŵet ǁith seǀeƌal laughs. 
 

͞IŶdeed, Youƌ MajestǇ has a poiŶt. I uŶdeƌstaŶd. Well, the fees foƌ this ƌeƋuest ǁeƌe Ƌuite aďoǀe 
aǀeƌage, giǀeŶ the task ǁe ǁeƌe hiƌed to peƌfoƌŵ. TheŶ, I͛ll suŵŵaƌize the ŵatteƌ of spellsoŶgs foƌ Ǉou 
later.͟ 

 

͞I see. I͛ll leaǀe that to Ǉou, theŶ.͟ 

 

Theƌe ǁeƌe seǀeƌal VIP ƌooŵs iŶ the Colosseuŵ. OŶe ǁas ƌeseƌǀed foƌ the Colosseuŵ͛s iŶǀestoƌs. OŶe 
was reserved for high-ranking nobles. Then, there was the one reserved for the Emperor, for a total of 

three. They were currently heading for the room that had been set aside for the Emperors through the 

generations. Perhaps Seyde had scouted the route before, but he did not ask the way even though he 

was leading the group. 

 

At last they arrived, but at the corner before they could see the door of the room, Seyde reached a hand 

out to Jircniv, indicating that he should stop. 

 

͞Not piĐkiŶg up aŶǇoŶe heƌe, ďut let ŵe go fiƌst. CaŶ Ǉou guǇs ǁait at this ĐoƌŶeƌ foƌ a ďit?͟ 

 

He did not wait for a response to his whispered words, but instead turned the corner like he was going 

for a stroll. His curiosity piqued by this, Jircniv had a look of curiosity on his face as he tried to spy out 

the situation. 

 

He approached the door without making a sound, and after doing something, he slowly opened the door. 

Although he had barely cracked it open, that seemed to be enough for him to enter, and his entire body 

vanished into the room. 

 

Afteƌ a ǁhile, the dooƌ opeŶed, aŶd theǇ Đould see “eǇde͛s faĐe ǁithiŶ. 
 

͞It͛s fiŶe. This ƌooŵ is safe.͟ 

 

The group entered the room, which had been verified as safe. 

 

Jircniv looked around. 

 

It was a little small, but the exquisitely-made furniture was all first-class. The room had been 

immaculately cleaned for an Emperor who hardly visited. 

 

A large window had been opened on the side of the room which overlooked the Colosseum, allowing a 

panoramic view of the scenes below. If one squinted, they would be able to see rows upon rows of fully 

occupied seats, packed by an audience which was excited to a fever pitch and cheering wildly. 

 



The reason for the large crowd was because the Martial Lord had been suddenly scheduled for an 

appearance. 

 

The King of the Colosseum -- the Martial Lord -- was overwhelmingly powerful. There was nobody he 

could fight in earnest. Therefore, it had been a long time since there had been a match with the Martial 

Lord. 

 

It was because of such a long-awaited battle with the Martial Lord that the crowd had come, drawn by 

anticipation of the heroic figure who would do battle with him 

 

As expected, a big reason for that was admiration for strength. Since the Empire had its professional 

warriors that were called knights, the battlefield was like another world for the dwellers of the Imperial 

City. This was why they looked forward to this spectacle of life-and-death battle. 

 

No, he had heard there were those knights who enjoyed the Colosseum as well. 

 

In other words, they looked forward to a spectacle and display of brutality. 

 

Just as Jircniv was spaced out while thinking of this, Silver Canary had already completed their sweep of 

the room. 

 

͞Weƌe theƌe aŶǇ sigŶs of diǀiŶatioŶ ŵagiĐ ďeiŶg used iŶ heƌe?͟ 

 

͞We disĐoǀeƌed Ŷo tƌaĐes of suĐh, Youƌ MajestǇ. Is that ƌight?͟ 

 

͞Yup. Well, seeiŶg if spells haǀe ďeeŶ Đast is pƌettǇ haƌd foƌ ŵe, so I did a look-see around, checked for 

aŶǇ ŵagiĐ iteŵs, ďut ŶothiŶg tuƌŶed up. “till, hope Ǉa doŶ͛t foƌget that I doŶ͛t haǀe the peƌĐeptioŶ of a 
thief. Please doŶ͛t thiŶk it͛s aďsolutelǇ safe… ǁell, ouƌ Đhief͛s ďoosted ouƌ deteĐtioŶ aďilitǇ ǁith his 
spellsong, so it should ďe fiŶe.͟ 

 

͞‘egaƌdiŶg the field of ŵagiĐ, this huŵďle ŵoŶk has used a diǀiŶatioŶ to iŶǀestigate the suƌƌouŶdiŶgs. 
However, there were no traces of any spells being cast. In any event, I have created a magical barrier 

which should impede divinatioŶ spells, so oŶe ĐaŶ assuŵe that it should ďe fiŶe.͟ 

 

Unkei thumped his shakujo on the ground, and a clear ringing echoed through the room. 

 

͞TheŶ, ŵaǇ I ŵake aŶotheƌ ƌeƋuest? Is theƌe ŵagiĐ ǁhiĐh deteĐts the pƌeseŶĐe of people ŶeaƌďǇ? It 
would be best if it ǁas a spell ǁhiĐh Đould deteĐt eǀeŶ aŶ iŶǀisiďle peƌsoŶ.͟ 

 

͞‘egƌetfullǇ, this huŵďle ŵoŶk has Ŷot leaƌŶed suĐh spells aŵoŶg his ƌepeƌtoiƌe. Hoǁeǀeƌ, I ďelieǀe ouƌ 
leadeƌ has suĐh a spell.͟ 

 

Freivartz, whose name had come up, signalled that he understood and left the room. 

 



͞Noǁ ǁhat? What ŵeasuƌes ǁill Ǉou take if the foe iŶteŶds to eaǀesdƌop upoŶ us?͟ 

 

Jircniv strove to think of what he could do against Ainz Ooal Gown. However, it was impossible to 

imagine what surpassed the imagination. The fact was, that man seemed so massive in his mind that 

nothing he could think of felt more than insignificant against him. 

 

͞...FƌaŶklǇ speakiŶg, I thiŶk it should ďe fiŶe afteƌ doiŶg this ŵuĐh. At least, that͛s ǁhat I thiŶk. DoŶ͛t 
look at ŵe like that, ǁe͛ǀe foƌtified ouƌselǀes ǁith seǀeƌal spells alƌeadǇ, ƌight?͟ 

 

͞That͛s hoǁ it is, Youƌ MajestǇ. This huŵďle ŵoŶk has alƌeadǇ used aŶti-divination magic and configured 

it so that aŶǇ atteŵpt at ŵagiĐal iŶǀestigatioŶ ǁill seŶd aŶ aleƌt to ŵe. Please ďe at ease.͟ 

 

Seyde and Unkei spoke thusly, one after the other. 

 

Did they think he was a bit of a maniac? Or did they think he had gone a little mental because he was 

worried about assassination? 

 

Still, what would these two think if he told them they were going up against the Sorcerer King? Now that 

ǁas ǁhat ƌeallǇ iŶteƌested JiƌĐŶiǀ. Would theǇ go, ͞ǁe ĐaŶ͛t possiďlǇ pƌepaƌe eŶough agaiŶst hiŵ?͟ Oƌ 
ǁould theǇ saǇ, ͞If I͛d kŶoǁŶ, I ǁouldŶ͛t haǀe Đoŵe foƌ this ŵeaslǇ suŵ͟? 

 

Naturally, the best scenario was to not tell them anything about the Sorcerer King and have them 

prepare against all threats as best as they could. 

 

Still, no matter how much he tried to censor information on the Sorcerer King, he could not stopper up 

60,000 mouths. 

 

News had probably gotten out. That being the case, since adventurers tended to spend more time 

gathering information the higher-ranked they became, there was a very large chance they had already 

leaƌŶed aďout the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s aďilities. 
 

It ǁouldŶ͛t ďe haƌd foƌ theŵ to figuƌe out ǁhǇ I really wanted them here, no? 

 

After pondering various possibilities, Jircniv decided to bluff his way through with a warm smile. 

 

The two of them realised that Jircniv could not accept what they had said. Neither did they have 

anything else to say beyond that.  

 

A great cheer rose up from the Colosseum. 

 

From where they were, it would seem that one of the battles between the gladiators had a winner. 

 

In the past, the defeated were condemned to death, but not any more. There were still cases of deaths 

in battles, but there would be no killings after the victor was determined. 



 

Apparently, a gladiator had been spared because his repeated defeats were amusing. This allowed him 

to awaken his true power and he became champion, whereupon that particular restriction had been 

abolished. This decision had been made because there might be another person like him someday. 

 

WhiĐh Maƌtial Loƌd ǁas that? Although he ĐouldŶ͛t Đoŵpaƌe to the ĐuƌƌeŶt Maƌtial Loƌd, ďut he ǁas 
apparently quite a powerful chap. These people aƌeŶ͛t loǇal to aŶǇ ĐouŶtƌǇ. I Ŷeed to thiŶk aďout hoǁ to 
get them on my side... 

 

͞IŶ aŶǇ eǀeŶt, ǁe͛ƌe doŶe heƌe, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ tuƌŶed as he heaƌd Fƌeiǁaƌtz͛s ǀoiĐe. 
 

͞ThaŶks.͟ 

 

He should probably have been more sincere in his thanks toward these adamantite-ranked adventurers. 

However, he had simply tossed off the usual appreciation instead. 

 

͞You͛ƌe ǁelĐoŵe. “till, ǁe ǁeƌe hiƌed foƌ pƌoteĐtioŶ, so should ǁe staŶd ďǇ iŶ this ƌooŵ?͟ 

 

They had been hired as bodyguards. With that in mind, it was a reasonable suggestion. 

 

However, would it really be alright to have secret talks with them in the room? 

 

Granted, there might be a lot of merits in involving them in this. However, once they realised what he 

was aiming for, he ran the risk of making unnecessary enemies. 

 

“till, theǇ͛ƌe ŶothiŶg Đoŵpaƌed to that -- ǁhat aŵ I thiŶkiŶg? I͛ŵ ĐoŵpaƌiŶg eǀeƌǇ ĐhalleŶge I ŵeet to 
that ŵoŶsteƌ, that͛s pƌoof that I͛ŵ staƌtiŶg to go ŵad, if ŶothiŶg else.  Besides, it ǁould ďe stupid to 
keep making enemies. 

 

Jircniv shook his head. 

 

͞I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ, ďut theƌe ǁill ďe iŵpoƌtaŶt talks takiŶg plaĐe afteƌ this. It ǁould ďe Ƌuite tƌouďlesoŵe to 
haǀe Ǉou ǁaitiŶg iŶ heƌe.͟ 

 

͞Hoǁeǀeƌ, it͛ll ďe ǀeƌǇ diffiĐult to pƌoteĐt Ǉou that ǁaǇ, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

͞Theƌe aƌe tǁo ŵeŶ I tƌust iŶ this ƌooŵ. TheǇ ought to ďe aďle to ďuǇ eŶough tiŵe foƌ Ǉou to get heƌe.͟ 

 

͞Well, that͛s tƌue,͟ the hitheƌto sileŶt Ape suddeŶlǇ said. ͞Hoǁeǀeƌ, if the eŶeŵǇ is aŶ assassiŶ oŶ the 
leǀel of “eǇde, if thiŶgs go ǁƌoŶg, theǇ ŵight eŶd up ŵakiŶg Ƌuite a ŵess.͟ 

 



͞WheŶ Ǉou talk aďout aŶ assassiŶ of ŵǇ leǀel, Ǉou͛ƌe pƌoďaďlǇ talkiŶg aďout that giƌl fƌoŵ IjaŶiǇa. “he͛s 
the kiŶd ǁho ĐaŶ use ŶiŶjutsu to suddeŶlǇ attaĐk fƌoŵ the shadoǁs.͟ 

 

͞Well, ǁith these tǁo ǁaƌƌioƌs aƌouŶd, a sǁoƌd-wielding foe should not pose any difficulty. However, 

what about magic? It is precisely that point which makes this humble monk uneasy. In addition, I feel 

that ǁe ǁill ďe ŵoƌe iŶteƌested ďǇ the ŵatĐh thaŶ aŶǇ talks Youƌ MajestǇ is ĐoŶduĐtiŶg, Ŷo?͟ 

 

They had all ended up trying to persuade him to let him stay, but since Jircniv was this determined to 

not let information leak out, he could not accept their suggestions. 

 

͞Youƌ douďts aƌe ǁell-reasoned, gentlemen. However, I cannot compromise on that point, be it as a 

man or as the Emperor of the Eŵpiƌe.͟ 

 

Silver Canary looked to their leader, who sighed deeply. 

 

͞It ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped, theŶ. I͛ŵ suƌe Youƌ MajestǇ ŵust haǀe Ǉouƌ ƌeasoŶs ǁhiĐh Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t disĐlose to us. 
TheŶ, ǁe͛ll staŶd ǁatĐh outside. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ĐaŶ Ǉou tell us eǆaĐtlǇ ǁho is ĐoŵiŶg?͟ 

 

͞A ƌeasoŶaďle ƋuestioŶ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, Ǉou haǀe to pƌeteŶd that Ǉou saǁ ŶothiŶg. CaŶ Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse. We ǁill Ŷot ƌeǀeal aŶǇthiŶg, Ŷo ŵatteƌ ǁho Đoŵes. If it gets out, ǁe ǁill gladlǇ ďeaƌ the 
ĐoŶseƋueŶĐes.͟ 

 

͞I tƌust Ǉou. Fiƌst aƌe the High Pƌiests of the God of Fire and the God of Wind. There will be four other 

pƌiests ǁith theŵ.͟ 

 

͞I see. TheŶ, ǁe͛ll ďe oŶ guaƌd foƌ aŶǇoŶe ďesides these people.͟ 

 

͞Ah, please do. This VIP ƌooŵ ǁas segƌegated fƌoŵ the otheƌ VIP ƌooŵs duƌiŶg its ĐoŶstƌuĐtioŶ. I douďt 
anyone will get lost aŶd ǁaŶdeƌ heƌe ďǇ aĐĐideŶt.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood… Also, is it all ƌight if ǁe ďƌeak the loĐk oŶ the dooƌs, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

͞You ŵaǇ destƌoǇ theŵ if Ǉou see fit.͟ 

 

Fan stepped forward. A sinewy, scratchy sound came from his hands, which clutched the hilts of his 

battleaxes with a force that no human could match. It seemed a bit excessive just to break a lock, but 

Jircniv was no warrior, and had no room to comment. 

 

However, the two members of the Four Knights had surprised looks on their faces as they spoke quietly 

to eaĐh otheƌ. That got JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s atteŶtioŶ. 
 

Fan slowly raised his battleaxes. 

 



͞--Ah, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ďƌeak the dooƌs.͟ 

 

FaŶ stopped halfǁaǇ as he heaƌd Fƌeiǀaƌtz speak. JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s ďƌoǁs fuƌƌoǁed.  
 

͞WhǇ Ŷot? WeƌeŶ͛t ǁe goiŶg ǁith the plaŶ of ͚Oh, ǁe were planning to break the lock, but we wrecked 

the dooƌ too, ǁhat a shaŵe, ǁhǇ doŶ͛t ǁe Đoŵe iŶ as ǁell?͛ oƌ soŵethiŶg?͟ 

 

͞DoŶ͛t do that this tiŵe. I doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to get iŶǀolǀed iŶ that Đoŵpleǆ politiĐal stuff.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed. This huŵďle ŵoŶk does Ŷot ǁish to ďe eǀeŶ ŵoƌe hated ďǇ the teŵples.͟ 

 

͞All ƌight. TheŶ this ŵuĐh should ďe eŶough. 
 

Fan gently swung his battle axe, and effortlessly broke the lock. 

 

He should have been speechless. Or perhaps he should have been displeased. Perhaps he should have 

felt many things, but all Jircniv felt was impressed. It made him think, as expected of an adamantite-

ranked adventurer. 

 

He was not impressed by how he could so easily break a lock with a battleaxe, but by the sheer audacity 

of openly saying such things in front of the highest authority in this country. In addition, there was the 

arrogance it took to declare that they were willing to ignore the wishes of their client -- who was also 

the most powerful man in the country -- in order to do the best job they could. 

 

These were the things that Jircniv now lacked. 

 

͞...I ŵight as ǁell dƌag theŵ all iŶto the ŵud of ďuƌeauĐƌaĐǇ so theǇ ĐaŶ͛t esĐape.͟ 

 

Just as Jircniv quietly mumbled that, the members of Silver Canaries left like fleeing >rabbits, as though 

they had arranged it from the beginning. 

 

The only people left with Jircniv and the two knights, who looked at each other. 

 

͞That ǁas iŵpƌessiǀe. TheǇ ǁoƌked togetheƌ so ĐloselǇ ǁithout saǇiŶg a ǁoƌd. ...Peƌhaps that ǁas just 
paƌ foƌ the Đouƌse? TheǇ͛ƌe adaŵaŶtite-ranked ďeĐause theǇ ĐaŶ do that.͟ 

 

͞...Well, I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat to saǇ. Though, it ŵight Ŷot ďe Ƌuite ƌight to adŵiƌe theŵ… Youƌ MajestǇ, 
should ǁe pƌepaƌe dƌiŶks?͟ 

 

͞We should. “oƌƌǇ aďout that. CaŶ Ǉou help ŵe ǁith the pƌepaƌatioŶs?͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood. TheŶ, Đoŵe help out too, Baziwood-doŶo.͟ 

 

Baziwood frowned at the suggestion. 



 

͞Eh? Me too? Youƌ MajestǇ, ǁe should haǀe ďƌought a ŵaid aloŶg, shouldŶ͛t ǁe? Ouƌ guests ǁould 
pƌoďaďlǇ fiŶd the dƌiŶks tastieƌ if a giƌl ǁeƌe seƌǀiŶg theŵ. I ŵeaŶ, I kŶoǁ I ǁould.͟ 

 

͞Yes, yes. Enough complaining. Baziwood-doŶo, please ďe eǆtƌa Đaƌeful.͟ 

 

͞Please, Baziǁood. Theƌe͛s Ŷo poiŶt ǁishiŶg foƌ ǁhat ǁe ĐaŶ͛t get. We haǀe to ǁoƌk ǁith ǁhat ǁe haǀe. 
Just like the Eŵpiƌe.͟ 

 

͞That aŶalogǇ Đould use soŵe ǁoƌk, Youƌ MajestǇ,͟ Baziǁood said as he busied himself with the 

preparations. 

 

Cries of encouragement rang out from the Colosseum below, and there were howls which sounded 

slightly different from those of wild beasts. 

 

The next match had already started. 

 

Jircniv searched his memories. 

 

The ŵatĐh ďefoƌe the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ǁas appaƌeŶtlǇ ďetǁeeŶ adǀeŶtuƌeƌs aŶd ŵoŶsteƌs. MatĐhes 
where adventurers fought were quite popular with the audience, because it was more likely that they 

would be flashy affairs laced with magical explosions and the like. 

 

Jircniv felt very touched as he looked down on the heated intensity below him, and he said 

 

͞What a peaĐeful sight.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

As he wondered why someone was responding to his self-directed mutterings, Jircniv turned to see 

Baziwood staŶdiŶg ďefoƌe hiŵ. Niŵďle had a look of aŶŶoǇaŶĐe oŶ his faĐe as he haŶdled Baziǁood͛s 
share of the work as well. 

 

͞DoesŶ͛t seeŵ peaĐeful to ŵe at all. Just look.͟ 

 

One of the adventurers had been gashed by a bestial monster, and blood flew through the air. The 

audience wailed and shouted their encouragement. 

 

͞I didŶ͛t ŵeaŶ the fight, I ŵeaŶt the audieŶĐe.͟ 

 

Jircniv looked over the loudly-shouting crowd. 

 



͞Is this Ŷot a peaĐeful sight, Đoŵpaƌed to the situatioŶ ǁhiĐh the Eŵpiƌe is iŶ? If the people kŶeǁ the 

sort of monsters which lurked under that thin, fragile layer of skin, do you think they could enjoy 

theŵselǀes like this?͟ 

 

͞But isŶ͛t peaĐe good? Theƌe͛s Ŷo poiŶt lettiŶg the people go aƌouŶd ǁith aĐhiŶg ďellies, is theƌe?͟ 

 

Baziwood was right. 

 

Jircniv deeply regretted the pointless words he had spoken. 

 

͞You͛ƌe ƌight, Baziǁood. TheŶ, it͛s alŵost tiŵe. What aďout the pƌepaƌatioŶs?͟ 

 

͞Yes, Youƌ MajestǇ. I ǁas a ďit ǁoƌƌied ǁe ǁould Ŷot ŵake it iŶ tiŵe ďeĐause soŵeďodǇ ǁas Ŷot helpiŶg 
out, but the drinks aŶd papeƌ aƌe all laid out. “o is the iŶk.͟ 

 

The astounding quantity of ink and paper was in case someone was eavesdropping on the VIP room. 

Although he felt that the cheering was loud enough and this room was distant enough from the others 

for that not to be a problem, and listening alone could only get one so much, it did not hurt to be 

redundantly prepared. 

 

He knew it was very troublesome. He had done this before in the Imperial City, but this was really very 

tiring. 

 

The reason he had gone to such convoluted lengths was because the might of the Sorcerous Kingdom 

was an unknown value. 

 

If he knew what they could and could not do, their response might have changed. 

 

He had planned to use the war to mount an investigation, but it had ended in a truly horrific manner, 

leading to a terrible tragedy. Still, he could not completely give up on his investigations. He thought of 

otheƌ ŵethods, ďut if theǇ ǁeƌe Ŷo safeƌ thaŶ ďefoƌe, theŶ he Đould oŶlǇ tƌeŵďle ďefoƌe the eŶeŵǇ͛s 
shadow. But even if he did get any results, even if he did uncover any actionable methods, he might end 

up being paralyzed by that same shadow to the point where he might as well give up. 

 

No, he could not forget that heat that passed through his throat. 

 

͞AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ -- if I knew the liŵits of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s poǁeƌ, I ŵight Ŷot haǀe Ŷeeded to go this 
far. 

 

At that point, he had asked him to help as a collaborator, but now that he was a king and a peer, asking 

him for help was nearly impossible. No, he could ask for help, but the potential price of such aid made 

his head ache. 

 



͞It͛s Ŷot just the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, Youƌ MajestǇ. It͛s pƌettǇ ďad as loŶg as ǁe doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat his ǀassals 
ĐaŶ do, ƌight?͟ 

 

͞That͛s ĐoƌƌeĐt.͟ 

 

͞...What if those suďoƌdiŶates aƌe stƌoŶgeƌ thaŶ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg hiŵself?͟ 

 

͞Hoǁ Đould that ďe? That͛s iŵpossiďle, ƌight?͟ 

 

Jircniv broke into a cold sweat at that answer. 

 

As he reflected on the fact that the Four Knights were stronger than him -- and that they were his 

subordinates -- he could not bring himself to say that it was impossible. One who stood above others did 

not need pure physical strength, but other things. 

 

What if Ainz Ooal Gown was like that? 

 

͞--No, it ĐaŶ͛t ďe. ListeŶ, Niŵďle. Youƌ thiŶkiŶg is ǁƌoŶg. UŶdeƌstood?͟ 

 

͞Yes! “oƌƌǇ, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

If that were really the case, then they were finished. He hoped that at the very most, those subordinates 

would be equal to the Sorcerer King -- and Jircniv was desperately praying to the gods that they would 

be weaker than him. 

 

They did not know enough, after all. 

 

I guess we should continue that plan of trying to learn something from that Dark Elf girl, with the 

kŶoǁledge that it Đould ďe daŶgeƌous. GƌaŶted, ǁe ĐaŶ͛t ďuǇ a lot of slaǀes fƌoŵ the TheoĐƌaĐǇ, ďut 
ŵaǇďe that ŵethod Đould… Oƌ peƌhaps tƌǇiŶg the boy (Aura) would be better? No, he looks too young, 

so usiŶg ǁoŵeŶ oŶ hiŵ pƌoďaďlǇ ǁoŶ͛t ǁoƌk. Besides, he looks ǀeƌǇ spiƌited. 
 

Just as Jircniv settled in for a long contemplation, a knocking came from the door. 

 

 

The three men looked at each other, and then Nimble went to open the door. 

 

As expected, Freivartz was there. 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ, the guests haǀe aƌƌiǀed. Theƌe aƌe siǆ people iŶ total aŶd I͛ǀe ŵet the High Pƌiests ďefoƌe, 
so I ďelieǀe it͛s theŵ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, please Đoŵe iŶ--͟ 

 



Just as he said that, Seyde chipped in. 

 

͞Whoa, ǁhoa haŶg oŶ a tiĐk, Ǉou guǇs iŶ the ďaĐk. Nuŵďeƌs add up, ďut soŵethiŶg͛s off? The tǁo of 
Ǉou iŶ the ďaĐk feel like ŵe. “o, Ǉou͛ƌe fƌoŵ the puŶishŵeŶt sƋuad of the teŵples -- the ones who kill 

apostate priests? I thought you guys were just supposed to ďe ďoogeǇŵeŶ?͟ 

 

͞This huŵďle ŵoŶk is Ƌuite suƌpƌised too.͟ 

 

͞Whose people aƌe Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞Good gƌief, hoǁ tƌouďlesoŵe. It ǁould haǀe ďeeŶ fiŶe if Ǉou had just let us pass ǁithout iŶĐideŶt… 
Firstly, you are mistaken. I -- no, we have a good reason to be here. Namely, because the Emperor 

iŶǀited us. He͛ll ďe uŶhappǇ if Ǉou shoǁ hostilitǇ to us, Ǉou kŶoǁ.͟ 

 

͞H--ŵ. OkaǇ, so Đould Ǉou ǁait theƌe foƌ a ďit? Let ŵe ĐheĐk if Ǉou guǇs aƌe telliŶg the tƌuth heƌe.͟ 

 

He let Jircniv see their faces. There was the High Priest of the Fire God, the High Priest of the Wind God, 

as well as four others he had not seen before. They wore dark-colored hoods which prevented him from 

seeing their full faces, and that was the most suspicious part. 

 

Since this was the first time they had met, there was no guarantee that they actually were emissaries of 

the Theocracy. However, since the High Priests were there as well, things would not be able to progress 

if he did not believe them. The Sorcerer King would be the only one who benefited from any internal 

disputes which resulted. 

 

͞TheǇ aƌe the guests I ǁas ǁaitiŶg foƌ. “oƌƌǇ, ďut Đould Ǉou let theŵ iŶ?͟ 

 

The members of Silver Canary had shocked looks on their faces, but they still let them pass. 

 

Even after the doors were closed, they did not lower their hoods. 

 

Jircniv did not say anything about this impolite behavior. They were probably just as wary as Jircniv was, 

and the object of their mutual caution was the Sorcerer King. 

 

͞It seeŵs ŵǇ guaƌds haǀe iŶĐoŶǀeŶieŶĐed Ǉou. I apologize.͟ 

 

͞Please, paǇ it Ŷo heed. The tƌuth is, those adaŵaŶtite-ranked adventurers were right about the two 

people in the back. 

 

The two emissaries of the Theocracy took a seat, while the other two stood at attention behind them. 

 

Jircniv wrote the ǁoƌd ͞“Đƌiptuƌe͟ oŶ the sheet of papeƌ he had. His ƌespoŶse ǁas a faiŶt sŵile, ďut it 
spoke ŵoƌe thaŶ aŶǇ ǁoƌds Đould. The TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛s speĐial foƌĐes ǁeƌe kŶoǁŶ as the “Đƌiptuƌes, so theǇ 
must have come from one of the Six Scriptures. 



 

͞TheŶ, ǁhǇ doŶ͛t ǁe eŶjoǇ the fight fiƌst? The ŵaiŶ eǀeŶt is aďout to ďegiŶ, is it Ŷot?͟ 

 

Jircniv nodded to that question. 

 

The main event was when the excitement of the crowd reached its peak, and so the noise intensified. 

This would make eavesdropping very difficult, which was why he had chosen this time and this place. 

 

The emissary from the Slaine Theocracy produced a document and handed it to Jircniv. 

 

Jircniv carefully revealed the document, so as not to let it be seen from the back or the sides, and saw 

several questions there. 

 

Simply put, they were asking why he had asked the Sorcerer King to use that spell. 

 

TheŶ, theǇ asked aďout the Eŵpeƌoƌ͛s positioŶ oŶ the ŵatteƌ. 
 

About how much they knew about the Sorcerous Kingdom. 

 

It was couched in the most diplomatic of terms, but it was still a questionnaire. 

 

While the could have simply mailed it to him, the reason why he had managed to get them all the way 

heƌe ǁas ďeĐause theǇ feaƌed the ƌeaĐh of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s aƌŵs. Oƌ peƌhaps it ǁas ďeĐause 
they did not trust the Empire. 

 

 

DissatisfaĐtioŶ ǁelled up iŶ JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s ďƌeast. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ǁheŶ he ƌeĐalled theiƌ ƌelatioŶship ǁith the 
Sorcerous Kingdom, it was only natural that they would not trust them at all. 

 

Jircniv filled in his answers just as a round of cheering went up. It would seem the match was about to 

begin. 

 

͞Befoƌe this gƌaŶd ďout, let ŵe Đall Ǉouƌ atteŶtioŶ to Eŵpeƌoƌ El-Nix, who has come to spectate the 

ďattle! Ladies aŶd geŶtleŵeŶ, please look to the VIP ƌooŵ aďoǀe Ǉou!͟ 

 

It ǁas the aŶŶouŶĐeƌ͛s ǀoiĐe, aŵplified by a magic item. 

 

͞EǆĐuse ŵe.͟ 

 

Jircniv rose, so the audience below him could see his face. 

 

The people cheered as one for Jircniv. Jircniv turned his handsome face to the people, and smiled 

silently to them. The women began shrieking for him, and Jircniv felt quite satisfied that his popularity 

had not yet waned. 



 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh! TheŶ, Ŷeǆt up, ladies aŶd geŶtleŵeŶ, the loŶg-awaited battle with the Martial 

Loƌd! The pƌepaƌatioŶs ǁill take a ǁhile, so please ďe patieŶt.͟ 

 

͞The Maƌtial Loƌd, huh,͟ JiƌĐŶiǀ ŵutteƌed. 
 

Jircniv had once asked Baziwood about letting all the Four Knights battle the Martial Lord. He had 

laughed and said they had no chance of winning. The answer worried him, so he let Fluder gather some 

information about the Martial Lord. The results showed that the Martial Lord was a being that was so 

powerful that it was unfair. 

 

͞“till, ǁho is the Maƌtial Loƌd fightiŶg, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

The question from the emissary was an obvious one. The fact was, Jircniv did not have an answer for 

him. 

 

͞I͛ŵ Ŷot too suƌe ŵǇself. This ŵatĐh ǁith the Maƌtial Loƌd seeŵs to haǀe ďeeŶ hastilǇ deĐided aŶd did 
Ŷot appeaƌ oŶ the pƌogƌaŵ eitheƌ, foƌ seĐƌeĐǇ͛s sake.͟ 

 

͞I see,͟ the eŵissaƌǇ ƌeplied. 
 

͞Well, aŶǇoŶe ǁho Đould go oŶe oŶ oŶe ǁith the Maƌtial Loƌd must be an adamantite-ranked 

adventurer. However, Silver Canary is here, so it must be someone from Eight Ripples. Honestly, I really 

ĐaŶ͛t appƌoǀe of eǆhiďitioŶ ŵatĐhes ǁith a ĐhaŶĐe of killiŶg oŶe of the ƌaƌe adaŵaŶtite-ranked 

adǀeŶtuƌeƌs.͟ 

 

͞I ĐaŶŶot Đompletely refute that, but the fact is that strength is attractive. This place is probably best 

suited for letting the people see an example of overwhelming power and giving them a dream of making 

it theiƌ oǁŶ.͟ 

 

The man who interrupted was the High Priest of the God of Fire -- in other words, the highest-ranking 

ŵeŵďeƌ of the God of Fiƌe͛s faith. 
 

͞That said, afteƌ ĐoŶsideƌiŶg the Eŵpiƌe͛s pƌeseŶt ĐoŶditioŶ, it͛s possiďle that it ŵight eŶd up loǁeƌiŶg 
its ŵilitaƌǇ stƌeŶgth. The Maƌtial Loƌd is the Eŵpiƌe͛s mightiest being. Why not enlist him into your 

foƌĐes?͟ 

 

͞...To thiŶk soŵeoŶe like Ǉou ǁould aĐtuallǇ saǇ soŵethiŶg like that.͟ 

 

The Slaine Theocracy was a human-centric country. No, it would be better to say that they looked down 

on the countries of other races. 

 



They were a nation that could still exist in a world filled with various races after advertising that fact. 

One had to hand it to them. Or rather, one could say that uniting a species was a condition of building a 

strong nation. 

 

͞That͛s just ŵǇ peƌsoŶal opiŶioŶ. It doesŶ͛t ƌefleĐt oŶ ŵǇ ĐouŶtƌǇ. Well, that͛s eŶough Đhit-chat for now, 

Your Majesty. Can I have your reply? 

 

͞IŶdeed. TheŶ--͟ 

 

͞--The ǁait is oǀeƌ, ladies aŶd geŶtleŵeŶ! IŶtƌoduĐiŶg ouƌ ĐhalleŶgeƌ!͟ 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s haŶd stopped as he ǁas aďout to write the answer to the first question. This was because he 

was curious about the challenger, who was brave enough to issue a challenge to that Martial Lord. Being 

acknowledged as a challenger meant that he must be able to put up quite a fight. Did anyone like that 

still exist in the Empire? 

 

If he was outstanding enough and was willing to serve the Empire, he would employ him even if he lost. 

DepeŶdiŶg oŶ hoǁ thiŶgs ǁeŶt, he ŵight eŶd up giǀiŶg hiŵ the seat oŶ the Fouƌ KŶights that ͞The 
Iŵŵoǀaďle͟ had left empty after his death. 

 

͞..The Ŷaŵe of the ĐhalleŶgeƌ ŵaǇ ǁell ďe kŶoǁŶ to ŵaŶǇ iŶ the audieŶĐe. That gƌeat ŵaŶ has Đoŵe to 
gƌaĐe us todaǇ! I giǀe Ǉou, the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ, His MajestǇ! AiŶz! Ooal! GoǁŶ!͟ 

 

͞--Haaaah?͟ 

 

That sound of utter stupefaction escaped from Jircniv. 

 

He did Ŷot uŶdeƌstaŶd the aŶŶouŶĐeƌ͛s ǁoƌds as theǇ ďuƌied theŵselǀes iŶto his ďƌaiŶ. 
 

Confusion filled the Colosseum, and the VIP room was deathly silent. 

 

Jircniv looked around him, and he was sure that everyone had heard the same thing. 

 

͞AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ?͟ 

 

--Impossible. 

 

Of course it was impossible. The leader of a country could not possibly appear in a gladiatorial match in 

another country. This was obvious to anyone with common sense. It was not as though he was a 

barbarian. 

 

IŶ the fiƌst plaĐe, theǇ had ďeeŶ keepiŶg aŶ eǇe oŶ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s ŵoǀeŵeŶts. If the “oƌĐeƌeƌ 
KiŶg had eŶteƌed the Eŵpiƌe, that ŵatteƌ ǁould haǀe ƌeaĐhed JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s eaƌs iŵŵediatelǇ. It ǁould haǀe 



been an absolute top priority matter. He had arranged to have that news reach him whether he was in 

his harem or in some other place. 

 

If that news had not reached him despite all these efforts, that meant-- 

 

He secretly entered the country? Why would anyone do that? And he came to the Colosseum? What on 

earth is he think-- ǁhat? Could it ďe? Is it that hoǁ it is? This… hoǁ is this possiďle? 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s ďodǇ shuddeƌed uŶĐoŶtƌollaďlǇ. 
 

Then, he shifted his line of sight alone to look at the emissaries from the Slaine Theocracy. 

 

Their eyes were keen under their hoods, and the looks in those eyes said only one thing. No, in all 

likelihood, Jircniv would have reached the same conclusion if he were in their shoes. 

 

They were thinking: Jircniv called the Sorcerer King here. 

 

͞Please ǁait. This is a trap! 

 

Indeed. 

 

All this was a conspiracy of Ainz Ooal Gown. If they did not understand that -- no, if could not accept 

that, the situation would become very dire. 

 

͞A tƌap of the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ? Oƌ soŵethiŶg else? Afteƌ all, this plaĐe ǁas specified by you, Your 

MajestǇ, aŶd ǁe oŶlǇ leaƌŶed aďout this a feǁ houƌs ago.͟ 

 

That was correct. He had been keeping everything hidden until the last moment in order to reduce the 

risk of information leaking out. 

 

Jircniv desperately tried to recall who knew about this matter. The number was very small, and all of 

them were reliable people. Or was that really the case? 

 

No-- 

 

͞--It͛s possiďle that the iŶfoƌŵatioŶ ǁas eǆtƌaĐted thƌough ŵagiĐal doŵiŶatioŶ. This is defiŶitelǇ Ŷot a 
part of my plan. This is the pƌoof. If I had set this tƌap, ǁould I ďe so paŶiĐked ƌight Ŷoǁ?͟ 

 

͞You eǆpeĐt us to ďelieǀe that? Aƌe Ǉou doiŶg this to dƌaǁ us iŶ? Oƌ peƌhaps, to sell us out?!͟ 

 

They did not trust him at all. 

 

No, that was to be expected. Jircniv would be castigating them if he were in their place. 

 



Still, where was the leak? No, did it really leak? Could it be all this was all within the palm of his hand? 

He set out the bait, and waited for me to take the hook-- 

 

Suddenly , a chill wind blew across his back. 

 

How many of his actions had the Sorcerer King predicted? 

 

It was very possible that everything that had happened until now was part of his plan. 

 

The “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg is suĐh aŶ oppoŶeŶt, JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s ďƌilliaŶt ŵiŶd ĐoŶĐluded. 
 

How elaborate was his scheme, anyway? No, Ŷoǁ͛s Ŷot the tiŵe to ďe afƌaid of his ĐuŶŶiŶg! If I doŶ͛t aĐt 
quickly--! 

 

͞No good, ǁe haǀe to leaǀe Ŷoǁ--͟ 

 

However, it was too late. 

 

The iŶtƌudeƌ͛s ǀoiĐe ǁas like that of a huŶteƌ ǁho had seeŶ his pƌeǇ fall iŶto a ĐaƌefullǇ-laid trap. 

 

 

͞JiƌĐŶiǀ Rune Farlord El-Nix-doŶo. It has ďeeŶ a ǁhile.͟ 

 

As he struggled to control his panicked breathing, he saw the form of the Sorcerer King, who had 

ascended from the heart of the arena to the same height as that of the VIP room. 

 

He brazenly displayed that disquieting face of his. It must have been to let everyone know that it was 

the man himself. 

 

͞Duƌ, duƌ-- huu. The same to you, Gown-doŶo. I did Ŷot thiŶk I ǁould ŵeet Ǉou iŶ a plaĐe like this.͟ 

 

He had no idea what to say. Just about anything he said might ďe held agaiŶst hiŵ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s 
lips would not open, as though they had been glued shut. 

 

͞The feeliŶg is ŵutual. What a ĐoiŶĐideŶĐe!͟ 

 

 

͞Kuku,͟ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg laughed eǀillǇ. It ǁas ǀeƌǇ oďǀious he did Ŷot thiŶk it ǁas a ĐoiŶĐideŶĐe at all. 
 

It was definitely not a coincidence. 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ ǁas ĐeƌtaiŶ that all this ǁas paƌt of AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ͛s sĐheŵe. 
 



By taking control of the secret talks with the Theocracy, he would apply pressure on both Jircniv and the 

Theocracy and prevent them from allying with each other. 

 

He was a truly twisted genius. 

 

He wiped his sweaty palms on his clothes. 

 

A lot of information must have leaked out. The question was, how much of it did this fellow know? 

 

Just as Jircniv was struggling to think, the hateful lights in the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s eǇesoĐkets tuƌŶed to 
ƌegaƌd the TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛s eŵissaƌies. 
 

͞FƌieŶds of Ǉouƌs, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ had Ŷo ǁaǇ of aŶsǁeƌiŶg AiŶz͛s ƋuestioŶ. 
 

This was no simple question. 

 

It was a test of his intentions. 

 

Would he lie to protect the people of the Theocracy, or sell them out, as a friend of the Sorcerous 

Kingdom? 

 

It was such a malicious scheme that Jircniv began feeling nauseous. 

 

That emotionless skull looked like it was twisted by evil. It must be mocking him, Jircniv, who could not 

speak. 

 

͞What͛s ǁƌoŶg? El-Nix -- no, Jircniv-doŶo. You look pale. Aƌe Ǉou uŶǁell?͟ 

 

The fact that he sounded genuinely concerned first disgusted him, then terrified him. He felt like a small 

animal, squirming within a loving hand. As a human being, it was only natural to feel that terror 

wrapped up in that joy. 

 

͞It, it͛s fiŶe, it͛s ŶothiŶg. I seeŵ to haǀe gotteŶ a little dizzǇ fƌoŵ staŶdiŶg up so suddeŶlǇ.͟ 

 

͞Is that so. Well, theǇ saǇ Ǉouƌ ďodǇ is Ǉouƌ ďest asset, Ǉou͛d ďest take Đaƌe of it.͟ 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s eǆcused sounded very unnatural, but at least he had been let off. Was he waiting for the right 

moment to finish off his prey, or was he indulging his hobby of sadism? Or perhaps-- 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁould Ǉou geŶtleŵeŶ like to iŶtƌoduĐe Ǉouƌselǀes? I aŵ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ.͟ 

 

--Perhaps that was what he was aiming for. 



 

Since he, as the leader of a country, had already stated his name, the other side could not retreat 

without saying a word. If they gave a false name, if the Sorcerer King learned their real names, how 

would he react then? 

 

Stop toying with us!!! 

 

His expression had not changed, or rather, that was because it was a skinless and fleshless skull. Not 

only did he not have eyes, the empty orbits of his eyes were occupied only by dancing crimson flames, 

from which no emotions could be read. Yet, Jircniv could feel that evil grin widening. 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh, aŶd iŶ tƌuth ǁe ǁould haǀe iŶtƌoduĐed ouƌselǀes as ǁell. Hoǁeǀeƌ, a diƌe 
emergency awaits us, so we must leave immediately. We shall inform Your Majesty about ourselves 

sooŶ.͟ 

 

The TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛s eŵissaƌies ƌose fƌoŵ theiƌ seats. 
 

͞Is that so? What a shaŵe. I do hope ǁe ǁill ŵeet agaiŶ. Please ďe ǁell uŶtil theŶ. TheŶ, theƌe is still the 
ŵatteƌ of the ŵatĐh, so please eǆĐuse ŵe.͟ 

 

With those parting words of mockery (probably), the Sorcerer King descended. 

 

As his shape ǀaŶished ďeloǁ, the TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛s eŵissaƌies glaƌed at JiƌĐŶiǀ. 
 

͞You set us up.͟ 

 

͞No, I didŶ͛t!͟ 

 

͞You didŶ͛t? No ŵatteƌ hoǁ Ǉou look at it, he kŶeǁ eǀeƌǇthiŶg aďout his plaĐe. Eǀerything he has done 

is a clear mockery of a bunch of fools who are moving exactly as he has predicted. ...How much of this 

did you tell him? How many people were you going to betray to save your own country? You must have 

asked him to use that illogically destƌuĐtiǀe spell too, did Ǉou Ŷot?͟ 

 

Jircniv looked desperately to the priests for help. 

 

However, he did not see suspicion and doubt there, but hostility and disappointment. 

 

 

The Sorcerer King had struck a magnificent blow at the moment when it would have been most effective. 

It was one which would utterly cripple the Empire. It told the Empire that they had no choice left other 

than to betray humanity-- 

 

͞Please ďelieǀe ŵe, I didŶ͛t sell this iŶfoƌŵatioŶ to hiŵ--͟ 

 



͞...EǀeŶ if I did ďelieǀe Ǉou, theƌe͛s Ŷo ǁaǇ Ǉou ĐaŶ deŶǇ the faĐt that Ǉouƌ eŶtiƌe opeƌatioŶ has ďeeŶ 
eǆposed. Youƌ MajestǇ, I aŵ sad to saǇ that ǁe ǁill Ŷot ďe ŵeetiŶg agaiŶ.͟ 

 

Afteƌ saǇiŶg that, the TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛s eŵissaƌies ŵade to leaǀe, folloǁed ďǇ the pƌiests. 
 

͞Please ǁait! I foƌďid Ǉou to leaǀe this ƌooŵ uŶtil I heaƌ Ǉouƌ opiŶioŶ!͟ 

 

Nimble and Baziwood drew their weapons and prepared to make their move. 

 

As Jircniv struggled to restore some life to his shattered heart, he stared at the two High Priests. The 

TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛s eŵissaƌies did Ŷot even look back as they left. 

 

͞You, tell ŵe ǁhat the teŵples thiŶk. What do Ǉou thiŶk aďout the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg!͟ 

 

͞...The “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg is a ǁiĐked, uŶdead ďeiŶg, aŶd ǁe ǁill Ŷot peƌŵit it to Đall itself KiŶg.͟  
 

Before Jircniv could answer, the High Priest of the God of Fiƌe ĐoŶtiŶued: ͞Hoǁeǀeƌ, ǁe ĐaŶŶot defeat 
hiŵ iŶ ďattle, so ǁe ŵust fiŶd soŵe ǁaǇ to destƌoǇ it.͟ 

 

͞BetƌaǇ us if Ǉou ǁill, oh Eŵpeƌoƌ, Ǉou ǁho haǀe ďeeŶ seduĐed ďǇ the poǁeƌ of eǀil.͟ 

 

That statement, made by the High Priest of the Wind God, clearly illustrated their hostility towards 

Jircniv. 

 

This was extremely bad. 

 

The temples could not influence the government. However, they might well decide to excommunicate 

an Emperor who was in league with the universal enemy, the undead. 

 

He could not purge them, because the temples were in charge of healing, as well as the saviors of the 

peoples͛ souls. 
 

If he did that, the Empire would fall apart from the inside. 

 

To Jircniv, that single move by Ainz Ooal Gown felt like the sweep of the Grim ‘eapeƌ͛s sĐǇthe. EǀeŶ if he 
did nothing, the Empire would collapse. Then, the Sorcerous Kingdom would find some reason to come 

calling. 

 

If it ǁeƌe JiƌĐŶiǀ doiŶg it, he ǁould use aŶ eǆĐuse aloŶg the liŶes of ͞We͛ƌe seŶdiŶg tƌoops oǀeƌ to 
maintain peace beĐause ouƌ allied ĐouŶtƌǇ is iŶ Đhaos.͟ 

 

Judging by their reaction, the Slaine Theocracy would not censure the Sorcerous Kingdom for doing that. 

The Kingdom would not have the strength to do anything about it, while the City-State Alliance would 

take a while to make such a statement. 



 

What kind of enticements could he offer to remove the doubts from their hearts? Or rather, to keep to 

their commitments even if they had doubts? 

 

Jircniv had always placed that topic foremost in his heart when he spoke to others in his capacity as 

Emperor. The simplest way to get people to take action was to appeal to their desires. Jircniv had grown 

up knowing this to be the right way to view things. There were so many humans who were ruled by 

desire for a pretty face that it was hardly surprising. 

 

However, at this moment, Jircniv could not find an answer. 

 

Now that others thought he had betrayed humanity to work with the undead, there was nothing he 

could offer the other side. 

 

All he could do was sincerely and earnestly tell his side of the story. 

 

͞Please alloǁ ŵe to saǇ oŶe last thiŶg. That felloǁ͛s ĐuŶŶiŶg suƌpasses ŵiŶe. These deǀelopŵeŶts ŵight 
ǁell ďe his doiŶg. ...While I kŶoǁ I ǁould Ŷot ďelieǀe that so easilǇ if I ǁeƌe iŶ Ǉouƌ shoes… I tƌulǇ did Ŷot 
sell you out. And while you might not believe this either, as a human being I wish to tell you one thing. 

The “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ƌeigŶ is ǀeƌǇ ŵeƌĐiful. The people of E-‘aŶtel still liǀe iŶ peaĐe.͟ 

 

͞But ǁe haǀe Ŷo idea hoǁ loŶg that ǁill last, do ǁe?͟ 

 

͞Peƌhaps. But foƌ the time being, at least, they are safe. If we fight a war which we cannot win, our 

country will immediately tread the road to annihilation. So I hope you will think carefully and not make 

aŶǇ ƌash ŵoǀes.͟ 

 

The two High Priests looked at each other. 

 

Then, their previous hostility toward Jircniv seemed to mellow a little. 

 

͞...It seeŵs ǁe ŵaǇ haǀe ďeeŶ too eŵotioŶal. If that uŶdead Đƌeatuƌe tƌulǇ is as the ƌuŵoƌs saǇ he is, ǁe 
cannot discard the possibility that all this might have been part of his plan. Then, may we meet again 

soŵeǁheƌe, if it is ŵeaŶt to ďe.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou. AŶd ďefoƌe that, I haǀe a ƌeƋuest. No ŵatteƌ ǁheƌe, please ǁatĐh that felloǁ fight iŶ the 
Colosseuŵ. If Ǉou ĐaŶ see a ǁaǇ to defeat hiŵ, please tell ŵe.͟ 

 

Jircniv lowered his head. 

 

Conspiracies included, there was no way to beat Ainz in a battle of wits. The human heart was the sole 

trump card left to those that wished to fight him evenly. 

 

Cheering came from downstairs, and Jircniv turned to look at it. 



 

͞...Good luĐk, Maƌtial Loƌd. Oh, gods!͟ 

 

Jircniv prayed in earnest for the victory of the Martial Lord. 

 

 

-Part 3- 

 

 

The much-awaited Imperial Capital. 

 

As he peeƌed thƌough the slight gap he had opeŶed iŶ the ĐoaĐh͛s ǁiŶdoǁ, AiŶz felt a teƌƌiďle seŶse of 
defeat. 

 

Life and energy abounded 

 

The faces of the people were bright. It was a bustling city, completely unlike the dreary Sorcerous 

Kingdom. 

 

And then, the sense of defeat soon faded away. After all, that city had been annexed recently. When a 

city was taken over by a new ruler, life would change. It was only natural that people would feel uneasy, 

leading to a temporary state of low energy. 

 

Punitto Moe had once taught Ainz about strategy games. When one conquered territory during a war, 

the happiness value of the people would plummet. Also-- 

 

--What did he say about partisans appearing? The heck? Why would a large amount of weapons appear 

all of a sudden? 

 

The first part was completely unrelated to the second. He had the feeling that he had gotten something 

wrong somewhere. 

 

Since the game had nothing to do with YGGDRASIL, he had lost interest halfway. However, they should 

have been vaguely related, at least. 

 

He ǁas pƌoďaďlǇ talkiŶg aďout soŵe kiŶd of ďetƌaǇal. Oƌ ŵaǇďe it ǁas soŵe foƌŵ of plaǇeƌ slaŶg, huh… 
PaƌtisaŶs… seeŵs to ďe a kind of polearm. So, when he talked about weapons being sold in large 

ƋuaŶtities, he ǁas talkiŶg aďout a ƌeasoŶ to fight? CitizeŶ leǀies, ŵaǇďe? Hŵ? MaǇďe theǇ͛ƌe fightiŶg 
the new ruler, but that would be an uprising, right? Then it should have just been called a rebellion from 

the ďegiŶŶiŶg. WhǇ paƌtisaŶs? Well, it doesŶ͛t ŵatteƌ aŶǇǁaǇ... 
 

The reason why there had been no rebellion in E-Rantel was because the Death Knights were patrolling 

to maintain public order. Or was it because the character of Momon had a calming effect on them? No, 

perhaps the root reason was because of his benevolent social policies. 



 

...NothiŶg͛s ďetteƌ thaŶ a peaĐeful ƌeigŶ. KilliŶg the goose foƌ the goldeŶ eggs is utteƌ foolishŶess. I guess 
I need to make the occasional concession like returning dropped items to an opponent after PKing them, 

perhaps. 

 

As he ƌeĐalled the ĐoŶteŶts of ͞PKiŶg foƌ Duŵŵies͟, AiŶz ƌealised that he had gotteŶ distƌaĐted, aŶd 
hurriedly got his thoughts back on track. 

 

Hang on, I was thinking about high energy. Well, no matter what, I only rule one city, and this is the 

Đapital of the Eŵpiƌe, ǁhiĐh has ŵaŶǇ Đities, so the diffeƌeŶĐe iŶ theiƌ eŶeƌgǇ leǀels ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped. 
EǀeŶ theiƌ populatioŶs aƌe diffeƌeŶt… “o I guess as loŶg as the Ŷuŵďeƌ of people iŶĐƌeases, the 

“oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ ǁill also ďeĐoŵe ŵoƌe ǀiďƌaŶt… I guess I Ŷeed to foĐus oŶ poliĐies ǁhiĐh eŶĐouƌage 
a population increase. Albedo can carry them out. 

 

After Ainz comforted himself, he decided upon a new direction to take, in his capacity as a ruler. 

 

͞TheŶ, ah, Youƌ MajestǇ...͟ 

 

The man who was looking out the window as well spoke to him, and it brought Ainz back from his 

thoughts. 

 

͞I, I feaƌ to ask, Youƌ MajestǇ, ďut is this Ŷot the Iŵpeƌial Capital, AƌǁiŶtaƌ?͟ 

 

The man -- who had practically been brought along by force -- asked that question in a trembling voice. 

 

͞IŶdeed it is. As eǆpeĐted of the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guildŵasteƌ, Ǉou ƌeĐogŶized this plaĐe at a glaŶĐe.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk, thaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ -- Ŷo, ǁait! I doŶ͛t ƌeĐall us passiŶg thƌough aŶǇ ĐheĐkpoiŶts! IsŶ͛t this illegal 
iŵŵigƌatioŶ?͟ 

 

That was, in fact, what had happened. Since they had used the [Gate] spell to directly transit to the 

Imperial Capital, they would not have passed through any checkpoints. 

 

͞---Details, details.͟ 

 

͞These aƌeŶ͛t just details! A king crossing the border illegally into another country will blow up into an 

iŶteƌŶatioŶal iŶĐideŶt!͟ 

 

Jircniv did the same thing when he came to Nazarick. Ainz did not say that, of course. Common sense 

would dictate that the Guildmaster was right and Ainz was wrong. 

 

After thinking as hard as he could, he still could not think of an explanation which Ainzach would accept. 

IŶstead, he eŶded up sighiŶg at the ŵaŶ͛s suƌpƌisiŶg stuďďoƌŶŶess. He had thought he ǁould ďe the kiŶd 
of ŵaŶ to saǇ, ͞Well, as loŶg as Ǉou doŶ͛t get Đaught͟.  



 

His opinion of the man changed a little. 

 

͞...Guildŵasteƌ, I haǀe a ǀeƌǇ good ƌelatioŶship ǁith El-Nix-doŶo. I͛ǀe eǀeŶ aĐĐeded to his ƌeƋuests iŶ 
the past.͟ 

 

AInz recalled what had happened during that war. 

 

͞Well, I kŶoǁ it͛s haƌdlǇ the saŵe thiŶg, ďut I͛ŵ suƌe he ǁould gladlǇ appƌoǀe if I just asked hiŵ. 
GƌaŶted, I͛ll ďe telliŶg hiŵ afteƌ the faĐt… ďut ǁouldŶ͛t it ďe alƌight if the Eŵpeƌoƌ hiŵself appƌoǀed?͟ 

 

͞If, if Ǉou put it that ǁaǇ…͟ 

 

͞The ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg is that Ŷeitheƌ Ǉou Ŷoƌ I haǀe ďƌought aŶǇthiŶg ďad ǁith us. DoesŶ͛t that 
ŵeaŶ it͛s fiŶe?.͟ 

 

͞Muu,͟ AiŶzaĐh ŵused. 
 

Ainz smiled in his heart, believing that he had convinced the other man. 

 

In truth, there were two reasons for their clandestine crossing of the border. 

 

If Jircniv knew about this, he would probably prepare a reception for me. He might be wary of Nazarick, 

ďut siŶĐe I͛ŵ the kiŶg of aŶ allied ĐouŶtƌǇ, he ǁould haǀe to ǁelĐoŵe ŵe at the fƌoŶt dooƌ. That ǁould 
be very bad. 

 

The Emperor would surely host some kind of ceremony to welcome the king of an ally country, 

something which Ainz, who was unfamiliar with the customs of noble society, had to avoid at all costs.  

 

If he became a laughingstock because of that, he would not be able to look the Guardians -- who were 

working hard for the Sorcerous Kingdom -- in the eye. 

 

There was also another reason. 

 

Now, I need to think about how to get Ainzach involved in this. Perhaps I should ask for his help like I did 

when I spun that story at the guild? 

 

The other reason was because he wanted to pressgang Guildmaster Ainzach into his schemes. 

 

AiŶz͛s oďjeĐtiǀe iŶ ĐoŵiŶg heƌe ǁas to ƌeĐƌuit adǀeŶtuƌeƌs. 
 

He had alƌeadǇ iŶĐoƌpoƌated the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild as a ŶatioŶal oƌgaŶizatioŶ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, eǀeŶ if the 
shell was ready, filling it up would take a long time. This was quite bad for the Sorcerous Kingdom, since 

it only controlled one city and the number of adventurers they could draw on was completely 



insufficient. Using heteromorphs -- like lizardmen, for example -- was a problem for later. Right now, he 

had to increase the number of human adventurers. 

 

This was why he had to come here to do talent scouting. If it was not enough, he could recruit from the 

surrounding countries as well. 

 

However, this sort of recruitment was not easy, especially since Ainz was essentially going to do door-to-

door sales -- one of the hardest kinds of work in the sales business. 

 

Acording to Ainzach, adventurers were supposedly freelancers, but in truth, they were a form of 

national defense against monsters. Headhunting them aggressively would lead to stiff backlash. 

 

Of Đouƌse, AiŶz did Ŷot thiŶk he ǁould lose, eǀeŶ if the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guilds of eǀeƌǇ siŶgle ŶatioŶ 
mounted a full-scale campaign against him. However, that would reduce the morale of any adventurers 

he did manage to recruit. It was quite easy to see how they would lose their motivation when seeing a 

conflict between their new allegiance and their former home. 

 

This was why he had to involve Ainzach -- ǁho uŶdeƌstood AiŶz͛s aiŵs and concepts  -- in all of this. 

Surely things would go smoothly if he was the middleman. He had considered that Ainzach would flat-

out refuse if he told him about this in E-Rantel, so he had dragged him along like this. 

 

In addition, he was also considering the fact that Ainzach would have something in common with the 

other side. 

 

That was a secret of salesmanship. People tended to gravitate towards those who were similar to them. 

 

Ainz -- no, Suzuki Satoru had seen colleagues leverage the fact that they had been born in the same 

place or that they supported the same team as prospective clients to clinch a sale. 

 

Having once been Momon the adventurer, Ainz understood the life of the adventurer, to some extent. 

However, he had risen through the ranks so quickly that he could not say that he truly knew the 

hardships of being an adventurer. Thus, he had to let Ainzach -- who was a veteran adventurer and also 

the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guildŵasteƌ -- speak foƌ hiŵ to iŵpƌoǀe the otheƌ side͛s ĐloseŶess to hiŵ. 
 

In other woƌds, the suĐĐess of theiƌ little eǆpeditioŶ to the Eŵpiƌe ǁas ƌeliaŶt oŶ AiŶzaĐh͛s peƌfoƌŵaŶĐe. 
 

Still, the question is, how can I truly motivate Ainzach to help? 

 

If it was a matter of money, he could certainly pay. However, he did not imagine that such means would 

make Ainzach give his all. 

 

͞Let͛s go.͟ 

 



After commanding the driver, the coach began moving quietly. The driver in question was a creature 

which Ainz had summoned with what little gold he had left, a monster whose level was over 80, called 

Hanzo. 

Hanzo was a humanoid ninja-type monster, and was skilled in countering stealth. There were others of 

roughly the same level, such as Kashin Koji, which was skilled in illusion. Fuuma, which was skilled in 

hand-to-hand combat and special techniques, Tobi Kato, which was skilled with weapons, and so on. 

 

The interior of the coach wobbled with a katakata sound as it travelled forward. 

 

Ainz had considered that using a heavily-enchanted coach would be very suspicious. Thus, he had 

chosen a regular stagecoach instead. 

 

͞...TheŶ, Youƌ MajestǇ. “iŶĐe ǁe haǀe alƌeadǇ aƌƌiǀed at the Iŵpeƌial Capital, ĐaŶ Ǉou tell ŵe ǁhat ǁe 
ǁill ďe doiŶg heƌe?͟ 

 

AInzach furrowed his brows. 

 

͞We ǁill ďe ƌeĐƌuitiŶg adǀeŶtuƌeƌs foƌ ouƌ ĐouŶtƌǇ.͟ 

 

A ďitteƌ eǆpƌessioŶ Đƌossed AiŶzaĐh͛s face. It was clear he was having trouble accepting that. 

 

͞...Could it ďe that Ǉou iŶteŶd to peƌsuade the adǀeŶtuƌeƌs of the Eŵpiƌe to joiŶ Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed. We ǁill ďe headhuŶtiŶg iŶ this ĐouŶtƌǇ.͟ 

 

While it had been done during a time of war, the fact that he had killed so many soldiers of the Kingdom 

would make it very difficult to attract the adventurers of the Kingdom to his camp. In addition, Albedo 

was visiting the Kingdom, so he could not make things difficult for her. That being the case, their allied 

country, the Empire, was the ideal option. 

 

The City-“tate AlliaŶĐe ǁas soŵe distaŶĐe aǁaǇ fƌoŵ heƌe, aĐĐoƌdiŶg to Fludeƌ͛s iŶtelligeŶĐe oŶ the 
countries. However, after consulting Demiurge and Albedo, he decided that intervening there was not 

wise. 

 

͞IŶ ǁhat ǁaǇ ǁill Ǉou pƌoĐeed? I…͟ 

 

Ainzach took a deep breath. 

 

͞...Youƌ MajestǇ, I haǀe eŶgƌaǀed Ǉouƌ ǀieǁs oŶ adǀeŶtuƌeƌs deep iŶto ŵǇ heaƌt. Thus, I ǁish to aid Youƌ 
Majesty with all my strength. That said, am still a man of the system, for the most part. I feel that having 

adventurers abandon everything they have known up till now would be very difficult. This is particularly 

tƌue foƌ the adǀeŶtuƌeƌs of the Eŵpiƌe.͟ 

 

A seŶsatioŶ of Ŷeǁ, fƌesh joǇ ǁelled up ǁithiŶ AiŶz͛s Đhest. 



 

Indeed, Ainz wanted opinions like this. 

 

It was not that the Guardians were at fault, but they took his words as holy writ and rushed to execute 

them. Thus, Ainz was frequently uneasy about whether or not he had given the right orders. Because of 

that, he had longed to hear someone oppose one of his statements. That way, he would know where 

the problems lay.  

 

AiŶz͛s opiŶioŶ of AiŶzaĐh ǁeŶt up ďǇ a ŶotĐh. 
 

Still, he could not completely accept his views. 

 

Heaven only knew why, but all his subordinates seemed to think that the Sorcerer King Ainz Ooal Gown 

was a genius. Thus, Ainz could not say or do anything to betray that faith. He could not disappoint them. 

 

͞...Hoǁ ďaffliŶg. The ďeŶefits ought to outǁeigh the dƌaǁďaĐks. I do Ŷot uŶdeƌstaŶd. It seeŵs I do Ŷot 
know enough about adǀeŶtuƌeƌs.͟ 

 

This face of his which showed no emotion was a great help, because nobody could tell he was lying. It 

was the ultimate poker face. 

 

At this point, Ainz stopped for a moment and looked Ainz straight in the eye. He could not imply that he 

was ǁaitiŶg foƌ the ŵaŶ͛s ƌespoŶse. 
 

͞What ǁould Ǉou do, iŶ Ǉouƌ Đase? Is theƌe a pƌoposal ǁhiĐh ǁould ďe attƌaĐtiǀe eŶough to ŵake 
adǀeŶtuƌeƌs ǁho haǀe alƌeadǇ piĐked out a hoŵe ďase ĐhaŶge theiƌ ŵiŶds?͟ 

 

͞...Youƌ MajestǇ, ŵust ǁe staƌt headhuŶtiŶg ƌight Ŷoǁ?͟ 

 

͞What?͟ 

 

͞Aƌe ǁe goiŶg to staƌt tƌǇiŶg to eŶtiĐe the adǀeŶtuƌeƌs of the Iŵpeƌial Capital ƌight aǁaǇ?͟ 

 

Ainz cupped his chin with a hand as he thought. 

 

If possible, he would like to do so as soon as possible. However, if he could not, he did not mind waiting. 

After all, the aim was to sing the praises of the Sorcerous Kingdom. 

 

Heteromorphs did not possess the concept of a lifespan. In that sense, there was more than enough 

time. 

 

͞IŶdeed, it is Ŷot paƌtiĐulaƌlǇ uƌgeŶt.͟ 

 



͞TheŶ, should ǁe Ŷot laǇ a strong foundation first? We should build the desired organization within the 

Sorcerous Kingdom, and then make various other preparations as needed. Once the shell is ready, we 

ĐaŶ fill it at leisuƌe, is that ǁƌoŶg?͟ 

 

͞That is aŶ eǆĐelleŶt suggestioŶ, oŶe ǁhich I have considered before. However, it poses a problem of its 

own. If we do not estimate the contents before we begin to build, the finished vessel may be too large 

oƌ too sŵall… Would Ǉou Đaƌe to tƌǇ?͟ 

 

͞IŶ-indeed, that task is beyond me. After all, I remain unsure of how Your Majesty wishes to nurture 

adǀeŶtuƌeƌs, aŶd I do Ŷot uŶdeƌstaŶd the eǆteŶt of Ǉouƌ plaŶs foƌ the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed. FƌaŶklǇ speakiŶg, I aŵ still feeliŶg thiŶgs out. IŶ paƌtiĐulaƌ -- I know you are interested in my 

words, but I do not know how many hearts they can move. In order to observe their reactions, I have 

Đoŵe to the Eŵpiƌe to atteŵpt a test ƌeĐƌuitŵeŶt, aŶd to see the outĐoŵe.͟ 

 

͞I see… as eǆpeĐted of Youƌ MajestǇ, Ǉou haǀe alƌeadǇ plaŶŶed so faƌ ahead. I aŵ ashamed of my 

shalloǁ thiŶkiŶg.͟ 

 

͞CeƌtaiŶlǇ Ŷot. You aŶd I aƌe diffeƌeŶt ďeiŶgs. BeĐause of that, I ŵight ŵake a ŵistake ǁheŶ it Đoŵes to 
the reactions of human beings. For all I know, I might say something which upsets others. Please tell me 

if such a situatioŶ oĐĐuƌs. IŶ that ƌespeĐt, I ǁill Ŷeed a helpeƌ… AiŶzaĐh.͟ 

 

͞Yes!͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, I͛ll ďe ĐouŶtiŶg oŶ Ǉou iŶ futuƌe.͟ 

 

Ainzach paused to think for about a second, and then he bowed his head deeply. 

 

It looked just like how the Guardians of Nazarick did it. 

 

Ainz graciously nodded as he reflected on his previous words. 

 

IŶ aŶǇ Đase, ĐaŶ I ƌeallǇ leaǀe the task of appealiŶg to the Eŵpiƌe͛s adǀeŶtuƌeƌs to AiŶzaĐh aloŶe? 

 

This was a very important point. 

 

He could do the presentation himself if need be, but it was not because he particularly liked it. If 

someone was more adept at a task and more capable, then he should hand it to them. However-- 

 

--I ĐaŶ͛t leaǀe it all to hiŵ. If a pƌoďleŵ Đoŵes up, I ought to deal ǁith it as his supeƌioƌ. 
 

He did not want to be a bad boss. Ainz clung to that determination. Just then, he realized that Ainzach 

seemed to have fallen into contemplation. 

 



͞Is soŵethiŶg ǁƌoŶg?͟ 

 

͞...Youƌ MajestǇ, Đould it ďe that Ǉou do Ŷot iŶteŶd to liŵit Ǉouƌself to the ĐuƌƌeŶt Đƌop of adǀeŶtuƌeƌs, 
but to incorporate the adventurers of the future into your organization and have them explore the 

unknown world? 

 

͞That ǁas ŵǇ iŶteŶtioŶ.͟ 

 

͞With that iŶ ŵiŶd, I feel tƌǇiŶg to peƌsuade the pƌeseŶt ďatĐh of adǀeŶtuƌeƌs ǁill ďe ǀeƌǇ diffiĐult. 
However, it might be possible to have those people who wish to become adventurers come to our 

“oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ. That is to saǇ, ǁe ǁill gatheƌ the hatĐhliŶgs aŶd theŶ ƌaise theŵ.͟ 

 

While adventurers knew no borders, the people who became adventurers belonged to a certain country. 

Ainz had thought of this point as well, but since this man -- who was more familiar with this world than 

Ainz -- shared his opinion, then it should be fine. 

 

͞I see. TheŶ, ǁhat should ǁe do?͟ 

 

͞The stƌoŶg haǀe alǁaǇs ďeeŶ adŵiƌed. Thus, ŵaǇ I ask how your Majesty feels about showing his might 

as a foƌŵ of adǀeƌtiseŵeŶt?͟ 

 

And what would that accomplish? Ainz thought. 

 

That said, puďliĐitǇ ǁas ǀeƌǇ iŵpoƌtaŶt. Afteƌ all, the ƌeasoŶ ǁhǇ he ǁas fouŶdiŶg his oǁŶ AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s 
Guild was to spread the name of the Sorcerous Kingdom of Ainz Ooal Gown. 

 

͞...“o I haǀe to shoǁ ŵǇ ŵight aŶd do ǁhat adǀeŶtuƌeƌs do?͟ 

 

All I have to do is make an Empire-brand Momon, then, Ainz thought. However, Ainzach shook his head. 

 

͞OŶ that Ŷote, Youƌ MajestǇ. This is the Iŵpeƌial Capital. How would you feel about displaying your 

ŵight iŶ the AƌeŶa?͟ 

 

͞Hoh…? That souŶds iŶteƌestiŶg. Elaďoƌate.͟ 

 

*** 

 

The coach stopped in a spacious courtyard. 

 

Momon and Nabe had walked the streets of the Imperial Capital, but Ainz had never seen such a vast 

personal home during that time. Not even in E-Rantel had he seem a home more impressive than this. 

 

͞Is this the hoŵe of the AƌeŶa͛s oǁŶeƌ? This is Ƌuite aŶ iŵpƌessiǀe plaĐe.͟ 

 



AiŶzaĐh͛s ƌespoŶse to AiŶz͛s ƋuestioŶ ǁas aloŶg the liŶes of ͞That ŵight ďe stƌetĐhiŶg it.͟ 

 

͞The aƌeŶa itself is state pƌopeƌtǇ. People ƌeŶt it foƌ eǀeŶts, so ĐalliŶg theŵ pƌoŵoteƌs ŵight ďe ŵoƌe 
aĐĐuƌate. The peƌsoŶ ǁho liǀes heƌe is aŵoŶg the ŵost poǁeƌful of those people.͟ 

 

͞I see… a fƌieŶd of Ǉouƌs?͟ 

 

It would be good if that were the case. Regretfully, Ainzach shook his head. 

 

͞Theƌe aƌe ŵaŶǇ eǀeŶts iŶ the aƌeŶa, aŶd soŵetiŵes adǀeŶtuƌeƌs eŶd up fightiŶg ŵoŶsteƌs. I͛ǀe oŶlǇ 
ŵet this peƌsoŶ a feǁ tiŵes, ǁheŶ I Đaptuƌed those ŵoŶsteƌs aŶd shipped theŵ heƌe.͟ 

 

͞Is that so. Still, it ended up being quite useful indeed, so I must thank you for your connection. That 

said, what sort of monsters did you capture around the outskirts of E-‘aŶtel?͟ 

 

Ainzach had an uncomfortable look on his face. 

 

͞We Đaptuƌed the uŶdead fƌoŵ the Katze PlaiŶs. The uŶdead didŶ͛t Ŷeed food, so theǇ didŶ͛t iŶĐuƌ 
additioŶal eǆpeŶses afteƌ ǁe Đaptuƌed theŵ.͟ 

 

͞Hoh. Good eǇe. You do kŶoǁ Ǉouƌ stuff, afteƌ all.͟ 

 

͞Is that so? I doŶ͛t stƌike ŵǇself as a ǀeƌǇ likeaďle peƌsoŶ… still, Youƌ MajestǇ. I feaƌ to offend you, but is 

it ƌeallǇ alƌight to speak of ĐaptuƌiŶg Ǉouƌ kiŶd?͟ 

 

Ainz looked straight at Ainzach. 

 

What on earth was he on about? 

 

͞BeĐause theǇ͛ƌe uŶdead…͟ 

 

͞Ahh, I see -- well, there are many kinds of undead. I do not count all undead as my kind.͟ 

 

͞Foƌgiǀe ŵǇ disƌespeĐt… TheŶ, ŵaǇ I iŶƋuiƌe as to ǁhat tǇpe of uŶdead Youƌ MajestǇ ŵight ďe? If it does 
Ŷot offeŶd, of Đouƌse.͟ 

 

͞I aŵ aŶ Oǀeƌloƌd. Haǀe Ǉou heaƌd of those ďefoƌe? 

͞MǇ deepest apologies, ďut I haǀe Ŷot. I ǁas Ŷot iŶĐliŶed toǁaƌd ŵǇ studies, so I do Ŷot kŶoǁ.͟ 

 

Well, that͛s to ďe eǆpeĐted, AiŶz thought. 
 

In YGGDRASIL, there were several types of monsters in the Overlord family: the Overlord Wiseman, 

which was skilled in magic, the Overlord Kronos Master, which could use time-related skills, the 



Overlord General, which was adept at controlling armies of the undead, among others. Even the 

weakest of those was at least level 80. 

 

He had a rough grasp of the strength of this world and the amount of strength one needed to be 

considered powerful in this world. That being the case, the appearance of an undead being like an 

Overlord would cause a huge disturbance, particularly because the undead did not age, so they would 

continue ruling the land for all eternity until it was defeated. 

 

In other words, the fact that nothing like this had happened implied that there were no Overlords here. 

 

͞Is that so. Well, I iŶteŶd to seŶd adǀeŶtuƌeƌs iŶto the uŶkŶoǁŶ ƌeaĐhes of the ǁoƌld to ĐolleĐt 
information of that sort. It would be quite troublesome if others of my kind were around, bearing a 

hatƌed foƌ the liǀiŶg. Do Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd?͟ 

 

AiŶzaĐh͛s eǇes ǁeŶt ǁide, aŶd he Ŷodded. 
 

͞It is as Ǉou saǇ. I Ŷoǁ thoƌoughlǇ uŶdeƌstaŶd the tƌue Ŷatuƌe of adǀeŶtuƌeƌs.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed. CoŶsideƌ ŵe aŶ uŶdead ďeiŶg that is aŶ exception to the rules. I understand the value of 

humanity, so I will not engage in meaningless slaughter. However, other Overlords might not think the 

saŵe ǁaǇ, Ŷo?͟ 

 

͞Is that ƌeallǇ the Đase?͟ 

 

͞That ƌeŵaiŶs to ďe seeŶ. I do Ŷot kŶoǁ if I aŵ the eǆĐeption, or if my species is an exception in itself. 

However, should we not assume the worst-Đase sĐeŶaƌio aŶd pƌepaƌe aĐĐoƌdiŶglǇ?͟ 

 

͞...It is as Youƌ MajestǇ saǇs. I shall eŶgƌaǀe it iŶto ŵǇ heaƌt. 
 

Ainzach nodded. 

 

If there were traces of one having appeared, and having being defeated -- it might have had some 

involvement with whoever brainwashed Shalltear. No, one could not rule out an Overlord being 

dominated the same way Shalltear had been. 

 

͞TheŶ, I shall go seĐuƌe aŶ appoiŶtŵeŶt foƌ the ŵeetiŶg.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou.͟ 

 

Ainzach got off the coach. After Ainz watched him leave, he took out his mask and put it on. He could go 

around barefaced in E-Rantel, but this was the Imperial Capital -- and he had crossed borders illegally to 

be here -- so at the very least it was better to hide his true face. His robe was also something that was 

more subdued. 

 



Although it meant that his personal equipment would go down by one class, it could not be helped. 

After all, Ainz only had one set of divine-class robes. While he still had the things left behind by his 

friends, in the end, the armor his friends left behind was more customised than their weapons. 

Therefore, it was not so much that he could not equip them, but that he could not bring out their full 

power, being that he could not make use of the large amounts of data that were used to benefit their 

abilities. That being the case, it was still better for Ainz to use the items which had been made for him, 

even if it was a little weaker. 

 

After swapping out his gear, a knocking caŵe fƌoŵ the dooƌ of the Đaƌƌiage, folloǁed ďǇ AiŶzaĐh͛s ǀoiĐe. 
 

It would seem less than five minutes had passed. 

 

͞MǇ deepest apologies, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

͞What happeŶed? 

 

͞I ƌegƌet to saǇ that todaǇ does Ŷot seeŵ ĐoŶǀeŶieŶt. The otheƌ paƌtǇ hopes ǁe ĐaŶ come again 

toŵoƌƌoǁ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, I ďelieǀe ǁe ĐaŶ foƌĐe ouƌ ǁaǇ iŶ to ĐoŶǀeǇ Youƌ MajestǇ͛s ǁoƌds to his eaƌs. What 
shall ǁe do?͟ 

 

͞Theƌe is Ŷo Ŷeed foƌ that.͟ 

 

Forcing an unsolicited meeting during a busy period would not endear anyone to him. On the contrary, 

ǁheŶ oŶe looked at it fƌoŵ a ďusiŶess͛ poiŶt of ǀieǁ, the ǀeƌǇ faĐt that theǇ had Đoŵe uŶiŶǀited aŶd 
had not only not been chased away, but given a time to visit again could be considered a major 

accomplishment. 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁe͛ll Đoŵe agaiŶ toŵoƌƌoǁ. Good thiŶg theƌe͛s ďeeŶ a lot of fƌee tiŵe latelǇ -- ǁhat͛s ǁƌoŶg?͟ 

 

Ainz realised Ainzach was goggling at him, and so he asked him why. 

 

͞No, it͛s ŶothiŶg. I just felt that Youƌ MajestǇ ǁas a tƌulǇ geŶeƌous peƌsoŶ… afteƌ all, theƌe aƌe those 
nobles who look dowŶ oŶ ŵeƌĐhaŶts…͟ 

 

͞AŶd Ǉou ďelieǀed I ǁould iŶsist oŶ a ŵeetiŶg?͟ 

 

The faĐt that AiŶz did Ŷot aŶsǁeƌ iŵŵediatelǇ told hiŵ ͞I did ďelieǀe that͟ iŶ a ǁaǇ that ǁoƌds Đould Ŷot 
convey. 

 

Would that ďe the ƌight thiŶg to do fƌoŵ a ƌuleƌ͛s poiŶt of ǀieǁ, AiŶz ǁoŶdered. While it seemed a bit 

too late to think of that now, Ainz Ooal Gown was a king. If that was what a ruler ought to do, then he 

should do it, even if it seemed strange to Suzuku Satoru. 

 



͞This is ŵǇ fiƌst tiŵe oĐĐupǇiŶg a positioŶ oǀeƌ huŵaŶs. Do Ǉou not think I would do so, if it was proper 

iŶ huŵaŶ soĐietǇ?͟ 

 

AŶ uŶĐoŵfoƌtaďle look appeaƌed oŶ AiŶzaĐh͛s faĐe agaiŶ: 
 

͞I aŵ uŶsuƌe, Youƌ MajestǇ. I haǀe Ŷeǀeƌ ŵet the KiŶg, so I ĐaŶŶot saǇ if it is tƌue oƌ Ŷot. Although, 
personally speaking, I prefer Your MajestǇ͛s poiŶt of ǀieǁ. But to high-ranking nobles, the use of force 

ŵight ďe appƌopƌiate.͟ 

 

͞HuŵaŶ soĐietǇ is so ĐoŵpliĐated.͟ 

 

For some reason, Ainzach smiled warmly to Ainz after he muttered that.  

 

͞It ŵight ǁell ďe as Youƌ MajestǇ saǇs. Theƌe aƌe ŵaŶǇ ĐoŵpliĐated thiŶgs iŶdeed.͟ 

 

Their chuckling filled the coach. 

 

Ainz clenched his right fist where nobody could see. It would seem Ainzach was no longer so guarded. 

Ainz was sure of it. 

 

͞--Then, did you tell him them that I would be coming tomorrow as ǁell?͟ 

 

͞No, I did Ŷot do that. I ǁaŶted to heaƌ ǁhat Ǉou thought of it fiƌst, Youƌ MajestǇ. Oƌ aŵ I peƌŵitted to 
use Youƌ MajestǇ͛s Ŷaŵe?͟ 

 

͞...It͛s fiŶe as loŶg as theǇ aƌe Ŷot huŵaŶs ǁho ǁill ŵake a fuss. “iŶĐe theǇ aƌe fƌieŶds of Ǉouƌs, that paƌt 
of thiŶgs ǁill ďe at Ǉouƌ oǁŶ disĐƌetioŶ.͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood. TheŶ I shall Ŷot disĐlose it foƌ Ŷoǁ." 

 

After discussing details like the time and so on, Ainzach stepped down from the coach again 

 

Ainz felt a bit guilty about using him as a runner. While he knew this was not a world where seniority 

mattered, Suzuki Satoru was a working man, and it bothered him to order an older person around. 

 

Now I understand why people dislike having old subordinates. 

 

He would not have had a problem ordering someone around from a completely different company. For 

instance, if Ainzach was from the Empire, he could point and dictate with no problems at all. The reason 

why Ainz could not do so was because he had come to see Ainzach as one of his subordinates. 

 

I need to reward him appƌopƌiatelǇ. The people of NazaƌiĐk doŶ͛t ask foƌ paǇŵeŶt, ďut theǇ͛ƌe aŶ 
eǆĐeptioŶ. If I foƌget this, theǇ͛ll thiŶk of ŵe as a teƌƌiďle ƌuleƌ. I ŵust Ŷot ďeĐoŵe the ďoss of a ďlaĐk-

hearted enterprise. 



 

Ainz vowed that to the voice of Herohero in his mind. 

 

Although, ǁheŶ it Đoŵes to ƌeǁaƌdiŶg AiŶzaĐh… hoǁ ŵuĐh should I paǇ hiŵ, as a kiŶg? The saŵe as a 
mithril-ƌaŶked adǀeŶtuƌeƌ? No, theƌe should ďe a dutǇ alloǁaŶĐe as ǁell… so aŶotheƌ ϱ% oŶ top of that? 
Is there anyone I can ask about how much is appropriate? 

 

He could discuss it with Demiurge or Albedo, but it was unclear whether the two of them had any idea 

of what kind of payment was appropriate. He had the feeling they would reply with something along the 

liŶes of ͞He should ďe glad to seƌǀe Ǉou, Ainz-saŵa͟. 
 

As eǆpeĐted… I Ŷeed to fiŶd a ǁise huŵaŶ. Fludeƌ said he ǁas ǀeƌǇ ĐoŶfideŶt of his ŵagiĐal kŶoǁledge, 
but he knew next to nothing about other matters. 

 

Nazarick was arguably invincible, but he felt uneasy about his lack of knowledge concerning human 

society. 

 

͞...“o it͛s ďasiĐallǇ shell-pƌoŵotioŶ foƌ hiŵ, theŶ? I guess agƌeeiŶg ǁith Deŵiuƌge͛s pƌoposal ǁas the 
ƌight ĐhoiĐe. TheŶ agaiŶ, I had Ŷo iŶteŶtioŶ of deŶǇiŶg hiŵ ǁheŶ he ďƌought it up…͟ 

(TL Note: This part is fairly complex; Ainz uses a saying here which refers to self-promotion. However, 

Ainz has mis-stated oŶe ǁoƌd, goiŶg fƌoŵ  to . IŶ CN, it͛s , ǁhiĐh ďeĐaŵe .Ϳ 
 

As Ainz drifted off into contemplation once more, someone knocked on the door. 

 

͞Foƌgiǀe the delaǇ, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

It͛s Ŷot as though I was waiting for you. However, Ainz decided to allow Ainzach to continue, with a 

magnanimous attitude that best fitted a ruler. 

 

͞As Ǉou haǀe desiƌed, the appoiŶtŵeŶt has ďeeŶ ŵade to ŵeet at teŶ iŶ the ŵoƌŶiŶg toŵoƌƌoǁ, Youƌ 
MajestǇ.͟ 

 

͞Uŵu. TheŶ, theƌe͛s just the ŵatteƌ of ǁaitiŶg uŶtil toŵoƌƌoǁ… Neǆt, I shall use telepoƌtatioŶ ŵagiĐ to 
send you to E-‘aŶtel. ‘elaǆ aŶd aĐĐept the spell. [Gƌeateƌ TelepoƌtatioŶ].͟ 

 

AiŶzaĐh͛s ďodǇ disappeaƌed iŶ aŶ iŶstaŶt. 
 

[Greater Teleportation] would safely transport him to the outermost of E-‘aŶtel͛s tƌiple gates. EǀeŶ if 
there was someone at the destination, the spell would deposit him in the nearest safe location, so there 

was no need to verify the destination with magic. 

 

͞TheŶ, I should ĐoŶtaĐt that guǇ ǁith [Message].͟ 

 

Ainz muttered to himself. This was a distasteful task, so he did that to pull himself together. 



 

He was sending the message to Fluder, who had offered everything to him. The reason why he had been 

dragging his feet on giving the man what he had promised was because he did not feel confident he 

could actually give that old man what he wanted. 

??<??>(Message)  

 

Fluder wanted Ainz to teach him everything he knew about magic. 

 

Hoǁeǀeƌ, AiŶz͛s poǁeƌ did Ŷot Đoŵe fƌoŵ the studǇ of ŵagiĐ. 
 

Perhaps if this were YGGDRASIL, he might be qualified to talk about magic. Sadly, the magic system of 

this world worked slightly different from that of YGGDRASIL. 

 

Why was it that they learned the same spells in different ways? He had asked himself that question 

many times, but he could not find the answer. In addition, there was a veritable mountain of other 

unanswered questions. In the worst-case scenario, he had to consider that he might not be able ot use 

his powers from YGGDRASIL. 

 

Perhaps he could find the answer by using the level-draining option of the super-tier spell [Wish Upon A 

Star]. In this world, that spell could alter reality itself, and by draining multiple levels, it could fulfil a 

greater wish. 

However, that was a very risky gamble. 

 

 

It was unknown if he would find the answer even if he used it. It was very likely he would just be wasting 

effort. More importantly, he was afraid to use a spell which qualified as a trump card. Of course, it 

would be a different matter if he had a way to obtain large amounts of experience, but sadly, he had not 

discovered such a way so far. 

 

Although he had Ŷo luŶgs, AiŶz ǁeŶt ͞Haaah~͟ as he sighed. He had the attitude of a salesŵaŶ ǁho ǁas 
prepared to to apologize for failing to deliver the requested goods to a client as he cast the [Message] 

spell. 

 

͞Fludeƌ PaƌadǇŶe. It is I, AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ.͟ 

 

Once he reached him, he continued speaking the pre-arranged words. 

 

͞You ǁeƌe ďoƌŶ iŶ Belŵous Village. Youƌ eaƌliest ĐoŶtaĐt ǁith ŵagiĐ ǁas thƌough the spellĐasteƌ iŶ Ǉouƌ 
village.͟ 

 

?Ohhhh! It is you, Teacher! Long have I awaited this!? 

 

He could feel the gratitude from Fluder.  

 



Those pre-arranged words were a form of code, because Fluder had said that there was no way to tell if 

the person on the other side of a [Message] was a friend or a stranger. Thus, they had arranged to verify 

their identity by mentioning the (already-changed) name of his village and his memory. 

 

“till, eǀeŶ afteƌ doiŶg that, Fludeƌ͛s douďts aďout the [Message] spell ƌeŵaiŶed. 
 

He͛s got it pƌettǇ ďad. That said, there was not much Ainz could do about it. 

 

AiŶz ŵade his ƌeplǇ, feeliŶg slightlǇ iŶtiŵidated ďǇ the ďuƌŶiŶg iŶteŶsitǇ of Fludeƌ͛s eŶthusiasŵ. 
 

͞Foƌgiǀe the slight delaǇ. I ďelieǀe it is tiŵe to teaĐh Ǉou ŵagiĐ, as ǁe agƌeed. Aƌe Ǉou fƌee Ŷoǁ?͟ 

 

Of course! I will make as much time as needed for you, Teacher! 

 

He ǁaŶted to saǇ, ͞You doŶ͛t haǀe to tƌǇ so haƌd͟, ďut Fludeƌ͛s eŶthusiasŵ aďout ŵagiĐ ǁas the tƌuest 
expression of his character. In the face of this magic-crazed madman, Ainz could not help but feel a little 

tongue-tied, as a regular person.  

 

As he considered this great task, which seemed like settling a claim by a difficult customer, his stomach 

began to ache. 

 

...My stomach must hurt the worst of anyone in the Imperial Capital. 

 

Still, he could not delay it any further. 

 

Befoƌe telepoƌtiŶg to Fludeƌ͛s ƌooŵ, AiŶz deĐided to ǀeƌifǇ his destiŶatioŶ ǁith a diǀiŶatioŶ spell. 
 

͞All ƌight. I shall Ŷoǁ Đast [Gƌeateƌ TelepoƌtatioŶ] to ƌeaĐh Ǉouƌ Đhaŵďeƌs.͟ 

 

Ohhh! Not [Teleportation], but [Greater Teleportation]! Dare I ask which tier of magic it belongs to? 

 

͞...Let͛s leaǀe that foƌ lateƌ. The [Message] ǁill Ŷot last foƌeǀeƌ. Neitheƌ do I haǀe leǀels iŶ ĐoŵŵaŶdeƌ-

tǇpe Đlasses… “till, I ǁould like to ask Ǉou soŵethiŶg ďefoƌe that. What soƌt of anti-divination 

countermeasures have you taken? What spells have you cast? How did you cast them? Did you do 

aŶǇthiŶg to ǁaƌd agaiŶst telepoƌtatioŶ?͟ 

 

None, none at all, I have not taken any such measures.? 

 

AiŶz͛s ŶoŶeǆisteŶt ďƌoǁs tǁitĐhed as Fludeƌ ƌeplied. 

 

͞IsŶ͛t doiŶg ŶothiŶg at all a little Đaƌeless…?͟ 

 

IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, eǀeƌǇthiŶg he said iŶ Fludeƌ͛s ‘ooŵ ŵight ǁell haǀe ďeeŶ leaked to a thiƌd paƌtǇ. 
 



My sincerest apologies. However, I am not adept in that field of magic. 

 

͞IŶ that Đase, Ǉou should use magic items to substitute for that, right? I have seen many magic items in 

the Iŵpeƌial Capital, all puƌpoƌtedlǇ ŵade ďǇ Ǉou.͟ 

 

Ainz recalled what he had seen when he first came to the Imperial Capital. He had been startled by the 

fact that they had things like refrigerators on sale. 

 

It is as you say, but as you must surely know, one must know a related spell in order to make a magic 

item. For instance, one must know the [Fireball] spell to make a flaming weapon. However, only a few 

people are willing to learn anti-divination spells... 

 

͞I see,͟ AiŶz ŵutteƌed. 
 

In YGGDRASIL, one could normally only learn three spells per level. A level 20 character would thus be 

able to learn a maximum of 60 spells. It would be quite difficult to incorporate anti-divination magic into 

such a limited selection of spells. 

 

Perhaps those who were not in the know might think 60 was a sizable sum, but if Ainz were limited to 60 

spells from the 3rd tier of magic, he would probably have to spend all day worrying over his choices. 

 

This was because he had to consider future uses, whether or not he would change his class and so on. 

There were many things which needed to be planned and anticipated. 

 

From that point of view, his rebuke of Fluder was petty and sad. 

 

͞IŶdeed, I misspoke. It is as you say. Divination magic would necessarily be a lower priority when 

studǇiŶg offeŶsiǀe aŶd defeŶsiǀe spells.͟ 

 

IŶ the gaŵe, he Đould saǇ, ͞I͛ll leaƌŶ this, so I͛ll leaǀe that to Ǉou͟ aŶd easilǇ settle thiŶgs. Hoǁeǀeƌ, the 
choice of spells was a life-changing decision to the people of this world. It would take a very brave 

person to learn an unpopular spell. 

 

In addition, the divination school of spells was quite deep. One needed to anticipate the means that the 

foe would use to collect information.  

 

Simply put, becoming a divination specialist was something which one would stake their lives on. 

 

͞Alƌight. TheŶ I shall giǀe Ǉou the aŶti-diǀiŶatioŶ iteŵ I possess. Use that to ǁaƌd Ǉouƌself iŶ futuƌe.͟ 

 

?Yes!? 

 

Even without looking, he could tell that Fludeƌ͛s head ǁas deeplǇ loǁeƌed. Foƌ all he kŶeǁ, he ŵight 
even be genuflecting. 



 

?I have certainly received your loving words, Teacher!? 

 

Ainz had originally planned to give him a decent item, but the thought of that pained his heart. 

 

͞Ah, ahhh… TheŶ I shall sĐƌǇ Ǉouƌ ƌooŵ Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 

AiŶz Đast his spell oŶ Fludeƌ͛s Đhaŵďeƌs. 
 

He looked down upon the genuflecting Fluder. 

 

Then, he decided to check for magical auras, and as expected of Fluder, there were many different 

colors of them in his room. However, none of them looked like a dangerous color which would impede 

teleportation. After verifying that, he cast [Greater Teleportation]. 

 

His field of ǀieǁ ĐhaŶged, shoǁiŶg that he had suĐĐessfullǇ telepoƌted to Fludeƌ͛s ƌooŵ. Though theƌe 
had been no delays, and he did not sense anyone spying on him, and he was quite certain that he had 

Ŷot juŵped iŶto the eŶeŵǇ͛s ďase, he still took a ƋuiĐk look aƌouŶd hiŵself. 
 

In truth, there was no need to be so worried. However the brief period of vulnerability after 

teleportation was when it was easiest to be attacked. These protective actions -- to defend against being 

PKed -- had ďeeŶ loŶg dƌilled iŶto “uzuki “atoƌu͛s ďodǇ. 
 

͞I ďid Ǉou ǁelĐoŵe, ŵǇ TeaĐheƌ.͟ 

 

͞...‘aise Ǉouƌ head,͟ AiŶz ĐoŵŵaŶded Fludeƌ. IŶ all honesty, there was no need for him to go that far. 

 

That sort of loyalty -- or rather, his thirst for knowledge that led to a desire to obey -- was abnormal. 

 

It was quite similar to how the people of Nazarick acted. Although Ainz had finally started getting used 

to that sort of thing recently, seeing it from someone he barely knew made him want to back away. 

 

͞Yes!͟ 

 

͞“peakiŶg ǁhile staŶdiŶg is Ŷot good. I͛ll take a seat.͟ 

 

͞Yes! EǀeƌǇthiŶg I haǀe is Ǉouƌs, TeaĐheƌ. Please, sit aŶǇǁheƌe Ǉou like!͟ 

 

Complex feeliŶgs of ǁhetheƌ oƌ Ŷot to get used to this ƌaŶ thƌough AiŶz͛s heaƌt as he sat oŶ the sofa. 
However, Fluder did not take the seat opposite him. Instead, he remained as he was, kneeling on the 

ground with his head raised. 

 

͞It͛s fiŶe. Haǀe a seat.͟ 

 



͞Is, is it ƌeallǇ alƌight? Foƌ ŵe to sit iŶ the saŵe ǁaǇ as Ǉou, TeaĐheƌ.͟ 

 

͞...You should haǀe disĐiples too, ƌight? Do Ǉou tƌeat theŵ this ǁaǇ as ǁell?͟ 

 

This sort of sports-team attitude alarmed Ainz, which prompted his question. In response, Fluder shook 

his head. 

 

͞Not like that, ďut the diffeƌeŶĐe ďetǁeeŶ ŵǇself aŶd Ǉou is like that ďetǁeeŶ the heaǀeŶs aŶd the 
earth, Teacher. I fear to even begin to mention myself in the same breath as-- 

 

͞--It͛s fiŶe. I gƌaŶt Ǉou peƌŵissioŶ to sit doǁŶ. Coŵe. haǀe a seat.͟ 

 

͞Yes!͟ 

 

After he made sure Fluder was seated, Ainz thought, my belly really hurts as he spoke. 

 

͞Fiƌst, hoǁ is the ŵatteƌ that I as--͟  
 

He ĐhaŶged his ŵiŶd halfǁaǇs thƌough the ǁoƌd ͞asked͟. 
 

͞--that I ordered you to handle? That is to say, making a ǁƌitteŶ ƌeĐoƌd of the Eŵpiƌe͛s iŶfoƌŵatioŶ oŶ 
the ǀaƌious ĐouŶtƌies?͟ 

 

͞Yes! Most of the iŶfoƌŵatioŶ peƌtaiŶiŶg to the ŶeighďoƌiŶg ĐouŶtƌies has alƌeadǇ ďeeŶ Đoŵpleted. 
However--͟ 

 

͞What happeŶed? Is theƌe a pƌoďleŵ?͟ 

 

͞Yes! Oƌ ƌatheƌ, I should saǇ, as eǆpeĐted of the Eŵpeƌoƌ.͟ 

 

A look of pride crossed his face. It was the expression a teacher might have toward an outstanding pupil. 

 

͞He seeŵs to haǀe ŶotiĐed ŵǇ tƌeaĐheƌǇ.͟ 

 

It ǁas oŶlǇ Ŷatuƌal foƌ eŵploǇees to sǁeaƌ Ŷot to ƌeǀeal theiƌ foƌŵeƌ ĐoŵpaŶǇ͛s secrets before job-

hopping. WIth that in mind, Ainz was a villain for making Fluder feed him sensitive information on the 

Empire. 

 

However, Ainz knew well that he did not run a company, but a country. Nothing was off-limits for the 

sake of his ŶatioŶ͛s pƌosperity -- for the happiness of the people who belonged to the Great 

Underground Tomb of Nazarick. 

 



Ainz held no grudge against Jircniv. However, that meant nothing in comparison to the well-being of his 

own country. If his misfortune made the Sorcerous Kingdom prosper, then he would simply have to 

suffer. 

 

That said, Ainz still preferred coexistence and mutual prosperity to conflict. 

 

PuŶitto Moe oŶĐe said soŵethiŶg aďout Mƌ. Nash aŶd pƌisoŶeƌ͛s ĐoŶditioŶs aŶd soŵethiŶg aloŶg those 
lines, but the general upshot of that was, if opportunities were unlimited, cooperation would reap the 

greatest benefits for all parties involved. 

(TL Note: Ainz is getting it wrong again - see Nash EƋuiliďƌiuŵ aŶd the PƌisoŶeƌ͛s DileŵŵaͿ 
 

 

Ainz knew that international relationships were basically a matter of each party using the other, but  he 

wanted to maintain a good relationship with Jircniv. 

 

I kept the Ŷuŵďeƌ of Iŵpeƌial Đasualties to a ŵiŶiŵuŵ as the pƌiĐe of poaĐhiŶg Fludeƌ, so ǁe͛ƌe 
probably even on that count. I feel a little Đlose to hiŵ Ŷoǁ. It ŵust ďe ďeĐause of all the tiŵes I͛ǀe spied 
on him. 

 

͞...Is soŵethiŶg the ŵatteƌ, TeaĐheƌ?͟ 

 

͞Eƌ, uŵ, ŶothiŶg. Just thiŶkiŶg aďout ĐeƌtaiŶ ŵatteƌs.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ? MǇ deepest apologies foƌ iŶteƌƌuptiŶg Ǉouƌ thoughts, TeaĐheƌ!͟ 

 

͞Theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to apologise. I aŵ heƌe todaǇ ďeĐause of Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞Ohhh! ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh, TeaĐheƌ!͟ 

 

Why is he thanking me so vigorously? Though Ainz was puzzled by that, he eventually managed to get 

the topic back on track. 

 

͞Ah-- Ǉes, the faĐt that Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ tuƌŶed. Well, it͛s alƌight foƌ Ǉou to ďe eǆposed, ďut theƌe is a 
pƌoďleŵ. That is to saǇ, Ǉouƌ safetǇ.͟ 

 

͞Ohh! To thiŶk Ǉou ǁould aĐtuallǇ ďe ǁoƌƌied aďout the safetǇ of soŵeoŶe like ŵe, TeaĐheƌ!͟ 

 

Why did this old man have to overreact to everything? The basic duty of a boss was to look out for the 

well-being of anyone he did not intend to discard from the beginning. Or did they do things differently in 

the Empire? 

 

If it͛s the latteƌ, that ǁould ďe sĐaƌǇ… Well, I ŵight kill people ǁho got iŶ ŵǇ ǁaǇ, but killing people who 

were once my subordinates is still... 

 



͞Fludeƌ, that͛s ƌight, do Ŷot get too eǆĐited. It ǁould ďe odd if aŶǇoŶe aƌouŶd Ǉou ŶotiĐed. 
 

͞That ǁill Ŷot ďe a pƌoďleŵ. This flooƌ is eǆĐlusiǀelǇ foƌ ŵǇ use. NoďodǇ else is aƌouŶd.͟ 

 

He had come here before. That said, this tower was quite large, so it was no wonder the greatest magic 

caster of the Empire was allowed an entire floor to himself. 

 

͞BaĐk to the ŵatteƌ of Ǉouƌ peƌsoŶal safetǇ. Has aŶǇoŶe tƌied to kill Ǉou afteƌ Ǉouƌ tƌeaĐheƌǇ Đaŵe to 

light?͟ 

 

͞NothiŶg of the soƌt. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ŵǇ ƌespoŶsiďilities haǀe steadilǇ deĐƌeased, aŶd ǁhile the Eŵpeƌoƌ 
frequently came to consult me in the past, he has not summoned me ever since he returned from the 

gloƌious doŵaiŶ that Ǉou ƌule, TeaĐheƌ.͟ 

 

͞I see… TheŶ, Fludeƌ. Do Ǉou ǁaŶt to Đoŵe to ŵǇ side?͟ 

 

͞Ohhh! GladlǇ!͟ 

 

He answered right away... 

 

͞TheŶ, afteƌ ĐoŶsideƌiŶg Ǉouƌ pƌofessioŶ -- no, before, that there is something I must do. It concerns 

Ǉouƌ ƌeǁaƌd.͟ 

 

After saying that, Ainz exhaled, and then reached into his pocket dimension. He had rehearsed the flow 

of the conversation which would follow many times, poking fun at the words even as he corrected them. 

 

Although he had no way to be sure if Fluder would react as Ainz imagined, he had put in enough practice 

already. 

 

͞As agƌeed, I shall Ŷoǁ iŵpaƌt a poƌtioŶ of ŵǇ kŶoǁledge to Ǉou. Take aŶd studǇ this ďook.͟ 

 

Ainz handed a tome called The Book of the Dead to him. 

 

It was a fairly ancient volume, which gave off a musty smell. Surprisingly enough, the book itself was 

very sturdy, with no trace of being worm-eaten. 

 

Fluder accepted the book Ainz offered with trembling hands. Ainz was glad that he was undead. If he 

were still human, the book might be wobbling nonstop from nervousness. 

 

Fludeƌ͛s goal ǁas to plumb the abyss of magic, but Ainz did not know what the abyss of magic was. He 

could teach him about YGGDRASIL, but the abyss of magic or whatnot was right out.  

YGGDRASIL, 

 



That said, not giving it to him would be a betrayal of his loyalty. One had to repay good unto good and 

reward loyal service. Thus, Ainz had given him a book from his collection, which seemed the most likely 

to hold the secrets of magical knowledge. The parts he had flipped through seemed to contain 

something about magic which he could not understand. 

 

͞TheŶ, please eǆĐuse ŵe.͟ 

 

Fluder reached out to the book, and that delighted expression of his soon twisted into despair after 

flipping though a few pages. 

 

͞--What͛s the ŵatteƌ? Is this Ŷot ǁhat Ǉou sought?͟ 

 

Ainz suppressed his unease as he asked that question. It was fine even if it was not what he wanted. He 

had already practiced for that eventuality. 

 

No, it͛s Ŷot like that. I siŵplǇ ĐaŶŶot uŶdeƌstaŶd it.͟ 

 

͞Ah, I see.͟ 

 

Ainz took the book from Fluder, flipped through it, and stopped at a certain page. 

 

͞This Đhapteƌ ĐoŶĐeƌŶs the tƌaŶsfoƌŵatioŶ of the dead iŶto souls; speĐifiĐallǇ, the seĐtioŶ aďout 
diffeƌeŶtiatioŶ.͟ 

 

It was written in Japanese, so obviously Fluder could not understand it. However -- 

 

This looks more like a setting book for a fantasy world than a fantasy novel. The hell is this 

diffeƌeŶtiatioŶ stuff. AŶd theŶ theƌe͛s souls as Đlouds aŶd so oŶ. It looks ƌeallǇ haƌd aŶd I ĐaŶ͛t ǁƌap ŵǇ 
ďƌaiŶ aƌouŶd it at all. Feels like I ĐaŶ oŶlǇ sĐƌatĐh the suƌfaĐe…  Could it ďe that I ĐaŶ͛t uŶdeƌstaŶd this 
book, even if I can read it? 

 

Books were like the occult, or rather, this book was pretty much an occult volume. To Suzuki Satoru, 

who had no knowlege in this field, all he saw was a collection of scribblings. Still, all this seemed to have 

been taken from some kind of mythology. If Tabula Smaragdina were around, he would probably be able 

to explain it to him. 

 

͞Ohhh!͟ 

 

The seŶse of guilt iŶ AiŶz͛s heaƌt gƌeǁ as he ǁatĐhed Fludeƌ look at hiŵ ǁith joǇful eǇes. 
 

͞IŶdeed… Well, I ĐaŶŶot giǀe this to Ǉou ďeĐause I oŶlǇ haǀe oŶe set, ďut giǀe this a tƌǇ.͟ 

 

Ainz placed a pair of glasses on the book and handed it to him. Fluder put it on and hurriedly flipped 

through the pages. 



 

͞This, this is! It͛s saǇiŶg that souls aƌe eŶtities like the foam left by the waves of this great world, and so 

ǁhetheƌ gƌeat oƌ sŵall, theǇ aƌe fuŶdaŵeŶtallǇ the saŵe. That ŵeeeeaaaaŶŶŶŶs!!!͟ 

 

The absolute madman. 

 

Even Ainz was startled, to the point where he nearly shrank back. 

 

The ǁaǇ Fludeƌ͛s eǇes ǁeƌe ǁide opeŶ aŶd ďloodshot, his ďƌeathiŶg like a ǁild ďeast͛s, ŵade it seeŵ as 
though he was about to pounce on someone. 

 

͞Hoǁ, hoǁ is it?͟ 

 

Fludeƌ͛s eǇes piǀoted aŶd staƌed stƌaight at AiŶz. 
 

͞This, this is aŵaziŶg, TeaĐheƌ! This is the loƌe that I sooooooooooouuuuught! HǇaaaaah!͟ 

 

The alaƌŵ he felt at the old ŵaŶ͛s ŵaŶia eǆĐeeded a pƌedeteƌŵiŶed thƌeshold, aŶd AiŶz sǁiftlǇ Đalŵed 
down again. 

 

͞--Is that so. TheŶ, ƌetuƌŶ ŵe the glasses.͟ 

 

͞Wha! But, this..͟ 

 

͞CoŶsideƌ the tƌaŶslatioŶ of that ďook to ďe Ǉouƌ training. Once you can understand and digest it, you 

ǁill ďe aďle to set foot iŶ a higheƌ doŵaiŶ. It ǁould ďe poiŶtless foƌ Ǉou to use these glasses.͟ 

 

͞Hoǁ Đould this ďe… TheŶ, ŵaǇ I ďe alloǁed to giǀe this ďook a oŶĐe-oǀeƌ fiƌst?͟ 

 

͞OŶe page should still ďe all ƌight. But if Ǉou ĐoŶtiŶue afteƌ that, it ǁill ŶegatiǀelǇ affeĐt Ǉouƌ gƌoǁth.͟ 

 

Fluder closed the book shut with a patan, and then closed his eyes. 

 

After several seconds, he opened his eyes and spoke. His voice had returned to normal. 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood. I will abide by your teachings, oh Teacher. May I seek your aid if there are matters I do not 

uŶdeƌstaŶd?͟ 

 

͞Uŵu. As loŶg as it is ǁithiŶ ŵǇ poǁeƌ to aŶsǁeƌ.͟ 

 

͞Yes!͟ 

 

Fluder removed the glasses and returned them to Ainz. 

 



EǆĐelleŶt! I ǁoŶ͛t heaƌ aŶǇthiŶg from Fluder for a while now. Ah, I need to instruct him about this first. 

That… hoǁ shall I saǇ this... 
 

Ainz struggled to pry open the vaults of his memory. Then, in solemn, heavy tones -- which made one 

think of the voice a leader would have -- Ainz spoke: 

 

͞Fludeƌ.͟ 

 

͞Yes!!͟ 

 

͞I haǀe eŶtƌusted Ǉou ǁith this ďook of aƌĐaŶa ďeĐause I tƌust Ǉou. You ŵust Ŷeǀeƌ haŶd it to a thiƌd 
party. The same applies to any notes you make to study it. Nothing about this book can be allowed to 

spƌead.͟ 

 

͞Yes!!!͟ 

 

͞Theƌe is hardly a need to tell you the reason for that, but this is knowledge that surpasses what humans 

ĐaŶ ĐoŵpƌeheŶd. It ǁould ďe ǀeƌǇ tƌouďlesoŵe if otheƌs Đaŵe to leaƌŶ of it… Although soŵeoŶe of Ǉouƌ 
talent might not be beyond salvation. I do not want to have to clean up behind you ten years down the 

ƌoad.͟ 

 

͞But of Đouƌse. I ǁill Ŷot leak aŶǇ of the kŶoǁledge I haǀe oďtaiŶed fƌoŵ Ǉou to otheƌs. I sǁeaƌ it.͟ 

 

͞--I tƌust Ǉou, Fludeƌ. Do Ŷot disappoiŶt ŵe.͟ 

 

͞Yes!!!!͟ 

 

Fluder got up from his chair and knelt on the ground. 

 

He wanted to say that there was no need to go to that extent, but this too was proof of how effective 

his air of majesty had been. Ainz could not help but feel proud that his hours of acting and vocalization 

practice could be put to good use. 

 

͞EŶough. “iŶĐe Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd, I shall saǇ Ŷo ŵoƌe. ‘etuƌŶ to Ǉouƌ seat. “till, it ǁill ďe ǀeƌǇ diffiĐult foƌ 
Ǉou to deĐipheƌ aŶ uŶkŶoǁŶ laŶguage ǁithout aŶǇ help. Do Ǉou haǀe soŵe ǁaǇ of oǀeƌĐoŵiŶg that?͟ 

 

͞Yes! I ĐaŶ use a tƌaŶslatioŶ spell, though its efficacy is very power. I believe that with that, I can slowly 

deĐipheƌ the teǆt.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ. ‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ! Maƌǀellous.͟ 

 

This answer was exactly what Ainz wanted to hear. By slowly giving him the appropriate practice, he 

would be able to buy himself time. In addition, a problem like that would not be enough to make Fluder 

give up. 



 

͞TheŶ I shall haŶd this to Ǉou… Ŷo, that͛s it. I ǁill leŶd Ǉou a ďoǆ foƌ Ǉou to stoƌe it iŶ. I do Ŷot thiŶk that 
you will treat it lightly, but someone might wish to steal it fƌoŵ Ǉou.͟ 

 

Ainz pulled a box out of his pocket space. It was an item of the same grade which he used to store his 

personal notebook. 

 

͞OŶĐe Ǉou stoƌe the ďook iŶ heƌe, eǀeŶ if this ďoǆ is stoleŶ, it ǁill take Ƌuite soŵe tiŵe to opeŶ it. Of 
course, it ǁill all ďe foƌ ŶothiŶg if soŵeoŶe oǀeƌheaƌs the ĐoŵŵaŶd ǁoƌd to opeŶ the ďoǆ… so ďe 
Đaƌeful.͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse, TeaĐheƌ! I ǁill Ŷeǀeƌ do aŶǇthiŶg like that!͟ 

 

͞Good.͟ 

 

Ainz shifted his gaze from Fluder -- who was caressing the book in delight -- to the ceiling. Now, what 

would he talk about next? 

 

͞Ah, that͛s ƌight. The ŵatteƌ of Ǉouƌ tƌeaĐheƌǇ ĐoŵiŶg to light, aŶd thus Ǉou ĐoŵiŶg oǀeƌ to ŵe. WheŶ 
ĐaŶ Ǉou leaǀe?͟ 

 

͞If TeaĐheƌ ǁishes it, I ĐaŶ leaǀe at aŶǇ tiŵe. I haǀe Ŷo attaĐhŵeŶts to this ĐouŶtƌǇ.͟ 

 

Ainz mentally furrowed his brows. 

 

He had no idea what to say to someone who could casually discard his position of trust. He might well 

do the same thing to Ainz in the future. 

 

AiŶz ŵaƌked Fludeƌ doǁŶ seǀeƌal poiŶts ǁith a ƌed peŶ iŶ his heaƌt͛s ledgeƌ. 
 

͞...TheŶ, Fluder. I wish to have you participate in the magical research of the Sorcerous Kingdom. 

However, your spells will not spread. They will only be given to me and those whom I trust. Can you bear 

it? CaŶ Ǉou foƌsake Ǉouƌ desiƌe foƌ faŵe?͟ 

 

͞Theƌe ǁill ďe Ŷo problem at all. The only thing I desire is to glimpse the secrets of magic. I desire 

ŶothiŶg else.͟ 

 

Ainz studied Fluder in earnest, the man who could make such a statement. 

 

AiŶz had Ŷo aďilitǇ to eǀaluate a peƌsoŶ͛s ĐhaƌaĐteƌ. As huŵaŶ ďeiŶgs, it ǁas obvious that Fluder -- a 

genius sage who had lived far beyond the span of a normal human being and who was deeply involved 

in the operations of the vast nation called the Empire -- was superior to him. There was no way for him 

to see through any attempt by Fluder to deceive him. 

 



However, being unable to see through such things and not trying to see through such things were two 

different matters. With that attitude in mind, Ainz stared at Fluder, and in the end he simply said, 

͞Good.͟ 

 

͞I ǁill eŶtƌust Ǉou with all the powers and privileges of your office once you arrive in the Sorcerous 

Kingdom. I also intend to help you with magical research as much as possible. Then--͟ 

 

Now, there would be one more person helping Nazarick, beyond the Bareares. If he could obtain the 

woman which Demiurge and Albedo had recommended, Nazarick would be further strengthened. 

 

He had to increase his power as much as possible, so long as he could not see the true face of his enemy. 

 

The enemy possessed a World-Class Item, so he had to oďtaiŶ a poǁeƌ aside fƌoŵ YGGD‘A“IL͛s as sooŶ 
as possible. He had to assume that anything he could do, the enemy could as well. 

 

However, there was one more problem. 

 

That would be, how would he protect the Empire. 

 

Demiurge felt that the Empire was a potential enemy, but Ainz did not think so. 

 

Although the future was unclear, the use of force alone in world conquest was not a wise decision. If the 

Sorcerous Kingdom was painted as a nation which annihilated everyone who stood against it, countries 

which might have been friends would probably end up as enemies. 

 

That being the case, why not form a deep friendship with his fellow dictator Jircniv, and send that 

message to their subordinates? 

 

This ǁaǇ, I͛ll ďe aďle to ŵiŶiŵize the foƌĐe Deŵiuƌge aŶd the others use in world conquest. What a 

ďƌilliaŶt plaŶ. Moƌe thaŶ the alliaŶĐe of ŶatioŶs, oƌ the alliaŶĐe of guilds… fƌieŶdship? 

 

The shapes of his heteƌoŵoƌphiĐ fƌieŶds appeaƌed iŶ AiŶz͛s ŵiŶd. 
 

Still, how should I make friends with him? Giving people things isŶ͛t the ƌight ǁaǇ to ŵake fƌieŶds, 
ƌight… Thus, pƌoteĐtiŶg JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s pƌeĐious thiŶg, the Eŵpiƌe, should ďe the ďest ǁaǇ. It͛s Ƌuite likelǇ that 
my enemies will set their sights upon them. 

 

He put himself in the role of the people who brainwashed Shalltear. If they used the methods Ainz used, 

then-- 

 

In the worst-case scenario, they might use [Ia Shub-Niggurath] on the Imperial Capital. Everyone would 

thiŶk I did it, ƌegaƌdless of the aĐtual Đulpƌit… TheŶ, theǇ ǁould spƌead that Ŷeǁs thƌoughout the ǁoƌld. 

That ǁould gƌeatlǇ deĐƌease the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ͛s iŶflueŶĐe. 
 



Ainz recalled his YGGDRASIL days. 

 

It was foolish to directly fight a powerful guild, so it was quite common to instigate wars with other 

guilds to ǁeakeŶ the poǁeƌful guild͛s iŶflueŶĐe. These methods would probably be applicable here. Ainz 

would probably do so if placed in that situation, and so it was very likely his foe would do the same thing. 

 

In order to prevent this sort of thing from happening, Ainz considered allowing Fluder to spread rumors 

that he could not use that spell again (a lie, naturally). However, Fluder could no longer be used, so he 

had to consider some other method. 

 

This is close to forbidding the carrying of palm-sized daŶgeƌous oďjeĐts… As eǆpeĐted, I͛ll Ŷeed to discuss 

the matter with Demiurge, maybe order him to think of a way to deal with this. However, would he not 

thiŶk it stƌaŶge? Ahh, hoǁ tƌouďlesoŵe, I ĐaŶ͛t figuƌe it out. 
 

If only he could hand everything to those two. However, if he did that, it would damage his image as an 

absolute ruler. He had to think of a way to solve his problems while maintaining his position. 

 

͞TeaĐheƌ, ǁhat is ǁƌoŶg?͟ 

 

͞...Fludeƌ, I iŶteŶd to pƌoteĐt the Eŵpiƌe foƌ soŵe tiŵe. Do Ǉou haǀe aŶǇ ideas?͟ 

 

͞...MaǇ I kŶoǁ ǁhǇ Ǉou ask?͟ 

 

͞Conquering it would be easy, but I have no interest in standing atop a pile of rubble. I wish to keep the 

Empire intact, and so I would like to prevent the loss of fighting power that would result when they lose 

Ǉou.͟ 

 

Fludeƌ͛s ǁƌiŶkles deepeŶed. 
 

͞It is difficult to answer that question immediately. I believe that there will be no problems for a while 

eǀeŶ if I aŵ Ŷot aƌouŶd. That said, it is also tƌue that ŶoďodǇ ĐaŶ fill the ǀoid that I ǁill leaǀe… If it is fiŶe, 
theŶ I shall staǇ foƌ the tiŵe ďeiŶg.͟ 

 

͞Aƌe Ǉou ǁilliŶg to do so? TheŶ, I ǁill ĐoŶtaĐt Ǉou agaiŶ toŵoƌƌoǁ, afteƌ the disĐussioŶs aƌe Đoŵplete.͟ 

 

͞Yes!͟ 

 

͞‘ight, theƌe aƌe tǁo ŵoƌe thiŶgs I ǁaŶt to ask Ǉou. Fiƌst, I ǁould like to kŶoǁ the details of the Maƌtial 
Lord. The second matter concerns Death KŶights…͟ 

 

*** 

 

With the appointed time drawing near, Ainz cast a detection spell. Normally, he would have stacked 

numerous defensive spells in himself first, but it would be too wasteful to expend a lot of valuable 



scrolls. Unlike how things were at the graveyard, when he was sure there were hostiles present, Ainz 

simply cast the spell. 

 

That said, he picked a place where any counterattacks would not strike others. 

 

A different scene appeared on his field of vision. This was the interior of a coach. Ainz manipulated the 

floating point of view and observed the exterior of the coach. 

 

Then, Ainz cast [Greater Teleportation]. 

 

The teleport took place without incident, and Ainz opened the door to the coach. Ainzach, who was 

seated within, had a look of shock on his face. However, Ainz nonchalantly boarded, closed the door, 

and dispelled the invisibility spell he had cast on himself. 

 

͞As I thought, it ǁas Youƌ MajestǇ. Although I uŶdeƌstaŶd the Ŷeed foƌ seĐƌeĐǇ, Đould Ǉou please Ŷot use 
an invisibility spell next time? 

 

͞If I do Ŷot use iŶǀisiďilitǇ, I ǁill ďe spotted, Ŷo?͟ 

 

͞It should ďe fiŶe ďeĐause of Youƌ MajestǇ͛s ŵask, aŵ I ǁƌoŶg? 

 

͞IŶdeed, that ŵight ďe the Đase, ďut I used a telepoƌtatioŶ spell. I ǁould like to aǀoid ďeiŶg dƌaǁŶ iŶto 
troublesome matteƌs.͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed…͟ 

 

͞Well, siŶĐe Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd, shall ǁe leaǀe?͟ 

 

͞All ƌight. Let us depaƌt.͟ 

 

The coach passed through the opened gate, and reached the place designated by the doorman. This was 

a parking area which could accommodate several coaches. 

 

͞TheŶ, let us pƌoĐeed.͟ 

 

Ainz dismounted from the coach after Ainzach. 

 

AŶ old ŵaŶ iŶ a ďutleƌ͛s uŶifoƌŵ aǁaited theŵ theƌe. He ǁas aĐĐoŵpaŶied ďǇ a ŵaid. 
 

Though he looked like a butler, he did not feel as powerful as Sebas. He seemed like a very ordinary, 

albeit well-bred old man. The butler was human, though the same was not true for the maid. 

 

A paiƌ of eaƌs adoƌŶed the top of the ŵaid͛s head; Ŷot huŵaŶ eaƌs, ďut eaƌs fƌoŵ soŵe kiŶd of aŶiŵal. 
Although it was hard to be sure since they were obscured by her hair, there was no swelling at the site 



where normal humans had their ears. She had a cute face, but it was not the same way a human being 

was cute -- more like an animal sort of cute. 

 

͞WelĐoŵe, AiŶzaĐh-sama and -- Your Majesty the Sorcerer King, I believe. The master awaits you. Please 

alloǁ us to lead the ǁaǇ. MaǇ I ask Ǉou to folloǁ ďehiŶd us?͟ 

 

͞Wha?!͟ 

 

Afteƌ he heaƌd the ďutleƌ͛s speeĐh, a stƌaŶgled ĐƌǇ of suƌpƌise esĐaped AiŶzaĐh͛s ŵouth. 
 

AiŶzaĐh had said iŶ ǇesteƌdaǇ͛s talk that he ǁould Ŷot ďƌiŶg up AiŶz͛s tƌue ideŶtitǇ, so he ŵust haǀe 
been shocked because they had managed to guess who Ainz was. For Ainz, however, this was nothing to 

be alarmed about. His mask might have concealed his face, but he had not changed his clothes. Anyone 

with a good information network would have heard about him. Under these circumstances, not replying 

would be rude. 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou. TheŶ, please shoǁ us the ǁaǇ.͟ 

 

͞Yes.͟ 

 

The butler lowered his head. A beat later, so did the maid. 

 

After the two of them started walking, Ainzach quietly told Ainz: 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

His thanks was because Ainz had responded to the butler. 

 

No need for that, Ainz wanted to say, but in the end he accepted the thanks in silence. 

 

To Suzuki Satoru, a superior ought to Đoǀeƌ foƌ his suďoƌdiŶates if the latteƌ ŵade a ŵistake. AiŶzaĐh͛s 
thaŶks ǁas a Ŷatuƌal ƌeaĐtioŶ. It ǁas aŶ uŶaǀoidaďle step iŶ his futuƌe gƌoǁth as oŶe of AiŶz͛s 
subordinates. 

 

Once more, Ainz keenly realized that being a boss was not relaxing at all. 

 

SuddeŶlǇ, AiŶz ƌealized that he had Ŷeǀeƌ oŶĐe said ͞ThaŶks͟ ǁhile he ǁas ƌoleplaǇiŶg as a ƌuleƌ. 
 

I need to find a time to thank the Guardians and all the NPCs. I need to show my appreciation for their 

hard work. 

 

AiŶz͛s oďjeĐtiǀe ǁas to ƌuŶ the Gƌeat UŶdeƌground Tomb of Nazarick like a benevolent company. As he 

idly pondered the matter, he did not stop moving, but continued walking toward the direction where he 

was being led. 



 

͞Although, it ǁas Ƌuite suƌpƌisiŶg to aĐtuallǇ eŶĐouŶteƌ a ‘aďďit MaŶ, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

WouldŶ͛t it ďe ďetteƌ to disĐuss this soƌt of thiŶg afteƌ the peƌsoŶ iŶ ƋuestioŶ ǁas goŶe? AiŶz thought 
that, but the topic interested him, so he decided to go with the flow. 

 

͞“houldŶ͛t it ďe ‘aďďit WoŵaŶ?͟ 

 

͞No… ǁell… theiƌ speĐies Ŷaŵe is ‘aďďit MaŶ.͟ 

 

͞AiŶzaĐh, it ǁas ŵeƌelǇ a joke. TakiŶg it so seƌiouslǇ is soŵeǁhat tƌouďliŶg.͟ 

 

͞...I ǁoŶdeƌ if she Đaŵe fƌoŵ fuƌtheƌ east thaŶ the CitǇ-“tate AlliaŶĐe. Hoǁ eǆotiĐ.͟ 

 

͞Hŵ…͟ 

 

AiŶz had Ŷo idea hoǁ faƌ aǁaǇ ͞east of the CitǇ-“tate AlliaŶĐe͟ ǁas. His information did not yet cover 

such distant regions. 

 

Still, he had not seen any in the Kingdom, and she was the only Rabbit Man he had encountered in the 

Iŵpeƌial Capital. It ŵust ďe haƌd to liǀe iŶ a plaĐe ǁithout otheƌ ŵeŵďeƌs of oŶe͛s kiŶd, eǀeŶ ǁithout 

considering discrimination from other races. 

 

Ainz was curious and wanted to ask her some questions, but he could not do so. It would be 

troublesome if he stepped on a landmine during their conversation.  

 

Before long, they reached a house. 

 

͞The ŵasteƌ aǁaits Ǉou ǁithiŶ. Please.͟ 

 

The interior of the house was decorated with many articles of lovingly-oiled and maintained weapons 

and armor. They were clean, free of dust and displayed in neat rows. 

 

Upon closer inspection, many of the weapons were scuffed and dented on their business ends. It was 

clear that these weapons had been used in actual combat. 

 

‘atheƌ thaŶ a ǁeapoŶ ŵeƌĐhaŶt͛s shop displaǇ, it seeŵed ŵoƌe like the galleƌǇ oǁŶeƌ displaǇiŶg the 
weapons of his glorious past. 

 

After a hasty glance around, AiŶz͛s gaze ƌetuƌŶed to the sǁoƌd he saǁ fiƌst. 
 

It was the most beautiful of all the weapons in the room. 

 



Theƌe ǁas Ŷo sigŶ of daŵage oŶ the sǁoƌd. The galleƌǇ͛s oǁŶeƌ ŵust haǀe ďeeŶ Ƌuite foŶd of it,  judgiŶg 
by how it had been placed to be the first thing anyone would see when they entered the room. 

 

͞Does it please Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞Ah, tƌulǇ aŶ eǆĐelleŶt ĐolleĐtioŶ.͟ 

 

Thus did AiŶz aŶsǁeƌ the ƌooŵ͛s oǁŶeƌ seated oŶ the sofa -- in other words, the owner of this gallery. 

The owner was a stout-bodied. His hair was cut so short that one could see his scalp. 

 

They did not bother with greetings, but continued talking about weapons. 

 

͞“o, ǁhiĐh pieĐe do Ǉou faǀoƌ ŵost -- ah, that oŶe. EǀeƌǇoŶe ǁho Đoŵes iŶto this ƌooŵ saǇs that.͟ 

 

Ainz entered the room and stood before the sword. 

 

͞MaǇ I piĐk it up?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse, ďǇ all ŵeaŶs.͟ 

 

Ainz thanked him and picked up the sword. Of course, it would drop if he actually tried to wield it in 

earnest, but holding it was fine. 

 

He peered at the sword, and then he noticed the characters carved on the blade. These bizarre 

characters were vaguely familiar to Ainz. He searched his memories, and finally found the answer. 

 

͞‘uŶes?͟ 

 

͞Ohhh! As eǆpeĐted of Youƌ MajestǇ. You kŶoǁ of these letteƌs!͟ 

 

What? Seriously? ...Are runes commonly used in this world? 

 

‘uŶes ǁeƌe a set of letteƌs ǁhiĐh had appaƌeŶtlǇ ďeeŶ used iŶ the past of “uzuki “atoƌu͛s ǁoƌld. The 
fact that such characters existed in this world meant that it was very likely someone from the same 

world as Suzuki Satoru had spread them here. Thus, Ainz carefully answered: 

 

͞...PƌoďaďlǇ, I ďelieǀe. I oŶlǇ kŶoǁ of theŵ. I ĐaŶŶot Đƌeate ƌuŶe-engraved items. May I know which 

sŵith ŵade this?͟ 

 

͞Ohhh, that ǁas a good ƋuestioŶ. That sǁoƌd ǁas foƌged ďǇ a ƌuŶesŵith of the DǁaƌǀeŶ KiŶgdoŵ in the 

AzellisiaŶ MouŶtaiŶ ‘aŶge. It is aďout ϭϱϬ Ǉeaƌs old. The ďlade ĐaŶ aĐĐuŵulate eleĐtƌiĐitǇ, aŶd theƌe͛s a 
ŵakeƌ͛s ŵaƌk oŶ the hilt. Did Ǉou see it?͟ 

 

The gallery owner was standing next to Ainz. 



 

The overwhelming smell of cologne assaulted his nose. 

 

͞This is a pieĐe ďǇ “toŶeŶel, a faŵous ǁoƌkshop.͟ 

 

A DǁaƌǀeŶ ǁoƌkshop? ...Looks like I͛ll haǀe to gatheƌ iŶfoƌŵatioŶ aďout that soƌt of thiŶg. 
 

͞Hoh. That does souŶd like a faŵous ǁoƌkshop. Aƌe theƌe aŶǇ ŵoƌe eǆaŵples of theiƌ ǁoƌk heƌe?͟ 

 

Ainz looked around, and the man laughed heartily. 

 

͞Hahahaha. No, Ŷot iŶ heƌe. I stoƌe theŵ elseǁheƌe. Hoǁeǀeƌ, this is the oŶlǇ pieĐe ǁhiĐh ďeaƌs suĐh a 
poǁeƌful eŶĐhaŶtŵeŶt.͟ 

 

͞Hoh.͟ 

 

Ainz concealed his disappointment as he quietly emoted. 

 

That said, he had still learned something about the workshop called Stonenel. He had to see if there was 

a plaǇeƌ theƌe.͟ 

 

͞I͛ǀe heaƌd that the ǁeapoŶs ŵade ďǇ dǁaƌǀeŶ ƌuŶesŵiths ƌaƌelǇ ĐiƌĐulate oŶ the ŵaƌket. AŶd Ǉou 
aĐtuallǇ haǀe ŵoƌe of theŵ iŶ stoƌe?͟ 

 

Ainz gave Ainzach a mental thumbs-up for asking that question. 

 

͞IŶdeed I do, AiŶzaĐh,͟ the ŵaŶ sŵiled. ͞I sŶatĐh theŵ up ǁheŶeǀeƌ theǇ͛ƌe oŶ auĐtioŶ. ‘eĐeŶtlǇ, theƌe 
was a really persistent adventurer trying to outbid me. I ended up paying three times what I had 

originally planned.͟ 

 

Ainzach shook his head incredulously (sort of), while Ainz nodded in approval. This was how things were 

for a collector. An outsider would never be able to understand. At times, even Ainz did not understand 

the actions of his past self. 

 

Ainz wanted to keep asking, but in the end he decided to return the sword to its original place. 

 

͞It seeŵs I ǁas eŶtƌaŶĐed ďǇ Ǉouƌ ŵaƌǀellous ĐolleĐtioŶ ǁithout eǀeŶ gƌeetiŶg Ǉou. Do foƌgiǀe ŵǇ laĐk 
of ƌespeĐt.͟ 

 

The man was all smiles. 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ has a ǁaǇ ǁith words. Then, allow me to reintroduce myself. I am Osk, an insignificant 

ŵeƌĐhaŶt.͟ 

 



͞You ǁill suƌelǇ aŶgeƌ the otheƌ ŵeƌĐhaŶts of the Eŵpiƌe if Ǉou Đall Ǉouƌself iŶsigŶifiĐaŶt. I ƌeŵaiŶ the 
“oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ.͟ 

 

͞Not a daǇ goes ďǇ ǁheŶ I do Ŷot hear of your mighty name. Please, have a seat. I will have the servants 

pƌepaƌe dƌiŶks.͟ 

 

͞...While this is a ƌaƌe oppoƌtuŶitǇ… theƌe is Ŷo Ŷeed to pƌepaƌe ŵǇ shaƌe.͟ 

 

Osk͛s eǇes did Ŷot seeŵ Ƌuite pƌopoƌtioŶal to his head. He studied AiŶz ǁith those eǇes. 
 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ, I haǀe heaƌd the ƌuŵoƌs… ďut Đould I tƌouďle Ǉou to ƌeŵoǀe that ŵask?͟ 

 

͞...“iŶĐe this is a ƌeƋuest of the hoŵe͛s oǁŶeƌ, I ŵust ĐoŵplǇ.͟ 

 

Ainz took off his mask, revealing his bare face. 

 

Theƌe ǁas Ŷo look of suƌpƌise oŶ Osk͛s faĐe. His eǇes were very small, so once he narrowed his eyes to 

smile, there was no way to look into their depths. 

 

͞Ohhh… I see, I see…͟ 

 

Osk nodded several times before speaking again. 

 

͞IŶ tƌuth, I ǁas ǁoƌƌied that I ǁould Ŷot ďe aďle to pƌepaƌe tea that ǁould ďe able to satisfy the tastes of 

the ƌeŶoǁŶed “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, ďut it ǁould seeŵ that ǁas ǁasted effoƌt oŶ ŵǇ paƌt.͟ 

 

Afteƌ those Đheeƌful ǁoƌds, Osk͛s ďellǇ ǁoďďled ǁith laughteƌ. 
 

͞“aǇ, Osk. WhǇ did Ǉou thiŶk His MajestǇ ǁould Đoŵe ǁith ŵe?͟ 

 

͞Ahhh, it͛s Ŷot hard to tell, right? E-Rantel is under the control of His Majesty. When I heard that the 

Guildmaster of E-‘aŶtel͛s AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild ǁas ǀisitiŶg, iŶ the ĐoŵpaŶǇ of soŵeoŶe ŵoƌe iŵpoƌtaŶt 
than himself, only one person came to mind. Granted, it could have been some other confidant of the 

“oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, ŵǇ iŶstiŶĐts told ŵe otheƌǁise,͟ Osk said. 
 

 

͞TheŶ, is it ŵǇ tuƌŶ to ask ƋuestioŶs Ŷoǁ? Did Ǉou oŶĐe use the ǁeapoŶs aƌƌaǇed oǀeƌ theƌe?͟ 

 

Osk ĐhuĐkled at AiŶz͛s ƋuestioŶ. 
 

 

͞Hoǁ Đould that ďe? Youƌ MajestǇ, do consider my body! I can wield an abacus, but I have never once 

sǁuŶg a sǁoƌd. That is just a hoďďǇ of ŵiŶe… “iŶĐe I ǁas a Đhild, I haǀe alǁaǇs adŵiƌed the stƌoŶg, as 
ǁell as sǁoƌds aŶd otheƌ ǁeapoŶs.͟ 



 

͞I see…͟ 

 

͞It seeŵs Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd. Noǁ theŶ, I haǀe a ƋuestioŶ of ŵǇ oǁŶ. I haǀe heaƌd of Youƌ MajestǇ͛s 
unstoppable might; was that due to the long time you have lived -- well, I suppose it does count as 

liǀiŶg?͟ 

 

͞That is ĐoƌƌeĐt, iŶ ĐoŵpaƌisoŶ to the lifespaŶs of Ǉou huŵaŶs.͟ 

 

As Ainz said this, he thought of something. What kind of being was the Sorcerer King Ainz Ooal Gown? 

 

OďǀiouslǇ he Đould Ŷot saǇ, ͞CeƌtaiŶlǇ Ŷot, Ǉou tǁo aƌe oldeƌ thaŶ ŵe.͟ EǀeŶ if he did saǇ so, theǇ ǁould 
not believe him. So he had to speak while in-character as the Sorcerer King. However, if he did not lock 

doǁŶ the eǆaĐt details of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ĐhaƌaĐteƌ, thiŶgs ŵight tuƌŶ out ďadlǇ. 
 

IŶ aŶǇ Đase, it͛s ĐoŶfiƌŵed that the uŶdead liǀe a loŶg tiŵe. If aŶǇoŶe asks ǁhǇ I do Ŷot kŶoǁ ĐeƌtaiŶ 
things despite my long life, I can ƌeplǇ that I ǁas foĐused oŶ ƌeseaƌĐhiŶg ŵagiĐ. Let͛s use that as a ďasiĐ 
detail foƌ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s ĐhaƌaĐteƌ. 
 

͞That ďeiŶg the Đase, do Ǉou possess ǁeapoŶs of the past?͟ 

 

Judging by that question, Osk did not intend to hide his curioisty. 

 

͞Of Đouƌse I do. Hoǁeǀeƌ, I ĐaŶŶot just giǀe theŵ to Ǉou, Ŷo?͟ 

 

͞Foƌ a suitaďle aŵouŶt -- Ŷo, I ǁill tƌǇ to paǇ thƌee tiŵes the ŵaƌket ǀalue.͟ 

 

Ainz could not reject him on the spot. This was because he recalled the precarious state of his personal 

finances. However, it ǁould haƌdlǇ ďe digŶified foƌ the ƌuleƌ of a ĐouŶtƌǇ to go ͞“uƌe, let͛s do it.͟ 

 

͞...MoŶeǇ does Ŷot eǆaĐtlǇ appeal to ŵe.͟ 

 

͞I siŶĐeƌelǇ apologize. “aǇiŶg so to Youƌ MajestǇ -- who is the ruler of a country -- was terribly rude of 

ŵe… TheŶ, ǁhat ĐaŶ I offeƌ to ŵake Ǉou ǁaŶt to tƌade theŵ to ŵe?͟ 

 

So he wants to phrase it as receiving a bounty for meritorious service to my country, or something like 

that? Hm? Well, in that case... 

 

Ainz withdrew a shortsword. It was wreathed in a billowing mist effect. Its faintly translucent blue blade 

was made of blue crystal metal, and it contained little mana. That said, its overall ability ranked it as a 

high-class item, and it was certainly more powerful than the average magic item in this world. 

 

͞This, this is!͟ 

 



Two voices cried out those words. 

 

AiŶzaĐh͛s eǇes ǁeŶt ǁide as he staƌed at the shoƌtsǁoƌd. ͞Uŵu,͟ AiŶz ŵutteƌed, ďefoƌe plaĐiŶg it iŶ 
front of Ainzach. 

 

͞Take it.͟ 

 

͞Hah?!͟ 

 

Once more, those words were spoken by two voices. 

 

͞AiŶzaĐh, this is a gift foƌ Ǉouƌ haƌd ǁoƌk. That said, this is Ŷot aŶ aǁaƌd, Ŷoƌ is this ŵeaŶt to sǇŵďolize 
your station, I simply felt that this sort of thing is similar to the reward I wish to hand out in my ideal 

nation, so I have given this to you. If Ǉou ƌeƋuiƌe Đash iŶstead, it is fiŶe to sell it off.͟  
 

This shortsword did not contain enough data to kill Ainz. Nor was it one of the weapons made by his 

former guildmates and thus filled with memories. 

 

͞I, hoǁ Đould I daƌe aĐĐept suĐh…͟ 

AiŶzaĐh͛s ďodǇ shuddered uncontrollably. 

 

͞This is ŶothiŶg aŵaziŶg. Well, if Ǉou do Ŷot ǁaŶt it, I ĐaŶ ĐhaŶge it foƌ soŵethiŶg else ǁheŶ the tiŵe 
Đoŵes. A healiŶg potioŶ, peƌhaps. That should ďe fiŶe. What do Ǉou thiŶk?͟ 

 

Ainzach hesitated for a while, but in the end he decided to keep the shortsword. 

 

͞I shall aĐĐept it. ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh, Youƌ MajestǇ! I ǁill ĐoŶtiŶue seƌǀiŶg Youƌ MajestǇ ǁith all ŵǇ 
stƌeŶgth, ǁith effoƌt that ǁill Ŷot ďe outshoŶe ďǇ this sǁoƌd!͟ 

 

͞CoŶgƌatulatioŶs, AiŶzaĐh. If Ǉou ƌuŶ iŶto aŶǇ tƌouďle, ƌeŵeŵďeƌ to thiŶk of this fƌieŶd of Ǉouƌs.͟ 

 

Osk eyed the shortsword as he said this. Ainzach had a look on his face like a bitch protecting her 

puppies. 

 

͞It ǁoŶ͛t happeŶ. Neǀeƌ.͟ 

 

Ainz decided to change his tone. 

 

͞Well theŶ. Let us ŵoǀe oŶ to the ƌeal ďusiŶess.͟ 

 

Osk reluctantly pulled his eyes away from the handkerchief that Ainzach had used to wrap the sword, 

and replied: 

 

͞...UŶdeƌstood. MaǇ I ask ǁhǇ Ǉou haǀe gƌaĐed ŵǇ huŵďle estate ǁith Ǉouƌ pƌeseŶĐe?͟ 



 

͞Uŵu… I aŵ Ŷot giǀeŶ to dƌessiŶg up ŵǇ ǁoƌds. Let ŵe get to the poiŶt…. I ǁould like Ǉou to aƌƌaŶge a 
ďout ǁith the Maƌtial Loƌd of the aƌeŶa.͟ 

 

Osk͛s eǇes ǁideŶed, ďut sooŶ theǇ ƌetuƌŶed to theiƌ Ŷoƌŵal shape. 
 

͞I haǀe heaƌd that the Maƌtial Loƌd is Ŷot a paƌt of the aƌeŶa peƌsoŶŶel, ďut a gladiator you have raised 

from a child. Ainzach told me that you can quickly put a fight on the cards if you agree to have the 

Maƌtial Loƌd fight, ǁhiĐh is ǁhǇ I Đaŵe to ŵake this ƌeƋuest of Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞Fuhahahaha. Aƌe Ǉou seƌious, Youƌ MajestǇ? You do kŶoǁ that the Martial Lord is the mightiest man in 

the aƌeŶa, ǁith a ŵoŶsteƌ͛s ďodǇ aŶd outstaŶdiŶg fightiŶg skills? He ŵight ďe the stƌoŶgest oŶe iŶ 
history. Perhaps Your Majesty counts strong individuals among his followers as well, but defeating him 

is…͟ 

 

Osk shook his head with pride. 

 

͞...Is he stƌoŶgeƌ thaŶ Fludeƌ?͟ 

 

͞No, this is fƌoŵ the peƌspeĐtiǀe of a ǁaƌƌioƌ. It͛s Ŷot appliĐaďle to a ŵagiĐ Đasteƌ. All theǇ haǀe to do is 
take to the skǇ aŶd attaĐk ƌepeatedlǇ ǁith ŵagiĐ aŶd that͛s the eŶd of it.͟ 

 

Osk͛s Ƌuiet grumbling somewhat perturbed Ainz, and then Ainzach chimed in: 

 

͞OŶĐe, aŶ adǀeŶtuƌeƌ teaŵ took to the skǇ aŶd ǁoŶ ďǇ ƌaiŶiŶg spells aŶd aƌƌoǁs oŶ hiŵ fƌoŵ a distaŶĐe. 
That was a pretty disappointing fight. Ever since, the arena forbade teleportation and flight ŵagiĐ.͟ 

 

Then, Osk looked at Ainz. He seemed to have recovered. 

 

͞Cough! Well, that ǁas ƌude of ŵe, Youƌ MajestǇ. I ƌeĐalled soŵe ďitteƌ ŵeŵoƌies… TheŶ, ďaĐk to the 
topic, Your Majesty. May I ask who intends to fight the Martial Lord? Are they human?͟ 

 

Ainz and Ainzach looked at each other. Then, Ainz answered: 

 

͞That ǁould ďe ŵe.͟ 

 

͞...Eh?!͟ 

 

͞I, AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ, shall ďe his oppoŶeŶt.͟ 

 

After a brief period of silence, Osk asked in a panic: 

 

͞But, ďut ďut, ďut aƌe Ǉou Ŷot the ƌuleƌ of a ĐouŶtƌǇ, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 



͞IŶdeed I aŵ. What of it?͟ 

 

͞Eh? No, that͛s ĐoƌƌeĐt, ďut… that…͟ 

 

͞Ahh, I uŶdeƌstaŶd ǁhat ǁoƌƌies Ǉou. You ŵust ďe thiŶkiŶg, ǁhat ǁould happeŶ if I ǁeƌe huƌt?͟ 

 

͞It ǁould ďe fiŶe if it eŶded iŶ just gettiŶg huƌt,͟ Osk ŵutteƌed uŶdeƌ his ďƌeath. Ainz pretended not to 

notice. 

 

͞Be at ease. Theƌe ǁill Ŷot ďe a pƌoďleŵ, Ŷo ŵatteƌ ǁhat happeŶs to ŵe. I ǁill leaǀe ǁƌitteŶ pƌoof of 
that.͟ 

 

͞But if that soƌt of thiŶg happeŶs, I ǁoŶ͛t ďe aďle to do ďusiŶess aŶǇ ŵoƌe. I haǀe heaƌd that the Eŵpiƌe 
is supposed to be an ally of the Sorcerous Kingdom. If I allow the king of an allied country to be seriously 

iŶjuƌed, the state ǁill haǀe its eǇe oŶ ŵe.͟ 

 

͞I pƌoŵise Ǉou -- Ǉou ǁill Ŷot ďe iŶĐoŶǀeŶieŶĐed ďǇ this.͟ 

 

͞EǀeŶ if Ǉou saǇ so…͟ Osk paused to thiŶk, aŶd theŶ asked agaiŶ: ͞These ǁoƌds ŵight ďe uŶpleasaŶt to 
the eaƌ, ďut Đould Ǉou offeƌ up soŵethiŶg as a guaƌaŶtee?͟ 

 

͞A guaƌaŶtee? Like ǁhat?͟ 

 

͞...Please giǀe ŵe soŵethiŶg like ǁhat Ǉou gaǀe AiŶzaĐh eaƌlieƌ. If aŶǇthiŶg happeŶs, it͛ll ďe fiŶe as loŶg 
as I ĐaŶ keep that iteŵ.͟ 

 

͞If that is ǁhat it takes to satisfǇ Ǉou, theŶ I shall ŵake that pƌoŵise. Hoǁeǀeƌ, I ĐaŶŶot giǀe it to Ǉou 
ƌight aǁaǇ. I pƌoŵise it ǁill ƌeaĐh Ǉou ďǇ toŵoƌƌoǁ.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh, Youƌ MajestǇ. ...Theƌe is also aŶotheƌ ŵatteƌ I would like to ask, though I fear it 

is iŶappƌopƌiate.͟ 

 

Ainz waved, indicating that Osk should continue. 

 

͞As a pƌoŵoteƌ, I ĐolleĐt a lot of iŶfoƌŵatioŶ. MuĐh of that iŶfoƌŵatioŶ peƌtaiŶs to poǁeƌful ďeiŶgs 
which might appear in the arena, or monsters. There are also rumors concerning Your Majesty -- dare I 

ask if it is tƌue that Youƌ MajestǇ sleǁ teŶs of thousaŶds of the KiŶgdoŵ͛s people ǁith a siŶgle spell?͟ 

 

͞Koff!͟ 

 

Ainzach coughed in a very contrived way. He was glaring at Osk with reproachful eyes, but this was 

nothing that had to be hidden, nor was it something to be ashamed of. 

 

͞IŶdeed, that is tƌue. I sleǁ theŵ ǁith ŵǇ ŵagiĐ. Will Ǉou ƌepƌoaĐh ŵe foƌ it?͟ 



 

͞No, I ǁas siŵplǇ askiŶg to gauge the eǆteŶt of Youƌ MajestǇ͛s ŵǇstiĐ poǁeƌs. Afteƌ all, if Ǉou did use 

that spell fƌoŵ the ƌuŵoƌs, it ǁould ďe… ǀeƌǇ ďad. Afteƌ all, the aƌeŶa is ǁithiŶ the Iŵpeƌial Capital.͟ 

 

͞No, Ŷo, I ǁill Ŷot use ŵagiĐ like that.͟ 

 

Even Ainz had no intention of using such a spell in the middle of an allied country. What kind of terrorist 

would do that? 

 

͞Of Đouƌse, I feel the saŵe ǁaǇ as ǁell. UŶlike the ĐoŵŵoŶ iŵage of the uŶdead, Youƌ MajestǇ is a 
noble and rational man. I do not believe you will enact a great slaughter because you hate the living. 

That said, making assumptioŶs aŶd ŶegleĐtiŶg to ĐoŶfiƌŵ these thiŶgs ŵight lead to failuƌe.͟ 

 

Ainz agreed on that point as well. This was one of the dangers that came with allowing a new person to 

join. In truth, Suzuki Satoru had failed like this in the past. 

 

͞Youƌ ĐoŶĐeƌŶs aƌe ǀalid. Allow me to repeat myself -- I ǁill Ŷot use that spell.͟ 

 

͞WhǇ is that? Is it ďeĐause it has soŵethiŶg to do ǁith the aligŶŵeŶt of the staƌs?͟ 

 

͞While that is Ŷot ƌelated to the ŵat-͟  
 

A lightďulď ǁeŶt off oǀeƌ AiŶz͛s head. 
 

͞Well, that spell is oŶe of my most powerful trump cards. Because El-Nix-dono desired it, I went out of 

my way to cast that grand spell, which I can only use once every ten years. Thus, for the next decade, I 

ŵust ĐoŶseƌǀe ŵǇ stƌeŶgth.͟ 

 

͞Hoh!͟ A stƌaŶge gleaŵ lit up Osk͛s eǇes. ͞Is it really alright to tell me that? After all, this might be 

ĐoŶsideƌed to ďe a ǁeakŶess of Youƌ MajestǇ…͟ 

 

͞It is fiŶe. I ŵaǇ Ŷot ďe aďle to use a destƌuĐtiǀe spell like that, ďut slaughteƌiŶg aŶǇ fools ǁho oppose 
me is still easy. After all, it does not ŵeaŶ I ĐaŶŶot use otheƌ spells.͟ 

 

͞As eǆpeĐted of Youƌ MajestǇ. IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, the Maƌtial Loƌd ǁill also ďe aŶ easǇ oppoŶeŶt; is that 
ǁhat Ǉou aƌe iŵplǇiŶg?͟ 

 

Afteƌ AiŶz Ŷodded ǁith ĐoŶfideŶĐe, a sŵile lit up Osk͛s faĐe. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ǁheŶ AiŶz studied hiŵ, he could 

not be sure if the smile was genuine. 

 

͞I seƌ. FiŶallǇ, please alloǁ ŵe oŶe ŵoƌe ƋuestioŶ. WhǇ do Ǉou ǁaŶt to fight the Maƌtial Loƌd, Youƌ 
MajestǇ?͟ 

 



͞BeĐause I haǀe heaƌd that he is a poǁeƌful foe… I ǁish to kŶoǁ ǁho is stƌoŶgeƌ, ďetǁeeŶ hiŵ aŶd 

Gazef Stronoff. There was Gazef in the Kingdom, so perhaps the greatest reason is because I want to 

kŶoǁ ǁho is his eƋuiǀaleŶt iŶ the Eŵpiƌe.͟ 

 

Of course, that was not why Ainz was fighting. However, it was the reason he and Ainzach had agreed 

upon after discussing the matter. 

 

It would have been fine to state the real reason, but Osk was not a trustworthy person. In truth, he 

seemed like the sort who prioritised his own gains. Ainz felt that being honest with him would not end 

well. 

 

͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd. ThaŶk Ǉou ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh… TheŶ, I shall sĐhedule the fight ǁith the Maƌtial Loƌd. Hoǁeǀeƌ--͟ 

 

Osk ƌaised his haŶd to iŶteƌƌupt AiŶz͛s thaŶks. 
 

͞I hope Ǉou ǁill aďide ďǇ the ƌules of the aƌeŶa. IŶ additioŶ, ǁhile Youƌ MajestǇ ŵight ďe takiŶg the 
match with the Martial Lord seriously, it is still a performance of sorts for us. Thus, an overly one-sided 

fight would be terribly boring. With that in mind, I would like to request that Your Majesty not use magic, 

and that you will use a sword -- a weapon -- to battle the Martial Lord. I submit that these conditions 

should ŵake foƌ a good fight.͟ 

 

͞What aƌe Ǉou saǇiŶg?!͟ 

 

Ainzach sprang up from his seat. His face was red from anger. 

 

͞Is that eǀeŶ possiďle?! His MajestǇ is a ŵagiĐ Đasteƌ! Hoǁ do Ǉou eǆpeĐt hiŵ to ǁiŶ?!͟ 

 

͞Hoho. IŶdeed, that is the Đase. Theƌe ǁould ďe Ŷo ǁaǇ foƌ His MajestǇ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg to ǁiŶ oŶĐe his 
magic was sealed. My my, to think I actually brought up such a sensible matter. Still, I did not expect to 

hear these words from your mouth. I would have expected you to be alright with His Majesty losing. It 

seeŵs ŵǇ opiŶioŶ of Ǉou has ĐhaŶged.͟ 

 

͞Yo--!͟ 

 

͞AiŶzaĐh, doŶ͛t get too ǁoƌked up. It is fiŶe.͟ 

 

͞...Youƌ MajestǇ, ǁhat did Ǉou saǇ?͟ 

 

Ainz chuckled, because Osk and Ainzach were looking at him in an amusing way. However, it would be 

bad if that laugh were interpreted as sneering, so Ainz tried to mask it with a snort. 

 

However, that was impossible for someone who had only a hole for a nose. 

 

AInz decided not to waste his energy and decided to try and bluff his way through with words. 



 

͞You seeŵ to haǀe ŵisheaƌd ŵe. I said, it is fiŶe. 
 

Theƌe ǁas Ŷo ĐhaŶge iŶ Osk͛s eǆpƌessioŶ, ďut his ŵiŶd ǁas ǁoƌkiŶg at high speeds. That ŵuĐh ǁas 
obvious. 

 

͞...TheŶ, ǁill Ǉou sǁeaƌ it oŶ the Ŷaŵe of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

͞“ǁeaƌ oŶ ŵǇ Ŷaŵe? ...I uŶdeƌstaŶd. I, AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ, sǁeaƌ ďǇ ŵǇ oǁŶ Ŷaŵe that I shall Ŷot use aŶǇ 
foƌŵ of ŵagiĐ duƌiŶg the ďattle ǁith the Maƌtial Loƌd.͟ 

 

͞Wait! Youƌ MajestǇ! Hoǁ ĐaŶ Ǉou ŵake suĐh aŶ oath ǁithout eǀeŶ seeiŶg the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s stƌeŶgth?͟ 

 

AiŶzaĐh͛s ǁoƌds ǁeƌe ǀeƌǇ seŶsiďle. Hoǁeǀeƌ, if his iŶfoƌŵatioŶ oŶ the Maƌtial Loƌd ǁas ĐoƌƌeĐt, theƌe 
should be no problems in doing so. 

 

͞Well, it͛ll ǁoƌk out soŵehoǁ.͟ 

 

͞Do Ǉou ƌeallǇ thiŶk it͛ll ǁoƌk itself out?!͟ 

 

Ainz was vaguely ŵoǀed ďǇ AiŶzaĐh͛s ƌetoƌt. NoďodǇ had stated theiƌ opiŶioŶs like this eǀeƌ siŶĐe he had 
begun his reign as the ruler of Nazarick. That had come up a little during his time as Momon, but even 

that had faded away after he had risen through the ranks. 

 

͞You too! If the kiŶg of aŶotheƌ ĐouŶtƌǇ dies iŶ the Eŵpiƌe͛s aƌeŶa, theƌe͛ll ďe hell to paǇ!͟ 

 

Of course, Ainz thought as he locked eyes with Osk. 

 

͞Well, that͛s oŶlǇ to ďe eǆpeĐted. What ǁill Ǉou do, Youƌ MajestǇ? It is Ŷot too late to aĐĐept the adǀiĐe 
of youƌ loǇal suďjeĐt aŶd giǀe up Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 

AiŶz shƌugged iŶ ƌespoŶse. He Đould uŶdeƌstaŶd AiŶzaĐh͛s ǁoƌƌies. Afteƌ all, this plaŶ had oƌigiŶallǇ ďeeŶ 
his idea. Granted, he had been operating under the assumption that he could use magic when he came 

up with that plan. However, did he really think that Ainz without magic was that weak? 

 

͞It ǁill ďe fiŶe. Moƌe iŵpoƌtaŶtlǇ, shoutiŶg like that is Ƌuite shaŵeful, AiŶzaĐh. TheŶ, Osk. I͛ŵ Ŷot too 
Đleaƌ oŶ this, ďut ǁhat good does ŵǇ death do Ǉou?͟ 

 

Osk͛s eǇes ǁeŶt ǁide iŶ surprise. A reaction like that was not the slightest bit cute on an uncle. 

 

͞It seeŵs Youƌ MajestǇ is ŵistakeŶ. I ǁould gaiŶ ŶothiŶg fƌoŵ it. As the Guildŵasteƌ saǇs, it ǁould ďe a 
faƌ gƌeateƌ hiŶdƌaŶĐe foƌ ŵe.͟ 

 



There did not seem to be any ulterior motives behind proposing these disadvantageous conditions for 

Ainz. In all likelihood, it had been born from his thoughts as a promoter. 

 

͞--Is that so. TheŶ, ǁe ǁill pƌoĐeed as plaŶŶed..͟ 

 

͞...Youƌ MajestǇ, do Ǉou haǀe a ǁaǇ to defeat the Maƌtial Loƌd -- who is stronger than Gazef Stronoff -- 

ǁithout ŵagiĐ?͟ 

 

͞...“tƌoŶoff, huh. TƌulǇ a ŵaŶ of eŶǀiaďle stƌeŶgth.͟ 

 

AiŶz ŶotiĐed the look of suƌpƌise oŶ AiŶzaĐh͛s faĐe, ďut AiŶz did Ŷot saǇ a ǁoƌd as he ƌeĐalled the foƌŵeƌ 
Warrior-Captain. 

 

͞If the Maƌtial Loƌd is stƌoŶgeƌ thaŶ that ŵaŶ, thaŶ oďǀiouslǇ, I͛ll haǀe to ďe oŶ ŵǇ guaƌd. Hoǁeǀeƌ, the 
strength I speak of refers to his spirit and not his fighting ability. Now, if we were comparing the 

stƌeŶgth of the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s aŶd “tƌoŶoff͛s sǁoƌd aƌŵs, suƌelǇ the foƌŵer would slay the latter in a 

ŵoŵeŶt.͟ 

 

͞I see. “peakiŶg of ǁhiĐh, I ŵust ĐoŶtiŶue aŶsǁeƌiŶg the ƋuestioŶ ǁhiĐh Ǉou asked eaƌlieƌ, Youƌ 
MajestǇ.͟ 

 

Osk raised both his hands. His arms were muscular and bereft of flab. 

 

͞I loǀe the Đlash of sǁoƌd agaiŶst sǁord and fist against fist. Regretfully, I have no talent for fighting 

skills, and all my efforts cannot win me victory. That was why I was thinking of making a warrior who 

Đould suďstitute foƌ ŵe, aŶd haǀe hiŵ attaiŶ ǀiĐtoƌǇ iŶ ŵǇ plaĐe.͟ 

 

Osk sneered. This ǁas Ŷot the ŵeƌĐhaŶt͛s attitude he had ďeeŶ shoǁiŶg uŶtil Ŷoǁ, ďut his faĐe as a 
human being. 

 

This was the first time Ainz had encountered such a strange person, although he knew that fetishes 

varied from person to person. In other words, Osk had a particularly abnormal fetish. Ainz made a 

ŵeŶtal ĐoŵpaƌtŵeŶt Đalled ͞Peƌǀeƌts͟ aŶd filed Osk iŶto it. 
 

͞Theƌefoƌe, it ǁould feel ǀeƌǇ good should Youƌ MajestǇ lose to the Maƌtial Loƌd I haǀe tƌaiŶed.͟ 

 

͞Is that so.͟ 

 

Osk and Ainzach looked at Ainz, surprise written all over their faces. 

 

Ainz wanted to ask, what have you been doing since just now? 

 

͞DoŶ͛t giǀe ŵe that duŵď look. If Ǉou haǀe soŵethiŶg to saǇ, saǇ it.͟ 

 



͞No, Ŷo, that͛s all I haǀe to saǇ.͟ 

 

͞I haǀe Ŷo idea ǁhat soƌt of ƌeaĐtioŶ Ǉou ǁaŶt fƌoŵ ŵe, Osk… HuŵaŶs aƌe tƌulǇ ĐoŵpliĐated Đƌeatuƌes. 
Well? If that͛s all, does that ŵeaŶ Ǉou eǆpeĐt ŵe to fill the gap? ...Hŵ, hoǁ aďout this. Aƌe Ǉou ƌeallǇ 
that happǇ to ďeat ŵe ǁhile I ĐaŶŶot use ŵǇ ŵagiĐ?͟ 

 

For some reason, Osk stumbled over his answer. 

 

͞Eh, ah, that… I doŶ͛t ƌeallǇ like ŵagiĐ that ŵuĐh…͟ 

 

͞I see. TheŶ, let͛s leaǀe the ŵatteƌ at that.͟ 

 

Osk and Ainzach looked at each other. Come on, spit it out, Ainz thought. Still, this was how the working 

world went. If someone who has no permission to speak bared his heart, he would get into trouble. 

 

͞We haǀe ŵade ouƌ tƌue iŶteŶtioŶs kŶoǁŶ to eaĐh otheƌ, so let us Ŷot ǁaste tiŵe ǁith pettǇ deĐeptioŶs 
and get on with things. How will you arrange the schedule for the fight with the Martial Lord? If possible, 

I͛d like to ŵake a ďig eǀeŶt of it.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, I͛ll offiĐiallǇ aŶŶouŶĐe a ĐhalleŶgeƌ to the Maƌtial Loƌd afteƌ todaǇ͛s eǀeŶts. I͛d ďetteƌ get oŶ it. 
Hoǁeǀeƌ, I iŶteŶd to keep the faĐt that the ĐhalleŶgeƌ is Youƌ MajestǇ a seĐƌet uŶtil the ŵatĐh staƌts.͟ 

 

͞I do Ŷot uŶdeƌstaŶd Ǉouƌ ƌeasoŶs foƌ that. Would that Ŷot ďe a ǁaste, fƌoŵ a pƌoŵoteƌ͛s poiŶt of ǀieǁ?͟ 

 

͞LogiĐ diĐtates that the kiŶg of aŶ allied ĐouŶtƌǇ shoǁiŶg up at aŶ aƌeŶa ŵatĐh is… oǇa? Coŵe to thiŶk 
of it, I haǀeŶ͛t heaƌd of a ǁelĐoŵiŶg ĐeƌeŵoŶǇ. Is it sĐheduled foƌ lateƌ?͟ 

 

Ainz could not help but look away. 

 

This was bad. 

 

Ainz gave thanks that he did not have a heart, and then forcefully shook his empty, undead skull. Then, 

he shrugged helplessly. 

 

͞I Đaŵe to the Eŵpiƌe iŶ a peƌsoŶal ĐapaĐitǇ. El-Nix-doŶo does Ŷot kŶoǁ that I aŵ heƌe.͟ 

 

Osk͛s eǆpƌessioŶ ǀaŶished. He ŵust haǀe sĐeŶted soŵethiŶg suspiĐious. As a ŵeƌĐhaŶt, it ŵade seŶse 
that he would be very sensitive to potential profit. In other words, if there were no gains to be made, 

there would be no point in participating. 

 

͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd.͟ 

 

Eh? 

 



͞PuďliĐlǇ aŶŶouŶĐiŶg Youƌ MajestǇ͛s ĐhalleŶge ǁould suƌelǇ dƌaǁ ĐoŵŵeŶts fƌoŵ all sides. NatuƌallǇ, 
the identity of the challenger must be kept secret. Then, can I assume you will handle all the problems 

ǁhiĐh ƌesult fƌoŵ this, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse. Leaǀe that paƌt of thiŶgs to ŵe.͟ 

 

͞I uŶdeƌstaŶd. TheŶ, ĐaŶ I take up a ďit ŵoƌe of Ǉouƌ tiŵe? I ǁould like to fiŶalize the sĐhedule foƌ the 
daǇ of the ŵatĐh.͟ 

 

͞Has he goŶe ďaĐk?͟ 

 

͞Yes, Masteƌ.͟ 

 

The butleƌ had ƌetuƌŶed fƌoŵ seŶdiŶg off the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, aŶd that ǁas his aŶsǁeƌ to Osk͛s ƋuestioŶ.  
 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ,͟ Osk ƌeplied, aŶd theŶ he looked to the ŵaid staŶdiŶg ďehiŶd the ďutleƌ. 
 

͞--HeadhuŶteƌ ƌaďďit.͟ 

 

What, the man before him thought as he tilted his dainty little head. 

 

Yes, ͞his.͟ He ǁas a ŵaŶ, dƌessed iŶ aŶ outfit that ďest fit a ŵaid. 
 

According to him, he did so because dressing like a woman made others underestimate him and become 

careless, and also because people would not attack his groin. 

 

It would seem that it was for those two reasons, and not because of personal preference. However, 

given that he displayed adorable motions like those from just now even in everyday life, he probably 

enjoyed this sort of thing to some extent. 

 

The fact that his thoughts had actually wandered that far was a sign that he was thinking too much 

about this. 

 

It did not inconvenience Osk in any particular way, so he did not mind. 

 

TheŶ, theƌe ǁas the ŵatteƌ of his alias, ͞HeadhuŶteƌ ‘aďďit͟. 
 

It did not suit a cute-looking man, but then again, he was a mercenary who hailed from a nation to the 

east of the City-State Alliance, famous as a warrior cum assassin. 

 

Osk had signed a contract with him and hired him for a staggering amount. He had contracted workers 

teams and gladiators as bodyguards too, but nobody else was paid as highly as him. 

 

 



His strength matched his price tag -- above an orichalcum-ranked adventurer, at the very least. The fact 

was that he had not been embroiled in any troublesome matters ever since he had employed him. 

 

͞Tell ŵe ǁhat Ǉou thiŶk of His MajestǇ, the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg.͟ 

 

He had another ability, besides being a first-rate fighter cum assassin. 

 

That was the ability to analyze his opponents. Through long experience in the murderous profession of 

being a warrior and assassin, he had attained the ability to evaluate people -- to see if they were strong. 

 

͞It͛s eǆtƌeŵelǇ ďad.͟ 

 

To date, there was only one other person about whom he had stated a similar opinion. That person was 

the Martial Lord himself. In other words, this was the second person he could not defeat.  

 

IŶĐideŶtallǇ, the ƌaŶk ďeloǁ that ǁas ͞It͛s ďad͟, ǁhiĐh he had said ǁheŶ he had seeŶ the Eŵpiƌe͛s Fouƌ 
Knights. 

 

͞Is His MajestǇ a stƌoŶg ǁaƌƌioƌ as ǁell?͟ 

 

͞I͛ŵ Ŷot suƌe. JudgiŶg ďǇ his footsteps aloŶe, he͛s Ŷot that stƌoŶg. He doesŶ͛t ǁalk like soŵeoŶe ǁho͛s 
been trained as a warrior or assassin. Rather, the uncle beside him feels more like a warrior. Still -- it͛s 
ďad. Just staŶdiŶg ďehiŶd hiŵ ŵade ŵe ǁaŶt to ƌuŶ aǁaǇ.͟ 

 

After he said that, he extended his arms. 

 

Osk͛s eǇes ǁeƌe eŶtƌaŶĐed ďǇ his fists. 
 

They were round fists. 

 

His fists had been reshaped by punching hard objects tens, perhaps hundreds of thousands of times, 

until they were now in a round, ball-like shape. 

 

These hands were made for battle. 

 

A chill ran through Osk, followed by an uncontrollable excitement. 

 

͞--Wheƌe aƌe Ǉou lookiŶg, Ǉou peƌǀeƌt.͟ 

 

͞I ǁas just thiŶkiŶg that those ǁeƌe good haŶds.͟ 

 

It was true he liked those hands very much, but sadly, Headhunting Rabbit did not interest him. 

 



GeŶdeƌ ǁas Ŷot a ďig ŵatteƌ foƌ hiŵ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, Osk͛s ideal paƌtŶeƌ ǁas the ǁaƌƌioƌ fƌoŵ the KiŶgdoŵ͛s 
Blue Rose (Gagaran). Granted, Headhunting Rabbit would make a good partner as well, but he felt too 

skinny, compared to her. In contrast, the Martial Lord was a little too thick. 

 

͞...“o Ǉou doŶ͛t ǁaŶt ŵe to ƌeŶeǁ ŵǇ ĐoŶtƌaĐt ǁith Ǉou Ŷeǆt Ǉeaƌ?͟ 

 

͞That ǁould ďe ǀeƌǇ tƌouďliŶg! HaƌdlǇ aŶǇoŶe ĐaŶ ŵatĐh up to Ǉou… Well, the heiƌess of IjaŶiǇa aside. 
Oops, it seeŵs ǁe͛ǀe gotteŶ off-topic. Then--͟ 

 

Osk͛s eǇes left those ƌouŶd fists, aŶd tƌaǀelled up. Gooseďuŵps ďƌoke out oŶ HeadhuŶtiŶg ‘aďďit͛s skiŶ. 
 

͞I haǀeŶ͛t ďeeŶ aďle to Đalŵ doǁŶ Ǉet. It feels ƌeallǇ ďad.͟ 

 

͞“o he͛s ŶothiŶg ŵuĐh as a ǁaƌƌioƌ, ďut he͛s aŶ eǆtƌeŵelǇ ďad oppoŶeŶt…͟ 

 

͞He͛s just like aŶotheƌ Maƌtial Loƌd.͟ 

 

Osk picked up on what Headhunting Rabbit was trying to say. He was referring to that Martial Lord. 

 

There were powerful and weak races in this world. 

 

Humans typified the weak races, being little more than meatbags without darkvision, with no hard 

carapaces to protect their bodies, or other special abilities. 

 

In contrast, there were the mighty races, like Dragons, for instance. They were protected by hard scales, 

they were graceful and mighty, they were equipped with claws and teeth which could easily rend steel, 

they possessed fiery or icy breath and other special abilities, and they were furnished with wings that 

they could use to soar through the sky. 

 

They were a race that was strong, even without warrior training. 

 

What Headhunting Rabbit was trying to say that the Sorcerer King belonged to such a race. 

 

The undead had poor physical stats. This was what Osk knew to be true. Yet, it did not seem to be the 

case for the Sorcerer King. 

 

͞Osk-sama, why did you accept this match? His Majesty knows about the Martial Lord, but we do not 

kŶoǁ aďout his aďilities. I feel it ǁill ďe a ǀeƌǇ uŶfaǀoƌaďle ŵatĐh.͟ 

 

͞...Aƌa? You doŶ͛t get it?͟ 

 

HeadhuŶtiŶg ‘aďďit ƌeplied iŶ a tiƌed ǀoiĐe, ͞I doŶ͛t thiŶk aďout these poiŶtless things--͟ 

 

The butler looked to Osk in a surprised way. Thus, Osk answered: 



 

͞Does the ĐhaŵpioŶ flee fƌoŵ ĐhalleŶgeƌs?͟ 

 

͞Is that all?͟ 

 

͞That is all. Hoǁeǀeƌ, that is also ǁhǇ it is so iŵpoƌtaŶt. Theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to just kill eaĐh otheƌ. But if this 
is aŶ offiĐial ĐhalleŶge, Đoŵplete ǁith a letteƌ seŶt up to ƌeƋuest a ŵatĐh, it ĐaŶ͛t ďe aǀoided. The 
Maƌtial Loƌd ǁould thiŶk the saŵe ǁaǇ as ǁell.͟ 

 

͞What aŶ idiot--͟ 

 

͞Peƌhaps. “till, that͛s ŵeŶ foƌ Ǉou. Hoǁeǀeƌ, I feel His MajestǇ is the tǇpe ǁho ƌeǀeals his true strength 

in battle, rather than during a competitive match. Now, consider a regulated bout, and a no-holds-

ďaƌƌed deathŵatĐh. UŶdeƌ ǁhiĐh ĐiƌĐuŵstaŶĐes ǁould Ǉou pƌefeƌ to faĐe the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg?͟ 

 

͞Neitheƌ. I͛d tuƌŶ tail aŶd ƌuŶ.͟ 

 

Osk laughed, because that was the wisest choice. 

 

͞TheŶ, Ŷeǆt up. What do Ǉou thiŶk of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg?͟ 

 

That line was not directed at his master, but at the butler waiting in the rear who did not change his 

expression. 

 

In the past, he might have expressed his displeasure silently, to indicate that was not the proper attitude 

a hired man should have toward his master. Still, that displeasure had vanished somewhere along the 

way. Perhaps it was when Headhunting Rabbit had slain a would-be assassin. 

 

͞He has a ǀeƌǇ ĐhaƌŵiŶg peƌsoŶalitǇ.͟ 

 

͞Ho~Ŷ,͟ HeadhuŶtiŶg ‘aďďit ŵused iŶ a stƌaŶge ǁaǇ. 
 

Ainzach did not appear to be under duress. In other words, the Sorcerer King had something which 

alloǁed hiŵ to seĐuƌe the ĐoopeƌatioŶ of a ĐitǇ͛s ƌesideŶts ǁithiŶ a feǁ ŵoŶths of conquering it. 

 

͞Did Ǉou see his ƌegal ďeaƌiŶg? Whetheƌ it ǁas iŶ ďƌiŶgiŶg oŶlǇ AiŶzaĐh, oƌ agƌeeiŶg to Ŷot use ŵagiĐ iŶ 
his ďattle, he ƌadiated the pƌide of the ŵightǇ. IŶ additioŶ, he͛s a ǀeƌǇ iŶtelligeŶt ŵaŶ. It feels like he͛s 
very used to this sort of negotiations.  

 

Even he felt it was surprising. 

 

Osk was a merchant, but the Sorcerer King viewed him as an equal. Under normal circumstances, some 

nobles would want to establish who was on top, to say nothing of a king. 

 



This was what baffled him. 

 

He could understand it if he had been a trader in the past, but that was impossible. In other words, he 

was simply adept at negotiations. 

 

͞IŶ teƌŵs of oǀeƌall aďilitǇ, he is Đoŵpaƌaďle to ouƌ Eŵpeƌoƌ.͟ 

 

Of course, he had not read that deeply into him. It was simply that the Sorcerer King frightened him that 

much. 

 

͞No, I should saǇ that he͛s eƋuiǀaleŶt to the BloodǇ Eŵpeƌoƌ, at the ǀeƌǇ least.͟ 

 

So at a minimum, he was equal to the greatest Emperor in history. What a nightmare. 

 

Osk shook his head. He would be paralyzed by contemplation if this went on. Of course, he did not want 

to gaze into the abyss of the Sorcerer King. However, there was one thing he had to do right now. 

 

͞...I ŵust iŶfoƌŵ the Maƌtial Loƌd of this, aŶd keep hiŵ iŶ pƌiŵe ĐoŶditioŶ fƌoŵ Ŷoǁ oŶ.͟ 

 

͞Will he agƌee?͟ 

 

͞He is a ǁaƌƌioƌ. He ǁill Ŷot ƌuŶ fƌoŵ a ĐhalleŶge.͟ 

 

͞Ho~Ŷ. Well, it͛d ďe good if he Đould ǁiŶ~͟ 

 

 

-Part 4- 

 

 

On the day of the match with the Sorcerer King, Osk asked the usual question. 

 

͞Hoǁ aƌe thiŶgs? 

 

͞No pƌoďleŵs. I͛ŵ iŶ top foƌŵ.͟ 

 

A gigantic monster answered him. 

 

It was a monster known as a Troll, but one major difference set it apart from them. 

 

That would be the air of a warrior that surrounded it, a mantle which none but those who had survived 

countless intense battles would be able to assume. 

 



However, that was only to be expected. He was a troll who had adapted to fighting and who had 

specialized in battle. He was an outstanding individual even among the diverse troll species, and he was 

known as a War Troll. 

 

He was the Martial Lord, the strongest gladiator in the arena. 

 

Osk looked tenderly at that body. 

 

It was true that there were many people who could beat the Martial Lord in terms of pure warrior levels 

(strength). Most silver-ranked frontliners in adventurer teams could do that. However, the reason why 

the Martial Lord could easily defeat such people was very simple. 

 

This was because the bodies of War Trolls were far superior to those of humans, be it in terms of 

strength or endurance, or in the huge attack radius their massive frames granted them. 

 

In addition, there were the racial abilities he possessed which humans did not. 

 

The first of them was his skin. Wearing a suit of armor over that thick hide of his was sufficient to cause 

the majority of attacks directed at him to simply bounce off. Granted, one could target the soft-looking 

and mobile joints but his regeneration presented a formidable barrier to anyone attempting to cripple 

him via that route. 

 

An attack that would certainly slay a normal human being would not kill a troll. Their astounding 

regenerative ability caused wounds to seal shut and it could only be stopped by fire or acid. 

 

With this immense biological power on his side, the current Martial Lord was truly the strongest in 

history. 

 

The ǁaƌƌioƌ that Osk pƌaised as the ŵightiest doŶŶed his aƌŵoƌ ďefoƌe the ŵaŶ͛s eǇes. 
 

He had hired adamantite-ranked adventurers to gather the components for that armor, and then had 

the masterwork result enhanced with magic. At that time, he had sunk about 20% of his assets into that 

particular project. The club he carried was made of a magical alloy as well, and it had been made in a 

similar manner. 

 

The Martial Lord put on his magic rings, amulets, and the other components of his panoply. 

 

͞--I͛ŵ ƌeadǇ.͟ 

 

These words sounded far more intelligent than how he had spoken in the past. 

 

Every time Osk saw his majestic frame, his chest grew hot. He was the one who had raised him into this 

state. 

 



͞TheŶ, Maƌtial Loƌd, let͛s go.͟ 

 

They walked together to the entrance of the arena. This was a ritual they had always performed. 

 

The Martial Lord remained silent after leaving his room. 

 

His silence was because he had once been excited and looked forward to fighting his foes. Somewhere 

along the way, it had turned to disappoiŶtŵeŶt iŶ his oppoŶeŶts͛ aďilities. Hoǁ ǁould it ďe Ŷoǁ? 

 

Suddenly, the Martial Lord stopped in his tracks. 

 

Osk did not recall anything happening like this before... 

 

He began to panic at this unprecedented occurrence, and looked up to ask what was going on. The 

Martial Lord slowly raised the visor of his armet helm, revealing his face. 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou…͟ 

 

It sounded as though he was squeezing out that voice. 

 

Osk blinked. 

 

This was only the fourth time he had heard those words of thanks. The previous three times had been 

when he was given his weapon, his armor, and then when he had fought his best opponent, the 

pƌeǀious Maƌtial Loƌd ͞‘ot Wolf͟, Kƌelǀo PalaŶtǇŶeŶ.  
 

͞What, ǁhat͛s ǁƌoŶg, Maƌtial Loƌd?͟ 

 

His eyes stared at the corridor before him. 

 

͞Fu, fu.͟ 

 

The Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ďodǇ Ƌuiǀeƌed as he ĐhuĐkled. 
 

It was the excitement of a warrior. 

 

That was what Osk believed, but it did not seem to be the case. 

 

͞What kiŶd of… What kiŶd of ĐhalleŶgeƌ is this? No, aŵ I the ĐhalleŶgeƌ?͟ 

 

͞Wha-ǁhat?͟ 

 

͞Fu, fu… Hoǁ sĐaƌǇ. Osk, I͛ŵ shakiŶg iŶ feaƌ.͟ 

 



Osk could not help but doubt his ears. 

 

͞This, this ŵust ďe ǁhat liǀiŶg ďeiŶgs Đall iŶstiŶĐt. MǇ legs ǁoŶ͛t ŵoǀe… It͛s as though theǇ͛ƌe telling me 

that if I go, I͛ll die, fu, fu.͟ 

 

That was not laughter. He was simply trying to calm his disturbed breathing. 

 

͞I heaƌd ŵǇ oppoŶeŶt ǁas the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, aŶd I ǁoŶdeƌed ǁhat soƌt of foe he ǁould ďe… It ǁould 
seem my arrogance up till now will ďe ƌepaid iŶ full.͟ 

 

͞What aƌe Ǉou saǇiŶg, Maƌtial Loƌd? What do Ǉou ŵeaŶ, aƌƌogaŶĐe?͟ 

 

͞I aŵ stƌoŶg.͟ 

 

Osk ǁaŶted to ƌeplǇ that theƌe ǁas ŶothiŶg ǁƌoŶg ǁith the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s stateŵeŶt, ďut the Maƌtial 
Lord continued before he could say so. 

 

͞No, ŵǇ stƌength is a lie. It comes from my racial abilities, and it is not actual strength. Still, there are 

very few people who can contend with me. In particular, ever since I learned to use warrior techniques, I 

haǀe Ŷeǀeƌ tƌied to uŶdeƌstaŶd ŵǇ ĐhalleŶgeƌs͛ aďilities or equipment, in order to create an unfavorable 

situation for me. There is no other way to train myself. But in the end, I have found a foe which my 

instincts are screaming at me to run away from. Thank you very much. You have completely fulfilled the 

agƌeeŵeŶt ǁe ŵade ǁheŶ Ǉou ŵet ŵe.͟ 

 

͞Maƌtial Loƌd… Go GiŶ.͟ 

 

He had met the Martial Lord about ten years ago. 

 

There was a rumor on the streets about a monster on the outskirts of the Empire. That monster was 

very rational, and would not slay a foe who put down their weapons. Osk was interested, and hurriedly 

set forth from the Empire to meet that bizarre monster. This was because he heard that the greatest 

power in the Empire, Fluder Paradyne, was on his way to dispatch the monster. 

 

He had been afraid at first. That was only natural. After all, the humans who had encountered him had 

only survived by chance. 

 

However, the Martial Lord had taken one look at Osk and snorted in disinterest, preparing to leave.  

 

That ǁas ǁhǇ he foƌgot his feaƌ aŶd asked: ͞WhǇ aƌe Ǉou doiŶg this?͟ 

 

The aŶsǁeƌ he got ǁas Ŷot Ƌuite as aƌtiĐulate as it ǁas Ŷoǁ, ďut it had ďeeŶ aloŶg the liŶes of ͞I aŵ 
tƌaiŶiŶg to ďeĐoŵe stƌoŶgeƌ.͟ 

 

Osk felt the scales fall from his eyes. 



 

Osk had a dream. That dream was to make a strong fighter. It was a dream of raising the ultimate 

warrior, in order to substitute for his talentless self. However, at that point, he realised that he did not 

need to limit himself to human beings. No, since nonhuman species were higher-spec to begin with, 

would that not be the way to make  a strong -- the ultimate warrior? 

 

At that point, Osk was not thinking about bringing a monster back. He was scouting someone who might 

well be the ultimate warrior, the tyrant of the arena, the future Martial Lord. 

 

It had been almost ten years since that fateful encounter. And now, for the first time, he witnessed the 

Martial Lord shaking in fear. 

 

͞Maƌtial Loƌd--͟ 

 

“eǀeƌal thiŶgs popped up iŶ Osk͛s ŵiŶd. The fiƌst ǁas, ͞Do Ǉou ǁaŶt to foƌfeit this ŵatĐh?͟ The ƌisk of 
death existed within this bout, and Osk could not bear to lose him, the Martial Lord that he had raised 

until now. 

 

However, he could not bring himself to speak those words. 

 

To the strong, having someone show concern for them was like an insult. For all he knew, those words 

might shatter the friendship he had built between himself and the Martial Lord. 

 

There was only one thing he could say here. 

 

͞--DoŶ͛t lose, Maƌtial Loƌd.͟ 

 

͞Hŵph. What aƌe Ǉou saǇiŶg? I haǀe Ŷo iŶteŶtioŶ of losiŶg. All ŵǇ ĐhalleŶgeƌs felt the saŵe way. 

EǀeƌǇoŶe stood ďefoƌe ŵe iŶ the hopes of aĐhieǀiŶg ǀiĐtoƌǇ. Noǁ, it is siŵplǇ ŵǇ tuƌŶ.͟ 

 

͞That͛s the ǁaǇ!͟ 

 

Osk slapped the Martial Lord on the back. 

 

͞The “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg is a ŵagiĐ Đasteƌ, ďut that ǁould ďe too ďoƌiŶg of a ĐoŶtest. “o, I haǀe ƌuled that both 

sides ĐaŶŶot use ŵagiĐ. You ǁill Ŷot lose to a foe like that.͟ 

 

͞...His ŵagiĐ? The “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg agƌeed to fight ŵe, eǀeŶ uŶdeƌ those ĐoŶditioŶs?͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed, aŶd he did so ǁith aŶ attitude ǁhiĐh did Ŷot eǀeŶ ĐoŶsideƌ the possiďilitǇ of his defeat.͟ 

 

͞Hoh…͟ 

 

The Martial Lord clenched his fist. It was a fist that called to mind the image of a giant maul. 



 

͞The stƌoŶg aƌe ofteŶ pƌoud. I shall teaĐh hiŵ the foolishŶess of his ǁaǇs.͟ 

 

͞That͛s the spiƌit! Hoǁeǀeƌ, do Ŷot get ĐoĐkǇ. The “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg is the sort of man who can give away 

jaw-dƌoppiŶg ǁeapoŶs oŶ a ǁhiŵ. IŶ all likelihood, he possesses ŵagiĐ iteŵs of aǁesoŵe poǁeƌ.͟ 

 

‘estƌiĐtiŶg the use of ŵagiĐ iteŵs ǁould pƌoďaďlǇ iŶĐƌease the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ĐhaŶĐes of ǀiĐtoƌǇ. But 
that would be too much of a handicap. 

 

͞It͛ll ďe fiŶe. I Ŷoǁ possess the ŵiŶdset of a ĐhalleŶgeƌ. I ǁill Ŷot ďe oǀeƌĐoŶfideŶt. I ǁill Ŷot lose 
ďeĐause I did Ŷot use ŵǇ full stƌeŶgth.͟ 

 

The Martial Lord took a step forward with a muscular leg, and Osk scrambled to follow. 

 

͞“aǇ, Đould Ǉou seƌiouslǇ ĐoŶsideƌ ǁhat ǁe talked aďout eaƌlieƌ?͟ 

 

The Martial Lord suddenly stopped in his tracks, a look of disgust on his face. 

 

͞Eaƌlieƌ… Ǉou ŵeaŶ that?͟ 

 

͞Yes, the ŵatteƌ of Ǉouƌ ǁife.͟ 

 

͞WhǇ Ŷoǁ… Huhaha.͟ 

 

The Martial Lord laughed, and Osk fuƌƌoǁed his ďƌoǁs ǁhile ďlushiŶg. If Ǉou uŶdeƌstaŶd, doŶ͛t aĐt like 
that! 

 

͞‘eallǇ, ĐaŶ Ǉou Ŷot Đheeƌ ŵe oŶ soŵe otheƌ ǁaǇ? Hoǁ ŵaŶǇ tiŵes ŵust I saǇ this… I ǁill ƌetuƌŶ to ŵǇ 
village if I want a wife. You want my partner to be a human, right? Thank you veƌǇ ŵuĐh, ďut I͛ll pass oŶ 
aŶǇ huŵaŶs oƌ ǁhatŶot. I͛ŵ Ŷot iŶto peƌǀeƌted thiŶgs like that, oƌ ƌatheƌ, aŶǇ huŵaŶ ǁho ǁould 
actually want to sleep with me would be absolutely disgusting. What kind of sick fetish would that be, 

anyway? Besides, you want my child, ƌight? I ĐaŶ͛t ŵake those ǁith huŵaŶs.͟ 

 

While it should be possible for humanoids to breed with each other, having children with demihumans 

was the sort of thing that only existed in stories. 

 

͞Well, that͛s tƌue… That ďeiŶg the Đase, ǁhǇ Ŷot ďƌiŶg Ǉour wife back with you? If you need anything to 

ƌetuƌŶ iŶ tƌiuŵph, let ŵe kŶoǁ aŶd I͛ll get it foƌ Ǉou.͟ 

 

͞...Let ŵe get this out of the ǁaǇ fiƌst. We Tƌolls thiŶk of huŵaŶs as food. MǇ ǁife ŵight eŶd up ĐalŵlǇ 
eatiŶg huŵaŶs, foƌ all I kŶoǁ.͟ 

 

To Osk, it would be fine if she only ate unnecessary humans. However, he did not say that. 

 



͞Is that so. TheŶ ďƌiŶg Ǉouƌ Đhild ďaĐk ďefoƌe he kŶoǁs the taste of ŵaŶflesh. If ǁe tƌaiŶ hiŵ up ŵoƌe 
iŶteŶsiǀelǇ, he͛ll suƌelǇ ďe stƌoŶgeƌ thaŶ Ǉou aƌe Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 

The Martial Lord crinkled his face with a smile. 

 

͞Well, that ǁould ďe iŶteƌestiŶg. Alƌight, I ǁill ĐoŶsideƌ that seƌiouslǇ.͟ 

 

*** 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ, ĐaŶ Ǉou ƌeallǇ ǁiŶ this?͟ 

 

AiŶz ƌeplied to AiŶzaĐh͛s ƋuestioŶ ǁith the aŶsǁeƌ he had giǀeŶ ĐouŶtless tiŵes: 
 

͞It͛ll ďe fiŶe.͟ 

 

A person who would take on a hopeless battle was either a true man of courage or an utter fool. This 

was not a random encounter; the battle had been decided from the planning phases. 

 

Ainz reviewed what he had learned in his mind. 

 

If the Martial Lord was only on the level of the Giant of the East, he would surely be able to win. That 

said, if he had the same strength as a warrior as Gazef, then after adding up his racial and job class levels, 

he would be a very tricky foe. 

 

However-- 

 

Well, it was a pretty despicable fighting method to begin with. I even asked Fluder for help after that. 

 

Ainz had the ability to completely negate weak attacks He did not think the Martial Lord would be able 

to breach that defense. Therefore, Ainz had disabled that particular ability. 

 

Victory was not assured for him. 

 

At that battlefield, Ainz had killed over 100,000 people with magic. In YGGDRASIL, the amount of 

experience points gained was reduced in accordance to the level difference between both parties, to a 

minimum of one point. In other words, he should have earned over 100,000 experience points. Coupled 

with the accumulated experience from before coming to this new world, he should have gotten enough 

to level up. However, Ainz did not feel that he had levelled up or seen any related phenomena. 

 

In other words, Ainz could not get any stronger, as he had expected. 

 

Still -- he could not be satisfied with that.  

 



If level 100 was the limit, then it could not be helped. However, he was then obliged to fully utilize the 

power of those 100 levels and refine his skills. If he believed he was the strongest and rested on his 

laurels, someone might someday surpass him. 

 

Ainz knew that he had a certain amount of strength from being a mage. The skills and abilities he had 

honed in YGGDRASIL were also effective here. However, he had not practiced his abilities as a vanguard 

in YGGDRASIL. 

 

I learned a lot from the battle with that woman. 

 

He felt nothing but gratitude for that woman, who had taught him how lacking he was as a frontline 

fighter. 

 

That battle had sparked the desire in Ainz to improve his close combat ability. Right now, Ainz was 

confident that in stats, skills and even tactics, he was the equivalent of a level 33 warrior. 

 

This battle with the Martial Lord would be the touchstone for that. Ainz eagerly looked forward to it. 

 

Ainz looked at his neck. 

 

He did not have the luxury of wearing that any more. During the encounter with the Workers, he did not 

feel that he had earned much experience or learned any techniques. Honestly speaking, it felt like a 

waste of effort. 

 

As he thought about that, Ainz recalled a more pressing problem. 

 

Ah~ JiƌĐŶiǀ is ǁatĐhiŶg this fight too, ƌight? WhǇ is he heƌe? He ǁasŶ͛t aƌouŶd ǁheŶ I Đaŵe to ĐheĐk just 
now. It looks like the illegal ďoƌdeƌ ĐƌossiŶg is goiŶg to ďe eǆposed… Well, I guess I ĐaŶ just apologise foƌ 
it. If he ŵakes a ďig deal of it, I͛ll just ask hiŵ if he got the KiŶgdoŵ͛s peƌŵissioŶ ǁheŶ he Đaŵe to 
NazaƌiĐk aŶd ďe doŶe ǁith it… I should pƌoďaďlǇ go up aŶd saǇ hello to hiŵ. I guess not greeting him will 

ruin my image in his eyes. 

 

͞Youƌ, Youƌ MajestǇ, it͛s aďout tiŵe to eŶteƌ,͟ the ŵaŶ fƌoŵ the aƌeŶa said as he eŶteƌed the ƌooŵ to 
notify Ainz. 

 

TheǇ had ŵet seǀeƌal tiŵes, ďut he fƌoze up eǀeƌǇ tiŵe he saǁ AiŶz͛s tƌue faĐe. 
 

Should I fight while masked? He considered that, but he had gained permission to make a speech after 

beating the Martial Lord. For all he knew, there might be people in the audience who wanted to become 

adventurers in the Sorcerous Kingdom. With that in mind, it would be better not to engage in any 

deceptions. 

 

All he could do was trust in his choices. 

 



Ainz slowly stepped forward. 

 

Normally speaking, the higher-ranked person ought to enter later. However, Ainz was the challenger in 

this arena, and was thus the lower-ranking one. Thus, he was obliged to enter first. Of course, Ainz saw 

it as natural and did not question it. 

 

Ainz smiled to the very worried-looking Ainzach. 

 

It seemed strange that he was more worried than the one who was about to go into battle himself. 

 

͞--DoŶ͛t ŵake ŵe ƌepeat ŵǇself, AiŶzaĐh. I ǁill Ŷot lose.͟ 

 

After greeting Jircniv, Ainz returned to the arena. 

 

He had promised not to use magic during the fight, but the fight had not started yet. Surely his 

opponent would not quibble over something like that. 

 

He didŶ͛t seeŵ too aŶgƌǇ despite the faĐt that I Đƌossed the ďoƌdeƌ illegallǇ. Is he goiŶg to ĐoŵplaiŶ 
afterwards? Or did he think I entered normally? If that was the case, they might end up hosting some 

sort of welcome for me, or mayďe I͛ŵ ďeiŶg too self-ĐoŶsĐious… Will he ďe ŵad ďeĐause I diƌeĐtlǇ 
addressed him as Jircniv? 

 

Ainz mocked his thoughts, and then turned his eyes toward the entrance which faced him. 

 

The Martial Lord had not showed up yet. 

 

Then... 

 

Ainz looked around at the audience in the arena. 

 

A shocked silence ruled the scene. Even the slightest movement was clearly audible. 

 

Well, it ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped… No, Ǉou people oǀeƌ theƌe, this is Ŷot a ŵask. 
 

Ainz felt his smooth and shiny face. Now he understood. Anyone who could look at this face 

nonchalantly must be quite brave. 

 

Because of this,my popularity will increase once I get the audience fired up. 

 

While his objective was not to boost his popularity, it was better to have it than not. Plus, if it ended up 

raising the general opinion of all undead, it would probably improve their opinion of the Sorcerous 

Kingdom, which controlled many undead. 

 

Ainz gripped the staff in his hand. 



 

As a puƌe ŵagiĐ Đasteƌ, AiŶz͛s seleĐtioŶ iŶ ǁeapoŶs ǁas ǀeƌǇ liŵited, laƌgelǇ staǀes, daggers and the like. 

This time round, he had selected a staff used for physical attacks. It was a weapon he had made as a 

prototype in YGGDRASIL, but which had ended up not being used. Since it was something he had used a 

long time ago, it was not very strong. Ainz as he was now could probably make a better weapon. 

 

That said, Ainz had not made such preparations. 

 

After considering the difference in strength between himself and the Martial Lord, Ainz had decided to 

fight him with his present weapon, and see how it turned out. 

 

This was the ultimate in foolishness to the YGGDRASIL player Suzuki Satoru, an unforgivable lapse of 

ĐaƌelessŶess. If his fƌieŶds ǁeƌe ŶeaƌďǇ, theǇ ŵight ƌeďuke hiŵ ǁith a ͞That ǁoŶ͛t do~͟  
 

However, he had already learned of all the Martial Loƌd͛s ŵagiĐ iteŵs fƌoŵ Fludeƌ. Thus, he had to 
subject himself to these unfavorable circumstances in order to use this as training. 

 

He did not want to show them a one-sided slaughteƌ. AiŶz͛s oďjeĐtiǀe ǁas aŶ oǀeƌǁhelŵiŶg ǀiĐtoƌǇ of 
just the right amount. 

 

͞Ladies aŶd geŶtleŵeŶ! Fƌoŵ the Ŷoƌth eŶtƌaŶĐe! The! Maƌtial! Loƌd!͟ 

 

UŶlike hoǁ theǇ had tƌeated hiŵ eaƌlieƌ, the eŶtiƌe aƌeŶa eƌupted iŶ ĐheeƌiŶg. AiŶz Đould heaƌ JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s 
voice from the VIP room where he had shown his face earlier. The man was screaming as though to 

break his throat.  

 

...He sounds pretty excited. Does Jircniv really like the Martial Lord that much? The king of the ring 

seems to be an idol of sorts, so this should be a normal reaction, right? It was the same in YGGDRASIL -- 

the strong fighters in PVP matches were very popular with the spectators. 

 

As he reminisced about his YGGDRASIL days, Ainz began to pity Jircniv a little. 

 

He͛ll ďe shoĐked ǁheŶ I ǁiŶ. Like a ĐlieŶt ǁhose spoƌts teaŵ lost... 
 

It weighed on his heart, but he could not throw the match. 

 

A massive shadow appeared from the opposite entrance. 

 

The cheering he thought could not get any louder went up another level, and now it sounded like an 

explosion. 

 

In all honesty, he wanted a part of that cheering for himself, but he would simply have to win it through 

his own strength. 

 



In YGGDRASIL, the voices of the supporters would slowly turn toward the challenger if they did well. In 

other words, if Ainz fought well against the Martial Lord, more and more people would start to support 

Ainz. 

 

So it seems conditions like these where I hardly have any support are pretty good for advertising myself, 

no? 

 

He could slowly see the form of the Martial Lord. 

 

He wore a suit of full plate armor, and carried a gigantic club. 

 

As he beheld this ǁalkiŶg foƌtƌess ďefoƌe hiŵ, AiŶz͛s eǇes -- the flickering red flames within the empty 

orbits of his skull -- narrowed into points. 

 

Hŵ… He looks aďout the saŵe as the desĐƌiptioŶ. That ďeiŶg the Đase -- Ŷo, that ǁould ďe ƌeĐkless. I͛d 
better be careful. 

 

According to the information Fluder had supplied, he did not possess any particularly lethal equipment. 

 

However, in YGGDRASIL, some people would prepare a set of identical-looking gear, equipped with 

completely different data crystals. In PVP matches, small tricks like that improved the chances of victory. 

Although ďaĐkup geaƌ ǁas tǇpiĐallǇ ǁeakeƌ thaŶ oŶe͛s ŵaiŶ paŶoplǇ, ďeiŶg aďle to suƌpƌise a foe had 
effects beyond mere data values. 

 

He could not guarantee that the Martial Lord would not do that. 

 

Taking that into consideration. Ainz continued studying the Martial Lord. 

 

He had heaƌd of hiŵ ďefoƌe, ďut seeiŶg the ƌeal thiŶg ŵade hiŵ thiŶk, ͞No ǁoŶdeƌ͟. That ǁas pƌoďaďlǇ 
ǁhat theǇ ŵeaŶt ďǇ the saǇiŶg ͞seeiŶg is ďelieǀiŶg͟. Fƌoŵ ǁhat Fludeƌ had told him, the creature under 

that armor looked very similar to the War Troll he had turned into a zombie, but the Martial Lord had a 

completely different air around him. 

 

One could say it was the difference between a domesticated pig and a wild boar. 

 

͞This is… iŶteƌestiŶg… IŶteƌestiŶg?͟ 

 

Ainz furrowed his eyebrows at his own excitement. He felt the same way as he did then; that this was 

going to be a good fight. Perhaps he was becoming a battle maniac, given the way he relished combat. 

 

That was not a good sign. 

 

The distance between them shrank. His opponent was the first to speak. 

 



͞I aŵ the Waƌ Tƌoll Go GiŶ, kŶoǁŶ as the Maƌtial Loƌd.͟ 

 

͞I aŵ --͟ heƌe AiŶz puffed out his Đhest. ͞The “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ, aŶ uŶdead ďeiŶg of the 
highest order, an Oǀeƌloƌd.͟ 

 

͞Is that so. TheŶ let us fight ǁith all ouƌ stƌeŶgth.͟ 

 

͞...OǇa?͟ 

 

AInz was quite surprised. 

 

There were two things about which he was dubious, and he decided to start with the bigger one. 

 

͞AƌeŶ͛t Ǉou goiŶg to ŵake fuŶ of ŵǇ Ŷaŵe?͟ 

 

͞WhǇ?͟ 

 

͞You͛ƌe askiŶg ǁhǇ…?͟ 

 

Ainz tilted his head at the counter-question. That was how it had gone back then. 

 

͞I seeŵ to ƌeĐall loŶg Ŷaŵes aƌe soŵethiŶg to Ǉou…?͟ 

 

͞I see. It ǁould seeŵ Ǉou do uŶdeƌstaŶd ŵǇ speĐies ǁell, Youƌ MajestǇ. IŶdeed, ŵǇ speĐies ĐoŶsideƌs 

those with short names to be strong. However, I have lived in this country for many years. During that 

time, I have learned that humans take long names. Thus, I will not make fun of such things. In addition, I 

sense that you are quite proud of that name, Your Majesty. Insulting the names of the strong is 

shaŵeful foƌ a ǁaƌƌioƌ.͟ 

 

͞Is that so… It ǁould seeŵ I Ŷeed to ƌeǀise ŵǇ opiŶioŶ of Waƌ Tƌolls Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 

͞Fuhahahaha. No Ŷeed foƌ that. I aŵ ŵeƌelǇ aŶ outlieƌ. IŶ additioŶ, diffeƌeŶt speĐies haǀe ŵeŵďeƌs ǁith 

diffeƌeŶt opiŶioŶs. That is all.͟ 

 

͞...Hahahaha! IŶdeed. I like Ǉou, Maƌtial Loƌd… If I ǁiŶ, hoǁ aďout I keep Ǉou?͟ 

 

Ainz extended his right hand. 

 

Although it had been rejected back then, the present circumstances were different. The Martial Lord 

considered the matter, and replied:  

 

͞...Alƌight. If I lose, I ǁill ďeĐoŵe Ǉouƌ suďoƌdiŶate. AŶd if I ǁiŶ?͟ 

 

͞Well, that is a tƌouďliŶg ƋuestioŶ. What do Ǉou ǁaŶt? Naŵe Ǉouƌ desiƌe.͟ 



 

͞...TheŶ I ǁill haǀe Ǉou, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

͞...Hah?͟ 

 

͞To date, I haǀe Ŷot eŶĐountered anyone worth killing for a meal. But if I can eat you, who are stronger 

thaŶ ŵe, I ǁill oďtaiŶ Ǉouƌ poǁeƌs, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

Ainz calmed down a little. He had heard a lecture from a guildmate about the culture of cannibals. 

Although they ate people, the motive behind that was the same as the Martial Lord, to obtain the power 

of the eŶeŵǇ͛s soul. Theƌe ǁeƌe also otheƌ ƌeasoŶs foƌ that, like seǆual fetishes aŶd so oŶ. 
 

At least it͛s Ŷot a seǆual thiŶg. I ǁouldŶ͛t lose fƌoŵ that, ďut it ǁould feel ƌeally gross if someone were 

looking at me in that way during a fight. 

 

͞Alƌight. Afteƌ all, the ƌight of life aŶd death ƌests iŶ the haŶds of the ǀiĐtoƌ. “o eǀeŶ if I kill Ǉou, Ǉou 
ŵust Ŷot ƌejeĐt the ƌesuƌƌeĐtioŶ.͟ 

 

Ainz stepped forward. The Martial King took a stance in an instant, but he immediately relaxed. 

 

Ainz advanced with his right hand extended. The Martial Lord returned the gesture, extending his own 

massive right hand. 

 

This was less a handshake than the Martial Lord swallowing up his hand. A great cheer rose from the 

audience. 

 

͞TheŶ, I haǀe aŶotheƌ ƋuestioŶ. WhǇ do Ǉou addƌess ŵe ƌespeĐtfullǇ?͟ 

 

The Maƌtial Loƌd͛s attitude ǁas Ŷot like a ƌeigŶiŶg ĐhaŵpioŶ gƌeetiŶg a ĐhalleŶgeƌ. 
 

͞It is oŶlǇ seŶsiďle to addƌess the stƌoŶg ǁith ƌespeĐt.͟ 

 

͞I see… Alƌight, I uŶdeƌstaŶd. That͛s all the ƋuestioŶs I haǀe. Let͛s staƌt. Hoǁ faƌ apaƌt should ǁe ďe? 
Like the distance just now -- aďout teŶ ŵeteƌs oƌ so? I ǁill stƌiǀe to aďide ďǇ the ƌules of this aƌeŶa.͟ 

 

͞Theƌe aƌe Ŷo ƌules foƌ distaŶĐe, ďut it doesŶ͛t ŵatteƌ. You͛ll sooŶ ďe ǁithiŶ stƌikiŶg distaŶĐe.͟ 

 

͞This is a haŶdiĐap, a haŶdiĐap.͟ 

 

The Martial Lord did not speak, but nodded to show he understood. 

 

His face could not be seen, but his breathing and actions were very calm. 

 

Had he seen through the taunt, or was that not enough to upset him? 



 

Ainz mentally clicked his tongue. 

 

What a troublesome foe. If his emotions were vulnerable, he could play on that, but one could not look 

down on a vigilant foe, even if they were lower in level. 

 

The Martial Lord turned his back to Ainz, and walked away. 

 

He turned back again after travelling about ten meters. 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁe͛ll staƌt ǁheŶ the ďell goes, Youƌ MajestǇ.͟ 

 

͞‘ight… saǇ, Maƌtial Loƌd, I͛ǀe fought Ǉouƌ kiŶd ďefoƌe, ďut haǀe Ǉou fought ŵǇ kiŶd ďefoƌe?͟ 

 

͞Oǀeƌloƌds? No, I haǀe Ŷot. I͛ǀe Ŷeǀeƌ heaƌd of that uŶdead… speĐies.͟ 

 

͞Is that so… Well, that͛s tƌue. If Ǉou ŵet aŶǇoŶe of ŵǇ kiŶd, Ǉou ǁouldŶ͛t ďe aliǀe to staŶd heƌe. 
Overlords are the highest-ƌaŶkiŶg uŶdead… TheŶ, haǀe Ǉou fought aŶǇ uŶdead ďefoƌe?͟ 

 

͞No, I͛ǀe Ŷeǀeƌ fought the uŶdead. Afteƌ all, the uŶdead theǇ ďƌiŶg heƌe aƌe oďǀiouslǇ Ŷo ŵatĐh foƌ ŵe.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ… TheŶ I ĐaŶ͛t saǇ ͚doŶ͛t thiŶk I͛ŵ like the otheƌ uŶdead Ǉou͛ǀe fought. I͛ŵ dozeŶs of tiŵes 
ŵoƌe poǁeƌful thaŶ aŶ Eldeƌ LiĐh... What a shaŵe.͟ 

 

The Martial Lord chuckled. 

 

Ainz shrugged, and raised his staff like a greatsword. Ainzach should be watching from behind, but he 

had not shown him his fighting stance as Momon, so it should be fine. 

 

The Martial Lord raised his gigantic club as well. 

 

The bell went off. 

 

In that instant, Ainz was swallowed up by an enormous black shadow. 

 

Cheh, he͛s fast! 
 

That was the shadow of a club swinging down. 

 

Block the strike with the staff -- Ainz wanted to do that, but immediately abandoned the notion. While 

he did not know enough about the enemy, the best thing to do in the face of a big move -- one which 

was highly damaging -- was to dodge. 

 

Then, not caring if he lost his balance, Ainz threw himself into evasion. 



 

Ainz managed to dodge by the skin of his teeth. The club slammed into the ground, releasing a 

thunderous impact that even produced an echo. The smoke and dust it produced gusted up like an 

explosion. 

 

Worried about any follow-up strikes, Ainz fell back a few more paces. 

 

After the dust cleared, the shadow of the Martial Lord, club in hand, appeared from within it. 

 

A great cry rose up from the arena. 

 

Was it a ŵaƌtial aƌt? “till… this is pƌettǇ eǆĐitiŶg. 
 

He Đould ĐleaƌlǇ heaƌ JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s shoutiŶg his suppoƌt aŵidst the eaƌ-splittiŶg Đheeƌs. ͞Get hiŵ! He͛s ƌight 

theƌe!͟ aŶd otheƌ suĐh Đhildish Đƌies. 
 

Ainz could not help but chuckle as he heard these cries from Jircniv, which were completely unlike him. 

He could not have imagined him acting like that from all the times he had spied on him in the Imperial 

City. 

 

...He͛s aŶ uŶeǆpeĐtedlǇ iŶteƌestiŶg Đhap... 
 

AiŶz͛s opiŶioŶ of JiƌĐŶiǀ ƌapidlǇ ƌose. At fiƌst, he ďelieǀed that he ǁas a peƌfeĐt ŵaŶ ǁith the aiƌ of aŶ 
Emperor. However, now that he saw how passionate he was about the match, he felt that he could get 

aloŶg eǀeŶ ďetteƌ ǁith hiŵ. AiŶz͛s heaƌt filled ǁith a seŶse of ĐloseŶess. 
 

Then, Ainz returned his attention to the Martial Lord. 

 

The Martial Lord was pointing that giant club of his toward him, implying that he would be intercepted if 

he came close and pursued if he backed off. It was a stance well-suited to piŶŶiŶg doǁŶ oŶe͛s 
opponents. 

 

It ǁas a defeŶsiǀe staŶĐe that ŵade full use of his ǁeapoŶ͛s leŶgth, pƌaĐtiĐallǇ tuƌŶiŶg it iŶto a shield. 
 

In all honesty, Ainz had no clue how to break this stance of his. 

 

This… ŵight ďe tƌouďlesoŵe. It ǁould seeŵ ďeiŶg uŶaďle to use ŵagiĐ agaiŶst aŶ eǀeŶlǇ-matched 

opponent is quite difficult. Well, I am a magic caster, after all... 

 

That being the case , there was only one thing he could do. 

 

͞Well? AƌeŶ͛t Ǉou ĐoŵiŶg? Oƌ ǁill Ǉou Đoǁeƌ theƌe like a tuƌtle?͟ 

 



͞Youƌ MajestǇ, I ǁill Ŷot let ŵǇ guaƌd doǁŶ. EǀeŶ though the ƌules keep Ǉou fƌoŵ usiŶg ŵagiĐ, the faĐt 
that Ǉou Đould dodge that stƌike ĐaŶŶot ďe takeŶ lightlǇ.͟ 

 

͞“o, Ǉou ǁaŶt ŵe to take the offeŶsiǀe? IŶ that Đase, would you mind moving that club of yours aside? 

It͛s kiŶd of iŶ the ǁaǇ aŶd ŵakes it haƌd to attaĐk.͟ 

 

The Maƌtial Loƌd did Ŷot aŶsǁeƌ. His keeŶ gaze ƌeŵaiŶed affiǆed oŶ AiŶz thƌough the slits of his helŵet͛s 
visor. 

 

͞Well theŶ… IŶ that Đase, alloǁ ŵe.͟ 

 

Ainz forcefully swung his staff at the tip of the club. The club forcefully struck the ground, as the Martial 

Loƌd gƌuŶted ͞Ggh!͟ 

 

The iŵpaĐt should haǀe ďeeŶ tƌaŶsŵitted iŶto the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s haŶds aŶd Ŷuŵďed theŵ. IŶ ĐoŶtƌast, 
Ainz had no such biological functions. 

 

IŶ aŶ iŶstaŶt, AiŶz Đhaƌged iŶto the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s attaĐk ƌaŶge. 
 

AiŶz seŶt a ŵeŶtal ĐoŵŵaŶd to his staff, aŶd flaŵes ďilloǁed fƌoŵ it. That said, ͞ďilloǁiŶg flaŵes͟ 
simply meant a layer of fire that surrounded the staff. The flames did not constitute an attack in 

theŵselǀes. Hoǁeǀeƌ, AiŶz seŶsed the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s atteŶtioŶ shiftiŶg fƌoŵ hiŵself to the staff. 
 

That͛s ƌight. You Tƌolls haǀe ƌegeŶeƌatiǀe poǁeƌs. Thus, it͛s peƌfeĐtlǇ ƌatioŶal to ďe ŵiŶdful of ǁeapoŶs 
that negate your regeneration, such as those which can inflict fire or acid damage. However, that is a 

fatal mistake. 

 

AiŶz touĐhed the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s aƌŵoƌ ǁith his eŵptǇ left haŶd. IŶ that ŵoŵeŶt, the Maƌtial Loƌd 
shuddered like he had been electrocuted, making him swing his club without thinking. 

 

͞Kuh!͟ 

 

Ainz failed to dodge, and the sounds of cracking came from his body as he was smashed into the 

distance. Since he had disabled his High-Tier Physical Immunity and he was weak to bludgeoning attacks, 

that stƌike did a lot of daŵage. AiŶz͛s ďodǇ fleǁ seǀeƌal meters, no, over 10 meters through the air, like 

a ball struck by a bat.  

 

Then, he hit the ground, tumbling head over heels several times. 

 

Thunderous cheering erupted from the crowd. 

 

Ainz heard Jircniv shouting in delight as he rolled across the ground, and the surge in goodwill he had 

toward the man dropped swiftly. 

 



Daŵŵit, ǁe͛ƌe allied ĐouŶtƌies, aƌeŶ͛t ǁe? “houldŶ͛t Ǉou ďe a ďit ŵoƌe ĐoŶĐeƌŶed aďout the faĐt that aŶ 
allǇ͛s kiŶg is doǁŶ oŶ the gƌouŶd, huh? 

 

Though he had taken damage, Ainz no longer felt pain, and he peered at the Martial Lord from where he 

was on the ground. 

 

There was no follow-up attack. 

 

The sounds of cheering gradually died down, replaced by a sense of disquiet that covered the entire 

arena. Why had the Martial Lord not pressed the attack? No, why was the Martial Lord bending over? 

What ǁas sloǁiŶg doǁŶ the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ŵoǀeŵeŶts. 
 

Ainz gracefully rose to his feet, dusting himself off. He did not seem at all bothered at being sent flying. 

 

IŶ ĐoŶtƌast, the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ŵoǀeŵeŶts were extremely sluggish. 

 

Ainz chuckled. 

 

This was the best way the show could have gone. 

 

Ainz returned to his original position, amidst a cacophony of noise. The Martial Lord asked in doubt: 

 

͞Wh-ǁhat is this? PoisoŶ… Ŷo, ǁhat is this?͟ 

 

͞I did Ŷot ďƌeak the ƌules. This is a pƌopeƌ ĐoŶtest. That said, this is faƌ ďeǇoŶd the ǁoƌd ͚poisoŶ͛. MǇ 
touĐh ĐaŶ iŶfuse Ŷegatiǀe eŶeƌgǇ iŶto aŶ oppoŶeŶt͛s ďodǇ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, a Tƌoll͛s ƌegeŶeƌatioŶ should ďe 
aďle to heal that.͟ 

 

Ainz made the same gesture he used when touching the Martial Lord, opening and closing his fingers. 

 

͞Hoǁeǀeƌ, I haǀe aŶotheƌ aďilitǇ iŶ additioŶ to that. I ĐaŶ iŶfliĐt phǇsiĐal aďilitǇ daŵage ďǇ touĐh. Thus, 
Ǉouƌ stƌeŶgth aŶd deǆteƌitǇ haǀe ďeeŶ ƌeduĐed. I doŶ͛t thiŶk Ǉou ĐaŶ heal that, ĐaŶ Ǉou?" 

 

From what Ainz knew, Trollish regeneration could only heal damage, but not the weakening of the body. 

 

͞IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, Maƌtial Loƌd, the ŵoƌe I touĐh Ǉou, the loǁeƌ Ǉouƌ stats ǁill ďeĐoŵe, uŶtil Ǉou eŶd up 
like a Đateƌpillaƌ.͟ 

 

Naturally, that was a lie. 

 

He could inflict ability penalties on a foe, that much was true, but even that had a limit. He could not 

reduce stats to zero. Of course, his opponent could not possibly know that. 

 



However, there were other undead with similar abilities, so he could not conclude that his opponent 

really did not know. He might have been bluffing about not fighting the undead, and he might know 

something related to them. 

 

That was why Ainz had openly stated the name of his species. 

 

Overlords are a very powerful species, and one which you know nothing about. Once he left that 

iŵpƌessioŶ iŶ the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ŵiŶd, he ǁould feel that AiŶz͛s poǁeƌ ǁas ŵǇsteƌious aŶd 
unfathomable. Ainz had mentioned that he was of the highest order and whatnot to further reinforce 

that sense of unease. 

 

The most important thing was that he had given an unnecessary explanation to the Martial Lord. That 

too was to confuse him with false information. 

 

--Broadly speaking, all warfare is based on deception. 

 

Ainz calmly studied the Martial Lord, who did not seem to be recovering from his ability penalties. 

 

This was to see if the Martial Lord was trying to bluff with his actions. 

 

He might have the ability to recover from his ability penalties but chose not to use it, in order to create a 

fatal flaǁ iŶ AiŶz͛s defeŶse. He ŵight also haǀe a taleŶt, oƌ soŵe otheƌ hiddeŶ aďilitǇ ǁhiĐh AiŶz kŶeǁ 
nothing about. 

 

OŶe Đould oŶlǇ tƌaŵple oŶe͛s foe iŶ aŶ opeŶ fight ǁheŶ theƌe ǁas aŶ oǀeƌǁhelŵiŶg diffeƌeŶĐe iŶ 
strength. 

 

͞...The aďilitǇ peŶalties I iŶfliĐt ǁoŶ͛t heal ǁith tiŵe, Ǉou kŶoǁ. I ǁill shaǀe aǁaǇ at Ǉouƌ phǇsiĐal stats 
ďit ďǇ ďit, uŶtil I deliǀeƌ the fiŶal ďloǁ ǁith this staff, uŶdeƌstood? Well, if Ǉou do, theŶ let͛s ĐoŶtiŶue.͟ 

 

Ainz stepped forward, and the Martial Lord slowly took a stance. 

 

He could Ŷot see the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s faĐe ďeĐause of his helŵet. Was he laughiŶg to hiŵself, oƌ ǁas he 
growing anxious? 

 

The latter, I hope... 

 

Ainz moved his left hand, the one which was not holding his staff. The Martial Lord shifted in response. 

It would seem he was very wary of it. 

 

The Martial Lord must be thinking that all he needed to do was worry about the left hand. 

 

That ǁas it. DuƌiŶg AiŶz͛s eǆpeƌiŵeŶts, he fouŶd that he Đould iŶitiate touĐh attaĐks ǁith aŶǇ paƌt of his 
body. If he felt like it, he could even use a headbutt to do so. 



 

As Ainz got closer, the Martial Lord backed away from him. 

 

Ainz laughed coldly. 

 

From their movements, it was readily apparent to the audience who had the advantage here. 

 

Do you know what the difference between us is, Martial Lord? Indeed, you might be better than me as a 

warrior. But there is something which decisively sets us apart. 

 

The biggest difference between himself and the Martial Lord was that of their HP. 

 

Ainz had the health of a level 100 character. Even if both parties abandoned defense and engaged in a 

slugging match, Ainz would emerge victorious. 

 

However, the problem lay in martial arts, those attacks which Ainz did not know about. 

 

͞I laid doǁŶ aŶotheƌ ƌestƌiĐtioŶ oŶ ŵǇself ďesides Ŷot usiŶg ŵagiĐ. That would concern magic items. I 

did not use magic items during this bout with you -- in other words, an equipment restriction. Still, this is 

thoƌoughlǇ ďeŶefiĐial to ŵe.͟ 

 

Ainz possessed numerous magic items from his time in YGGDRASIL. Each and every one of them was a 

peerless treasure in this world. Thus, if Ainz had used those, he could have easily won his battle with the 

Martial Lord. However, Ainz did not feel that was the proper way to fight.  

 

Therefore, Ainz was equipped with low-tier items. 

 

͞I haǀe ƌestricted myself to using weapons which someone of your level can wield. On the other hand, I 

feel this is aŶ eǆĐelleŶt oppoƌtuŶitǇ to test out a Ŷeǁ aĐƋuisitioŶ.͟ 

 

Ainz plunged his staff into the ground and withdrew two of the four stilettos sheathed at his waist. He 

gripped them tightly. 

 

͞Let͛s test these ǁeapoŶs I ďoƌƌoǁed fƌoŵ MoŵoŶ.͟ 

 

The Maƌtial Loƌd pƌoďaďlǇ did Ŷot uŶdeƌstaŶd AiŶz͛s ďlatheƌiŶg. AiŶz had Ŷo iŶteŶtioŶ of eŶlighteŶiŶg 
him. He was simply talking to himself. 

 

͞TheŶ -- heƌe I Đoŵe.͟ 

 

Ainz could not imitate that bizarre stance -- that strange crouching start. However, after practice, he had 

learned to run in a similar way. He shot out like a loosed arrow, toward the Martial Lord. 

 



The distance was very short. Still, even in the brief openiŶg ďefoƌe his oppoŶeŶt͛s attaĐk, the Maƌtial 
Loƌd͛s Đluď sǁept aĐƌoss at hiŵ. The ďloǁ ǁas sloǁed ďeĐause his stƌeŶgth had ďeeŶ sapped ďǇ aďilitǇ 
penalties, but it was a strike that should have connected. 

 

Ainz could not execute a magnificent dodge like that woman. However, Ainz could do something which 

that woman could not. 

 

He ƌeleased his aďilitǇ, aŶd the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ŵoǀeŵeŶts halted foƌ a ŵoŵeŶt. 
 

Ainz closed the gap between them and thrust his stiletto, aiming for the shoulder. That full-power strike, 

boosted by his running speed, shot out like an arrow. 

 

WheŶ she had hit hiŵ ďaĐk theŶ, she ŵaŶaged to daŵage AiŶz͛s ŵagiĐallǇ-created armor, which was 

harder than adamantite. This strike was on the same level as that, and the stiletto pierced the Martial 

Loƌd͛s aƌŵoƌ aŶd hide, peŶetƌatiŶg the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ďodǇ. 
 

--However, in that moment-- 

 

͞[‘eiŶfoƌĐe Hide], [Gƌeateƌ ‘eiŶfoƌĐe Hide]!͟ 

 

The Martial Lord activated his martial arts. 

 

It was as though he had released something from within his body which pushed back the tip of the 

stiletto. 

 

The staƌtliŶg thiŶg ǁas that AiŶz͛s full-strength hit only inflicted a tiny amount -- a sĐƌatĐh͛s ǁoƌth -- of 

damage. With Trollish regeneration, that sort of damage would heal within seconds. 

 

The Martial Lord must have felt reassured by this. The club swinging toward Ainz was still very fast, and 

he had oŶlǇ takeŶ a sĐƌatĐh fƌoŵ AiŶz͛s all-out attack. One could say that victory was at hand for the 

Martial Lord. 

 

However, that would be a very foolish thing to say. 

 

͞--AĐtiǀate.͟ 

 

͞Goh! Goǁaaaaaaaaah͟ 

 

He released the spell, channelling the [Fireball] which Fluder had cast into the weapon into the place 

where he had stabbed the Martial Lord and burning his body from within. He thought of plunging his 

other stiletto into the opposite shoulder, but he was not strong enough, and the armor deflected it. 

 

As Ainz thought of targeting a chink in his armor, Ainz sensed movement from the Martial Lord and 

dashed to the side without looking. 



 

A gale blew from behind him. It must have been the wind pressure from that club. 

 

After fleeing for about 10 meters, Ainz turned back. 

 

The Martial Lord was grabbing at his shoulder with the arm holding his club. His other arm dangled 

ďeŶeath hiŵ, pƌoďaďlǇ iŵŵoďile. Fludeƌ͛s spell ǁas a little too strong. Perhaps he should have asked a 

weaker magic caster to infuse it with magic. 

 

After realising the Martial Lord was in dire straits, the crowd wailed in sympathy. 

 

Ainz looked around the arena. 

 

No matter where he looked, he could not see anyone cheering for him. 

 

Hoǁ stƌaŶge… IŶ YGGD‘A“IL, it ǁouldŶ͛t ďe uŶusual foƌ soŵeoŶe to staƌt ĐheeƌiŶg foƌ ŵe aƌouŶd Ŷoǁ… 
I guess away matches are hard. 

 

͞It ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped. I guess I͛ll haǀe to aďaŶdoŶ the plaŶ of seiziŶg the audieŶĐe͛s heaƌt. Noǁ then, 

Maƌtial Loƌd… tiŵe to die.͟ 

 

Ainz sheathed the stiletto whose charge was expended and drew another one. This stiletto was imbued 

with a 3rd-tier acid-element attack spell. He had prepared this in case the Martial Lord had rendered 

himself immune to fire damage. 

 

Granted, the Martial Lord looked like he had been hurt by that fire-elemental spell, but that might have 

been an act. Regenerating monsters could not completely resist attacks which shut down their 

regeneration, but that was only for YGGDRASIL. 

 

For all he knew, it might be possible in this world.  

 

If that was the case, his plan was to kill him by activating his skill when the audience -- when everyone -- 

could see that victory had been decided. 

 

͞If Ǉou adŵit defeat Ŷoǁ… I͛ll eŶd thiŶgs heƌe.͟ 

 

͞No… Youƌ MajestǇ. Not… Ŷot Ǉet. I aŵ still the Maƌtial Loƌd. I aŵ still the kiŶg of this aƌeŶa. I ǁill ƌesist 
uŶtil I die.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, take off Ǉouƌ helŵet aŶd let ŵe see Ǉouƌ faĐe.͟ 

 

It was a surprising request, but the Martial Lord complied, and showed his face. 

 



Sweat beaded on his forehead, and his face was distorted, probably from the intense pain. Yet, there 

was great strength in his eyes. 

 

͞Those aƌe good eǇes. TheǇ ƌeŵiŶd ŵe of Gazef “tƌoŶoff.͟ 

 

͞ThaŶk Ǉou. BeiŶg pƌaised ďǇ a ŵightǇ ďeiŶg like Ǉouƌself fills ŵe ǁith joǇ.͟ 

 

͞...Tell ŵe. Do Ǉou haǀe aŶǇ ŵoǀes ǁhiĐh ĐaŶ ďeat ŵe? Do Ǉou haǀe aŶǇ ŵoǀes ǁhiĐh ĐaŶ tuƌŶ the 
tide?͟ 

 

͞--I do Ŷot. EǀeŶ so, I still ǁish to fight.͟ 

 

They were very honest words. 

 

Ainz felt ashamed of using so many bluffs in this fight. Then, there were all the abilities he had sealed off 

to make this a good match. 

 

Since his opponent was fighting in earnest, Ainz was obliged to respond with everything he was allowed 

to do. 

 

The Martial Lord, who had come straight at Ainz, seemed to shine in his eyes. 

 

͞What ǁould the GuaƌdiaŶs thiŶk of the light iŶ those eǇes…͟ 

 

Still, he knew that they would scorn any being that was not of Nazarick. If that was the case -- unease 

and loneliness filled Ainz. 

 

Ainz cast aside these emotions, and slowly raised his stilettos. 

 

The Martial Lord wiped off his sweat with his forearm, and put his helmet back on. 

 

͞--Coŵe at ŵe, Maƌtial Loƌd.͟ 

 

͞Gooohhhhhhh!͟ 

 

With a roar, his vast body pressed in on Ainz. 

 

He was faster than just now. Perhaps he had activated a martial art. 

 

That incredible speed and that immense body. The two of these synergized to produce an overwhelming 

sense of oppression that would freeze any foe in place. No, that would apply to normal people, but the 

undead were immune to such mental effects. 

 

Ainz calmly studied the Martial Lord. 



 

He was fast -- but that was it.  

 

His balance was off, probably because the shoulder pierced by the stiletto was unable to move. 

 

--Worse than that time. 

 

More importantly-- 

 

Do you know the truth behind how I sloǁed Ǉou doǁŶ? If Ǉou doŶ͛t kŶoǁ, it͛ll ďe oǀeƌ foƌ Ǉou, Ŷo? 

 

Ainz activated the same ability from just now. 

 

[Despair Aura I (Fear)] 

 

This ability had five effects. 

 

I was for Fear. 

II was for Panic. 

III was for Confusion. 

IV was for Insanity. 

V was for Instant Death. 

 

Fear referred to an abnormal status of being afraid, which inflicted a penalty to all actions. 

 

Panic was a more severe version of Fear, caused by stacking additional Fear effects on each other. 

Anyone afflicted by that status would want to flee the ability user at all costs -- in other words, they 

would be unable to take any combat-related actions against that person. 

 

Confusion was as the name suggested. Without any recovery measures, the target would be in a state of 

confusion. 

 

Insanity was an extremely annoying bad status condition, being a permanent version of Confusion. It 

could not be removed without magic from a third party. 

 

And it went without saying that Instant Death caused death. 

 

The effeĐts ĐhaŶged as oŶe͛s leǀel iŶĐƌeased. 

 

Ainz had used the Fear effect first, and then cancelled it almost instantly afterward. By doing so, there 

would be a moment where the actions one imagined did not match up to the actual actions taken, and 

thus the body would feel as if it had been paralyzed. 

 



However, the Martial Lord should have anticipated that this would happen if he tried a frontal attack. 

Even after his mind and body went out of sync, he still swung his club. 

 

Afteƌ faĐtoƌiŶg iŶ the ĐoŵďiŶed peŶalties AiŶz͛s touĐh aŶd the feaƌ status, eǀadiŶg the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s 
attaĐk should haǀe ďeeŶ Đhild͛s plaǇ. Hoǁeǀeƌ-- 

 

͞[“tƌoŶg “tƌike], [God “kill “iŶgle Flash]!͟ 

 

Ainz thought he saw a flash of light. 

 

In that instant, intense pain -- immediately suppressed to tolerable levels -- and a floating sensation 

filled him. 

 

͞[Floǁ AĐĐeleƌatioŶ]!͟ 

 

A dull impact came from above, followed by a burst of pain in the next moment. 

 

Although he was briefly confused by the situation, Ainz quickly came to his senses. 

 

This was probably a two-hit combo. The first part launched Ainz into the air, while the second smashed 

him down into the ground. 

 

If he was Suzuki Satoru, he might not have been able to grasp the situation and fallen into confusion. 

However, Ainz Ooal Gown was immune to such bad statuses. 

 

Ainz knew that he was down on the ground, and that the club was coming down on him. 

 

͞Cheh!͟ 

 

Ainz flipped away just as the club struck. Perhaps it was because of a martial art, but the impact flowed 

thƌough the gƌouŶd aŶd iŶto AiŶz͛s ďodǇ. 
 

However, this did not deal any additional damage. 

 

As Ainz leapt, the club that buried itself in the ground sprang up. That move, like dredging up something 

fƌoŵ the depths, seeŵed to saǇ ͞I͛ll fiŶish Ǉou ǁith this͟. 
 

Ainz made a split-second decision to block the strike ǁith his stiletto, aŶd AiŶz͛s ďodǇ sailed thƌough the 
aiƌ oŶĐe ŵoƌe. The audieŶĐe͛s Đheeƌs ƌaŶg thƌough the aƌeŶa, ďut the Maƌtial Loƌd ďitteƌlǇ Đuƌsed, 
͞Daŵŵit!͟ He had ďeeŶ hopiŶg to fiŶish off AiŶz ǁith that ĐoŵďiŶatioŶ attaĐk. 
 

After being knocked several meters through the air, Ainz tumbled a few times on the ground and then 

swiftly regained his stance as he muttered about himself. 

 



͞NothiŶg to tuƌŶ the tide? He tƌiĐked ŵe. PuŶitto Moe ǁould sĐold ŵe foƌ this.͟ 

 

Much like Ainz, the Martial Lord had saved his trump card -- his martial arts -- until the final moment. 

That proved he was a first-rate warrior. 

 

Ainz sheathed one of his stilettos, freeing up a hand. 

 

His arrogance and haste to seize victory had earned him a hard blow -- no, two of them. It was time to 

disĐaƌd his Ŷaiǀe thiŶkiŶg. He ǁould Đut his oppoŶeŶt͛s stats doǁŶ to size ďefoƌe eŶdiŶg thiŶgs. 
 

How noisy... 

 

The audieŶĐe͛s Đheeƌs ǁeƌe ƌeallǇ aŶŶoǇiŶg. TheǇ had just ďeeŶ ǁailiŶg, aŶd Ŷoǁ theǇ ǁeƌe ƌejoiĐiŶg. 
Especially-- 

 

--You, Jircniv! What the hell do Ǉou ŵeaŶ ďǇ ͞fiŶish hiŵ?!͟ Ah, seƌiouslǇ... 
 

Ainz moved slowly. He had not been severely injured, but he had been punished for his carelessness 

with pain, so he would not make that sort of mistake again. 

 

“till, I ƌeallǇ doŶ͛t get ŵaƌtial aƌts. These aƌe skills ǁhiĐh doŶ͛t eǆist iŶ YGGD‘A“IL… did soŵeoŶe 
deǀelop theŵ to ĐouŶteƌ YGGD‘A“IL plaǇeƌs? Oƌ aŵ I just tƌǇiŶg to foƌĐe a theoƌǇ heƌe…? HaŶg oŶ, that 
ŵaƌtial aƌt should haǀe ďeeŶ soŵethiŶg ǁhiĐh iŶĐƌeased attaĐk speed. He͛ll pƌoďaďlǇ tƌǇ that again, so 

I͛d ďetteƌ pƌepaƌe ŵǇ ďodǇ foƌ it, Ŷo? 

(TL Note: Once again Ainz seems to have misremembered a saying, to prepare your flesh to be cut and 

Ǉouƌ ďoŶes to ďe ďƌokeŶ. Of Đouƌse, he has Ŷo flesh…Ϳ 
 

AiŶz eŶteƌed the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ƌeaĐh, aŶd the Martial Lord swung down. Yet Ainz did not evade. 

 

He adǀaŶĐed, takiŶg the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s attaĐks. 
 

The pressure and pain filled him, but he could do this, given the huge difference in their HP. It was fine. 

In addition, his undead body immediately suppressed his pain, so he could bear agony which the living 

could not endure. 

 

IŶ this ǁaǇ, AiŶz touĐhed the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ďodǇ. HaǀiŶg just fiŶished aŶ attaĐk -- and being under the 

iŶflueŶĐe of the feaƌ status fƌoŵ AiŶz͛s auƌa -- it was quite difficult to evade it.  

 

TheŶ, he ŵaiŶtaiŶed ĐoŶtaĐt ǁith the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ďodǇ aŶd ĐiƌĐled aƌouŶd to his ďaĐk. Of Đouƌse, he 
was continuously infusing the ability-damaging negative energy through his armor. 

 

͞Uooooooooh!͟ 

 

This time, it was the Martial Lord who backed away from him, fatrolling along the ground. 



 

Ainz was puzzled over whether or not to pursue, but decided to stay still, in case of some hidden move. 

 

The Martial Lord ponderously raised his weapon. His breathing was ragged, and his imposing demeanor 

from when they had first met was gone. 

 

Ainz gripped his stilettos tightly. 

 

The preparations were complete. This would be the final strike. 

 

Perhaps he had sensed the change in the air, but the Martial Lord removed his helmet and cast it aside. 

 

As surprise began to fill Ainz, the Martial Lord shed the rest of his armor as well. While he was currently 

weakened, it did not seem to be at a level where he was unable to move due to the weight of his armor. 

 

However, after seeing the determination on the Martial Lord͛s faĐe, AiŶz uŶdeƌstood his plaŶ. 
 

I see. Armor protects against the stilettos, but it does nothing against ability penalties. He must feel 

Ƌuite thƌeateŶed ďǇ it, ǁhiĐh is ǁhǇ he͛s gaŵďliŶg oŶ his foe͛s HP ďeiŶg loǁ aŶd lighteŶiŶg the load oŶ 
his body, just so he can continue attacking. 

 

That was his final -- and also a very disadvantageous gamble. 

 

͞Tell ŵe… Aŵ I ǁeak?͟ 

 

͞What?͟ 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ has Ŷot ƌeǀealed a fƌaĐtioŶ of Ǉouƌ tƌue poǁeƌ uŶtil Ŷoǁ. EǀeŶ ǁithout the ŵightǇ ǁiŶgs 
of your magic, this is ĐleaƌlǇ Ŷot taǆiŶg Ǉou. Aŵ… Aŵ I ƌeallǇ that ǁeak?͟ 

 

Ainz closed his eyes in thought, and then he opened them again. 

 

͞Yes, Ǉou aƌe ǁeak.͟ 

 

͞...Is that so.͟ 

 

The arena fell silent. 

 

AiŶz͛s ǀoiĐe had Ŷot ƌeaĐhed theŵ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, the ǀiĐtoƌǇ ǁas alƌeadǇ deĐided in their eyes. 

 

͞DuƌiŶg this ďattle, I foƌďade ŵǇself the use of ŵaŶǇ ŵagiĐ iteŵs aŶd the use of all soƌts of aďilities.͟ 

 

͞Otheƌǁise, Ǉou ǁould haǀe eŶded this iŶ aŶ iŶstaŶt?͟ 

 



Ainz nodded in confirmation. 

 

͞Just so. Hoǁeǀeƌ, I kŶoǁ aďout Ǉou, so--͟ AiŶz shook his head. This was not meant to comfort him. 

͞Well, Ǉou just had a ďad oppoŶeŶt. If Ǉou aƌe the stƌoŶgest ŵaŶ iŶ the Eŵpiƌe… I ŵaǇ ǁell ďe the 
stƌoŶgest ŵaŶ iŶ the ǁoƌld.͟ 

 

͞I see… “till… I aŵ glad. KŶoǁiŶg that soŵeoŶe is ďetteƌ thaŶ ŵe is ǁhat dƌiǀes ŵe to iŵpƌoǀe.͟ 

 

͞I do uŶdeƌstaŶd that, to soŵe eǆteŶt.͟ 

 

There were some of his friends -- for instance, Touch Me -- whom he had never beaten in PVP. Even so, 

he looked back fondly on how he had pondered the ways to beat his tactics and equipment. 

 

Ainz smiled to the Martial Lord, and the Martial Lord smiled to Ainz. 

 

͞...TheŶ, ŵake Ǉouƌ ŵoǀe.͟ 

 

͞--Your Majesty, the Sorcerer King Ainz Ooal Gown. At the very end, please show me -- even if it is just a 

fraction -- of your true power. Allow me to eǆpeƌieŶĐe the zeŶith of ŵight!͟ 

 

The Martial Lord forcefully brandished his weapon. 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ… VeƌǇ ǁell. TheŶ I shall ƌeǀeal the piŶŶaĐle of poǁeƌ to Ǉou.͟ 

 

Ainz activated his skill, and strode forth. 

 

He eŶteƌed the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s attaĐk ƌaŶge. The Martial Lord swung down. 

 

It was completely different from the speed at which he had raised it. He might have used martial arts to 

accelerate it. Still, it was nothing compared to the speed before he had his abilities penalized. It was far 

too slow. 

 

The cluď sǁuŶg doǁŶ oŶ AiŶz͛s ďodǇ, ďut AiŶz paid it Ŷo heed. 
 

The attaĐk Đould Ŷo loŶgeƌ haƌŵ AiŶz͛s ďodǇ. 
 

Ainz walked through it, as though caressed by a gentle wind. 

 

He took blow after blow, but Ainz continued advancing, looking straight into the Martial Loƌd͛s eǇes. 
 

The Martial Lord smiled, as though giving up. Yet, he did not retreat. Ainz plunged his stiletto into the 

Maƌtial Loƌd͛s uŶƌesistiŶg Đhest, aŶd theŶ ƌeleased the spell iŵďued ǁithiŶ. 
 

 



*** 

 

 

AiŶz looked doǁŶ oŶ the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s Đoƌpse. 
 

And then, he activated a borrowed magic item. It was simply a loudspeaker. 

 

͞Heaƌ ŵe! People of the Eŵpiƌe! I aŵ the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg, AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ!͟ 

 

His voice seemed to echo with a high-pitched reverberation amidst the silence. Thus, Ainz decided to 

wrap this up quickly. 

 

͞I iŶteŶd to estaďlish a pƌogƌaŵ to tƌaiŶ aŶd ƌaise adǀeŶtuƌeƌs ǁithiŶ ŵǇ ĐouŶtƌǇ. This is ďeĐause I 
consider it advantageous for my country to both cultivate and protect adventurers, and send them 

travelling to various places in the world. Many adventurers must survive with their own resources. But 

hoǁ ŵaŶǇ haǀe ďeeŶ Đut doǁŶ ďefoƌe theǇ ƌeaĐhed theiƌ pƌiŵe?͟ 

 

Ainz recalled the adventurer team he had travelled with for a short time. 

 

͞...Theƌefoƌe, I iŶteŶd to iŶĐoƌpoƌate the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild into my nation. There are those who fear 

that theǇ ǁill lose theiƌ fƌeedoŵ aŶd ďe shaĐkled doǁŶ oŶĐe the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild ďeĐoŵes a ŶatioŶal 
organization. I cannot completely rule that out. However, like I have just shown, my strength is more 

than adequate. I do not intend to use you as tools for war. The Sorcerous Kingdom thirsts for those 

people who truly seek adventure! All you who wish to explore the unknown, who wish to understand 

the world and thus dream of becoming adventurers, come to me! I will help you stand on your own, 

ǁith the aid of poǁeƌ Ǉou ĐaŶŶot iŵagiŶe. Noǁ ďehold a fƌaĐtioŶ of that ŵight!͟ 

 

Ainz walked over to the Martial Lord. 

 

͞The Maƌtial Loƌd is dead! Who ǁill ǀeƌifǇ his death?͟ 

 

There was no answer. 

 

͞Death is the eŶd of eǀeƌǇthing. Yet -- as soŵe heƌe ŵight kŶoǁ, death ĐaŶ ďe fought off.͟ 

 

AiŶz ǁithdƌeǁ a ǁaŶd, aŶd poiŶted it at the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s Đhest. 
 

It would be terribly embarrassing if he did not come back to life. His nonexistent heart pounded within 

his chest. 

 

͞WitŶess this!͟ 

 

The wand activated, and then the Martial Lord gasped. Then, his chest began moving. 

 



͞‘esuƌƌeĐtioŶ ŵagiĐ is the pƌoǀiŶĐe of high-level priests. However, it is not a challenge for me! That said, 

the appropriate payment in gold must still be made! I, who have conquered death, shall back you up! 

Coŵe to ŵǇ ŶatioŶ, Ǉou ǁho seek to ďeĐoŵe tƌue adǀeŶtuƌeƌs!͟ 

 

Amidst the tides of sound, Ainz cast a [Fly] spell. 

 

His destiŶatioŶ ǁas JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s VIP ƌooŵ. 
 

Glancing around, he noticed that only Jircniv and his two bodyguards were left. The others seemed to 

have headed back. Ainz was delighted at having less to worry about, but he said nothing. 

 

͞Well, soƌƌǇ aďout just Ŷoǁ, JiƌĐŶiǀ-doŶo. OǇa, Ǉouƌ faĐe looks ďetteƌ Ŷoǁ. What a ƌelief.͟ 

 

His dizziness when standing up seemed genuine. However -- since he had been cheering so energetically, 

it must have only been for a moment. 

 

͞I apologize foƌ ǁoƌƌǇiŶg Ǉou, GoǁŶ-doŶo.͟ 

 

͞Ahhh, doŶ͛t ŵiŶd it. AŶǇoŶe ǁould ďe ǁoƌƌied if theǇ saǁ soŵeoŶe theǇ kŶeǁ lookiŶg uŶǁell.͟ 

 

͞Thank you for your concern. Still, that was an exciting match. As expected of you, Gown-dono. To think 

Ǉou Đould tƌiuŵph so easilǇ oǀeƌ the Eŵpiƌe͛s stƌoŶgest ǁaƌƌioƌ. Theƌe aƌe Ŷo ǁoƌds foƌ that ďut 
͚ŵagŶifiĐeŶt͛.͟ 

 

͞CeƌtaiŶlǇ Ŷot. This ǁas a good ďout. It Đould haǀe goŶe ďoth ǁaǇs; I siŵplǇ had luĐk oŶ ŵǇ side.͟ 

 

Given the way Jircniv was cheering for the Martial Lord, he must have been a big fan. That being the 

case, he could not go wrong by praising the Martial Lord.  

 

Or rather-- 

 

--DaŵŶ Ǉou, Ǉou didŶ͛t cheer for me at all. I heard it! 

 

Of course, he could not voice these thoughts. When one thought calmly about it, in a battle between the 

ǁaƌƌioƌs of oŶe͛s oǁŶ ŶatioŶ aŶd that of aŶotheƌ ĐouŶtƌǇ, it ǁas oŶlǇ Ŷatuƌal foƌ oŶe to Đheeƌ foƌ oŶe͛s 
own countrymen. 

 

Well, if he had actually cheered for Ainz, his attraction meter -- a phrase Peroroncino frequently used -- 

would probably have gone through the roof. 

 

͞While outsideƌs ŵight Ŷot ďe aďle to tell, I aŵ suƌe Ǉou aƌe Ŷot ŵistakeŶ, GoǁŶ-dono. Then, next -- 

foƌgiǀe ŵe. What aŵ I saǇiŶg at this tiŵe?͟ 

 



͞IŶdeed,͟ AiŶz agƌeed. Put iŶ aŶotheƌ ǁaǇ, he did Ŷot ǁish to ďe ĐhattiŶg ǁith JiƌĐŶiǀ foƌ so loŶg iŶ a 
place like this. 

 

He did not want him to realize that Ainz Ooal Gown was just a mortal man. 

 

Although he thought he would be scolded for promoting the Sorcerous Kingdom in the arena and for his 

illegal border crossing, Jircniv did not seem to want to rebuke him. That being the case, it was best for 

him to quickly make his exit. 

 

͞Well, that͛s--͟ AiŶz swallowed the informal words he was about to speak. That would be digging his 

oǁŶ gƌaǀe. ͞Let us eŶd thiŶgs heƌe foƌ Ŷoǁ. I shall Đoŵe to ǀisit aŶotheƌ daǇ, JiƌĐŶiǀ-doŶo.͟ 

 

Personally, Ainz wanted to escape with teleportation magic, but he had to go pick up Ainzach first. So he 

would return to the ground, and then teleport away -- and then, as he was pondering that matter, Ainz 

realized that Jircniv was staring at him, a serious look on his face. 

 

He was definitely going to say something weird. 

 

This situation was familiar to any salaryman. Ainz turned to look at Jircniv. 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ. I haǀe a pƌoposal. MaǇ I pƌeǀail upoŶ Ǉou to heaƌ it?͟ 

 

No. How wonderful would the world be if he could say that?  

 

Ainz decided not to run away from reality. He smiled -- although his face did not move -- and replied 

ǁith a ͞Do ĐoŶtiŶue.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, I hope -- no, the Baharuth Empire would like to become a vassal state of the Sorcerous Kingdom 

of AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ.͟ 

 

͞...Hah?͟ 

 

Ainz could not help but exclaim at those thoroughly unexpected words. 

 

His brain had not yet parsed what he had just heard. 

 

͞Vas- a ǀassal state?͟ 

 

His guards -- both of whom he had seen before -- were also staring in shock. 

 

For some reason, Ainz felt like patting Jircniv on the forehead. 

 



Why had he suddenly requested vassal status? Come to think of it, what sort of relationship did vassal 

states have, anyway? He recognized the word, but what exactly did it mean? Then there was all that 

self-governing stuff and so on. 

 

Ainz could not decide something important like that by himself. He would need to discuss this matter 

with Demiurge and Albedo first before giving an answer. 

 

͞...JiƌĐŶiǀ-doŶo, takiŶg Ǉouƌ ŶatioŶ as a ǀassal state…͟ 

 

“o the plaŶ of foƌŵiŶg a ďoŶd of fƌieŶdship ďetǁeeŶ kiŶgs is… eh? 

 

What should he saǇ aďout the ǀassal state issue? ͞I had Ŷot ĐoŶsideƌed it,͟ ǁould that ďe alƌight? 

 

However, Demiurge and the others might have intended to vassalize the Empire. He did not wish to put 

his own head in a noose, because it might be troublesome to leave it as a sticking point.  

 

It would seem the best option was to bluff his way through, somehow. 

 

After deciding on the direction his words would take, Ainz made his reply. 

 

͞It is too daŶgeƌous to ǀeƌďallǇ agƌee oŶ suĐh ŵatteƌs. I ĐaŶŶot ŵake aŶ iŵŵediate reply, but I believe 

suĐh issues should ďe set doǁŶ iŶ ǁƌitiŶg.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, does it ŵeaŶ that oŶĐe I haŶd the doĐuŵeŶt to Ǉou, Ǉou ǁill appƌoǀe of it?͟ 

 

Eh? Theƌe͛s seƌiouslǇ goiŶg to ďe oŶe? AiŶz thought of askiŶg that, ďut he ŵaŶaged to sǁalloǁ those 
words. It was probably because he had calmed down somewhat. The truth was, he was no longer 

perturbed as he had been just now. He could not thank this body of his enough. 

 

Still, the problem was yet to be solved. 

 

That͛s Ŷot ǁhat I ŵeaŶt, I͛ŵ just stalliŶg foƌ time. Since he could not speak those words, he had to think 

of something that Jircniv could accept. There was no other way. 

 

͞...CeƌtaiŶlǇ. TheŶ, do seŶd a ĐopǇ of the petitioŶ foƌ ǀassalage as ǁell as a dƌaft of the Eŵpiƌe͛s futuƌe 
status and treatment to my residence in the Sorcerous Kingdom, Jircniv-dono. After that, we shall plan 

at leŶgth.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ I shall do so. I ǁill eŶdeaǀouƌ to fiŶish it sǁiftlǇ aŶd deliǀeƌ it to Youƌ MajestǇ͛s haŶds. --Then, for 

the time being, please allow me to speak to you as a king -- as aŶ eƋual. I shall ďe iŶ Ǉouƌ Đaƌe.͟ 

 

Although his emotional state had calmed down, Ainz still had no idea what was going on and why the 

situation had ended up like this. He simply nodded in response. 

 



Then, trying not to appear too panicked, Ainz descended onto the arena with a [Fly] spell. 

 

͞Hoǁ did it all eŶd up like this? Oƌ ƌatheƌ, ǁhat ǁould Deŵiuƌge aŶd Alďedo do…?͟ 

 

Ainz rounded his shoulders, like a child who was certain he would be scolded by his parents when he got 

home. 

 

 

*** 

 

 

The aiƌ iŶ the VIP ƌooŵ ǁas sileŶt iŶ the ǁake of the “oƌĐeƌeƌ KiŶg͛s depaƌtuƌe. As though the shatteƌ 
this silence, Nimble shouted: 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ!͟ 

 

Jircniv furrowed his brows in an exaggerated manner as he looked at Nimble. 

 

͞You͛ƌe ďeiŶg too loud. I͛ŵ still ŶeaƌďǇ.͟ 

 

͞Foƌ-foƌgiǀe ŵe. But, ďut, ŵaǇ I kŶoǁ ǁhat just happeŶed?!͟ 

 

͞You ǁish to kŶoǁ ǁhǇ I ŵade a deĐisioŶ like that?͟ 

 

Nimble nodded in response. Jircniv glanced to Baziwood, who had a similar attitude. 

 

͞I see… TheŶ, ǁhat else ǁould Ǉou suggest I do?͟  
 

Jircniv laughed at himself. 

 

͞Eǀeƌ siŶĐe he Đaŵe heƌe, aloŶg ǁith his -- ah! Negotiations with the Slaine Theocracy have broken 

doǁŶ. The teŵples doŶ͛t thiŶk ǁell of ŵe eitheƌ. Hoǁ loŶg ǁould it take to ďƌiŶg the ŵatteƌ of those 
negotiations up again? Is that eǀeŶ a pƌoďleŵ ǁhiĐh ĐaŶ ďe solǀed ǁith eŶough tiŵe?͟ 

 

Jircniv thought about what he would do if he were one of the higher-ups in the Slaine Theocracy. If 

aŶotheƌ ĐouŶtƌǇ gaǀe aŶ eǆĐuse as pathetiĐ as, ͞That ǁas just AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ seeiŶg thƌough our 

sĐheŵe, ǁe didŶ͛t iŶteŶd foƌ aŶǇthiŶg else,͟ theǇ ǁould suƌelǇ thiŶk theƌe ǁas Ŷo ǀalue iŶ allǇiŶg ǁith 
that country and abandon it. No, they might end up using that country as fuel for some kind of plot in 

the future. 

 

It would seem an alliance with the Slaine Theocracy was pretty much out of the question. 

 

͞“o he͛s saǇiŶg, ͚please fight as haƌd as Ǉou ĐaŶ ďǇ Ǉouƌself ǁithout allǇiŶg ǁith the TheoĐƌaĐǇ͛, hŵ? MǇ 
my, as expected of His Majesty, the Sorcerer King Ainz Ooal Gown. I have to take my hat off to him. His 



reach is truly longer than I could have imagined. First, he lets his foes grow proud, and then he destroys 

theŵ iŶ oŶe hit ǁheŶ theǇ loǁeƌ theiƌ guaƌd.͟ 

 

Though he was an enemy, Jircniv could not help but praise that perfect scheme. 

 

It was so perfectly calculated that he had no choice but to admit defeat. There was no sign of any 

reinforcements for the Empire, while he already had solid proof of their actions. In other words, Ainz 

was the knife, while Jircniv was the fish to be filleted.   

 

Baziwood shook his head. It would seem they understood the situation they were in. 

 

͞Ahh, this is ƌeallǇ… hoǁ shall I put this. He ƌeallǇ put the ďoot iŶ. He hit Ǉou ƌight iŶ Ǉouƌ ǁeak spot. 
“oŵethiŶg like that.͟ 

 

͞EǆaĐtlǇ. I ĐaŶ͛t thiŶk of aŶǇ ǁaǇ to deal ǁith hiŵ. I guess I͛ŵ ďƌokeŶ iŶ ŵiŶd aŶd ďodǇ. It feels like 
aŶǇthiŶg ǁould ďe fiŶe at this poiŶt.͟ 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ…͟ Niŵďle looked toǁaƌd JiƌĐŶiǀ, speakiŶg ƋuietlǇ. 
 

͞He͛s Ŷot so ŵuĐh uŶdead as he is a deǀil. It feels as if he kŶoǁ hoǁ to thoƌoughlǇ ďƌeak a ŵaŶ͛s ǁill.͟ 

 

͞“till, eǀeŶ so, ďeĐoŵiŶg a ǀassal state…͟ 

 

Jircniv looked gently upon Nimble, who still seemed unable to accept it. 

 

He Đould uŶdeƌstaŶd the ŵaŶ͛s feeliŶgs. 
 

However, he would have preferred a rationally considered solution to this problem, rather than that 

childish revelation of his feelings. Still, if even Jircniv could not solve that problem, how much more so 

for Nimble? 

 

͞...I͛ll speak plaiŶlǇ Ŷoǁ. We ĐaŶŶot ǁiŶ. The oŶlǇ optioŶ ǁe haǀe is, as I said eaƌlieƌ, to suďǀeƌt his 
subordinates. I ĐaŶŶot iŵagiŶe aŶǇ otheƌ ǁaǇ to oppose hiŵ. As Ǉou ŵight haǀe felt iŶ that ǁaƌ, it͛s 
Đleaƌ that he͛s ŵost poǁeƌful as a ŵagiĐ Đasteƌ.͟ 

 

The two knights nodded in agreement. 

 

͞TheŶ hoǁ is he as a ǁaƌƌioƌ? CaŶ Ǉou kill hiŵ ǁith a sǁoƌd?͟ 

 

Jircniv shrugged. 

 

͞You should haǀe seeŶ it, ƌight? EǀeŶ as a ǁaƌƌioƌ, the Maƌtial Loƌd Đould Ŷot ďeat hiŵ. AŶd ǁhat ǁas 
that? He took the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s attaĐk aŶd ƌeŵaiŶed uŶhuƌt? DId he use ŵagiĐ?͟ 

 



͞I͛ŵ Ŷot suƌe, ďut it ŵight ďe possiďle.͟ 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ. IŶ otheƌ words, he can render any attack ineffective with magic, then? So assassination is 

iŵpossiďle. Could he ďe iŵŵoƌtal?͟ 

 

͞Well, he has a phǇsiĐal ďodǇ, so I douďt he͛s iŵŵoƌtal.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ ǁhǇ ǁas he uŶhuƌt?͟ 

 

Nimble was left dumbfounded, and he turned to Baziwood beside him for help. However, Baziwood kept 

his lips pressed flat into a straight line. 

 

͞...“o, let͛s do this foƌ Ŷoǁ. Gatheƌ all the iŶfoƌŵatioŶ Ǉou ĐaŶ aďout the Maƌtial Loƌd͛s ǁeapoŶ, aŶd 
theŶ ǁe͛ll ƌouŶd up all the ŵagiĐ Đasteƌs aŶd adǀeŶtuƌeƌs ǁe can find to ask them about why he was 

uŶhuƌt. FoƌtuŶatelǇ, that pƌoŶouŶĐeŵeŶt of his should haǀe set hiŵ agaiŶst the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild, so 
theǇ should ďe happǇ to help us.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, shouldŶ͛t ǁe haǀe offeƌed ǀassalage afteƌ tƌǇiŶg all of those? FoƌtuŶatelǇ, he ƌefused.͟ 

 

Jircniv was somewhat annoyed by this, but he suppressed his displeasure and did not show it. Instead, 

he looked at Nimble with a troubled expression on his face. 

 

͞FoƌtuŶatelǇ? Do Ǉou ƌeallǇ thiŶk of it that ǁaǇ? I thiŶk it͛s the otheƌ ǁaǇ around. On the contrary, is it 

Ŷot ďest to push foƌ ǀassalizatioŶ as ƋuiĐklǇ as possiďle?͟ JiƌĐŶiǀ asked Niŵďle, ǁho had a ďaffled 
expression on his face. 

 

͞WhǇ do Ǉou thiŶk he ǁould ƌefuse ouƌ offeƌ of ǀassalage?͟ 

 

͞That, that is… Ǉouƌ seƌǀaŶt is uŶsuƌe…͟ 

 

͞Peƌhaps if he ǁeƌe iŶĐoŵpeteŶt, uŶsuƌe of hoǁ to haŶdle the ĐhaŶgiŶg situatioŶ -- he might think of 

something like that. However, our opponent is that man, remember? Judging by his intellect, he must 

have already come up with a plan for the future in the brief period after we proposed vassalage. If he 

refused the offer after thinking it true, that would indicate something about that course of action did 

Ŷot ŵesh ǁith his aiŵs.͟ 

 

͞AŶd ǁhat ǁould that ďe?͟ 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s faĐe tuƌŶed ďitteƌ fƌoŵ Baziǁood͛s Ƌuestion. 

 

͞I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ. “till, ǁell, it pƌoďaďlǇ ĐaŶ͛t ďe good foƌ us. Otheƌǁise he ǁould Ŷot ďe so distuƌďed ďǇ the 
offer of vassalage. For all we know, the objectives he has in mind are things which he cannot carry out in 

his own country. In that case--͟ 

 



Jircniv let his overworked brain, which was soon to emit smoke, run wild. 

 

His opponent was that Ainz Ooal Gown. He must surely have some objective in mind. 

 

As the king of the Sorcerer Kingdom, what would he want? What would he hate? 

 

Sweat beaded on his forehead, and Jircniv struggled to think. 

 

͞--The AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild? Could it ďe he ǁaŶts to do soŵethiŶg to the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild, ǁhiĐh is ǁhǇ 
he opposed the ǀassalage?͟ 

 

͞What aďout that deĐlaƌatioŶ? ...Would peƌŵittiŶg it ďe a good idea, Youƌ MajestǇ? IŶ a feǁ Ǉeaƌs͛ tiŵe, 
a lot of the ďest aŶd ďƌightest of the Eŵpiƌe ŵight eŶd up floǁiŶg out of the ĐouŶtƌǇ.͟ 

 

͞...I did Ŷot get that at all. Tell ŵe hoǁ Ǉou aƌƌiǀed at that?.͟ 

 

͞While oŶe͛s fƌeedoŵ ŵight ďe ƌestƌiĐted, haǀiŶg the iŶĐƌediďlǇ poǁeƌful “oƌcerer King as backing is a 

very attractive proposition. In the adventuring profession, far more people die than manage to make a 

Ŷaŵe foƌ theŵselǀes. Hoǁeǀeƌ, ǁith soŵeoŶe that poǁeƌful suppoƌtiŶg theŵ… ǁell, at least that͛s 
what those people with no confideŶĐe iŶ theŵselǀes ǁill thiŶk. Also, siŶĐe ǁe haǀe kŶights, theƌe aƌeŶ͛t 
many jobs for low-ƌaŶked adǀeŶtuƌeƌs iŶ the fiƌst plaĐe.͟ 

 

͞AŶ outfloǁ of taleŶt… Although theǇ ŵaǇ Ŷot haǀe faith iŶ theŵselǀes, it doesŶ͛t ŵeaŶ theǇ͛ƌe Ŷot 
Đapaďle.͟ 

 

There were people who were talented, yet lacked self-confidence. Yet, it would take a very confident 

person to explore a new world. 

 

͞If that͛s the Đase, aƌeŶ͛t these all ƌeasoŶs to oppose ǀassalizatioŶ? “till… ǁouldŶ͛t it ďe ŵoƌe 
convenient for us to become a vassal state? That ǁaǇ, he ĐaŶ sǁalloǁ up the AdǀeŶtuƌeƌ͛s Guild up 
diƌeĐtlǇ… Ah! AiŶz Ooal GoǁŶ! WhǇ ŵust Ǉouƌ iŶtelleĐt suƌpass ŵiŶe so gƌeatlǇ?! Youƌ sĐheŵes aƌe so 
fieŶdish I ĐaŶ͛t ďegiŶ to fathoŵ theŵ!͟ 

 

͞Is it possiďle that he͛s Ŷot thiŶkiŶg aďout aŶǇthiŶg at all?͟ 

 

JiƌĐŶiǀ glaƌed hatefullǇ at Baziǁood͛s jokiŶg ĐoŵŵeŶt. 
 

͞What ŶoŶseŶse is that? He aŶtiĐipated ouƌ ŵoǀeŵeŶts to this degƌee… Ŷo, it͛s uŶthiŶkaďle. We also 
Ŷeed to ĐoŶsideƌ the effeĐts of his uŶkŶoǁaďle feeliŶgs that dƌiǀe hiŵ to hate the liǀiŶg…͟ 

 

Perhaps assuming that he thought as one of the undead would was a mistake. 

 



Perhaps Ainz had already anticipated that he would agonize and guess about this, and worked it into his 

plan. He might well be waiting with open arms for for a panicked Jircniv to hasten the vassalization 

process. 

 

͞What should ǁe do Ŷoǁ?͟ Niŵďle asked. He ǁas ƌefeƌƌiŶg to the Eŵpiƌe͛s futuƌe aĐtioŶs. 
 

͞...I iŶteŶd to spƌead the Ŷeǁs to the suƌƌouŶdiŶg ĐouŶtƌies. Fiƌst, I ǁill gatheƌ the sĐƌiďes aŶd tell theŵ 
in rough terms that the Empire chooses submission and to become a vassal state of the Sorcerous 

Kingdom, and that we have no choice in the matter. We will get the news out to the surrounding 

countries quickly and let it spread, so the Sorcerous Kingdom has no choice but to acknoǁledge it.͟ 

 

͞Youƌ MajestǇ…͟ 

 

The two of them lowered their heads. The fact that even Baziwood had an expression like that on his 

face made Jircniv wonder it was a joke. 

 

He deleted the bitter smile from his face, and spoke in a friendly manner. 

 

͞WhǇ so glum? There are all sorts of vassal states. If we are allowed to govern ourselves for the most 

part, then we can continue living as we always have. No -- if the Sorcerous Kingdom defends us with 

their incredible power, then would we not be safer than before?͟ 

 

As they heard about a slightly brighter future(probably), a little color returned to their faces. 

 

͞Theƌefoƌe, ǁe Ŷeed to deal ǁith aŶǇ iŶteƌŶal dissatisfaĐtioŶ. If the “oƌĐeƌous KiŶgdoŵ does Ŷot alloǁ 
us to rule ourselves, the Empire might start to fragment. There might be factions which are not pleased 

ǁith ǀassalage that ŵight ŵake theiƌ ŵoǀe as ǁell.͟ 

 

Jircniv began thinking about the disposition of the factions within the Empire. 

 

The most important ones were the Knight Corps. However, they would not switch over to the anti-

vassalage faction. Even if they opposed it , it would only be lip service. They would not actually take 

action. 

 

Next were the nobles. They could not be predicted. While there were few people who would complain 

aďout JiƌĐŶiǀ͛s decision, those few might be aiming for a chance to depose the Bloody Emperor. These 

were people who might try sanything to become the new rulers of the vassalized Empire. 

 

The commoners could be deceived. To them, as long as life went on as normal, they would not mind 

becoming a vassal state. 

 

͞--The pƌiests ǁill ďe a pƌoďleŵ.͟ 

 



The temples would never acknowledge it. What would make it worse was if the temples not only 

opposed it, but forbade all recuperative activity. He would need to talk with them repeatedly and get 

them to come over to his thinking. 

 

͞...Will Ǉou ďe alƌight, Youƌ MajestǇ?͟ 

 

͞Who kŶoǁs? While I͛ŵ aƌouŶd, ǁe͛ll haǀe the ďest ĐhaŶĐe of ǀassaliziŶg, aŶd I plaŶ to shoǁ the ƌesults 
of doiŶg so… ďut that ŵight Ŷot ďe good to saǇ.͟ 

 

Why me, he thought. 

 

He had inherited this task from his father, and the Empire had steadily grown stronger. He should not 

have misstepped at any point during that process. 

 

But then that monster appeared, and everything went mad. 

 

There was probably nothing wrong in the way he negotiated with that monster. It was simply that Ainz 

Ooal Gown was a being whose thought processes transcended those of mankind. 

 

In just a month, everything had changed. 

 

Jircniv sighed deeply. 

 

͞I ŵust ďe the uŶluĐkiest ŵaŶ iŶ the ǁoƌld…͟ 

 

Though that was merely idle chatter, the news of Silver Canary changing their home base from the 

Empire to the City-State Alliance soon reached the demoralized Jircniv. In the coming days, Jircniv would 

Đoŵe to ďeŵoaŶ this as ͞it Ŷeǀeƌ ƌaiŶs ďut it pouƌs͟. 

 

 

 

[End Chapter 3] 

 

 

 

Volume 10 - Epilogue 

 

 

Demiurge walked happily through the 9th Floor of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick. 

 

The sensation of returning after a long time was probably an illusion of some sort. After all, he returned 

to this place from time to time, and the longest stretch of time he had been away from here was a 

fortnight at the most. Thus, the reason for his misperception was clearly due to the joy he felt at walking 

through this place. 



 

His mood lifted the closer he got to his objective. 

 

Demiurge paid no heed to the guards Cocytus had stationed on either side of the doors as he adjusted 

his tie and inspected his appearance. Naturally, he paid attention to it at all times, but he did not want 

his master to see a side of him which was less than immaculate. 

 

After a very earnest inspection of his personal grooming, Demiurge knocked on the door of the room. 

 

One of the maids opened the door, poking her head out to see who was calling. 

 

Demiurge wanted to try and spy out a glimpse of his master through the gap, but he could not do 

anything that embarrassing. 

 

͞MaǇ I kŶoǁ if AiŶz-saŵa is iŶ his ƌooŵ?͟ 

 

͞MǇ siŶĐeƌest apologies, Deŵiuƌge-sama. Ainz-saŵa is Ŷot iŶ.͟ 

 

His mood had just plummeted, but he did not let it show on his face. 

 

͞Is that so. TheŶ, ǁheƌe has AiŶz-saŵa GoŶe?͟ 

 

͞MǇ siŶĐeƌest apologies, I do Ŷot kŶoǁ… Hoǁeǀeƌ, Alďedo-saŵa ŵight kŶoǁ soŵethiŶg aďout it.͟ 

 

She was right. 

 

͞‘eallǇ Ŷoǁ, TheŶ, ǁheƌe is Alďedo Ŷoǁ?͟ 

 

͞“he is iŶ this ƌooŵ.͟ 

 

Demiurge knew Albedo treated heƌ ŵasteƌ͛s ƌooŵ as heƌ ǁoƌkƌooŵ. CaŶ͛t Ǉou just use the ƌooŵ Ǉou͛ǀe 
been assigned, he often thought, but after considering her personality, he ended up keeping quiet. The 

ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg ǁas his ŵasteƌ͛s appƌoǀal. With that, theƌe ǁas ŶothiŶg else for him to add. 

 

͞Is she ǁoƌkiŶg? ...Could Ǉou help ŵe ĐheĐk if this is a ĐoŶǀeŶieŶt tiŵe to ǀisit?͟ 

 

͞UŶdeƌstood.͟ 

 

The door before him closed. A moment later, it opened again. 

 

Please come in, Demiurge-saŵa.͟ 

 

Demiurge thanked the maid and then entered. Before his eyes was the Guardian Overseer, seated on a 

Đhaiƌ iŶ fƌoŶt of his ŵasteƌ͛s desk. 



 

Her lowered line of sight moved, and caught hold of Demiurge. 

 

͞It͛s ďeeŶ a ǁhile, Alďedo.͟ 

 

͞Ah, Deŵiuƌge. You͛ǀe ǁoƌked haƌd aďƌoad. What is it todaǇ?͟ 

 

͞Ah, it Đoncerns the matter in the Holy Kingdom. I was planning to obtain permission for the final stages 

of the plaŶ. I ǁill Ŷeed a DoppelgaŶgeƌ… ǁheƌe is AiŶz-saŵa?͟ 

 

͞He is soŵeǁhat faƌ aǁaǇ. I douďt he ǁill ďe aďle to ƌetuƌŶ ƋuiĐklǇ…͟ 

 

In other words, he is not in E-Rantel, Demiurge mused. Otherwise she would not describe it in such a 

strange way. 

 

͞That is soŵeǁhat of aŶ iŶĐoŶǀeŶieŶĐe. TheŶ, I shall peƌfoƌŵ pƌepaƌatioŶ ǁoƌk oŶ the ϳth Flooƌ uŶtil 
Ainz-saŵa ƌetuƌŶs.͟ 

 

͞If it is uƌgeŶt, Đould Ǉou Ŷot ĐoŵŵuŶiĐate ǁith [Message]?͟ 

 

Deŵiuƌge fƌoǁŶed, aŶd oďseƌǀed Alďedo͛s eǆpƌessioŶ. 
 

She had her usual smile on, but the perceptive Demiurge detected some other emotion within her. 

 

If she was just toying with him, it would be fine. 

 

Demiurge attempted to quickly study her, but he could not read that deeply. 

 

It ached at him, but then again, this was not a contest in the first place. 

 

Among all the people of Nazarick, the only two people he could not read were his master and Albedo. 

He set them aside as rare exceptions for the sake of his inner peace. 

 

Demiurge shrugged. 

 

͞It is Ŷot that uƌgeŶt. If AiŶz-saŵa ƌetuƌŶs the daǇ afteƌ, I shall iŶfoƌŵ hiŵ ŵǇself.͟ 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa did Ŷot ŵeŶtioŶ hoǁ loŶg he ǁould ďe goŶe. He ŵight take a ǀeƌǇ loŶg tiŵe.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, I shall go to AiŶz-saŵa͛s side, Alďedo. It is Ŷot a ŵatteƌ ǁhiĐh ƌeƋuiƌes the use of [Message].͟ 

 

͞Aƌa? WhǇ is that? If it is tƌulǇ iŵpoƌtaŶt, ǁould it Ŷot ďe ŵoƌe loǇal to iŶfoƌŵ hiŵ as sooŶ as possiǀďe?͟ 

 



The ĐoŶteǆt of Alďedo͛s sŵile had ĐhaŶged. Eaƌlieƌ, it ǁas heƌ usual faked smile, but now it was a wicked, 

bullying smile. She must have some sort of ill intent in mind. 

 

It would seem there was something she wanted to say, no matter what. 

 

How tiresome, Demiurge thought as he stated his reasons. 

 

͞I desiƌe to displaǇ ŵǇ achievements to Ainz-sama, so I do not wish to use such methods to contact him. 

While I can receive his praise through a [Message], in the end, I would still prefer to hear his voice in 

peƌsoŶ. That is all… Is that Ŷot the shaƌed dƌeaŵ ǁhiĐh all NazaƌiĐk has?͟ 

 

͞Mŵ, iŶdeed, Deŵiuƌge. It is as Ǉou saǇ. AŶǇoŶe ǁould feel that ǁaǇ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, ǁheƌe has AiŶz-saŵa goŶe?͟ 

 

͞He has goŶe to ǀisit the Dǁaƌf KiŶgdoŵ, aďout ǁhiĐh little is kŶoǁŶ aŶd ǁhiĐh has Ŷot ŵade 
diplomatic contact until now. Thus, we do not know hoǁ ŵuĐh tiŵe it ǁill take.͟ 

 

͞Who aĐĐoŵpaŶies hiŵ?͟ 

 

͞“hallteaƌ aŶd Auƌa.͟ 

 

That should be fine in terms of combat strength. However other aspects were more worrisome. 

 

Aura was fine. All she needed to do was not inconvenience Ainz-sama. Yet, the face of the other person 

appeaƌed iŶ Deŵiuƌge͛s ŵiŶd. 
 

͞“till, ďǇ ďƌiŶgiŶg “hallteaƌ aloŶg, does he iŶteŶd to destƌoǇ the Dǁaƌf KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

Mare would have been a much better choice for verbal negotiations. Thus, that choice was made for 

other reasons. 

 

͞--What are the otheƌ GuaƌdiaŶs doiŶg?͟ 

 

͞CoĐǇtus is ŵaŶagiŶg the lake. Maƌe is ďuildiŶg a duŶgeoŶ outside E-Rantel. Sebas is carrying out his 

duties in E-Rantel. Although I do not know what Ainz-sama intends, the fact that he did not bring an 

army along would suggest a peaĐeful ǀisit, Ŷo͟ 

ǋ科塞特斯在进行湖周的管理。马䴧在耶·兰提尔郊外建造迷宫。赛巴斯则是在耶·兰提尔执勤。 

 

͞...Theƌe is iŶsuffiĐieŶt iŶfoƌŵatioŶ foƌ that. WhǇ did AiŶz-saŵa ǁaŶt to go to the Dǁaƌf KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 

 

͞Deŵiuƌge. We ĐaŶŶot pƌediĐt AiŶz-saŵa͛s thoughts.͟ 

 

It was as Albedo said. 



 

His master, Ainz Ooal Gown, was the supreme ruler of Nazarick, who concealed countless stratagems 

within a single move of a chess piece. Demiurge -- who had been created with outstanding talents -- 

could not even hope to graze the soles of his brilliance with his outstretched hands. Attempting to read 

his ŵasteƌ͛s ŵotiǀatioŶs ǁas a ŵistake. 
 

That said, seŶsiŶg his ŵasteƌ͛s ǁill aŶd pƌepaƌiŶg foƌ it ǁas a ŵaƌk of tƌue loǇaltǇ. 
 

If I doŶ͛t ǁoƌk haƌd eŶough... 
 

As Demiurge rebuilt his conviction once more, Albedo picked up a piece of parchment from the table. 

 

͞This Đaŵe fƌoŵ the Eŵpiƌe ǇesteƌdaǇ. I opeŶed it afteƌ ƌeĐeiǀiŶg AiŶz-saŵa͛s peƌŵissioŶ ǀia [Message]. 
It contains an offer of vassalage from the Empire. The exact details of the vassalization are to be 

finalized lateƌ.͟ 

 

Demiurge was shocked. This was much earlier than he had anticipated. 

 

͞What͛s this? AĐĐoƌdiŶg to ŵǇ pƌediĐtioŶs, the Eŵpiƌe should oŶlǇ haǀe offeƌed to ďe ǀassals afteƌ the 
KiŶgdoŵ ǁas destƌoǇed…͟ 

 

͞This is the ƌesult of AiŶz-saŵa͛s ǀisit to the Eŵpiƌe.͟ 

 

͞This is… As eǆpeĐted of AiŶz-saŵa…͟ 

 

͞“aǇ, Deŵiuƌge. Did Ǉou ƌeallǇ thiŶk the Eŵpiƌe ǁould oŶlǇ ďeĐoŵe a ǀassal afteƌ the KiŶgdoŵ ǁould?͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse. That ǁas hoǁ I plaŶŶed it.͟ 

 

͞‘egaƌdless of ǁhat ŵethods Ǉou used?͟ 

 

͞...What aƌe Ǉou tƌǇiŶg to saǇ?͞ 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa ofteŶ ŵeŶtioŶed Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe. It Đaŵe up iŶ the ĐoŶteǆt of ͚Did Ǉou heaƌ fƌoŵ Deŵiuƌge? 
TheŶ it should ďe all ƌight.͛ IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds, theƌe ǁas soŵethiŶg aďout Ǉou -- about your plan which he 

Đould Ŷot aĐĐept.͟ 

 

͞What aƌe Ǉou saǇiŶg.. Alďedo, ǁhǇ didŶ͛t Ǉou tell ŵe eaƌlieƌ? If that͛s the Đase--͟ 

 

͞If ǁhat is the Đase?͟ 

 

Demiurge could not speak. 

 

͞...Let ŵe ask Ǉou agaiŶ. Was theƌe Ŷo ǁaǇ to ŵake the Eŵpiƌe a ǀassal ďefoƌe the KiŶgdoŵ?͟ 



 

͞...Theƌe ǁas. Hoǁeǀeƌ, it ǁould ƌeƋuiƌe AiŶz-sama himself to act. It would be a shameful course of 

action for a subordinate to advise. In addition, I felt that it would require the execution of several 

methods -- requiring at least a month -- in order to cause a violent upheaval within a large city. That 

being the case, I believed that it would have been better to begin by subjugating the Kingdom and then 

applǇiŶg pƌessuƌe oŶ otheƌ aƌeas… hoǁ loŶg did AiŶz-saŵa take?͟ 

 

͞I ǁas iŶ the KiŶgdoŵ, so I aŵ Ŷot suƌe, ďut I thiŶk it ǁas thƌee daǇs at the ŵost.͟ 

 

Demiuƌge͛s eǇes ǁeŶt ǁide. 
 

That was too fast. 

 

How had he demonstrated his subjugating might? How had he broken the will of the Emperor, who 

sought to ally with other nations? 

 

Although Demiurge had prepared a perfect plan that would render the Emperor unable to take action, 

his master seemed to have crafted a scheme which surpassed even that. 

 

͞Thƌee daǇs? Hoǁ did he do that…͟ 

 

͞IŶĐideŶtallǇ, theƌe ǁeƌe alŵost Ŷo Đasualties.͟ 

 

His gaping mouth felt like it had been stoppered up. All he felt was an unstoppable flow of admiration 

and respect for that absolute ruler. He was like Death itself, quietly standing behind the  

The trembling he felt since just now spread from the top of his head to his entire body. Savage delight, 

admiration, fear and respect mixed within him, and this complex blend of emotions made Demiurge 

shudder without end. 

 

͞As, as eǆpeĐted of AiŶz-sama. Someone like me could not hope to even approach him. He is truly a 

peerless and perfect master. Nobody else could have led the Supreme Beings. I cannot help but envy 

PaŶdoƌa͛s AĐtoƌ, eǀeŶ if it is just a little.͟ 

 

Albedo went kuku, her smile full of superiority. 

 

It must have been the sense of superiority a woman felt when she was ordered to love such a marvelous 

man. 

 

͞IŶ additioŶ, AiŶz-sama has ordeƌed us to deĐide hoǁ to haŶdle the ǀassalage of the KiŶgdoŵ.͟ 

 

͞Oƌdeƌed us? WhǇ?͟ 

 



͞Is that Ŷot oďǀious? MuĐh of the deǀelopŵeŶts iŶ this field haǀe ďeeŶ due to the use of Ǉouƌ plaŶ, 
Demiurge. Even so, Ainz-sama said nothing to you and pushed the vassalization of the Empire forward 

ǁith his oǁŶ plaŶ. Thus, his heaƌt aĐhed.͟ 

He could not understand that. Perhaps if he were displeased at his own incompetence, he could 

understand that. But not this. 

 

͞...WhǇ? I do Ŷot uŶdeƌstaŶd.͟ 

 

Hah~ Albedo sighed tiredly. 

 

͞It is ďeĐause he tƌusts Ǉou. IŶ otheƌ ǁoƌds… hoǁ shall I put this. You should ďe aďle to uŶdeƌstaŶd it 
with that mind of yours, but this is probably how it is. Not following your plan is equivalent to doubting 

your abilities. Ainz-sama awaited your communication because he did not want to do that. However, 

Ainz-sama felt you were too concerned about him. Thus, his independent action was meant to tell you, 

͚doŶ͛t ǁoƌƌǇ aďout ŵe͛, I ďelieǀe.͟  
 

It was an answer he could accept. No, it would be better to say there could be no other answer but that. 

 

͞This tƌulǇ is…͟ 

 

Demiurge lowered his face in shame. At the same time, he was filled with delight after he realised how 

his master had thought of him. 

 

͞Deŵiuƌge. We ŵust ǁoƌk to ƌepaǇ AiŶz-saŵa͛s kiŶdŶess.͟ 

 

͞Of Đouƌse, Alďedo.͟ 

 

Demiurge was excited. 

 

͞IŶ oƌdeƌ to fulfil AiŶz-saŵa͛s eǆpeĐtatioŶs, let us fiŶish a ǀassalage plaŶ foƌ the KiŶgdoŵ foƌ hiŵ to see 
ďefoƌe he ƌetuƌŶs!͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed. AiŶz-sama has gone in person, so there must be many schemes in store. He will surely be busy 

oŶĐe he ƌetuƌŶs fƌoŵ the DǁaƌǀeŶ KiŶgdoŵ.͟ 

 

Demiurge grinned. 

 

͞IŶdeed, Alďedo. IŶdeed.͟ 

 

 

 

[End Epilogue] 

 

 



 

[Side Story] 

 

 

“hallteaƌ, ǁho had ďeeŶ iŶǀited to Alďedo͛s ƌooŵ, ďliŶked as she saǁ a petite Daƌk Elf staŶdiŶg at the 
side, and then she looked to the owner of the room in surprise. She heard a laugh, and then an answer: 

 

͞Aƌa, ǁhat͛s ǁƌoŶg? I thiŶk it͛s good to deepeŶ ouƌ ƌelatioŶships as ǁoŵeŶ. Do Ǉou ŵiŶd?͟ 

 

͞I doŶ͛t ŵiŶd, hoǁ aďout Ǉou?͟ 

 

͞I… ǁe aƌe all ƌight ǁith this.͟ 

 

͞You ĐaŶ ƌefeƌ to Ǉouƌself iŶ the siŶgulaƌ Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ I shall. I suppose I ĐaŶ ďe foƌgiǀeŶ foƌ oŶlǇ doiŶg this oŶĐe a daǇ.͟ 

 

Shalltear was led into the room and to the indicated table, and she her eyes took in what was laid upon 

the pure white tablecloth. 

 

The preparations for afternoon tea had already been laid out. 

 

There were as many teacups as they were people. There were also triple-layered cake racks gleaming in 

silver and packed with desserts. No matter where one looked, there was always something delicious in 

view. It was a mouth-watering sight. 

 

At a glance, there were tender, juicy strawberries, soft and moist sponge cakes as well as strawberry 

cakes made with practically butter that was virtually oil-free. There were fruit tarts which exuded a 

citrus fragrance, made with copious amounts of fresh fruits. In addition, there was a rich cheesecake 

which radiated a refreshingly tangy scent. The sticky chocolate cake was brown in color and sprinkled 

with gold powder. 

 

Of course, the choices were not as boring as being limited to cakes alone. 

 

There were cream puffs that seemed to be squashed under the weight of the custard sauce which filled 

them. There were long, cylindrical peach jellies and jellies made of Kyoho grapes, and even jellies of 

fruits which could only be found in YGGDRASIL. 

 

͞What͛s this all aďout?͟ 

 

͞I asked PestoŶǇa to ŵake soŵe sǁeets. Hoǁeǀeƌ, it͛s Ŷot “ous-Chef͛s ĐookiŶg, so eatiŶg it ǁoŶ͛t gƌaŶt 
any magical effects or the like. 

 

͞Ohhh, so the tƌolleǇ ǁas to ďƌiŶg these oǀeƌ.͟ 



 

Shalltear recalled her encounter with the dog-headed head maid. 

 

At the same time, Albedo was skilfully making her own preparations. 

 

The teacups were all well made. Although one usually associated teacups with the color white, Albedo 

was setting out black teacups covered with intricate designs of gold filigree. 

 

They were practically works of art. However -- 

 

͞I pƌefeƌ ďlue, I͛ll ďƌiŶg soŵe aloŶg Ŷeǆt tiŵe.͟ 

 

͞I thiŶk I͛ǀe got soŵe iŶ gold ǁith floƌal patteƌŶs--͟ 

 

͞The tǁo of Ǉou haǀe good taste. No, I should saǇ the Supreme Beings have bestowed you with good 

taste. 

 

Albedo was still pouring tea even as she spoke. 

 

The fƌagƌaŶĐe filled the suƌƌouŶdiŶg aiƌ, aŶd it stiŵulated “hallteaƌ͛s Ŷose.  
 

She thought of several kinds of tea as she continued to savor the scent, and then Shalltear decided on a 

particular variety. 

 

͞...Is this PlatiŶuŵ++ Asgaƌd Pekoe?͟ 

 

͞I͛ŵ Ŷot too suƌe, ďut I thiŶk it should ďe. PestoŶǇa said soŵethiŶg aloŶg those liŶes.͟ 

 

͞...WhǇ is soŵethiŶg as good as this iŶ the haŶds of soŵeoŶe ǁho ĐaŶ͛t appƌeĐiate it…͟ 

 

͞What do Ǉou ŵeaŶ, “hallteaƌ?͟ 

 

͞This is aŶ eǆtƌeŵelǇ high-end crop that needs to be harvested in Asgard at specific times within specific 

seasoŶs, ďǇ people ǁith speĐialized joď Đlasses.͟ 

 

͞Mŵ, ŵŵ--͟ 

 

͞Alďedo, is it alƌight to use suĐh good stuff? WoŶ͛t it ŵake AiŶz-saŵa oƌ the otheƌ “upƌeŵe BeiŶgs ŵad?͟ 

 

͞It ǁill ďe fiŶe. I haǀe alƌeadǇ ƌeĐeiǀed AiŶz-saŵa͛s appƌoǀal. Please.͟ 

 

“hallteaƌ͛s haŶd ǁaǀeƌed ďetǁeeŶ aĐĐeptaŶĐe aŶd ƌejeĐtioŶ as she ƌeaĐhed toǁaƌd the Đup pƌeseŶted 
to her. The sheer quality of the tea intimidated her. 

 



Aura did not hesitate for an instant and gulped it down, with one hand planted on her waist as she did. 

IŶ ĐoŶtƌast to “hallteaƌ, ǁho ǁas staƌiŶg ǁith eǇes ǁide, Auƌa ŵeƌelǇ said, ͞“o ďitteƌ!͟ afteƌ doǁŶiŶg aŶ 
entire cup of super-high-class black tea in one shot. 

 

͞Hah?͟ 

 

͞Mŵ, fƌuit juiĐe oƌ spoƌts dƌiŶks ǁould ďe ďetteƌ.͟ 

 

͞You!͟ 

 

It͛s ǁasted oŶ Ǉou! “hallteaƌ foƌĐed ďaĐk the uƌge to sĐƌeaŵ that at heƌ. 
 

Aura was just a girl, so educating her in the ways of enjoying tea was her duty as her senior. 

 

͞Auƌa, alloǁ ŵe to shoǁ Ǉou the pƌopeƌ ǁaǇ to dƌiŶk tea.͟ 

 

Shalltear gracefully picked up her teacup and took a mouthful. The natural tangy flavor spread through 

her mouth, Of course, Shalltear preferred fresh blood, but she could also savor this sort of thing. That 

was how refined her palate was..  

 

͞DƌiŶkiŶg it elegantly in this manner is the--͟ 

 

Is the proper way in which to enjoy tea -- she wanted to say that, but Aura paid Shalltear no heed and 

moved on to wolfing down strawberry cakes instead. Shalltear could only stare in dumbfounded silence. 

 

͞Ah, Alďedo, ŵoƌe please.͟ 

 

͞All ƌight. What ǁill Ǉou haǀe Ŷeǆt?͟ 

 

͞Mŵ. I͛d like…͟ 

 

͞...Auƌa. Heƌe I aŵ, tƌǇiŶg to teaĐh Ǉou the pƌopeƌ--͟ 

 

͞--I say, Shalltear. Tea is meant to be savored as it is drunk, am I wrong? Certainly it looks uncouth 

before Ainz-sama and the others, but this is a private tea party among friends, is it not? In addition, she 

does Ŷot dƌiŶk iŶ suĐh a Đƌude ǁaǇ, so it should ďe fiŶe, doŶ͛t Ǉou thiŶk?͟ 

 

͞Huhuhu, Ǉou lose~͟ 

 

͞Kuh… A-aŶǇǁaǇ, Alďedo, did Ǉou just Đall us heƌe foƌ a tea paƌtǇ?͟ 

 

͞IŶdeed. I ǁaŶted to haǀe a ŶiĐe Đhat ǁith ŵǇ felloǁ GuaƌdiaŶs.͟ 

 

͞Mŵ~͟ 



 

Shalltear quirked an eyebrow, but did not rebuke her. The fact was, they were all beings created by the 

Supreme Beings. Though they showed their loyalty in different ways, their aims were one all the same. 

That being the case, deepening their understanding of each other was a good idea. 

 

͞Noǁ ǁheƌe haǀe I seeŶ the fuƌŶituƌe iŶ this ƌooŵ ďefoƌe?͟ 

 

The fuƌŶituƌe iŶ this ƌooŵ ǁas Ƌuite siŵilaƌ to “hallteaƌ͛s ƌeĐolleĐtioŶs of the ƌooŵ ǁhiĐh belonged to a 

certain great person. In response to that question, Albedo smiled radiantly before answering: 

 

͞That͛s ƌight, “hallteaƌ. BǇ the gƌaĐe of AiŶz-sama, I have been permitted to decorate my room in the 

saŵe ǁaǇ as that of the “upƌeŵe BeiŶgs.͟ 

 

͞...You͛ƌe eǀeŶ usiŶg the saŵe thiŶgs as the “upƌeŵe BeiŶgs… it ǁould haǀe ďeeŶ ŵoƌe polite to ƌefuse.͟ 

 

͞Aƌe Ǉou saǇiŶg I should ƌefuse a gift fƌoŵ AiŶz-saŵa?͟ 

 

Their intense glares suddenly turned toward their carefree compatriot. 

 

Aura looked from one party to the other, and then asked Shalltear in surprise: 

 

͞I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhǇ Ǉou͛ƌe so ŵad, “hallteaƌ. MǇ ƌooŵ is filled ǁith fuƌŶituƌe fƌoŵ BukuďukuĐhagaŵa-

saŵa. IsŶ͛t Ǉouƌ ƌooŵ the saŵe ǁaǇ?͟ 

 

Indeed, it was. 

 

Just aďout all the fuƌŶituƌe iŶ “hallteaƌ͛s ďuƌial chamber was placed there by her creator. When one put 

it that way, there was nothing else she could say. 

 

As she watched Albedo smile and Shalltear bite her lip, Aura posed a question. 

 

͞TheŶ, hŵ. Alďedo, hoǁ aďout Ǉouƌ Đlothes? If Ǉou ǁeƌe giǀeŶ fuƌŶituƌe, does that ŵeaŶ Ǉou doŶ͛t haǀe 
Đlothes?͟ 

 

͞Those too ǁeƌe gƌaŶted to ŵe ďǇ AiŶz-saŵa.͟ 

 

͞WhǇ does AiŶz-saŵa haǀe ǁoŵeŶ͛s Đlothes?͟ 

 

The suddenly immobile Albedo looked uneasily to Shalltear, as though begging for help. However, 

Shalltear could not spare the energy to help her. That was because she was desperately trying to deny 

the answer which loomed in her mind. 

 

͞That, that soƌt of thiŶg happeŶs too.͟ 

 



͞IsŶ͛t that usuallǇ ďeĐause he has a ǁoŵaŶ he ǁaŶts to giǀe theŵ to?͟ 

 

ThaŶks to Auƌa͛s ǁoƌds, the suddeŶlǇ-frozen Albedo raised her teacup and saucer to her mouth, 

savoring the fragrant tea as she smiled and replied:  

 

͞IŶdeed, AiŶz-sama is such an outstanding individual. He must have courted more women than there 

are stars iŶ a galaǆǇ.͟ 

 

The saucer and teacup clattered as they struck each other. The amazing thing was that all the tea that 

spilled out was somehow retained within the saucer, without staining the white tablecloth. 

 

Neither did Shalltear have the energy to calmly praise Albedo. 

 

͞He ŵust ĐhaŶge his ǁoŵeŶ oŶe afteƌ the otheƌ.͟ 

 

͞That, that͛s ƌight. Afteƌ all, he is AiŶz-sama, the one who rules all the 41 Supreme Beings. He must be 

very popular. The, the most important thing is who gets to remain by his side in the end. His history with 

ǁoŵeŶ is Ŷot the pƌoďleŵ… Of Đouƌse, if aŶǇ of those ǁoŵeŶ fƌoŵ ďefoƌe daƌes to shaŵelesslǇ shoǁ 
heƌ faĐe ďefoƌe hiŵ agaiŶ, I ǁill defiŶitelǇ kill heƌ.͟ 

 

͞Y-Ǉes.͟ 

 

Albedo and Shalltear smiled to each other. In the corner of their eyes, Auƌa shƌugged, as if to saǇ, ͞Well, 
it͛s fiŶe͟. 
 

͞Let͛s leaǀe it at that foƌ Ŷoǁ.͟ 

 

͞TheŶ, hoǁ aďout soŵethiŶg else… ďut, ǁhat should ǁe talk aďout?͟ 

 

͞Mŵŵ~ It should ďe soŵethiŶg to do ǁith AiŶz-saŵa, ƌight, Auƌa?͟ 

 

͞“uƌe ǁe Đould. As foƌ AiŶz-sama -- he͛s ǀeƌǇ ĐhaƌŵiŶg, aŶd ǀeƌǇ geŶtle.͟ 

 

“hallteaƌ ŶotiĐed Alďedo͛s faĐe tǁitĐh a little. If oŶe did Ŷot kŶoǁ ǁhat luƌked ǁithiŶ those depths, oŶe 
might have assumed those gentle eyes were simply looking at them. She deliberately fondled the ring on 

her left ring finger, bathing in the light it radiated. 

 

You bitch -- Shalltear swallowed those words before they could be spoken, and smiled. This was not 

entirely an act, because her face naturally relaxed every time she thought of her master. 

 

͞AiŶz-saŵa… is tƌulǇ aŶ outstaŶdiŶg ŵasteƌ.͟ 

 

͞WhiĐh paƌt of hiŵ do Ǉou thiŶk is the ŵost ďeautiful, “hallteaƌ BloodfalleŶ?͟ 

 



͞If theƌe͛s too ŵuĐh Đustaƌd, it͛ll spill out of the puffs.͟ 

 

͞That ǁould ďe his puƌe ǁhite ďodǇ, of Đouƌse. Its pƌopoƌtioŶs aƌe ideal. Hoǁ I ǁish I could touch his 

ďodǇ.͟ 

 

Needless to say, what she actually wanted to do was climb all over him and savor the taste of his bones, 

but she could not actually say that. 

 

͞IŶdeed, his ďodǇ -- against which even ivory pales in comparison -- is quite beautiful… although, doŶ͛t 
you think the most beautiful parts of Ainz-sama are his eyes? Those mesmerizing, deep eyes, like 

gateǁaǇs iŶto the aďǇss… I ĐaŶ feel his digŶitǇ aŶd iƌoŶ ǁill thƌough theiƌ jeǁel-like gloǁ.͟ 

 

Not bad. 

 

Still, Shalltear did not feel they could suƌpass AiŶz͛s puƌe ǁhite ďodǇ. 
 

͞‘eallǇ? TheŶ ǁouldŶ͛t his alaďasteƌ ďodǇ ďe ďetteƌ? Do Ǉou Ŷot ǁish to ďe eŵďƌaĐed ďǇ that ďodǇ? Do 
Ǉou Ŷot ǁaŶt to touĐh it ǁith Ǉouƌ haŶds?͟ 

 

A ĐƌaĐk appeaƌed iŶ Alďedo͛s sŵile. “eŶsiŶg that this ǁas the ŵoŵeŶt to advance, Shalltear pressed the 

attack. 

 

͞That͛s Ŷot all. CoŶsideƌ his haŶds plaĐed upoŶ ouƌ ǁaists, aŶd dƌaǁiŶg us Đlose to hiŵ.͟ 

 

͞Ugkkkkk!͟ 

 

͞Moƌe, please.͟ 

 

͞AŶd hoǁ aďout theŶ ďeiŶg ďƌought ďefoƌe his ďƌoad aŶd stuƌdǇ Đhest, to heaƌ hiŵ ǁhispeƌ, iŶ loǁ 
tones, his -- lo -- ving -- ǁoƌds to us?͟ 

 

͞Nggggfffu!͟ 

 

Albedo seemed to be pinching her nose. Her fingers were flecked with something red. 

 

͞Ah, this ĐheeseĐake is gƌeat.͟ 

 

͞Hoǁ aďout it, Alďedo? Tell ŵe Ǉouƌ aŶsǁeƌ. Is his ďodǇ Ŷot ďetteƌ?͟ 

 

͞That, that͛s faƌ too iŵpuƌe! Hoǁ, hoǁ Đould Ǉou talk aďout that soƌt of thiŶg? TeŵptiŶg ŵe ǁith his 
ďodǇ is uŶfaiƌ! I ǁas talkiŶg aďout puƌe ďeautǇ!͟ 

 

͞Is that so? Yet the ǁaǇ Ǉou͛ƌe aĐtiŶg is deĐlaƌiŶg ŵǇ ǀiĐtoƌǇ.͟ 

 



͞Guh!͟ 

 

͞I saǇ--͟ 

 

͞What do Ǉou saǇ, Auƌa? This is the most exciting part. Wipe your mouth so you can be a live witness as 

this woman admits her defeat. Come, Albedo, admit it! Admit that the most beautiful part of Ainz is his 

ďoŶǇ ďodǇ!͟ 

 

͞Nguuu! 
 

A sŵile of ǀiĐtoƌǇ daǁŶed oŶ “hallteaƌ͛s faĐe as she ǁatched how Albedo was gritting her teeth, and 

then Aura muttered to herself: 

 

͞What paƌt of AiŶz-saŵa isŶ͛t ďeautiful? IsŶ͛t he pƌettǇ all oǀeƌ?͟ 

 

͞????͟ 

 

͞????͟ 

 

Shalltear nodded to Albedo. 

 

͞IŶdeed, AiŶz-saŵa is the phǇsiĐal iŶĐaƌŶatioŶ of ďeautǇ. We ĐaŶ͛t saǇ ǁhiĐh paƌt of hiŵ is ďest.͟ 

 

͞Yes, Alďedo. It ǁould ďe disƌespeĐtful to do soŵethiŶg like assigŶiŶg ƌaŶks to the ďodǇ paƌts of AiŶz-

saŵa, the “upƌeŵe OŶe.͟ 

 

͞“o ǁe haǀe ouƌ aŶsǁeƌ.͟ 

 

͞All paƌts of AiŶz-sama are beautiful! However, there are parts which are more attractive, based on 

peƌsoŶal pƌefeƌeŶĐe.͟ 

 

This was truly a glorious sight.  

 

Well, aside from the confusion a certain girl felt at all of this. 

 

͞Is it ƌeallǇ all ƌight to haǀe these people as ŵǇ felloǁ GuaƌdiaŶs?͟  
 

 

 

[Afterword] 

 

 



͞A ŵaŶ should Ŷot giǀe eǆĐuses͟. I heaƌd these ǁoƌds oŶĐe, I ǁill Ŷot saǇ aŶǇthiŶg. Hoǁeǀeƌ, please 
allow me to say one thing -- if my memory serves me correctly, the current date should be 17th month 

of 2015, right?  

 

Also, I recall hearing someone say, ͞PƌeaƌƌaŶgeŵeŶts aƌe Ŷot fiǆed, thus theǇ aƌeŶ͛t the saŵe as the 
fiŶal outĐoŵe͟. Ah, ǁhat a ĐhaƌŵiŶg phƌase! Hoǁ full of ƌoŵaŶĐe it is! 
 

...I͛ŵ ǀeƌǇ soƌƌǇ. 
 

Volume 11 will not be like this one. There is no intention of making you wait, so I hope everyone can find 

it in themselves to forgive me. Also, the next volume is -- ǁell, aŶǇoŶe ǁho͛s ƌead all the ǁaǇ to the eŶd, 
it ĐaŶ͛t ďe helped if it͛s ǁƌitteŶ doǁŶ... IŶ additioŶ, ǀoluŵe ϭϭ ǁill featuƌe a ŵuĐh-awaited special 

editioŶ. AŶǇoŶe ǁho͛s seeŶ the aŶiŵe ǁill uŶdeƌstaŶd. It͛s a Ŷeǁ ϯϬ-minute-long episode of Pure Pure 

Pleiades, isŶ͛t that suƌpƌisiŶg?! 
 

Then, how do you feel after reading Volume 10, everyone? 

 

How different is running a country from running an organization? 

 

Ainz started from his interests, but how would you all do it? Maruyama is very interested in the answer. 

If it ǁeƌe ŵe, I ǁould do this. If it ǁeƌe ŵe, I ǁould do that. I ǁould ďe ǀeƌǇ glad to heaƌ eǀeƌǇoŶe͛s 
opinions on that matter.  

 

And if it should turn out that someone created another work based on this, or even another original 

light Ŷoǀel, I ǁould ďe eǀeŶ ŵoƌe delighted. BeĐause iŶ tƌuth, that͛s MaƌuǇaŵa foƌ Ǉou. 
 

And then, you already know of the popularity poll from the tail end of the book. Please tell me the 

characters you like best. Unlike ordinary popularity polls, the fact that the first place is already decided is 

something which has never been seen before. 

 

I ǁoŶ͛t giǀe eǆtƌa appeaƌaŶĐes to uŶeǆpeĐtedlǇ populaƌ ĐhaƌaĐteƌs. This is siŵplǇ to see ǁhiĐh 
characters everyone likes best. 

 

Next, the people I want to thank: 

 

Sorry for ruining your schedule, so-bin-sama. Thank you very much for this. 

 

My sincere thanks to Ohaku-sama the proofreader, the designers, Chord Design Studio-sama and the 

editor, F-da-sama. Also to honey, my friend from my student days, thank you as always. 

 

Most importantly, thank you to all you readers out there. The story is now completely divorced from the 

WN, so I would be very happy if you liked it. 
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Maruyama Kugane 

Ҽ䴦一五年十七月 丸山くがね 

 

 

 

[End Volume 10.] 


