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      Appendix 7:Luciliano’s report 2 – Kasim’s spring

      
      In Talosheim’s royal castle, a strange conversation was taking
      place.

      “Can nothing be done about it, Master?” asked Luciliano. He had
      been persistently pestering Vandalieu over a certain strange
      difficulty.

      “Zandia, can nothing be done about this apprentice?” asked
      Vandalieu, consulting Zandia as she passed by.

      Zandia… the Titan Zombie girl who was Talosheim’s second
      princess and had been praised as the ‘Tiny Genius’ when she was
      alive.

      “Eh? Am I supposed to carry him away with an iron-claw grip like
      Jeena-nee?” asked Zandia.

      She had become a Zombie at a young age, but as a Titan, she was
      two meters tall.

      “But Master, I really am at a loss here,” Luciliano insisted,
      despite Zandia picking him up by the head and lifting him into the
      air.

      “What is this guy having so much trouble with?” Zandia asked,
      directing this question to Vandalieu rather than the still-lively
      Luciliano.

      She had once experienced Luciliano peeping on her during surgery
      out of academic interest.

      “He said he wants to hear from wild Undead… Undead that aren’t
      under my influence, from Zombies in particular. He won’t listen to
      what I’m saying,” Vandalieu said.

      “I’d think that might be impossible,” said Zandia.

      “You’re
      right,” said Vandalieu.

      Zandia couldn’t be blamed for immediately thinking that
      Luciliano’s request was impossible.

      “I do
      understand how he feels, since Undead change completely under your
      influence, Your Majesty. The research I do is different, but I
      am a mage,” Zandia said.

      Undead would undergo rapid changes from the moment they were
      charmed by Vandalieu and placed under his guidance.

      This was particularly apparent in inferior, low-Rank Undead.
      Rank 1 Living Bones and Living Dead were Undead that simply moved
      around meaninglessly and didn’t even possess much of an instinct,
      let alone wills. But even they would clearly recognize Vandalieu
      and obey his commands to the best of their abilities.

      Rank 2 Zombies had heads filled with nothing but hatred for the
      living and a desire to devour their flesh, but ninety percent of
      that would be erased and replaced with feelings of affection,
      loyalty and fear for Vandalieu. This was even true for Cursed
      Weapons and Living Armors, which were considered to have nothing
      but a desire to kill.

      And many Undead partially regained their memories and
      personalities from while they were alive as their Ranks increased
      under Vandalieu’s influence, becoming able to speak words.

      Undead in their natural state were completely different
      creatures.

      Zandia assumed that as an Undead researcher, Luciliano would
      want to study not only the Undead that had undergone such changes,
      but Undead in their natural state as well.

      Having finally been understood, Luciliano nodded… or rather,
      since he couldn’t, he expressed his agreement by clasping his hands
      together and shaking them up and down. “Indeed, that’s right,” he
      said.

      “But you know that there’s no way you could hear what an Undead
      in its natural state has to say, right?” Zandia said.

      “Indeed,
      that’s right,” Luciliano said again.

      Undead in their natural state, especially low-Rank Undead, never
      communicated with the living.

      Conversation was possible with Ghosts who possessed their
      memories and personalities from while they were alive in addition
      to their hatred and regrets. There had also apparently been very
      rare cases where Zombies and such would stop attacking those they
      had been close to while alive and express desires such as asking
      them to “run away” or “kill me”… assuming that these were not the
      delusions of the witnesses.

      But even with these exceptions, the kind of academic
      investigation that Luciliano wished to carry out would be
      impossible.

      “In other words, you want to conduct a detailed investigation on
      an Undead that isn’t under His Majesty’s influence, but in order to
      do that, His Majesty needs to ‘guide’ the Undead? That’s
      impossible. There’s a contradiction there,” said Zandia.

      “That’s right. Ah, by the way, please let go of Luciliano, now,”
      said Vandalieu.

      Luciliano was released from the grip of Zandia’s hand, which was
      relatively small compared to the rest of her body. He swayed on his
      feet, but he didn’t collapse.

      “So nothing can be done about it after all?” he said.

      “I don’t know any Undead in their natural state to begin with,”
      said Vandalieu.

      Most Undead were charmed by Vandalieu just by being near him.
      There was no way that he could be acquainted with any Undead in
      their natural state.

      “And anyway, you can create Undead as well, can’t you,
      Luciliano? Couldn’t you just create one and ask it yourself?”
      Vandalieu asked.

      “Yeah, you can make Live-Dead and stuff, after all. Isn’t that a
      good idea?” Zandia agreed.

      “You know that the Undead created by ordinary mages including
      myself are nothing more than puppets made of corpses with life
      forcibly embedded inside them,” said Luciliano. “I am not sure what
      you are expecting me to investigate with such puppets.”

      As he said, the Live-Dead and other Undead he created were
      nothing more than puppets with no instincts or anything. Such
      puppets were unsuitable for pursuing his current interest.

      “So please, do something!” Luciliano begged, not knowing when to
      give up.

      “Muh…” Vandalieu seemed troubled as he shook his head.

      Indeed, he really was troubled. As he didn’t normally show any
      facial expression, he often deliberately made obvious movements to
      express his emotions to others.

      “What is it about Undead that you want to research, anyway?
      Depending on what it is, His Majesty or I might be able to help
      you. Ah, but I’m not going to show you my body, okay?” said
      Zandia.

      “… I was only interested in the remodeling that Gubamon had
      carried out in your bodies,” said Luciliano, scowling at the fact
      that he was still being treated like a peeping tom.

      “Leaving that aside, what is it that you’re interested in now?”
      Vandalieu asked.

      Luciliano’s expression straightened up. “Something that is so
      fundamental that nobody thinks to question it. The heads of
      inferior Undead are filled with either nothing or a simple hatred
      for the living and a desire to kill, so they are completely
      unsociable. So then, why do they –”

      Meanwhile, there were loud noises of battle echoing repeatedly
      across the training grounds that were a little distance away from
      Talosheim’s town area.

      This in itself was not unusual. The training grounds’ dummies…
      or rather, Undead acting as dummies, were the heroes from nations
      that worshipped Alda and heroes that worshipped Alda personally
      among the hero Zombies recovered from Gubamon.

      As Undead, they were weaker than they had been while alive and
      they were equipped with Obsidian equipment that conserved stamina,
      but their fighting abilities were undoubtedly first-rate.

      And what was happening here was training through real combat. Of
      course, the Undead hero dummies attacked the trainees.

      The walls of the training grounds had almost been broken several
      times before, so there were now restrictions on what martial skills
      and spells could be used. But even so, the fierce, echoing sounds
      of battle always made it clear just what kind of high-level
      training was taking place.

      But today, the sounds echoing across the training grounds were
      not the sharp noises of swords clashing, but heavy, repeated
      crashes that sounded like a gong being struck.

      “Shield
      Bash! Shield Bash!”

      A female Elf Zombie, who was unusually lightly-equipped compared
      to the other dummies that had Obsidian equipment, used her round
      shield to unleash two Shield Bashes in quick succession.

      “UOOOOOH!” roared the young man… Kasim, who was equipped with
      armor and a large shield made of Dark Copper, as he managed to use
      his shield to stop the Shield Bashes.

      And as the Elf Zombie lost her balance, Kasim used the mace in
      his right hand to try and turn the tables on her.

      But the Elf Zombie pulled her arm back quickly and unleashed a
      third Shield Bash. “Not good enough! Shield Bash!”

      “GUAH?!”

      A third thunderous, gong-like crash echoed out as Kasim’s shield
      was finally repelled, exposing his entire body. But surely the Elf
      Zombie wouldn’t strike with a fourth Shield Bash. Or at least,
      that’s what Kasim thought.

      But although the Elf had lost her blood from becoming a Zombie,
      her toned leg turned with the same skill that it had done while she
      was alive.

      “Thrusting
      Kick!”

      Her shoe, which was made of Obsidian and designed for unarmed
      combat, crashed into the stomach of Kasim’s metal armor.
      Off-balance, he was unable to hold his ground and was sent flying
      backwards like a football.

      “I-I’ve lost,” Kasim gasped as he lay on his back, barely
      managing to voice his surrender.

      Hearing these words, the Elf Zombie relaxed her stance and
      offered out a hand, going into coaching-mode. “Kasim-kun, you have
      to use your shield more proactively. Also, it’s fine to take a
      defensive stance, but you can’t shut yourself away. The enemy isn’t
      a storm; rather than waiting for an opportunity, you have to go and
      create one.”

      Kasim gave a bitter smile as he took the Elf Zombie’s hand to
      stand up. “I know that, but it’s impossible for me to become able
      to fight like you right away, Gerda-san,” he said. “As expected of
      someone who was called the ‘Dual-shield Princess.’ The way you
      handle your shields is amazing, and your footwork is like that of a
      master’s as well, isn’t it? You’re really incredible.”

      Kasim was looking at the Elf Zombie, the hero Zombie Gerda who
      had once been known as the ‘Dual-shield Princess,’ with shining
      eyes.

      “That’s a Title. I’m just an Undead now,” Gerda said.

      She was an Elf hero who had lived in an era even before the
      foundation of the Amid Empire. She wielded two small Adamantite
      shields, one in each hand, using them for both offense and defense
      and finishing her enemies off with her kicks. Her unique fighting
      style had been well known in her time.

      She was recognized as a shield-bearer by those around her, but
      she was actually more like a martial artist that used her round
      shields as weapons. However, because of her high proficiency with
      the Shield Technique Skill, her defensive abilities were beyond
      those of most shield-bearers.

      “And in terms of just my physical strength, I’m stronger than I
      was when I was alive, you know?” Gerda said. “My Enhanced Muscular
      Strength Skill turned into the Superhuman Strength Skill when I
      became a Zombie. My movements have become slower as a result,
      though.”

      “But you’re still amazing, Gerda-san,” said Kasim, unable to
      conceal the way his eyes were sparkling.

      Gerda, who had been staring at Kasim with dead, lifeless eyes,
      suddenly averted her gaze. Her eyes narrowed, as if she had looked
      at an object that was too bright for her. And she immediately let
      go of Kasim’s hand. “You don’t have to imitate what I do. You only
      have one shield, and your Unarmed Fighting Technique Skill is low
      Level, isn’t it, Kasim-kun? With your shield, I think it’s best to
      thrust the edge into your opponent’s arms or legs to stop their
      movement. Try it against a demi-human-type monster,” said
      Gerda.

      Kasim’s eyes followed the hand that had just let go of him with
      a disappointed gaze. As if avoiding him, Gerda turned around to
      return to her original position.

      She was a training dummy; once she was finished giving advice,
      she would return to her original position and stand there like a
      statue, unmoving. She would wait there until it was time to change
      places or the next training candidate came.

      “Can I practice against you again next time instead of a
      monster?!” Kasim shouted in her direction.

      But there was only silence in response from Gerda.

      Having washed away his sweat at the public bathhouse after
      training, Kasim met up with his friends Fester and Zeno in the
      plaza connected to the main road, where they engaged in a deep
      conversation.

      In this plaza, where there were statues of Vandalieu of various
      ages lined up in a row, there were benches as well as tables and
      chairs for enjoying Reversi and shogi. It was a place for the
      citizens of Talosheim to relax.

      Thus, there were a lot of people here, but the background noise
      naturally drowned out spoken words, so it was the perfect place to
      have a non-sinister confidential conversation.

      “The truth is, I… like Gerda-san,” said Kasim, confiding in his
      two friends.

      “We
      know,” Fester and Zeno replied quietly.

      “Eh?! How, I haven’t told anyone yet!” Kasim exclaimed, sounding
      surprised.

      Zeno sighed. “Kasim… You go to the training grounds every day
      that we’re not in a Dungeon or a Devil’s Nest, and you only ever
      train with that Gerda-san.”

      “And you always boast to us about how great Gerda-san is,”
      Fester said with a grin. “How she’s so pretty, how her legs are
      beautiful and how her ears are so long… Even I’d notice after all
      of that.”

      “Was I that easy to understand?” said Kasim, his face falling as
      he realized that his two friends had already known about his
      feelings.

      It seemed that Kasim had unconsciously spoken about Gerda very
      fondly. Meanwhile, Zeno and Fester looked refreshed.

      “So, what are you going to do? It’s not going to just end at
      telling us about it, right?” said Zeno.

      “Wait, are you really alright with this? Gerda-san is a Zombie,
      right?” said Fester.

      In ordinary human societies, this would be a big problem. It
      wasn’t just a matter of love that transcended race. Someone in
      Kasim’s position would be lucky to merely be chased out of their
      village or town. Depending on the nation, they might be
      interrogated and burned at the stake.

      But this was Talosheim. The ruler of the nation himself was a
      user of strange Undead, the one serving as general and prime
      minister was an Undead, and the captains of several Knights’ Orders
      were Undead as well. It was a nation where in this very plaza where
      Kasim and his friends were sitting, numerous Zombies and Skeletons
      could enjoy pleasant conversations under the watch of the statues
      of Vandalieu.

      Vandalieu had completely stopped the Undead of this nation from
      decomposing and even erased the rotten smell of their bodies with
      Deodorization. It wasn’t rare to see Zombies that couldn’t be told
      apart from the living without being close enough to be breathed
      on.

      And these Undead were the natives of Talosheim that had been
      living here since even before immigrants from the cultivation
      villages like Kasim and his friends came here.

      And because Vandalieu had implemented plans to have the citizens
      interact peacefully… Things like seminars, board game tournaments
      and festivals, even the immigrants who had been emotionally distant
      from the Undead at first were now friends with them.

      With that being the case, though this was just a natural course
      of events, there were some who developed romantic relationships
      with Undead. But this wasn’t without its problems.

      The largest problem was that Undead couldn’t have children. The
      deed itself was possible, but as their reproductive organs had
      stopped functioning like the rest of their internal organs, this
      was the obvious result.

      The desire to have children was not limited to royalty and
      nobles; even farmers and townspeople would naturally want to have
      children, raise them and have their grown-up children take over
      their farms and businesses. This societal notion was firmly-rooted
      in the world of Lambda.

      There were problems such as when families had too many children
      and struggled to get by, or quarrels over who would succeed family
      businesses and farms, but this was necessary in Lambda, whose
      civilization still required people to perform large roles in every
      industry.

      And even for couples who couldn’t have children despite their
      best efforts, they could adopt the children of relatives or have
      their apprentices take over their businesses.

      But when the inability to have children was made clear from the
      very start, there was a tough hurdle to get over, unless the
      couples sought out children to adopt or people to take over their
      businesses beforehand.

      But there was also an occupation that was completely unrelated
      to such societal notions. That occupation was the occupation of
      being an adventurer.

      “If you’re talking about the issue with children, none of that
      has mattered ever since we became adventurers, right? I mean we’re
      registered with the Explorers’ Guild rather than the Adventurers’
      Guild now, but it’s all the same in the end, isn’t it?” said
      Kasim.

      Being an adventurer was a hazardous occupation with a high
      mortality rate. And many who took up this occupation were those who
      had already been defeated in the struggles to succeed their
      families or never had families to succeed to begin with.

      Neither of these applied to Kasim and his friends, but they had
      already talked to their families and discussed the possibility of
      being unable to succeed their businesses when they became
      adventurers in the Hartner Duchy.

      Kasim assured Fester that this wasn’t a problem, but it seemed
      that this wasn’t all that Fester was worried about.

      “No, there’s more. I’ve heard that they don’t sleep at night so
      they have a different sense of time, that there are problems with
      their eating habits and that because poison and disease don’t
      affect them, they either don’t worry at all or worry too much if
      you get sick,” Fester said, fluently listing the various problems
      that those having relationships with Undead faced. “You need to be
      prepared if you want to seriously date someone of another
      race.”

      Kasim and
      Zeno stared at Fester in disbelief.

      “Fester, using his brain?! You sound like a proper, decent
      married person!” Kasim blurted out.

      “To think that Fester has straightened up so much… Kuh,” Zeno
      muttered.

      “Kasim, I
      am a proper, decent married person! And Zeno, why
      do you have tears in your eyes! I’m just telling you what I
      happened to overhear at the Explorers’ Guild!” said
      Fester.

      While Kasim trained at the training grounds, Fester had been
      going to the Explorers’ Guild to take simple requests that he could
      complete on his own, and also to visit Lina while she was
      working.

      During the victory feast in the Noble Orc kingdom, a marriage
      interview had been suggested to him, and for some reason, as a
      result of discussing this with Lina, it had been decided that both
      of them would have a marriage interview with the girl that was
      looking to marry him. The girl, who was a good person even if one
      didn’t take her circumstances into account, had got along well with
      Lina, so talks were proceeding in the direction of accepting the
      marriage.

      But Fester still lacked the means to provide for both. He was
      working hard for the sake of his two brides and for the children
      that would come in the future.

      Incidentally, Zeno was accepting requests, going to Dungeons and
      having practice battles with the Empusa Berserker Gaol, who had
      migrated to Talosheim. He was still unaware that Gaol considered
      these to be dates.

      It seemed that Zeno was the most ignorant of the three when it
      came to love.

      After calming down Fester, who was in a bad mood, Kasim began to
      think deeply about the problems one by one.

      “Like Fester says, there are all kinds of problems,” he
      said.

      But all this did was reaffirm to him that the feelings for Gerda
      within him would not stop.

      “But still, I don’t think anything will start until I confess to
      Gerda-san,” said Kasim.

      “You’re
      right,” said Zeno.

      “So, I think I’ll confess to Gerda-san tomorrow!” Kasim
      declared.

      “What a
      rapid development,” said another voice.

      “I see… Alright, I’m cheering for you!” said Fester.

      “Yeah, do your best, Kasim,” said Zeno. “But isn’t it best to
      talk to Vandalieu about it first? Gerda-san is a training dummy at
      the moment, right?”

      There was a partial slavery system in Talosheim. One of those
      forms of slavery was the role of the training dummies filled by
      Gerda and other Undead. The first training dummy, the ‘Divine Spear
      of Ice’ Mikhail, had become a criminal slave. Ever since then, the
      other Zombies who became training dummies had also been treated as
      criminal slaves.

      It seemed that the strict surveillance system that Vandalieu had
      set up for Mikhail back then was really troublesome work.

      Now, though they were still strictly monitored, these Undead
      were treated as people.

      But as she had the social position of a criminal slave, Gerda
      was property of the state. Zeno’s suggestion of consulting
      Vandalieu was a reasonable one.

      “That’s
      true, but I’m kind of shy…” said Kasim.

      “Now, now, there’s no need to be so reserved. I understand the
      situation, so do your best,” said the fourth voice again.

      “Uwah, this isn’t a statue! It’s the real one!” shouted
      Zeno.

      The statue of Vandalieu standing closest to Kasim and his
      friends was actually Vandalieu himself, camouflaged as a
      statue!

      “Disguised as a stone statue, its real identity is –”

      
      TLN: Vandalieu is probably making some kind of reference
      here, but I don’t know what it is.

      

      “Vandalieu, isn’t it? You haven’t disguised yourself as a stone
      statue with the Demon King’s ink recently, so why today?” Fester
      asked.

      His bold declaration having been interrupted, Vandalieu’s face
      fell as he climbed down from the pedestal. “I was hiding from
      Luciliano for a little while… Leaving that aside, I’ve been
      listening to the story. I’m sorry for eavesdropping. Though it’s
      not really to make up for it, I’m cheering for you, so do your best
      with your confession tomorrow. I’ll make it so that Gerda can
      converse with you normally, Kasim.”

      “Y-yeah,
      thanks,” said Kasim.

      And then the preparations for his confession to Gerda were
      made.

      Vandalieu reserved the training grounds for that time and gave
      him a handwritten document. It was a form of written permission for
      Gerda to speak to Kasim freely during his confession.

      And Vandalieu himself waited outside with Zeno and Fester. This
      was because if Vandalieu was personally present, Gerda might feel a
      non-existent pressure.

      Incidentally, depending on the result, Gerda’s status as a
      criminal slave could be lifted, but this was apparently more
      convenient for Vandalieu.

      Mikhail was responsible for the destruction of the former
      Talosheim. But although the other hero Zombies that had become
      training dummies had just been followers of Alda or gained military
      fame by persecuting members of Vida’s races, they hadn’t been
      directly involved with Talosheim.

      In Gerda’s case, she had lived in an era when the letter ‘A’ of
      the Amid Empire didn’t even exist.

      With that said, it was unclear if she could simply be acquitted,
      and more importantly, the Undead were acting as training dummies
      because they had wanted a way to atone.

      It wasn’t like Vandalieu felt a strong desire to punish them,
      and there wasn’t even a legal basis for making them criminal
      slaves, so if they agreed to stop, it was something to be
      congratulated.

      Gerda took the written document, smelled it and tasted it. “This
      smell and taste; these letters have definitely been written in
      Vandalieu-sama’s blood. I see… But Kasim-kun, I can’t reciprocate
      your feelings,” she said, shaking her head.

      “N-no way. Why does even Gerda-san know?!” shouted Kasim.

      He was surprised that Gerda used the smell and taste rather than
      the handwriting or the seal to confirm the authenticity of the
      document, but that surprise vanished before the shocking
      realization that his sweetheart had already known of his feelings
      before he could confess.

      “I died unmarried, but I did live for over a hundred years, you
      know. For some reason, I can’t remember very well, but I have dated
      someone before,” Gerda said, seeming to struggle with her words a
      little. “And… When you collapse during training, you wait for me to
      reach my hand out to you instead of standing up yourself, and your
      face looks really happy when our hands touch.”

      “Ugh, so you knew…!” Kasim staggered as he realized that his
      ulterior motive had been seen through. But he didn’t back down.
      “So, why? I won’t do any of that in the training grounds anymore!
      And if there’s anything else bad about me, I’ll fix it!”

      “No, it’s not like I dislike it or that you’re bad,” said Gerda.
      “I’m very happy about your feelings towards me.”

      “Then
      –”

      “It’s impossible for me. I’m a Zombie; I’m dead! I might look
      like I’m alive because my body’s decomposition has been stopped,
      but my cold hands could never offer you any warmth!” Gerda
      said.

      A young man who came to her for training every day, far less
      experienced than herself. Gerda had feelings for that man.

      But every time she saw her own pallid face reflected in his
      shining eyes, every time his warm hands touched her cold ones, she
      was painfully reminded that they were different beings… they were
      not an Elf and a human, but a dead person and a living one.

      She was too different from him. She shouldn’t get any closer to
      him than she already was. For his sake as well. That was why Gerda
      rejected Kasim.

      But Kasim
      didn’t give up.

      “Then
      I’ll offer you my warmth, Gerda-san!” he declared
      as he extended his hand to Gerda, his voice loud enough to be heard
      outside the training grounds.

      Gerda instinctively tried to step back, but this was too slow
      compared to her usual movements.

      “So please go out with me!” Kasim grasped both of Gerda’s hands
      and pulled her close to him.

      Gerda saw her own lightless, dead eyes reflected in Kasim’s that
      were burning with passion.

      “… You’ll regret it one day. Whether that’s in a year, ten years
      or fifty, you’ll definitely regret it. Are you alright with that?”
      Gerda asked.

      “Maybe I might, but I won’t make you regret it, Gerda-san,” said
      Kasim.

      These were inexperienced words with no foundation to them,
      trying to convince an Elf Zombie who had lived for over a hundred
      years before dying. But despite that, they sounded attractive to
      Gerda.

      As if
      Kasim’s passion had infected her.

      “Alright… I’ll give you fifty of my years, a hundred, or even an
      eternity,” Gerza said.

      “R-really?!”

      “But can
      I make one request?”

      “Yeah, anything! If it’s something I can do, I’ll do anything!”
      Kasim declared.

      There were no lies in his words. If Gerda asked him to become
      stronger than her, then he would challenge himself for years
      without giving up.

      “Then… if you can, get one, no, two more other than me. Both
      Undead,” said Gerda.

      “Alright!
      Whether it’s two people or three… eh?”

      This was
      an unexpected request for Kasim.

      Luciliano was writing notes, outside for once, in the plaza
      crowded with people at that.

      “Why do Undead form groups? If I think about it, this is
      actually quite the mystery. There are Undead that happen to become
      Undead in the same place or close to each other, or Undead that
      happen to group together by chance, and then there are Undead like
      Living Armors that often coordinate with others like them. But why
      do other Undead form groups?” Luciliano wondered.

      “Is that
      right?” Vandalieu asked.

      “Apparently,” said Jeena. “Though I’ve never seen them
      personally.”

      “At adventurers’ school, we learned that if we see one Undead*,
      we should assume there are more,” said Fester.

      “Come to think of it, we’re counted as animals rather than
      people in the outside world,” said Zandia.

      
      TLN*: Fester uses the counter for animals here rather than
      for people here.

      

      Incidentally, Zeno was looking at Kasim with a pitiful gaze.

      Perhaps not caring about the response of his company, Luciliano
      continued talking. “Living Dead and Bones do not possess many of
      their memories, senses of self, knowledge or even their instincts.
      Their heads are empty other than the desire to attack and devour
      the living. So why do these Rank 1 or 2 Undead form groups? There
      is a strategic benefit. But I didn’t think that such inferior
      Undead understood such strategy.”

      “You’re right; Undead don’t coordinate with the other Undead
      around them, and they don’t cooperate with each other to find
      prey,” said Zandia.

      “Weak Bone Rabbits form groups, but I’ve heard that it’s to
      increase their chances of surviving if they’re attacked,” said
      Jeena. “But Living Dead and Zombies have no self-preservation
      instinct. Even we feel pain differently from how we did when we
      were alive.”

      “I see,
      that’s very informative,” said Vandalieu.

      “… Vandalieu, you seem like you’d be the most knowledgeable, so
      why are you the least knowledgeable?” asked Kasim.

      “Because Master has apparently never seen Undead in their
      natural state,” said Luciliano. “Leaving that aside, your passion
      has unraveled one part of the mystery. Kasim-kun, I offer you my
      heartfelt respect.”

      According to Gerda, the reason Undead formed groups was because
      Undead “felt kind of lonely,” rather than for strategic reasons. It
      was such a simple reason that nobody had thought of it.

      Luciliano, Vandalieu and Legion, who wasn’t here, concluded that
      this was likely because spirits naturally desired the company of
      those similar to themselves.

      Because the instincts of Undead were faint, their minds were
      like small islands floating on a sea of nothingness. Were they not
      trying to fill that void by surrounding themselves with others like
      them?

      Weren’t they stabilizing their hollow selves by acknowledging
      others that were in the same state as them?

      At the very least, there was no doubting that they felt some
      kind of unconscious sense of fellowship with those around them.

      Zombies, who thought of nothing other than devouring the flesh
      of the living, didn’t distinguish between their prey and their
      companions. But they didn’t think to destroy the bodies of other
      Zombies that got in their way in order to defeat them.

      But when they had feelings of strong resentment and regret, this
      was just a weak behavior that could be ignored.

      “That’s how it is, so I thank you from the bottom of my heart.
      Well, more verification is needed, so it would be helpful if I
      could hear from you frequently,” said Luciliano.

      “You’re saying it like it’s someone else’s business,” Zeno
      pointed out. “Well, it really is someone else’s business,
      though.”

      “Hmph,” Luciliano said quietly, looking up from his notes.
      “Master, what if we simply choose a few partners for him? It would
      solve the problem immediately,” he said, making a suggestion that
      was quite considerate towards Kasim.

      But Kasim, who had simply been hanging his head up until now,
      rejected it right away. “Stop! It’s true that it would solve
      the problem immediately, but what about my feelings?!” he
      shouted.

      “Hmm, should we set up some marriage interviews? If you tell me
      what types and personalities you like, I can even choose from the
      corpses and spirits I have in stock to create Undead for you,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “… I appreciate the thought,” said Kasim. “Ugh, Gerda-san. What
      am I supposed to do…”

      Kasim had confessed his earnest feelings and received approval.
      But the condition of finding multiple other partners had been
      named.

      “It’s a complicated problem. When I gave Vandalieu a high-five
      outside the training grounds, I didn’t think things would turn out
      like this,” said Fester.

      This was a problem that he hadn’t expected despite being the one
      to point out all kinds of problems that would come from having a
      relationship with an Undead.

      A frivolous man might come to a clear decision with ease,
      quickly calling out to other Undead and collecting partners. But
      Fester knew that Kasim didn’t have such a shrewd personality.

      Wasn’t he feeling conflict over having to date other Undead
      girls while he still had feelings for Gerda?

      “Is there any way? Other than Vandalieu’s extreme method,”
      Fester said, looking towards Zandia and Jeena.

      But there
      was no favorable answer.

      “Even if you ask if there’s a way… there isn’t anyone I can
      introduce to him,” said Zandia.

      “Neither do I,” said Jeena. “Of course, I can’t marry him.
      His-Majesty-kun is cuter, easier to carry around and he carries me
      around as well,” she added, picking Vandalieu up like a kitten.

      “That’s true for me as well, but he’s not asking for that,
      Jeena-nee,” said Zandia, taking Vandalieu back from her.

      “I feel like I’ve started to understand why Vandalieu is so
      popular with the Undead, other than his charm and guidance,” Zeno
      muttered.

      Though he and his friends couldn’t see them, there were
      countless spirits floating around in Vandalieu’s surroundings.
      There was nobody better than Vandalieu for Undead wanting the
      company of others like themselves.

      And so, a page recording the young Kasim’s struggle with love
      was added to Luciliano’s research report.

      

    


    

    Chapter154:Severed bonds


      Something was breathing heavily through its nose as it moved
      through a forest with no signs of life in it.

      “Fuuuh!
      Fuuuh! Pafuooh!”

      As if desiring some kind of scent, it inhaled the surrounding
      air aggressively and then exhaled, its nose letting out a noise
      that sounded like a trumpet.

      “Fugafugofubuguh!”

      Even so, perhaps unable to find the scent that it was looking
      for, the creature extended its nose and began pressing its nose
      against all of the objects near it.

      Trees, the dirt, stones, everything that it could reach.

      Of course, a creature capable of this would not be a human.

      “S-sceee…nt…”

      To be more precise, this creature had once been a human, but had
      transformed into something that was not a human.

      It had the face of a man with clearly unattractive looks, with
      scars across its forehead and cheeks. There were no abnormalities
      with the shapes or number of eyes and nose on this face. Other than
      the scars, it was the face of a normal human man.

      But the location of this face was abnormal. The face was
      attached to the tip of an enormous human nose, so large that a
      grown Titan man would not be able to wrap his arms around it.

      “SCEEEEENT!” the creature, which couldn’t be described as
      anything other than a nose monster, shrieked in a high-pitched
      voice as it began moving again in an angry manner.

      There were several thick tentacles… no, noses, protruding from
      the root of the enormous nose. At a glance, these smaller noses
      looked like tentacles, but they were all noses like the trunks of
      elephants.

      This nose monster, whose bizarre appearance would cause an
      ordinary person to lose their ability to speak out of fear for it,
      continued through the forest that had no signs of any creatures
      living in it. It seemed that the animals and monsters that would
      normally be present in the forest had fled out of fear for the
      ominous aura emitted by the monster.

      At that moment, the wind blew – a cold, clear autumn wind with a
      touch of the winter to come.

      At that moment, the nose monster’s entire body froze. It quietly
      inhaled the scent of the wind.

      “Aaah…”

      The nose monster’s man-shaped face twisted in joy. It had
      finally sniffed out the scent that it had been desiring.

      The nose monster turned and began moving in a ferocious manner
      towards the north. It mowed down the trees and boulders in its way
      with its trunks, letting out a trumpeting noise in joy at being
      able to get even a little closer to the scent it desired.

      But as the monster came out of the forest, someone stood in its
      way.

      “Stop
      right there!”

      “We came here because we thought there were some unnatural
      noises of destruction and cries coming from the forest, and it
      seems we were on the mark. It’s helpful that those who are absorbed
      by a fragment are stupid, but I don’t like them because there’s no
      point in having a scout against them.”

      “Edgar, save the talk for later… Vega, the self-proclaimed
      treasure hunter, I assume? Can you understand my words?”

      The Five-colored Blades, led by the S-class adventurer Heinz,
      were standing in front of the monster – what had become of the man
      called Vega.

      Vega, a petty thief who fancied himself to be a treasure hunter,
      went alone into a ruin that was believed to have already been
      completely searched, believing that there was a treasure slumbering
      inside. Several hours later, his thief friends reported to the
      city’s guards that he had emerged from the ruin as a monster.

      Upon receiving this news, the guards realized that this wasn’t a
      problem they could deal with on their own and tried to send out a
      request to the Adventurers’ Guild. Hearing this story, the Guild
      Master instinctively suspected that a fragment of the Demon King
      could be involved and sent out a request by name to Heinz and his
      companions, who had happened to be staying in the city at the
      time.

      It seemed
      that the Guild Master had been right.

      “Heinz, I’m certain he doesn’t understand us,” said Delizah, the
      female Dwarf shield-bearer.

      “Unlike Ternecia, there’s no trace of his original human form,”
      said Jennifer, the female human martial-artist.

      The Elf Diana who was a priestess of Mill, the goddess of
      slumber, was behind them and not saying anything. But that was
      because she was reciting an incantation.

      Heinz knew that there was little hope as well, but he didn’t
      give up. “You might be right. But if his consciousness is still
      somewhere in there, there should be a chance to save him,” he said,
      then he turned to Vega again. “Vega, do you know your own name?
      Cliff was worried about you!” he said, mentioning the name of
      Vega’s thief friend.

      Perhaps in response to hearing that name, Vega’s lips convulsed
      as he whispered something. “Guh… guh…”

      A glimmer
      of hope appeared on Heinz’s face.

      But that hope was shattered as Vega let out high-pitched,
      ear-piercing scream. “BASTAAAAARD! GET OUT OF MY WAAAAY!”

      Vega’s face twisted in fury at having the path to his desired
      scent blocked, and he swung the elephant trunks that he had been
      using as legs in the direction of Heinz and his companions like
      whips.

      “It’s no
      good!”

      “Yeah,
      let’s put him to rest quickly!”

      Around two years ago, when Heinz and his companions fought the
      Pure-breed Vampire Ternecia, she had turned the tables on them in
      an instant by activating the Demon King’s horns and forced them
      onto the defense.

      Just like back then, they were facing a fragment of the Demon
      King. But Heinz and his party members were not wearing grim
      expressions.

      Because
      things were different from back then.

      “My goddess Mill, grant us your protection! Great Invigoration!”
      cried Diana, casting a life-attribute spell that improved the
      physical abilities of her allies.

      “True Steel Wall, True Steel Form!” shouted Delizah, stopping
      the elephant-trunk whips.

      “Guillotine Slash!” Edgar severed the elephant trunks with his
      knife.

      “BABOOOOOH!” Vega roared, continuing his attacks with more
      elephant trunks.

      “Thousand Tip Thrusts!” Jennifer’s rapid, sharp, bare-handed
      strikes repelled Vega and dealt some damage to him in return as
      well.

      And Heinz seized the small opening given to him, wrenching it
      open. “Familiar Spirit Descent! Forgive me… Instant Shining
      Slash!”

      The attack he unleashed cut Vega’s face open in a straight
      line.

      Heinz and his companions had improved their skills even further
      beyond what they had been two years ago, and as Heinz possessed the
      Holy Guider Job, a Guider-type Job, his companions had developed
      remarkably. Now, all of them had become capable enough to be worthy
      of being called S-class.

      And two years ago, their equipment had been made of Mythril and
      Adamantite; now, each of them was equipped with Orichalcum
      Artifacts that could stand up to the Demon King’s fragments.

      “GEEEEH!”
      Vega screeched.

      Vega, the enemy, was different to the one Heinz and his
      companions had fought two years ago. He was not like the Pure-breed
      Vampire Ternecia, who had manipulated the Demon King’s horns
      skillfully with martial skills and high-level Skills such as
      Throwing.

      He was a petty thief whose Demon King Encroachment Degree had
      reached its limit, completely taken over by the Demon King’s nose.
      At this point, the quality of the host might have no relevance at
      all, but since Vega couldn’t use martial skills or spells, he was
      no different from a beast that relied entirely on its physical
      strength.

      “Alright, let’s push him back!” Heinz shouted to increase the
      morale of his companions, certain in his victory.

      “Wait, something’s wrong!” said Edgar, stopping him.

      Edgar had noticed that Vega’s split face was letting out not
      only a scream, but a disgusting noise that sounded like mucus being
      inhaled through a blocked nose as well.

      Heinz and his companions heeded Edgar’s warning and made some
      distance between them and Vega. In front of them, the enormous
      Demon King’s nose fell over backwards. For a moment, it seemed like
      Edgar had been worried over nothing. But the nostrils, which were
      big enough to fit a human head inside, pointed at them, and at that
      moment, they understood the enemy’s intention.

      “Everyone, get behind me!” shouted Delizah, stepping forward
      just as a red fluid sprayed from the enormous nostrils. She
      grimaced as she used her shield to stop the forcefully-sprayed
      liquid that gave off an iron-like stench. “This guy, using
      nose-blood as a projectile weapon, what is he thinking?!”

      The Demon King’s nose had slurped up its own blood like an
      elephant’s trunk did with water, then sprayed it out at a high
      pressure. It was like a water cutter, or rather, a nose-blood
      cutter.

      If it were anyone but Delizah stopping this attack, or if she
      were equipped with an ordinary iron or copper shield, she would
      likely have been cut in half.

      “Get out of my way, get out of my way! I have to go! I have to
      go to where I am!” Vega’s face shouted, elated with his apparent
      victory.

      Delizah looked at him, not with anger, but with pity. “But this
      is as far as you go,” she said.

      Indeed, the struggle of the Demon King’s nose ended here. The
      nose-blood cutter attack that sprayed nose-blood was astounding.
      But as the ammunition for this attack was the user’s own blood, it
      was using up its own body.

      The nose-blood’s force gradually decreased, and the Demon King’s
      nose fell easily to the counterattack from Heinz and his
      companions.

      “Oh,
      oooh, another…”

      The Demon King’s nose let out an ominous burbling noise as it
      began transforming to try and infest a new host.

      Heinz unsheathed the sword that he had been given by the Church
      of Alda. “You can’t go anywhere. This is where it ends.”

      And then he thrust his blade into the Demon King’s nose.

      That action alone was enough to stop the movement and the
      transformation of the Demon King’s nose. A clear expression of fear
      appeared on Vega’s face.

      “No, I have to go to where I am! Where I am! I must fuse with
      the main body! The main bodyyyyy!” the Demon King’s nose screamed
      desperately, floundering around and trying to escape.

      But it turned black and melted into a liquid, then was absorbed
      by the sword that had been thrust into it.

      The only thing remaining was the remains of what had been
      Vega.

      “Main… body…” whispered what was left of Vega, then it stopped
      moving as well.

      “I’m sorry we couldn’t save you. I hope that you can at least
      rest in peace,” Heinz said, sheathing his sword and closing Vega’s
      eyelids.

      “How is the seal?” asked Diana, looking at the sword with an
      expression of worry.

      The sword was an Artifact for sealing the Demon King’s fragments
      that had been left in the care of the Church of Alda. It had no
      effect on fragments that had already infested their hosts, but when
      thrust into fragments that were trying to separate themselves from
      their soon-to-die hosts or fragments that were already separated
      from a host, the blade would seal the fragments away.

      It was a
      weapon that originated from Bellwood.

      “Can such a small sword really seal away a monster like that?
      Isn’t it possible for something to cause it to escape from the
      sheath and come out again?” Jennifer asked, looking doubtful.

      Heinz examined the sword for a while. “I don’t think there will
      be any problems,” he said finally. “It seems that the sword and
      sheath fuse together when the sword seals a fragment, so it doesn’t
      seem like it’s possible for me to unsheathe it accidentally.”

      “And although it looks plain, it’s made of Orichalcum, so it
      won’t break so easily. Once we have it enshrined in the holy
      grounds managed by the Church, we can rest easy,” said Delizah.

      “Only while the Orbaume Kingdom still stands,” said Diana.

      In this world, nations had been destroyed and rebuilt
      repeatedly, lasting only around a thousand years at most. On the
      surface, the Church was an organization with no connections with
      those of the outside world, but it wasn’t as unconnected as it
      seemed.

      It wasn’t unusual for the anger of the poor, oppressed citizens
      to reach the Church, and there had been some who utilized the chaos
      caused by wars and revolutions to steal Artifacts and sealed
      fragments of the Demon King held by the Church.

      This was what Diana, an Elf with a long lifespan, was worried
      about.

      “But can the Elves manage this seal in this age?” Jennifer
      asked.

      Diana gave a bitter smile. “It is certainly difficult.
      Peria-sama has gone into hiding and Shizarion-sama is dead, so we
      Elves do not have power like we possessed in the age of the gods.
      Perhaps if it were a large settlement in the Amid Empire, or…”

      “But it’s safer to leave the seal with a Church here than
      carrying it all the way to the Amid Empire, right? There’s probably
      been nothing but chaos in the Sauron duchy recently, too. Let’s go
      with the realistic option here,” said Edgar.

      “You are
      right,” said Diana.

      Even seals created by gods or the legendary champions could not
      last forever, so they had no choice but to be satisfied with the
      options that they could actually take.

      “But it’s strange. Just what kind of form did the Demon King
      have? I can’t imagine that that nose could have been attached to a
      face just like that,” Delizah muttered as the party headed back to
      the city.

      Diana and Edgar tried to imagine what the Demon King might have
      looked like as well, but they couldn’t.

      “Even if he looked just like a human, what about that size?”
      said Edgar.

      “And what about those elephant trunks?” said Diana.

      The countless elephant trunks that the Demon King’s nose had
      been using instead of legs. These were unnecessary parts for a nose
      that was in its proper position on the body – attached to the
      face.

      The Demon King should have had more effective organs to use for
      attacking or using as limbs, such as his horns. Or did those
      elephant trunks have some other purpose?

      “This is information from an old record, but the Demon King’s
      fragments apparently don’t correspond to the Demon King Guduranis’s
      body parts,” said Heinz, remembering a description in an ancient
      manuscript that he had once seen at a Church of Alda.

      “What
      does that mean?” Edgar asked.

      “According to the description in an ancient manuscript written
      by an ancient hero who sealed away multiple fragments of the Demon
      King –”

      The legendary champion Bellwood, along with his companions,
      fought the Demon King Guduranis and tore his body to pieces, and
      the gods sealed away his evil soul.

      But the repulsive Vitality residing in the Demon King’s body,
      which had been divided into countless fragments, didn’t fade even
      after the Demon King’s soul was sealed.

      The Demon King’s fragments would always attempt to gather
      together and revive the Demon King. Realizing that they could not
      be destroyed, Bellwood and his companions separated the fragments
      one by one.

      But even after being sealed, the fragments remained active; each
      of them transformed into a different organ and waited vigilantly
      for the chance to become whole again.

      “That’s apparently the reason why most seals don’t have records
      of what kind of fragment has been sealed inside,” Heinz explained.
      “Nobody would be able to know if the fragments transformed while
      sealed. The gods, especially the evil gods that came from the Demon
      King’s world, can apparently tell what’s inside a seal,
      though.”

      Delizah
      and the others grimaced.

      “In other words, it can’t be told what’s inside without opening
      them… an unpleasant lottery. It seems that Vega put his hands on
      the fragment because he thought it was a treasure or something, but
      some people actually desire these things, and I can’t understand
      them,” said Delizah.

      “You’re right. No matter how much you want power, you might get
      a fragment like the Demon King’s chest hair, right? I wouldn’t even
      think about it,” said Jennifer.

      “Even the nose was that powerful, so even if you did get a
      fragment of the Demon King like that, I still believe that you
      would gain a significant amount of power,” said Diana.

      “You’re right,” Heinz said with a nod, then he looked north.
      “The main body, huh. Is there someone who possesses other fragments
      of the Demon King in the north? Maybe –”

      “You’re thinking that maybe the mysterious monster that appeared
      in the Sauron Duchy and destroyed the hero, the resistance and Duke
      Marme’s army might be it?” said Edgar.

      “… Edgar, do you think I’m worrying too much?” Heinz asked.

      The events in the Sauron region had reached the Orbaume Kingdom,
      and, though faintly, the ears of Heinz, an S-class adventurer who
      was an honorary nobleman of the kingdom and involved in national
      affairs.

      The ‘Light-speed Sword’ Duke Rickert Amid, a hero of the Amid
      Empire, one of the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords. This man had been
      dispatched on a mission to exterminate the resistance, but contact
      had been lost.

      As the one who had requested that the emperor dispatch Rickert,
      Duke Marme felt responsible and sent a large force of his elite
      troops into the former Scylla territory that was occupied by the
      resistance, where they apparently encountered fearsome
      monsters.

      According to the little information available, one of those
      monsters was apparently an Undead Titan, a fearsome swordsman with
      a half-skeleton face, wielding an enormous black sword.

      A single swing of his blade apparently sent knights and trees
      flying away like leaves.

      He was likely a monster that had appeared after crossing the
      Boundary Mountain Range, and both Rickert and the resistance
      organization called the Sauron Liberation Front had probably been
      killed by him.

      “That black sword… When I heard what the Demon King’s nose made
      Vega say, I did think it possible that it’s some kind of Demon King
      fragment,” said Heinz.

      “It’s a bit late for it, but do you still want to accept the
      request?” asked Edgar. “The army’s request for help to recover the
      Sauron Duchy.”

      The loss of the resistance was painful, but the military
      operation to take advantage of the chaos within Duke Marme’s army
      and the Amid Empire would begin soon. Marquis Dramad, the current
      marshal of the Orbaume Kingdom, had contacted Heinz and his party
      through the Adventurers’ Guild to ask him to help with the
      operation.

      But Heinz
      had already refused once.

      “No, forget about it. The Amid Empire has other heroes, and
      according to rumors, Randolf ‘the True’ is involved behind the
      scenes. Let’s focus on the Trial of Zakkart and the problems within
      the kingdom,” said Heinz, still looking north with a distant,
      worried gaze. “I hope I’m just overthinking things, but…”

      Vandalieu suddenly felt a sensation like his chest was
      tightening, and instinctively looked south.

      Saria and Rita noticed that something was wrong with their
      master and called out to him.

      “Bocchan, what’s wrong? Why are you suddenly holding your
      chest?”

      But even Vandalieu didn’t know why he felt this sensation.

      He used Out-of-body Experience and made more heads to think and
      search through his memories, but he concluded that there was
      nothing wrong with his body and couldn’t find a cause for this
      sensation.

      “I don’t really know, but I suddenly felt an emotional pain,” he
      said.

      He turned his gaze south once more, but he couldn’t see anything
      there other than a hill with trees growing thickly on its side. But
      something was happening far beyond that hill, in a distant place.
      He felt certain of that.

      “Bocchan… I know how you feel,” said Rita, putting her hands on
      Vandalieu’s shoulders. “You’re in a blue mood, aren’t you?”

      “Father often said that at turning points in life, one suddenly
      becomes uncertain and feels down,” said Saria, putting her hands on
      Vandalieu’s shoulders as well.

      “Like marriage, pregnancy and childbirth,” Rita added.

      “None of those have happened in my life yet,” said Vandalieu.
      “Also, I’ll ask just to be sure, but you’re talking about the
      pregnancies and childbirths of the people I’ll marry in the future,
      right?”

      But in response to this question, the sisters smiled and wrapped
      their arms around him to embrace him from both sides.

      “It’s alright!” said Rita. “There’s nothing to worry about.”

      “We’ve been told that easing that uncertainty is important at
      times like this, so please don’t worry, Bocchan!” said Saria.

      The bikini armor Rita and high-leg armor Saria, who were
      exposing just as much skin as ever despite having more decorations
      than before, showed no signs of embarrassment as they sandwiched
      Vandalieu between them and hugged him as if to bury him.

      Though the two of them were suits of armor, with the rest of
      their bodies having been created with the Spirit Form Skill, so
      perhaps it would be strange to describe them as ‘showing skin.’

      “You said that Quinn will be emerging from her chrysalis soon,
      and preparations for taking the Sauron region back are underway,”
      said Rita.

      “Most importantly, you’ve caught glimpse of the possibility of
      Darcia-sama’s resurrection. This is a turning point in your life!
      So we’ll give you plenty of skin contact to make you feel at ease,”
      said Saria.

      “Indeed, you could call this a turning point,” Vandalieu said
      with a nod as he reflected upon recent events, still sandwiched
      between the two.

      It was possible that this was the cause for his emotional
      instability.

      “And I’ll
      be going through puberty soon, too.”

      Vandalieu would become ten years old at the beginning of next
      year’s summer. It was the age where he might go through puberty if
      it came early, what was known as the ‘difficult age.’ It was
      possible that puberty was already having effects on him.

      Vandalieu searched his memories, trying to remember what puberty
      had been like in his first and second lives, but he didn’t have
      many memories of his own mental state.

      “Oh, what is the matter, Bocchan?” said Sam, whose carriage was
      pulling a bone wagon made from bones separated from Knochen.

      “Oooohn?”

      “Father, Bocchan seems to be in a blue mood,” said Rita.

      “I see, because it is a turning point in your life. It is not
      surprising… I felt very sad on the day before I gave my beloved
      spear that had accompanied me everywhere back to Mikhail-dono,” Sam
      said to Vandalieu, whose head was barely poking out from between
      his daughters.

      “Ooo~ohn.”

      The piled-up contents of the wagon that Sam was pulling… the
      corpses and equipment of the soldiers, knights and scouts of the
      occupying army and Duke Marme’s personal army who had stepped foot
      into the former Scylla territory and been killed by Vandalieu’s
      Undead. These contents were discarded into an enormous magical
      circle that had been drawn on the ground.

      The Undead, including Rita, Saria and Borkus, had been stationed
      here in the former Scylla territory where the Sauron Liberation
      Front was, repelling the soldiers of the occupying army and
      mercenaries that came into the territory every day.

      Stone monuments and signs had been set up on the edges of the
      former Scylla territory, warning intruders, “Do not enter this
      place anymore.” The helmets of the soldiers who had already been
      killed had been placed in front of these to make them more
      persuasive. Borkus and the other Undead had been slaughtering those
      who ignored these warnings.

      But although groups of over several hundred soldiers were easy
      to deal with, the former Scylla territory was too large to deal
      with the scouts that entered stealthily in small units of only a
      few individuals.

      Vandalieu had set up this automatic Undead-creating circle to
      ensure that there were enough defenses.

      He had used the Alchemy Skill to imbue the effects of the Zombie
      Maker Job into this magic circle that was drawn with the Demon
      King’s ink. There was a vase in the middle filled with the Demon
      King’s blood, and an eyeball of the Demon King was floating in it.
      The power was provided by an enormous magic crystal that had been
      placed near the magic circle.

      Spirits floating about near the magic circle were drawn to it by
      Vandalieu’s Mana that was being emitted by it, and they would
      automatically become Undead by possessing the bodies, armor and
      arms that they had used while alive.

      It was a convenient installment that automatically generated
      Zombies, Cursed Weapons and Living Armors as long as it had a
      steady source of Mana.

      “By the
      way, is there enough Mana?” Sam asked.

      “I can’t seem to charge it up quickly enough,” said
      Vandalieu.

      He was replenishing the Mana of the enormous magic crystal,
      which was the power source of the installation.

      Vandalieu had taken the Magic Stones of dinosaur-type monsters
      that could be hunted in large numbers in Borkus’s Sub-Dragon
      Savannah near Talosheim and used the Golem Creation Skill to fuse
      them into one object to create this magic crystal; it was about the
      size of a house.

      But the total Mana it could store was about 100,000,000 – not
      such a large amount for Vandalieu. The reason the charging of this
      crystal wouldn’t end was because Vandalieu himself was near the
      magic circle, so the spirits floating about in the former Scylla
      territory were flooding in and turning into Undead one after
      another.

      Even now, new Undead were being born, and the spirits that were
      unable to wait for more objects to be brought for them to possess
      were simply becoming Ghosts.

      “Gegyah!” snarled a Living Armor that had been possessed by a
      Goblin spirit that had apparently wandered in.

      “Wait! That’s my weapon and armor!” said the spirit of the
      soldier whose equipment had been taken, leaving him no option but
      to become a Ghost.

      “I set this up so that there would be enough forces here even
      without me, but it seems that I’ve become unable to leave,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “Bocchan, do you not think that we have enough forces now?” said
      Sam.

      “… That’s
      true.”

      “But Bocchan, you have become able to create Undead that are
      more powerful to begin with than before, haven’t you?”

      Before, Vandalieu had been creating Rank 1 Living Bones and
      Living Dead, and he was barely able to create Rank 3 Living Armors
      by spending ten times the amount of Mana needed for the weaker
      Undead. But now, things were different.

      Now, he could create Rank 2 Zombies by using a third of the Mana
      it would have cost him before. Depending on the spirits and corpses
      he used as materials, he could create Rank 3 Zombie Soldiers and
      Rank 4 Heavy Armors.

      “You’re right, and once there are enough crudely-made Undead to
      watch the base while everyone from the resistance is absent, that
      will be enough,” said Vandalieu.

      “The plan to take back the Sauron region, isn’t it!” said
      Rita.

      “I am expecting great things from Mikhail-dono as he works in
      the battlefield. From my beloved spear as well,” said Sam.

      Having made an informal declaration of war against the Amid
      Empire, Vandalieu had decided to take back the Sauron region
      immediately. Of course, with the Sauron Liberation Front and
      Orbaume Kingdom. This was because if Vandalieu himself stepped onto
      the frontlines, even if he repelled the Amid Empire, the people of
      the Sauron region wouldn’t follow him.

      Thus, he would have the Sauron Liberation Front form connections
      with the Orbaume Kingdom and execute the plan while the Amid Empire
      was still restless. Borkus, Mikhail, Rita, Saria and the other
      high-Rank Undead, Bellmond and the rest of the Abyssal Vampires as
      well as Vandalieu himself would participate in the battle against
      the occupying army under disguise.

      If disguised a little, Rita and Saria wouldn’t be seen as Undead
      unless examined very closely, and there wouldn’t be a problem for
      Borkus as long as he kept his head completely covered by a
      helmet.

      People might think them to be strange, but nobody would suspect
      that Undead would be participating in an organized military
      operation, so they were very unlikely to be noticed.

      Nobody would imagine that Bellmond and the other Abyssal
      Vampires were Vampires if they stood visibly in the sunlight.

      And Vandalieu himself would be covering everyone from behind and
      standing by to deal with any unexpected enemies, like the Fifteen
      Evil-breaking Swords.

      The resistance’s main base would be left virtually empty during
      this operation, so Vandalieu had been mass-producing crudely-made
      Undead to defend it.

      Other than Vandalieu’s Mana, the only other materials needed
      were intruding enemies’ spirits, bodies and equipment, so it was
      environmentally friendly as well.

      “The only thing I’m worried about is that the kingdom hasn’t
      responded to the Sauron Liberation Front yet, but there’s a limit
      to how long we can continue waiting. Chezare will pop a blood
      vessel,” said Vandalieu. “Since we have a lot of soldiers now, we
      have enough defenses and there’s no more reason to keep
      waiting.”

      “You are right. Though I must say, there were no
      dependable-looking ones among the crudely-made Undead that you
      created,” said Sam.

      “Well, they were crudely-made, after all,” said Vandalieu.

      The quality of each individual Undead was a little low,
      especially when considering future use for them. They did gain some
      bonuses from the Dark Demon Path, however.

      “There weren’t any Living Armors, Zombies or Ghosts that looked
      like they would become maids,” Rita said, sounding
      disappointed.

      Bonuses for that weren’t given by the Dark Demon Path.

      “… Because there are almost no female soldiers or knights in the
      Amid Empire,” said Vandalieu. “I’m sure mercenaries are mostly men,
      too.”

      There were quite a few women that were spies, but as scouts that
      did scouting in the field were soldiers, these weren’t women.

      “Bocchan, won’t you take this opportunity to open the door to
      becoming a maid to men as well?” Rita suggested.

      “No, I won’t. Rita, just make them butlers and hall boys,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “Isn’t it fine if they’re cute enough to look like girls?” said
      Saria.

      “Saria, I
      firmly refuse.”

      “You two, you mustn’t trouble Bocchan,” said Sam. “More
      importantly, your Ranks have increased, so focus on thinking about
      how to kill at least one enemy soldier at the opening of the
      battle.”

      “Yes,
      Father,” the sisters said in unison.

      Vandalieu put a hand on his chest in relief as Sam’s dignified
      words put a stop to a very terrifying plan.

      And then Bellmond appeared. “Danna-sama, a party of scouts have
      entered the area using a mercenary band as a decoy. I have disposed
      of the scouts, but the unit led by Bone-Man-dono is fighting the
      mercenary band. What should be done?” she asked.

      “There isn’t any unexpected backup for the mercenary band, is
      there? Then leave them for now. Mercenaries should be nothing more
      than training fodder for Bone Man,” said Vandalieu. “I’ll have an
      insect carry an eyeball of the Demon King there so I can have a
      look, though.”

      “Very well,” Bellmond said with a bow, turning to leave.

      But Rita
      and Saria called out to her.

      “Bellmond-san, Bocchan is in a blue mood,” said Rita.

      “Please help us comfort him! Comforting the master is also part
      of a steward’s job,” said Saria.

      “Eh?!” Bellmond exclaimed in surprise, looking at Vandalieu once
      more. “He does not appear that way to me, but…”

      Vandalieu was sandwiched between Rita and Saria, expressionless
      as usual and appearing to be carefree just like he usually was.
      Even though he was apparently controlling an eyeball of the Demon
      King with the Long-distance Control Skill at the moment.

      Bellmond’s master Vandalieu was usually in a good mood when in
      the presence of others, so she had thought that he was in a good
      mood now.

      “I’m
      super blue,” said Vandalieu.

      “… Is
      that true?” Bellmond asked.

      “Sorry,
      that was a lie.”

      It seemed that Vandalieu wasn’t depressed after all.

      “But something emotionally painful apparently happened. I don’t
      know what it was, though,” Vandalieu added.

      “That seems to be true…” Bellmond seemed to struggle with an
      internal conflict for a moment. “It cannot be helped, just for a
      little,” she said, and then she offered her bushy tail to
      Vandalieu.

      “Now then, Knochen and I will go and retrieve the corpses and
      belongings of these mercenaries,” said Sam.

      “Oooohn.”

      Sam and Knochen set off back down the road from which they had
      come, gazing at the beautiful sunset as they heard the dying scream
      of one of the mercenaries.

      
      	Name: Saria

      	Rank: 9

      	Race: Living Killer Maid
      Armor

      	Level: 28

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Special Five Senses

      	
      Strengthened Physical Ability: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Water Element Resistance: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Physical Attack Resistance: Level 8 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Self-Enhancement: Subordinate: Level 7

      	Self-Enhancement: Murder: Level 6 (NEW!)

      	Murder Healing: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	Housework: Level 4

      	Halberd Technique: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Coordination: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Archery: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Spirit Form: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Armor Technique: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Aura of Fear: Level 2 (NEW!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Mana Control: Level 2 (NEW!)

      	Water-Attribute Magic: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      	Name: Rita

      	Rank: 9

      	Race: Living Killer Maid
      Armor

      	Level: 29

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Special Five Senses

      	
      Strengthened Physical Ability: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Fire Element Resistance: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Physical Attack Resistance: Level 8 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	
      Self-Enhancement: Subordinate: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Self-Enhancement: Murder: Level 5 (NEW!)

      	Murder Healing: Level 6 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	Housework: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Naginata Technique: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Coordination: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Archery: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Throwing: Level 8 (NEW!)

      	Spirit Form: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Armor Technique: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Aura of Fear: Level 3 (NEW!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Mana Control: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Fire-Attribute Magic: Level 2 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation:

      【Living
      Killer Maid Armor】

      A Maid Armor can become a Rank 8 Murder Maid Armor by
      continuously robbing enemies of their lives, and then increase
      their Rank once more to become a Living Killer Maid Armor by
      harvesting even more lives, including those of humans.

      During battle, they emanate an Aura of Fear that directly
      attacks the minds of their enemies, and they possess the
      Self-Enhancement: Murder and Murder Healing Skills, which
      temporarily increase Attribute Values and restore Vitality
      respectively when they inflict wounds upon others.

      They are monsters that have not yet been recognized by the human
      societies of Lambda, but if their existence was known, they would
      likely be designated as calamities and requests to exterminate them
      would be sent out.

      Rita and Saria have recently begun training in magic, so it is
      expected that they will develop further.

      

    


    

    Chapter155:Bone Blades and ten left

      
      Bone Man had walked the path of combat for about ten years… a
      considerable length of time, when he thought about it. It was about
      five times the lifespan of a rat.

      He reflected upon his past as his mount, a Skeleton Horse made
      from horse bones turned into an Undead, walked towards his
      enemy.

      “An Undead came out, just like we heard. A Skeleton Knight
      wearing black armor!”

      “There are Zombies and Living Armors behind it; it might be a
      General! Don’t let your guards down!”

      Bone Man had been instructed by his master Vandalieu to protect
      this location, and there were a hundred or so men who appeared to
      be mercenaries, wearing matching equipment, who had ignored the
      warnings outside and stepped foot here.

      According to the Undead that were once part of Duke Marme’s
      army, this was a mercenary band called the ‘Iron Rust Brigade,’
      known within the Mercenaries’ Guild to be a fearsome group of brave
      fighters that would step onto any battlefield for the right price.
      There were quite a lot of them, but between a third to half were
      probably mercenaries that had joined the group temporarily.

      The mercenary band apparently got its name from the fact that
      when they were encountered on the battlefield, they always smelled
      like rusted iron due to the blood of their many slain foes.

      “Kakah.”

      It was an exaggerated name; it could only be said that they were
      failing to live up to it. Bone Man’s teeth rattled as he laughed at
      the mercenaries; he could see the spirits of those that they had
      killed, who looked to be nothing more than civilians.

      Kakakah, guguh, kukekeh. The laughter spread among the Undead
      under Bone Man’s command, too.

      “Are these guys laughing?” said one of the mercenaries.

      “Don’t respond to them; they’re Rank 4 or 5 at most! With our
      skills and numbers, they’re no match for us!” shouted another.

      The Iron Rust Brigade mercenaries didn’t live up to their name,
      but they did possess enough skill to be fairly well-known.

      If their abilities were classified by the Adventurers’ Guild,
      all of them would be at least D-class, and the higher-ranking
      members were equivalent to C-class adventurers.

      They were more adept at group battles than anything else, and
      they were even capable of exterminating Earth Dragons if they made
      full use of their strengths.

      And they were a group that disguised themselves and earned their
      keep as bandits in times of peace in order to maintain their
      skills, morale and equipment.

      That was why they had accepted a large amount of money for the
      request to rescue Duke Marme, who had been abducted by the
      resistance. Even though they knew that they were being used as
      decoys so that the spies and scouts could infiltrate the area.

      They had no intention of doing as they were told and continue
      fighting as decoys until they were all exterminated. The success
      condition of their mission was vague; it was the acquisition of the
      duke himself or significant information regarding his whereabouts.
      If they just went wild and captured a few resistance members alive,
      that would be enough.

      They were just decoys after all, so their employers were likely
      not expecting much from them. The mercenaries figured that if they
      achieved enough to save face, there wouldn’t be any trouble.

      And they thought that they were capable enough to achieve
      this.

      They knew that a thousand members of Duke Marme’s army,
      including many elite individuals, had already been lost. They had
      also heard that several other mercenary bands had been wiped
      out.

      But so
      what?

      Even if a thousand cowardly ‘elite’ soldiers who had never
      experienced real battlefields and only gone on expeditions within
      their realm under the command of a nobleman were wiped out, even if
      other lowly mercenary bands were wiped out, there was no way that
      true fighters like themselves would suffer the same fate.

      The mercenary band had members who had earned their keep by
      fighting monsters just like adventurers, and they had come prepared
      with anti-Undead equipment.

      There was
      no way they would lose.

      “Raise your shields and hold your positions,” said Bone Man,
      ordering the crudely-made Undead under his command to solidify
      their defenses.

      But he himself was riding towards the overconfident
      mercenaries.

      “Fire! Don’t use your martial skills yet!” one of the
      mercenaries shouted.

      Thinking that Bone Man was mad to do such a reckless thing, the
      mercenaries let their silver arrows loose. They expected Bone Man
      to be struck down by these arrows.

      Indeed, Bone Man collapsed. His skull, both arms and even his
      ribs, every single bone above his hips, fell apart along with his
      armor.

      The mercenary band’s leader scoffed. “Hah, it was just a small…
      fry?!”

      The separated pieces of Bone Man stopped mid-air, not touching
      the ground.

      “JUOOOH!”

      The floating bones suddenly flew forward rapidly and attacked
      the mercenaries.

      The mercenaries immediately raised their shields and tried to
      strike down the flying bones with their weapons. But Bone Man’s
      parts slipped between them skillfully, piercing the mercenaries’
      necks and eyes with their pointed ends and crushing their heads and
      chests with the armor that they were wearing.

      Though it wasn’t on the level of Adamantite or Mythril, the
      equipment that the mercenaries were equipped with was quite
      high-quality. But with Bone Man’s Unique Skill, ‘Bone Blades,’ his
      bones had transformed into blades and pointed weapons that were
      sharper than steel.

      “When I was driven insane by Ravovifard, my murderous intent and
      destructive impulses were heightened beyond their ordinary levels
      and I attacked by separating all of my bones to attack. I knew then
      that this was my true state of combat!”

      When he was driven mad by the evil god of release, Bone Man had
      separated all of the bones in his body and used the effects of the
      Spirit Form and Long-distance Control Skills to their maximum
      potential, fighting using his separate bones, a method of attack
      that a Skeleton should not possess.

      He had managed to hinder Ravovifard, but in the end, all of his
      bones except for his skull had been broken before they could deal
      any significant damage.

      But after the battle, Bone Man had awakened to the truth that
      this was the greatest method of combat available to him and trained
      diligently.

      “Don’t
      falter, smash him to pieces!”

      “You
      idiot! He’s already in pieces!”

      Because Bone Man had split into pieces, attacks that were
      normally effective against Skeletons, such as smashing their
      joints, were now useless, and he was causing chaos in the enemy’s
      ranks.

      But the most effective thing about it was that it allowed Bone
      Man to increase the variety and number of his attacks.

      “Quadruple Thrust, May Rain Cutter, Gale Force Thrust.”

      The mercenaries fell one after another to the consecutive
      thrusts of Bone Man’s pointed ribs, the slashing attack of his arms
      and the gale-force-wind-like thrusts of the sword being held by his
      right hand.

      Even with their shields raised, even with their anti-Undead
      equipment and talismans, these were negligible defenses before Bone
      Man.

      “JYUOOOOH! I shall offer your souls and flesh to my lord! Hollow
      Bone Swordsmanship martial skill, Scattered Bones!”

      Bone Man had become a Rank 10 Skeleton Blade Duke with an
      awakened superior version of the Swordsmanship Skill, Hollow Bone
      Swordsmanship. His martial skill unleashed a chaotic barrage of
      stabs from his bone blades, smashing the head and chest of the
      leader of the Iron Rust Brigade and scattering blood and bone
      fragments backwards.

      The mercenaries of the Iron Rust Brigade weren’t even small fry
      to Bone Man. They were simply being hunted, unable to put up any
      meaningful resistance.

      “R-retreat! Retreat!” one of the mercenaries shouted.

      The mercenaries threw holy water over Bone Man, causing white
      smoke to emerge from his bones, but upon seeing that Bone Man’s
      attacks were not relenting in the slightest, they finally realized
      the difference in strength between themselves and their foe.

      The moment their leader was defeated, the mercenaries’
      confidence in themselves fell to the ground and they began trying
      to scramble away to save their own lives. These were mercenaries
      that were skilled enough to maintain order while retreating during
      a lost battle, but it seemed that this ability had been erased by
      their fear of Bone Man, the one who was slaughtering them.

      And Bone Man lost interest in them as well. Even small fry would
      at least offer combat practice if they faced him, but the same was
      not true for those who showed him their backs and tried to
      flee.

      But that
      didn’t mean he would spare them.

      “Clean
      them up,” Bone Man said.

      Obeying this command, the crudely-made soldiers that had been
      holding their shields and standing by let out a battle cry as they
      pursued the mercenaries.

      The crudely-made Undead led by Bone Man were Rank 3 at most. And
      they had high morale as well. This was because they would be openly
      accepted as citizens of Talosheim if they gained achievements here
      in the former Scylla territory.

      Even those who had been cowardly soldiers of Duke Marme’s army
      were now a pack of bloodthirsty hounds. They would turn the fleeing
      mercenaries into Experience Points for themselves, and their flesh
      and equipment would become new crudely-made Undead.

      “Jyuuh… If the Sauron region’s people could accept us Undead, my
      lord would have taken this land long ago,” Bone Man sighed.

      “No, I think it would be cruel to expect that of them,” said
      Sam, who had come to transport the corpses.

      “Sam-dono, our lord’s time is limited, as he intends to clear
      the Trial of Zakkart next year. Will things not become troublesome
      if we do not have the Orbaume Kingdom retake the Sauron region
      quickly and acknowledge our rights?”

      “To be more accurate, it is the rights of the Sauron Liberation
      Front that are to be acknowledged.”

      Even in the Orbaume Kingdom, Vampires and Undead weren’t likely
      to be acknowledged as people. Knowing this, Vandalieu, Chezare and
      the resistance members had discussed this and decided that after
      the Sauron region was retaken, the resistance would have the
      Orbaume Kingdom and the new Duke Sauron acknowledge their
      achievements and give them land.

      What they wanted was this former Scylla territory, in which
      Vandalieu had set up camp. And on paper, the lords of the land
      would be the later-born and adopted nobles of the Sauron Liberation
      Front. They were people who had been abandoned by their own
      families when the Amid Empire invaded the Sauron Duchy. But that
      didn’t change the fact that they were still officially nobles.

      And although the former Scylla territory encompassed a wide area
      of land, much of it was wetlands that were not suited for anyone
      but Scylla to live in, as well as mountainous land that even Scylla
      did not make use of.

      As for Dungeons, there was only a single D-class Dungeon and its
      floors had wetland and aquatic layouts, so it was difficult for
      anyone other than Scylla to clear as well.

      And now that the Scylla race had left this land, there were no
      people living in it.

      It was difficult to think of it as being profitable.

      For the new Duke Sauron, it was land that he would not mind
      giving away. The families of the Sauron Liberation Front’s members
      wouldn’t bother opposing the land being given away, either.

      And this would allow Vandalieu and his allies to have a position
      between the Amid Empire’s sphere of influence and the Orbaume
      Kingdom’s sphere of influence while gaining land that was difficult
      for the Orbaume Kingdom to interfere with. And since his allies
      were officially noblemen of the kingdom, it was possible to get
      involved with things on the kingdom’s side.

      It would be ideal if in the future, Vandalieu could gain even
      more allies, build up his status so that society couldn’t simply
      exclude him, have the countries within the Boundary Mountain Range
      acknowledged as nations and conduct business with other
      nations.

      “Jyuooh… But if the kingdom could accept us Undead, such
      roundabout measures would not need to be taken,” said Bone Man.

      Indeed, if Undead were accepted, things would become very
      simple. Vandalieu and his allies would simply need to fight the
      Amid Empire, performing a reverse invasion on just one nation.

      “Indeed,” said Sam, but he shook his head. “However, that is how
      humans are. You must not forget that the people within the Boundary
      Mountain Range are an exception.”

      The people of the nations within the Boundary Mountain Range had
      easily accepted Bone Man, Borkus and the rest of the Undead. That
      was because unlike wild Undead, the Undead serving Vandalieu could
      be communicated with.

      And within the Boundary Mountain Range, there was already a
      basis of recognizing monsters such as Noble Orcs and High Goblins
      as people to begin with. However, the biggest factor was Vandalieu,
      who was the ‘Holy Son of Vida’ and the ‘Champion’ recognized by the
      gods.

      Thus, Borkus, Bone Man and the rest of Talosheim’s Undead had
      been accepted as people by Zanalpadna, the Noble Orc kingdom and
      the rest of the nations within the Boundary Mountain Range.

      But it was unreasonable to expect the same from the people of
      the Sauron region. Historically, the region had always had more
      followers of Vida than Alda, but at the same time, they had kept
      their distance from Vida’s races like the Scylla, whom they had
      forced into their own territory separate from the rest of the
      region.

      Unlike Beast-people and Titans, they were not accustomed to
      races that had very different appearances from humans. Accepting
      Undead would be impossible.

      Whether Guidance: Dark Demon Path worked on a living person or
      not depended largely on the person, so it couldn’t be relied
      upon.

      In fact, Vandalieu saw Duke Marme and the vassals that had been
      kidnapped with him every few days, but they would not be guided
      while they were alive.

      “I think there is some chance if the people from the resistance
      could mediate, but…” said Bone Man.

      “Only a few have sufficiently deep connections to the
      resistance,” said Sam.

      Even the Liberating Princess Knight’s title and the activities
      of the Sauron Liberation Front would not be enough for the people
      of the Sauron realm to overcome their one-hundred-thousand-year-old
      fear of Undead.

      Bone Man’s face fell as he accepted that things had to be taken
      steadily, while Sam tried to cheer him up. The crudely-made Undead
      returned, and they began recovering and transporting the corpses
      and goods with the help of Knochen’s separated entity.

      Suddenly, a former crude Undead whose Rank had increased came
      running. “Emergency, emergency! Please return to His Majesty’s side
      at once!” he shouted.

      “What in the world has happened? Have the Fifteen Evil-breaking
      Swords come again?” Bone Man asked, knowing that this could not be
      any ordinary news.

      The Undead messenger announced an unexpected development. “The
      Sauron region has apparently been retaken by the Orbaume
      Kingdom!”

      “…
      Huh?”

      The upcoming battle to take the Sauron region back had ended
      sooner than expected.

      The Orbaume Kingdom’s army, headed by the orphaned son of the
      now-deceased Duke Sauron, had retaken the Sauron Duchy, which had
      been invaded by the Amid Empire and occupied for several years.

      This was a long-awaited victory for the Sauron Liberation Front
      and those who had supported them and their activities.

      However, the inside of the camouflaged Knochen fort had the
      atmosphere of a funeral.

      “I’m truly, truly sorry!” shouted a man who was in the prime
      years of his life.

      His name was Cubas. He wasn’t a member of the resistance, but he
      was the chief of a village who had supported Iris and her
      companions since before they formed the Sauron Liberation Front. He
      and his village had been helped numerous times by Iris’s father
      George, and he was a supporter that could very nearly be considered
      a member.

      That was why he had continued to stay involved with the
      resistance’s activities like the other central members even after
      Iris and her companions received Vandalieu’s support and moved
      their base to the former Scylla territory.

      Of course, he knew about Vandalieu, the fact that George was a
      Cursed Weapon and that Iris had transformed into a Majin.

      Village Chief Cubas had described the unbelievable events that
      had happened in the Sauron region.

      Several resistance members were standing next to him, silently
      crying tears of frustration. Borkus was kneeling on the ground,
      staring blankly into space, and Bone Man made no attempt to pick up
      his jaw that had fallen onto the ground.

      Incidentally, the reason Bellmond was facing away from Cubas and
      the others with red cheeks was not because she was trembling in
      anger and frustration, but because she was being subjected to
      Vandalieu’s relentless brushing.

      “Umm… For now, it’s a good thing that the Sauron region has
      returned to the Orbaume Kingdom, isn’t it? And Cubas-san, please
      stand up,” said Vandalieu.

      “Yes, it should be a good thing. There’s nothing to blame this
      person for, is there?” Eleanora asked Debis and Haj.

      “Well… I
      think you’re right,” said Debis.

      “That’s
      right, isn’t it?” said Haj.

      Vandalieu
      nodded with them, still in a daze.

      “We’ve dreamed about this for years, but… it’s pathetic that
      things have come to this. But Cubas, His Majesty and Eleanora are
      right, so please raise your head,” said Iris, comforting Cubas, but
      her shoulders were low and her tail was hanging wistfully.

      “Cubas… you are not responsible for this,” said George.

      As a Majin, Iris would have been unable to directly participate
      in the battle to retake the Sauron region. That was why she had at
      least planned to help from behind the scenes, but… that was why she
      felt so pathetic.

      “But George-sama, Ojou-sama, I’m so pathetic and frustrated…”
      Cubas cried.

      “Well, let’s sort out the situation first,” said Saria.

      “We’ve
      made tea, too,” said Rita.

      Vandalieu and the others began discussing the situation in which
      they and the Sauron capital found themselves in.

      Things had all begun when the Orbaume Kingdom, having sensed the
      chaos in Duke Marme’s army, swiftly executed an operation to take
      the Sauron region back. They had moved quickly, so it was likely
      that they had made preparations long in advance. They had simply
      not informed the Sauron Liberation Front of this.

      Ignoring the suggestions of the Sauron Liberation Front, who had
      wanted to cooperate in retaking the Sauron region, they had invaded
      and taken the Amid Empire’s occupying army by storm.

      And one of the late Duke Sauron’s orphans, the second son Rudel
      Sauron who had received support from many of the dukes in the
      Orbaume Kingdom, had taken the position of the Sauron region’s
      duke.

      He was gathering the support of the people, having sworn to rule
      and protect the Sauron Duchy in place of his late father, his
      knights and the ‘Liberating Princess Knight’ who had stood up
      against the Amid Empire’s tyranny until the bitter end before
      finally being defeated in battle. His coronation ceremony would
      likely take place with no troubles in several days’ time.

      Indeed, in the kingdom that supported Rudel Sauron, the
      ‘Liberating Princess Knight’ was known to be dead.

      And the former Scylla territory had been designated as a
      dangerous Devil’s Nest in which the mysterious monster that had
      defeated the ‘Light-speed Sword’ Rickert lurked, along with a large
      number of dangerous Undead. Even adventurers had been forbidden
      from entering the territory until investigations were complete.

      “Why in the world has the kingdom done something like this? I do
      not understand,” wondered Bellmond as she twisted her tail, her
      cheeks no longer flushed.

      As she had spent ninety percent of her ten-thousand-year-long
      life as a guard for the hideout of her previous master, she was
      more ignorant to the ways of the world than she appeared. It was no
      wonder that she couldn’t understand why the kingdom had treated the
      resistance so poorly.

      “First of all, it is probably to make sure that they don’t need
      to give medals to the resistance for their past achievements or the
      achievements that they would have had,” said Eleanora. For a
      Vampire, she was just a little girl who had lived for less than a
      hundred years, but she had worked as a spy before.

      “I’m sure the new duke didn’t want to decrease the rewards that
      his own vassals would get as he set up his rule over the Sauron
      Duchy,” said Kimberley, who had been a scout for the Amid Empire
      when he was alive.

      Most of the people present here had already guessed this
      much.

      But Bellmond, Princess Levia, Orbia and Vandalieu still didn’t
      seem satisfied with this explanation.

      “Would they go to such lengths for those reasons?” asked
      Princess Levia.

      “Yeah, it would have been way better for them to ask for our
      help,” said Orbia.

      “We’re ignorant in this matter, so please explain in a little
      more detail,” said Vandalieu.

      “Umm… Let’s see. I think the Orbaume Kingdom valued the actions
      that the Sauron Liberation Front had already taken more than we
      thought. I think they were thinking that at the very least, they
      would have been forced to give the leader and the upper members of
      the resistance court ranks and land,” said Eleanora.

      The resistance had continued fighting for years, wearing down
      the occupying army and causing chaos among their ranks, and they
      even had the support of the people. If the resistance’s actions
      were not acknowledged, the new Duke Sauron would have actually lost
      support from the people.

      “Well, it’s true that we initially intended to have this former
      Scylla territory given to us as land and have several people made
      nobles, but…” said Vandalieu.

      “Boss, the kingdom and the new duke don’t know of our goals. And
      some of our members are nobles – nobles unable to possess court
      ranks and land because they are too low in the line of succession
      or married for political reasons at that. That was likely our
      downfall here,” said Kimberley.

      Humans were creatures that measured others using their own
      standards. The new Duke Sauron and the Orbaume Kingdom had measured
      the resistance members using their own standards and then assumed
      that they would want court ranks and land as rewards.

      After all, it was these lower-born and adopted children of noble
      families, who would normally be unable to succeed their families or
      possess land, that had made such achievements. It was natural to
      think that they would want to become proper nobles.

      And it was certain that the kingdom and the duke had assumed
      that the nobles who had participated in the resistance would want
      richer, easier-to-rule land rather than low-value land like the
      former Scylla region.

      “In fact, several noble bloodlines of the Sauron Duchy were
      ended in the previous war. And once the noble families who truly
      changed sides and joined the occupying army’s side are crushed in
      punishment, it would be simple to set up ten or twenty new noble
      families. Not all of them would have land, though. But that’s
      probably what they thought we were after,” Miles spat.

      Princess Levia blinked in surprise. “But even if that was the
      case, would they ignore us and then pretend that we were dead?
      After all, there is room for ten or twenty new noble families to
      form, isn’t there?” she said.

      “I’m sure the kingdom has already decided how the new court
      ranks and land will be distributed. I was on the kingdom’s side
      before, so I have overheard some things, and it’s apparently quite
      fierce. The power struggle between Duke Sauron’s orphans, the
      second son Rudel and the fifth son Veedal,” said Miles.

      “In other words, the brothers each gathered supporters by
      offering them rewards in exchange for their support,” said Sam, who
      had once been a nobleman’s servant.

      For the noble families of the kingdom’s other duchies, the land
      of the Sauron Duchy was distant, and there would be no direct
      benefit for them to obtain this land. However, it was good for the
      second or third sons of their families to rule the lands as nobles
      of the Sauron Duchy. It would lead to the prosperity of their own
      families.

      That was why the distribution of court ranks and land had
      already been decided, with none left to be given to the resistance
      members.

      With that being the case, it would have been fine to just give
      them the former Scylla territory, but… there was the possibility
      that Duke Sauron would receive a flood of criticism from the people
      for giving these heroes such remote lands.

      Thus, it had been more convenient to say that they were
      dead.

      Now that the initial explanation was complete, one of the
      resistance members crying in frustration… an adopted daughter of a
      noble family, the one who was supposed to become the Liberating
      Princess Knight in Iris’s place, spoke up.

      “That’s not all. They’re just displeased with it; they’re scared
      to admit that we’ve achieved more than them!” she shouted.

      “It can’t be helped that the guys from our families want to
      interfere with our rights to succeed our families,” said the fifth
      son of a family of baronets, speaking his mind. “They feel indebted
      to us from abandoning us when they fled to other duchies…”

      “They thought that we would resent them and try to do something
      when they returned to the Sauron Duchy. How could they distrust us
      when we didn’t say anything like that in our letters!” spat the
      youngest son of a family of earls.

      These two were members who had tried to coordinate their
      activities with the kingdom through their family members who had
      escaped the Sauron region.

      They had used a mixture of the truth and some lies, telling
      their family members that the Liberating Princess Knight and Sauron
      Liberation Front were still going strong and that although a part
      of the former Scylla Territory had become a Devil’s Nest haunted by
      Undead, they were using this to keep themselves protected from the
      occupying army.

      But they were feeling frustrated because, as a result of their
      communications with their families, they had given the Orbaume
      Kingdom the information that the occupying army was in chaos and
      that there were still no reinforcements from the Amid Empire or its
      vassal states.

      They likely felt a strong sense of betrayal at this fact
      alone.

      These explanations were very easy for Vandalieu to
      understand.

      “I see,”
      he said.

      He knew very well that people, including himself, were creatures
      that could become very cruel based on their emotions.

      The nobles that were the family members of the resistance
      members would have had significant involvement with the operation
      to retake the Sauron Duchy. And they had ignored the existence of
      the resistance members. It was likely that they did not want the
      children and adopted children they had abandoned to gain
      achievements, and that if they gained the power to succeed their
      families, they would become political enemies.

      If that wasn’t the case, the least they would have done was tell
      the nobles in the resistance, “We’ll tell everyone that the
      Princess Knight is dead but you managed to miraculously survive, so
      get out of the resistance and meet up with us”… although whether
      they would accept this suggestion upon receiving it was another
      matter.

      “Umm, these are different nobles of the kingdom than the ones
      that Rick was in contact with, right? But considering what’s
      happened, maybe the duke’s second son is no different.” said Orbia,
      who had fallen victim to a conspiracy to utilize the Scylla race as
      a fighting force against the occupying army.

      “The kingdom’s nobles are scary,” Princess Levia said in
      agreement. “That isn’t true for anyone here, though.”

      “It’s
      true that there aren’t any decent ones…”

      Now that Vandalieu thought about it, he got the feeling that
      other than those who were members in the Sauron Liberation Front,
      all of the kingdom’s nobles were horrible people. The Hartner
      family of dukes, the Paris family of knights from which Raymond and
      Rick had come…

      It was a large difference from the Amid Empire’s nobles, like
      Kurt Legston and Cuoco Ragdew.

      Vandalieu could feel his opinion of the Orbaume Kingdom dropping
      further and further.

      “Though I get the feeling that I don’t need to make excuses for
      them… I will say that there is a possibility that they really think
      that the resistance has been destroyed,” said Eleanora. “The fact
      that members of the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords died and the fact
      that the members of the duke’s army and the mercenaries that were
      sent in afterwards haven’t made it back alive have been blamed on a
      powerful monster that has crossed the Boundary Mountain Range,
      after all.”

      “Now that you mention it… it might be natural for them to think
      it more likely that only a small portion of the resistance are
      alive,” said Vandalieu.

      It was impossible for the resistance to be going strong given
      their usual fighting capabilities.

      “I’m sorry… It’s because I got carried away…” Borkus muttered
      with a dumbfounded expression, lowering his head as if
      collapsing.

      Having gained even more power under the effects of Vandalieu’s
      Dark Demon Guider Job, he had become carried away and gone on a
      rampage against Duke Marme’s army. His roars and the thunderous
      sounds produced by his slashing attacks had echoed all the way
      outside the former Scylla territory. And it seemed that he had left
      several survivors, so Borkus’s appearance had been known to the
      occupying army and to the Orbaume Kingdom’s army as well.

      With knowledge that an abnormal Undead was rampaging around the
      former Scylla territory that the resistance was using as their
      base, it wouldn’t be strange for them to think that the resistance
      had been wiped out.

      “But there should have been warning signs outside that had
      clearly been made by people,” said Bellmond.

      “Wouldn’t it be assumed that the resistance was wiped out after
      the signs were built? And Bellmond, we are just talking about a
      theoretical assumption that there was nothing malicious in the
      kingdom’s actions,” said Kimberley.

      It was likely that between Duke Sauron and the rest of the
      Orbaume Kingdom, there were both those who had announced that the
      resistance members were dead because they were an obstacle to them,
      and those who believed that they had been wiped out by
      monsters.

      “Leaving that aside, what shall we do from here on?” Vandalieu
      asked.

      It was still quite an unsatisfactory outcome for Vandalieu and
      his companions, but the Sauron region had been retaken by the
      Orbaume Kingdom, and an orphan of the late Duke Sauron had taken
      the position of duke. For the majority of the people of the Sauron
      Duchy, this was a joyful turn of events.

      The resistance couldn’t do anything more. After all, the
      invaders were no longer here.

      Of course, it was possible to announce that the Liberating
      Princess Knight and the Sauron Liberation Front were still alive,
      denying the new duke’s announcement and telling people the
      truth.

      But it seemed that Iris had no intention to do this.

      “Your Majesty… it seems that there is no need to create a new
      Liberating Princess Knight to take my place,” she said. “Further
      actions would… only endanger my companions as well as Cubas and his
      village who have supported me. It is frustrating, but doing any
      more would not be acting as a resistance, but a mere
      rebellion.”

      “Ojou-sama! We do not care about that!” Cubas exclaimed.

      “Calm yourself, Cubas… We are happy that you feel that way, but
      the people are not likely to support us,” said George.

      As Iris and George said, even if they told the truth to the
      people, the vast majority of them would not support them.

      The Liberating Princess Knight was someone who kept her true
      identity hidden and acted as a symbol of the resistance, so even if
      they insisted that she was still alive, the people had no way of
      knowing whether it was the real one or a fake.

      And, of course, the new Duke Sauron and his administration would
      denounce her as a criminal pretending to be the Princess
      Knight.

      “Cubas, have you not already been forbidden to speak about us?”
      Iris asked.

      The expression on Cubas’s face made it clear that he had
      apparently been forbidden from speaking on this matter by the
      Orbaume Kingdom’s army. It was probably correct to assume that the
      other supporters had been forbidden from speaking as well.

      Borkus, who had been sitting in a daze, suddenly stood up. “Damn
      it! Now that things have come to this, I’ll just beat that new Duke
      Sauron to death!” he shouted.

      As if his voice had sparked a fire, a portion of the resistance
      members, Rita, Saria, the representative of the Ghouls who lived in
      the Devil’s Nests of the Sauron region, Bone Man, Knochen and the
      crudely-made Undead began clamoring.

      “That’s right! We can’t just sit here quietly and accept
      this!”

      “We’ll go
      as well!”

      “Let’s
      go, everyone!”

      “UOOOOH!
      We’ll offer their heads to King!”

      “We shall cleanse this humiliation with the blood, entrails and
      spinal fluid of Rudel Sauron!”

      “UOOOOHN!”

      Vandalieu used his Scream Skill for the first time in a long
      time. “SORRY, BUT IGNORE THAT!” he shouted.

      If he hadn’t stopped everyone, the Sauron Duchy would likely
      have turned into a ghastly, hellish landscape.

      “Why,
      kid?!” Borkus demanded.

      “If we did that, it would mean we’d have to rule the Sauron
      region by oppressing it with military force, wouldn’t it? And our
      relationship with the Orbaume Kingdom would definitely become
      worse,” said Vandalieu. “Now that we’ve declared war against the
      Amid Empire, we can’t afford to be on hostile terms with the
      Orbaume Kingdom as well.”

      If one took the fighting forces present here and added the
      fighting forces in the nations within the Boundary Mountain Range,
      including Talosheim, it would not be impossible to face both great
      nations at once.

      But that would cause Vandalieu’s army to suffer great
      casualties. Vandalieu didn’t want the Sauron region that badly.

      Iris and her companions had opposed the Amid Empire that had
      invaded the Sauron region out of their love for their homeland; it
      wasn’t that they wanted to rule the Sauron region for
      themselves.

      And even Vandalieu would hesitate to face the remaining Fifteen
      Evil-breaking Swords, the equivalent organization in the Orbaume
      Kingdom, the S-class adventurer Randolf ‘the True,’ and the
      Five-colored Blades led by Heinz all at once.

      The reincarnated individuals were certain to get involved as
      well.

      “That’s how it is,” said Vandalieu. “In the end, we succeeded in
      achieving the objective of preparing an environment that allows us
      to focus on the Trial of Zakkart, and I understand your
      frustration, but let’s turn that around on the next opportunity we
      get. Two out of twelve were no good, but there are still ten left,
      so let’s recover with those.”

      There were twelve duchies in the Orbaume Kingdom. The Hartner
      Duchy and the Sauron Duchy were the two that Vandalieu had decided
      to give up on.

      He would just need to choose a good ally out of the other ten,
      increase Talosheim’s international presence through exchanges with
      that duchy and make the others regret having treated him
      poorly.

      That was what Vandalieu thought, but Cubas seemed to have taken
      this in a different meaning. Turning ghastly pale, he pressed his
      forehead against the ground once more.

      “P-please, please have mercy on us common people!” he
      shouted.

      “… Even though I said the regions are no good, it doesn’t mean
      I’ll directly do anything to them,” Vandalieu said.

      Cubas was indeed acquainted with Vandalieu, but it seemed that
      he had become anxious after seeing his large masses of Undead.”

      And the crudely-made Undead had been supposed to become citizens
      if they gained achievements and defeated enough enemies to increase
      their Ranks. With that opportunity now gone, they looked at
      Vandalieu with the gazes of abandoned puppies (though they simply
      looked like the eyes of corpses to everyone other than
      Vandalieu).

      “… What’s
      going to happen to us?”

      “Gegigih…”

      “Achievements…”

      Saria and the other Undead were depressed as well. Bone Man
      looked particularly down. Having just awakened his superior Skill
      and gained a Unique Skill, he had been very enthusiastic, but his
      opportunity to be of use had been delayed.

      “… Our
      chance to shine,” Saria sighed.

      “We’ll be put on hold at a time like this?” said Rita.

      “Jyuooh…” Bone Man murmured. Finally, it was not only his jaw,
      but his shoulders that fell to the ground as well.

      “Well, there is still the Trial of Zakkart,” said Princess
      Levia.

      “It’s dangerous for the resistance to stay here in the Sauron
      region, so perhaps it’s better to have them migrate to Talosheim?
      If Cubas and his village are going to have trouble living here, why
      not have them come as well?” Miles suggested.

      “It would be perfect to have the crudely-made Undead maintain
      the former Scylla region,” said Eleanora. “They were made as
      defensive forces to begin with, and it would be a waste to just
      abandon the rice paddies.”

      “Now then, Danna-sama, I will leave the comforting of Rita and
      the others to you,” said Bellmond.

      “Okay,” said Vandalieu. “Here, don’t physically drop your jaw
      and shoulders*; make yourself look proper,” he told Bone Man.

      
      TLN*: This is a joke alluding to the fact that Bone Man’s
      jaws and shoulders have dropped both physically and metaphorically.
      In Japanese, shoulders dropping = looking down/face
      falling.

      

      And so,
      Vandalieu gave up on the Sauron Duchy.

      There were ten remaining duchies in the Orbaume Kingdom.

      Title
      explanation:

      【Demon
      King】

      A Title given by gods. It has the effects of the ‘Second Coming
      of the Demon King’ and ‘Monstrosity’ Titles, and it gives bonuses
      to the growth and development of monsters obeying the Title holder
      as well as bonuses to the creation of new monsters. When this name
      is given by the gods of Alda’s faction, Vida’s races are included
      among the monsters that gain these bonuses.

      Also, the damage taken by the Title’s holder from attacks using
      Artifacts, including Orichalcum weapons, is increased. When a
      champion possesses this Title, the increase in damage taken is even
      greater.

      And those with the divine protections of the gods who gave the
      Title holder this Title have bonuses when fighting the Title
      holder.

      In addition, as an effect that Alda and his followers did not
      expect, fragments of the Demon King that have never interacted with
      Vandalieu before acknowledge him as their main body.

      But as the Title holder already draws sufficient attention from
      those who have given him the Title, the effects of ‘Monstrosity’
      are lessened; those in the underworld who are drawn to the title of
      ‘Demon King’ are likely very few in number (Either because it is so
      difficult to believe, or because he has been recognized as a
      monster with a person’s appearance).

      And because the Skill System categorizes Vandalieu as a
      ‘person,’ the effect of gaining subordinates more easily is not
      applied.

      
      TLN: This is a confusing explanation and makes slightly
      more sense when you go and reread the ‘Monstrosity’ Title’s
      explanation in chapter 101.

      

      
      	Name: Bone Man

      	Rank: 10

      	Race: Skeleton Blade Duke

      	Level: 3

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Dark Vision

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Strengthened Attribute Values: Loyalty: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Spirit Form: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Strengthened Attribute Values: Mounted: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	
      Hollow Bone Swordsmanship: Level 1 (Awakened from
      Swordsmanship!)

      

      	Shield Technique: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Archery: Level 6

      	Silent Steps: Level 3

      	Coordination: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Commanding: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Armor Technique: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mount: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Aura of Fear: Level 2 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	Bone Blades (NEW!)

      	Xerx’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation:

      【Skeleton
      Blade Duke】

      The Rank 9 Skeleton Duke Bone Man fought Ravovifard, the evil
      god of release, and awakened a superior Swordsmanship Skill. He
      also received the divine protection of Xerx, the god of battle
      flags. Through these processes, his Rank increased and he has
      become a Skeleton Blade Duke.

      An ordinary progression would have caused him to become a
      Skeleton King, but he has become distinctly more powerful than a
      King of the same Rank.

      Normally, it is extremely rare for even demi-human monsters to
      awaken combat or magic-related superior Skills other than those
      boosting physical abilities such as Monstrous Strength; almost no
      monsters have achieved this. An exception is the small portion of
      races such as the Noble Orcs and High Goblins that possess
      near-human levels of intelligence.

      Also, there are a few exceptions accounted for by those who
      possessed superior Skills while alive and then became Undead.

      Bone Man does not fall into either of these categories; he began
      as a Rank 1 Living Bones with rat spirits possessing the bones of a
      human, and now he has reached Rank 10 with an awakened superior
      Skill. He is such a rare case that it would be fitting for his name
      to be left in history.

      Skill
      explanation:

      【Bone
      Blades】

      A Skill that allows the simultaneous use of every bone of the
      user’s body as bladed weapons. It does not simply unleash stabbing
      and slashing attacks; they receive bonuses from combat-related
      Skills and it is possible to activate martial skills.

      Also, Bone Man is able to use the Long-distance Control Skill,
      separating all of his bones and manipulating them individually to
      attack his enemies.

      Like Form Manipulation, it is a Skill that allows the user to
      change the form of their own body, and it is specialized for using
      blades.

      

    


    

    
      Side Chapter
      24:Rising in the west and setting in the east

      
      
      TLN: Several reincarnated individuals have had their
      names corrected, in light of the Death Mage manga's release
      clarifying some of their names. Konoe Kyuuji is now Konoe Miyaji,
      Rikudou Akira is now Rikudou Hajiri and Akaki Akiko is now Akaki
      Shouko.

      

      A handsome man with a shapely nose fell to his knees with a
      nervous expression on his face.

      Ahead of him was a statue, which had been hastily restored by a
      craftsman, depicting Vida, the goddess of life and love, as well as
      the archbishop of the Church of Vida who had been dispatched from
      the Orbaume Kingdom, who was wearing a gentle smile.

      And several nobles and knights were watching them, making sure
      not to miss this historical moment.

      “I, Rudel Sauron, hereby swear to join the twelve rulers and
      wield my sword for the benefit of the people,” the man said.

      The archbishop nodded and took a crown from a nearby priest. “I
      hereby acknowledge thee as Duke Sauron. May the goddess’s blessings
      be upon you,” he said in a solemn voice.

      And Rudel received the crown… the symbol that could only be worn
      by one of the twelve dukes with the right to rule. He rose to his
      feet, and the nobles let out a cheer.

      “Long live Duke Rudel Sauron! Long live the Sauron Duchy!”

      “Glory to
      His Excellency, Duke Rudel!”

      Some praised Rudel, and others were crying tears of emotion.
      Many of them were nobles, knights and those serving them; they had
      fought against the Amid Empire when their invasion came.

      They had remained in obscurity and waited for this moment for
      many years. The coronation ceremony of Rudel, son of the late duke,
      was a symbol of the return of the prosperity that the duchy had
      before the invasion, and a great event that marked the end of the
      war.

      “I have caused everyone much suffering, but I thank you for
      believing in me and following me this far. I hope that you will
      support me just as you supported my father,” said Rudel, giving a
      composed nod.

      Overcome with emotion again, the nobles cheered even louder. The
      duke himself had acknowledged their deeds and declared that he
      anticipated more from them in the future. Their revival and further
      advancements had been guaranteed.

      On the other hand, there were also those who remained calm,
      watching the ceremony with insincere smiles on their faces.

      “Congratulations,
      Duke Rudel.”

      “But what comes next is the crucial point. Because you must rule
      the lands that have been laid waste to by the empire.”

      “Of course, my master has asked me to inform you that he offers
      his full support.”

      “Let us join forces and work towards the kingdom’s prosperity
      together.”

      These were the messengers sent by the dukes and other prominent
      noblemen from other duchies that supported Rudel.

      They were also happy that Rudel, the one they had supported, had
      won the power struggle and become Duke Sauron without incident. But
      the important events for them and their masters were yet to
      come.

      Under-the-table payoffs from the project to restore the Sauron
      Duchy and implementing a new defense policy. Preferential treatment
      for their later-born children becoming government workers and
      rights when it came to trade.

      They were anticipating all kinds of benefits for themselves.

      “Of course,” said Rudel. “I am young and inexperienced, but
      please tell them to take good care of me from now on.”

      He still needed the masters of these messengers to give him
      their support.

      There was no such thing as too much money for the restoration of
      the region, the new defense policy and the restructuring of the
      duchy’s army. And although the Amid Empire had withdrawn, there
      were not enough soldiers to defend the border between the
      nations.

      Rudel
      could not go on without support.

      Compared to those, this was a small problem, but it was likely
      that he would later feel the effects of having lost almost all the
      family members he could trust by winning the power struggle.

      His father and his older brother, the duke’s first son, had died
      in the war, and his older sister and younger sister had married
      into families of other duchies. He had defeated the third and
      fourth sons in the power struggle, and his relationship with the
      fifth son, with whom he had fought until the very end, was in a
      particularly terrible state.

      His youngest sister had been defeated as well, but she could be
      of considerable use. Rudel could marry her into a family of
      considerable status if she asked him to, but it seemed that she had
      a strange pride preventing her from doing so. Illegitimate children
      were problematic after all.

      Come to think of it, I had one other illegitimate sibling, but
      he died as well. Well, more importantly, I need to work hard for a
      while. To think that I would learn from Chichi-ue’s example like
      this… Adopted children aren’t very effective, after all.

      Rudel had completely forgotten about the now-deceased Raymond
      Paris, leader of the Reborn Sauron Duchy Army. He felt unpleasant
      emotions upon realizing that he needed to regrow his family, which
      had grown smaller due to many of his own generation having been
      lost.

      The fact that he had too many siblings had been the cause of the
      conflict to succeed the family, but too few and the family’s rule
      would become unstable. If something were to happen to the current
      head of the family, the government system that had only just been
      regained would weaken once more.

      In fact, it was possible that the siblings who had lost the
      power struggle were plotting to assassinate Rudel. As Rudel didn’t
      have any children now, if something were to happen to him, they
      would be able to take the position of duke for themselves.

      “Now then, Your Excellency, please present yourself to the
      people,” said the archbishop.

      Concealing his feelings of anxiety, Rudel stepped out towards
      the balcony to wave and show himself to the people who had gathered
      to catch a glimpse of the new Duke Sauron.

      Rudel sunk into the seat of the office that was now his in the
      retaken castle and exhaled as if letting out every last breath of
      air in his lungs.

      “Maybe because the crown and overcoat are so resplendent,
      they’re heavier than they look. It’s no wonder my shoulders are
      stiff,” he grumbled.

      There
      were two other people in the room.

      “You only feel that way because your body was stiff with nerves.
      You will be accustomed to it after half a year,” said one of them,
      a man with thinning hair and deep laugh-lines on his face who was
      visibly skilled in offering flattery. If there were a
      fierce-looking man and a woman wearing an extravagant dress
      standing next to him, he would have looked like a jester.

      His name was Fatherick Dolmad. He was an honorary marquis from
      the center of the Orbaume Kingdom and the current marshal.

      “I am so accustomed to it that I often forget my vestment and
      the robe that has my family crest on it,” he said.

      “I think that’s unpleasant in itself. You were mistaken for a
      mere civil official by a soldier just a little while ago,” said the
      other person in the room in a damp tone.

      It was an Elf man that was joining in on this conversation
      between two important noblemen. However, he was far from the
      stereotypical dainty, elegant Elf.

      He had a well-featured face, but it had a gloomy expression on
      it, and although he was tall, he seemed cat-like as he sat in his
      chair, making him appear to be of average height. His hair was
      hanging loosely down to his shoulders and there was a stubble on
      his jaw. His body was lean but well-trained. He was wearing the
      kind of leather armor that a new adventurer might wear, and his
      belt was holding several knives that were the kind that would be
      sold in bulk at weapon stores.

      If it weren’t for his long ears, he would look like nothing more
      than a worn-out, middle-aged mercenary. At the very least, his
      appearance made it questionable as to whether he was of a status
      that would allow him to be in this office.

      Despite this, the man continued complaining to Marshal Dolmad,
      still staring at the guest table in front of him. “Just by walking
      around in public, you’re mistaken as a worthless civil official
      despite being a marquis who is an important supporter of the new
      Duke Sauron. Do you intend to have all of the soldiers and servants
      of the castle thrown out for disrespecting a nobleman?”

      “‘Worthless civil official’ – What a terrible way to put it. And
      despite saying that, I believe that you have a similar appearance,
      Randolf ‘the True’-dono,” said Marshal Dolmad.

      The Elf man… one of the Orbaume Kingdom’s S-class adventurers,
      Randolf ‘the True,’ snorted. “You’ve learned to speak your mind,
      Fatherick-boy.”

      Rudel
      felt as if the temperature of the room had sharply dropped as
      Randolf spoke these words. This is no ordinary
      man…

      Rudel had been planning to become the general of the Sauron
      Duchy’s army if his older brother hadn’t been slain by the Amid
      Empire. Thus, he was more competent in combat than ordinary
      noblemen, and he had experienced real battlefields, not just messy
      power struggles.

      Despite that, he hadn’t been able to tell how strong Randolf was
      at all when Marshal Dolmad introduced them to each other.

      But no matter how he tried to resist against this man, he would
      never defeat him. He was absolutely certain of this.

      Randolf,
      who gained the title of S-class over a hundred years ago, praised
      by everyone as a ‘true adventurer.’ I suppose it means that he’s a
      cut above the ‘Blue-flamed Sword’ Heinz, even though they’re both
      S-class adventurers.

      Perhaps unaware of Rudel’s fearful inner thoughts, Randolf
      didn’t look offended at all, just like Dolmad. As if nothing had
      happened at all, he took a small bottle of alcohol from his pocket
      and swigged its contents.

      “I’ll confirm it before I accept the request. There’s no dress
      code and the only thing I’m lending is my name. Other than the very
      unlikely case where something happens, I just need to be here.
      That’s right, isn’t it?” Randolf asked Dolmad, who was his
      employer.

      The truth was that Randolf had retired as an adventurer long
      ago. Or to be more precise, he had declared his retirement as an
      S-class adventurer.

      One day, he had told the Guild Master of an Adventurers’ Guild
      branch that he was close to, “I’m not going to accept any requests
      anymore; I’m just going to go into Devil’s Nests on my own and hunt
      enough to not have any problems feeding myself,” and tried to hand
      in his Guild Card.

      If he stopped being an adventurer, he wouldn’t be able to have
      the Adventurers’ Guild buy materials or other goods from Devil’s
      Nests or Dungeons, such as the proof of having exterminated the
      monsters. He would have to sell them to merchants individually or
      sell them personally.

      But Randolf was an S-class adventurer, even though he was
      technically a former one. Even without his certification as an
      adventurer and his position in society, he still had the same
      abilities and experience. As long as he had those, any merchant
      would want to do business with him.

      And Randolf had never had an interest in luxuries. Because he
      was proficient in the ways of living in forests like many Elves, he
      could support himself without ever going into a city.

      He was a man who would be satisfied hunting suitable prey,
      making clothes out of fiber taken from plants and beast fur and
      making alcohol from fruit.

      He had acquired the status of honorary nobleman in the kingdom,
      but he had said, “I don’t need it, and I don’t need a pension,
      either.”

      It was not only the Guild Master, but all of the high-ranking
      officials of the Orbaume Kingdom at the time that were shaken by
      these words.

      Randolf, an adventurer who represented the nation, would retire
      despite still possessing power. It would have been a serious affair
      if the Amid Empire were to recruit him.

      The greatest problem of them all was that there was no way of
      stopping him. That was why they had met Randolf’s requests to the
      greatest extent possible and pleaded for him to act in a way that
      made it known that Randolf ‘the True’ was still alive and active,
      just no longer fighting on the frontlines of battlefields.

      Despite all of this, he had just named conditions for his own
      employment moments earlier.

      “I understand,” said Dolmad. “And at present, that ‘very
      unlikely case’ will not happen. It seems that your name has had an
      effect.”

      The Amid Empire, who had retreated, were now just quietly
      observing across the Mirg shield-nation’s border. There were no
      signs of any empire spies within the Sauron region, nor any signs
      that anything significant would happen.

      Marshal Dolmad had an optimistic view, seeing this situation to
      be a most favorable one.

      And like him, Rudel’s wariness was focused on the political wars
      against the other dukes, as well as the political war against
      Dolmad who was present here. They were important supporters, but he
      had no intention of becoming their puppet.

      But
      Randolf apparently had a different opinion.

      “Fatherick-boy, are you sure about the resistance guys? And you,
      young one, what do you intend to do with the former Scylla
      territory?” he asked, turning to Rudel.

      Rudel’s face twitched a little upon being referred to this
      way.

      But Dolmad gave a gentle smile. “There is nothing to worry
      about. We are more than capable of dealing with it,” he said.

      Using the kingdom’s information network, Dolmad and Rudel had
      sent numerous spies into the Sauron region, and they had been
      gathering information for a long time.

      Among the information was a report that a broken pillar of light
      and a fierce explosion had been observed on the day that the
      ‘Light-speed Sword’ Rickert was defeated.

      And then there was the chaos in Duke Marme’s army and the
      information announced by the empire. And the resistance’s movements
      after that… After analyzing them, Dolmad and Rudel had concluded
      that at present, the resistance organization known as the Sauron
      Liberation Front had been almost completely wiped out, and the few
      survivors were making contact with their families.

      No, Dolmad had doubted whether the Sauron Liberation Front
      existed at all for a long time.

      His investigation had concluded that their leader, the
      Liberating Princess Knight, was likely to be Iris, the only
      daughter of the Bearheart family of knights. However, from a
      certain point onwards, the entire resistance, including the
      Liberating Princess Knight herself, had changed too much.

      That change could not be explained by the combination of the
      remnants of the Reborn Sauron Duchy Army alone.

      First, they had been drastically more successful in battle than
      before. And these were not victories using advanced information
      warfare and strategy; they were piling up victories using pure
      fighting strength alone. They had become strong within a short
      period of time, as if they were different people altogether.

      On top of that, the amount of goods they were consuming had
      clearly decreased. Dolmad had investigated and analyzed those
      thought to be supporters of the resistance, the damage the
      occupying army sustained and the goods that had been stolen from
      them, but things clearly didn’t add up.

      The main body of Iris’s resistance were taking almost no medical
      supplies including potions, arms or food.

      There were other strange details as well, such as how more of
      the resistance members were wearing the holy symbol of Vida and how
      the Liberating Princess Knight no longer recited the proverbs of
      Alda as she once did.

      Based on these facts, Dolmad had guessed that the core members
      of the Sauron Liberation Front had been replaced, and that they
      were in a state where they had no need for external support or the
      capture of enemy supplies.

      In other words, he suspected that the Sauron Liberation Front
      had been destroyed by the Amid Empire’s occupying army at the same
      time as the Reborn Sauron Duchy Army, and imposters had taken their
      place.

      They were likely a diversion, created to find and gather all of
      the rebellious people within the Sauron region in one place, and
      they were actually receiving supplies from the occupying army,
      creating no need for their own.

      It was likely that the Scylla had been killed by the occupying
      army as well or forced deep into the Boundary Mountain Range.

      They had conducted this large-scale masquerade with the final
      goal of luring the Orbaume Kingdom’s army into a trap. The dispatch
      of the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords was undoubtedly some kind of
      plot as well.

      But they had then met their destruction at the hands of the
      powerful Undead that had crossed the Boundary Mountain Range with
      exceptional timing.

      “It seems that there is still contact, but those will surely be
      the last few who were fortunate enough to survive. They are too
      insignificant to have any influence. We currently have plans to
      trace them back to their roots and capture them. If we announce
      them as dead, then take members that know nothing and turn them
      into celebrities and knights in the villages and towns, that will
      be the end of it,” said Dolmad.

      “That’s quite a convenient… dirty way of thinking,” Randolf
      snorted. “Do you not think things are exactly as they said?”

      “I do not,” Dolmad replied immediately. “I cannot imagine that
      the resistance escaped unscathed after being caught up in a battle
      where a powerful Undead defeated the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords,
      a group of warriors that are equivalent to A-class
      adventurers.”

      They had learned that there were fearsome explosions and two
      blinding flashes of light that could be seen even from the bottom
      of the mountain. The Scylla territory was considerably large, but
      it was impossible to imagine that the resistance could have avoided
      getting caught up in it.

      “That’s not what I asked. I’m asking what you’ll do if the
      resistance is innocent,” said Randolf, continuing to press
      Dolmad.

      But Rudel interrupted, a stiff expression on his face.
      “Randolf-dono, that is the kind of political talk that you dislike.
      I shall refrain from engaging in it,” he said.

      As Eleanora and Miles had suspected, Rudel had already decided
      that land would be given to the later-born children of his
      supporters and the vassals that had served him. At the same time,
      he knew that Iris and her companions were very likely to be an
      obstacle to his rule in the future.

      He would likely gather the support of many if he were to take
      Iris as his wife, but it was difficult to imagine that she would
      accept the other members of the resistance being ignored.

      With that being the case, it was better to pretend that they
      were dead heroes that he could make use of.

      Rudel hadn’t told Randolf this, but several of the letters sent
      from the resistance members to their families had been confirmed as
      authentic via their handwriting. Whether they were truly members of
      the resistance or traitors that had joined the occupying army
      didn’t matter.

      There was already a plan in place to lure them out, strangle
      them, make them cough up the information they had and then have
      them disappear. All that was left was to execute it. An
      investigation of the Scylla territory was planned to take place
      after that.

      If the supporters and lower-ranking members of the resistance
      wanted to make noise, they would be dealt with appropriately as
      well.

      But
      Randolf had likely guessed this.

      “I see. Everything is used as the Orbaume Kingdom’s shield and
      weapon; everything is for the stability of the Sauron Duchy and the
      kingdom’s prosperity,” he said, taking another swig from his bottle
      before standing up from his seat.

      “Where
      are you going?” Rudel asked him.

      “Somewhere,” said Randolf. “I’ll stay in this city for a while,
      so don’t worry. I owe at least that much to your
      great-grandmother.”

      “Do you want to go and check it for yourself? The former Scylla
      territory is currently closed off, but it is a different story if
      you are the one entering it,” said Rudel, confident that Randolf
      ‘the True’ would show results even when facing a swarm of hundreds
      or thousands of Undead that included one powerful enough to defeat
      members of the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords.

      But Randolf gave a disinterested wave of his hand over his
      shoulder. “I don’t intend to do any work that gathers attention. I
      won’t ask what you intend to do, either. Do your best to be careful
      of that Dhampir.”

      And then
      he left the room.

      “… A moody person. And inexperienced beyond expectations,” said
      Dolmad.

      “I heard from my grandfather that he heard my great grandmother
      mumbling that he tried to quit being an adventurer because he could
      not get used to things like this,” said Rudel. “Despite that, he
      has gained so much power that he cannot stay uninvolved with the
      world of politics. It seems that talent does not always bring its
      owners happiness.”

      Despite his exhausted, resigned attitude, Randolf would
      interject once in a while. Rudel thought that he was more of a
      danger than the resistance or the Undead that had appeared from
      across the Boundary Mountain Range.

      “What did he mean when he spoke of a Dhampir?” Rudel asked
      Dolmad, speaking to conceal his tension. “I did not know of the
      existence of any Dhampir but the one named Selen that is under the
      protection of the ‘Blue-flamed Sword’ Heinz.”

      Dolmad laughed. “It is false information leaked by the empire. I
      am sure he meant it as a joke.”

      Unlike Rudel, Dolmad knew that a Dhampir had apparently been
      born between a Subordinate Vampire and a Dark Elf in the Mirg
      shield-nation. He also knew that the Dhampir had appeared in the
      city of Niarki in the Hartner Duchy.

      He had also heard that the Amid Empire had been trying to ensure
      that they didn’t miss the Dhampir as he came out of the Boundary
      Mountain Range.

      But Dolmad questioned the background of that Dhampir. Even if it
      was a Dhampir, how could Dolmad possibly believe that he had led
      several hundred Ghouls across the Boundary Mountain Range at the
      age of three, and sent back the expedition army of the Mirg
      shield-nation as Undead?

      The information itself was too unnatural to begin with.

      The information that he seemed to be the leader of the Ghouls
      was based on the eyewitness testimony of just a single adventurer,
      and the information that he led them across the Boundary Mountain
      Range was based on the fact that tracks making it seem that he had
      done so had been found; nobody had actually witnessed it.

      The fact that the Mirg shield-nation’s expedition army was
      repelled was nothing more than conjecture. None had survived; there
      were no witnesses.

      Putting these facts together, Dolmad had concluded that it was
      true that a Dhampir had been born in the Mirg shield-nation, and
      that he had appeared in the Hartner Duchy about two years ago.
      However, he had concluded that there was no such thing as a Dhampir
      who had led Ghouls across the Boundary Mountain Range.

      He thought that this was information that the Amid Empire had
      fabricated for the purpose of some kind of plot.

      A plot to cut away treacherous, corrupt nobles within the nation
      as well as the military might of a vassal nation that sought
      independence, and to mislead the Orbaume Kingdom’s intelligence
      workers.

      “I see,” Rudel said after hearing this explanation. “But,” he
      continued, “would the empire do such an absurd thing? Frankly, I
      would find it easier to believe if I were told that the sun had
      risen in the west and set in the east. Even if they were to
      fabricate false information, would they not fabricate it in a way
      that is more believable?”

      “That is exactly it, Rudel-dono,” said Dolmad. “The empire’s
      plot is to make it appear that such absurd information is true and
      make us doubt ourselves. That is what they are after.”

      Dolmad
      was convinced that this was the case.

      It had been rumored that Earl Thomas Palpapek of the Mirg
      shield-nation was not on good terms with the Amid Empire. But it
      wasn’t rare in the world of politics for such rumored individuals
      to actually have hidden connections.

      With the position and authority of a marshal, it would have been
      simple to have adventurers and spies provide false testimony.

      There was also the information that the current Duke Hartner,
      Lucas, was wary of a Dhampir as well. But there was no doubt that
      he had simply used the information from the empire to put the blame
      on the Dhampir to explain the various errors and incidents that had
      occurred within the duchy. The whereabouts of the sealed fragment
      of the Demon King said to be stolen by a thief were questionable as
      well.

      It was even possible that they attempted and failed to create a
      piece of Demon King equipment on their own, resulting in the castle
      tipping over, and the thief was just a fabrication to cover it
      up.

      It was more sensible to think that this was the case. No, those
      who did not believe this could be said to have lost their ability
      to think rationally.

      “Rudel-dono, you too must be careful to not lose your ability to
      stay composed to think and make decisions,” said Dolmad. “If you do
      not, you will be made to dance by these absurd stories and regret
      it later.”

      “I-I see.
      I will bear that in mind,” said Rudel.

      Dolmad’s warning was as much to himself as it was to Rudel, a
      reminder to always stay wary.

      “That is what I would expect of the duke of the Sauron region,
      Rudel-dono,” he said.

      Fatherick Dolmad. He was a man with a strong sense of suspicion
      and rational thinking; he would never believe that the sun could
      rise in the west and set in the east. This was what made him a
      capable politician.

      Three people sat around a single map, groaning and sighing as
      they looked at each other.

      “This is… He’s withdrawn back into the mountain range.”

      “That’s unexpected. I was sure that he would take over the
      Sauron region with military strength.”

      “Well, it probably just means that he has no intention of taking
      things that far.”

      The three people gathered in this inn room… the ‘Clairvoyance’
      Tendou Tatsuya, the ‘Ifrit’ Akaki Shouko and the ‘Mage Masher’
      Minami Asagi, sat up in their chairs.

      Several months had passed since they were reincarnated in this
      world, and they had been working in a certain city in the Hartner
      region as adventurers.

      They had registered and acquired Jobs at the Adventurers’ Guild
      branch at an inn town by the highway, then promoted to E-class and
      changed Jobs again in another city further away. They had made sure
      they didn’t draw attention as strange newcomers that were being
      promoted abnormally quickly by changing locations regularly.

      Because methods of communication hadn’t been developed in
      Lambda, they were able to keep up an effective disguise just by
      moving between considerably distant cities. The Guild didn’t ask
      every one of the countless new adventurers for the information
      regarding their past work in other cities.

      But once they became C-class adventurers, they would draw
      attention as the ‘strange people who keep changing locations.’

      Leaving that aside, what these three were conducting in this inn
      room was a strategy meeting to figure out Vandalieu’s
      movements.

      The reincarnated individuals had been given a Target Radar as a
      Unique Skill. This detected the location of those that possessed
      death-attribute Mana of a certain quantity or more.

      With this, they knew the direction that Vandalieu was in and how
      far away he was.

      They were using that response and a map drawn based on the image
      of the Bahn Gaia continent that they had seen from Rodcorte’s
      Divine Realm to estimate Vandalieu’s location.

      … The map they were relying on was of questionable accuracy,
      however. But in this world, maps were not ways to observe the
      geography of the land from things like artificial satellites; they
      were treated like military secrets. It was more than good enough
      for personal use.

      If they wanted a map more accurate than this, they would need to
      steal one from a family of dukes somewhere.

      Tendou… now named Tatsuya Tendou after his reincarnation. His
      Clairvoyance still had limits despite having been reborn.

      “Tendou, is it impossible to see him with your transparent
      vision?” Asagi asked.

      “It’s impossible,” Tendou said. “Just like in Origin, my
      transparent vision doesn’t let me see everything. And if I looked
      at him directly, there’s a high chance that I’ll be noticed, like
      the incident with Death Scythe.”

      “It’s questionable as to whether we’d be safe if we’re noticed,
      even if he is really far away. It seems that he’s somehow able to
      Teleport, too,” said Akaki.

      From sensing Vandalieu’s location through their Target Radar,
      they had seen several instances of Vandalieu instantly changing
      locations somehow. Tendou and his companions thought that this was
      probably teleportation.

      It currently seemed that he couldn’t teleport freely, but it was
      possible that he was simply making it seem that he couldn’t.

      “But what do you think he intends to do from here on? I can’t
      imagine that he’ll just fall back and stay quiet,” said Akaki
      Shouko… Shouko Akaki, looking perplexed.

      She didn’t know anything about Vandalieu before he reincarnated
      in Lambda… just like the rest of the reincarnated individuals.

      But she did have information about him after his
      reincarnation.

      According to that information, he would retaliate when something
      was done to him, no matter who was responsible. Regardless of
      whether it was a nation or a god.

      Despite that, it seemed that he had quietly withdrawn this time.
      Shouko found this strange. Tendou nodded in agreement as well.

      But Asagi… Asagi Minami, seemed to think differently. “No, I’m
      sure he’s just calmed down because he has more things to protect
      now. And he’s not an innately bad guy; it’s not strange for him to
      let the situation resolve in peace as long as the blood doesn’t get
      to his head, right?” he said, crossing his arms and nodding to
      himself.

      Shouko and Tendou looked at each other with strange, bitter
      smiles on their faces.

      “It’s true that I think he’s not an innately bad guy, but…” said
      Tendou.

      Vandalieu had been an ordinary student on Earth, and he had died
      after spontaneously deciding to try to save a girl who was his
      classmate. Even in Origin, after becoming the Undead, he had saved
      Pluto and the others who had been experimental subjects just like
      him.

      It should be possible to categorize the current Vandalieu as a
      good person, not a bad guy.

      “But if he was ‘not a bad guy,’ he wouldn’t have slaughtered an
      army of six thousand including the soldiers that tried to
      surrender, turned them into Undead and set them loose in their
      homeland, would he?” said Tendou.

      “Asagi, there were no lessons teaching us to never take
      prisoners in the school we went to,” said Shouko.

      Asagi frowned as he was reminded of how Vandalieu had treated
      the Mirg shield-nation’s expedition army, including the ones who
      had tried to surrender. “That’s… I’m sure that was the best he
      could do,” he insisted. “Right now, he believes that the whole
      world, other than his companions, is his enemy. That’s why he
      surrounds himself with freely-thinking Undead and monsters. But in
      truth, he believes that this is wrong, which is why he tries to
      help living people as well. You guys think so too, right?”

      “I don’t
      know,” the other two said in unison.

      “His personality and memories from when he was on Earth should
      have taken over long ago, but most of his actions have been so
      extreme and bizarre, so I can’t even imagine what kind of mental
      state he’s in,” said Shouko.

      “In fact, depending on the situation, it might be stranger to
      think that he’ll understand us. But our objective is to first of
      all tell him that none of us except for Murakami intend to kill
      him,” said Tendou. “Asagi, save your persuasion attempt for
      afterwards.”

      “You don’t need to nag me so many times. I know,” said Asagi.
      “For now, let’s just keep working in the duchies along the Boundary
      Mountain Range and wait for him to come out.”

      The three of them didn’t know the exact details of the events
      that had occurred after their reincarnation, including the fact
      that the members of the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords had been
      defeated by Vandalieu.

      But Vandalieu was supporting the Liberating Princess Knight of
      the Sauron Liberation Front, Iris Bearheart, and as long as that
      was the case, she would not die. The Orbaume Kingdom had announced
      that she was dead despite this, so they simply thought that the
      kingdom had done something that was unfavorable for Vandalieu.

      “After that, let’s see… I suppose we’ll find a good timing and
      try going into Dungeons, too. If we used Familiar Spirit Descent on
      a floor with no people around… like the Boss chamber, nobody would
      know,” said Asagi.

      They still hadn’t been sent any information from their
      companions who had become familiar spirits in Rodcorte’s Divine
      Realm.

      The initial plan had been to use the Familiar Spirit Descent
      Skill to have either them or other familiar spirits with
      information descend to deliver information.

      However, due to the fact that the pillar of light from the sky
      would draw attention, they hadn’t put this plan into motion yet.
      The Familiar Spirit Descent Skill was not something a new
      adventurer would normally be able to use.

      “Yeah. We might be able to learn something… The Dungeons around
      here are low-difficulty D-class Dungeons, so there are always a lot
      of people. We probably need to find other Dungeons,” said
      Tendou.

      A terribly emaciated farmer was working on the rice fields,
      taking no notice of the cold water and mud.

      “Kakakakah.”

      No, it wasn’t an emaciated farmer. It was a Skeleton wearing
      tattered clothes. He was carefully repairing the footpaths between
      the rice fields.

      A group of Wraiths was nearby, planting seeds in the fields.

      “Oooh…
      Plant rice,” one of them groaned.

      “Plough
      the fields…” groaned another.

      The men and women that were of middle-to-old age, including
      Cubas, were being escorted around.

      “To think that we would end up teaching Undead how to work the
      fields… Chief Cubas, are we going to be alright?”

      “Don’t complain so much. The Undead are working without
      complaining; us living should learn from their example!”

      “That’s impossible. There seem to be more Goblins and other
      monsters around recently; isn’t it dangerous?”

      “Men shouldn’t complain! You’re even being paid, so shut up and
      work!”

      “Grandma, we wouldn’t be able to teach the Undead if we were to
      shut up.”

      It had been decided that the former Scylla territory would be
      maintained by the crudely-made Undead that had once been
      mercenaries and members of Duke Marme’s army, but they were still
      crudely-made Undead, after all. And there were also Goblins and
      other monsters that had gotten caught up in the magic circle.

      They were pros when it came to working as guards, but amateurs
      at farming.

      And before the Sauron Liberation Front disbanded and migrated to
      Talosheim, Iris and her companions had insisted that they couldn’t
      simply abandon Cubas’s village and the other deeply-involved
      supporters of the resistance.

      It was almost certain that it would be difficult for Cubas and
      the others to continue living in the Sauron region, as they had
      been forbidden by the knights of the new Duke Sauron from speaking
      about the resistance.

      In the worst-case scenario, Rudel Sauron and his vassals might
      become suspicious of the fact that the resistance had vanished and
      capture Cubas and the others, torture them and then slaughter them
      to ensure their silence, making the incident look like the doing of
      bandits.

      Thus, Vandalieu had gone around the villages with the resistance
      members and worked on persuading the villagers while performing
      medical treatment, just as he had done in the cultivation villages
      of the Hartner Duchy.

      The people of Cubas’s village who had supported Iris and her
      companions had felt distrust towards the new Duke Sauron to begin
      with, so persuading them had only taken several days.

      And so, the villagers had been given the position of guiding the
      agriculture in the former Scylla territory.

      “Grandpa, Grandma, watch your feet,” said one of the several
      Scylla that had been assigned here.

      The Scylla were those who had once lived here. Meanwhile, Undead
      such as Living armors that were not suited to working in
      water-filled paddies were working as guards.

      And the territory’s perimeter was surrounded by the repaired
      Golem monoliths and stone circles. There were also about two
      thousand crudely-made Undead that could be assigned to the rice
      fields. The Undead Sleygar, formerly one of the Fifteen
      Evil-breaking Swords, had been positioned there with his
      subordinates as well.

      The automatic Undead-creating magic circle still had Mana left,
      so it would probably continue working for a while.

      Vandalieu was planning to station flying Undead monsters like
      Wyverns nearby to be ready for aerial battles as well.

      “But why are these rice plants growing when it’s the middle of
      winter?”

      “I’m sure it’s because they’re the rice plants that we brought
      from our new paddies in the Devil’s Nest. But still, there are a
      lot of other monsters as well, not just Goblins. Don’t get too far
      away from us and the Undead guards,” one of the Scylla warned the
      villagers.

      And although nobody had noticed, not even Vandalieu, the Scylla
      territory itself had become a Devil’s Nest.

      Devil’s nests were generally monster lairs created when land was
      invaded by contaminated Mana.

      The monoliths and stone circles, the intense battle against the
      members of the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords, the large quantity of
      Undead spawning from the automatic Undead-creating magic
      circle.

      With this much Mana freely flowing around, it was only natural
      for the former Scylla territory to become a Devil’s Nest.

      But at this rate, Goblins and other monsters that were not the
      Undead who were appearing in greater numbers would be hunted to
      extinction. No matter how favorable a Devil’s Nest’s conditions
      were for monsters, it wouldn’t make any difference if they couldn’t
      survive.

      It was inevitable that monsters would leave the Scylla territory
      in order to survive.

      And because of the strange events such as the loss of contact
      with the resistance and the disappearance of the villagers of
      Cubas’s village and other villages, Rudel and Dolmad tried to begin
      their investigation earlier than planned. But when they did, the
      temporary fort next to the Scylla territory suffered continuous
      losses from repeated monster attacks.

      Thus, Rudel Sauron became unable to rule not only the former
      Scylla territory, but the land adjacent to it as well.

      Compared to the total landmass of the Sauron region, it was a
      negligible area of land. But as long as the former Scylla territory
      itself could not be cleared, the monsters would continue to
      overflow from the Devil’s Nest, increasing the Devil’s Nest’s
      size.

      

    


    

    Chapter156:The birth of the queen bee of purgatory, and the Six Horn Battle-Demons standing in the way

      
      Several remarkable things happened in January as Cuoco Ragdew, a
      former nobleman of the Amid Empire who had fled to Talosheim,
      welcomed the new year.

      The first thing that happened was Vandalieu, the emperor, had
      formally granted him the position of baron. Not just Cuoco, but all
      of the other noblemen who had fled to Talosheim as well, had been
      given the position of baron to begin with… though this hadn’t been
      made official yet.

      Apparently, in the worlds that Vandalieu had lived in during his
      previous life and the one before that, there were systems of
      government that Cuoco couldn’t comprehend, where no nobles existed.
      With that being one reason, Vandalieu felt no need to use an
      aristocratic system in Talosheim, a nation that didn’t use an
      aristocratic system to begin with, and until recently, there hadn’t
      been anyone desiring court ranks.

      That was apparently why he had postponed making a decision on
      whether or not to adopt an aristocratic system.

      But it seemed that Chezare, who was effectively a prime
      minister, and Kurt, who was currently Cuoco’s superior, had managed
      to convince him.

      For noblemen, their court ranks were not simply things that
      represented honor, authority and wealth; they were important
      guarantees of the social positions and well-being of their
      descendants. Vandalieu had apparently been told that with these
      guarantees, the defected noblemen’s loyalty would grow stronger,
      and this would be a good point for persuading nobles of other
      nations as well.

      And Vandalieu had apparently nodded, saying, “Well, there were
      second-generation politicians and entire families serving as elite
      bureaucrats, so I suppose it’s fine.”

      There had apparently been some voices of dissention at the fact
      that a part of the emperor’s authority would be taken by a group of
      newcomers, but… they soon disappeared after being convinced that
      nothing would happen to the ruler of this nation just from court
      ranks being acknowledged. Cuoco agreed with this as well.

      He was someone who had given up on his children inheriting his
      court rank to begin with, so court ranks had little value to him,
      however.

      The thing that was even more remarkable than this was the
      cake.

      “Your Majesty, I believe that a steady supply of cakes with that
      white, fluffy, cream-like substance is truly necessary for this
      nation. No, I am sure of it!” Cuoco insisted, having come to the
      Cemetery Bee nest that was filled with the buzzing of wings.

      “Cuoco, did you come all the way here just to tell me this?”
      Vandalieu asked.

      “So, you like cake, Cuoco-kun,” Pauvina said in a serious
      tone.

      She was likely remembering the deeply-moved reactions of Cuoco’s
      entire family as they ate the slices of cake at the party of her
      recently-celebrated sixth birthday.

      “Yes, though that is not all. I have had an interest in this
      place since a long time ago,” Cuoco said.

      He seemed to take no notice of the fact that he was being called
      with the ‘kun’ honorific by a girl who was about nine years old if
      her age was converted to human years; his eyes were shining as he
      looked at the Cemetery Bees moving about busily and the breeding
      farm that had been built into the nest.

      “In ordinary cities, this is very difficult to obtain. Even if
      one does obtain it, it is often already in the form of salted fish
      or candied chestnuts. If one wants to obtain it in a fresh state,
      they would need to make a contract with a specialized merchant or
      personally travel to the countryside. That is how high-quality this
      product is. But in Talosheim, it is sold as candied chestnuts,
      skewered meat and deep-fried food at carts for the commoners to
      enjoy at the price of a single Luna. The secret lies here!” Cuoco
      shouted.

      “You’re too loud! You’re scaring the insects, be quiet!” said
      the ‘Insect Swarm’ Bebeckett… or rather, the Patchwork Zombie with
      Bebeckett’s soul inside, scolding Cuoco.

      Her own corpse’s head had been crushed by Ervine, and her
      muscles and organs were lacking because of the insects infesting
      her body before that, so it hadn’t been of any use even as a
      Zombie.

      Thus, Vandalieu and Luciliano had carefully selected materials
      to create a new body for her.

      Incidentally, Rickert and Ervine’s souls had been eaten by
      Vandalieu and extinguished after he made them spit out the
      information they had. Although they were plenty capable enough to
      be useful as Undead, there were problems with their personalities.
      Ervine in particular was likely to do things involving sacrificing
      his own allies like he had done while alive.

      Even after dying and being charmed by Vandalieu, his personality
      wouldn’t undergo large changes right away.

      Of course, Vandalieu could have corrected their personalities
      over a long period of time or used the Mental Encroachment Skill to
      brainwash them, but… at the end of the day, Vandalieu had decided
      that they weren’t valuable enough to be worth the effort to do
      that.

      Incidentally, Vandalieu hadn’t gained any Skills or anything by
      eating their souls. The same had been true when he ate familiar
      spirits, so it seemed likely that he wouldn’t gain anything from
      eating people’s souls no matter how strong they were.

      Unlike those two, Vandalieu had seen value in Bebeckett. As for
      what she was doing here, she was beekeeping and raising
      insects.

      For a long time, the Cemetery Bees had been hunting hornworms
      and bees that were either not monsters or monsters of low Rank,
      providing Talosheim’s food stores with their meat.

      Bebeckett, who had once been a beekeeper while she was alive,
      had started raising insects to supplement the Cemetery Bees’
      hunting and gathering.

      With this, there was a steady supply of fresh insects, and the
      high-quality bees had become even more available for the commoners
      in the city.

      “Kukikuki, I’m raising nice, plump hornworms and bee larvae for
      His Majesty, bububuh… so don’t interfere,” said Bebeckett, making
      clicking and buzzing noises with the Demon King’s jointed legs that
      had been transplanted into her sides and monster wings that had
      been transplanted onto her back.

      Cuoco quickly apologized, not intending to anger her.

      “Is it really that much of a high-class product?” Vandalieu
      asked once Cuoco had calmed down.

      Bees had been considered a high-class product in Japan, but at
      least in terms of image, Vandalieu had thought of it as being below
      things like A5-rank Matsusaka beef, Kobe beef, caviar and
      truffle.

      But Cuoco nodded, as did Luciliano, who had been silently
      writing notes while observing Bebeckett.

      “Of course,” Cuoco said. “It is difficult to find living
      specimens in city areas, and the capture of even ordinary bees that
      are not monsters comes with a risk.”

      “There are always a few adventurers that are D-class and below
      that end up dead every year because they underestimate hornets.

      They think that it’s easy for them to collect the nests of bees
      that are not even monsters to collect rewards greater than those
      for hunting Orcs and Huge Boars,” said Luciliano.
      It seemed that even in the world of Lambda, there were dangerous
      hornets. And in some cases, adventurers apparently lost their lives
      to them.

      “As for adventurers that are C-class and above, they don’t even
      consider it because hunting monsters is easier and more efficient.
      Capturing bees alive takes time, you see. And although hornets are
      dangerous, they don’t attack humans indiscriminately like monsters
      do, so finding them is troublesome. And on top of that, unlike
      monsters that can be hunted in Devil’s Nests all year round, bees
      have seasons,” Cuoco explained. “Though there are apparently
      E-class adventurers called hornet hunters that are well-versed in
      capturing hornets.”

      “Wealthy individuals such as nobles tend to not eat insects, so
      even if it is a high-class product, there is no guarantee that it
      can be sold at a high price,” Luciliano added. “That is why raising
      bees on a large-scale is usually not profitable. The only one who
      is capable of doing something like this is you, Master.”

      “… The two of you seem to get along,” Vandalieu remarked.

      “They’re
      perfectly in-sync,” said Pauvina.

      The two of them took no notice of these comments. It seemed that
      they didn’t actually have any interest in each other.

      “So, have you come to see the insect breeding farm, Cuoco?”
      Vandalieu asked.

      “Yes, that is my main objective. I had an idea for a new dish
      that uses bee larvae. I was thinking of making that my side
      business,” Cuoco said.

      Perhaps because his family had once been on the verge of
      financial collapse, it seemed that he intended to earn his keep
      properly this time.

      “But everyone also asked me to come and ask when they will
      receive their court ranks,” he added.

      The ‘everyone’ that Cuoco mentioned were the noblemen from the
      occupying army in the Sauron region who had defected to Talosheim
      when Vandalieu abducted Duke Marme.

      “They asked you? They could have come and asked Master
      themselves,” said Luciliano.

      “They still seem to be hesitant to do that,” said Cuoco.
      “Considering what you did to Duke Marme and the others…”

      Pauvina blinked curiously. “Van, did you do something?” she
      asked, her curiosity piqued by Cuoco’s suggestive tone. “Other than
      the human experiments,” she added.

      “I haven’t done anything other than the human experiments,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “Right? That’s normal, so I don’t know why they won’t come and
      talk to you. How strange,” said Pauvina.

      “I
      agree,” said Vandalieu.

      Both of them seem perplexed. Cuoco’s face twitched as he watched
      them. He looked at Luciliano, using his eyes to silently ask him,
      “Are they serious?” But Luciliano responded with a look that said,
      “Pauvina is serious.” Cuoco fearfully looked up at the
      three-meter-tall girl.

      The skin of Duke Marme’s head from the neck up had been removed
      by Isla. Although his vassals had done horrible, oppressive things
      to Vida’s races and the people, they hadn’t been killed on the
      spot; they had been taken to the workshop beneath the royal castle
      and used as subjects for human experiments.

      The theme of these experiments was, “What happens if raw
      fragments of the Demon King produced by Vandalieu are transplanted
      into living humans?”

      Hair transplant with the Demon King’s fur, breast enlargement
      with the Demon King’s blubber and direct blood transfusions with
      pure Demon King blood would be convenient if they were possible, so
      Vandalieu and Luciliano had thought to experiment with them.

      The result was that the experiments succeeded in torturing the
      subjects and causing them to suffer.

      Duke Marme and the other subjects had displayed intense
      rejection responses to having fragments of the Demon King
      transplanted into them while they were still alive.

      But they had been unable to die; they acquired the Demon King
      Encroachment Degree Skill and the Level of the Skill increased in
      the blink of an eye. Their personalities and bodies had been taken
      over by the Demon King fragments.

      Fortunately, even though the subjects had shown no signs of
      being under the influence of Guidance: Dark Demon Path, they began
      calling Vandalieu the ‘main body’ and were obedient to him once
      they had been taken over.

      Vandalieu named the people taken over by the fragments this way
      ‘monster-people’ for convenience, but they were vastly weaker than
      the subjects had been before they had been absorbed by the
      fragments. If Vandalieu wanted to create fighting forces, it would
      be far more effective to mass-produce Living Armors.

      And the fragments tried to reunite with Vandalieu at every
      opportunity, so he’d had no choice but to return the fragments to
      his own body. When he did so, the subjects had died rather than
      regaining their sanity.

      “I would think that seeing people they knew meet such grotesque
      fates would be enough reason for them to feel fear, even if they
      didn’t know those people well…” Cuoco muttered.

      “I didn’t intend to make you tremble in fear as well, Cuoco…
      even the empire has done things like torturing prisoners and
      executing criminals in cruel ways,” said Vandalieu.

      In Talosheim, experiments had been conducted in place of these,
      yielding the precious information that transplanting raw,
      unprocessed fragments of the Demon King into humans that were not
      under Vandalieu’s guidance was dangerous.

      “And as for grotesque fates, it’s not as bad as the former and
      current Bebeckett is it?”

      “Th-that’s true!” said Cuoco with a startled nod, having once
      seen what Bebeckett had looked like when her body was infested by
      insects.

      The truth was that the monster-people that Duke Marme and the
      other subjects had transformed into were not that grotesque. Those
      accustomed to seeing Vandalieu and Legion would simply think that
      they had a few strange parts.

      “I personally don’t think that this view is ordinary, however,”
      said Luciliano. “By the way, Master, why don’t you answer the
      question?”

      “Ah, the matter of court ranks. At this point, I’m going to go
      around the nations within the Boundary Mountain Range, and then
      I’ll be giving a formal greeting at Vida’s resting place as I
      formally become the emperor. I’m planning to sort out the court
      ranks after that,” said Vandalieu.

      “I see… You are surprisingly thorough about going through the
      formalities,” said Cuoco.

      It seemed that after seeing Vandalieu appear in cities to
      interact with the citizens on his own without any guards,
      personally appear in schools to teach them and mingle with the
      children to accept lessons with them, Cuoco and Luciliano had
      thought that Vandalieu wouldn’t be so concerned about being
      formal.

      In fact, there had been many first rulers in Lambda’s history
      who had brought prosperity to their nations but disliked
      formalities and ceremonies, so they had likely assumed that
      Vandalieu would be the same.

      “Well, that’s because I intend to live a long life,” said
      Vandalieu. “I’ll be thorough if I have the time for it.”

      As a Dhampir born to a Dark Elf, he had a long lifespan, so he
      could remain an emperor for millennia, never mind centuries.

      When that time came, he would feel awkward if his strange
      behaviors were to become ceremonies and traditions. If their
      origins were questioned in the future, he wanted to avoid having to
      always answer, “Those were my youthful indiscretions…”

      “So, please tell everyone to wait a little longer,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “No, no,
      it’s helpful that you are thorough about these
      things. I’m sure everyone will feel relieved, too.”

      The fact that Vandalieu was fussing over formalities meant that
      it was unlikely that he would take away court ranks on a whim.
      Cuoco knew that the nobles who had defected to Talosheim would
      likely be thinking this.

      “I will warn you, I think that Master intends to conduct
      punishment as usual for any noblemen that he thinks have done a
      ‘certain amount’ of bad deeds, so I don’t think it is a good idea
      to feel too at ease,” said Luciliano.

      “That is clear from seeing the fate of Duke Marme and his
      vassals,” said Cuoco. “And I did not recommend any fellows that
      thought of themselves as having ‘high-class’ blood.”

      Having acquired the status of baron through the achievements of
      his grandfather who had been an adventurer, he was naturally a
      newcomer to the world of the empire’s noblemen. And because his
      family had always been on the verge of collapse due to financial
      problems, he had never thought of himself to have ‘high-class’
      blood. Of course, the same went for his wife and daughter.

      The noblemen who had come to Talosheim were the ones among those
      serving the empire’s occupying army that he had recommended as
      ‘having promise.’ They were all insignificant, poor noblemen whose
      families had been at risk like his, so they all understood the
      commoner way of thinking.

      Of course, even Cuoco couldn’t guarantee that they wouldn’t
      become impudent and arrogant in the future.

      But they were unlikely to do so if they were reminded of the
      fates of Duke Marme and his vassals.

      “… Other than the removal of the skin of Duke Marme’s head, I
      didn’t intend to make an example of them,” said Vandalieu.

      “Indeed,” Luciliano agreed. “It was a meaningful medical
      experiment, not meaningless torture.”

      Cuoco averted his gaze from the apprentice and his master.

      And his
      gaze landed on the enormous girl.

      “It’s normal for someone to get angry at you if you do something
      bad, right?” Pauvina said curiously.

      But no matter how Cuoco thought about it, such poor treatment
      didn’t fall into the category of ‘someone getting angry at
      you.’

      Perhaps because it had become a little quieter now that Cuoco
      had fallen into silence, Vandalieu and the others noticed a wet
      popping sound among the noises made by the Cemetery Bees.

      “This sound – it seems that the hatching is starting,” said
      Vandalieu.

      Vandalieu had put Quinn, the queen of the Cemetery Bees, through
      a pseudo-reincarnation. The lid of the chamber containing her was
      moving, being pushed from within.

      She was trying to leave the chamber, having completed her
      transformation.

      “This is most interesting! I must record what kind of form she
      has evolved into!” Luciliano exclaimed.

      “The birth of a being that will be important to my family’s
      insect cooking business,” said Cuoco. “I must witness this!”

      “But us
      men should leave,” said Vandalieu.

      “Why?!”
      Luciliano and Cuoco shouted.

      “Shut up and come heeere!” said Bebeckett, grabbing Luciliano
      and Cuoco with her enormous insectoid front legs and forcibly
      removing them from the nest.

      Vandalieu went to follow them outside, but Pauvina grabbed him
      by the back of the neck and held him like a kitten.

      “You have to stay here, Van!” she said. “I heard from Borkus and
      Vigaro that if you’re not there at times like this, you’ll be
      resented for years.”

      “Weren’t they saying that in regard to their wives’ childbirth?”
      said Vandalieu.

      But now that he thought about it, he realized that it might be
      best for him to stay.

      Growing wings and molting were necessary growth processes for
      insects, but at the same time, they were life-endangering tasks. It
      was possible for their bodies to change shapes as they molted, and
      it was possible for them to die when the processes failed, though
      this was rare in insectoid monsters.

      Because Quinn was a Cemetery Bee queen being reborn as another
      queen, the worker bees would assist with her emergence.

      But as she had undergone a pseudo-reincarnation while immersed
      in death-attribute Mana, it was difficult to imagine that she would
      be reborn as an ordinary queen bee. In fact, she had already been
      abnormal as a larva. Thus, it was possible that there would be
      complications that the worker bees couldn’t handle.

      Thus, it wasn’t an incorrect decision for Vandalieu to be
      present just in case something happened.

      Several seconds after Vandalieu convinced himself of this, the
      chamber’s lid was broken, and a hand appeared from within.

      It had the shape of a human’s hand, but it was covered in an
      exoskeleton that made it look as if it were wearing a gauntlet, and
      there was soft-looking fur growing on the wrist.

      Three more such hands emerged, breaking the lid more and making
      the hole in it larger.

      “Ooh,
      pretty…” said Pauvina as she watched on.

      There was what appeared from afar to be a woman wearing armor
      with bee motifs on it.

      Her overall body structure was similar to a human woman. But she
      had four arms, and although she had two legs, they were the legs of
      bees from the knees down. Her limbs were covered by an exoskeleton,
      with soft, cotton-candy-like fur covering the joints.

      Her head was similar to a person’s as well. She had hair, what
      seemed to be two eyes at a glance and her nose and mouth were
      shaped like those of a person’s. But there were two antennae
      growing from her forehead, and her eye sockets contained not
      eyeballs, but a countless number of compound eyes. Since they were
      all gathered together, she simply appeared to have large eyes,
      however.

      And her wet bee wings became straighter as they dried. Below
      those, where a human’s tailbone would be, there was a bee’s abdomen
      protruding like a tail.

      But unlike those parts, the front of her body was no different
      from that of a human woman. Even her face was like that of a woman
      in her mid-twenties, excluding her antennae and compound eyes.

      Though this was only true if one disregarded that she was
      slightly taller than Pauvina.

      “She’s so
      big!” Pauvina exclaimed happily.

      “Well, she was enormous even as a larva,” said Vandalieu, having
      known that there was no way that she would have become smaller as
      an adult.

      The worker bees swarmed around Quinn and began performing care
      on her body.

      “…
      Ah…”

      Quinn opened her mouth and took repeated, large breaths, leaving
      her body to the worker bees. It seemed that she wanted to say
      something, but because she wasn’t accustomed to her body that had
      undergone large changes to its structure and functions, she
      couldn’t.

      But Vandalieu and Pauvina could imagine what Quinn wanted to
      say. After all, in a way, both of them were like childhood friends
      who had been with her since before her pseudo-reincarnation.

      “I do
      feel a little hesitant,” said Vandalieu.

      “Van,
      don’t be shy,” said Pauvina.

      “Yes,
      yes.”

      Vandalieu extended his tongue and began licking Quinn’s
      exoskeleton and back along with the worker bees. Just as he had
      done while she was a larva to ensure that mold didn’t grow on her
      body.

      “Is your current form the one that you wanted?” Vandalieu asked
      the happy-looking Quinn.

      She nodded. It seemed that Vandalieu had managed to guide her
      successfully.

      A few days after Quinn emerged as a new race of monster called
      the Gehenna Queen Bee, Vandalieu left Talosheim to visit the
      nations within the Boundary Mountain Range with a delegation.

      During those few days before he left, he used the Labyrinth
      Construction Skill to try and create an A-class Dungeon.

      He hadn’t created Dungeons that were B-class and above up until
      now because there were the training grounds with the Undead
      dummies, so he hadn’t felt the need to create more Dungeons.
      However, the more important reason was the fact that Dungeons were
      dangerous.

      If Dungeon difficulty increased to B-class and above, there
      would be less people in Talosheim capable of clearing them. With
      that being the case, it would be uncertain as to whether the
      monster numbers within the Dungeon could be kept stable and low
      enough so that monster rampages didn’t occur.

      Vandalieu’s close friends would be able to clear a B-class
      Dungeon’s Rank 7+ monsters in a stable manner. But there was no
      guarantee that Vandalieu and his companions would always be in
      Talosheim. If the monsters grew in number while they were away, a
      monster rampage could happen, causing great damage to the city.

      That was
      what Vandalieu had been wary of.

      The monsters in the Dungeons created by Labyrinth Construction
      had no souls; they did roughly obey the commands of Vandalieu,
      their creator. However, making them obey the command of “Don’t
      multiply anymore” would be impossible.

      Of course, even if soulless monsters increased in number, it
      wasn’t clear as to whether a monster rampage like those of ordinary
      Dungeons would occur. But this couldn’t be tested.

      A-class Dungeons were even higher in difficulty than B-class
      Dungeons, and there were only a handful of them on the Bahn Gaia
      continent. As for why Vandalieu was trying to create one now, it
      was because the explorers of Talosheim had become more capable
      overall, and because an A-class Dungeon was necessary to test
      everyone’s current abilities before facing the Trial of
      Zakkart.

      However, even after spending a considerable amount of time and
      Mana, he could only manage to create a B-class Dungeon.

      “Hmm, I wonder why that is? I even pictured a Dungeon with
      mostly insectoid monsters so that it would be more compatible for
      us,” said Vandalieu after having spent all of his time until right
      before his departure on this Dungeon creation attempt.

      “I
      don’t have a sense of what it’s like to create a Dungeon,
      but… Maybe you didn’t spend enough time?” said Privel, who was
      among the people who had come to see him off.

      But Vandalieu had the feeling that it wasn’t because he hadn’t
      spent enough time on it. “Even if I spent more time and Mana on it,
      I don’t think there would be any change,” he said. “It’s just like
      the way it’s impossible to pour water into a vase that’s already
      full to the brim.”

      “Then it is possible that your Skill’s Level is not sufficient,”
      said Gizania.

      Vandalieu
      considered that this could be the case.

      Vandalieu’s Labyrinth Creation Skill was Level 7. Compared to
      his other Skills, one could consider it a considerably high
      Level.

      But B-class Dungeons were ordinarily considered to be quite
      high-difficulty Dungeons. Considering that, it was possible that
      Vandalieu couldn’t create an A-class Dungeon with his current Skill
      Level, no matter how hard he tried.

      “This is a bit of a silly result, but there is apparently an
      A-class Dungeon in the Majin nation, so I suppose we’ll test
      ourselves there,” he said.

      “I am sure you will be able to create an A-class Dungeon soon
      enough… though it would be problematic if you were to create
      Dungeons in large numbers in order to practice for that,” said
      Myuze.

      “I know that. I won’t make Dungeons that we can’t manage,” said
      Vandalieu.

      The lower-class a Dungeon was and the lower the Ranks of its
      monsters were, the faster the monsters spawned. Thus, Vandalieu
      couldn’t simply create Dungeons for practice.

      “If I recall, you created very small Dungeons in the Hartner
      region and Sauron region, didn’t you, Vandalieu-sama?” said Tarea.
      “Aren’t those…?”

      “Tarea, even if I create really small Dungeons, only a few Rank
      1 monsters would come outside at most, so nothing will happen,”
      Vandalieu assured her.

      In fact, those Dungeons were being used by the local inhabitants
      who had discovered them as places where they could regularly hunt
      Horn Rabbits, so the monsters almost never overflowed outside.

      “Your
      Majesty, it is time.”

      “You’re right. Well then, everyone, I’ll be off for a
      while.”

      “See you later! We’ll be clearing the Dungeon for training while
      you’re gone, so do your best!”

      “Even if the Trial of Zakkart appears while you are away, I hope
      that you will return before you enter.”

      “Please
      leave the city to us while you are away.”

      And so,
      Vandalieu put Talosheim behind him.

      But unlike the delegations of ordinary nations, he would not
      have large numbers of carriages traveling around with him.

      The only carriage was the Nightmare Carriage, Sam. The guard
      outside was Knochen.

      “Now
      then, let us go!” said Sam.

      Due to the effect of the Space Expansion Skill, the inside of
      Sam’s carriage was sixteen times larger in volume than it appeared.
      Vandalieu, who could equip Undead, insects and plants, would be
      riding in that. It was more of a small army than a delegation.

      “Ooooohn!”

      Behind the carriage was Knochen, a flying mass of nearly a
      hundred million bones.

      Even Hurricane Dragons, considered to be a superior type of
      Dragon, would hesitate to come near.

      The first place that Vandalieu and his party were headed to was
      not Zanalpadna, the nation that was closest, but the Kijin
      nation.

      For some reason, contact had come from Zanalpadna, the Noble Orc
      kingdom and the Majin nation, telling Vandalieu that they’d had
      plenty and that they would be waiting for him at Vida’s resting
      place. The same went for the Ghoul, High Goblin and High Kobold
      nations.

      Though Vandalieu was confused as to what they meant by ‘plenty,’
      he went straight to the Kijin nation, which was on the west side of
      the mountain range from Talosheim.

      Vandalieu got out of the carriage outside the castle built into
      the cliff face and the walls protecting the city from land
      monsters.

      “Excuse me,” he said, politely calling out to the guard. “My
      name is Vandalieu, the king of Talosheim, the one who has promised
      to visit your nation. I have come to greet the nation as I assume
      the position of emperor. Please allow me inside.”

      “Your manners get full marks, Vandalieu,” said Darcia, praising
      the king who was her son for personally stepping forward and naming
      his business.

      “Your Majesty! You aren’t supposed to say that yourself!”
      Princess Levia said hastily. “Darcia-sama, please stop him!”

      “Princess Levia, our lord is always like this, so I believe that
      he will always be like this in the future as well,” said Bone
      Man.

      “If you don’t make him behave as he should from the beginning,
      it’s hard to have him behave properly all of a sudden,” said
      Kimberley.

      Bone Man and Kimberley already seemed to be content with just
      watching from afar, not intending to butt in.

      The Kijin gate guard… the enormous man with brown skin and a
      large, muscular body that wasn’t at all inferior to Vigaro’s, was
      standing in a daunting pose, seemingly unperturbed by this
      disturbance.

      “I know. We could see you approaching from the skies from quite
      a distance away,” he said in a deep voice that sounded like
      boulders being rubbed against each other.

      “Kuooohn,”
      Knochen groaned.

      As the gate guard said, the fortress-sized Knochen following
      behind Vandalieu’s carriage had been visible from the Kijin nation,
      which was on the side of the mountain range.

      “Then
      please hurry and –” Vandalieu began.

      “But first, I shall have to test your strength!” said the gate
      guard… or rather, the man that Vandalieu had thought was the gate
      guard.

      With a burning desire for battle in his eyes, the Kijin raised
      his weapon, a metal club as long as the height of his entire
      body.

      “I am the ‘Great Metal Club’ Kidoumaru, the Second Horn of the
      Kijin nation’s prided Six Horn Battle-Demons!” he declared, his
      voice forceful enough to make a child cry. “If you wish to meet the
      king of my nation, you must first defeat me! But even if you defeat
      me and enter the gate, you will find your path blocked by the other
      four members of the Six Horn Battle-Demons, who possess even
      greater strength than I! Unless you defeat them and Oniwaka-sama,
      our leader and general, you will never meet our king!”

      It seemed that he was a high-ranking member of the Kijin nation,
      not a gate guard.

      Vandalieu pondered Kidoumaru’s words for a moment, then asked a
      question. “Umm, why?”

      There were all kinds of meanings to his question of ‘why,’ but
      Kidoumaru’s answer was brief.

      “This is
      the custom, so please oblige,” he said.

      “Very
      well. Let’s fight,” said Vandalieu.

      “Thank
      you for your understanding.”

      Both of
      them bowed, then prepared to fight.

      Darcia and Princess Levia watched on, dumbfounded at this
      unexpected development, including Vandalieu’s quick agreement to
      fight.

      “I wonder if it can’t be helped because it’s a custom?” said
      Darcia.

      “Perhaps he is a national figure?” said Princess Levia.

      “By the way, that person is the Second Horn, isn’t he? What
      about the First? Do you know who he is, Nee-san?” Rita asked.

      “Rita, if I’m not mistaken, one of the people from the Kijin
      nation that Vandalieu met in the Noble Orc kingdom said that he was
      one of the Six Horn Battle-Demons,” said Saria.

      “Vigaro and Gorba fought the Ghoul king in the Ghoul nation,
      too. I suppose that’s just how it is,” said Borkus. “Go get him,
      kid!”

      And so began the battle for visiting the Kijin nation.

      『The
      level of the Labyrinth Construction Skill has
      increased!』

      
      	Name: Quinn

      	Rank: 9

      	Race: Gehenna Queen Bee

      	Level: 0

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Status Effect Resistance: Level 5

      	Rapid Regeneration: Level 1

      	Egg Spawn: Level 10

      	Endless Sexual Stamina: Level 3

      	Mana Enlargement: Level 5

      	Automatic Mana Recovery: Level 5

      	Deadly Poison Secretion: Stinger: Level 1

      	Enhanced Physical Ability: Exoskeleton: Level
      1

      	
      Strengthened Attribute Values: Under Servitude: Level 1

      

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Mana Control: Level 1

      	Space-Attribute Magic: Level 1

      	Bee Swarm Coordination: level 10

      	Bee Swarm Commanding: Level 10

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	High-speed Bee Swarm Development

      	Zanalpadna’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Quinn is a queen specimen of Gehenna Bee, a new race of monster
      that was born from receiving Vandalieu’s guidance and undergoing a
      pseudo-reincarnation at his hands.

      Her Rank as an adult is 9, and she is instinctively able to cast
      beginner-level space-attribute magic. But as she is a queen bee,
      her body itself is not that strong. Her Vitality, Mana and
      Intelligence are appropriate for her Rank, but she has almost no
      combat capabilities.

      Her characteristic qualities are displayed in her ability to
      command her worker bees and other subordinates.

      With her Egg Spawn Skill, she is able to lay up to ten Gehenna
      Bee eggs in a single day, and she possesses the Bee Swarm
      Coordination and Bee Swarm Commanding Skills which have greater
      effects than the ordinary Coordination and Commanding Skills in
      exchange for only working on bees.

      Bee Swarm Coordination displays its effects when bees conduct
      their usual roles, so its effects are seen even if… or rather, only
      when, Quinn is doing nothing.

      In addition, with the Unique Skill called High-Speed Bee Swarm
      Development Skill, she is able to expend a large amount of Mana to
      make the eggs and larvae she lays develop into adults within
      seconds. But this Skill is to be used in emergency situations; she
      cannot make habitual, frequent use of it.

      She has received the divine protection of Zanalpadna, the evil
      god of carapaces and compound eyes, so she has the potential to
      grow even more.

      

    


    

    Chapter157:The Kijin nation and a kindred-spirit


      The battles against the Six Horn Battle-Demons, including
      Kidoumaru, were fierce. They proved that the Kijin race’s image in
      human societies as ‘an inferior race of Majin with even their
      brains filled with muscle, incompetent in the use of magic’ was
      wrong.

      The Second Horn Kidoumaru had been exactly as human society
      imagined Kijin, wielding the large metal club that was likely the
      source of his Title of ‘Great Metal Club,’ and wearing clothes made
      of fur. But he was an exceptional user of Club Technique; he had
      not merely been boasting of his strength.

      The Third Horn was in stark contrast to Kidoumaru; he was a
      stout, plump, black-skinned Kijin wearing a loincloth, the
      ‘Thousand Hands’ Gasuke. He was an exceptional user of Unarmed
      Fighting Technique, his skill focused on the use of palm strikes
      and tackles.

      The Fourth Horn was a thin, blue-skinned Kijin woman known as
      the ‘Starlight’ Shagara, a fearsome Kunoichi that used
      Light-Attribute Magic to conceal herself as she attacked.

      The Fifth Horn was the ‘Fool Commander’ Zanjou, a famous
      commander who commanded five trained Ogres that he had tamed,
      manipulating them like his own limbs. And the Sixth Horn, Dowan
      ‘the Undefeated,’ was a fearsome shield-bearer, fully clad in a
      warrior’s armor.

      “Even if I cannot defeat you, I shall at least land one
      strike!”

      A spirited halberd swing closed in on Vandalieu. But he slashed
      at the halberd’s wielder with his tongue!

      “GUBUH?!”

      Upon being struck by the tongue, the halberd’s wielder lost his
      balance and fell onto the ground, and the halberd never reached
      Vandalieu.

      “I-impossible… to think that you would really attack with your
      tongue…”

      The halberd’s wielder was greatly surprised and shocked, but he
      seemed to have received little real damage. He tried to get up
      right away, but he was astonished to find that his body wouldn’t
      move as he wanted it to.

      “That’s probably because my tongue’s paralyzing venom has taken
      effect, or because your head got shaken up. You should be able to
      stand again in a little while, Oniwaka-san,” Vandalieu said to
      Oniwaka, who was the leader of the Six Horn Battle-Demons and first
      child of Tenma, the current king of the Kijin nation.

      The Kijin who had come to watch the battles began murmuring
      among themselves.

      “So,
      Oniwaka-sama is too young after all…”

      “But on his own? Well, yes, the child fought five of the Six
      Horn Battle-demons on his own and shows no sign of fatigue; how
      terrifying.”

      “Yes, to think that he would challenge the Six Horn
      Battle-Demons in a marathon match… I am amazed.”

      “That’s enough!” said King Tenma, his voice echoing across the
      plaza in front of the place where the matches were being held.
      “Vandalieu-dono is the victor of these battles! Here, us Kijin
      acknowledge Vandalieu-dono as the emperor, as the champion chosen
      through the trial! That is fine with everyone, is it not?!”

      The consecutive battles that had begun with Kidoumaru had been a
      trial to acknowledge Vandalieu as the emperor.

      The Kijin gathered here shouted in agreement and cheered.
      Meanwhile, Sam and the others breathed sighs of relief.

      “I am glad that Bocchan was able to win without killing anyone,”
      said Sam.

      “It is a relief that he did it not just without killing anyone,
      but also without causing anyone any injury,” said Saria.

      “A fight to the death and a sparring match are difficult in
      different ways, after all,” said Rita.

      What they had been worried about was not the possibility of
      Vandalieu being killed or injured at the hands of the Kijin. They
      had been worried that he might kill or injure the Kijin, and they
      had also been worried about the possibility that he would make some
      kind of mistake and lose.

      The five members of the Six Horn Battle-Demons were indeed
      strong, but they had only displayed abilities that were a little
      inferior to those of the ‘Light-speed Sword’ Rickert.

      Thus, even if it turned into a fight to the death… if it were a
      fight to the death, Vandalieu would certainly be victorious.

      “Van-sama wouldn’t lose a fight to the death, but he might have
      lost any other kind of battle,” said Tarea.

      “Yes, I thought it might have been fine since it’s not a board
      game, but I did worry a little,” said Darcia, who had been made
      visible through the Visualization spell.

      “Danna-sama does not have a high rate of victory in matches in
      which there is no risk of death, such as board games and gambling,”
      said Bellmond.

      Vandalieu’s strength was a little specialized in battles to the
      death. This was shown by his recently-invented Death Cannon and
      Flame Prison Death.

      But this was a ‘custom,’ a crude trial. Thus, the Six Horn
      Battle-Demons had been filled with fighting intent, but they hadn’t
      possessed the intent to kill Vandalieu.

      They hadn’t explained this, but there was a tacit understanding
      that things would not escalate beyond a test of Vandalieu’s
      strength during the battles.

      Their equipment was Obsidian, but genuine. They had fought
      seriously. But they couldn’t use martial skills. They could use
      magic, but spells that would cause large damage to structures were
      forbidden. They wouldn’t attack the opponent on the ground, and if
      it seemed that the opponent would not be able to stand up, that
      would be the end of the match.

      Oniwaka and the five members of the Six Horn Battle-Demons had
      always faced challengers in these matches with this tacit
      understanding.

      Vandalieu had followed this tacit agreement without any large
      doubts. No, it seemed that he had imposed even stricter rules on
      himself.

      Martial skills were a given, but he had fought without using any
      spells other than Danger Sense: Death, Flight and Out-of-body
      Experience, and without using any of the Demon King fragments.

      “… Why didn’t you use your spells or the fragments of the Demon
      King?” the defeated Oniwaka asked, still lying on the ground. “I
      heard that you can use them in the same way that you extend your
      tongue.”

      “Because I thought it would be better not to use them,”
      Vandalieu replied. “The city would be damaged if I made a mistake;
      I’m not good at holding back when using my spells.”

      Vandalieu’s Mana was vast. Thus, a direct hit even from a Mana
      Bullet made with what he considered ‘just a little bit’ of Mana
      would turn the average monster into lumps of meat.

      There was no need to even consider what would happen if he used
      Dead Spirit Magic with Princess Levia and the other Ghosts.

      There was the option of creating poison and illnesses, but
      Vandalieu had had the feeling that this wouldn’t be suitable for a
      trial. Of course, there were also races like Ghouls within the
      Boundary Mountain Range that possessed the ability to produce venom
      from birth, so he had used his Skill to do the same.

      “As for the fragments, everyone was using genuine weapons but
      they were made of Obsidian. I decided to match those weapons,” said
      Vandalieu.

      Even if he had held back while using the Demon King’s fragments,
      an equal exchange of blows would be impossible without equipment of
      at least Mythril or Adamantite quality.

      Vandalieu would likely not have been able to use the fragments
      in the city even if the Six Horn Battle-Demons and Oniwaka had been
      equipped with more powerful equipment than Obsidian. Magic Items
      made of Mythril contained more powerful Mana than poorly-cast
      offensive spells, and Adamantite swords could cut through boulders
      like tofu.

      That was why Vandalieu had matched their equipment.

      One might think it impressive that he still won the battles
      after matching them so much, but he had defeated Kidoumaru and the
      others by using Out-of-body Experience to create spirit clones, the
      Materialization Skill to create physical clones and then
      coordinated them in battle to win.

      Thus, he had turned what was supposed to have been one-on-one
      battles into many-on-one, with only the battle against the Ogre
      Tamer, the ‘Fool Commander’ Zanjou, being many-on-many.

      No matter how exceptional Kidoumaru and the others were as
      warriors, there were limits to their stamina. On the other hand,
      there was no limit to Vandalieu’s clones.

      Battles
      were indeed decided by numbers.

      “Also, it’s beneficial for me to gain experience in fighting
      against a variety of opponents. I have gained valuable experience
      thanks to you. Let me give you a hand,” said Vandalieu, extending a
      hand to Oniwaka.

      But Oniwaka simply glared at the hand with a frustrated look,
      then looked away without taking it.

      “Oniwaka-sama, I did tell you. He is not an opponent that you
      can defeat,” said Gankaku, the First Horn of the Six Horn
      Battle-Demons, who had been dispatched as the Kijin nation’s
      representative in the battle against Bugitas’s army. He helped
      Oniwaka onto his feet. “Sorry about that,” he said with a small bow
      of his head to Vandalieu, who was still holding his hand out. “You
      have shown your strength to Tenma-sama and everyone else here, but
      my words are not enough to convince Oniwaka-sama. And when
      Oniwaka-sama tells me that I have not seen your strength with my
      own eyes, I have nothing to say.”

      “… What do you mean?” Vandalieu asked, restoring his posture as
      if nothing had happened.

      But it was not Gankaku, but King Tenma who answered. “It is
      customary in this land for the nations’ kings to be chosen by gods,
      but the gods look at things more deeply than we do. Therefore,
      there are often times when the gods make decisions that go beyond
      our understanding. Thus, there is a rule that one who is discontent
      with the one who is to become king may challenge him, just once.
      This whole business came about because Oniwaka insisted that this
      rule should be applied to the emperor.”

      Gankaku hadn’t stood in Vandalieu’s way apparently because he
      didn’t have any feelings of discontent… or rather, because he had
      clearly known that he would be defeated.

      No, it was possible that the other members of the Six Horn
      Battle-Demons didn’t really feel any considerable amount of
      discontent towards Vandalieu becoming emperor.

      “Muh, I apologize. What Gankaku said was so difficult to believe
      that… no, I thought that perhaps only a tenth of it could be true,”
      said Kidoumaru as he scratched his head, having become able to move
      because he was the first to have been defeated.

      “Nobody would blame you,” muttered Princess Levia and the others
      as they nodded.

      Meanwhile, King Tenma apologized. “Leaving aside Gankaku’s
      tales, I intended to acknowledge you if Budarion and even
      Godwin-dono acknowledged you, but… my child has acted insolently.
      Please think of it as a youthful indiscretion and forgive these
      actions,” he said.

      It seemed that Godwin was popular among the people of the Kijin
      nation, even more so than Budarion.

      But Oniwaka was still not satisfied. “Chichi-ue! I cannot
      acknowledge someone like this taking the seat of emperor!” he
      shouted, his discontent expressed clearly on his well-featured face
      as he stood with Gankaku’s support.

      His face was red to begin with as he was a red Kijin, but it had
      become even redder.

      “Oniwaka! What are you saying after having been defeated in the
      challenge! What is it that you refuse to acknowledge?!” King Tenma
      shouted angrily at his child, his fangs bared.

      Vandalieu flinched and instinctively took a defensive stance in
      response to King Tenma’s enraged shouting.

      But Oniwaka gave an immediate reply. “I cannot acknowledge
      someone with no muscles such as this one as emperor!” he declared,
      glaring straight back at Tenma as he pointed a finger at
      Vandalieu.

      Vandalieu
      silently collapsed onto the ground.

      “Tch! You have always thought of nothing but that! Muscle this,
      muscle that, only ever being attached to Gankaku and Kidoumaru
      instead of me!” shouted King Tenma, who had a well-trained but thin
      and lean body.

      “I have
      always loved Godwin-dono’s muscles!”

      “Hmm,
      Godwin-dono I can understand!”

      As the parent and child shouted at each other, Darcia and the
      others were hastily waking Vandalieu up.

      “Oniwaka-san, please don’t mention that anymore! It’s the one
      thing that Vandalieu is concerned about the most!” Darcia
      pleaded.

      “Oh, Bocchan has collapsed like a puppet with its strings cut,
      and now he is squirming at Darcia-sama’s words,” Sam remarked.

      “Father,
      he is just spasming!” said Rita.

      “Kid, don’t feel so down. It’d be unnatural if you were all
      brawny at your age,” said Borkus.

      “That is right, my lord. Bones are the essential parts of
      people,” said Bone Man.

      “Kuooohn,”
      Knochen groaned in agreement.

      “I’m kinda sorry about Tenma-sama and Oniwaka-sama,” said
      Kidoumaru.

      “Oniwaka-sama has always looked up to macho people,” said
      another Kijin. “That is the reason Oniwaka-sama participated in
      this trial despite being so young…”

      Even as everyone tried to comfort Vandalieu, the argument
      between parent and child continued.

      “This is not even an era in which things can be resolved through
      muscle alone! Powers that are possessed by none other, such as the
      ability to use magic and strange abilities and freely wield the
      fragments of the Demon King, are necessary!” shouted King Tenma.
      “In fact, our nation was so preoccupied during the previous battle
      that we could only send out Gankaku on his own!”

      The Kijin nation was built into a cliff face on the west side of
      the Boundary Mountain Range. From ages past, its duty had been to
      hold believers of Alda back if they were to cross the mountain
      range, as well as to defend the other nations from the monsters of
      the five B-class Dungeons in its surroundings and the Devil’s Skies
      above.

      Thus, the Kijin of the Kijin nation valued fighting and
      strength. That was their natural disposition, and they also had the
      influence of their guardian deity Garess, the god of warriors. They
      had prided themselves in their fulfillment of their task using
      their strength.

      To begin with, the Kijin were a race of warriors with
      exceptional physical strength. There were some with magic-related
      qualities, but they were few in number overall.

      Thus, in the Kijin nation, individuals were initially trained as
      warriors, then the ones with the qualities for using magic were
      selected and trained as mages as well. That was the policy that had
      been in place.

      And then the recent battle had occurred. In order to suppress
      the tenacious Kijin nation, Ravovifard, the evil god of release,
      had released the instincts to fight, kill and feed in the monsters
      living in the surrounding Dungeons, forcibly causing a monster
      rampage… from all of the Dungeons at the same time.

      The Kijin nation was constantly well-armed enough to deal with
      monsters overflowing from up to three of the Dungeons, but they
      didn’t have the numbers to deal with monsters overflowing from all
      of them.

      King Tenma and the Six Horn Battle-Demons, Oniwaka and the other
      warriors and dauntless fighters had fought, barely able to protect
      their nation… if it were an ordinary human nation outside the
      Boundary Mountain Range, it would not have been strange for such a
      monster rampage to wipe out the entire nation, every citizen
      becoming food for the monsters. Defending their nation from such a
      dangerous situation was a great enough feat to be left in
      history.

      But King Tenma regretted the fact that he had only been able to
      dispatch a single warrior to the battle against Ravovifard, the
      source of the evil in the land, and his priest Bugitas.

      And the one who had defeated the evil god while the Kijin were
      unable to make a move was not Budarion, the one expected to become
      the next emperor, nor the highly-respected Godwin. It was an
      unidentified Dhampir.

      Naturally, they had been quite shocked, but King Tenma had taken
      the opportunity to reflect upon his nation’s policies rather than
      feel doubt or anger.

      “Oniwaka, as young as you are, you should already know. You
      should know that the coming era is one of magic and knowledge. Our
      nation must train more mages of better quality. That is how we will
      fulfill our duty of protecting this land… and you are something of
      a mage yourself,” said King Tenma.

      “That’s… It’s true that it was a mage who defeated the evil god.
      But that doesn’t lower the value of muscles!” said Vandalieu.

      “That’s
      right, that’s right!” Oniwaka agreed.

      “Curses, you stubborn… Vandalieu-dono?! Why are you agreeing
      with Oniwaka?!” King Tenma exclaimed.

      “Wow, Bocchan crawled towards Oniwaka-san so excitedly!” Rita
      exclaimed.

      “He used the Demon King’s jointed legs, which he didn’t even use
      in the battles,” said Tarea.

      Oniwaka let out a small scream and flinched as Vandalieu crawled
      towards him, but Vandalieu took no notice of it and spoke to the
      wide-eyed King Tenma as if remonstrating him.

      “The wonder of muscles, as well as their value, are not decided
      by the era. Magic is indeed important, but if you value combat, I
      think that muscles should not be neglected,” Vandalieu said, his
      praise for muscles evident even with his flat tone of voice.

      Indeed, muscles were wonderful. Magic was powerful, but it was
      cast by living creatures, and they could not ignore muscles,
      stamina and physical strength.

      Whether in Dungeons to defeat monsters or on the battlefield,
      even the most exceptional mages would be of no use if they could
      not see the battles through to the end due to a lack of
      stamina.

      Vandalieu had never believed in the phrase, “A healthy mind
      resides in a healthy body,” but he had never doubted that it would
      always be a good thing to have physical strength and stamina in a
      battle to the death.

      “H-have you understood how wonderful muscles are, too?” Oniwaka
      asked.

      “Of course, my comrade,” Vandalieu said with a nod.

      Oniwaka’s eyes became moist with emotion. “Kuh… I only looked at
      your exterior aspect, not what is inside. And yet you call me a
      comrade!”

      He grabbed and squeezed Vandalieu’s shoulders. It seemed that he
      had managed to make amends with the leading candidate to be the
      next king of the Kijin nation.

      “Well, it’s your first time meeting me, so it can’t be –”
      Vandalieu began, but Oniwaka pulled him into a passionate
      embrace.

      “Forgive
      me! My kindred-spirit!”

      Oniwaka was thinner than Kidoumaru and the others. But he was
      certainly far burlier than a human.

      The air was squeezed out of Vandalieu’s lungs by this embrace.
      As there was no air in his lungs, he used Out-of-body Experience
      and Materialization to produce a clone to speak to King Tenma.

      “And as for a policy to improve magic… fighting like me is
      impossible,” the clone said.

      He was not just praising muscles; he hadn’t forgotten to be
      realistic.

      “Indeed,” King Tenma muttered, taken aback. “You are entirely
      correct. No matter how much we perfect our magic, things like
      producing countless clones, controlling them like parts of one’s
      own body, attacking by extending the tongue are impossible… never
      mind controlling fragments of the Demon King. It seems that I lost
      my mind after hearing Gankaku’s stories. How could I have possibly
      thought that such strange techniques and spells could be
      learned?”

      “Th-that’s right! That’s exactly right, Chichi-ue!” Oniwaka
      exclaimed.

      The parent and child came to a mutual understanding. Meanwhile,
      in the arms of the child, Vandalieu silently felt depressed.

      “Many of us Kijin are not well-suited for magic, but we are a
      physically superior race. Developing that characteristic is what
      will allow us to fulfill our duty, Chichi-ue,” said Oniwaka.

      “That is exactly right, Oniwaka. I was wrong. However, as we are
      now, I do not know what we should do if something like before were
      to happen again…” King Tenma grimaced, even as he nodded in
      agreement to Oniwaka’s words.

      He had believed in the strength of his nation’s warriors. That
      was likely why he had received such a great shock from being forced
      into a one-sided, defensive battle.

      Perhaps that was why he had thought that things were no good as
      they were now.

      Oniwaka, Gankaku and Kidoumaru were all unable to provide an
      answer to King Tenma’s worries. Everyone knew that beings like
      Ravovifard did not appear frequently.

      However, the Kijin nation had fulfilled their duty for about a
      hundred thousand years. And they had to continue fulfilling their
      duty for tens of thousands of years more, until Vida and Zantark
      recovered.

      Kijin were not immortal like Majin and Vampires, but they were a
      race with long lifespans. Thus, it was probably alright to postpone
      making a decision now.

      “Umm, if that is the case, could you not invite members of races
      more proficient in the use of magic to live here? This nation is
      not isolated like Talosheim once was in the past,” Princess Levia
      suggested, raising her hand as she floated about in this heavy
      atmosphere.

      “No, it is true that races such as Elves have more individuals
      with exceptional qualities for magic than us Kijin, but…” King
      Tenma murmured.

      “But there are no citizens in our nation,” said Oniwaka.

      As the Kijin nation was a nation of defenders, there were no
      citizens that would need protecting in a time of emergency. All of
      the nation’s inhabitants were Kijin, and the system was such that
      every single individual would be able to fight when needed.

      That was why training Elves, humans and Dwarves as mages would
      be difficult.

      “That’s not what I meant,” said Princess Levia. “I was thinking
      that it would be good if you made international exchanges and
      invited Majin, Lamia, Noble Orcs and Ghouls from other nations… Not
      with marriages, but just for limited time periods of perhaps a year
      or several months. Of course, in exchange, you would send warriors
      to the nations from which you invite people.”

      Tenma, Oniwaka and the other Kijin froze for a moment…

      “We never
      thought of that…!” they muttered.

      Why hadn’t Tenma, Oniwaka and the others not thought of what
      Princess Levia had come up with very quickly? That was because of
      their old preconceived notions.

      Each race within the Boundary Mountain Range had its own nation.
      There were various reasons for this, such as maintaining a stable
      population of believers for the gods and ensuring that each race
      could continue existing on equal terms. This was all needed to
      protect the inside of the Boundary Mountain Range from the forces
      of Alda.

      Also, the gods had created a system where children born between
      parents of different races would be born as a member of the main
      race of the nation in which the child was conceived.

      For example, if the Noble Orc Budarion and the Arachne Princess
      Kurnelia were to mate in the Noble Orc Kingdom, all of their
      children would be Noble Orcs. If they were to mate in Zanalpadna,
      the children would all be Arachne.

      Incidentally, when neither parent belonged to the main race of a
      nation in which they conceived their children, the children would
      be born of both races in equal ratios.

      But as Budarion was a Noble Orc, creating children with Princess
      Kurnelia in a third nation would result in all of the children
      being born as Noble Orcs.

      Leaving that aside, due to this system, each nation had avoided
      migrations on a scale greater than individuals studying abroad or
      marrying into other nations’ families. This was because a decrease
      in the population of a nation’s main race was equivalent to a
      decrease in that nation’s fighting strength.

      And the fighting strength that each nation possessed had been
      sufficient up until now.

      That was why nobody had ever thought of this idea. Despite
      thinking that things were no good as they were now, King Tenma had
      never thought of it. While one could attribute that to a lack of
      flexibility, it was likely due to the strong sense of
      responsibility he felt for his own nation to fulfill its duty
      alone.

      But as Princess Levia said, with a system of exchanging fighters
      between nations for limited periods of time, no nation would lose
      fighting strength. In fact, the overall strength of each nation
      would increase.

      Of course, there would be more quarrels due to differences
      between the races, and it would take time for them to start
      operating effectively. But it wouldn’t take more than a hundred
      years for every race to become accustomed to this.

      “Thank you. We will implement that brilliant idea immediately.
      That is fine, isn’t it, everyone?!” King Tenma asked the other
      Kijin.

      The Kijin shouted in approval of King Tenma’s decision and
      raised their fists into the air.

      “I am glad that I could be of use,” Princess Levia said with a
      smile, her flames shining brighter than usual.

      With the nation surrounded by multiple Dungeons, they could gain
      great profits, but there was a great danger as well. As the First
      Princess of the old Talosheim, Princess Levia likely understood how
      the Kijin felt.

      And so began Vandalieu and his companions’ visit to the first of
      the nations in the Boundary Mountain Range.

      

    


    

    Chapter158:The troubled Perseus

      
      A warm welcome awaited Vandalieu and his party after he was
      acknowledged as emperor by the Kijin. The only ones who had held
      doubts about Vandalieu were Oniwaka and the Six Horn Battle-Demons
      excluding Gankaku; the other Kijin had apparently been friendly
      towards Vandalieu from the beginning.

      The ancestor of the Kijin race, who was born between Vida, the
      goddess of life and love and Zantark, the war-god of fire and
      destruction, was the twin of the ancestor of the Majin race.

      And so, the ancestor of the Kijin race was the older brother or
      sister of the ancestors of the Vampires and Ghouls, who were born
      afterwards. Thus, the Kijin race respected the Majin as older
      brothers and sisters, while Vampires and Ghouls were like close
      younger brothers and sisters. That was one of the reasons Godwin
      had gathered so much respect in the Kijin nation.

      Vandalieu, a half-Vampire and king of Ghouls, was like a sibling
      to the Kijin race.

      The first day was simply a welcoming feast. After that, with
      King Tenma left aside as he had drunken himself unconscious,
      businesslike discussions took place with his queen Yura and his
      concubines.

      It seemed that in the Kijin nation, where there were many
      muscle-heads and berserkers, women often served in
      civil-official-type roles.

      “I would really like to have that person and Oniwaka learn a
      lesson from His Majesty the Emperor. Oniwaka in particular is still
      called by a childhood name… I wonder when Oniwaka will become an
      adult,” Yura said, letting out a troubled sigh.

      Apparently in the Kijin nation, people were called by childhood
      names rather than their real names until they became adults.
      Oniwaka was apparently a childhood name, and his real name was
      something else.

      In order to become acknowledged as an adult, a Kijin needed to
      exterminate a single monster from one of the B-class Dungeons
      around the nation on their own.

      Even the weakest monsters that appeared on the shallower floors
      of B-class Dungeons were Rank 6. Kijin had a base Rank of 4, so
      this was quite a difficult task for them.

      “Does this… not mean that there are some Kijin who cannot become
      adults?” asked Princess Levia.

      Even if they were a race that was suited for battle, there would
      be weaker individuals. It was impossible for every single member of
      the race to be strong.

      “Well, from time to time,” said one of King Tenma’s concubines.
      “In such cases, they often migrate to other nations. If they stayed
      in this nation while being weak and a monster rampage were to
      occur, there would be no guarantee that they would survive.”

      “And in other nations… other than in the Noble Orc kingdom,
      Drakonid nation and Majin nation, they would still be useful as
      fighters, and they would be welcomed as brothers,” said another
      concubine.

      In the event that something were to happen, those that couldn’t
      protect themselves would expose others around them to danger. That
      was why such individuals left the nation.

      “That’s quite strict. But I suppose it can’t be helped? The
      monsters outside the Dungeons around here seem strong, too,” said
      Orbia, who was floating around to the side, nodding to herself.

      “I understand that, but… in other words, even you ladies?” asked
      Kimberley, staring at Yura and the concubines.

      If their words were true, that would mean that even the women
      possessed the strength to defeat a Rank 6 monster on their own, so
      this reaction wasn’t unreasonable.

      And the Kijin nation’s total population was about ten thousand.
      There were still non-combatants such as pregnant women and young
      children, but other than them, all of the Kijin were capable of
      fighting.

      “Wouldn’t the Amid Empire be defeated if it fought a war against
      this nation…? Well, I get the feeling that the same is true for the
      Noble Orc kingdom and Majin nation as well, though,” said
      Kimberley.

      “No, that should not be the case. There are several factors that
      determine the outcome of a war other than pure strength; we learned
      this in the previous battle against Bugitas’s army,” said
      Bellmond.

      Indeed, even if the Amid Empire were to fight the Kijin nation,
      it would not be defeated. The Kijin nation had the responsibility
      of managing the Dungeons around it, so it would not be able to
      invest all of its fighting forces into the war. And like Bugitas,
      they were missing much of the knowledge and technology required for
      wars… such as how to maintain supply trains and deliver
      information.

      If there really were a war… the Kijin nation would dispatch
      several thousand warriors and trample over the empire’s vassal
      nations at the start. But without proper supply trains and
      messenger networks, they would be counterattacked and forced to
      retreat by the empire’s army, the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords and
      A-class adventurers.

      But there was no realistic way for the empire to cross the
      Boundary Mountain Range and counterattack the Kijin nation, so the
      war would inevitably end there.

      It was highly likely that there wouldn’t be a victor or a
      loser.

      … But even the Kijin nation would need to send its warriors
      across the Boundary Mountain Range, whose mountains pierced the
      heavens, so this was a fruitless hypothetical situation.

      “It is an honor to be compared in such a way against the empire,
      where Alda is the chief god,” said Yura. “I want Oniwaka to become
      a fine warrior that can be of use in a battle against the empire,
      but…”

      “No, Oniwaka-san is quite skilled. He stayed conscious after
      being attacked by Bocchan’s tongue!” said Rita.

      “That’s right, Bocchan could defeat a Dragon with his tongue if
      he wanted to!” said Saria.

      “Now, now. Bocchan said that defeating a Dragon like that would
      be impossible without using the Demon King’s proboscis. You are
      exaggerating,” said Sam. “Isn’t that right, Bocchan?”

      Vandalieu was sleeping soundly… or rather, lying lifelessly, on
      Tarea’s lap with Bellmond’s tail covering him like a blanket. He
      twitched slightly from time to time.

      “Van-sama
      is still over there,” said Tarea.

      She pointed at a group of semi-transparent Vandalieus, who were
      busily exchanging documents with the Kijin nation’s chief civil
      officials.

      “Is this
      expression’s meaning correct?”

      “Yes, there are no problems with it. Incidentally, what is the
      meaning of this expression?”

      “Is it alright if we hold the next meeting after our challenge
      of the Trial of Zakkart has finished?”

      “About the Dungeon that you may clear for us, the Ogres’ Nest is
      suitable for our schedule.”

      “What
      about Tarea’s homestay host?”

      Vandalieu was not exchanging opinions in this meeting; he was
      creating documents with main points written on them and acting as
      civil officials, focusing on making arrangements with the other
      nation’s civil officials.

      Perhaps it could be said that there was no time to voice
      opinions.

      As for why he was doing this, the way Vandalieu and his
      companions spoke was a little different from the way that the
      people of the Kijin nation spoke.

      The language of the champions, Japanese, had spread in this
      world after the Demon King was destroyed. That was true within the
      Boundary Mountain Range as well, but differences in speech were
      bound to arise after over a hundred thousand years of
      isolation.

      Even those differences were more like different dialects; there
      were no problems when it came to everyday conversation. But it
      would be problematic if there were cases where word A was thought
      to mean B in Talosheim but meant C in the Kijin nation.

      That was why Vandalieu had asked Kurt to come with him multiple
      times to make sure things were in order.

      “Fuh, I’m finished. Thank you for your hard work,” said one of
      Vandalieu’s spirit clones.

      “No,
      thank you,” said one of the Kijin.

      “Excuse
      me, I feel a little dizzy…” said another.

      Vandalieu and the Kijin bowed towards one another. Though they
      were the chief civil officials, they were Kijin of this nation so
      they were warriors as well, but their faces were pale.

      It wasn’t that they were tired from the extreme meeting that had
      taken place at the feast; it was probably because they had been
      continuously looking at the same face that had multiplied like an
      amoeba. Facing each other with serious expressions was something
      that needed a little getting used to.

      “Now then, the feast seems to be in full swing, so… Huh? Why is
      my body with Tarea and Bellmond? If I recall, I left it with
      Borkus,” said one of Vandalieu’s spirit clones, having realized
      quite late that his physical body was lying in Tarea’s lap with
      Bellmond’s tail as a blanket.

      “That’s because Borkus drank himself unconscious partway through
      the feast… even though he is an Undead,” Tarea said, pointing at
      the table by which Borkus was lying face down in a slumber along
      with Kankaku and Kidoumaru.

      “… He’s
      not snoring,” Vandalieu remarked.

      “I assume he got drunk on his mood. He just assumed that he
      would have to be drunk after drinking this much,” said Tarea.

      “Ah,
      someone who gets drunk on air.”

      Undead generally didn’t become intoxicated by drinking alcohol,
      but if they had experienced drinking until they fell unconscious
      before, they could become drunk on the assumption that they would
      become drunk.

      “Borkus often drank himself unconscious when he was still
      alive…” Princess Levia murmured softly as she recalled those
      times.

      “Perhaps if we drank when we were still alive, we might have
      understood what it is like to be drunk,” said Saria.

      “Nee-san, even if we can’t get drunk on alcohol, we can get
      drunk on blood!” said Rita.

      “Our people are generally dangerous, but these two seem quite
      dangerous too,” said one of the Kijin.

      “Vandalieu, you mustn’t drink yourself unconscious, even after
      you become an adult,” said Darcia.

      “Yes, Mom,” said Vandalieu’s physical body. “By the way, this is
      really comfortable, so can I just sleep like this?”

      “Danna-sama, if you have returned to your physical body, please
      get up,” said Bellmond.

      『The
      Levels of the Enhanced Physical Ability (Hair, Claws, Tongue,
      Fangs), Parallel Thought Processing, Materialization, Coordination
      and High-speed Thought Processing Skills have
      increased!』

      High in the night sky, there was something looking down at the
      royal capital city of the Mirg shield-nation, which could be
      considered one of Lambda’s great cities.

      The city was surrounded by plain but sturdy walls with patrol
      towers, barristers and defense installations. It would clearly have
      a strong advantage in defensive battles. It was likely to also be
      equipped with mechanisms that allowed the drawing of water from
      underground sources.

      The thing floating in the sky was an organism with the form of a
      sphere made of flesh mannequins entwined around each other –
      Legion.

      “The walls and several of the city’s buildings form a magic
      circle that produce a barrier in the sky in times of emergency. It
      seems like it will be difficult to attack it from the front.”

      “Really? I think you’re just overestimating it, Enma. If we
      rammed ourselves into those walls, it would collapse like a sugar
      sculpture.”

      “Sugar
      sculptures are delicious, aren’t they?”

      As they exchanged this dangerous-sounding conversation, they
      searched for the building that was their objective.

      “Baba Yaga, Jack, you two help, too. It’s hard to find the
      target just by the shape of the roof, you know?”

      “What
      about Enma?”

      “From this angle, I can only see the slums. Our target is in the
      upper-class nobles’ area, isn’t it?”

      “We must
      go lower!”

      “Valkyrie,
      keep your voice down.”

      “Hmm, maybe it’s that one? Though we can’t be sure without
      checking the family crest from up close.”

      Why was Legion here alone in the skies above the royal capital
      of the Mirg shield-nation, an enemy nation? That was because
      Vandalieu had sent them here on an errand.

      As they had once been the Eighth Guidance, a cult that
      worshipped the Undead that was Vandalieu in Origin, they had no
      desire to be separated from him. But since he had directly asked
      this of them, they wouldn’t refuse.

      But as a reward for this errand, they had been promised that
      they would be taken when Vandalieu faced the Trial of Zakkart.

      “We can’t be equipped, after all. If we didn’t at least get that
      as a reward…”

      “Even while we’re doing this, Privel, Gizania and the others are
      gaining more experience.”

      “We’re going into the royal capital for that reward. It’s not a
      time of emergency now, so the barrier won’t be up now.”

      “Then we’ll leave the control of our body to you, Ghost.”

      Legion used the Size Alteration Skill, reducing their body size
      to as small as possible. Once they were small enough to be held by
      an adult, they silently dropped towards the ground.

      “Leave it to me,” said Ghost, who was now in charge of
      controlling their body, as he lowered Legion into a deserted back
      alleyway and glided towards their destination.

      In order
      to deliver a letter.

      Sarua Legston, the first son born to Alsard Legston, the head of
      the Legston family of earls in the Mirg shield-nation, was an
      extremely ordinary baby.

      He had been born a little prematurely and caused his parents and
      the other adults around to worry, but he developed normally after
      that and his first birthday was approaching in this year’s
      spring.

      There had been no halo over his head at birth, nor had a
      clergyman prophesized that this child would become a great man in
      the future, nor had he developed particularly quickly, nor was he
      particularly smart.

      But it was possible that in the future, he would possess the
      fighting strength worthy of a nobleman involved in military
      affairs, and he might work as a military civil official or as a
      reliable commander.

      Sarua, the child with these possibilities within him, witnessed
      something one night. Perhaps it was a coincidence that would not
      happen more than one in ten thousand times, or perhaps it was his
      fate.

      Sarua, who had awoken during the night for no particular reason,
      saw someone enter his room who was certainly not one of his parents
      or the wet nurses that he was used to seeing.

      The wooden door opened slightly without a sound, and something
      flesh-colored poured in like a liquid sauce squeezed out of its
      container.

      Sarua
      heard a few quiet voices.

      “Are the
      lights on?”

      “It’s a baby’s room. It’s probably kept dimly lit in case the
      baby starts crying.”

      “Don’t
      speak. What will you do if it wakes up?”

      As the thing that had intruded gathered into a sphere about the
      same size as Sarua, it left through the door, unaware that Sarua
      was watching them.

      However, even when tomorrow came, nothing notable happened. His
      parents and grandparents didn’t die mysterious deaths, and the
      servants moved about just as they had done the previous day.

      It seemed that nobody in the house had seen that strange
      intruder other than Sarua. And even though he cried more than he
      had done the previous day, as he was still less than a year old,
      the wet nurses merely measured his temperature and checked to see
      if anything was wrong with him.

      It was that night that Sarua learned of that intruder’s
      objective and who it was working for.

      He woke up from an afternoon nap to see that it was not a wet
      nurse, but his father Alsard and his grandfather Cecil that were in
      his room.

      “But Oyaji, do you believe that letter?” Alsard asked.

      “There is no choice but to believe it. There were several things
      written in there that only Chezare and Kurt know,” said Cecil.

      It seemed that the two of them had come here to hold a private
      conversation under the guise of wanting to see Sarua’s face. The
      details of why this was were unclear, but the room of a baby who
      could not yet speak was probably the most convenient place for
      Alsard and Cecil to hold this conversation.

      They continued talking, not realizing that Sarua had woken
      up.

      “That’s true, but… It’s possible that they were tortured and
      forced to give up these details,” said Alsard.

      “No, that’s impossible,” said Cecil. “The first half of the
      letter is in Chezare’s handwriting, and the second half is Kurt’s.
      There’s no doubt about it.”

      “I know that. But if that’s the case, then the fact that Earl
      Palpapek is a terrible traitor is –”

      Sarua, whose mind was wandering with drowsiness, ignored the
      conversation that he could not comprehend and tried to fall back
      asleep.

      No matter how important the topic of conversation was, since he
      couldn’t understand it, it was no different from a lullaby.

      “The Dhampir Vandalieu… so, the fate of the Legston family and
      this child depends on him,” said Alsard.

      The moment Sarua heard his father speak this name, his
      consciousness and memories awakened.

      Vandalieu?!
      That’s right, I’m… Samejima Yuuri, the ‘Perseus’ Samejima
      Yuuri!”

      Two lives and deaths on Earth and in Origin, and a request from
      Rodcorte to eliminate Amamiya Hiroto… Vandalieu. These memories and
      personality returned to him.

      The ‘Gungnir’ Kaidou Kanata, who had dirtied his hands with
      numerous crimes despite being a member of the Bravers, had been
      killed by the ‘Metamorph’ Shihouin Mari to avenge her mother.
      Samejima Yuuri was one of the three reincarnated individuals who
      were killed in the riots caused by Kanata’s death.

      That was the identity of Sarua Legston in his previous life.

      Up until this moment, Sarua had been nothing more than an
      ordinary baby, but now, his consciousness and senses were rapidly
      transforming into the memories and personality from his previous
      life.

      He hadn’t understood the words spoken in conversation by his
      father and grandfather, but now he could understand most of
      them.

      That conversation and the information given to him by Rodcorte…
      Combined with his knowledge of the events that had occurred before
      and after the ‘Gungnir’ Kaidou Kanata was destroyed by Vandalieu,
      he put together his current situation in his mind.

      My
      third life might be… over…?

      As a result of his evaluation of the situation, he realized that
      his life was in danger.

      Samejima Yuuri… Sarua, was one of the three reincarnated
      individuals who had refused to have anything to do with Vandalieu
      despite Rodcorte’s offered rewards. Thus, he hadn’t intended to get
      involved with Vandalieu even when his memories and personality
      returned.

      He was a noble of a nation that considered Dhampirs monsters and
      the mothers who gave birth to them witches. He was even the first
      son of the family of the vice-commander of the expedition army that
      had been dispatched to Talosheim, the nation that was ruled by
      Vandalieu.

      And Sarua’s uncles Chezare and Kurt had sworn loyalty to
      Vandalieu and become his influential vassals, Chezare having done
      so after becoming an Undead while Kurt had done so while still
      alive.

      And last night, a letter from those uncles had been delivered.
      It contained an accusation that Vampires worshipping an evil god
      had connections to the current marshal, Thomas Palpapek, and an
      offer to defect to Talosheim.

      It had likely been delivered by that strange intruder. It seemed
      that Vandalieu’s reach had grown beyond what was detailed in the
      information that Sarua had been given.

      He knew that at this point in time, it seemed impossible that he
      would be able to avoid getting involved with Vandalieu.

      If his father and grandfather accepted the offer, he would
      become a son of one of Talosheim’s benefactors, nephew of
      Vandalieu’s influential vassals. He would likely meet Vandalieu
      himself. And eventually, Vandalieu would realize that he was a
      reincarnated individual.

      He would need behave as would naturally be expected of a child
      of his age, conceal his qualities for magic, not use his cheat-like
      abilities and seal the lips of the other reincarnated individuals
      who knew that he was a reincarnated individual…

      It’s
      impossible. Maybe I could do it for a day or two, but spending my
      entire life as an act that I can’t make a mistake in is impossible.
      There’s no guarantee that I’d be able to keep the other
      reincarnated individuals quiet, either. No, my companions from the
      Bravers have likely changed their names and faces as well, so maybe
      they won’t notice?

      No!
      If Rodcorte tells everyone, “Sarua Legston is the ‘Perseus’
      Samejima Yuuri,” there’s no point in having a different
      face!

      After all, he was the eldest son of an influential noble family
      of a vassal nation of the Amid Empire. Even in this world, where
      ways of spreading information hadn’t been developed yet, it was
      possible that he would be found just by having his full name
      known.

      No,
      wait. Judging from the conversation of these two, they seem to be
      leaning towards accepting the offer, but they haven’t decided yet.
      There might be a chance that they’ll reject it – wait, isn’t that
      the worst possible scenario?!

      Refusing the offer to defect to Talosheim would mean that the
      family would remain as a noble house of an enemy nation, one deeply
      involved with its army at that.

      Even in such a case, it was unlikely that Sarua would face
      Vandalieu directly. He would need at least twenty or thirty more
      years before he could command armies on the battlefield as an
      adult… It was possible that this nation would be destroyed before
      that could happen.

      It had already dispatched its army once, and even after
      everything that had happened, it still persecuted Vida’s races,
      including Dhampirs.

      And if Sarua recalled, the Mirg shield-nation’s role was to act
      as a shield… a defense for the empire. A peaceful reconciliation
      with the nation of Talosheim ruled by Vandalieu wouldn’t
      happen.

      Well,
      there are actually numerous secret weapons, and there might be a
      chance that the empire can win against Talosheim, but… either way,
      geographically speaking, it’s this nation that will become the
      battlefield.

      If that was the case, there was no telling what would become of
      the family in this house, regardless of the outcome.

      If pathogens were released, it was more than likely that this
      family would get caught up in it and perish.

      Now
      that things have come to this, I have to escape from this family…
      there’s no way I can do that. I’m just a baby who’s less than a
      year old.

      Sarua had retained his experiences and cheat-like ability from
      his previous life, but unlike Vandalieu, who had been born as a
      Dhampir, his body was that of an ordinary human.

      There was a vast difference in physical strength and Mana
      between him and Vandalieu when he was a baby.

      Escaping the Legston family on his own was impossible. If he
      just wanted to leave the house, he might be able to manage it, but
      it would likely just end up being a slow method of suicide.

      Even
      if I did leave, I suppose the age needed to be able to survive in
      society is about fifteen? Things won’t postpone themselves for that
      time. And then there’s the problem of where to go
      afterwards…

      It would be meaningless for him to leave the house and then stay
      in the Mirg shield-nation. There would still be the possibility of
      him getting caught up in things and getting killed immediately.

      With that being the case, he would need to flee to another
      vassal nation of the empire that was far from the Boundary Mountain
      Range, to the Orbaume Kingdom to the east or outside the continent,
      but… none of these options were simple for a boy concealing his
      identity after fleeing from his family.

      No,
      now that I think about it, it’s all useless if Rodcorte tells
      everyone my true identity anyway, isn’t it?! What should I do…
      Suicide is… impossible, so is there another
      option?

      After dying in Origin, Sarua had been in a state of despair
      before he reincarnated in Lambda. Having become tired of living, he
      thought it bothersome that he would have to live a third life.

      But he felt that he couldn’t commit suicide now that he had been
      reborn and was living once more. It was probably because he had a
      body now, causing him to feel an instinct to exist that he hadn’t
      felt in a soul-only form.

      In
      other words, in order for me to survive, my family has to defect to
      Talosheim and I have to make a peaceful reconciliation with
      Vandalieu. Personally, I don’t really remember having arguments
      with that guy, and he should think the same. Come to think of it, I
      wonder what the other reincarnated individuals are
      doing?

      Where had Skanda and Urðr, who had died at the same time as
      Sarua, been reborn? Were there any other reincarnated individuals
      who had died after them?

      I’m
      curious, but now that I think about it, we didn’t make any plans
      for me to receive any additional information from that god. Will we
      be reunited naturally, like on Origin? … Ugh, I’m starting to feel
      overwhelmed…

      After thinking this far, Sarua lost consciousness. Before he
      could check his Status, he developed a teething fever and spent the
      next few days unconscious, and the next time he woke, his memories
      from his previous life were gone again.

      The body and brain of a baby less than a year old hadn’t been
      able to fully cope with the sudden awakening of those memories and
      personality. It wasn’t until several months later that he regained
      his memories and personality again.

      He was different from Vandalieu, whose control over his own body
      had been taken from him in Origin and unconsciously learned the
      feeling of thinking with just his soul and spirit after dying and
      becoming the Undead.

      The day after the feast, Vandalieu and his companions decided to
      clear the Ogres’ Nest, a D-class Dungeon near the Kijin nation.

      This was so that Vandalieu could later use the Labyrinth
      Creation Skill to teleport back to this Dungeon and return to the
      Kijin nation quickly for the next meeting and visit, and if an
      emergency were to arise.

      It would have been easier to create a small, one-chamber Dungeon
      with Labyrinth Construction. But it seemed that creating yet
      another Dungeon in an environment that already had multiple
      Dungeons nearby was something that the Kijin nation would like to
      avoid.

      “The goddess created the Boundary Mountain Range in order to
      protect our ancestors. A hundred thousand years ago, the mountains
      were apparently like solid masses of Mana. Of course, no matter how
      much Mana there was, it was the Mana of Vida, the goddess of life
      and love, so it would not turn the land into Devil’s Nests,” said
      Oniwaka. “But that wasn’t true of the Mana of the gods who served
      her.”

      The evil gods who were the ones who originally create monsters
      and the monsters like the Noble Orcs who worshipped them gradually
      polluted the Mana in their surroundings unconsciously, just by
      existing.

      Gufadgarn, the evil god of labyrinths, deliberately gathered
      that power into a particular area of land and created Dungeons.

      Mububujenge, the evil god of degenerate corpulence, and
      Zozogante, the evil god of the dark forest, were also capable of
      creating Dungeons. But there were no gods who could create as many
      or as great a variety of Dungeons as Gufadgarn.

      He had likely decided that it was better to create Dungeons in a
      place where it was easy to manage them rather than have them appear
      spontaneously all around the area contained within the Boundary
      Mountain Range.

      “And the three most particularly dangerous places… the Dungeons
      on the eastern side of the mountain range were left to the Drakonid
      race, the A-class Dungeon in the flat area between the mountains to
      the Majin race, and us Kijin were entrusted with maintaining this
      area, the western side of the mountain range. What do you think!
      Amazing, isn’t it!” said Oniwaka, proudly explaining why his nation
      was surrounded by Dungeons.

      “Yes,” Vandalieu agreed. “Dungeons are treasure troves of
      products including the items contained within the chests that spawn
      in them, but obtaining them comes with a considerable amount of
      danger. Rather than pushing the responsibility of managing them
      onto designated warriors, the entire country has taken that
      responsibility for over a hundred thousand years. I think that’s
      amazing.”

      Unlike adventurers that belonged to the Adventurers’ Guild,
      Kijin did not receive rewards just for defeating monsters. For
      those like Oniwaka to make a living, they needed to bring back
      materials stripped from monsters inside the Dungeons.

      No matter how strong the Kijin were, things would be tough for
      them since the materials they brought back would not be enough to
      live on. Despite that, the Kijin race had continued this harsh
      lifestyle for a hundred thousand years. They had likely received
      support from the other nations, but their way of life was something
      to be admired.

      “I wish the people of the Hartner Duchy could learn from your
      example,” said Vandalieu.

      The Hartner family, who had handled the sealed Demon King’s
      fragment poorly, could learn something from the Kijin.

      “Your Majesty, if they had managed things properly, we wouldn’t
      be here now,” said Princess Levia.

      “That’s true,” said Vandalieu. “Then let’s be thankful for their
      negligence.”

      “I heard from Borkus yesterday that things are strange on the
      outside,” said Oniwaka. “Apparently it’s the humans getting what
      they deserve, though.”

      “As a former human, this talk hurts my ears,” said
      Kimberley.

      “Come to think of it, we were humans living on the outside,”
      said Sam.

      The ones exploring the Ogres’ Nest were Vandalieu, the Ghosts,
      Sam who was in charge of transport and Oniwaka, who was guiding
      them and explaining various things. They proceeded through a desert
      inside the Dungeon as they shared this conversation.

      Quinn was riding inside Sam’s carriage as well, but she was busy
      taking care of the Gehenna Bee eggs that she had laid.

      Incidentally, Darcia was continuing the discussions from
      yesterday with Yura and the others. Borkus, Bellmond and the others
      were there to watch over her. Tarea was on her own today,
      exchanging smithing techniques with the arms smiths of the Kijin
      nation.

      “I heard that this would be the case, but it really is only
      Ogres that come out, isn’t it?” Princess Levia remarked.

      As the Dungeon’s name might suggest, the monsters appearing in
      the Dungeons were demi-human, Ogre-type monsters. Ordinary Ogres
      were Rank 4, but there were inferior races such as Rank 3 Lesser
      Ogres, and other varieties of Ogres such as Desert Ogres and Frost
      Ogres that were adapted to living in deserts and cold climates.

      Incidentally, the Dungeon Boss was apparently often an Ogre with
      a higher Rank, such as an Ogre Soldier or Ogre Grappler.

      This was an excellent Dungeon for Ogre Tamers looking to tame
      Ogres… For those that weren’t Ogre Tamers, it was apparently of
      questionable value, as the variety of materials that could be
      obtained were not great considering the Dungeon’s difficulty.

      “But it’s easy to clear since there’s only one type of monster
      that comes out,” said Vandalieu.

      “Yeah. The main reason we chose this Dungeon was because there
      are only ten floors. Unlike me, you could likely clear it very
      quickly, since you were able to defeat the Six Horn Battle-Demons,”
      said Oniwaka, exchanging words openly with Vandalieu with a
      completely different attitude from his attitude towards Vandalieu
      at the beginning.

      As Vandalieu immediately knew the layout of a Dungeon’s floor
      just by stepping onto it due to the effects of the Labyrinth
      Creation Skill, he wouldn’t normally need a guide.

      But Oniwaka’s mother Yura had whispered to him, “Go with him to
      deepen your friendship,” so they were going through the Dungeon
      together.

      Though Oniwaka had intended to follow Vandalieu even if he
      hadn’t been told this, as he respected him as a kindred-spirit.

      “By the way, I wanted to ask. When you fought us, you used the
      no-attribute spell Flight, but you didn’t use Strengthen Physical
      Ability. Why not? I know you have a lot of Mana, but since you’re
      good at holding back, you should have been able to increase your
      strength a reasonable amount and defeat us more quickly,” said
      Oniwaka, making casual conversation to deepen their friendship.

      “Now that you mention it…” several people whispered.

      Even Sam, the one who had known Vandalieu the longest among
      everyone here, had never seen him use Strengthen Physical
      Ability.

      “W-what’s the matter? Is there some kind of reason for it?”
      asked Oniwaka, flustered upon realizing that the atmosphere had
      changed.

      “No, there’s no particular reason behind it,” said Vandalieu in
      the same light-hearted tone as before. “The reason I’ve never used
      Strengthen Physical Ability before is simply because I’d die if I
      made a mistake when controlling my Mana.”

      “You’ll
      die?!” Oniwaka shouted in surprise.

      But he wasn’t the only one. Even those who knew just how
      immortal Vandalieu was were surprised.

      “Eh?! You’ll die?! You didn’t die even when your head was cut
      off!” Orbia exclaimed.

      “Impossible! Bocchan, who did not die even when his heart was
      stopped?!” shouted Sam.

      “Yes, I’ll die,” said Vandalieu. “Even if I used just ten
      thousand Mana for Strengthen Physical Ability, if I made a mistake
      in balancing how my muscles and bones were strengthened, my bones
      will break and my organs would rupture.”

      In this world, possessing a Mana pool of ten thousand would be
      enough to be known as a first-rate mage.

      Vandalieu already possessed the No-Attribute Magic Skill at
      Level 9. If he were to use ten thousand Mana all on the Strengthen
      Physical Ability spell, just how much would his body be
      strengthened?

      His body would transcend its limits, and one misstep would
      result in his own destruction. After all, it was equivalent to
      squeezing all of the Mana out of a first-rate mage and
      strengthening his body with it.

      “I’m not that outstanding other than my Mana,” said Vandalieu.
      “My Strength, Agility and Stamina were all lower than the Six Horn
      Battle-Demons, weren’t they? Of course, I think the worst that
      would happen is my limbs exploding if I tried and failed now,
      though.”

      And with the Demon King’s exoskeleton and blood’s support, he
      would be able to withstand it better.

      But rather than taking this risk and mustering all of his
      concentration to control his Mana to cast Strengthen Physical
      Ability, he could fight better without using it.

      That was
      what Vandalieu thought.

      “Then couldn’t you use Strengthen Physical Ability with your
      spirit clones?” Kimberley asked.

      “Kimberley, Strengthen Physical Ability is a spell that
      strengthens the physical body, so I can’t strengthen my clones with
      it even after using Materialization on them,” said Vandalieu.

      “I see… more is not always better. Just like how it becomes more
      difficult to move if you have too much muscle,” said Oniwaka.

      “Yes,
      Mana is like muscle,” said Vandalieu.

      Vandalieu and his companions continued clearing the Ogres’ Nest,
      exchanging a conversation that mages would fiercely object to if
      they were to hear it.

      Incidentally, the Dungeon boss was an Ogre Gorilla, an ape
      monster with muscles all over its body and horns growing from its
      head. That apparently happened from time to time as well.
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      Chapter 159:Nation visits continued

      
      Having cleared the Ogres’ Nest, Vandalieu and his companions
      returned to the Kijin nation to eat dinner.

      That night, Vandalieu was summoned to the Divine Realm of
      Garess, the god of warriors, in his dream. There, he talked with
      the generations of Kijin kings that had become Garess’s familiar
      spirits and heroic spirits after their deaths.

      After fusing with a god of the Demon King’s army like his master
      Zantark, Garess had the upper body of a fair-looking young man, but
      his lower half had become grotesque.

      “The Dhampir who is served by Black Goblins, Anubises, Orcuses,
      Ghouls and Vampires, you who have absorbed fragments of the Demon
      King and gained the respect of the Kijin. I wish to bestow upon you
      the Title of ‘Oni Emperor,’” Garess said in a solemn tone.

      “For what
      reasons?” Vandalieu asked.

      “Frankly, I thought I would take this opportunity to catch up to
      Fidirg and Merrebeveil.”

      Despite his initial stubborn-looking appearance, Garess’s
      actions were easy to see through, as might be expected of the
      guardian deity of the Kijin.

      “During the age of the gods, I… gave more teachings, such as
      what battle means and what kind of resolve is needed to become a
      master of battle, but… it seemed that they were difficult to
      understand for the Kijin, the children of Zantark-sama and
      Vida-sama. If I did not explain things so that they were easy to
      understand, my Divine Messages were not understood at all…”

      It seemed that he had taught philosophical concepts in the past,
      but his personality had changed to match those of the Kijin.

      The Kijin kings that had become Garess’s familiar spirits and
      heroic spirits gave bitter smiles.

      “I’m sorry about that. I had no idea what you were talking about
      when I was still alive.”

      “Was it about three generations before Tenma that the Kijin
      became able to think a little?”

      “The women who became kings used their heads, too. Not me,
      though.”

      “Leaving that aside, we leave the ones that are living now with
      you. In fact, you should take some of them with you. Choose them
      using standards other than their muscles.”

      “If I have to choose them based on standards other than muscle,
      I’ll hold off on answering for now,” said Vandalieu. “Well, please
      leave it to me. I made a kindred-spirit, and it seems that my
      mother and Princess Levia are getting along well with Yura-san,
      too.”

      The Kijin nation was surrounded by Dungeons, so if he could
      introduce Explorers’ Guild Cards to make it possible to teleport
      between floors, it would make the Kijin’s everyday lives much
      easier.

      Vandalieu wasn’t hesitant at all to offer his help in this way
      since he had become good friends with Oniwaka and his mother and
      Princess Levia seemed to have become friends with Yura.

      But Garess had a difficult expression on his face. “Oniwaka… I
      am a little hesitant to offer you a candidate to become the next
      Kijin king… No, I do not intend to ignore Oniwaka’s own
      desires.”

      “Hmm? No, won’t it be alright if we visit each other’s countries
      and stay for pre-decided lengths of time?” Vandalieu suggested,
      since he had no intentions of recruiting the first child of the
      king of another nation.

      “Coming and going… then I suppose there will be no problem.
      Please take care of that child. Now then, I must give you the ‘Oni
      Emperor’ Title and your companions my divine protection… and this
      as a present,” said Garess, casually grasping his own grotesque
      lower body, breaking off several of the protuberances on it and
      offering them to Vandalieu. “This is a part of me, the guardian
      deity of the Kijin. Through this, even one without Kijin blood
      flowing through their veins should be able to lead the Kijin more
      effectively if they possess the aptitude for it.”

      “Thank you for this important gift,” said Vandalieu, and then he
      woke up.

      But the part of Garess that he had received was nowhere to be
      found. It was likely not a physical object.

      “Well, since I’ve received it, I should be able to use it when I
      need to.”

      『You
      have acquired the ‘Oni Emperor’ Title!』

      Vandalieu’s party departed the Kijin nation and headed for the
      next nation that he was planning to visit.

      “Vandalieu-sama! Please make sure to come and get me later!”
      said Tarea, who was remaining behind for a while to continue
      exchanging smithing techniques.

      “Vandalieu, make sure you come and visit again!” said
      Oniwaka.

      Partway through the journey, Darcia gave him a warning for some
      reason. “Vandalieu, even if you’re challenged to tests of strengths
      at the other nations, you can’t use your tongue anymore. You
      definitely must not touch people’s faces with it,” she said.

      “But Mom, my tongue is quite effective as a weapon,” Vandalieu
      protested as he licked the Gehenna Bee eggs that Quinn was
      continuing to lay in Sam’s carriage to make them clean. “It’s
      flexible, and since it’s mostly made of muscle, I can use it to
      land striking blows. And it also gains bonuses from the Unarmed
      Fighting Technique Skill. It’s easy to catch my opponents off-guard
      with it, and even if it gets cut off, it’s regrown by my Rapid
      Regeneration Skill, much faster than an arm or a leg.”

      He continued licking the eggs as he explained the advantages of
      his tongue. He looked just like a worker bee.

      Incidentally, Quinn was next to him, continuing to lay new eggs
      from the bee abdomen that protruded from her waist. She was not
      only laying them but looking after them properly as well, but
      Vandalieu was doing her work for her as well as a worker bee, so
      she didn’t have much to do in that regard.

      “Bocchan has completely become a loving parent… leaving that
      aside, we understand why your tongue is effective as a weapon, but
      you can’t use it,” said Rita.

      “Please don’t hit your opponent’s face with it. It was only on
      Oniwaka-san’s cheek, but even so, Yura-san made a real fuss about
      it!” said Saria.

      It seemed that Yura hadn’t simply become close to them.

      She had become a friend, but at the same time, a difficult
      person to negotiate with.

      “Danna-sama, Darcia-sama is not saying that it is cowardly or
      damaging to your reputation to use your tongue. It is just that
      perhaps you used it on the wrong person… as you did it to the
      face,” Bellmond said ambiguously.

      Hearing her speak like this, Vandalieu started to think that
      there might be a problem.

      It was true that it might have been a bad idea to attack the
      face with his tongue. If it were to hit the lips, it would be a
      kiss, even if Vandalieu didn’t mean for it to be one.

      Oniwaka, the only son of an important family, had his cheeks
      licked in a public place. Yura couldn’t be blamed for using that
      fact to negotiate.

      “I used my tongue thinking that it was the same as a punch or
      kick, but now that you mention it, it might have been problematic,”
      Vandalieu said, scratching his head.

      It didn’t seem that Oniwaka himself had minded, but Vandalieu
      started to feel bad for what he’d done. He decided to apologize
      later.

      “No, Your Majesty. Things might become more complicated if you
      apologize. Yura-san was ecstatic about offering Oniwaka-san,” said
      Princess Levia.

      “It seems that you get along well, and she said it should
      definitely happen for the sake of a prosperous future for both
      nations. She was really enthusiastic; she said that we should
      decide a time to discuss things,” said Orbia.

      According to these two, it seemed that Yura didn’t mind, either.
      That was good, but Vandalieu was confused as to why she was
      offering her son.

      And then
      he suddenly realized.

      “… Could it be that Oniwaka is a daughter, not a son?”

      “… So,
      you didn’t notice,” said Darcia.

      “Danna-sama, Oniwaka is apparently a historical childhood name,
      used by the first child of the Kijin king,” said Bellmond. “It
      seems that this name was in the records left behind by the champion
      Hillwillow, and it originates from the Kijin ancestor believing
      that it was the name of a famous Oni and naming his own child after
      him.”

      “Incidentally, her real name is apparently Yuuma,” said
      Saria.

      Vandalieu finally realized that he had mistaken things all
      along.

      “Well, you can’t really tell, can you?” said Rita. “Her voice is
      high but husky, and she’s always wearing armor. We didn’t know
      either until Yura-san told us at the feast.”

      “Her tone and behavior are like those of a boy, too. She loves
      muscles as well. Her face is a girl’s face, but with so many
      male-like factors, it’s impossible to notice,” said Orbia.

      Despite Rita and Orbia defending him, Vandalieu started to feel
      overwhelmed.

      “When I asked her what kind of women she liked at the feast, she
      said that she preferred someone with more muscle than herself, so I
      thought it was strange, but… to think it was a jou-chan, not a
      boy,” Borkus muttered.

      “No, she is very much a tomboy of a princess,” said Sam. “So,
      what will you do now, Bocchan?”

      “… It would be strange to start treating her as a girl now, so I
      will treat her as a kindred-spirit as I’ve done up until now,” said
      Vandalieu. “But if I have to fight at the other nations, I’ll make
      sure not to use my tongue anywhere above the neck.”

      “Ooohn?”
      Knochen groaned.

      “Jyuuh, the society of people is troublesome,” Bone Man
      remarked. “To think that problems would arise just from having a
      mouth and tongue.”

      “Even though licking each other is so comforting, too,” said
      Vandalieu.

      It seemed that Knochen and Bone Mans’ views were different from
      those of people; they seemed to find it strange that the living
      were saying these things.

      The next nation to be visited was the Harpy nation, and
      Vandalieu received many challenges from the Harpies. But it wasn’t
      because they doubted Vandalieu like Oniwaka and the others had;
      everyone considered it as an event and challenged him because it
      was a ‘rare chance.’

      But the
      challenges were not fights.

      “On your
      marks… go!” Princess Levia shouted.

      At her signal, Vandalieu and the land-type Harpies began their
      athletics race.

      “I can’t fly through the air, but I won’t lose on the
      ground!”

      The land-type Harpies were those with large bodies and short
      wings. They were Harpies with the features of flightless birds such
      as ostriches, emus and moas.

      Of course, they couldn’t fly, but their legs’ running strength
      was not at all inferior to that of the Centaurs and Arachne.

      “One loss
      is enough!” said Vandalieu.

      As he ran on all fours, sending the dirt beneath him flying with
      his claws, he was just as impressive as the Harpies.

      “It’s
      enough, but…”

      However, he was losing in actual speed. It seemed that even the
      Ghouls’ secret four-legged running technique couldn’t match the
      speed of the land-type Harpies.

      The land-type Harpies cheered as they ran through the goal. They
      receded into the distance at an incredible speed.

      “We
      won!”

      “Yay, the
      emperor is last!”

      “… So, speed is about muscle, not the number of legs,” said
      Vandalieu.

      He continued running even after receiving his second loss,
      feeling respect for the lean, slender legs of the land-type
      Harpies.

      “Your Majesty, the things extending from your shoulders aren’t
      front legs; they’re arms. Have you forgotten?” Princess Levia asked
      him uncertainly, having followed him from the starting line.

      “So, this is Danna-sama’s second defeat,” said Bellmond, making
      a written note of this fact.

      “Don’t worry about it, Vandalieu. Neither of them was a
      competition that you’re good at. And doing your best is more
      important than winning!” Darcia said in encouragement.

      Incidentally, his first defeat was in a dance showdown against
      Harpies with very brightly-colored plumes. Naturally, he had been
      utterly crushed.

      “But I’m sure a lot of Harpies would have come to Talosheim if
      he won the dance showdown,” Saria whispered.

      “Maybe it’s a good thing he lost,” Rita whispered back.

      Darcia, who was in between them, agreed with them. “It’s not
      that I dislike political marriages, but I’d like him to have girls
      that he can get along with.”

      That was the kind of interaction that Darcia wanted her son to
      have with members of the opposite gender.

      Vandalieu was not an adventurer or a noble; he was a king, one
      that would formally become emperor at that. But he was liked by
      many, regardless of his social position.

      That was because he had the Dark Demon Path Enticement Skill
      that had transformed from Death-Attribute Charm. It was a
      charm-type Skill that affected Undead, certain members of Vida’s
      races such as Ghouls and Vampires, insect-type and plant-type
      monsters, and even certain humans. And its power and effective
      range was greater than it had been to start off with.

      And they
      would probably continue increasing.

      Thus, it was impossible to avoid more people being around
      Vandalieu in the future, and half of the people around him would be
      female.

      If Vandalieu didn’t like that, he would have no choice but to
      shut himself away in his own room.

      Thus, Darcia and the others had consulted the men in secret and
      decided that they should ‘select’ those around Vandalieu rather
      than ‘limit’ them.

      … If left alone, it was likely that Vandalieu would just have
      more and more people around him.

      “Oniwaka-sama seemed to get along with Bocchan quite well,
      however,” said Sam.

      Darcia and Sam’s daughters told him that they weren’t
      particularly opposed to it.

      “Father, the details are the problem. If the parents decide
      things on their own but the feelings between them don’t go well,
      they won’t last long!” said Saria.

      “That’s why we’re not opposed to it. We just think that we
      should see how things go for a little while first!” said Rita.

      They were discussing a marriage between the emperor and the
      first-born child of a nation that would come under his rule, but in
      the area within the Boundary Mountain Range, where the sense of
      values of Vida’s races were widespread, political marriages where
      the feelings of the couple were ignored were considered to be a
      taboo. The goddess they worshipped was the goddess of life and
      love, after all.

      “And I don’t think the Oniwaka kid… no, jou-chan, likes the kid
      in that way,” said Borkus.

      “Right. They just look like rascals that are playmates; there
      doesn’t seem to be a single shred of attraction…” said Kimberley,
      who had been present during the clearing of the Ogres’ Nest.

      The truth was that Oniwaka had treated Vandalieu the way they
      had described it.

      And her taste was in people with more muscles than herself. Even
      if one included the muscle of his tongue, Vandalieu would not match
      that taste.

      “It is too early for the season of love to come for her,” said
      Bone Man. “Regardless of what happens between her and our lord, I
      believe we should watch and wait.”

      “Oooohn.”

      Bone Man and Knochen, who were animal-like in nature, brought an
      end to this discussion on Oniwaka.

      “By the way, Darcia-sama, I understand that we’ll be ‘selecting’
      those around Danna-sama, but how will we be ‘selecting’ them?”
      asked Bellmond, having noticed that no standards had been set other
      than Vandalieu getting along with them.

      It was normal for parents to have requirements for the people
      that their children dated, so Bellmond thought that this might be
      true for Darcia as well.

      “Let’s see…” Darcia put her hands on her cheeks and pondered
      this question.

      She might have told Vandalieu her opinions in the past, but she
      had recently become completely unconcerned. And such trivial
      details wouldn’t remain in her memory, as she was just a weak
      spirit.

      So, she thought about it again… to find that nothing came to
      mind.

      “What should I do? Maybe I don’t have the right to have a say in
      Vandalieu’s relationships,” she said.

      In fact, this is what she thought when she looked back.

      Darcia had left the forests of her homeland and dated a shadowy
      man in a human town. She had continued to date him even after
      learning that the man, Valen, was a Subordinate Vampire belonging
      to a group of Vampires that worshipped an evil god. As a result,
      she had given birth to a child.

      From the view of an ordinary Dark Elf, she was quite the
      thankless daughter to her parents.

      Bellmond hastily searched for the words to comfort Darcia, who
      seemed shaken after having realized this… and then she realized
      something herself.

      “Now that I think about it, I have never interacted with the
      opposite gender before. Though I have been assaulted one-sidedly
      before,” she said.

      Bellmond had been exiled from her homeland because of the Lamia
      blood that she possessed, which expressed itself in her pupils and
      tongue. After that, as a young girl she had been assaulted by
      humans and then taken in by Vampires. She had then spent the
      majority of her ten-thousand-year-long life as the guard of her
      master’s hideout by an underground lake.

      She had been hurt before, but she had never experienced
      companionship.

      “In my case… my partner tricked me and killed me, so I can’t say
      anything about having good eyes for partners,” said Orbia.

      “I hadn’t even decided on a fiancé,” said Princess Levia.

      “… In my previous life, just once with a drone bee,” said
      Quinn.

      “It doesn’t even need to be said for us sisters,” said Rita.
      “Does that mean we’re all out?”

      “Someone who has had proper interactions with the opposite
      gender… the Ghouls won’t do, so… that’s right, let’s ask Fester-san
      and Lina-san when we return! We can ask Legion’s Jack and
      Hitomi-san, too!” said Rita.

      “No, let’s calm down,” said Princess Levia. “Rita, there’s no
      reason to be hasty.”

      “Yes, don’t be hasty. By the way, what are you talking about?”
      asked Vandalieu, who had come back on the back of a land-type
      Harpy.

      “We’re here to give you back the emperor!” said the Harpy.

      And so,
      the discussion was discontinued.

      The third competition in the Harpy nation was acrobatic flight.
      Vandalieu could take the form of a strange bird by materializing
      his spirit form in the shape of wings, but they were specialized
      for transporting people, so it was thought that he wouldn’t be able
      to overcome the speed and maneuverability of the Harpies.

      But Vandalieu betrayed everyone’s expectations and flew through
      the air skillfully with the wings of the Cemetery Bees equipped
      with Group Binding Technique protruding from his back.

      “Triple
      mid-air spin~”

      Buzz-buzz-buzz.

      “He’s good, but something’s wrong here?!” one of the Harpies
      exclaimed.

      But as the rules allowed for the use of wings or even
      no-attribute and wind-attribute magic, Vandalieu took his first
      victory without a problem.

      Next were the challenges at the Centaur nation, but as they were
      a race with the lower bodies of horses, the first challenge was a
      race.

      But the
      event was an obstacle course.

      “We are a race born with the lower bodies of horses! Therefore,
      we cannot survive in the harsh lands within the Boundary Mountain
      Range if we cannot manipulate our lower bodies more skillfully than
      humans manipulate theirs. That is why we have this challenge. We
      shall challenge you like the Harpies, new emperor!” declared
      Sylvari, the king of the Centaur nation, a Centaur with feathers
      and tattoos resembling those of native Americans.

      Vandalieu seemed confused as he looked at the designated
      obstacle course. “… I get the feeling that I’ll have more of an
      advantage with this compared to a regular race. Are you sure about
      this?” he asked.

      The obstacles placed on the obstacle course were three walls
      that tested one’s ability to jump, a balance beam that tested one’s
      balance, an uphill section that tested one’s leg strength and a
      flaming hoop that was presumably for testing one’s agility and
      courage.

      The obstacles other than the walls and uphill sections were all
      too big for humans, as they were Centaur-sized.

      Ignoring the strangely circus-like obstacle at the end, most of
      the obstacles seemed to be disadvantageous for the Centaurs.

      That was why Vandalieu wanted to make sure that the Centaurs
      were alright with this.

      “It is fine,” Sylvari said boldly, crossing his arms and
      nodding. “This is the course that we normally use for competitions
      during festivals, so naturally, its difficulty is perfect for us.
      Since you are competing with two legs, it won’t even be a handicap…
      or it shouldn’t be, but you sometimes use four or eight legs.” His
      manly eyebrows frowned in doubt. “According to rumors, you can use
      up to twelve legs. Could it be that you would win easily even
      without such a handicap? The truth is that the children are
      watching, so I don’t want to look pathetic… I won’t ask you to give
      me the victory, but can you make it a close competition?” he
      whispered, suggesting to fix the match.

      His eyes glanced towards the Centaur and Harpy children that
      were observing with the rest of the Centaurs, including a
      particularly strong-willed-looking girl with the lower half of a
      black horse.

      Incidentally, Sylvari was in a long-distance marriage with the
      Harpy nation’s queen.

      “Things haven’t gone well between me and my daughter recently.
      Please,” Sylvari said, seeming to have a complex with regards to
      leg count.

      “I won’t use the Demon King’s fragments, so I’ll only use four
      legs,” Vandalieu assured him.

      “I see! That’s a relief. Let us have a clean race, Emperor!”
      Sylvari said, regaining his dignified, manly tone once more.

      He reached for Vandalieu’s shoulders, but… since the difference
      in height between them was too great, he patted Vandalieu’s head
      twice.

      Talking to Sylvari reminded Vandalieu of Privel. Was she still
      leveling in Dungeons now?

      “… I said this in the Harpy nation, but the objects protruding
      from Danna-sama’s shoulders are arms, not front legs,” Bellmond
      reminded him as his mind wandered.

      Incidentally, Vandalieu did his best, but King Sylvari came out
      on top with sheer ability alone.

      “Now then, Emperor, please perform the duty of the defeated that
      I explained before. It is just a formality, so you just have to
      touch me with the brush,” said King Sylvari.

      There was a rule that the loser of this match would praise and
      brush the winner.

      “Oh no, I will perform it politely,” said Vandalieu, producing
      the 100% Demon King’s fur brush that Tarea had made.

      As a result, King Sylvari fell without even lasting ten minutes,
      as did the Centaurs wanting to be brushed after seeing that.

      “Amazing. I was sure that Bellmond-san was just particularly
      sensitive,” said Orbia.

      “So now you understand,” said Bellmond. “I am neither
      particularly sensitive nor unskilled at restraining myself.”

      “It’s because the brush was made by Tarea, and the Demon King’s
      fur has power too… maybe?” Darcia wondered.

      “Jyuuh… just what in the world was the Demon King?” said Bone
      Man.

      “No, I have to wonder about that. It was the first time Tarea
      was made to make a brush with the Demon King’s fur, and it was
      definitely the first time the kid used it to brush someone,” said
      Borkus.

      “Incidentally, I also used spirit form massaging,” said
      Vandalieu. “The Centaurs seem to get muscle stiffness in the area
      where their upper bodies are connected to their lower bodies.”

      “Their hips, in other words. They might get along with
      Tarea-san,” said Rita.

      “A discussion on lower back pain? It seems like a talk for old
      people,” said Saria.

      “You two, it’s a problem shared by races like Scylla and Arachne
      that have a gap between their upper and lower bodies, so don’t poke
      fun at them,” said Orbia. “Well, I’m a Ghost now, so it has nothing
      to do with me,” she added.

      And so, all of the influential warriors of the Centaur nation
      and Sylvari’s family were defeated, leading to Vandalieu taking a
      default victory in the rest of the challenges.

      “Ah, we don’t need to challenge you. We accept you as
      emperor.”

      There was
      no challenge from the Lamia nation.

      “Why?” asked Vandalieu in surprise; he had been looking forward
      to it a little.

      Queen
      Tanato and the other Lamia explained.

      “We know that you are of worthy character to become the new
      emperor even without challenges.”

      “Our nations events are magic, song and instrument performances,
      so the results are obvious before even trying, right?”

      “And you know, your reputation is pretty good in our country, so
      we thought there was no need.”

      Challenging the emperor was not simply to test his strength, but
      to test his character as well.

      Whether the emperor would respond to the challenges, fight in
      accordance with the rules set by the nations, stay angry even when
      reasonable demands were made and respect the nations even if
      defeated. That was what the challenges tested.

      “Well, I kind of guessed that at the Harpy nation,” said
      Vandalieu.

      Generations of emperors thus far had come from the Noble Orc
      empire. It was difficult to imagine that they had performed well in
      races against the land-type Harpies and Centaurs or acrobatic
      flying.

      The same was true for Budarion, the Noble Orc who was supposed
      to have taken these challenges. Vandalieu couldn’t imagine Budarion
      running like the wind or dancing gracefully through the air.
      Jumping through the ring of fire seemed particularly
      impossible.

      Thus, he had suspected that the importance was in something
      other than the competitions.

      “Eh?! You noticed?! Then all of this was just an act?!” one of
      the Lamias exclaimed.

      “No, I did suspect it but they were fun, and I took the
      challenges in a natural way,” said Vandalieu.

      “Oh, is
      that right? Then it’s fine.”

      It seemed that the Lamias had watched Vandalieu at the Harpy and
      Centaur nations and decided to acknowledge him as emperor.

      And as they explained, given the types of events in the Lamia
      nation, they knew that Vandalieu would take one victory and two
      losses without needing to conduct the challenges.

      “You have a good reputation for being good at taking care of
      eggs, and you apparently have a legendary Orochi as well. Please
      bring it the next time you visit.”

      “Orochi?”
      Vandalieu repeated.

      The reason Vandalieu had been said to be good at taking care of
      eggs didn’t need to be explained. He had been joining the worker
      Cemetery Bees in taking care of the eggs laid by Quinn… frequently,
      of his own free will.

      It seemed that the Lamias and Harpies, who were oviparous as
      well, favored an emperor who could take care of children.

      But what was this mention of an Orochi? Legends of the
      eight-headed serpents had likely been left in the records of the
      champions, just like the legends of bushi and ninja. Vandalieu
      could imagine that various misunderstandings had been made, leading
      to the Lamias respecting and worshipping them.

      “Ah, Yamata,” he muttered, searching his memories and
      remembering the Hydra Zombie Yamata, whose heads had been replaced
      by the upper bodies of nine beautiful women of different races.

      “That’s right, that’s right! It’s a Zombie, but it’s an Orochi,
      isn’t it? One of our nation’s past queens increased her Rank enough
      to become an Echidna, but none have become a Yamata-no-Orochi
      before, so everyone took notice of her.”

      It seemed that someone had spread news of Yamata to the Lamia
      nation.

      And so, the day after Vandalieu finished his visits to the
      Harpy, Centaur and Lamia nation, he headed for the last three
      nations that he was planning to visit before going to Vida’s
      Resting Grounds – the Drakonid, Merfolk and Dark Elf nations.

      Title
      Explanation:

      【Oni
      Emperor】

      A Title thought of by Garess, the god of warriors, and his
      familiar spirits and heroic spirits. They bestowed Vandalieu this
      Title to strengthen the connection between them. Naturally, there
      are no precedents of someone gaining this Title.

      It strengthens charisma towards monsters and races whose titles
      contain ‘Oni.’ Also, though this is a result that was not expected
      by Garess and the others, it gives an overall increase to the
      effects of Guidance: Dark Demon Path on Undead.

      TLN: The
      ‘ki’ in Kijin is the kanji for ‘Oni.’

      Monster
      Explanation:

      【Harpies】(Records
      from human society)

      A race created by Vida that possess the wings and talons of
      birds in place of arms and legs.

      They are considered to be one of the races born when Vida mated
      with monsters, but according to one theory, they are a race created
      when she mated with one of the beast-kings, just like the
      Beast-people. But as the bird beast-king had been cursed by an evil
      god, Harpies were born instead of bird-type Beast-people. However,
      few support this theory other than believers of Vida and the
      Harpies themselves.

      They are a unisexual race of females. They are born in eggs and
      mature to adulthood in approximately ten years. Their lifespans
      are, in general, approximately a hundred years. There are three
      types of Harpies – ordinary-type, hunting-type and land-type.
      Ordinary-type and land-type Harpies have a base Rank of 3, while
      hunting-types have a base Rank of 4.

      

    



    

    Chapter160:A path that continues in a dream

      
      “Welcome to the Drakonid nation. It has been some time, Emperor
      Vandalieu-dono. So… why are you in a fighting pose?” asked the
      female Drakonid warrior who had come to welcome Vandalieu… the
      female swordsman Rowen who had been sent as a representative to the
      Noble Orc kingdom.

      “I thought that there would be a battle to start off with,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “… Ah, so that is how it was at the Kijin nation. I’m sorry to
      say that it is impossible for us to do what they do,” Rowen said
      with a bitter smile.

      Perhaps it was a little lonely for a guest to the nation to be
      greeted by only one person, but in the land within the Boundary
      Mountain Range, everything outside the gates of the nations was a
      Devil’s Nest where monsters prowled.

      If large numbers of people came out for a grand welcoming, there
      was the risk of monsters flooding in towards this abnormal event.
      Thus, it had become custom for only a few skilled individuals to
      welcome guests, like Kidoumaru who had waited alone at the Kijin
      nation.

      “Us Drakonids are a race that thrives on battle, serving the
      role of managing the Dungeons that appeared on the eastern side of
      the mountain range as a counterpart to the Kijin nation to the
      west. But we teach that one should not take part in needless
      struggles,” said Rowen. “And one of our Elder Dragon guardians, the
      crystal-horned dragon god Lioen, has sent a Divine Message telling
      us explicitly to not fight you.”

      It seemed that Lioen had become very nervous after his
      experience of meeting Vandalieu in Mububujenge’s Divine Realm.

      To Vandalieu, it had been nothing more than a slight irritation
      that he had already forgotten about, however.

      “Then what about a dance competition or acrobatic flying? If
      it’s a drinking competition, I’d have to have Borkus represent me,
      though,” said Vandalieu.

      “No, we will not have any competitions of that sort. Drinking
      competitions are strictly forbidden,” Rowen said.

      It seemed that many Drakonids loved alcohol, unable to stop
      themselves from drinking until they were in a stupor after the
      first sip… Even with resistance Skills, they would continue
      drinking until the limits of those Skills were overcome.

      Thus, ways of drinking that encouraged others to drink more were
      forbidden in this nation.

      “So, there won’t be any challenges…” Vandalieu muttered in
      disappointment, as he had been looking forward to it a little.

      But as his voice was flat-toned as usual, Rowen took no notice
      of that.

      “That is why the four Drakonid Elders are hoping that this time
      will be spent on discussions and a meal together,” she said.

      The four Drakonid Elders were the spokesmen of the four Elder
      Dragon guardians that protected the Drakonid nation; they were the
      politicians that managed the nation in a parliamentary system.

      Vandalieu realized that he had to respond to these politicians'
      wishes.

      “… The four Drakonid Elders are particularly interested in
      discussing the importation of curry powder,” said Rowen.

      “Come to think of it, I gave the remaining curry powder to this
      nation as a gift after the victory feast in the Noble Orc kingdom,
      didn’t I?” said Vandalieu.

      It seemed that curry had charmed the tongues of the Drakonid
      nation’s politicians.

      “Vandalieu, you can conduct diplomacy involving things other
      than muscles, too. I’m proud of you!” said Darcia.

      “Gourmet diplomacy, I suppose,” said Vandalieu. “Well, I don’t
      think it was just the power of curry powder.”

      And so, Vandalieu was given a warm, peaceful welcome into the
      Drakonid nation.

      The nameless B-class Dungeon that Vandalieu had created as a
      result of his failed attempt to create an A-class Dungeon before he
      left to visit the other nations. Privel, Gizania and the others
      hoping to accompany Vandalieu in clearing the Trial of Zakkart were
      leveling up in here.

      “… This
      is a B-class Dungeon, right?” asked
      Privel.

      “It should be. At the very least, that is what he said,” said
      Gizania.

      The two of them had just finished stripping the Magic Stone and
      particularly valuable materials from some enormous, one-eyed
      Cyclopes.

      Munching
      noises filled the air.

      The remaining meat and organs were being devoured by the Zombies
      Rapiéçage and Yamata, who could gain Experience Points (though in a
      miniscule amount) by consuming dead flesh. They were not able to
      finish eating all of the huge Cyclopes, however.

      “… I
      want… jaws.”

      “Kugigih…
      Not enough… fangs.”

      The two of them were patchwork Zombies, with Rapiéçage
      possessing the limbs of an Ogre and Yamata possessing the torso of
      a Hydra, but their mouths were those of women. The amount they
      could consume at one time was limited, and many of Yamata’s upper
      bodies did not have fangs. Thus, they faced difficulties when
      eating raw monster corpses.

      Cyclopes were Rank 8 monsters that were considered to be a race
      of descendants of the true Colossi that became monsters. They were
      over five meters tall, possessing a fearsome amount of monstrous
      strength and Vitality as one would expect from their
      appearance.

      They were ferocious and preferred solitude, seeing even other
      members of their own race as enemies outside of breeding season.
      Thus, they did not form groups to attack their enemies; this was
      true for Cyclopes both in Devil’s Nests and inside Dungeons.

      That was supposed to be the case, but the Cyclopes in this
      Dungeon were attacking in groups.

      “The monsters appearing in this Dungeon ignore the boundaries of
      common sense as if it were only natural to do so,” said the Empusa
      Myuze with a sigh as she wiped the blood and fat from her sickles
      with a cloth.

      It was a well-known fact that monsters that appeared in Dungeons
      behaved differently from normal, as their minds were controlled by
      something else.

      Even monsters of different races would cooperate with one
      another to eliminate intruders from the outside. Other than when
      monster rampages occurred, they didn’t climb the stairs connecting
      different floors, nor did they pursue or ambush intruders. They
      didn’t move between floors of their own will.

      They avoided the pitfalls and other traps, knowing their
      locations by instinct.

      However, even monsters spawning in Dungeons did not have their
      minds completely controlled by the Dungeon’s will. Thus, it was
      impossible for them to behave in a way that was too different from
      their natures.

      An example of this impossible behavior was these Cyclopes, a
      race that was supposed to prefer solitude, forming groups and using
      teamwork, albeit in a poor fashion.

      “The monsters are hiding inside the pitfalls and chasing us into
      stairwells… they are free, just like natural monsters,” said Myuze,
      as if complaining.

      “It seems likely that Vandalieu-sama’s will for this Dungeon to
      be an A-class Dungeon has manifested in the Dungeon’s difficulty
      surpassing the limits of a B-class Dungeon,” said the Vampire
      Zombie Isla.

      Her calm analysis was something that one would expect from a
      Vampire who had lived for tens of thousands of years.

      But in the next moment, a trance-like expression suddenly
      appeared on her face as she placed a hand to her chest and looked
      upwards.

      “The monsters that spawn in Dungeons created by Vandalieu-sama
      have no souls. That’s why this Dungeon has complete control over
      the monsters’ minds. In other words, this is a part of the trial
      given to us by Vandalieu-sama! This difficulty shows how much
      Vandalieu-sama expects from us! Ah, my lord, I will overcome this
      trial, so please watch over me!” she declared, passionately
      swearing loyalty to Vandalieu once more.

      “… Isla-dono, I have to question the value of shouting with an
      unpleasant expression on your face on a child’s education,” said
      Gizania.

      Isla was one of the strongest, most dependable people in the
      party. She would not be defeated even when facing multiple Cyclopes
      on her own.

      But she was a little troubled, often shouting words to a
      Vandalieu that only she could see.

      “Pauvina-chan, was this person always like that?” Privel
      asked.

      “No, she didn’t shout like that until she got that collar from
      Van,” said Pauvina.

      “… So,
      she was always like that.”

      Isla had always been a little insane even while she was alive,
      but she had managed to keep it under control to some extent.
      However, it seemed that she had lost all restraint after becoming
      an Undead… though it seemed that her former superior Eleanora
      hadn’t noticed, as she had half-ignored Isla.

      Incidentally, when Vandalieu was nearby, Isla lost sight of
      everything except him, so her speech and behavior became close to
      normal. That was why Vandalieu was the only one who was unaware of
      her eccentricity.

      “It’s amazing that she’s way stronger than us. When Vampires
      become strong, is it normal for them to turn into strange people
      like Eleanora and Miles-san?” Privel wondered.

      “Don’t compare me to that woman,” Isla said sharply, turning her
      head at the mention of her rival’s name.

      “It seems that you have suddenly regained your sanity,” said
      Myuze.

      It was likely that Eleanora wouldn’t want to be compared to
      Isla, either. Incidentally, she was currently with Braga and the
      Ghoul group, leveling up on a deeper floor of the Dungeon.

      They were already capable enough to accompany Vandalieu to clear
      A-class Dungeons and the Trial of Zakkart, but the Dungeon that was
      newly-created by Vandalieu seemed to have piqued their
      interest.

      “I’m just swearing my loyalty to Vandalieu-sama. To treat that
      as the behavior of a mad person is… well, it’s fine,” Isla
      muttered. “Just to be sure, are we continuing to clear this
      Dungeon?”

      “Hmm, it’s starting to get a bit hard for me. I’m not injured or
      anything, but sorry,” said Pauvina as she exhaled, having finished
      wiping off the Cyclops blood and fat on her mace.

      “No, I’m amazed that you were able to follow us this far,” said
      Privel.

      It was amazing that Pauvina, who had just turned six years old –
      about nine years old if converted to human years – was able to
      participate in clearing a B-class Dungeon at all.

      At this age… even a noble child or the child of a first-rate
      adventurer receiving special education for gifted children might be
      fighting against a single Rank 1 monster under adult supervision at
      most.

      Pauvina had participated in a battle against Cyclopes,
      contributing without being a hindrance to her companions. Even
      considering the fact that she was three meters tall and equipped
      with a Death Iron mace and Orichalcum shield, her strength was
      astounding.

      “But I couldn’t defeat any of them,” Pauvina said. “Stopping
      their attacks with my shield was the most I could do.”

      Still, she hadn’t been able to defeat any Cyclops on her own; it
      seemed that drawing their attention and acting as a diversion had
      been the most she could do.

      “I’m telling you, the fact that you can stop them is amazing,”
      said Privel.

      “I think even with an Orichalcum shield, ordinary people would
      be knocked down,” said Gizania.

      Not receiving any great injuries while drawing the attention of
      a Rank 8 monster was no small feat. The strength of the Orichalcum
      shield was a large factor, but even without that, Pauvina had
      strength unimaginable for someone of her age.

      “But the Trial of Zakkart is impossible. It’s become hard for me
      to level these days, too,” Pauvina said.

      It would probably be impossible for her to participate in
      clearing the Trial of Zakkart, a Dungeon of even greater difficulty
      than an A-class Dungeon. There was still over a month left, but she
      had reached a wall in her development.

      “Developmental walls really stop your Level from going up, don’t
      they? I defeated a ton of monsters today, but I haven’t even gained
      a single level,” Pauvina complained; this was her first time
      encountering such a wall.

      Everyone other than Rapiéçage and Yamata, who were still eating,
      gave her bitter smiles as they agreed.

      “Apparently everyone hits multiple walls. I’m on my second now,
      I think,” said Privel.

      “This is also my second wall,” said Gizania. “Van-dono overcomes
      them forcefully by defeating powerful enemies, so I think it didn’t
      seem so troublesome when watching him, but it really does take
      time.”

      Developmental walls where it suddenly became difficult to
      increase one’s Level normally took time to overcome. Several months
      at the shortest, up to several years. There were even some who had
      faced a developmental wall for more than ten years.

      The time needed to overcome them depended on talent and hard
      work, and whether the individual was blessed with the opportunity
      to do so.

      “It’s only natural for it to be troublesome. If they were
      overcome easily, there wouldn’t be any adventurers in this world
      burning out and retiring at D-class. But you have Vandalieu-sama
      with you. You can definitely overcome it. The rest of you, too,”
      said Isla, encouraging Pauvina, Privel and the others with
      teachings from the outside world as one would expect from a
      senior.

      Indeed, as they received the effects of Vandalieu’s Guidance:
      Dark Demon Path, it might take time, but they would certainly be
      able to overcome their walls.

      In fact, it was due to the effects of that Skill that Pauvina
      hadn’t encountered a developmental wall until now.

      “But it would probably be best for you to put that effort in the
      shallower floors or in C-class Dungeons,” Isla added.

      “So, that’s better after all? It’s true that we can’t really
      fight as we are now,” said Pauvina.

      The amount of Experience Points gained in battle depended on how
      much one contributed to the battle. One could gain more Experience
      Points by repeatedly fighting weaker monsters that one could defeat
      on their own than by fighting powerful enemies that they could only
      contribute small efforts against.

      There was a way to forcibly overcome developmental walls by
      using enemies that were far beyond one’s own ability, but such
      powerful enemies were not so common.

      “Then once we leave the Dungeon, shall we use our Cards to go to
      a floor that only has monsters of up to Rank 7?” Myuze
      suggested.

      “In this Dungeon, we can have surprise encounters with Rank 8
      monsters, though,” said Pauvina.

      “Well, surprise encounters aren’t so common, so it’s fine… I
      hope,” said Privel.

      “Finished…
      eating…” Rapiéçage groaned.

      “Go… up?”
      asked Yamata.

      As Rapiéçage and Yamata had finished eating and everyone had
      finished resting, the party returned to the stairs of this floor to
      return to the outside for now.

      “By the way, Gizania-dono, when did you start referring to
      Vandalieu-dono as Van-dono?” Myuze asked.

      “No, it is just that Princess Kurnelia said that I should refer
      to him in a more intimate way… but I could not call him Van-dono
      straight away,” said Gizania.

      “So you’re practicing while Van-kun isn’t here,” said Privel. “I
      don’t think Van-kun would mind, would he?”

      “No, I
      don’t think so,” said Pauvina.

      Meanwhile, Vigaro and the others were on a deeper floor,
      fighting a horde of Minotaurs, demi-human monsters with the heads
      of bulls.

      When Ogres inhabiting Dungeons with closed-space layouts like
      caverns or ruins increased their Rank in a particular way, they
      became Minotaurs.

      They possessed the heads, hooves and tails of bulls; their
      appearance was considerably different from Ogres and their
      offspring were born as Minotaurs rather than Ogres. But even in
      present times there were Ogres that became Minotaurs as their Ranks
      increased.

      Their base Rank was 5, but the weakest of the enemies that
      Vigaro and his companions were fighting now were Rank 7 Minotaur
      Berserkers and Minotaur Shield Knights. Behind them were Rank 8
      Minotaur Mages, and a Minotaur General was commanding the
      horde.

      In terms of individual strength, groups of Cyclopes were
      stronger, but under the command and control of a Minotaur General
      with the Commanding Skill, the Minotaur horde was stronger
      overall.

      And as monsters spawning in Dungeons created by Vandalieu had no
      souls, their coordination would not crumble out of rage or
      fear.

      “But since their morale is fixed and doesn’t increase, it’s easy
      to deal with them once you get used to them,” Basdia commented.

      “It is easier in a way,” Zadiris agreed. “There are no changes
      to their movement patterns, so it is easy to tell what they will do
      next.”

      The two of them were defeating the Minotaurs one after
      another.

      Basdia’s axe, whose power had been increased by an enchantment,
      split the shield of a Minotaur Shield Knight and deflected the
      halberd of a Minotaur Berserker, sending it flying into the
      ground.

      Using the effects of the Chant Revocation Skill, Zadiris cast
      floods of Light Blade and Light Cannon spells one after another to
      finish them off.

      “It’s a bit hard for me,” said the Black Goblin Braga in a
      bitter tone.

      With his exceptional agility as his weapon, he normally faced
      his enemies head-on in a bold fashion, slipping into their blind
      spots and tearing through their vital spots. He was a Rank 7 Black
      Goblin Ninja Master that was capable of pulling off this
      counterintuitive fighting style, but he was a little perplexed as
      to how he was supposed to fight a horde of Minotaurs.

      “These guys don’t even flinch when I slit their necks. They
      don’t falter even when I slash their arteries and blood gushes out
      of them. They don’t stop fighting until the moment they die. The
      monsters in King’s Dungeons are more Undead-like than King’s
      Undead,” he said.

      Braga’s fighting style was difficult to describe as that of a
      scout, but he showed his true value when taking his enemies by
      surprise. However, these were enemies that did not falter even when
      taken by surprise, enemies that did not stop fighting even when
      they received fatal wounds and were seconds away from death.

      It seemed that he was confused because these enemies were so
      different from ordinary enemies.

      “Isn’t it fine if you destroy their heads or decapitate them
      with a single attack?” asked Basdia.

      “Basdia, I don’t have the strength for that. I can cut their
      heads off, but I become more exposed,” Braga explained.

      Minotaur skulls were solid, their thick necks covered in muscles
      even more resistant than bone. It was difficult for Braga to kill
      them in the space of just a few seconds with the method that Basdia
      had suggested.

      “Then you have no choice but to attack several times rather than
      finishing the enemy with one attack. That Minotaur Mage is trying
      to do the same to me, isn’t it? Watch and learn,” said
      Eleanora.

      The moment she finished speaking, a rock spike appeared from the
      ground and impaled her right foot. It was an earth-attribute spell
      cast by the Minotaur Mage.

      “The idea is to stop my movement like this and then let the few
      remaining Minotaurs at the front finish me off,” Eleanora
      explained.

      But her expression didn’t change; she made use of her Superhuman
      Strength Skill to smash the spike impaling her foot and continued
      stepping forward. Of course, a considerable amount of blood flowed
      from her wound, but as she was an Abyssal Vampire, the bleeding
      stopped in an instant due to her Rapid Regeneration Skill.

      “Do you understand?” Eleanora asked Braga, engaging in a fierce
      battle with a Minotaur Shield Knight with her sword and shield.

      “… I do, but I have a feeling it’s not of any help,” said
      Braga.

      Eleanora was a Rank 11 Vampire Marquis and had experienced a
      large number of Jobs; the Minotaurs were nothing but small fry to
      her.

      “Really? These guys make for quite good references. Especially
      the way they use their shields. They might be better than me,” she
      said.

      Even though she had a high Rank as a monster, she had the
      weakness of the Levels of her Skills being relatively low except
      for Swordsmanship. She was working with Braga and the others to
      find enemies with skills about even with hers that she could
      practice against in order to overcome that weakness.

      There were the training grounds where she could practice real
      battles against the Zombies that were heroes while they were alive,
      but the difference in Skill Levels between her and the Zombie
      heroes was too great, so she couldn’t use them as a reference.

      “As expected of enemies known as Shield Knights,” Eleanora
      remarked.

      Each time her sword collided with the Minotaur Shield Knight’s
      shield, it produced a deep crack in it, and then the shield finally
      broke.

      She cut down the Minotaur Knight with her sword and then
      decapitated the Minotaur Mage behind it with a single slash.

      A trance-like expression appeared on her face as she kicked down
      the Minotaur Mage’s torso, which was spraying blood like a
      fountain.

      “As expected of a Dungeon that Vandalieu-sama created for us!”
      she exclaimed. “I can feel Vandalieu-sama’s expectations of us
      becoming stronger…”

      “I think that Eleanora’s illness has become worse recently. What
      do you think, Mother?” Basdia asked Zadiris.

      “Before, she was relatively normal except for when she was
      around the boy,” said Zadiris.

      “The
      exact opposite of Isla.”

      Basdia and Zadiris had the time to exchange their opinions on
      Eleanora’s eccentricity as the Minotaurs had been reduced to only a
      few, including the Minotaur General. But there was one man whose
      face had been constantly wearing a difficult expression during the
      battle.

      “Muuuh…!”
      he groaned.

      It was Vigaro. But it wasn’t because he was struggling with the
      battle. The three of his four arms that weren’t holding his shield
      were swinging axes skillfully; Minotaurs were often slaughtered by
      a single one of his blows.

      But Vigaro didn’t feel any happiness from this, nor did he gain
      any confidence in his own strength. The wrinkle between his brow
      only continued to deepen.

      “Something is wrong. My axes are missing something!” he
      groaned.

      Indeed,
      Vigaro was in a slump.

      His Axe Technique Skill had reached its developmental limit of
      Level 10. There was no other way to develop it any further except
      awakening a superior Skill.

      But Vigaro was failing to grasp what was needed for this. He
      felt like he wasn’t far away from understanding something, like the
      tips of his claws would reach it if he extended his hand, but it
      was just a little too far away for him to take hold of it.

      He had
      been in this state for a while now.

      “It’s not
      enough!”

      Swinging his axe in rage, he split the Minotaur General’s head
      down to his chest. The Minotaur General’s sturdy Obsidian helmet
      was no different from paper.

      As blood rained down on Vigaro, he searched for the next enemy…
      only to realize that all of the Minotaurs had been defeated.

      “Muh… still no good,” he muttered. “I thought that it would work
      this time, since the enemies were monsters that use axes as
      well.”

      He
      lowered his axes in disappointment.

      Zadiris stood on tiptoes to give him an encouraging pat on the
      shoulder. “Be patient,” she said. “The Trial of Zakkart will appear
      this year, but it is not like the boy’s life will end there.”

      Vandalieu would resurrect Darcia and live happily ever after in
      Talosheim as the emperor. The end… no, that wasn’t how things would
      end.

      It was true that the Trial of Zakkart was a critical point in
      Vandalieu’s life, but it wasn’t his final goal. With that being the
      case, Vigaro would have plenty of opportunities to fight alongside
      Vandalieu in the future.

      Vigaro
      understood this.

      “You’re right. But it’s just frustrating,” he said. “It’s like
      the feeling of having a piece of meat stuck between my teeth that I
      can’t get out; I can’t calm down.”

      He wasn’t trying to rush himself, but it seemed that he was
      irritated that he could not reach new heights with his Axe
      Technique.

      “With your skill, it might be better for you to train with the
      Zombie heroes rather than this Dungeon. Their skills are reliable,
      after all,” said Eleanora.

      “Their combat skills are incredible, but they aren’t good
      references for me,” said Vigaro, shaking his head at Eleanora’s
      suggestion.

      Since he had four arms, arms that were long enough to touch the
      ground from a standing position at that, his movement and the way
      he used his axes were very different from humans.

      “At times like this, we should just let him keep doing as he
      likes. And we haven’t cleared this Dungeon yet, so let’s see how
      things go until we defeat the Dungeon boss,” said Basdia. “More
      importantly, learn from Braga’s example and go help disassemble the
      Minotaur bodies.”

      “Ah yes, Minotaur tongues are Jadal’s favorite,” said
      Zadiris.

      With Basdia’s words, the party decided to continue observing
      Vigaro’s slump for now and began disassembling the Minotaurs. Even
      though their objectives were to clear the Dungeon and improve
      themselves, they still wanted to earn their keep.

      It was decided that the blacksmiths of Talosheim and the
      Drakonid nation would study techniques in each other’s nations,
      curry powder would be exported and cooks from the Drakonid nation
      would study in Talosheim.

      These discussions went smoothly, but the other talks and bride
      offers of the four Drakonid Elders took a long time.

      “Emperor-dono, how about you take my granddaughter once she is
      born?”

      Of course, it was Princess Levia who turned most of these aside
      before Vandalieu had to deal with them.

      “Ojii-san, let’s discuss that after she is born,” she said.

      In fact, it might have been harder for Rowen, of whom
      unreasonable demands were being made.

      “Rowen, you need muscle! If you put on more muscle, you can gain
      the emperor’s favor!”

      “Jii-sama, my life depends on the speed of my sword. My
      movements will become slower if I put on needless muscle. Do you
      intend to slow down the sword of your own granddaughter?”

      At night, Vandalieu was summoned to the Divine Realm of the four
      Elder Dragon guardians of the Drakonid nation, including Lioen, the
      crystal-horned dragon god. Like Garess, the god of warriors, they
      tried to give Vandalieu a Title – ‘Dragon Emperor’ – but
      unfortunately, this failed.

      “Why?!”

      “Perhaps because I don’t have many Dragons among my companions?”
      Vandalieu suggested.

      No matter how influential the beings granting him the Title
      were, a Title too contradictory to his nature would not be
      displayed in his Status. It seemed that this was true for Vandalieu
      and the ‘Dragon Emperor’ Title.

      In fact, even including the Undead among Vandalieu’s companions
      and subordinates, there were few beings related to Dragons. There
      were the Lizardmen, Armans and Zombie dinosaurs, but they were
      likely considered to be in a different category from Dragons. The
      only Dragon Zombie was probably Leo.

      “It cannot be helped. Take this as a gift instead.”

      “You
      should take this from me as well.”

      The four Elder Dragons broke off their own scales, claws and
      fangs and gave them to Vandalieu. They told him that they would
      make it possible for him to become more powerful if given to
      suitable beings.

      “That looks really painful. Are you alright?” Vandalieu
      asked.

      The Elder Dragons were doing the same thing as Garess, but
      unlike him, what they did looked visibly painful.

      “It’s no different from granting divine protections. It’s not a
      problem,” Lioen replied.

      Vandalieu showed no reservation and took them. Of course, when
      he woke up, there was nothing in his hands.

      The next day, Vandalieu and his companions headed for the
      Merfolk nation, which was at the southern end of the Boundary
      Mountain Range, even further south than the Majin nation. It was
      decided that Vandalieu would stay in a residence at the
      seashore.

      Among the races created by Vida that did not possess a monster
      Rank, Merfolk were the most different in appearance from humans;
      they had the lower bodies of fish. Of course, they spent most of
      their lives in water, so most of the Merfolk nation’s facilities
      were underwater.

      However, there were races other than Merfolk in the Merfolk
      nation, so there was a town on land for them as well. That was
      where Vandalieu and his companions stayed, and where they conducted
      discussions with the prominent figures of the Merfolk nation.

      But Vandalieu transformed his tongue with the Demon King’s
      proboscis and stuck it above the water’s surface, allowing him to
      do something similar to snorkeling, to look around the Merfolk
      nation on his own.

      “Good day, King! Where are you going with this anglerfish
      Merfolk?!” one of the Merfolk exclaimed, having mistaken the
      quietly-swimming Vandalieu for a Merfolk with the characteristics
      of a deep-sea fish due to the luminescent organ of the Demon King
      on the end of an antenna of the Demon King protruding from his
      forehead.

      “Hello,
      I’m angler-Vandalieu,” Vandalieu said.

      “… Vandalieu-dono, I believe you possess the Dark Vision Skill.
      Is lighting really necessary for looking around inside the ocean?”
      the Merfolk king asked, a serious expression on his face.

      “… Sorry,
      I was just playing around.”

      “The light will attract fish and plankton and reduce visibility,
      so please stop that.”

      Vandalieu
      quickly withdrew his antenna.

      He looked around and saw a wondrous, beautiful nation with
      houses made of stone and enormous spiral shells, decorated by coral
      and seaweed ornaments.

      But the city was concentrated in an area that was shallower and
      closer to the land than Vandalieu had imagined.

      Among the nations within the Boundary Mountain Range, this
      nation was the only one that was not sandwiched by the mountains,
      but it was actually surrounded by cliffs, whirlpools and Devil’s
      Seas, which were dangerous Devil’s Nests in oceans. Thus, it seemed
      that they had to live in the seas along the edge of the continent,
      unable to venture into the outside ocean.

      “And there are some among the Merfolk who are not adept at
      swimming,” explained Tristan, the god of the seas, who had summoned
      Vandalieu to his Divine Realm on the night that Vandalieu had
      arrived in the Merfolk nation.

      He was a subordinate god of Peria, the goddess of water and
      knowledge, and one of the parents of the Merfolk race.

      “They’re not adept at swimming despite being Merfolk?” Vandalieu
      asked.

      “The lower bodies of Merfolk are those of fish, but some of them
      have the lower bodies of seahorses and monkfish.”

      “… I
      see.”

      It seemed that there were all kinds of Merfolk. Those with the
      lower bodies of fish were proficient at swimming, but it seemed
      that there was no rule that stated that all Merfolk were good at
      swimming. Incidentally, it seemed that there were no Merfolk with
      the lower bodies of crustaceans, shellfish or jellyfish.

      “By the way, I wanted to ask you something regarding your
      guidance… Could you not change it to Demon Dark Path? I think it
      would be a good change, as it could then be read as maameidou.”

      TLN*:
      Dark Demon Path = 冥魔道 which is read as “meimadou.” By
      switching the first two kanji around to 魔冥道, it would be read
      “mameidou” which is similar to the katakana pronunciation of
      mermaid.

      “Is it possible to change the name of one’s own Skills?”
      Vandalieu asked.

      “My apologies, that was a joke to loosen my own nerves,” Tristan
      said. “Now then, onto the main topic… I have a request for you
      regarding my former brethren, Yupeon and the other gods that joined
      Alda’s forces.”

      Yupeon, the god of ice. He had been a subordinate god of Peria
      like Tristan, but he had joined Alda’s forces, not Vida’s.

      He had never come into direct contact with Vandalieu, but his
      spirit clone had resided inside Ice Age, the Artifact spear that
      was wielded by Mikhail, who had been a hero of the Mirg
      shield-nation while he was alive.

      Darcia’s resurrection had been delayed because that spirit clone
      destroyed Vida’s legacy, the resurrection device, that had been
      kept beneath Talosheim. On top of that, he had insulted Vandalieu
      and destroyed Bone Wolf and Bone Monkey, who had later become
      Knochen.

      In the end, Vandalieu had broken and destroyed the spirit clone,
      but that incident had caused Yupeon, the source of the spirit
      clone, to become a sworn enemy of Talosheim.

      But as Yupeon was a god, Vandalieu had previously thought that
      he wouldn’t be able to face him… but he had recently been summoned
      by gods frequently, and he had defeated an evil god only last
      year.

      A battle against Yupeon could not be ruled out as
      impossible.

      “… There are things that can and cannot be asked,” said
      Vandalieu.

      He had remembered his hatred and anger towards Yupeon. A
      countless number of horns and fangs of the Demon King emerged on
      the surface of Vandalieu’s grotesque soul.

      He was likely intending to suppress his anger, but Tristan felt
      a great pressure, incomparable to the pressure Lioen had felt when
      he spoke to Vandalieu improperly.

      It
      was a good idea to lower the tension with a joke,
      Tristan thought.

      “… If it comes to a battle against Alda’s gods, like your battle
      against Ravovifard, and they surrender and beg for their lives, I
      want you to hear them out. For the sake of the world,” Tristan
      said.

      “For the
      sake of the world?” Vandalieu repeated.

      “That’s right. Our master Peria-sama fell into slumber and I was
      forced out of my position as a god of the water attribute by Alda.
      There should not be enough gods in the world managing the water
      attribute right now. The other attributes are in a similar state,
      with the exception of the light attribute.”

      As one of the generals of the army that had been on the losing
      side of the battle, Tristan couldn’t even imagine how Alda and his
      subordinates were maintaining the world now.

      But the great gods were absent and the subordinate gods on
      Vida’s side had been exiled or sealed away. There was no doubt that
      there were not enough gods now.

      Believers of the gods of Alda’s faction had ascended to become
      new gods over the past hundred thousand years, but both their
      numbers and abilities were barely enough to give the gods a
      temporary peace of mind.

      “If Vida’s forces overcome Alda’s forces, wouldn’t there be
      enough gods once you and the others return to your positions as
      gods?” Vandalieu asked.

      “After the battle, even if we were to win, many of the gods on
      Alda’s side will be exhausted, and we will not be unharmed,
      either,” Tristan said. “Therefore, I want to avoid too many gods
      being lost… though I think that things will hold together for a few
      thousand years even if there are not enough gods, and we will
      manage if Merrebeveil, Fidirg and the others participate in
      maintaining the world and become accustomed to the task.”

      The latter part was the plan if the gods on Vida’s side were to
      win the upcoming battle.

      The evil gods who had once been a part of the Demon King’s army
      but changed sides had never been involved in the maintenance of the
      world. The gods on Vida’s side expected that the world could be
      maintained if they were to cooperate.

      … As a result, there might be more Devil’s Nests forming,
      strange creatures and plants being born and bizarre natural
      phenomena occurring, but those were already happening now. They had
      decided that this would be better than the world being on the verge
      of destruction.

      “I see,” Vandalieu said with a nod. “I understand. If they
      surrender, I will think about accepting their pleas for mercy.”

      “I thank you, our champion,” said Tristan, relieved that
      Vandalieu had agreed quicker than expected.

      Xerxes, the god of battle flags, and Garess, the god of
      warriors, had thought that it would be impossible to convince
      Vandalieu and given up on even trying.

      They had thought this because they had heard that Vandalieu’s
      personality generally didn’t allow him to discard his hatred.
      However, even Vandalieu wasn’t so hell-bent on gaining revenge that
      he would cause the world’s destruction in the process.

      But there was one point that he would not yield on.

      “Even if I can win, it will likely not be an easy battle,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “… No, I think your chances against Yupeon are quite good,” said
      Tristan.

      Yupeon had been one of the more influential gods among Peria’s
      subordinate gods, but he had been close to Tristan’s equal. Even if
      the difference had grown somewhat in the past hundred thousand
      years, he knew that it was unlikely that Yupeon had gained as much
      power as Ravovifard.

      It might be a different story if Yupeon were to completely
      descend into a vessel in this world, but if that wasn’t the case,
      Vandalieu would almost certainly be victorious.

      “Even if that’s the case, I can’t imagine that Yupeon and the
      other gods of Alda’s forces will surrender so easily. In fact,
      won’t there be quite a lot that will refuse to surrender even when
      faced with destruction?” Vandalieu asked.

      His enemies were gods, after all. They had a different sense of
      values to that of humans.

      And even humans threw away their lives for the sake of their
      religion. Vandalieu couldn’t imagine that the gods that were
      worshipped by such humans would surrender and lower themselves to
      denying their own teachings so easily, even if their lives were at
      stake.

      “In that case, I do not mind if you devour and destroy them. All
      I wanted to say is that if they do surrender, I want you to ‘have
      no choice’ but to spare them, for the sake of the world,” said
      Tristan.

      He also felt hatred for the way that he had been treated a
      hundred thousand years ago, and the way that the Merfolk, his
      children, had been treated ever since.

      He and the other gods had once been brethren, brothers-in-arms.
      But they were enemies now. If Yupeon and the others refused to
      change their ways of thinking and insisted on causing harm to his
      children, coming to a firm decision was the natural thing to do as
      a god.

      “I am relieved to hear that answer,” said Vandalieu.

      The moment he spoke those words, Tristan’s coral-reef-like
      Divine Realm faded and disappeared. It seemed that the audience was
      over.

      However,
      Vandalieu didn’t lose consciousness.

      “Hmm?”

      Normally, he lost consciousness when he returned from a Divine
      Realm, and it would be morning when he woke up.

      He wondered if he had been summoned to another god’s Divine
      Realm, but that didn’t seem to be the case, either.

      He wasn’t losing his consciousness, but it was rapidly becoming
      less clear. He was in a state where he didn’t have any senses, and
      he felt like his thoughts were becoming duller as well.

      “I see,
      so this is a dream…”

      Vandalieu realized that he was having a dream for the first time
      in a while.

      At the same time, he also realized that the protuberances and
      scales that he had received from Garess, Lioen and the others were
      in his hands.

      As his mind had been dulled, Vandalieu couldn’t think about the
      meaning behind this. But there was something like a path in front
      of him, so he began crawling along it.
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    Chapter161:A chance meeting with a goddess

      
      Privel, who had made camp on a floor about ten floors above
      where she had fought the Cyclopes, woke up from the strange
      dream.

      Being
      given a crystal and fangs by an enormous Van-kun, I can’t say much
      about Isla.

      Normally, wouldn’t it be an adult Van-kun appearing in her
      dreams? A mountain-sized, child-form Van-kun had suddenly come to
      play. That was the kind of dream it had been.

      Well,
      it’s not that weird to have one strange dream, right?
      she thought, and then she got up. She stretched and opened her
      eyes.

      “Maybe it’s that strange dream’s fault… My head is spin –
      m-monsters?!”

      Privel was startled to see that there were small Dragons lying
      on the ground around her.

      The Dragons, whose eyelids had been closed, woke up and began
      crying in surprise.

      “Shaaah?!”

      “Gyaauh?!”

      At that moment, Privel’s vision distorted and she went into a
      panic.

      “I-I’m surrounded?! Where is everyone?! I-I have to get
      away!”

      Privel had begun training in not only magic but combat abilities
      as well, but she wasn’t capable enough to be able to deal with
      being surrounded by enemies in all directions.

      She began reciting an incantation and tried to gain some
      distance from the Dragons.

      At that moment, Isla appeared from behind Privel and gave her a
      chop on the head.

      “Calm
      down,” she said.

      “Haguh?!”

      Isla had only held back slightly; Privel staggered upon
      receiving the blow. And then Pauvina, who had apparently been
      hiding somewhere, ran to her and pinned her arms behind her
      back.

      “W-what are you doing?!” Privel demanded, thrashing about to try
      and escape Pauvina’s arms. “Th-there are Dragons right there!”

      “That’s what we’re trying to tell you, look closely. Look where
      the Dragons are coming from,” Pauvina said.

      For the first time, Privel noticed that something was
      strange.

      The Dragons were crying, but they weren’t trying to attack her
      or Pauvina, who was holding onto her.

      “Look
      closely,” said Isla. “Here.”

      She took hold of the head of one of the Dragons and held it up
      for the bewildered Privel to look at closely.

      “Where they’re coming from, you say…” Privel murmured.

      The Dragons were smaller than Wyverns, small enough for her to
      hold in her arms. The head, which had sharp teeth and horns,
      continued on into a neck. And when Privel looked past that, she saw
      that it was connected not to a scaled body, but a tentacle that she
      was very familiar with.

      “D-Dragons
      are growing from me?!”

      “No, the tips of your tentacles have become Dragon heads,” said
      Pauvina.

      The tips of the tentacles of Privel’s lower body had transformed
      into the heads of Dragons.

      “Y-you’re right… wow, it feels weird,” said Privel, patting the
      Dragon head on the end of the tentacle that Isla was holding.

      It wasn’t just that the tentacle tip resembled a Dragon head.
      Its surface was covered in scales that were both hard and smooth,
      and the horns and teeth were clearly bone, not masses of flesh.

      Privel saw her own stiff smile in the vision of the Dragon’s
      eyes, telling her that they were real as well.

      The reason her vision had been distorted ever since she woke up
      was because she suddenly had sixteen extra eyes.

      “It seems that you’ve calmed down. Have you checked your
      Status?” Isla asked.

      “Ah, I’ll check it now,” Privel said. “Status… My Rank has
      increased and I’ve become an Origin Scylla High Druid?!”

      Legends told of some Scylla individuals of the distant past
      having tentacle tips with the form of Dragon or wolf heads.

      But none had ever seen such Scylla in reality; even in the
      Mages’ Guild, it was nothing more than a legend recorded in an
      ancient manuscript.

      “T-to think that I’d transform into a legendary Scylla… I
      thought it was just a dream!” Privel exclaimed.

      “Ah, so
      you were dreaming after all,” said Isla.

      “Yeah, this morning’s dream was… wait, why are you so calm?! I’m
      really shocked, you know?!”

      “While I was keeping watch, your bodies began transforming, so I
      thought that was the case. Gizania and Myuze were saying the same,
      too,” Isla explained.

      “I see… wait, Gizania and Myuze grew something as well?! Where
      are they?” Privel asked.

      “Isla said it was dangerous, so we carried them far away while
      you were sleeping,” said Pauvina. “Your tentacles would drag on the
      ground, so we left you alone, though.”

      “If you three all went into a panic at the same time, it would
      have been troublesome to get you to all calm down, so we woke you
      up one at a time,” said Isla.

      “Ah… You’re right, that might have been dangerous,” Privel
      agreed.

      Privel and Gizania were powerful due to their large bodies, and
      Myuze had sickle arms with sharp blades. It would have been a
      catastrophe if all three of them panicked and thrashed about.

      Mostly, it would be a catastrophe for themselves. Isla was far
      stronger than any of them in hand-to-hand combat, and Pauvina would
      be unharmed if she held her Orichalcum shield and kept her
      distance.

      “It’s
      okay to come out!” Pauvina called out.

      Gizania and Myuze, who had been keeping themselves hidden at a
      distance, showed themselves.

      “Oh, it seems that Privel’s transformation was the greatest,”
      Myuze remarked. “What has happened to your tentacles?”

      Myuze was sparkling. Her sickle-arms and green exoskeleton had
      transformed into an emerald-like material.

      “I think that you have changed considerably yourself,
      Myuze-dono… I have merely grown some horns,” said Gizania.

      Her transformation was not as profound as Privel’s or Myuze’s.
      But horns like those of a bull were growing from her temples.

      And the part of Gizania’s body that Privel felt a sense of
      threat from seemed to have grown even larger. The chest area.

      Startled, Privel looked down at her own chest, but the objects
      there were the same as they had been yesterday. She looked up and
      her eyes met with Myuze’s, who had been checking her own chest in
      the same way.

      “… For now, I think we should complain about this incident to
      Van-kun,” Privel said.

      “I
      agree,” said Myuze.

      They were already certain that their sudden, strange Rank
      increase was due to the guidance of the Vandalieu that had appeared
      in their dreams.

      “Despite receiving an undeserved blessing in the form of
      Vandalieu-sama’s guidance in your dreams, you wish to complain… Ah,
      I should have slept as well! No, Pauvina didn’t meet him in her
      dreams, so there was no guarantee to receive his guidance by
      sleeping. Yes, calm down, calm down,” Isla said, calming herself
      down.

      “I did see Van,” Pauvina confessed. “I received something pointy
      from him.”

      Pauvina’s
      shocking words pierced Isla’s ears.

      Pauvina didn’t possess a monster Rank, so she couldn’t undergo
      an increase in Rank that changed her appearance, but it seemed that
      she had indeed received Vandalieu’s guidance.

      Isla froze for a moment, then her lips turned upwards in a
      crescent shape and she broke out into laughter. “Kukukukuh… It’s
      fine, loyalty is not something that is sworn out of desire for a
      reward. Kufuh… Kihihihih!”

      Privel and the others trembled, sensing danger in Isla and
      taking a step backwards.

      “You lot,
      once you’re ready, I’ll have you show the results of your Rank
      increase in real battles,” said Isla. “In real
      battles.”

      “Eh?! I’m still feeling sick because I’m not used to my vision
      yet!” Privel protested.

      “My head just feels a little heavier… no, my clothes are tight
      as well?” said Gizania.

      “Just like yesterday I’ll help you if it becomes too dangerous,
      and we have Blood Potions as well, so it’s perfect. Now then, let
      us go!” Isla declared.

      Privel and the others worked hard at leveling up today as well
      under the influence of Isla, who seemed to be venting her anger on
      them.

      Incidentally, Myuze had changed race to Crystal Empusa, while
      Gizania had become an Ushioni.

      Meanwhile, Vigaro’s cheerful roar and Zadiris’s dissatisfied
      shout echoed out in a deeper area of the same Dungeon.

      The S-class adventurer, the ‘Thunderclap’ Schneider, leader of
      the Storm of Tyranny, was busy in the days following his meeting
      with Farmaun Gold and the delivery of Ricklent’s message.

      He was making his reports to the Adventurers’ Guild and Mages’
      Guild in his hometown and dealing with the merchants and nobles
      that approached him.

      Officially known to be followers of Alda in the Amid Empire, he
      and his party were national heroes. The Dark Continent’s location
      was roughly known, but a safe route to and from it hadn’t been
      established. Despite that, Schneider and his party had returned
      safely.

      Contact was often lost with those who ventured there, and those
      that did return safely were those who observed the Dark Continent
      from a nearby island or those who only explored the outer edges for
      a short period of time. The Dark Continent was still a place that
      was shrouded in mystery.

      Tremendous success had been expected of them, as if it were only
      natural for them to succeed. Plants with unknown uses, undiscovered
      minerals, information and materials of monsters that didn’t exist
      on the Bahn Gaia continent. And most importantly, thrilling tales
      of adventure.

      It was only natural that people would flock to Schneider and his
      companions in desire of these things.

      Schneider’s party hadn’t headed towards the Dark Continent due
      to a request, nor had they received monetary offers from sponsors.
      Thus, they had no obligation to disclose any information to the
      people gathered around them. But Schneider, who had exercised his
      numerous special privileges as an S-class adventurer to protect
      Vida’s races, needed to maintain his outwards reputation.

      Schneider would grab those he didn’t like with an iron-claw grip
      and throw them into the sky, even if they were important noblemen
      or merchants, but he couldn’t cast away everyone who approached
      him. He was capable of small amounts of social interaction.

      Of course, he couldn’t speak of the events that had occurred on
      the Dark Continent. Farmaun Gold was an old comrade-in-arms of
      Bellwood, and in the empire, he was worshipped as the god who ruled
      over the fire attribute in Zantark’s place. If Schneider were to
      tell people that Farmaun had left Alda and was working with
      Zantark… he would certainly be labeled a heretic.

      That was why the whole party had thought of a story to tell the
      people before returning home.

      They told the people that they had disembarked on the Dark
      Continent, but they ended up in a battle against a true Colossus
      leading a pack of never-before-seen monsters, forcing them to
      escape in their ship.

      It was a slightly pathetic story, but it would be problematic if
      they stimulated the people by telling them stories of success,
      causing a Dark Continent exploration boom, so it couldn’t be
      helped.

      Schneider and his companions had in fact brought back remains of
      monsters that had never been seen before, so this story was
      persuasive enough. At the very least, none would doubt the story
      except for Emperor Marshukzarl and his close vassals, who already
      suspected that Schneider and his companions served Vida.

      They would tell this false tale, boast that they would conquer
      the Dark Continent next time and set sail once more. They would
      receive the help of the Merfolk that they had once protected,
      secretly returning to the Bahn Gaia continent, crossing the
      Boundary Mountain Range and meeting Vandalieu.

      That was the plan of Schneider and his companions.

      “… That
      was incredible,” Schneider muttered.

      “… Yes, I thought for a moment that the Demon King had been
      resurrected,” said Lissana, the incarnation of Jurizanapipe, the
      evil god of degeneration and intoxication.

      The two of them, who had just awoken in the same bed, were both
      drenched with cold sweat. They breathed heavily, still lying on the
      bed.

      “You two, what kind of dream did you have?” asked the Dwarf
      Merdin, who had been sleeping in the same bed. She stared at them
      as if she were looking at something unusual.

      Schneider and Lissana had dreamt that they were simply staring
      at a distant, enormous, grotesque figure that was crawling along
      the ground.

      But they knew that this was no mere nightmare. They had seen
      each other during the dream.

      “A prophetic dream? … It was strange that there were no signs of
      evil. What do you think?” Schneider asked after describing the
      dream briefly.

      “The
      strangest thing about that dream was that there
      were no signs of evil,” said Lissana.

      Merdin’s eyes narrowed, and then she gave a sigh. “You saw
      Lissana as well, so doesn’t that mean that it was an evil god of
      Vida’s faction? It sounds like its appearance was quite different
      from the one you knew, though,” she said with a serious
      expression.

      There were tales of gods fusing with evil gods during the battle
      against the Demon King’s army, and Schneider’s party had heard them
      from Lissana herself. It was possible that the gods exhausted of
      their power during the battle against Alda a hundred thousand years
      ago had done the same thing.

      That was what Merdin thought, but Lissana shook her head.

      “That wasn’t a fusion. And there was the presence of the Demon
      King… but for some reason, it didn’t feel unpleasant,” said
      Lissana. “Even though we’re covered in cold sweat now.”

      “Yeah, if it were a god, we’d know for sure… but with that said,
      it wasn’t the shape of a human soul… what was that? … For now, it
      doesn’t seem like a threat to us, though,” said Schneider.

      For years, he had fought against threats that the average
      adventurer would never face. And yet, this was what his instincts
      told him.

      “Let’s just get over the Boundary Mountain Range as soon as
      possible. I just realized that we saw that thing in the direction
      of the Boundary Mountain Range from this bed,” Schneider said.

      “I wonder if we can go this year. The Fifteen Evil-breaking
      Swords are irritating,” said Merdin.

      “If we take our diversion strategies into account, it might be
      next year,” said Lissana.

      The next morning, Vandalieu and his party departed the Merfolk
      nation and headed for the last nation to be visited, the Dark Elf
      nation.

      Legion teleported to them to report that they had successfully
      delivered Chezare and Kurt’s letter to the Legston family of
      earls.

      “Jack and the rest of us delivered the letter properly,” said
      Jack.

      “We’ve placed surveillance Golems and Undead to use as
      Teleportation points inside and outside the city,” said Pluto.

      “Thank you for your hard work,” said Vandalieu. “Chezare, Kurt
      and I will be coming with you to receive their response.”

      How the Legston family acted after receiving the letter would
      determine their future.

      Though Vandalieu had already promised Kurt that he would
      persuade them, so it was just a matter of what method of persuasion
      was used… whether it be through words alone or other means as
      well.

      “I hope we can hear a good response, though. I wouldn’t want to
      have to do anything violent to a couple who have just had a baby,”
      Vandalieu added.

      While Kurt was serving in the fort in the Sauron region, he had
      received news from his older brother Alsard, who was the current
      Earl Legston, that his wife had become pregnant.

      He’d received no further information since he had left to live
      in Talosheim and it had been made to look like he had died, but
      assuming that nothing had happened, the baby should have been born
      healthy.

      Medical care was still undeveloped in this world, but a family
      with the court rank as high as that of earl would be able to
      receive support from mages during childbirth, even if the family
      was on the decline. The baby was likely fine.

      At the very least, there was confirmation from Legion’s Enma,
      who possessed the power to learn the names of the dead, that there
      had been no deaths of anyone related to the Legston family in
      recent times.

      “Come to think of it, the baby should have been born already.
      Did you see it?” Vandalieu asked.

      But it seemed that Legion hadn’t been interested in the baby at
      all.

      “… I’m
      sorry, I forgot about it.”

      “We thought it wouldn’t really matter if it was dead.”

      “Come to think of it, there might have been a room that looked
      like a child’s room when we snuck into the mansion. Maybe the baby
      was in there.”

      Their task had been to just deliver the letter; they hadn’t felt
      any need to check up on Kurt’s nephew or niece.

      “More importantly, are you sure it wouldn’t have been better to
      take that marshal’s head while we were there to deliver the
      letter?” asked Ghost. “I think we would have been able to do it… if
      we could find him.”

      What Legion had been interested in was Earl Thomas Palpapek, the
      current marshal of the Mirg shield-nation.

      He’d possessed connections with the Vampires serving the
      now-deceased Pure-breed Vampire Gubamon, and he was the man pulling
      the strings behind the dull conspiracy to kill Vandalieu and
      Darcia.

      After that, he’d had a hand in sending an extermination force
      into the Devil’s Nest forest that Zadiris’s settlement of Ghouls
      had been living in.

      He was an enemy of Vandalieu, albeit an indirect one, and he was
      an important figure involved in the military affairs of a nation
      that was an enemy to Talosheim.

      “It’s not a good time now,” said Kimberley, answering in
      Vandalieu’s place. “If we dispose of him, suspicion will fall onto
      Master Kurt’s family. And his excellency the marshal is already in
      a hopeless situation, so there’s no real reason to rush things by
      killing him.”

      As a former soldier of the Amid Empire’s army, Kimberley knew of
      some details regarding the Mirg shield-nation’s situation. Based on
      those details, Palpapek was already no longer a threat to Vandalieu
      and his companions.

      “Even if he wanted to dispatch an army, Boss already sealed the
      tunnel that would let them cross the Boundary Mountain Range
      safely, and he doesn’t even have an army to dispatch to begin
      with,” Kimberley said.

      In another few months, it would be four years ago that the Mirg
      shield-nation’s expedition to Talosheim failed. It seemed that the
      hole left behind by the annihilation of the elite soldiers of the
      expedition army, including the Black Bull Knights’ Order, had not
      yet been completely filled.

      After Earl Palpapek regained the position of marshal, he had
      worked to bring old soldiers out of retirement to train new ones
      and gather talented individuals from every region, and an army of a
      thousand or so was taking shape. But it was little more than for
      show. That was the kind of state it was in.

      The expedition army hadn’t been serving to protect the nation
      during times of peace to begin with. There were enough soldiers
      left behind to defend the nation in the event of unforeseen events
      such as monster rampages, the appearances of disaster-designated
      monster species or attacks from the Orbaume Kingdom.

      Thus, it was possible for Earl Palpapek to dispatch this
      thousand-strong army, provided that he didn’t send out any other
      soldiers with them. But it was unlikely that the Mirg
      shield-nation’s king or the earl himself would allow this.

      Considering the overwhelming defeat that they had suffered
      before, there was no way that results could be expected from an
      army even smaller than the previous one that would have to cross
      the mountain range via a far more dangerous route.

      “But public opinion might support them. Wanting revenge for what
      happened four years ago,” said Princess Levia.

      “I don’t think that’s the case, Levia. The Sauron region’s been
      taken back by the kingdom, so the kingdom’s territory is adjacent
      to the Mirg shield-nation’s border again. Wouldn’t they want the
      army to be well-prepared there rather than going on an expedition?”
      Kimberley said.

      “And we left the Mirg shield-nation long ago, so we’re not
      scared of his influence as a noble, and he can’t touch us now that
      we’re on the other side of the Mountain Range… the poor
      marshal-san. I almost feel sorry for him,” said Darcia.

      “I wonder what kind of face the earl-san would make if he knew
      that Darcia-sama, the one killed by his conspiracy, was feeling
      sympathy for him?” said Saria with a bitter smile.

      “We don’t even know what his face looks like, Nee-san,” Rita
      pointed out.

      “But now that I think about it, he had connections to the
      Vampires serving Gubamon, didn’t he? Bocchan disposed of Gubamon,
      but how are things between him and the Vampires now?” asked
      Saria.

      “I wonder. Do you know anything about this, Bellmond-dono?” Sam
      asked.

      Bellmond thought for a moment. “The status of earl is the
      highest rank of nobility in the Mirg shield-nation. This is only a
      presumption, but it is unlikely that Birkyne, the last remaining
      Pure-breed Vampire who worships the evil god of joyful life, could
      ignore him. The earl should have connections to Birkyne’s
      subordinates by now,” she said.

      Earl Palpapek was being treated as a target of sympathy, but
      there was no changing the fact that he was a prominent nobleman in
      the Mirg shield-nation.

      Birkyne was also likely struggling with the restructuring of his
      organization after Gubamon’s death, so there was a high chance that
      his unimportant supporters would be abandoned. But he would have at
      least prioritized people as influential as Earl Palpapek and sent
      another Vampire to make contact with him.

      That was
      what Bellmond suspected.

      “Of course, even if that is the case, it is difficult to believe
      that he poses a threat to Danna-sama,” she said. “He does not
      possess any relevant information to pass to Birkyne.”

      At this point in time, Vandalieu and his companions hadn’t
      entered the Mirg shield-nation except for Legion, who had delivered
      the letter to the Legston family of earls. That was why Earl
      Palpapek didn’t have any information to leak.

      “But it would be an unpleasant sight to see the Mirg
      shield-nation rebuild its army because we left him alone, and it
      would be easy to find out where he is while he is busy rebuilding
      the army, so I believe it best that we dispose of him when
      Danna-sama finds it convenient,” Bellmond concluded.

      This was how insignificant Thomas Palpapek was to Vandalieu and
      his companions, who had already made an informal declaration of war
      against the Amid Empire that the Mirg shield-nation served and
      defeated two Pure-breed Vampires.

      “Then I suppose we’ll go to dispose of him once the Legston
      family of earls has been persuaded,” said Vandalieu. “But there is
      the chance that they’ll have a trap set up in anticipation of us
      going to dispose of Earl Palpapek, so we can’t let our guards down.
      And according to Eleanora, Birkyne is the type to do that kind of
      thing.”

      “I see, so there is a chance that we’ll be ambushed… Alright. We
      won’t go near him,” said Ghost.

      It was uncertain if Thomas Palpapek himself was aware of it, but
      his life was in a precarious state.

      With that discussion over, Legion Teleported back to Talosheim
      and Vandalieu’s party arrived in the Dark Elf nation.

      The Dark Elf nation was in the center of the region enclosed by
      the Boundary Mountain Range, north of Vida’s Resting Grounds. It
      was a nation known as the grave-keeping nation, built around a
      Dungeon called the Labyrinth Graveyard.

      The people that were likely the prominent figures of the Dark
      Elf nation gathered and gave their blessings to Vandalieu.

      “Welcome,
      Holy Son.”

      “We Dark Elves give you our heartfelt blessings as you take your
      place as emperor.”

      This
      nation’s Dark Elves are even more different from Mom than I
      expected, Vandalieu thought.

      When she was alive, Darcia’s personality had been relaxed and
      she wore highly revealing clothes, though not as revealing as the
      Ghouls. But many of the Dark Elves of this nation wore robes, with
      hoods drawn low over their eyes. One could not see their faces
      without peering beneath the hoods, and even their bodies’ outlines
      couldn’t be seen, so it was impossible to tell their gender just by
      looking at them.

      The Dark Elves had even been wearing these clothes at the
      victory feast in the Noble Orc kingdom, but… Vandalieu hadn’t
      thought that the entire nation’s inhabitants would be wearing
      hooded black robes.

      “Umm… Everyone, is that the native way of dressing in this
      nation?” Darcia asked, unable to endure this strange
      atmosphere.

      “This is the uniform of our nation. The entire nation is on duty
      to welcome our guests, after all,” one of the Dark Elves
      replied.

      “Our ancestors are the clan that volunteered to maintain Vida’s
      Resting Grounds. There are records that say we began wearing these
      clothes on duty as a way of mourning as well,” said another.

      It seemed that the suspicious-looking black robes were just
      uniforms.

      “We also often wear this uniform after battle. We feel that the
      unrest in our hearts that comes after battle subsides when we wear
      them. Was there no such custom in your homeland, Darcia-dono?”
      asked a young Dark Elf man.

      “Not in the forest that was my homeland,” said Darcia. “There
      was no uniform at all… By the way, is it alright if I ask what kind
      of clothes you’re wearing beneath those robes?”

      “There is no problem in answering this question. Everyone is
      wearing the clothes that they like.”

      The Dark Elves took off their robes. They revealed their
      chocolate-colored skin, long, pointed ears and well-shaped facial
      features.

      Many of the clothes worn beneath the robes were lightweight.
      Some of the Dark Elves were wearing metal or leather armor, but the
      majority of them were wearing clothes about as revealing as
      Darcia’s.

      “Now then, we’ll guide you to the resting grounds of the goddess
      and her champions! Ah, and I’m the current chief of this nation,
      Gizan,” said the young man that Darcia had been talking to, his
      previously businesslike attitude changing completely as he beckoned
      the party onwards with a hand.

      The Dark
      Elves all waved goodbye as well.

      “They are like completely different people,” Bellmond
      remarked.

      “It seems that they become more private the moment they take off
      those uniforms,” said Sam.

      Bellmond and Sam seem perplexed by the way the Dark Elves’ had
      changed, but Vandalieu liked the current Gizan and the other Dark
      Elves more than how they were behaving before.

      “Bocchan
      looks happy,” said Rita.

      “Is it because you can see their muscles?” asked Saria.

      “No, it’s because they are more like the same race as Mom now,”
      said Vandalieu.

      He thought of the Dark Elf forest that he and Darcia were
      supposed to have gone to if Darcia hadn’t been captured by Heinz’s
      party and killed by High Priest Gordan.

      “This nation was originally inside the Labyrinth Graveyard. It
      is said that Gufadgarn put his greatest efforts into the Labyrinth
      Graveyard among the Dungeons he created before the Trial of
      Zakkart. It’s here that our ancestors gained strength and built
      this nation outside the Dungeon as it is today,” Gizan explained
      over his shoulder to Vandalieu behind him like a tour guide. “And
      the Labyrinth Graveyard is also the only way to safely enter Vida’s
      Resting Grounds, which lies south of this nation.”

      After her defeat in the battle against Alda a hundred thousand
      years ago, Vida had fallen into slumber immediately after creating
      the Boundary Mountain Range to the east and west. It was the gods
      including Gufadgarn and the surviving Pure-breed Vampires who had
      built the resting place like a ritual ground for the barrier that
      protected Vida and Zakkart’s remains and safeguarded the inside of
      the Boundary Mountain Range from Alda and Rodcorte.

      Vida’s Resting Grounds had been created as the most important
      facility in the region enclosed by the Boundary Mountain Range; it
      was a sturdy, dangerous fortress that did not allow anyone to
      trespass inside.

      The entrance that allowed passage into the resting grounds was a
      gate that connected two separate spaces, built in the deepest part
      of the Labyrinth Graveyard.

      “The records say that the resting ground was built too sturdy,
      making it impossible for anyone but Gufadgarn to enter and exit.
      Thus, he was left with no choice but to create a new entrance,”
      said Gizan.

      And the Dark Elves had apparently been made to live here to
      perform rituals and clean the inside of the resting grounds.

      After that, Gufadgarn had created Dungeons in the Kijin nation
      and Drakonid nation as he desired, and once that task was finished,
      he became motionless like a stone and fell into slumber. This
      slumber had lasted until approximately a hundred years ago, when he
      created the Trial of Zakkart and began wandering the world with
      it.

      “There’s a strange courtyard in front of the Labyrinth
      Graveyard, isn’t there? That’s where Gufadgarn slumbered. Everyone
      was surprised when he suddenly started moving a hundred years ago,”
      Gizan said.

      “Then who is the guardian deity for this nation?” Darcia
      asked.

      “There is no problem there. Gufadgarn told other gods to become
      the guardian deity of this nation before he fell into slumber.
      Gufadgarn was never the guardian deity… But although he spoke those
      words, he apparently fell into slumber before waiting for an
      answer. It is written on stone tablets that there were
      disagreements over who would become our guardian deity,” said
      Gizan.

      It seemed that Gufadgarn had a very laid-back personality.

      “By the way, what is the difficulty of the Dungeon?” Vandalieu
      asked.

      “The monsters appearing inside it are mostly Rank 3 or 4; I
      believe it is what everyone would call a D-class Dungeon. There are
      twenty floors, their layouts being bright forests or mountains with
      only the first floor having a lake. Also, there is a stone monument
      to Zakkart on every floor,” said Gizan.

      “… That’s not very graveyard-like,” said Vandalieu.

      “Yes; Undead do not appear inside the Dungeon, either. It seems
      that Gufadgarn intended for us to gather flowers and fruits to
      offer to Zakkart inside this Dungeon. Now then, we have arrived at
      the entrance. I don’t believe anyone present will have any trouble,
      but I will guide you anyway.”

      With Gizan leading the way, the Labyrinth Graveyard was cleared
      in less than a few hours. They took the shortest route with the
      fewest monster battles, ignoring the treasure chests along the
      way.

      Gizan placed a medal with Vida’s holy symbol engraved on it onto
      the altar they had arrived at in the deepest part of the Dungeon,
      and a gate between two separate spaces appeared.

      “Ahead of us is Vida’s Resting Grounds…” Vandalieu murmured.

      His sense of himself actually worshipping Vida was weak; he
      merely continued the custom of pressing his hands together before
      meals that he had learned on Earth. But now that he was about to
      step into the place where the goddess rested, he felt nervous.

      He was casual about going to meet Fidirg, the dragon god of five
      sins, but this time, he would be meeting one of the great gods who
      created the world, the mother of all of Vida’s races. It wasn’t
      even close to being the same thing.

      “Is there any kind of etiquette I need to keep in mind?”
      Vandalieu asked, not wanting to be rude in any way.

      “Nothing in particular outside what would be considered common
      sense,” Gizan replied. “Pranks such as graffiti are forbidden, and
      you must not litter inside. There isn’t much more than that. For
      us, it is mandatory that we wear our uniform during our cleaning
      duties.”

      “Lenient as usual… Well, that’s a relief.” Vandalieu breathed a
      sigh of relief and stepped into the gate.

      The
      scenery and his senses changed completely.

      “Hmm?”

      Plants of all sizes, blooming flowers and fruit were growing as
      far as the eye could see. There was a fountain at which various
      birds and beasts were resting, and warm sunlight shone from the
      sky.

      “Thank
      you for coming,” said a voice.

      There were two thrones right ahead of Vandalieu. A skeleton
      wearing rotten armor was resting against the back of one, while a
      young woman sat in the other.

      She seemed to be like an innocent girl, an adult woman and a
      mature woman, all at the same time. But what was certain was that
      she had a gentle beauty to her.

      However,
      at the same time, she appeared pitiful.

      Several thick stakes had been driven through her limbs that had
      once undoubtedly been beautiful, and there were wounds that looked
      like they had been made with a sword all over her body. There was
      still blood flowing from them; the flowers, beast fur and bird
      feathers of her dress were stained so darkly that it was impossible
      to tell what color they had originally been.

      But she extended a hand towards Vandalieu and spoke to him, as
      if she felt no pain from these wounds at all.

      “First, let me express my gratitude. Thank you for listening to
      my request,” she said.

      Vandalieu didn’t know why he was being thanked. But he was sure
      of one thing.

      This was
      Vida, the goddess of life and love.

      
      	Name: Privel

      	Age: 17 years old

      	Title: None

      	Rank: 6

      	Race: Origin Scylla High
      Druid

      	Level: 0

      	Job: Crystal User

      	Job level: 45

      	Job history: Apprentice Shrine Maiden,
      Shrine Maiden, Mage, Spiritual Mage

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Superhuman Strength: Level 1

      	Water Adaptation

      	Dark Vision (Transformed from Night Vision!)

      	
      Enhanced Physical Ability (Lower body half): Level 4 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      

      	Ink Secretion: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Automatic Mana Recovery: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Increased Mana Recovery Rate: Level 3 (NEW!)

      	Mana Enlargement: Level 2 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Farming: Level 4

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 3 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Dancing: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Singing: Level 2

      	Dismantling: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Water-Attribute Magic: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Earth-Attribute Magic: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Control: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Chant Revocation: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Spiritual Magic: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Parallel Thought Processing: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	Merrebeveil’s Divine Protection

      	Jugarion’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Privel’s Rank increased and she became an Origin Scylla after
      receiving the divine protection and guidance of Jugarion, the eight
      waters dragon god, one of the Elder Dragon guardians of the
      Drakonid nation.

      The tips of her tentacles have transformed into Dragon heads.
      Judging from this fact, the legendary Scylla whose tentacles are
      said to have been Dragon or wolf heads were likely those with the
      divine protection of not just Merrebeveil, but an Elder Dragon or
      beast-king as well.

      The reason that Privel was able to receive Jugarion’s divine
      protection despite not being one of his followers was because
      Vandalieu gave her Jugarion’s scales and fangs directly in a
      dream.

      Her hard training has mostly been focused on magic, but with
      this Rank increase, it can be expected that she will improve in
      direct combat as well. But at this point in time, she is not used
      to the new organs that she has gained so it is unwise for her to
      engage in unarmed combat.

      

    



    

    Chapter162:The Demon King Vandalieu gazes at his form from the distant past

      
      Vida, the goddess of life and love, had been awakening and
      falling back into slumber repeatedly in an irregular pattern. But
      she opened her eyes, sensing a presence that was too great to be a
      person’s.

      This
      Mana, this presence, Zakkart… it’s that
      child!

      The reborn soul that had been her own champion Zakkart, the soul
      that had been Ark, Solder and Hillwillow, had come to this
      place.

      As Vida gained consciousness, she gathered information regarding
      Vandalieu from her believers and the races that were her
      children.

      Unlike Rodcorte and Alda, she was able to obtain a vast amount
      of information about him, and she felt joy and guilt at the same
      time. It was a vast, deep emotion that the pain from her wounds and
      the stakes in her body paled in comparison to.

      I
      must bring him here!

      With these emotions still fresh in her mind, she summoned
      Vandalieu to her own Divine Realm. This place, the resting grounds
      that had been named after her, was a special Dungeon that had
      mainly been built by Gufadgarn, the evil god of labyrinths. Outside
      of the mountain range, it was apparently considered to be an
      S-class Dungeon.

      It wasn’t difficult to invite someone who had stepped inside it
      into her Divine Realm.

      Ah…

      Vida’s chest tightened painfully as she saw the grotesque
      appearance of the soul before her.

      It had the shape of a person, but the lengths and sizes of the
      head and limbs were mixed and matched; its eyes, mouths and ears
      were completely irregular in number and location. And there were
      fragments of the Demon King growing from its surface, entwining
      around it.

      Its appearance could be described as a clay doll made by a
      clumsy child with the finishing touches added by a mad artist.

      He had still possessed a human’s form when he first reincarnated
      in this world. He had been shrouded in strange Mana and severely
      hurt, but he’d still had a human form.

      Rodcorte had put together the soul fragments of the four
      champions whose souls had been broken by the Demon King into a
      single soul; this was the origin of Vandalieu’s soul. That was
      likely why his soul had possessed a dormant form that was different
      to that of humans.

      One part of the reason that this dormant form had surfaced so
      greatly was Vida herself. She had taken Vandalieu’s soul from
      Rodcorte’s system and had it reincarnate inside one of her own
      children. In doing so, she had also bestowed upon him the lingering
      memories from Zakkart’s remains and her own blood that was still
      flowing freely… the blood of a goddess.

      And so, Vandalieu had been born and lived up until now as a
      Dhampir. As a result of Vida’s interference, every part of the life
      that he was supposed to have lived had changed, and his mind had
      lost its sanity and his soul had taken a grotesque form in the
      process.

      It was unlikely that he could live an ordinary life now.

      It was likely the arrogance of a god that had made her ignore
      his desires and change his life.

      But at
      the same time, Vida was happy.

      Despite being in that state, he had listened to her
      ‘request.’

      That was why the first words she spoke were not an apology.

      “First, let me express my gratitude. Thank you for listening to
      my request.”

      She
      extended a hand to express her gratitude.

      Vandalieu blinked his numerous eyes, and his head spun around on
      his neck for a few moments. “… Request?” he repeated.

      He seemed to be bewildered by Vida’s words. Despite his
      appearance being far more like that of an evil god than
      Mububujenge’s or Zozogante’s, his emotional expression was very
      easy to read.

      As Vida realized this, her smile grew wider. “It’s only natural
      for you to not remember. When you were reincarnated in this world,
      I made you a request. I said that I want you to love this world. To
      love the air, the wind, the earth, the greenery, the animals and
      the people,” she said. “You did exactly that; you loved the world.
      I truly thank you.”

      Vandalieu’s bewilderment only grew deeper. He did not feel any
      unpleasant emotions at being thanked, but he didn’t understand why
      such a naturally-fulfilled request would be made of him.

      It was extremely natural to feel affection towards the land and
      environment of the place where one was born and grew up; it was
      natural to feel love towards the people around oneself.

      At the
      very least, this was true for Vandalieu.

      On Earth and even in Origin, he had never cursed the worlds
      themselves. He had possessed enough expectations and affection for
      people to think that he would find happiness on Earth by distancing
      himself from his uncle’s family and gaining independence, and even
      in Origin, enough to save the Eighth Guidance who had been treated
      as experimental animals like him.

      The same was true in Lambda. No, it was only natural for him to
      feel even more at ease in this world, where he could exercise power
      that he hadn’t been able to gain on Earth and the freedom that he
      hadn’t been able to gain in Origin.

      … He did feel that he had killed too many people to declare
      without hesitation that he loved people. But since he consistently
      did his best not to kill people, perhaps he was within reason for
      Vida to forgive him. That was what Vandalieu thought.

      But
      when I reincarnated in Lambda… right after I was killed by my
      former ‘companions’ in Origin and cursed by Rodcorte. Given my
      mental state back then, maybe it’s not unreasonable to assume that
      I would curse the world, Vandalieu thought, satisfied
      with this explanation.

      But as Vida was a goddess, she knew what he was thinking. “That
      isn’t it,” she told him. “Vandalieu, in the long-distant past, you
      were Zakkart, the champion I summoned to this world. At the same
      time, you were Ark; you were Solder; you were Hillwillow.”

      “Eh?”

      “Their souls were broken by the Demon King Guduranis, but
      Rodcorte took their fragments and combined them into a single new
      soul and reincarnated it… in order to ensure that I could not
      resurrect them.”

      “… I see.
      That makes a lot of sense.”

      As Vandalieu learned that he was once four champions, his
      bewilderment grew even greater, but at the same time, he was able
      to understand the strange actions that Vida, Ricklent and the other
      gods had taken ever since he reincarnated into this world.

      Vida had sent Divine Messages to Nuaza, who had become an Undead
      in Talosheim, and, though indirectly, to Queen Donaneris of
      Zanalpadna.

      The Divine Message sent to Nuaza had been approximately a
      hundred years ago. That was before Vandalieu had been born in
      Origin or even on Earth as Amamiya Hiroto.

      That was a time where it would be completely unthinkable that
      she could know of Vandalieu’s existence and send a Divine
      Message.

      And then there were Ricklent and Zuruwarn, who had reincarnated
      the Eighth Guidance members who had died in Origin, including
      Minuma Hitomi, as Legion and given them their divine
      protections.

      The details of how this had come about were still a mystery, but
      if Vandalieu was Zakkart and Ark reborn, he could accept these
      events to some extent.

      “But I don’t have memories from when I was the champions, nor do
      I have their power. Even now, I don’t feel anything that feels like
      remembering past memories,” Vandalieu said.

      He didn’t recall any events from before his life on Earth as
      Amamiya Hiroto, nor did any flashbacks occur.

      He had never awakened a special power or talent before awakening
      to the death attribute in Origin.

      Even now, after being directly told by the goddess herself, he
      had no sense of any of this. He didn’t feel anything even when
      looking at the remains enshrined on the throne next to her…
      the skeleton of who was likely to be Zakkart.

      If it hadn’t been told to him by Vida, it wasn’t something that
      he would be able to believe.

      … Also, he found it a little hard to believe that he had once
      been Hillwillow, the source of the incorrect information regarding
      bushi and ninjas that had become widespread within the Boundary
      Mountain Range.

      “There’s no helping that. You were created from the fragments of
      Zakkart and the others over a hundred thousand years ago, and the
      powers that we gave Zakkart were not those with properties that
      would influence you after reincarnation,” Vida said. “Umm, Ricklent
      is better at these kinds of explanations, but…”

      “Then I shall answer your desire,” said a new voice without
      warning.

      Three people appeared inside Vida’s Divine Realm. At first, it
      seemed to be an old man, a young man and a boy, but in the next
      moment, they would turn into three women – yet they were a single
      god.

      “Ricklent! You’ve recovered from the wounds that you received
      from the Demon King! I was so worried. It’s been so long… Now that
      I think about it, you’re the one who told me about that
      premonition, weren’t you? I’m so glad to see you,” said Vida.

      “Vida, my sister, it is us who have been far more worried about
      you… Alda was cruel to you,” said Ricklent, gazing with pity at the
      thick stakes impaling Vida’s arms and the numerous swords that
      still protruded from her body.

      “It’s true that I’m the one who is more severely wounded now,”
      Vida said with a small, bitter smile. “But why are you here? If I
      recall, there is supposed to be a barrier here, making it
      impossible to enter from outside the mountain range.”

      Vida had fallen into slumber immediately after raising the earth
      to create the Boundary Mountain Range, so she was poorly-informed
      on the details of the events that had followed.

      But as her sleep grew shallow at irregular intervals, she had
      become able to grasp the situation to some extent now.

      According to what she knew, there was supposed to be a barrier
      that prevented not only gods from descending from the outside, but
      also from dispatching familiar spirits or speaking to the people
      within.

      And this place, Vida’s Resting Grounds, was the center of that
      barrier.

      Even if Ricklent was one of the great gods like her, even if he
      was the one who was the most exceptional in the use of magic, he
      shouldn’t have been able to enter the barrier.

      “This is not my main body. It is something like an image
      reflected in a mirror. Because I have become worshipped in his
      nation, it has become possible for me to send my image here.”
      Ricklent’s image turned to Vandalieu and lowered his head slightly.
      “Allow me to thank you again for considering our thoughts.”

      Vandalieu lowered his limp, misshapen head in response. “Not at
      all; it seems that it was you who sent Legion to my side.”

      “… Their form is due to an unforeseen accident. I want you to
      apologize to them for me,” said Ricklent.

      He and Zuruwarn had come up with the idea of supporting
      Vandalieu by sending him the members of the Eighth Guidance, who
      worshipped him in another world.

      They were supposed to have been reincarnated as separate
      individuals, just as they had been in Origin, but they had been
      born as a single entity as a result of Rodcorte’s interference.

      “They don’t really seem to mind it, though,” said Vandalieu.

      Pluto and the others didn’t seem deeply bothered by it
      themselves. It seemed that they had rather positive personalities…
      though it seemed that they were positive in a way that differed
      from the ordinary definition of the word. They had taken aberrant
      actions in Origin, deciding that if only a hellish future awaited
      them, they would simply do what they wanted to do (take revenge)
      and then die.

      “Even if they themselves do not mind it, it still does not
      change the fact that it was a regrettable outcome for me,” said
      Ricklent.

      “Sorry, Ricklent has always been the type to worry about those
      kinds of things,” said Vida.

      “Stop this vague explanation of my disposition. More
      importantly, how about you inspect Vandalieu’s current condition,
      my sister? It should be possible for you now, while your
      consciousness is still clear.”

      “Yes, yes,” said Vida. “I’m going to touch you a little,” she
      said to Vandalieu.

      A warm hand touched Vandalieu’s soul. It seemed that this action
      alone was enough for her to examine its condition.

      “While she is doing that, I shall answer your questions, former
      and current champion Vandalieu. It is only natural that you do not
      possess the power and memories from when you were Zakkart and Ark…
      the obvious outcome,” said Ricklent.

      Gods such as Ricklent could grant divine protections and power
      to the people, but souls were always repeatedly undergoing
      reincarnation. Thus, there would be great problems if the blessings
      bestowed upon those souls were to carry over into their future
      lives.

      There was no guarantee that a virtuous person would be reborn as
      a virtuous person in their next life. In the same vein, there was
      no guarantee that an evil person would be reborn as an evil
      person.

      In many cases, the gods looked at people’s personalities and
      their past deeds, granting their divine protections and other
      blessings only upon those that they saw fit to receive them.

      But once they were reborn, the personalities and past deeds that
      were the basis of receiving these blessings were reset. This was
      true for all but the very, very few exceptions like the
      reincarnated individuals that retained their memories and
      personalities from their previous lives.

      It was possible that a virtuous, wise man might suffer a tragedy
      early on in his next life that twisted his personality, turning him
      into a despicable tyrant.

      … There was also a significant possibility that they wouldn’t
      even be reborn as people. A warrior who had received the divine
      protection of a war-god might be reborn as a cow, which would mean
      that he would be slaughtered and die again soon after.

      And if someone was born with a certain god’s divine protection,
      it was likely that their paths in life would be restricted.

      Thus, when gods granted their divine protection to individuals,
      they ensured that they were only effective for those individuals’
      current lives and would become nullified when they were reborn.

      They had granted powers in the same way to Zakkart, Ark,
      Bellwood and the other champions as well.

      “Of course, when the lives of those with divine protections end,
      they are often summoned by the gods before they are reincarnated
      and ascend into familiar spirits, heroic spirits or even
      subordinate gods if they are exceptional individuals. Bellwood,
      Farmaun and Nineroad all became gods under Alda,” said Ricklent.
      “In these cases, the powers granted to them remain in effect.”

      “But that didn’t happen for Zakkart and the others because their
      souls were broken, so their powers were nullified, weren’t they?”
      said Vandalieu.

      “Exactly. Their memories were also erased when that
      happened.”

      “Well, I suppose that’s how it is. Memories don’t normally carry
      over to the next life, do they.”

      The state of the reincarnated individuals including Vandalieu
      who possessed the memories from when they lived on Earth were an
      exception… an abnormality.

      “Your soul was created for different reasons than others, and
      its form has changed as well. Therefore, there might have been
      something remaining after a few reincarnations. However, it has
      already been reincarnated hundreds, thousands of times over the
      past hundred thousand years. It is unlikely that anything remains
      now,” said Ricklent.

      In Rodcorte’s circle of transmigration system, it was common to
      be reborn as animals and plants rather than humans. Even if
      something had been left in the soul, it would have simply lived out
      its mundane life if it was born as a beast or insect, unable to do
      anything with it.

      Even if it was reincarnated as a person, a hundred thousand
      years ago was long before civilization flourished.

      And with hundreds or thousands of reincarnations over a hundred
      thousand years, it would only be normal for anything remaining on
      the soul to have been worn away.

      “Do you
      understand?” Ricklent asked.

      “Yes,”
      said Vandalieu.

      Ricklent hadn’t mentioned Rodcorte’s circle of transmigration
      system, but his explanation was enough for Vandalieu to
      understand.

      “I don’t
      feel anything special at all, though.”

      Vandalieu didn’t possess the champions’ memories or powers, so
      even if he was told that he was their reincarnation, he couldn’t
      respond in any way other than, “Oh, is that so.” With no particular
      emotions surfacing, he gazed at the remains of Zakkart, who had
      apparently once been him.

      He didn’t feel anything that suggested that this was once him, a
      person who formed about a quarter of his soul.

      It wasn’t that Vandalieu felt nothing, however; this was the
      founder of the Vampire race, the ancestor of his own father, the
      Subordinate Vampire Valen.

      As he thought about this, another question surfaced in
      Vandalieu’s mind.

      “I understand that I don’t have their power or memories… so
      then, why did you all lend me your strength?” he asked.

      Since Vandalieu didn’t possess the memories or strength from
      when he was a champion, he should have been nothing more than a
      stranger to Vida, the owner of the hand that was touching him now,
      and to Ricklent with whom he was having this conversation.

      He was a Dhampir now, and as a follower of Vida, he had saved
      many members of Vida’s races. But Vida and the others had begun
      helping him since long before he was born on Earth.

      Why would the gods help someone from another world who had
      achieved nothing, who didn’t even believe in them?

      Ricklent shook his head in exasperation. “I do not understand
      what there is to question about us assisting the one who has
      inherited the soul fragments of our friends who met a tragic fate –
      our friends whom we once selected ourselves, summoned to this world
      and entrusted our hopes with,” he said.

      “Ricklent said most of what I wanted to say, but that’s how it
      is,” Vida said with a bitter smile. “Whether you have their
      memories and powers or not has nothing to do with it.”

      Vandalieu’s heart trembled as he realized the depth of the
      emotions that these two gods felt towards the champions – towards
      him.

      “It is not that we – especially Vida – feel nothing towards
      Rodcorte and Alda. We cannot deny that this is one of the reasons
      we helped you,” said Ricklent.

      “Ricklent, you didn’t have to mention that. It’s true that
      Rodcorte only thinks about protecting himself and Alda is really
      stubborn, though,” Vida muttered.

      … Was this the gods’ way of hiding their embarrassment?

      “Come to think of it, why is Rodcorte ruling over the circle of
      transmigration for this world?” Vandalieu asked. “His name isn’t
      mentioned in any of this world’s myths.”

      The fact that Rodcorte ruling over the circle of transmigration
      for this world meant that he had existed from the moment that life
      came into existence in it, or even before that. But there was no
      mention of his name in myths, and there were no records of the
      details of how he came to manage reincarnation in this world.

      On top of that, it seemed that his relationships with the gods
      of this world were not favorable.

      So then,
      why?

      “As regrettable as it is, that was how it was when we gained
      consciousness,” said Ricklent.

      … It
      seemed that there was no particular reason.

      “He really was ruling the circle of transmigration before we
      gained consciousness,” said Vida. “He existed before us, so… I’m
      sure he had his eyes on this world ever since the conflict between
      Diachmell and Arazan.”

      The battle between the Black God Diachmell and the White God
      Arazan, the origin of the world of Lambda and its gods. Rodcorte
      had likely taken notice of this conflict and kept his eyes on them,
      foreseeing the birth of a new world.

      “… Indeed, if you consider the fact that he rules over the
      circle of transmigration of Earth, that would mean he has existed
      since ancient times, far longer ago than several hundred thousand
      years ago,” said Vandalieu.

      He didn’t know that Rodcorte’s circle of transmigration system
      included animals and plants, but even if it was limited to just
      humans, Rodcorte would have existed for over a hundred thousand
      years.

      It would depend on whether the definition of humans extended to
      the Cro-Magnon, the Australopithecus or even the apes before them…
      but it made no difference to the fact that he had existed since
      before the world of Lambda was born.

      “Before Guduranis appeared, there was nothing inconvenient about
      it other than him having his say from afar on very rare occasions,
      but… well, leaving him aside… I’ve finished examining you,” said
      Vida. “Vandalieu, your soul is very strange, but normal. You’re
      alright even after having absorbed several fragments of the Demon
      King!”

      “Vida, my sister, I know that he is not in a perfect state, but
      you must not hold back with your words,” said Ricklent.

      “Even if you tell me not to hold back… Hmm, well, the fragments
      of the Demon King have fused with your soul, but they’ve completely
      become a part of you,” said Vida, poking at a fragment protruding
      from Vandalieu’s soul with her finger.

      “I wasn’t aware that they had fused with my soul,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “So, even if you were to die in the future, the fragments of the
      Demon King that have fused with you aren’t the original fragments
      of the Demon King, so I don’t think they will run out of control,”
      said Vida, and then continued explaining without taking notice of
      Vandalieu’s small surprise. “It’s like they’ve transformed from
      being fragments of the Demon King Guduranis to being fragments of
      the Demon King Vandalieu.”

      Vandalieu’s surprise grew larger at the second part of her
      explanation.

      It seemed that every time Vandalieu absorbed a fragment, he was
      robbing the sealed Guduranis of a part of his body.

      “So, if you absorb all of the fragments of the Demon King, the
      Demon King Guduranis won’t be resurrected – in fact, he’ll have
      lost his entire body,” Vida said.

      “I see. Then I’ll do my best to gather them,” said
      Vandalieu.

      Gathering the Demon King’s fragments would grant him more
      strength, provide more materials to create products from and
      prevent the Demon King’s resurrection. It was killing three birds
      with one stone.

      He was strangely bothered by being called the Demon King even by
      the goddess, however… was it time to get serious about it?

      “Yes,
      please do,” said Vida.

      This would lead to Vandalieu gathering strength, but it would
      not cause any inconvenience for Vida and the other gods.

      In fact,
      this was a very desirable development.

      “We’ll help you, too… though I say that, I don’t think I can do
      anything in this state. It doesn’t seem that I can remove
      Rodcorte’s curses, either,” said Vida. “Ricklent, can you do
      something about it?”

      “It is impossible. Even if I were to regain my original strength
      and status… it is Rodcorte’s authority to place destinies,
      blessings and curses upon souls between their reincarnations. I do
      not have the authority to remove them,” said Ricklent. “Vandalieu,
      it is likely impossible for you yourself as well. Like the
      fragments of the Demon King, the curses have become one with your
      soul.”

      According to Ricklent’s explanation, Rodcorte’s curses had fused
      with Vandalieu’s soul as well.

      Vandalieu frowned upon hearing this unpleasant piece of
      information, but if even a god couldn’t remove the curses, then it
      couldn’t be helped.

      “Then couldn’t you help him through the Job and Skill System
      that you created?” Vida suggested. “By making more undiscovered
      Jobs or something.”

      “That would be very helpful, but… it seems that this is
      impossible,” said Vandalieu, looking at the frowns on Ricklent’s
      multiple faces.

      “My sister, during the battle against the monsters of the Demon
      King Guduranis’s army, I gained knowledge from Zuruwarn and created
      a Job and Skill System to strengthen the people. At the same time,
      I chose some of my Familiar Spirits and had them ascend to
      subordinate gods to be in charge of Jobs, Skills and Statuses to
      help manage the system,” Ricklent explained.

      Apparently, he had turned familiar spirits with no personalities
      that he had created from his own Mana into subordinate gods to
      manage the system. They were perhaps similar to AI or servers on
      Earth.

      “But this system was taken advantage of by the Demon King. The
      monsters gained Ranks instead of Jobs, received the blessings of
      Skills and became able to become greater on their own by increasing
      their Ranks without the Demon King and his subordinates having to
      spend their power on them. I decided to isolate the system so that
      I would not repeat this failure,” said Ricklent.

      “What do
      you mean by isolate?” Vandalieu asked.

      “After giving full authority over it to the subordinate gods, I
      had Zuruwarn cooperate and isolate them in a separate space. At the
      same time, I ordered them to keep managing and maintaining the
      system quietly without listening to the wills of anyone, not even
      me, no matter what happened.”

      It seemed that Ricklent had gone to quite extreme lengths.

      Vida, who was also hearing this for the first time, opened her
      eyes wide in surprise. “You didn’t have to go that far…”

      “I could not ignore the possibility that I would lose my sanity
      during the battle against Guduranis. There were already some gods
      who had joined the Demon King’s army at the time; there was no
      guarantee that I would not do the same,” said Ricklent. “And if I
      was defeated by Guduranis like the Colossus god Zeno and the
      others, and then Guduranis took over the system, all of the people
      including the champions would have lost the blessings of Jobs and
      Skills, with only the monsters continuing to receive them. The
      chance of this happening was not zero.”

      It seemed that this was how much of a threat Ricklent perceived
      the Demon King Guduranis as. Guduranis had likely been not only
      tremendously powerful, but an extraordinary user of magic as
      well.

      “After that, you and Zuruwarn fell into slumber during the
      battle against the Demon King, didn’t you? Then is the system still
      isolated even now?” asked Vandalieu.

      “Yes. Zuruwarn and I are awake now, but… I do not know what
      actions Alda would take if he were to learn that we are not his
      allies. I knew how my brother was in the past, but now, I question
      his sanity… it seems that you have made drastic decisions in that
      regard as well, however,” Ricklent said to Vida.

      Vida gave an un-goddess-like giggle to brush off Ricklent’s
      comment. While Ricklent and Zuruwarn were slumbering, she had
      separated herself from Alda and the others, created her own circle
      of transmigration circle and given birth to new races.

      Ricklent’s three bodies let out deep sighs. “I suppose some of
      the responsibility lies with those of us who were defeated due to
      our lack of strength and ended up leaving the rebuilding of the
      world to a mere two gods,” he said. “Leaving that aside, I added
      adjustments to the system to be expansible so that it would not
      have any problems in continuing its function even in my absence. It
      is unlikely that there would have been any problems unless
      something extremely irregular were to happen. And such an extremely
      irregular thing did happen.”

      “Irregular?”
      Vida repeated.

      “The most extreme of them was the birth of new races that could
      possess both the Jobs of humans and the Ranks of monsters.”

      When Vida gave birth to new races, Ricklent had already fallen
      into slumber. Though it didn’t need to be said, she had not
      consulted things with Ricklent beforehand.

      Vida
      suddenly looked away.

      But it didn’t seem that Ricklent intended to blame her.

      “But if that was the only thing, it could have been dealt with.
      However, that was not the only irregularity,” he said. “During my
      hundred-thousand-year-long absence, political systems have changed
      so that it is humans ruling over humans rather than gods. Humans
      can become slaves, and humans kill each other in tremendous
      numbers… everything about the world’s situation now was irregular
      to the me that went into slumber.”

      “Well, that’s true,” said Vida. “I was surprised whenever I
      opened my eyes every several thousand years.”

      Before the Demon King invaded from a foreign world, Vida,
      Ricklent and the other gods had ruled the humans directly. And then
      they had fallen into slumber during the war against the Demon King
      and the war between Vida and Alda that had followed.

      It wasn’t that they had left the world thinking that the age of
      humans had come or that it was time for humans to lead other
      humans.

      “And many Jobs and Skills that I did not think of were born.
      Knights, soldiers, slaves… There are even Jobs and Skills that have
      almost no differences between them but are displayed by a different
      name depending on the nation and region. For example, in nations
      where those with the social status of knights are known as
      tribunes, one cannot gain the Knight Job, only the Tribune Job,”
      Ricklent explained. “I can only guess at how the system is
      currently being managed.”

      This was apparently the reason he couldn’t create new
      undiscovered Jobs or useful Skills for Vandalieu.

      Incidentally, the one irregular thing that he didn’t mention was
      Rodcorte sending reincarnated individuals, including Vandalieu,
      into this world.

      Since Rodcorte was a specialist in dealing with souls, he could
      utilize Ricklent’s system even if he didn’t fully understand it,
      granting Skills to the reincarnated individuals and transforming
      their abilities to use things that didn’t exist like cars, aircraft
      and firearms into other Skills. This was humiliating for
      Ricklent.

      But Ricklent forced that emotion from his mind and continued.
      “This was likely the best result. After all, if Alda were to become
      able to manipulate the system, it is possible that all of my
      sister’s children could have lost the blessings of Jobs and Skills.
      At the time, I had been impaled with stakes like her, so I would
      have had no way to resist.”

      “That is a terrifying possibility indeed… By the way, the stakes
      and swords in Vida’s body, are they Alda’s curses or something
      rather than a symbol of the damage that has been inflicted upon
      her?” Vandalieu asked.

      Vandalieu had thought that the stakes impaling Vida’s limbs and
      the swords embedded in her back were visualized images that he was
      seeing from having entered her Divine Realm, but judging from
      Ricklent’s words, it seemed that this wasn’t the case.

      “These stakes are the Stakes of Law. While Alda is the god of
      the light attribute, he is also the god of law, and he has the role
      of carrying out punishment against the gods. This is the Divine
      Realm for punishing gods that have made mistakes… though it was
      involuntary for me,” said Vida. “The swords are Artifacts used by
      Bellwood to inflict wounds upon gods.”

      Vandalieu thought for a moment. “If they’re not fused with you,
      then it might work,” he said, and then he reached out for one of
      the stakes impaling Vida. “Excuse me.”

      He ignored Vida’s surprise, and his misshapen hand touched the
      stake.

      “Wait, it’s impossible for you to take out these stakes!” Vida
      cried.

      “Yes, it’s just like Nemesis Bell… I’m temporarily calling it
      the holy attribute, and if it’s that, I can’t erase the effects of
      the stakes or the Artifacts,” said Vandalieu. “But I should be able
      to ‘break’ the stakes and the Artifacts. Even if they’re made of
      Orichalcum, this is a Divine Realm, after all.”

      In a Divine Realm, where an object’s material had no meaning,
      Vandalieu should be able to break the stakes and Artifacts by using
      Soul Break.

      And though Vandalieu used a considerable amount of Mana, the
      stake that he grasped did indeed break, turning into particles of
      light.

      “No way! He broke it instead of pulling it out?!” Vida
      exclaimed.

      “… I see. The stakes and Artifacts are powers that are
      specialized for targeting gods. For Vandalieu, who is not a god, it
      is easy to break them. As expected of the one who was once Ark,”
      Ricklent murmured.

      “No, it isn’t easy. It takes quite a lot of Mana, you know,”
      said Vandalieu.

      “If a mortal can break them just by using their own Mana in a
      great god’s Divine Realm, that falls into the category of being
      easy,” Vida and Ricklent said simultaneously.

      Now
      that I think about it, that might be true, Vandalieu
      thought as he broke the stakes and Artifacts one by one, turning
      them into particles of light with cracking noises. He cursed Alda
      and Bellwood with each one that he broke.

      And after he had broken about half of them, Vandalieu suddenly
      noticed something running this way in the distance. It looked like
      an enormous, four-legged beast, but its silhouette was strange.

      It looked
      like it had four heads.

      “I
      suppose that’s Zuruwarn,” said Ricklent.

      “Eh? That’s not an image, is it?” said Vida. “How was he able to
      get here across the barrier? This is such a sturdy place that on
      the outside, it’s known as an S-class Dungeon created by
      Gufadgarn.”

      “He has likely crossed space itself across the barrier.”

      Zuruwarn, the god of space and creation, approached at a
      tremendous speed.

      “Take this!” he shouted, and then he threw something from one of
      his four mouths at Vandalieu, who was continuing to break the
      stakes and swords at a leisurely pace.

      It was something resembling a sparkling jewel, and as it touched
      Vandalieu, it silently went inside him.

      And then Zuruwarn toppled over and stopped moving, the tongues
      hanging out of all four of his mouths in complete exhaustion. “I’m
      tired… I’m going to sleep.”

      “Zuruwarn! I’m happy to see you after so long, but please don’t
      sleep! This is my Divine Realm!” said Vida.

      “Zuruwarn, what kind of behavior is that for a god?” Ricklent
      said in disapproval.

      “Umm, can I please ask what I was just given?” said
      Vandalieu.

      “Good grief,” Zuruwarn muttered as he got up again, yawning as
      he straightened up. “Vandalieu, I grant you, the violator of
      boundaries, the divine blessing of the dark gods of Earth.”

      “… Dark?”
      Vandalieu repeated.

      “Yes, dark. The divine protection of the gods related to the
      afterworld, the demons of hell, Oni, monsters from ghost stories
      and other such beings. Negotiating for it was really tiring, so
      just take it and don’t make that face, I’m begging you,” Zuruwarn
      pleaded, seeing Vandalieu making a face that clearly showed that he
      didn’t want the divine protection of such ominous beings. “I mean,
      there were so many divine beings that were firmly opposed to giving
      you their divine protection… and it seemed like it would take
      another hundred years if I were to wait for them to make up their
      minds.”

      “I
      see…”

      Why would the gods of Earth, the world in which Vandalieu had
      died in about thirty years ago, give him their divine protection?
      He didn’t understand at all. In fact, he was surprised that gods
      actually existed on Earth at all.

      But it seemed that Zuruwarn had no intention of explaining
      this.

      Vandalieu decided not to worry about it, thinking that since it
      was a divine protection, it probably wouldn’t be a bad thing to
      accept it.

      And then he broke the final sword. At that moment, the blood
      that continued flowing from Vida stopped.

      “Thank you, Vandalieu, my child. I won’t return to normal
      straight away, but thanks to you, I will be able to begin
      recovering my power,” said Vida. “But it seems like I must bid
      farewell to you for today.”

      Vandalieu suddenly looked at his own arms to see that they were
      drooping onto the ground. It seemed that he had used too much Mana
      in this soul-only state.

      His
      senses were fading away.

      But he had already gained plenty. He had met Vida and was now
      certain that Ricklent and Zuruwarn were his allies. He had heard
      the gods speak and, for some reason, even been given the divine
      protection of the dark gods of earth.

      But there
      was one more thing he wanted to ask.

      “This is the last thing I’ll ask. In the eyes of you, the gods,
      aren’t I walking on the wrong path?” Vandalieu asked.

      After being reincarnated in Lambda, Vandalieu had killed many
      people. He did not regret this, nor did he feel any guilt for
      having done so. He was proud of himself for having conformed to the
      policies of killing as few people as possible and saving as many
      people as possible, the policies that he had thought of when he was
      still a baby.

      Under these policies, he had massacred the Mirg shield-nation’s
      expedition army and caused catastrophic events in the Hartner Duchy
      and Sauron Duchy. He would eliminate obstacles that would prevent
      him from ‘saving as many people as possible.’ But he would keep the
      number he killed small, ‘killing as few people as possible.’

      He had never thought of becoming a perfect saint. If it was to
      protect his own companions and citizens, he didn’t give a damn how
      many enemy soldiers died. He wouldn’t hesitate to gain peace by
      standing on top of his enemies’ corpses. It couldn’t be helped that
      the citizens of enemy nations would come to hate him, so he was
      prepared for that.

      Of course, if things could be settled through discussion, then
      he would do so, but he had no intention of giving gentle warnings
      to those who weren’t even remotely interested in discussing
      things.

      If he had hated himself for doing these things, he would have
      done as Rodcorte asked and ended his own life long ago.

      But Vandalieu asked this question because he was aware that this
      was not a sense of values that could be considered ordinary.

      Even if his way of thinking was denied, he couldn’t change it
      because that would lead to his companions’ ends. But it was
      possible to make small changes.

      The gods smiled, as if to say that it was too late to think
      about that.

      “Our blessings to you, the one who violates the boundaries
      between the living and the dead, between good and evil. We don’t
      mind, so just do whatever you want,” said Zuruwarn.

      He was the god of creation, but he was also the god of the
      destruction that came about as a result of that creation. He would
      welcome the creation that would come after the destruction of the
      order established by Alda and the circle of transmigration
      established by Rodcorte.

      As he himself was a trickster, a violator of boundaries, his
      thoughts were beyond the realm of good and evil.

      “There is no right and wrong. We were never gods that discuss
      good and evil. Now is an age where humans, not gods, rule humans,
      so good and evil is something that should be decided by the
      people,” said Ricklent.

      He was the god of magic and the space attribute. People were
      creatures that eventually died. Therefore, he had a dry way of
      thinking regarding people’s lives.

      “And the new magic that you use is greatly intriguing. You are
      even controlling it properly. With that being the case, there would
      be no problem in creating immortal beings,” he said.

      Since Ricklent was the god of magic, he valued the study of new
      spells, inventions and knowledge. The Undead that Vandalieu created
      or tamed were under his control, so there was no reason for
      Ricklent to find fault in him.

      “My child Vandalieu… you, who listened to my selfish requests, I
      have everything to thank you for, but nothing to blame you for. Do
      as you please. At the very least, the path you walk is not mistaken
      in my eyes,” said Vida.

      Vandalieu was a lovable being to Vida, the goddess of life and
      love.

      She ruled over love. This caused some misunderstandings
      regarding her among her followers as well, but… she had never
      preached philanthropy. She had never taught that hating conflict
      was a bad thing, but she hadn’t taught that causing others harm was
      a bad thing either. She had once taught that one could not forcibly
      love their neighbor, however.

      Life was a competition; eating other life forms in order to live
      was a natural thing that occurred every single day.

      And fighting to protect loved ones was never evil.

      If she preached philanthropy and valued a correct way of life,
      she would never have left Alda and the others and given birth to
      new races, nor would she have turned Zakkart’s remains into an
      Undead to mate with him.

      “Last of all, please take this with you. I’m sure it will help
      in the resurrection of your mother, my child Darcia.” Vida gathered
      the blood that had flowed from her body into her hands, formed a
      solid sphere with it and handed it to Vandalieu. “Also, take a good
      look around these resting grounds. They’re called my resting
      grounds, but to Gufadgarn, the one who built it, it’s a mausoleum
      for Zakkart! He loved Zakkart so much that he called himself
      Zakkart’s first disciple, so I’m sure you’ll find hints for
      clearing the Trial of Zakkart –”

      “Vida, it seems that he has already returned to his body,” said
      Ricklent.

      “I tried to thank him multiple times, but you started talking
      every time I tried so I couldn’t really find a good timing,” said
      Zuruwarn.

      “Ah! I
      still had things I wanted to say to him!”

      

    


    

    
      Chapter 163:The emperor's coronation

      
      Alda, the god of law and fate, was working to create something
      in order to train Heinz and his companions and in order to awaken
      the heroic god Bellwood, who remained in slumber after he and the
      evil god of sinful chains struck each other down.

      “If I was able to borrow Ricklent and Zuruwarn’s powers, it
      wouldn’t have taken this long,” he muttered to himself.

      Alda was struggling; it was a large task that he was performing
      alongside maintaining the light and life attributes, and one that
      was certainly outside his field of expertise.

      If he had the cooperation of Ricklent, the genie of time and
      magic who was exceptional in the use of magic, and Zuruwarn, the
      god of space and creation, the task would have gone much more
      smoothly despite them not being in their ordinary conditions,
      but…

      There
      is no use in expecting anything from gods that were still in
      slumber, Alda thought as he directed his mind
      elsewhere.

      “But I
      must finish it at all… costs?”

      Suddenly, half of Alda’s vision was filled with crimson. He
      touched his face with a hand and was shocked to feel a wet
      sensation.

      “I’ve
      been wounded? I, in my Divine Realm…!”

      His own blood was flowing from his forehead; it was the first
      time he had seen his own blood in about a hundred thousand years.
      The moment he realized this, he felt a series of dull pains.

      The familiar spirits working in his Divine Realm made an
      uproar.

      “Alda-sama?!”

      “Who is it! Harming Alda-sama, the chief of the gods, is a
      grave, unforgivable sin!”

      “Calm
      yourselves,” said Alda.

      The pain was still continuing. At this very moment, he was still
      being wounded by someone.

      Alda quickly checked the conditions of the Artifacts that he had
      made himself.

      “The only
      one that I can think of is…”

      If it was beings that could inflict damage upon a god like Alda,
      the first thing that most people would think of was the remnants of
      the Demon King’s army, but that didn’t seem to be the case. It
      didn’t seem to be an attack from the gods of Vida’s faction,
      either.

      Alda was a great god, the one with the most followers praying to
      him. The damage that he was currently receiving was nothing more
      than scratches. Naturally, it would have no effect on the
      maintenance of the world, and it would only interfere with the task
      that he was currently performing for a few minutes.

      He couldn’t imagine that the remnants of the Demon King’s army
      or the gods of Vida’s faction would make a move to inflict such a
      small amount of damage to him.

      The most likely possibility was that Vandalieu had destroyed
      Artifacts that Alda had created or a familiar spirit summoned by
      one of his believers. But as far as Alda could tell, there were no
      signs of this.

      “No, my currently-existing familiar spirits have grown fewer in
      number. Artifacts that I cannot check… my divine authority…
      Vida!”

      Instances of Alda’s power that existed in a place that Alda
      could never see. There were no such instances other than the stakes
      that he had driven into the body of Vida a hundred thousand years
      ago, who was supposed to be slumbering in the Boundary Mountain
      Range now.

      Having realized this, Alda hastily commanded his familiar
      spirits to the two gods that were his confidants.

      “Check
      upon Curatos and Niltark!”

      In addition to the stakes that were Alda’s divine authority,
      Bellwood’s Artifacts were also impaling Vida. Among them were not
      only the Artifacts created by Alda, but also those created by
      Curatos, the god of records, and Niltark, the god of judgment.

      If the stakes had been destroyed, it was only natural to assume
      that the Artifacts had been destroyed as well. This prediction was
      confirmed to be true by his familiar spirits’ reports.

      Fortunately, it seemed that the damage itself taken by those two
      gods was not very significant.

      But the fact that they had received damage at the same time as
      Alda signified an emergency situation.

      “Vida has been released. Just who could have removed a divine
      authority?”

      Alda was the god of the light attribute, and at the same time,
      he was the god of law. Thus, he was able to wield his divine
      authority to punish gods who had made mistakes. That was what those
      stakes were.

      The stakes greatly inhibited the recovery of power of the god
      impaled by them, and there were great limits on the actions that
      they could take as gods. As they could not target any gods except
      those of Lambda, they had not been of any use against the Demon
      King’s army except for the traitors, but it was an extremely
      powerful divine authority.

      Due to its properties, it should have been impossible for any
      gods other than Alda to remove them, let alone destroy them. So
      then, why?

      “Is it a power of the evil gods that serve Vida? No, since they
      are gods, it should be impossible for them to remove my divine
      authority. If it was possible, they would have done it long ago,”
      Alda muttered. “Could it be… Vandalieu? Does this mean he has
      gained enough power to break my divine authority?!”

      Vida slumbered inside the barrier set up around the region
      contained within the Boundary Mountain Range. Vandalieu lurked
      within that southern region of the continent.

      Alda knew that Vandalieu had broken Yupeon’s spirit clone, but
      the fact that he had gained enough power to break the divine
      authority of a great god meant that he had already surpassed Alda’s
      wildest imagination.

      The subordinate gods who had gathered here during this time of
      emergency offered their opinions.

      “Alda, what will we do? At this rate, no matter how much we
      train Heinz and other humans as heroes, would they not still be
      insufficient to defeat him?”

      “In fact, Vida should steadily recover her power from this point
      onwards. She will need at least several thousand years to make a
      full recovery, but unlike you, she is not involved in the
      maintenance of the world. She is able to move more freely as long
      as she stays within the barrier.”

      Alda shook his head. “Everyone, the situation has already
      reached a point of no return. If we wish for this world to
      continue, we cannot avoid a confrontation with the ‘Demon King’
      Vandalieu. If we leave him alone, the world will one day be
      engulfed in a maelstrom of chaos and all order will be destroyed.
      He is a true enemy who surpasses Guduranis,” Alda declared with
      conviction.

      The subordinate gods held their breaths. They had underestimated
      Vandalieu… they had believed that he would be certainly defeated
      once the gods made their move.

      “Guard the lands in which my sisters Botin and Peria slumber,”
      Alda ordered, having stopped the bleeding from his forehead. “It is
      highly likely that Vandalieu will preemptively remove their seals
      and harm them while they are still unable to regain their power. If
      Vida still has a single shred of her sanity remaining, she would
      not allow him to do that, but… we cannot expect too much.”

      “As you
      will!”

      The gods received his orders and left his Divine Realm one by
      one.

      『The
      Levels of the Automatic Mana Recovery, God Devourer and Soul Devour
      Skills have increased!』

      『The
      Hostility Skill has transformed into the Divine Enemy
      Skill!』

      『Vida’s
      Divine Protection is now displayed in the Status!』

      『You
      have acquired Increased Mana Recovery Rate and Earth’s Dark Gods’
      Divine Protection!』

      The moment Vandalieu heard the announcer’s voice in his mind, he
      lost consciousness. It seemed that his body had not been able to
      completely withstand using so much Mana in a soul-only state.

      He would normally have used Out-of-body Experience before
      fainting, but he was unable to do this in time in this case, as it
      was an unexpected situation.

      The next time he opened his eyes, he was in a resting room
      inside Vida’s Resting Grounds.

      “The Pure-breed Vampires awaken from time to time, and this is
      one of the rooms in which they spend that time,” explained a
      Noble-born Vampire.

      “I never expected that we would end up leading you here first,”
      said Gizan, the Dark Elf nation’s chief, who was wearing his black
      robe uniform.

      These two
      had carried Vandalieu here.

      “And you were holding a red gem at some point, too. What
      happened, Bocchan?” Rita asked.

      “That isn’t a hardened piece of Kühl, is it?” said Saria.

      Vandalieu was holding a fist-sized gem of a similar color to the
      Deep Blood Slime Kühl – in other words, it was blood-red.

      Though Rita and Saria thought that this was strange, it seemed
      that they had simply carried him here without questioning it. Their
      father Sam was near the entrance of the resting grounds, as a wagon
      could not enter the building.

      “Incidentally, Darcia-sama and the others are waiting with Sam.
      It seems that Darcia-sama, who is a spirit, and Princess Levia and
      the others who are Astral-type monsters, cannot act freely inside
      the resting grounds,” said Bellmond, who was straightening her
      crumpled clothes.

      “We thought that we should stay with them as guards just in
      case, but the Vampires took that role for us,” said Bone Man.

      Gizan lowered his head apologetically. “Spirits and Astral-type
      monsters have never attempted to enter the resting grounds before,
      so I did not know. My apologies,” he said.

      “No, don’t worry about that. It doesn’t seem like their spirit
      forms have received any damage or been purified,” said
      Vandalieu.

      If Darcia and the others were at risk of real harm, Danger
      Sense: Death should have reacted. Since that hadn’t happened, it
      wasn’t likely to be very dangerous to them.

      As Vandalieu thought this, he looked around the room. There were
      Mana reactions, though weak, in the walls and ceiling. It seemed
      that someone had placed a weak anti-spirit charm to ensure that no
      impure beings could influence Zakkart’s remains.

      It would likely harm the Vampires or Zakkart’s remains if it
      were too powerful; it had the effect of merely making spirits
      sleepy or unable to move well.

      “I’m sorry for surprising everyone, especially you, Bellmond.
      Thanks to you, I was able to wake up quickly,” said Vandalieu.

      The reason he had woken up after less than an hour despite
      having almost no Mana left was because Bellmond had fed him her
      blood.

      Bellmond’s Unique Skill, Offering, allowed her to rapidly
      regenerate the Mana of those she gave her blood to.

      “No, this is merely a part of my duty… But I was a little
      surprised when you kept sucking after you woke up,” she said.

      “You must have used a lot of Mana. You kept your mouth on
      Bellmond for quite a while, Bocchan,” said Rita.

      “I’m sorry… I showed an unsightly side of myself,” said
      Vandalieu, lowering his head.

      “No, it was beautiful to see,” said Gizan and the Noble-born
      Vampire together, putting their hands together in praise of
      Bellmond.

      Bellmond ignored them and wiped away the remaining blood on her
      neck. “So, Danna-sama, what in the world happened?” she asked.

      “Well,
      actually –”

      Vandalieu explained what had happened in Vida’s Divine Realm,
      causing a great deal of surprise to Bellmond and the others.

      “So that is who you were, my lord?! I was certain that you were
      the reincarnation of the Vampires’ ancestor!” Bone Man
      exclaimed.

      “Nuaza-san
      was wrong, wasn’t he,” said Rita.

      “Well, Bocchan denied it from the beginning,” said Saria.

      The Titan Lich Nuaza served in Talosheim’s Church of Vida. He
      had put together the contents of the Divine Message he had received
      from Vida and the legend that the Vampires’ ancestor would
      certainly return in the final hour, predicting that Vandalieu was
      the ‘Holy Son of Vida’ and the reborn ancestor of the Vampires.

      And it seemed that this prediction had been more widely believed
      than Vandalieu had thought.

      “I’m actually surprised that that’s what you’re surprised by,”
      Vandalieu remarked.

      “I am not certain what kind of surprise we are supposed to show
      at the fact that you are a reincarnation of champions, four of them
      at that, Danna-sama,” said Bellmond. “Though we did know that you
      did not have a proper… or rather, ordinary, background.”

      “But haven’t you heard anything about Zakkart and the others,
      Bellmond?” Vandalieu asked. “Your previous master should have been
      directly acquainted with them, too.”

      “… Could I exercise my right to remain silent on this matter? I
      might receive divine punishment from the gods if I were to repeat
      the slander that she uttered here,” said Bellmond.

      It was already known that Vandalieu was a reincarnated
      individual from another world, and for those who were aware that he
      had broken the spirit clone of a god, it seemed that today’s
      revelation was just another page added to Vandalieu’s abnormal
      history.

      “So that is Vida’s blood… it is beautiful. So, this will be
      useful in Darcia-sama’s resurrection?” said Saria.

      The gem that Vandalieu had been clutching when he woke up was
      Vida’s blood, which had been given to him as he left her Divine
      Realm.

      “Yes. I don’t know how to use it yet, but it’s certain that it
      contains incredible power,” said Vandalieu.

      Even though Vida was wounded, it was still the blood of a
      goddess. Ordinary Magic Stones could not compare to the vast
      Vitality and Mana contained within it. It was certain to be useful
      for resurrecting Darcia.

      “By the way, the two of you are quite quiet… My lord, Gizan-dono
      seems to be so happy that he has lost consciousness while still
      standing,” said Bone Man.

      “Let’s let him sleep in my place,” said Vandalieu.

      Gizan had fainted where he stood upon hearing that Vida’s
      complete recovery was still far off but she had been freed from
      Alda’s curse.

      And the Noble-born Vampire standing beside him was crying
      emotion-filled tears without making a sound. With a twisted face
      and clenched teeth.

      Vandalieu and Bone Man couldn’t be blamed for turning their eyes
      away from him.

      “I’m so happy! With this, with this, everyone’s… long years of
      effort… their suffering!” The Noble-born Vampire let out an
      emotion-filled shout and then ran off somewhere – probably to tell
      the other Noble-born Vampires the news.

      “… It looks like he’s been holding it in for a while,” Vandalieu
      murmured, dumbfounded.

      “… I wonder if he’ll come back. We have not received a layout of
      these resting grounds, so we cannot move about alone,” said
      Bellmond.

      But the Noble-born Vampire didn’t return; instead, the pale,
      shining spirit form of a man appeared.

      He was wearing armor that was patched up in several places, and
      his eyes were odd-colored.

      “Excuse me. You’re Vandalieu, right? Those guys don’t look like
      they’ll be of any use for a while, so I’ll be guiding you around
      instead.” The man laughed, revealing his fangs. “My name is Veld. I
      was a Dhampir while I was alive, but I’m just a demi-heroic spirit
      now. I was a mercenary, so don’t mind my rough tone.”

      The demi-heroic spirit Dhampir who called himself Veld… When he
      was alive, he had overthrown a nation ruled by Vampires worshipping
      an evil god and established a new nation, becoming known as the
      mercenary king. He led Vandalieu and his companions deeper into the
      resting grounds, introducing himself and describing each of the
      facilities.

      “The documents regarding the champions in the reference room are
      all written in the ancient languages of Lambda that were spoken
      over a hundred thousand years ago, so you can’t read them.
      Apparently, there was the Dwarf language and Elf language and stuff
      before the battle against the Demon King. There are some
      manuscripts written by the champions personally that are written in
      the languages of the champions’ world, but I don’t know if you can
      read them. There are apparently a lot of different languages in the
      champions’ world, too.”

      In the present era, the common language used in Lambda was a
      language similar to Earth’s Japanese, but its own languages had
      been used before that. Now, it was a lost language that only a
      limited number of people could read.

      Naturally, almost no knowledge regarding these languages had
      been passed onto the races created by Vida, who had been born after
      the battle with the Demon King.

      “The foreign languages of Earth… but if it’s something like
      Origin’s German or English, then perhaps I could manage to read
      it?” said Vandalieu, remembering the languages that he had learned
      in Origin.

      He knew some English, as he had learned it in high school on
      Earth, but not enough to have ordinary conversation.

      But he had learned several of the languages used in Origin.
      There were researchers and other experimental subjects from all
      kinds of nations in the research laboratory in which he had been
      raised as an experimental animal.

      Over ten years had passed since he had died in Origin, so he
      wasn’t confident in their pronunciation, but it was possible that
      he would be able to read them to some extent.

      “Legion might know more than I do,” said Vandalieu.
      “Incidentally, I have been curious for a while, but what kind of
      state are you in as a demi-heroic spirit?”

      In Lambda, gods were served by familiar spirits and heroic
      spirits.

      Familiar spirits were equivalent to the angels of Earth’s
      religions. They were beings that descended onto the bodies of
      believers through Familiar Spirit Descent to increase Attribute
      Values, resided in items created by gods to become Artifacts and
      served the gods in other ways.

      There were familiar spirits that gods created with their own
      power like summoned familiars, and familiar spirits that were pious
      believers summoned by the gods after their deaths to become
      familiar spirits.

      Heroic spirits were beings one step above familiar spirits.

      Of course, being followers of the gods while they were alive was
      a requirement, but they also needed to be individuals whose deeds
      were widely-known. According to minstrels’ songs and legends told
      in churches, they were beings that played an important role,
      appearing before wavering heroes to offer them counsel and residing
      in heroes’ equipment to lend them strength.

      To put it bluntly, they were advertising signs with power and
      the ability to take action.

      This was what Vandalieu had been told at the Church of Vida by
      Nuaza. However, he didn’t know about demi-heroic spirits, whom Veld
      claimed to be.

      And as far as Vandalieu could tell, Veld didn’t seem
      particularly incredible.

      Veld’s presence was far more powerful than normal spirits and
      ordinary Astral-type monsters, but not as powerful as those of
      Princess Levia and the others. That was how he seemed to
      Vandalieu.

      Veld gave a self-deprecating laugh. “Ah, I’m not officially a
      heroic spirit. Formally speaking, I should probably introduce
      myself as an unrecognized heroic spirit, but that leaves a bad
      impression, doesn’t it? That’s why we call ourselves demi-heroic
      spirits.”

      “Unrecognized
      heroic spirit?” Vandalieu repeated.

      “I mean, until you went and woke her up, Vida was mostly
      sleeping, right? And because of the stakes that Alda put in her,
      she couldn’t use her power properly, so she couldn’t turn people
      like us into heroic spirits or familiar spirits.”

      While he was alive, the Dhampir Veld had led a mercenary band to
      destroy a nation controlled from the shadows by Vampires
      worshipping an evil god, and he had even become the king of a new
      nation. These achievements would definitely be considered to be
      those of a hero.

      There had been other virtuous believers and heroes born in the
      past hundred thousand years who had died and left their names
      behind in history.

      But Vida hadn’t possessed the necessary power to summon them and
      turn them into heroic spirits and familiar spirits.

      Thus, many of them couldn’t leave the circle of transmigration.
      Those of races like humans, who were managed by Rodcorte’s system,
      were forcibly reincarnated.

      Only souls belonging to Vida’s circle of reincarnation system
      that possessed a certain amount of power, like that of the Dhampir
      Veld, had come to a stop in an incomplete state in Vida’s Resting
      Grounds.

      “Vida will probably be able to create more heroic spirits,
      familiar spirits and even subordinate gods now, though. She’ll even
      be able to grant her followers miracles like the Familiar Spirit
      Descent Skill,” Veld said. “It means she can finally catch up to
      Alda. She wasn’t very popular in the outside world when I was still
      alive.”

      There were none in Lambda who doubted the existence of the gods.
      Therefore, it was natural for the people to choose the gods they
      prayed to not by their teachings, but by their power.

      In the societies outside the Boundary Mountain Range, the
      peoples’ eyes were caught by gods like Alda, who had great power,
      exceptional heroes among his followers and large churches.

      In contrast, Vida’s name was known, but legends spoke of her as
      a defeated goddess who had given birth to races like the Vampires
      and Majin. She sent almost no Divine Messages and couldn’t provide
      her followers with blessings like the Familiar Spirit Descent
      Skill, so her religion was on the decline.

      Even the Orbaume Kingdom, where Vida was worshipped, couldn’t
      ignore the influence of Alda’s followers as the religion of Alda
      was the national religion of their enemy nation, the Amid
      Empire.

      “By the way, you don’t have to speak politely to me. Even though
      I said things are going to change, Vida hasn’t got her power back
      yet. I’m going to be in this incomplete state for a while longer,”
      said Veld.

      “Such modesty. I must show respect for such a great leader,”
      said Vandalieu.

      “No, you’re the one being modest, you know? You’re clearly
      greater than I am, you know? It wouldn’t be strange for you to skip
      the heroic spirit part and be chosen as a subordinate god straight
      away after you die, you know?”

      “No, no, that’s not tr… well, I suppose that wouldn’t be
      strange,” Vandalieu corrected himself, seeing Veld’s completely
      serious expression.

      He looked behind him to see Bellmond and the others nodding in
      agreement.

      “You have not yet destroyed a nation, Danna-sama, but you have
      already destroyed two Pure-breed Vampires who worshipped an evil
      god. And in addition to that, you destroyed an evil god last year,”
      said Bellmond.

      “And you gave life to a nation, didn’t you, Bocchan?” said
      Saria. “Resurrecting a destroyed kingdom and creating a new one are
      both great deeds.”

      “And you removed the curses from the goddess just a little while
      earlier, didn’t you? Though this may be a little rude, your great
      achievements surpass Veld-san’s,” said Rita.

      “It isn’t rude at all. Keep telling that to this new emperor,”
      said Veld.

      “You
      might be right,” said Vandalieu.

      It wasn’t that he considered his own deeds to be insignificant.
      However, he didn’t feel anything even when told that he would
      become a heroic spirit or god after dying.

      “Well, that’ll be a long time from now. I was born to a human
      parent, and even I lived for about four hundred years. Since you
      were born to a Dark Elf, you’ll live for a few thousand,” said
      Veld.

      “It would be problematic if it’s not a long time from now,” said
      Vandalieu. “By the way, it seems that we have reached a gate while
      we were talking?”

      “Ah, my bad,” said Veld. “This is the deepest part of the
      resting grounds. This is the chamber of the goddess, the champions
      and the subordinate gods.”

      He opened the gate, which opened into a dome-shaped space
      resembling Rome’s Colosseum.

      “It’s similar to the scenery in her Divine Realm,” Vandalieu
      remarked.

      There was a flight of stairs descending into a plaza built
      around a stage in the center. A statue of Vida and Zakkart’s
      remains sat in the thrones on the stage. It was almost identical to
      the Divine Realm of Vida that Vandalieu had seen.

      The difference was that there was a gravestone between the two
      thrones. It marked the loss of their child, the ancestor of the
      Vampires.

      “No, Bocchan. The area around it is amazing,” said Rita.

      “This is… I understand why Ternecia and the others on the other
      side of the Boundary Mountain Range were scared,” said
      Vandalieu.

      There was a large number of statues enshrined where the
      spectators’ seats would be if this was the Colosseum. They were the
      statues of a countless number of Majin, as well as the statues of a
      far smaller number of Pure-breed Vampires, Kijin, Noble Orcs, Dark
      Elves, Drakonids and Merfolk.

      “These statues are the Pure-breed Vampires and members of the
      races of Vida that live within the Boundary Mountain Range who have
      willingly turned into stone and temporarily released themselves
      from their physical bodies in order to maintain the barrier around
      the mountain range,” said Veld. “They took a step into the realm of
      the gods while they are still alive; they are far greater leaders
      than me.”

      According to legends, the Vampire ancestor had transformed
      approximately a hundred of Vida’s followers into Pure-breed
      Vampires. Over half of them had been defeated in battle or sealed
      away during the battle against Alda, and no small number of the
      survivors had turned to evil gods. The twenty or so Pure-breed
      Vampires that still served Vida, whom Birkyne and his companions
      had feared so much, were slumbering here.

      In addition to the Pure-breed Vampires, there were members of
      Vida’s races who had reached Rank 13 or higher such as Elder
      Dragons and true Colossi, who had stepped into the realm of
      divinity.

      Though Vandalieu would learn this later, the parents of the
      Majin king Godwin were also in stone form here. It seemed that
      Majin, who were immortal, came to this place to turn into stone and
      wait for the final battle against Alda once they became tired of
      living.

      “By the way, I’m impressed that you could tell that they’re
      Pure-breed Vampires. You wouldn’t be able to tell them apart from
      petrified humans or Elves,” said Veld.

      “The Noble-born Vampires are sobbing with joy around the
      Pure-breed Vampires’ statues, so it’d be hard not to notice,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “I
      suppose that’s true.”

      The Noble-born Vampires, who had been born when the Pure-breed
      Vampires shared their blood before turning into stone or during
      their momentary moments of wakefulness, had reported Vida’s revival
      to their parents.

      But there were no signs of the Pure-breed Vampires or anyone
      else returning to normal.

      Even though Vida had been revived, she hadn’t regained her power
      completely, so they had to continue maintaining the barrier.

      “Is it to be vigilant against the gods on Alda’s side?”
      Vandalieu asked.

      “That’s how it is. I’m sure Alda’s noticed that his divine
      authority has been broken, but it’s impossible for him to enter the
      Boundary Mountain Range while the barrier is still up,” said Veld.
      “There’s a chance that he’ll physically direct the humans that
      worship him here, but… he should be quietly observing for a
      while.”

      Vandalieu alone was more than enough of a threat, but the other
      fighting forces within the Boundary Mountain Range couldn’t be
      ignored. Since Alda didn’t know just how many forces there were, it
      was unlikely that he would make any careless moves.

      There was no chance that he would abandon the maintenance of the
      world, descend upon the world and climb over the mountain range to
      attack.

      “By the way, some of the Pure-breed Vampires and Majin have been
      turned to stone while holding sealed fragments of the Demon King,
      but… you should wait for them to wake up and undo the petrification
      on their own before absorbing the fragments,” said Veld.

      “I suppose their bodies might break if you took the fragments
      out without undoing the petrification,” said Rita.

      “Of course I’ll wait. There’s no need to hurry,” said
      Vandalieu.

      As they descended the stairs, Godwin, the Noble Orc King
      Budarion and Queen Donaneris of Zanalpadna entered from a different
      entrance.

      “Hey, the Vampires have been crying for a while. What’s going
      on?” Godwin asked.

      “It seems that you have done something once again,
      Holy-Son-dono,” said Budarion.

      The ceremony to crown the emperor was about to be held.

      Normally, Vandalieu would simply say some words, receive some
      words of gratitude from a demi-heroic spirit acting as a
      representative for Vida and that would be the end of it, but it
      seemed that this ceremony would take some time.

      “By the way, after the ceremony, can we hold the ceremony again,
      even if it’s just the parts where words are spoken to me, at the
      entrance to the resting grounds? I’d like Mom and Sam and the
      others to see, too,” said Vandalieu.

      “… Aren’t you even more accustomed to this than me?” said
      Veld.

      But since he was acquainted with everyone around him, including
      Vida, Vandalieu showed no signs of nervousness. He was perhaps even
      more relaxed than he had been during the ceremony that crowned him
      as king of Talosheim.

      『The
      Ghoul King, Eclipse King, Scaled King and Tentacle King Titles have
      transformed into Ghoul Emperor, Eclipse Emperor, Scaled Emperor and
      Tentacle Emperor!』

      
      	Name: Myuze

      	Age: 70 years old

      	Title: None

      	Rank: 9

      	Race: Crystal Empusa
      Kunoichi

      	Level: 0

      	Job: Illusion User

      	Job level: 12

      	Job history: Apprentice Thief, Thief,
      Assassin, Dark Fighter, Kunoichi, Kunoichi Master

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Superhuman Strength: Level 6

      	Dark Vision (Transformed from Night Vision!)

      	Strengthened Agility: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Strengthened Attribute Values: Duty: Level 5

      	
      Enhanced Physical Ability (Carapace, sickles): Level 9 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      

      	
      Strengthened Attack Power while equipped with ninja equipment:
      (Medium) (NEW!)

      

      	Crystal Refinement: Level 5 (NEW!)

      	Fire-Attribute Resistance: Level 4 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Camouflage: Level 5

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 9 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Throwing: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Armor Technique: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Silent Steps: Level 8

      	Lockpicking: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Trap: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Surpass Limits: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Assassination Technique: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 1

      	Mana Control: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Wind-Attribute Magic: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Luminescence: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique Skills:
      
      	Zanalpadna’s Divine Protection

      	Lioen’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation (written by Luciliano):

      【Crystal
      Empusa】

      After receiving the crystals of the crystal-horned dragon god
      Lioen from Vandalieu in a dream, Myuze has received his divine
      protection, giving birth to this race of monsters. Her exoskeleton
      and sickles have transformed into a green crystal material that
      resembles emeralds, improving their hardness and the sickles’
      cutting edge.

      Naturally, this is a race of monsters that have never been born
      before in Lambda.

      Even if all of the crystals of her body are broken, she can
      regrow new crystal, and it is possible for the crystal to receive
      bonuses from Unarmed Fighting Technique and Armor Technique and
      even activate martial skills. In addition, she is able to release
      light from her crystals with the Luminescence Skill.

      It is possible for Myuze to one day use wind-attribute magic
      with it to project illusions. The day when she vanishes into thin
      air or uses bunshin no jutsu* is likely near.

      
      TLN*: I’m fairly certain this is a Naruto
      reference

      

      It is
      unclear as to whether she can acquire the Ninja Job as she wishes
      to, however. It is likely that she will become a
      Ninja* first.

      TLN*:
      This “ninja” is written in katakana.

      

    



    

    Chapter164:The princess and marshal’s worries

      
      Having officially been crowned as emperor, Vandalieu decided to
      return to Talosheim for now. The Trial of Zakkart still hadn’t
      appeared yet, and there were various things that needed to be
      done.

      One of them was the revelation of Privel, Zadiris and the others
      whose Ranks had increased while Vandalieu and his companions were
      away.

      Vandalieu himself wasn’t aware of it, but he had apparently
      appeared in their dreams and guided them. He found it interesting
      that during those dreams, he had various strange appearances to
      each person such as being enormous, having split into enough clones
      to completely cover the earth and being small enough to fit in the
      palm of a hand.

      “It could be that the shape of my soul or mind is different from
      regular people,” Vandalieu muttered as he poured death-attribute
      mana into a Mythril bar.

      “Because it’s a soul created from the soul fragments of the
      champions? Since you appeared different for everyone, I don’t think
      that’s the case,” said Eleanora.

      As she said, since his form hadn’t been a fixed one, perhaps it
      wasn’t anything to be concerned about.

      “I haven’t really been concerned about it up until now, but… now
      that I think about it, I can guess how it is,” Vandalieu said.

      When he recalled how he had behaved and moved about in Vida’s
      Divine Realm, he got the feeling that his movements had clearly not
      been those of a human.

      Having become curious, he remembered when he had been summoned
      to Mububujenge’s Divine Realm with Budarion, Godwin and the
      others.

      Back then, he had the feeling that Budarion and Godwin’s
      appearances hadn’t been different from normal even when they were
      in soul-only states.

      But he had been looking down on them from above… in other words,
      he had been clearly more enormous than his physical form. He hadn’t
      paid any attention to it at the time, but he wondered about it now
      that he knew of his own history.

      “Your spirit form is normal, but your soul’s form is different,
      huh. That’s weird,” said Borkus.

      “It is true that the boy changes form frequently, but he appears
      ordinary when he does not do so,” said Zadiris.

      Vandalieu used Out-of-body Experience to create a spirit clone
      and explain. “Maybe it’s easier to understand if I compare myself
      to a Slime? My soul is the core, and the spirit form is the
      jelly-like part surrounding it. My soul is constantly covered by my
      spirit form, so there’s no way that it would show itself on the
      surface.”

      “The only thing about me that’s different from others is my
      soul; the spirit form isn’t any different from anyone else’s.
      That’s why nobody noticed just by looking at my spirit-form
      clones,” said Vandalieu’s spirit clone.

      The Deep Blood Slime Kühl helped explain as well, and Borkus and
      Zadiris seemed satisfied by this explanation.

      “Thanks
      for your help, Kühl,” said Vandalieu.

      On Earth and in Origin, he would have compared the soul to the
      nucleus of a cell, but in Lambda, it was easier to compare it to a
      Slime.

      “Even if your form is different, you’re you, Vandalieu. It’s
      nothing to worry about,” said Darcia, moving her hand as if patting
      her son’s head.

      “Thanks, Mom. But more than me being worried about it myself, I
      was more concerned that everyone might be scared when they see my
      soul,” said Vandalieu.

      “Ah, I suppose that’s true,” Darcia said, and then she turned to
      speak to the people gathered around. “Everyone, be careful!”

      “I don’t think we’ll normally get to see the form of his soul,
      though. Fidirg and Zozogante reveal themselves here when we go to
      see them, anyway,” said Eleanora.

      “Yeah, it’s not like we’ll be summoned into Divine Realms along
      with the kid that often,” said Borkus.

      “And even if we were, it would not be a problem if we kept our
      eyes down,” said Zadiris.

      “… I do feel like I kind of want to see it, however,” said
      Luciliano.

      “By the way, have you managed to transform Mythril with death
      attribute Mana?” asked Isla, looking at Vandalieu’s hands with her
      dead eyes sparkling with desire.

      “I’ve been trying for a while, but it seems impossible.
      Adamantite and Obsidian didn’t work either, so maybe I can’t
      transform magical metals,” said Vandalieu.

      He was currently in his workshop, testing whether he could
      transform Mana-imbued metals such as Mythril and Adamantite.

      Vandalieu had previously created Death Iron, Dark Copper, Spirit
      Silver and Life Gold, but he hadn’t tested metals like Mythril and
      Adamantite before.

      One of the reasons for this was that he had been busy creating
      the Death Iron and Dark Copper used in the Luna currency
      circulating in Talosheim, but the largest reason was that metals
      like Mythril and Adamantite didn’t appear so frequently in
      Dungeons.

      In most cases, these metals appeared inside treasure chests or
      as equipment equipped by monsters. Thus, it was rare to find them
      in reasonable quantities.

      It was possible for Vandalieu to create them by spending his
      Mana using the Golem Creation Skill, but that took a considerable
      amount of time. And since Death Iron and Dark Copper were
      exceptional as materials, there hadn’t been much need to transform
      magical metals.

      That was why this experiment had been left until later.

      But now that he had finally started the experiment, the results
      were not favorable.

      “It doesn’t look like they’ll disappear or start moving around
      like Spirit Silver or Life Gold if we leave them alone, and there’s
      no change to their appearance, strength or properties,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “I see. Magical metals are originally metals that have
      transformed by being imbued with Mana, so this means that it is
      impossible for your death-attribute Mana to further transform
      something that has already been transformed,” said Luciliano.

      As Vandalieu’s apprentice but also as his research assistant,
      Luciliano wrote a summary for the documents detailing the results
      of the experiment.

      “By the way, are you not going to test Orichalcum?” Luciliano
      asked.

      “There’s
      no need, is there?” said Vandalieu.

      Orichalcum, the metal said to be impossible to create or
      manipulate by anyone other than the gods. Though Vandalieu was only
      able to make rough changes to the shape of lumps of Orichalcum, he
      had used the Golem Creation Skill to turn it into things like
      maces, shields and clubs.

      The Orichalcum was immersed in a large amount of death-attribute
      Mana in this process; if it could transform, it would have already
      done so.

      “Platinum didn’t transform when I tested it before, so maybe
      this is the limit,” said Vandalieu.

      “That was an experiment conducted before you acquired the divine
      protection of Earth’s dark gods, so how about trying again?”
      Luciliano suggested. “There are many cases where the acquisition of
      divine protections causes various changes. Perhaps you could create
      a metal that only exists in the afterworld of Earth’s legends.”

      “That’s right. You’ve become able to grow pomegranates easily
      with your Group Binding Technique thanks to the effect of your
      divine protection, so there might be other effects as well,” said
      Darcia.

      Vandalieu could cultivate plants inside his body with the
      effects of Plant Binding Technique that was a part of Group Binding
      Technique, but the cultivation of pomegranates had become simpler
      than before after he received the divine protection of Earth’s dark
      gods.

      “Hmm… You’re right, let’s try that on another day,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “Boy, other metals and materials exist in the worlds of Earth
      and Origin, do they not? Could you not create them with Golem
      Creation now?” said Zadiris.

      “There are, but I don’t know how to make them,” said
      Vandalieu.

      On Earth and in Origin, there were metals such as tungsten whose
      existence remained unknown in Lambda… it wasn’t clear if they even
      existed at all. However, Vandalieu was not very knowledgeable about
      such metals and materials.

      As a high school student on Earth, he hadn’t possessed a
      particular interest in metals and minerals, so he didn’t remember
      the properties and the process behind creating metals like tungsten
      and titanium alloys… if he was still a student, he would have been
      able to at least remember their chemical symbols, but as thirty
      years had passed now, he didn’t remember them at all.

      He had heard information about metals from the spirits of the
      researchers in Origin, but they had only spoken of their own
      research that they had conducted regarding those metals; they
      hadn’t explained the metals themselves in great detail.

      Even the Golem Creation Skill couldn’t create minerals that
      Vandalieu knew nothing but the names of.

      “Even when I asked Legion, it seemed that they weren’t very
      knowledgeable about them, either,” said Vandalieu. “Well, they
      aren’t researchers or specialists… It seems that there are various
      things in the deepest part of the Trial of Zakkart, but I’m really
      torn as to whether it’s alright to test them.”

      The
      legacy of the champion Zakkart lay inside the Dungeon that was
      named after him. According to the documents left in Vida’s Resting
      Grounds, one of the items left behind was the military weapon of
      the foreign world Earth that Zakkart had been
      partway through making to defeat the Demon King
      Guduranis.

      It was something that even Vandalieu was hesitant to put his
      hands on.

      “Well, it’s fine, isn’t it? Death Iron and Dark Copper are
      first-rate materials, and you have the Demon King’s fragments as
      well, right, kid?” said Borkus.

      “Mmm, yes. Now that this experiment has concluded… boy, there is
      something I wish to say to you,” said Zadiris, grasping Vandalieu’s
      shoulders.

      “What is it? Is it to do with your Rank increase?” Vandalieu
      asked.

      Zadiris’s Rank had increased after she received Vandalieu’s
      guidance in her dreams, just like Privel and the others. Vandalieu
      hadn’t heard the details yet, but as far as he could see, her
      appearance didn’t seem to have changed. He was confused as to what
      the problem could be.

      But Zadiris felt that there was a very large problem.

      “Zadiris, it’s selfish to be dissatisfied with your Rank
      increase after receiving his guidance,” said Eleanora.

      “I’m reluctant to agree with the little girl, but she’s right,”
      said Isla.

      But Zadiris maintained her grip on Vandalieu’s shoulders. “Boy,
      I do feel grateful for my Rank increase. But… why is my race title
      ‘Ghoul Wizard Princess?!’”

      Zadiris’s tear-filled question seemed to stop time itself.

      Princess.

      In many cases, this was a word referring to girls born to
      families of high nobility, such as royals. There were some cases
      where it had nothing to do with the title holder’s birth status,
      like Iris’s Title of ‘Liberating Princess Knight,’ but in most
      cases, the word was used to refer to young women born to noble
      parents or placed in that social position.

      Eleanora
      and Isla gave Zadiris sympathetic looks.

      “… I take
      back my words, Zadiris,” said Eleanora.

      “… That
      deserves some sympathy,” said Isla.

      “I think
      it’s cute, though…” said Darcia.

      Luciliano seemed to be prioritizing his scholarly curiosity.
      “Hmm? I don’t see any differences to her third eye or the patterns
      on her skin, but… no, I think that perhaps her appearance has
      become younger, but it might be my imagin –”

      Eleanora and Isla struck him lightly in the solar plexus,
      causing him to faint.

      “You never learn, do you,” Borkus said to him, knowing that both
      of them were capable of piercing through a knight in plate armor
      with their bare hands.

      After that, Vandalieu finally managed to squeeze out his own
      words. “… I-it’s cute, you know?” he said.

      “Boy!” Zadiris cried. “I am almost in my three-hundreds! I have
      grandchildren! Why am I a princess?! Even if you tell me I am cute,
      I cannot honestly express my happiness!”

      “But you
      do feel happy about it,” Borkus
      muttered.

      Zadiris ignored him. “I do not believe that you deliberately
      turned me into a Ghoul Wizard Princess with my Rank increase. It is
      a race title that even I have never heard of before. But I want to
      say this. Why is it not Geronimo or Queen or Grandmother; why is it
      Princess!”

      “… There’s probably no way to know without asking the gods that
      manage Statuses,” said Vandalieu, remembering what he had been told
      by Ricklent in Vida’s Divine Realm.

      Ricklent had never created a god that controlled Ranks, which
      only monsters possessed at the time, so it was possible that one of
      the evil gods of the Demon King’s army was in charge of Ranks,
      however.

      “But if I had to guess why… I guess it’s your image?” said
      Vandalieu.

      “Zadiris, it’s hard to be called a queen considering your
      appearance,” said Eleanora.

      “Calm down. Your appearance will change and you’ll become a
      Queen when your Rank increases again… the chance of that shouldn’t
      be zero,” said Isla.

      “I do not need kindness from you as well, Isla! You two should
      become a Vampire Princess and Zombie Princess as well!” Zadiris
      exclaimed.

      “Stop! Don’t put strange curses on us; what will you do if we
      really do become princesses?” said Eleanora.

      It was certainly feasible for her, because her physical
      appearance was that of a twenty-year-old.

      “It’s impossible for me, in terms of how old I appear,” said
      Isla, giving a quiet shrug.

      … Her face seemed to stiffen a little as she imagined the
      unlikely possibility, however.

      “Well, I wouldn’t be able to stand being something like a Zombie
      Prince Hero at my age, either, but… you can’t do anything about a
      Rank increase,” said Borkus.

      Monsters and members of Vida’s races could increase their Ranks,
      but their Ranks wouldn’t decrease unless they became Undead.

      Also, a change in race title without a Rank increase had never
      been seen before.

      Even if limbs were lost, even with aging, monster Ranks and race
      titles remained the same.

      “Indeed,” said Zadiris. “Now that I have come this far,
      increasing my Rank again will not be easy, but I have no other
      choice.”

      “Should I make a wand and costume?” said Vandalieu.

      “… I do not want a childish design. I will not ask for a queen’s
      design, but I would be happy with a lady or woman’s design.”

      Vandalieu had asked this question while imagining a “Magic girl
      ☆

      Zadiris” in his mind, but as Zadiris didn’t know about Japan’s
      anime, she seemed to have interpreted it as him offering a present.
      Design…
      I’m not very confident, though, Vandalieu
      thought.

      “Alright,” he said, thinking that it would be too cruel to tell
      her he was joking right after her mood improved.

      He could make clothes by knitting the thread that he created
      himself. As for the wand, he decided that he would use the Demon
      King’s horns and exoskeleton as a base and follow her requests as
      much as possible.

      Isla lightly pulled at Vandalieu’s clothes. “Vandalieu-sama,
      there is something I want… could I receive a chain? Even a rope
      would be fine!”

      “Isla… that’s not for a proper hobby; it’s to attach to your
      collar, isn’t it. Are you alright with something made with Golem
      Creation?” Vandalieu asked.

      “Yes, of course!” Isla said, nodding in response to both
      questions.

      “Alright,”
      said Vandalieu.

      Isla had been working hard recently, and it was only natural to
      give her more presents after her collar.

      “Vandalieu-sama!
      Me too!” Eleanora exclaimed.

      “Isla-san and Eleanora-san, you should… I guess it’s impossible
      for you to hold back,” said Darcia.

      “I think so too, Mom,” Vandalieu agreed. “Eleanora, would you
      like a choker? Something more accessory-like.”

      Meanwhile, the ‘Saint of Healing’ Jeena and ‘Tiny Genius’
      Zandia, former heroes of Talosheim and Borkus’s former party
      members, entered the underground workshop.

      “Your-Majesty-kun.”

      “Can we
      talk to you for a moment?”

      “You’re not gonna ask for collars as well, are you?” Borkus
      asked them fearfully, having a bad feeling because of the timing of
      their arrival.

      The two
      of them gave puzzled frowns.

      “Huh? What are you talking about? We came to give
      His-Majesty-kun a report on the bodybuilding tournament and talk to
      him about other stuff while we’re here,” said Jeena.

      Having learned bodybuilding poses like the side chest from
      Vandalieu, Jeena had thought that bodybuilding could be interesting
      and come up with the idea of using the theater that had been built
      in Talosheim to hold a bodybuilding competition.

      Even in Lambda, those who prided themselves in their physical
      beauty took poses that emphasized their muscles. It was only
      natural that some of them would like the same poses used by
      bodybuilders on Earth. There were all kinds of races in Lambda, but
      many of them shared the same body shape as humans of Earth.

      But tournaments where contestants competed solely in physical
      beauty were rare. In Lambda, those with physical beauty were those
      with exceptional physical abilities, and they were expected to
      possess exceptional fighting strength.

      In other words, tournaments were those where fighting slaves
      risked their lives, and even the less gory ones were combat
      tournaments where contestants sometimes died.

      This was the first tournament in which contestants competed only
      in beauty that had no practical use, at least within the Boundary
      Mountain Range.

      It was religiously appropriate as well, providing a good theme
      for worshipping Vida, the goddess of the life attribute, so the
      plans were to hold a grand bodybuilding tournament to celebrate
      Vida’s revival.

      Of course, Vandalieu was looking forward to the tournament. He
      planned to participate as a special judge on the day.

      “Are there any problems or anything I can help with?” he
      asked.

      “Everything’s fine at the moment. You made the contestants’
      costumes for us, too. But we’re leaving the extra prizes and stuff
      to you,” said Zandia.

      Isla’s eyes shone with greed at this chance to appeal herself to
      Vandalieu, while Eleanora sighed, knowing that she couldn’t win
      against Basdia in the women’s division.

      “Hmph, this is a conversation that has nothing to do with me.
      More importantly, Zandia, what is the other information that you
      wanted to report?” Zadiris asked.

      She was a princess now for some strange reason, and she had
      completely given up in the field of muscles.

      “Hmm, first of all, the fact that our Ranks have increased and
      lost our Broken labels. I’m Rank 9, and Jeena-nee is Rank 10,”
      Zandia said. “The only other thing is that Nuaza was talking about
      building a statue of His-Majesty-kun next to the statue of
      Vida-sama to celebrate her release from Alda’s stakes and the
      revelation that His-Majesty-kun is the reincarnation of the four
      champions.”

      “I’ll go and stop him,” said Vandalieu upon hearing of this
      outrageous situation, shrugging off Zadiris’s hands and walking off
      in a determined fashion.

      “Eh? You’re going to stop him? Didn’t that great spirit Veld
      tell you that you could become a subordinate god when you die?”

      “He did, but I’m still going to stop him. I don’t plan to become
      a god now; I need to have him settle for building a life-sized
      statue like all the others he’s built up until now.”

      Vandalieu might become a god after he died, but he had no
      intention of becoming one while he was still alive.

      Earl Thomas Palpapek, the current marshal of the Mirg
      shield-nation, put his signature on a document and let out a large
      sigh.

      When he stiffened up his manner, he had a powerful presence like
      a military officer should, and when he smiled, he had a gentleness
      to him that made those around him feel at ease; either way, he was
      perceived as a reliable individual. But he had aged considerably in
      the past few years.

      Before, he had often looked younger than his actual age, but
      now, he looked ten years older.

      But the Mirg shield-nation’s king and the high officials of the
      royal palace couldn’t blame him for that.

      Approximately four years ago, an elite force of six thousand men
      had been lost on an expedition, and the nation had lost much of its
      military power. The marshal had been engaged in exhausting work to
      recover as much of that power as possible.

      On top of that, he was in charge of the defense of the nation’s
      border, which was now adjacent to enemy land once more now that the
      Sauron region had been recaptured by the Orbaume Kingdom.

      He had been working so hard that his efforts were recognized
      even by his political enemies, the nobles on the side of the Amid
      Empire.

      Some even said that with his work, the Mirg shield-nation’s
      military strength would return to what it had been before the
      expedition within ten years.

      If
      this nation is still standing by then, Thomas thought
      to himself every time he heard these words of praise.

      “… Why have things come to this?” Thomas muttered to himself in
      a disgusted tone, having dealt with all of the documents that he
      needed to look at.

      The same questions always filled his head every time when he was
      on his own, not doing any work.

      Where had he gone wrong; why had things come to this? And what
      was he supposed to do now?

      Four years ago, the expedition that began as a result of the
      Pure-breed Vampires’ schemes had ended in a greater failure than
      Thomas could have imagined. Ever since then, he had been working
      feverishly in order to prevent his homeland from suffering any
      further damage.

      He had pacified the public outcry for vengeance and engaged in
      the difficult struggle to rebuild the nation’s military strength so
      that it would be ready whenever Vandalieu decided to come and
      attack.

      Back then, he had thought that this was the best option
      available. That there was no better plan against Vandalieu, the
      Dhampir that was likely the baby whose mother that had been killed
      as a result of the Vampires’ and his own schemes.

      The tunnel through the Boundary Mountain Range had collapsed,
      completely sealing the way through. It should be impossible for
      Vandalieu to attack the Mirg shield-nation now.

      Of course, the Mirg shield-nation could not cross the Boundary
      Mountain Range, so Thomas had never even thought about taking
      revenge against Vandalieu himself.

      He had expected the Pure-breed Vampires to do it for him with no
      need for him to do anything himself, or that the Amid Empire would
      see the situation as critical and make a move.

      But Thomas’s expectations had been completely betrayed.

      The death of the Pure-breed Vampire Gubamon, the head of one of
      the factions of the Vampires that Thomas had connections to. The
      fall of the fort that was under the command of Kurt Legston,
      someone whom Thomas had been expecting to take an important
      position in the future.

      And last year, the defeat of the ‘Light-speed Sword’ Rickert
      Amid, one of the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords.

      Thomas was certain that Vandalieu was involved in every single
      one of these incidents.

      As Thomas was nothing more than a marshal of a vassal nation, he
      didn’t have an intelligence network as powerful as that of
      Marshukzarl, the emperor of the Amid Empire. But he could make
      conclusions based on what he saw of the Vampires with whom he had
      connections.

      While Thomas had been hard at work trying to rebuild the Mirg
      shield-nation’s military strength, Vandalieu had gained enough
      power to bury Pure-breed Vampires, power that even the Fifteen
      Evil-breaking Swords, the most powerful warriors of the Amid
      Empire, couldn’t match.

      Whether the Mirg shield-nation regained the military strength it
      possessed before the expedition or not, nothing would change. If
      Vandalieu wanted to, he would crush Thomas along with his entire
      nation.

      “Facing the greatest threat that this nation has ever seen, I’ve
      spent the last four years hard at work, achieving nothing but
      providing more materials for his Undead army.” Thomas gave a hollow
      chuckle. “I can’t help but laugh at myself.”

      No matter how much he trained the soldiers, even if he took a
      sword in his own hand and commanded the armies himself, no matter
      how many adventurers of B-class and above he hired, all of these
      would serve no purpose but to improve the quality of materials for
      Vandalieu’s Undead.

      It was possible that Vandalieu already thought of this nation as
      no more than a farm for Undead materials rather than as an enemy.
      This absurd notion had been surfacing in Thomas’s mind frequently
      these days.

      Thomas gave a self-deprecating smile as he felt the
      fruitlessness of his efforts. “So, my life is in the palm of a
      child whose face I have never seen before.”

      Thomas Palpapek had never directly seen Vandalieu before. He had
      never exchanged words with him, nor did he know exactly what kind
      of person he was.

      He had only seen a sketch drawn based on the testimony given by
      an adventurer who had seen Vandalieu through a Live-Dead.

      He knew that Vandalieu was a Dhampir who led Ghouls and
      commanded Undead, surpassing the limits of common knowledge. But
      although he knew of these abilities, he didn’t know what kind of
      personality Vandalieu had or what philosophies he adhered to.

      Just how much did Vandalieu know about Thomas… Did he know that
      Thomas was the one pulling the strings behind his mother’s death?
      If he did, Thomas had no idea how much he hated him.

      Considering the worst possible scenario, Thomas had already
      evacuated his three wives and his children to his secondary
      residence, but… he didn’t know how things would turn out.

      “Back then… I suppose it was a failure right from when I made
      the slow move of creating an extermination force after the
      adventurer’s testimony confirmed the Dhampir’s existence. I should
      have sent assassins to exterminate him sooner. No, back when his
      mother was discovered in Evbejia, I should have sent protégé
      knights to ensure that both mother and child were killed,” Thomas
      murmured to himself. “But I can’t return to the past. So then, what
      I should do now is…”

      Rely on the Vampires? A foolish plan. Thomas himself wasn’t that
      valuable to them. And two of the three Pure-breed Vampires had
      already been defeated; what was there to expect from them?

      Should he run crying to the Amid Empire? No; the emperor could
      be planning to fight Vandalieu, but it was also possible that he
      would try to find a point of compromise and come to a secret
      agreement. Thomas didn’t know the emperor’s intentions, so doing
      that would be dangerous.

      If the emperor was thinking of making a secret agreement with
      Vandalieu, the heads of Thomas and his family would likely be
      treated as convenient bargaining chips.

      “I’m starting to feel like hanging myself… hmm?” Thomas
      interrupted this thought and stood up from his seat, suddenly
      noticing that the wooden door was open and the night air had made
      its way into the room.

      And then he saw that a letter had fallen near the window.

      “A
      message from the Vampires? … This is…!”

      Thomas
      read the letter’s shocking contents.

      “Is this real? They are going to make a move for my sake? The
      reward will be paid only upon completion of the request… the amount
      is enormous, but I suppose that’s to be expected.”

      Thomas reread the letter over and over to confirm what had been
      written, and the hope in his eyes grew brighter each time he
      did.

      “With
      their power, I… this nation can survive!”

      
      	Name: Zadiris

      	Rank: 10

      	Race: Ghoul Wizard Princess

      	Level: 0

      	Job: Great Mage

      	Job level: 28

      	Job history: Apprentice Mage, Mage,
      Light-Attribute Mage, Wind-Attribute Mage, Philosopher, Great
      Philosopher

      	Age: 298 years old (Has undergone age
      reversal)

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Dark Vision

      	Pain Resistance: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Paralyzing Venom Secretion (Claws): Level 2

      	
      Increased Mana Recovery Rate: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Mana Enlargement: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Automatic Mana Recovery: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	
      Increased Magical Power while equipped with a staff: Medium
      (NEW!)

      

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Light-Attribute Magic: Level 10

      	Wind-Attribute Magic: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Control: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Alchemy: Level 6

      	Chant Revocation: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Multi-Cast: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Surpass Limits: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Housework: Level 1

      	
      High-speed Thought Processing: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	Zozogante’s Divine Protection

      	Garess’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation:

      【Ghoul
      Wizard Princess】

      A monster race title achieved by Zadiris following her Rank
      increase after she received the divine protection of Garess, the
      guardian deity of the Kijin nation, from Vandalieu in her
      dreams.

      There has been no change to her appearance, but her
      magic-related properties have improved from when she was a Ghoul
      Elder Wizard.

      In addition, with the effects of the Strengthened Magical Power
      while equipped with a staff Skill, the power of her spells has
      increased. (It is a Skill that increases not only her offensive
      power, but also the healing power of her healing spells and the
      duration and such of her enchantments.)

      Also, this Rank increase had nothing to do with Garess’s
      intentions.

      

    



    

    Chapter165:Improve yourself and let us compete

      
      There were two figures standing in a wasteland some distance
      away from the Majin nation, a dangerous region where Rank 5
      monsters roamed, a place the average adventurer wouldn’t survive a
      single hour.

      “GAAAAAH!”

      “UOOOOH!”

      The ‘Sword King’ Borkus raised his black greatsword into the
      air. Vigaro, the four-armed Ghoul, let out the roar of a lion as he
      swung his axe sideways.

      The air vibrated as the two weapons collided, the shockwave
      shaking the boulders nearby as if they were flimsy toys. Even
      monsters that were normally ferocious had fled like mice in fear of
      these two.

      “You’ve grown stronger, haven’t you, Vigaro! Not as strong as
      me, though!” Borkus shouted, a provocation mixed in with his words
      of praise.

      Neither of them showed any killing intent. But Borkus had
      accepted Vigaro’s request of a match with the same spirit and
      equipment as a real battle.

      Vigaro frowned and let out a low growl. “It does seem that my
      skill isn’t as great as yours yet.”

      His combat ability had clearly increased. When Vigaro and Borkus
      first met, Vigaro was far below Borkus, completely unable to defeat
      him unless Borkus was taken completely by surprise. Even with only
      a single arm and a sword with only the handle remaining, Borkus
      would certainly have defeated Vigaro in a battle.

      But in Talosheim, he had acquired a Job and gained strength
      rapidly.

      I
      have the superior Attribute Values, but the difference isn’t great
      enough for the match to be decided by that alone. Jeez, these
      members of Vida’s races that have Ranks get stronger twice as fast
      as everyone else, Borkus thought.

      When members of Vida’s races like Ghouls and Vampires that
      possessed Ranks gained Jobs, their Job Levels and their Monster
      Levels increased at the same time, so they developed more quickly
      than humans or monsters. Borkus learned of this from watching the
      development of Vigaro and the other Ghouls.

      … They didn’t stand out much compared to the Dhampir who was
      developing at a steep diagonal angle away from common sense,
      however.

      “But I received guidance! I received advice from a strangely
      tall, skinny Vandalieu that appeared in my dreams!” Vigaro
      exclaimed.

      “… I’ve said this a few times, but are you sure that wasn’t just
      a dream?” said Borkus.

      “Honestly, I sometimes think that might be the case. But thanks
      to that dream, I’ve mastered it!”

      The tension in the air had loosened for a moment, but now, it
      returned again in an instant.

      “So, you did awaken your superior Skill! Alright, I’ll put it to
      the test!” Borkus declared.

      “Yeah, I’ll show you my power now that I’ve gained what I was
      lacking!” Vigaro roared.

      He normally wielded three battleaxes and a shield, but now, he
      threw his shield into the air over his head.

      “Huh?”

      For a moment, Borkus thought that Vigaro was just making a show
      of throwing away his defense to devote himself entirely to
      attacking, but he raised his greatsword nonetheless, not letting
      his guard down.

      And then he saw a fifth arm silently extend from Vigaro’s back
      and snatch the shield out of the air.

      “…
      Huh?!”

      “Here I
      come!” Vigaro roared.

      “Wha –?! Wait, what the hell is that you just grew from your
      back?!” Borkus shouted, his discomposure clear.

      But the
      now five-armed Vigaro closed in quickly.

      Three of his arms, which were longer and more flexible than
      those of a human, were wielding battle axes, while the remaining
      arm grasped the ground to support his body.

      “Tch!”

      Despite his discomposure, Borkus defended against the three
      axes, which were all aiming at different parts of the body with
      different attack timings, with his greatsword and defensive
      movements. And then he swung his weapon back in retaliation.

      “GAH!”

      But the shield held by the arm growing from Vigaro’s back
      deflected Borkus’s blade. Taking advantage of this opening, Vigaro
      swung his three axes and unleashed a fourth attack from his free
      elbow aimed at Borkus’s legs. He positioned himself low against the
      ground, attacking from a position that would be difficult for
      Borkus, a Titan Zombie, to deal with.

      “Leaving the reason that you’ve grown an extra arm aside, it
      seems that you’re using your fifth arm to maintain your defense
      with your shield while using your free arm to adapt to the
      situation,” Borkus observed. “But it’s not good enough!”

      Borkus’s powerful front kick deflected one of Vigaro’s arms. And
      then he ignored two of the axes and moved straight forward, closing
      the gap between him and his opponent, and swung his sword down.

      “GYAOH?!”

      Vigaro immediately tried to stop the attack with his shield, but
      he was smashed into the ground by this attack from above, his fifth
      arm unable to withstand the power of Borkus’s sword.

      “Guh… I still can’t use them properly. Spirit Form and
      Materialization,” groaned the defeated Vigaro.

      The fifth arm growing from his back was not a part of his body,
      but his spirit form that was extending from it.

      “Now that you mention it, I had a feeling it looked a bit
      transparent. But I’m surprised you managed to learn those Skills
      when you’re not even Undead. What a weird guidance,” Borkus
      muttered.

      “The tall, skinny Vandalieu tore off a part of himself and then
      told me to eat it. I did, and then it grew from my back. When I
      woke up, I was a Rank 10 Ghoul Astral Tyrant and I’d acquired those
      Skills,” said Vigaro.

      “… That dream’s a nightmare. Never mind that, what’s the name of
      your superior Skill? An old buddy of mine had Axe King Technique,
      but yours is different, right?” asked Borkus, pulling out the one
      axe that had buried itself in his leg.

      The names of superior Skills were different for each person. The
      most popular ones were ‘X King Technique,’ but there were many
      cases where the Skill names were different due to the Skill owners’
      fighting styles and mental factors.

      “It’s Death Lion Axe Technique,” said Vigaro. “At the moment, I
      can’t maintain my fifth arm for long because of my inexperience and
      lack of Mana, but I’ll catch up to you soon.”

      “Yeah,
      I’m looking forward to it,” said Borkus.

      Meanwhile, Basdia was watching the fired-up conversation between
      the two men.

      “They asked me to come to make sure that nearby monsters
      wouldn’t interfere, but… I wasn’t needed, was I? Well, I got to see
      something unexpectedly valuable, considering that I was just
      killing time while Jadal comforted Mother.”

      As a warrior, she didn’t dislike heavy scenes like this, and she
      was satisfied at having been able to witness a battle between two
      exceptional fighters.

      And then she grouped up with them to treat Borkus’s leg, which
      had been almost severed due to the reckless way that he’d
      fought.

      Incidentally, she had become a Rank 9 Ghoul Amazoness Chief
      before seeing Vandalieu in her dreams, but she was still waiting
      for her advancement to Rank 10.

      While Borkus and Vigaro engaged in their fired-up conversation,
      Vandalieu was inside a certain Dungeon.

      The
      Palace of Hell.

      This was the ninety-nine-floor, high-difficulty Dungeon in the
      Majin nation. As a palace, its interior structure was like the
      inside of some kind of building, but the environmental hazards were
      top-class, such as the pools of magma in the courtyards and entire
      buildings that were made of ice.

      Other than the monsters that were simply animals with Demon-like
      features, like Devil Octopuses and Demon Apes, the monsters of the
      Dungeon were all actual Demon-type monsters, which were moving,
      condensed masses of contaminated Mana.

      Monsters like Lesser Demons could be defeated with a little
      caution for their great physical ability and moderate ability in
      magic. But the weakest Demon-type monsters that appeared in this
      Dungeon were Rank 7 Greater Demons, Lava Demons and Frost
      Demons.

      They were sly and highly capable in combat and the use of magic,
      and their most prominent feature was that they possessed numerous
      special abilities. These came in great varieties, such as spells
      that were cast with Chant Revocation, special venom, roars that
      damaged the minds of those who heard them, great regenerative
      abilities and the ability to temporarily become invisible.

      And as Vandalieu and his companions travelled deeper into the
      Dungeon, there were even more powerful enemies, like groups of Rank
      9 Demon Generals and Rank 10 Archdemons led by a Rank 11 Demon
      Lord.

      And although the materials that could be taken from the monsters
      were valuable and had high monetary value, almost none of them were
      suitable for consumption. Thus, those who came to clear this
      Dungeon had to bring their own food.

      Because of this Dungeon’s nature, even most of the Majin, who
      were highly capable in combat and could acquire Jobs that allowed
      them to tame Demon-type monsters, couldn’t manage more than
      reducing monster numbers in the shallow and middle floors.

      That was supposed to have been the case, but… Vandalieu casually
      walked down a corridor whose floor and walls were made of polished
      stone.

      “Hmm… we’ve only had a handful of fights so far,” he said,
      looking at the Demons lined up on both sides of the corridors like
      palace guards.

      They weren’t monsters tamed by the tamers of the Majin nation;
      they were ordinary monsters that inhabited this Dungeon.

      Despite that, they showed no signs of intending to attack
      Vandalieu or those following behind him.

      “Perhaps they have been charmed by you, just like the Undead we
      encountered in our first Dungeon, Bocchan?” suggested Sam, who was
      carrying the luggage in his carriage, remembering the Dungeon that
      he and Vandalieu went into during their hidden journey out of the
      Mirg shield-nation.

      “It seems that it’s different from my charm and guidance,” said
      Vandalieu, looking at the Demons.

      He extended a hand, and the Demons standing in front of him
      trembled slightly. There was fear in their reptile-like eyes.

      “It seems that I’m scary to them,” Vandalieu said.

      The Demons feared Vandalieu so much that they had abandoned
      their instincts as Dungeon monsters to attack and impede the
      advancement of intruders.

      “Monsters of Dungeons are scared, huh. This would be unthinkable
      in any ordinary Dungeon…” muttered Godwin, the Majin king.

      The minds of monsters spawned inside Dungeons were influenced by
      the Dungeons to eliminate intruders and cooperate with other
      monsters to some extent to achieve this task.

      But unlike monsters spawned by Vandalieu’s Dungeons, monsters
      spawned by ordinary Dungeons had souls. Thus, Dungeons did not
      control their monsters’ minds completely.

      There were cases where monsters would run and hide from
      overwhelmingly powerful enemies or become tamed by those with very
      good compatibility with the monsters.

      But there
      were almost no such cases for Demons.

      They were beings created when corrupted Mana gathered to form
      bodies and souls inhabited them. No matter how strange most
      monsters were, they had desires and instincts as living organisms,
      but Demons did not.

      They had no limited lifespans; they were able to continue living
      forever without sleeping, eating or reproducing. It wasn’t that
      they couldn’t do these, but they were nothing more than leisure
      activities for them.

      Thus, it wasn’t rare for Demons to simply throw their lives away
      for fun. The more powerful Demons were, the stronger this tendency
      was. They didn’t value their lives, surrender or try to flee from
      battle.

      The reason they couldn’t be tamed by those who were not Majin,
      who possessed special characteristics as a race, was because of
      these un-organism-like values.

      “Hmm, I wonder why? I haven’t really even fought any Demon-type
      monsters before,” said Vandalieu.

      “Though this is but a guess, perhaps it is because you possess
      the Demon King Title and the fragments of the Demon King?” Sam
      suggested.

      “That’s probably it,” Godwin said, hitting the palm of his hand
      with the fist of his other. “It’s said that Demon-type monsters
      began forming after the Demon King created them to be his own
      servants. They’re probably trembling in fear of the increased
      presence of the Demon King inside you, kid. But since there are a
      lot of things different from the presence of the Demon King
      Guduranis, they won’t obey you. That might be the state that
      they’re in.”

      “I see. That might be how it is,” said Vandalieu. The Demons
      didn’t confirm or deny Godwin’s theory, but he was convinced.

      “I am still unable to tame even a single Lesser Demon… and yet,
      Archdemons are as meek as cats before His Majesty. Perhaps I should
      say that it is to be expected, but…” The ‘Liberating Princess
      Knight’ Iris Bearheart, former leader of the resistance who had
      survived after receiving fatal wounds by transforming into an
      Obscene-Majin Succubus, let out a sigh.

      She had transformed from a human to a Majin through the ‘Blood
      Cocoon’ ritual carried out by Godwin, but less than a year had
      passed since then, so she couldn’t handle Demons well like
      natural-born Majin yet.

      “Iris… that is something that even normal Majin take ten years
      to learn. It is nothing to be disappointed about,” said the spirit
      of Iris’s father George, who resided in the dark magic sword, the
      Orichalcum holy sword Nemesis Bell that had been remade by
      Vandalieu into Nemesis George.

      Iris had acquired the Cursed Spirit Swordsman Job, which was a
      Tamer-type Job, but the only monster following her was the spirit
      of her own father George. Even then, she had been reunited with her
      father because Vandalieu had given him to her, so she wasn’t aware
      that she had tamed a monster, nor did she have the experience
      associated with doing so.

      And the monsters she was trying to tame were Demons, which were
      more intelligent than beasts and yet had completely different
      mental structures from humans. It was only natural that she would
      struggle to tame them.

      “Hmm, do you want to try a Demon Centaur next time?” suggested
      Godwin, who had become a second ‘father’ to Iris after conducting
      the ritual to transform her into a Majin. “You’re used to handling
      horses, right?”

      But his daughter did not give a favorable response.

      “Judging from its name, that Demon isn’t a horse, is it?” said
      Vandalieu.

      “That’s right, Your Majesty. They are Demons that have the lower
      bodies of horses like Centaurs. They might look similar, but they
      are monsters that are different from horses and Centaurs, so… I
      don’t know if knowing the Mount Skill would be of any use,” said
      Iris.

      Demon Centaurs were low-Rank Demons like Lesser Demons, with
      great mobility on the ground making up for their inability to
      fly.

      Of course, they were completely different from military horses
      and horses that were used as mounts.

      “Godwin, could you not at least use Demon Horses?” said
      George.

      “Those are just Demon-like horse monsters,” said Godwin. “Even
      if Iris tamed one, it wouldn’t count as proof of Iris’s adulthood,
      George.”

      “But even if you make her do something that she is inexperienced
      in –”

      “George, that’s being just a bit over-protective. Your way of
      raising children doesn’t match mine at all!”

      It seemed that George and Godwin often disagreed on how to raise
      their ‘daughter’ Iris.

      As Vandalieu looked up at Iris, she averted her gaze in
      embarrassment.

      “As a Majin, I am still a minor, so… I am treated as such by
      those around me, and it seems that my fathers are influenced by
      that as well,” she said.

      In the Majin nation, Majin that had not been deemed worthy of
      being adults were treated as minors, regardless of their appearance
      or real age. Iris was no exception.

      Even the renowned Liberating Princess Knight of the Sauron
      region was nothing but a newborn chick.

      “I see, fathers worry about their daughters’ upbringing, too.
      Now that I think about it, I also did… no, even now, I do still
      worry about them,” said Sam, feeling sympathy for George and Godwin
      as he remembered his own daughters.

      Though if Saria and Rita were to hear this, they would respond
      with, “No, Father is just strange.”

      “I have been complaining that I want to become an adult as
      quickly as possible, so the two of them have been giving me as much
      knowledge as they possibly can,” Iris explained.

      “I don’t think you need to be in such a rush, Iris. I think it
      would be good for you to think of this as a time to learn and take
      your time in expanding your strengths,” said Vandalieu.

      “What you say is reasonable, Your Majesty, but I am referred to
      as ‘Ohime-chan’ by the people of the Majin nation… the thought of
      this continuing for years is unbearable.”

      “Ah, that
      might cause you some stress.”

      Iris was being treated as a child by the people of the Majin
      nation and even the human, Dwarf and Elf citizens. That was how the
      nation’s system was, so it was only natural for them all to treat
      Iris that way.

      But Iris likely felt pathetic, as she had been an adult in human
      society until last year.

      “Now that I think about it, Kachia and the others said that they
      weren’t treated that warmly by the Ghouls right after their
      transformations,” said Vandalieu, remembering Kachia and the other
      former female adventurers who had lost hope in living and
      transformed into Ghouls to live new lives as his followers.

      In other words, just like Kachia and the others back then, Iris
      still hadn’t adapted to her new, vastly different environment and
      social position.

      Vandalieu touched her hand that wasn’t holding George to cheer
      her up, thinking that as someone more experienced, he should give
      her some advice.

      “Iris, you might not be able to believe this, but you’ll get
      used to it one day. I was completely bewildered when I was reborn,
      too,” he said.

      He had felt very uncomfortable being raised as an infant after
      his second reincarnation, this time as Darcia’s son.

      But his moments of bewilderment and confusion had gradually
      become less frequent. At the same time, the personality of Amamiya
      Hiroto of Earth and the Undead of Origin changed, becoming
      Vandalieu of Lambda.

      He still possessed the memories from his previous lives, but he
      could no longer remember how he had endured so many irrational
      circumstances and continued living on in Japanese society.

      “I see… I thought that you would have adapted straight away,
      Your Majesty,” said Iris.

      Sam and even George and Godwin, who had been arguing until
      moments ago, found interest in this conversation and joined in.

      “Is that true? I believe that when I first met you, many aspects
      of your speech and behavior were not very child-like,” said
      Sam.

      “Even recently, I feel that rather than being a child… you often
      behave in strange ways,” said George.

      “Yeah, I think ordinary children would be scared if they were
      carried around in iron-claw grips,” Godwin agreed.

      As they said, Vandalieu had many visible un-childlike aspects.
      He was expressionless and his voice was flat-toned, and he appeared
      calmer than was appropriate for his age. Vandalieu could understand
      this.

      “Well, even if I get used to this world, it’s not like I forget
      my memories and experiences from my previous lives. I was reborn as
      a baby with my previous memories and personality, but various
      things might be different for Iris,” he said. “The Vampires like
      Eleanora and Bellmond might be more similar to her.”

      The Vampires outside the Boundary Mountain Range considered
      themselves ‘born’ from the moment they transformed from their
      previous race.

      Whether they had been twenty years old or six years old at that
      moment, they were treated as immature individuals in Vampire
      society. Their positions in those societies progressed as they
      improved the Skills they gained by becoming Vampires and became
      accustomed to their superior physical abilities to use them
      better.

      Eleanora and Bellmond had been Vampires of a faction worshipping
      an evil god, so unlike Iris, they had not been raised with
      love.

      “Hmm, even if we wanted to ask the Pure-breed Vampires in Vida’s
      Resting Grounds to use as a reference, they only wake up perhaps
      once in a thousand years,” said Godwin.

      “Couldn’t you ask other Majin who were transformed from other
      races?” said George.

      “One of my grandma’s older brother’s girlfriends was apparently
      an Elf who transformed into a Majin, but that happened tens of
      thousands of years ago. She turned into stone at Vida’s Resting
      Grounds ages ago. Unlike the Pure-breed Vampires, almost none of us
      Majin wake up after becoming stone.”

      “No, I am aware that the two of you are always thinking out of
      consideration for me. I am simply not accustomed to it yet, please
      don’t concern yourselves about it,” said Iris, stopping this
      discussion between her two fathers regarding their daughter.

      The relationship between the two fathers and their daughter
      would be considered peculiar in human societies, but it seemed to
      be a good relationship.

      “Really? Well, we shouldn’t have this family council in a
      corridor with Demons standing petrified on either side. But still…
      I’ve defeated this Dungeon’s boss multiple times, and even I’ve
      never been feared this much by the Dungeon’s Demons,” said Godwin.
      “How about you take the position of Majin king as well, kid? I’m
      sure you’d be able to serve as the Majin King in your spare
      time.”

      The greatest duty of the Majin nation’s king was to periodically
      clear the Palace of Hell.

      The Palace of Hell, which was created by Gufadgarn, the evil god
      of labyrinths, had the role of preventing the haphazard generation
      of Dungeons and Demons all over the inside of the Boundary Mountain
      Range by gathering the polluted Mana and generating Demons inside
      it.

      But superior monsters, even Demon-type ones, possessed too much
      intelligence and could break free from the Dungeon’s influence on
      their minds about a hundred years after they were spawned. In such
      cases, they would display troublesome behaviors such as going
      outside or lurking on shallow floors to ambush intruders.

      It was necessary to cull the superior Demons periodically in
      order to prevent this.

      Godwin had performed this task twelve times. But it seemed to
      him that Vandalieu would be able to do this even more easily.

      Indeed, the moment he suggested this, unrest spread among the
      Demons lined up on both sides of the corridor. Their eyes, which
      were normally filled with joy even in their dying moments, were now
      open wide as if to scream, “PLEASE DON’T!”

      “I’ll
      decline,” said Vandalieu.

      It wasn’t that he was being considerate towards the Demons, but
      of course, he had to decline.

      “As I thought. But why? I know it’s weird for me to say this,
      but it’s quite easy being the king of this nation as long as you’re
      strong. You’d even be able to make more heads and arms to do
      deskwork, kid,” said Godwin.

      “Father, perhaps it is because he knows that you are only saying
      this because you dislike the deskwork?” said Iris.

      “Godwin, your term is over in a few more decades, so you should
      persevere,” said George.

      “No, I was just thinking that I should quit being king and
      devote myself to raising my child,” said Godwin.

      “I am not enough of a child to warrant that!” Iris said in a
      strong tone with a swing of her tail, seeming to dislike being used
      as an excuse.

      “Muh, if you have a proper reason like that, then… but depending
      on how I resurrect Mom, she might return to being a baby, so I
      can’t just take on more work like that…” said Vandalieu, thinking
      seriously about the matter.

      “Don’t fall for his words, Your Majesty!” Iris said,
      reprimanding him.

      The four of them showed no signs of tension as they proceeded
      down the corridor and went through the door at its end, entering
      the chamber in which the Dungeon boss awaited them.

      The Dungeon boss, the Archdemon Lord, attacked without showing
      any fear for Vandalieu. But even that only ended up being a single
      battle against a Rank 12 monster; it was questionable as to whether
      this could be counted as going through a Dungeon more difficult
      than B-class Dungeons in order to prepare for the Trial of
      Zakkart.

      Unlike the contests of strength in the Kijin nation, Vandalieu
      made use of his Demon King fragments and buried the Archdemon Lord
      without difficulty.

      “Come to think of it, there’s going to be a bodybuilding
      tournament where contestants compete in physical beauty. Why don’t
      you enter to take a break from training?” Vandalieu suggested to
      Iris and the others.

      “Oh, that sounds good. It’s an invitation from the emperor, so
      the civil officials won’t complain, either. We can build our
      relationship, too~

      ♪ We might as well enter, right, Iris?” said Godwin.
      “Godwin, how can you suggest that your unmarried daughter enter
      a competition of physical beauty? Iris, you mustn’t enter,” said
      George.

      “Chichi-ue, please stop talking as if I wish to enter. Those
      costumes… It is very much impossible for me. Standing on a stage
      with a single boomerang-shaped piece of underwear is unthinkable,”
      said Iris.

      “No, it’s only the male contestants that wear boomerang
      underwear,” said Vandalieu. “The clothes for the female contestants
      are similar to the latest fashion trends of the Majin nation.”

      “I see,
      then… no, I shall decline,” said Iris.

      She had almost nodded for a moment, but upon remembering what
      the latest fashion trends in the Majin nation were like, she
      realized that she would not be able to endure such
      embarrassment.

      『The
      Level of the Labyrinth Construction Skill has
      increased!』

      One day in May, when half of spring had passed and the beginning
      of summer was approaching, Kurt Legston was sitting in the audience
      seats of the theater, watching the faces of his acquaintances as
      they competed in physical beauty on a stage with oil on their
      bodies.

      “… I can’t understand His Majesty’s interests at all,” he
      muttered.

      ‘The First Vida’s Revival Celebratory Bodybuilding Contest’ was
      unfolding in this theater.

      Kurt had been born as the third son of the Legston family of
      earls, which took turns in assuming the position of marshal in the
      Mirg shield-nation, and he had continued his life as a military man
      after being recruited by Vandalieu. He had no hatred for
      muscles.

      In fact, he admired those with well-trained bodies. But that
      admiration was for physical abilities that manifested from minds
      that could endure steady training and the muscles that formed as a
      result.

      In contrast to this, the main purpose of this bodybuilding event
      was to compete only in the appearance of those well-trained
      bodies.

      The contestants struck poses, the men wearing boomerang
      underwear while the women wore bikini-type clothing.

      Even now, Vigaro was showing the biceps of each of his four
      arms, while Borkus twisted his body to show off his femoral muscles
      and the muscles on his arms.

      Kurt did know that the average knight’s neck would be broken if
      they received a punch from one of those arms, but he saw no
      combat-related meaning in the poses themselves.

      “Haven’t you entered, Kurt? Participation alone awards
      pomegranate juice and V-oil,” said his older brother Chezare
      Legston, who had entered the theater partway through the contest,
      taking a seat next to Kurt.

      He had become Talosheim’s general after becoming an Undead, and
      he was effectively the prime minister now.

      “…
      Ani-ue, please stop with the jokes. Do you want to
      see me strike poses with a smile, wearing only a single pair of
      underwear? I have no intention to embarrass myself and enter a
      competition I have no hope of winning in exchange for pomegranate
      juice and oil… though I do know that the oil is a valuable
      commodity,” Kurt said with a dejected expression.

      As he had once been a knight of a knights’ order himself, he had
      quite the well-trained body even now. But he was aware that he had
      no hope of winning against the favorites of each category like
      Vigaro, Borkus, Godwin and Miles.

      Thus, despite giving Kasim and Haj gazes of pity as they
      participated in the contest on the stage, he had no intention of
      joining them.

      But V-oil… the special oil that Vandalieu had created by
      extracting oil from the Demon King’s blubber and adding various
      other ingredients to it, was perhaps valuable enough to embarrass
      himself for. It was effective in treating a variety of conditions,
      such as dry skin, burns and hair loss. It was apparently also
      good as a beauty product.

      Incidentally, it was the oil that all of the contestants had put
      on their bodies.

      But Kurt’s hairline hadn’t retreated from the front line of
      defense, so he could likely do without it.

      “It’s not that you have no chance of winning. The event is
      divided by gender into four weight categories, for a total of eight
      categories. Maybe you can’t take first place, but you should have
      hope for achieving top five,” said Chezare.

      “Then you should have entered, Ani-ue. Undead that aren’t
      Skeletons can enter, can’t they?” said Kurt.

      “I’m sure you know that even when I was alive, I was more suited
      for managing military affairs than showing my valor as a knight or
      commander. My body reflects that,” said Chezare.

      He had far less talent for being a warrior than Kurt; he didn’t
      have much confidence in his physical beauty or physical
      abilities.

      “If His Majesty didn’t take me in, I would never have even
      become a general,” he said.

      “… Though you say ‘taken in,’ you were killed and turned into an
      Undead, and what you’re doing now is mostly the work of a prime
      minister,” Kurt pointed out.

      “Leaving that aside, Kurt, a vassal shouldn’t ever say that they
      ‘can’t understand’ their master’s interests.”

      Just as there were subordinates on Earth who took part in the
      hobbies of their superiors, it wasn’t rare in the human societies
      of Lambda for vassals to join their masters in their hobbies.
      Fishing, hunting, poetry, gourmet food, musical performances, board
      games and such.

      In the human societies of Lambda, relationships between vassals
      and their masters continued for longer than modern-day Japan,
      especially for nobles and knights. Thus, these activities were even
      more important.

      Vassals could have the masters they would serve for their entire
      lives decided from birth, one day marry the daughter of their
      superior or the relationship could even fail completely, resulting
      in the vassals being imprisoned for treason by suspicious masters…
      though this last possibility didn’t occur very frequently in
      reality.

      In any case, it was normal for vassals to have some interest in
      their masters’ hobbies.

      “… Knowing His Majesty, I can only imagine him saying, ‘Everyone
      is different,’ Ani-ue,” said Kurt.

      “Chichi-ue and Alsard-aniue are going to take their families and
      flee their nation,” said Chezare. “His Majesty is taking them in,
      so how can we not devote ourselves to him?”

      “Well,
      that’s true.”

      With multiple uses of Legion’s ability to teleport to hold
      secret meetings, it had been all but confirmed that Chezare and
      Kurt’s family, the Legston family of earls, would defect to
      Talosheim.

      This was the result of Chezare and Kurt, as well as Vandalieu
      himself, persuading them.

      … Chezare and Kurt’s father, Cecil Legston, seemed to have
      complicated emotions upon learning that one of his sons had become
      an Undead and the other had betrayed his motherland, but he hadn’t
      expressed them before Vandalieu.

      He had learned that the son that had become an Undead was much
      livelier than he had been while alive, and that both sons had
      become more successful than in the Mirg shield-nation. In addition
      to that, Isla, who had been on the expedition of four years ago,
      had explained the truth behind it.

      With her Unique Skill, Transformation, she had transformed
      herself into the mercenary leader that she had joined the
      expedition army as, greatly helping to persuade the two.

      “Even if he himself doesn’t mind, that doesn’t mean we can
      simply keep relying on his kindness. I know that,” said Kurt. “I
      know that, but… no, I suppose I do understand the event that’s
      taking place now.”

      Chezare looked in the direction Kurt’s gaze was directed as he
      changed his mind. The men’s division had ended and the women’s
      division had started.

      Basdia, Jeena, Borkus’s daughter Gopher and Gizania struck their
      poses in turn.

      “Kurt… well, you’re not the only one,” Chezare muttered as he
      heard the men’s cheers and whistles.

      They were equivalent to the high-pitched cheers of the women
      when the men’s division had been going on.

      “They stand on a stage in light clothes to compete in physical
      beauty; even the contestants knew that this would happen. That’s
      why His Majesty created security Golems to ensure that the audience
      wouldn’t get onto the stage,” said Kurt.

      But he didn’t notice the large sigh of relief coming from Iris,
      who hadn’t known this and was now very glad that she wasn’t
      participating.

      “Some of
      them are wearing clothes that cover more than their
      usual clothes, aren’t they?” Kurt added.

      “That’s true, but… By the way, I wonder if Chichi-ue is going to
      bring everyone like we suggested,” said Chezare.

      During the discussions with the Legston family, there had been
      several moments when Vandalieu had said, “There are probably things
      that are difficult to say with me here” and sat outside to keep
      watch with Legion.

      At those times, Chezare and Kurt had included several
      suggestions on what they should do if they decided to desert the
      Mirg shield-nation along with their words of persuasion.

      “Alsard-aniue said that he doesn’t have any concubines yet… we
      investigated carefully, but it doesn’t seem that he has any illicit
      lovers that he’s keeping hidden,” said Kurt.

      “Then I suppose it will be his long-serving servants, those with
      nowhere else to go, his loyal knights and their families,” said
      Chezare. “Perhaps it is a good thing that the family lost power due
      to the incident involving me. It makes managing the numbers much
      easier.”

      Normally, there would be no problem in leaving behind any hidden
      lovers and all the servants but a few. But Vandalieu taking care of
      all of these would certainly have an effect on the Legston family’s
      impression of him.

      They wouldn’t force Vandalieu to try and bring everyone, and
      they would likely take their own family’s situation into account,
      but the image of Vandalieu inside Cecil and Alsard worsening would
      be unavoidable.

      “Since His Majesty said that, he’s the kind that looks out for
      those in weak positions,” said Chezare. “As that’s how this nation
      was built, I don’t think there are any problems. In fact, I was one
      of those in a weak position when I died.”

      Their master Vandalieu had always been on the side of the weak
      on Earth and even in Origin. There was a difference in how weak he
      had been in each world, but he had always been in a weak position,
      on the side that was thrown aside and discarded.

      Thus, he had been sympathetic and ignored his own gains and
      losses to extend his hand to the spirits of a nobleman’s former
      servant and his daughters who had been killed by bandits, a girl
      who had been attacked by adventurers, the dead people of the Titan
      nation that had been destroyed by the Mirg shield-nation, the
      cultivation village built by refugees chased from their homelands
      and the Scylla race that had been forced into their own secluded
      territory.

      It wasn’t that he thought the strong were bad, hated royals and
      nobles or detested the wealthy.

      But he didn’t think that the weak were always right, nor did he
      think that justice lay with either side.

      However, he always directed his gaze towards the weak first.

      It wasn’t
      logical; that was just his nature.

      “I don’t have any complaints, either. I was taken in along with
      all of my subordinates, too. But I think it’s a way of thinking
      that isn’t compatible with the royals and nobles of human
      societies. And this doesn’t need to be said to you, Ani-ue, but
      until just recently, our family was an ancient and honorable,
      upper-class family of earls in the Mirg shield-nation,” said Kurt.
      “For the sake of our nephew’s future, please, don’t do anything
      strange, Oyaji-dono.”

      “It’s not that I don’t trust Chichi-ue and Alsard-aniue, but…”
      Chezare muttered.

      Even if Cecil and Alsard wanted to discard everyone other than
      their own families, Vandalieu wouldn’t reject them. He had made a
      promise to Kurt, and he would take the situation into account.

      But this would inevitably lead to a difference in the way they
      were treated after they came to Talosheim. To Vandalieu, Cecil and
      Alsard would be nothing more than ‘Chezare and Kurt’s father and
      older brother,’ nor would he ever need to rely on them.

      They were unlikely to be neglected, but they wouldn’t be put in
      important positions, nor would they be trusted.

      Chezare and Kurt wanted to avoid that as a family, so they
      prayed that Cecil and Alsard would listen to their advice, for the
      sake of their newly-born nephew as well.

      … They wanted to believe in them, as they were family, but at
      the same time, their unease didn’t disappear, knowing that they
      were in shaky positions because they were nobles.

      The spectators of the contest, who didn’t know anything about
      Chezare and Kurt’s situation, looked at them curiously as they put
      their hands together, facing the stage.

      “I wonder
      why those two are praying?”

      “… Maybe they really loved the female contestants’ poses?”
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    Chapter166:The lawless area in the capital

      
      In his own Divine Realm, Rodcorte regretted the decision that he
      had made approximately three years ago.

      That decision was having the ‘Perseus’ Samejima Yuuri
      reincarnated in the Legston family of earls.

      It had been immediately after the ‘Gungnir’ Kaidou Kanata’s soul
      was broken by Vandalieu. It was the time when Rodcorte had become
      significantly more wary of Vandalieu. But three of the reincarnated
      individuals, including Perseus, had refused to fight Vandalieu,
      saying that they wanted nothing to do with him.

      And so, Rodcorte had reincarnated them in environments where
      they would likely one day be forced to confront Vandalieu whether
      they wanted to or not.

      “The decision should not have been an incorrect one at the
      time,” Rodcorte murmured to himself.

      Vandalieu had already acquired the Dead Spirit Magic Skill at
      the time, but he hadn’t acquired the Guider Job, and while the
      Demon King’s blood resided in his body, he hadn’t ever activated
      it… or least, Rodcorte hadn’t been aware that he had.

      And because Vandalieu had thought of the Mirg shield-nation and
      the Amid Empire that ruled it as threats at the time, he had always
      been vigilant against them but never made any moves into the enemy
      nations himself.

      That was why Rodcorte had predicted that there would be time
      before Perseus and the others would have to face Vandalieu, at
      least enough to develop to some extent… at least enough for them to
      become adults or teenagers at the very least.

      In order to protect the reincarnated individuals’ minds,
      Rodcorte had made it so that their memories and personalities would
      not return until five or six years after their reincarnation. It
      could be assumed that one of the reasons Vandalieu gained strength
      at an abnormal rate was because this safeguard had been removed for
      some reason, resulting in him regaining his memories and
      personality immediately after being born and then gaining strength
      on his own in order to survive.

      Rodcorte guessed that this advantage was what had allowed him to
      defeat Gungnir and destroy his soul at the age of seven. At the
      same time, he had also guessed that this development would not
      continue for much longer.

      The races of Lambda were far superior to the humans of Earth and
      Origin in physical ability and fighting strength, but they would
      always encounter walls in their development process.

      Even Vandalieu, who was born as one of Vida’s races – a Dhampir
      – shouldn’t have been an exception to this.

      “But less than three years after that, he developed so much that
      he was able to crush members of the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords,
      who are among the strongest of Lambda’s humans. Ah, there was an
      Elf and a half-Elf as well, right?” said Aran.

      “Elves and Dwarves count as humans in that world,” Izumi pointed
      out. “More importantly, what are we going to do? About Samejima…
      Sarua. At this rate, he’ll be taken to Talosheim soon.”

      Rodcorte
      remained silent.

      To think that Vandalieu’s development hadn’t stopped… in fact,
      it had accelerated, defying Rodcorte’s expectations. Now that
      things had come to this, having Perseus reincarnated in the Legston
      family of earls, with whom Vandalieu had connections to, could only
      be called a mistake.

      If Perseus was reincarnated in the family of the marshal that
      had sent the Mirg shield-nation’s expedition army to Talosheim,
      born to a father who had lost his younger brother and his family’s
      reputation with the expedition’s failure, would he not feel a
      desire to fight against Vandalieu once he became an adult?

      “That’s probably what you were thinking, but… I think you should
      have thought more about the circumstances that humans face,” sighed
      the ‘Oracle’ Endou Kouya, who had joined Aran and Izumi in becoming
      Rodcorte’s familiar spirits.

      The hatred for Vandalieu of Cecil Legston and the rest of the
      Legston family of earls was far less than Rodcorte had
      imagined.

      It wasn’t that they had no hatred at all, but most of it was
      directed at the commanders of the expedition army who had made the
      expedition happen and the filthy traitor who had connections to the
      Pure-breed Vampires, Earl Mauvid. And it was the Amid Empire’s
      government who hadn’t stopped that traitor.

      At the time, information regarding Vandalieu had been even more
      limited than it was now, and the Legston family had only known of
      him as ‘something terrible that haunts the other side of the
      Boundary Mountain Range.’ That was one of the reasons, but their
      negative feelings were directed towards the Amid Empire, with whom
      they had already felt discontent to begin with, and Earl Mauvid,
      whose existence they clearly knew of.

      That was the same after Vandalieu had made contact with them and
      met them face to face.

      Chezare, who had been presumed to be dead, had become an Undead
      and was now in the important position of what was essentially a
      prime minster. And the family’s third son Kurt had survived,
      becoming one of Vandalieu’s important vassals. Cecil and Alsard had
      complicated emotions regarding these truths.

      Aran had looked through and analyzed the records, and his
      conclusion was that their emotions towards Vandalieu were that they
      wanted to thank him but weren’t sure whether it was appropriate for
      them to do so.

      It would have been normal for the Legston family… no, almost any
      ordinary family in the world, to raise their voices in anger at the
      fact that their relatives had been turned into Undead and cry over
      the fact that their peaceful post-death rest had been
      disturbed.

      That was
      what Rodcorte had expected.

      But the Undead Chezare appeared no different from when he was
      alive other than his pale face and dead eyes. He possessed almost
      all of his memories and knowledge, and he had appeared before his
      father and older brother looking far more content than he had when
      he was alive.

      It seemed that this had caused the Legston family to greatly
      question everything that they had known about Undead that was
      considered common knowledge.

      As a result of several discussions after that, it had been
      secretly confirmed that they would defect to Talosheim. Of course,
      they would take Sarua with them.

      “‘Depending on how we interpret this, this might become a large
      chance to kill Vandalieu. Samejima… Sarua will successfully
      infiltrate Talosheim and will be a family member of an important
      vassal. Nobody will suspect him. Information gathering will be
      smooth from now on, too…’ You’re not thinking anything along these
      lines, are you?” Izumi asked Rodcorte through half-closed eyes.
      “That’s impossible,” she added, before Rodcorte could reply. “You
      don’t even need to ask for Aran’s Calculation and Kouya’s Oracle to
      know that. You know, us Bravers have no experience in long-term
      undercover investigations. Excluding Murakami and his friends, that
      is.”

      In Origin, the Bravers had originally been an organization that
      carried out rescue missions in disasters and accidents. With the
      extermination of an Undead that had appeared in a secret research
      laboratory of a certain military nation… Vandalieu, they had
      started fighting against terrorists and armed groups as well, but
      ordinary criminal investigations were carried out by the nations’
      law enforcement agencies.

      Thus, Sarua didn’t have the skills needed to act as an
      undercover agent for years at a time. The abilities that he had
      been given by Rodcorte wouldn’t be of any direct use for this
      purpose, either.

      “It seems that he has forgotten his memories and personality
      from his previous lives, so he’s an ordinary baby, but… once he
      regains them, he’ll be suspected right away,” said Izumi.

      Vandalieu’s origins had been made public in Talosheim. If Sarua
      acted too strangely, he would certainly be questioned.

      “I’ll ask you just to be sure, but can’t you do anything about
      it? You’re a god, aren’t you?” said Kouya.

      Finally, Rodcorte spoke. “It is impossible. Not unless I use an
      extreme, irreversible method such as descending upon the world of
      Lambda with the resolve to use every ounce of the power that I have
      stored up, walking into the Mirg shield-nation’s city and releasing
      Perseus’s soul from his body to reclaim it.”

      “… That’s something a space monster would do, not a god. And you
      said ‘release,’ but don’t you mean that you’re just going to kill
      him?” said Kouya.

      “His soul
      will not be broken, so there will be a future for him. Of course,
      that would only be the case if I am not destroyed. The options
      available to me are limited because I am a god,”
      Rodcorte said.

      Sometimes, especially in worlds like Earth and Origin where the
      existence of gods hadn’t been made clear, humans would deny that
      any gods existed, thinking that the irrational things that happened
      in front of their eyes would not be allowed if gods did exist.

      But the
      opposite was true. It was because gods existed that
      irrational things were allowed to happen. That was just how it
      was.

      “His memories, personality and power from his previous lives
      returned temporarily when he met Legion and heard Vandalieu’s name,
      but he has forgotten them again. His Attribute Values have returned
      to those of an infant, too. Therefore, I cannot offer him any help
      from here,” said Rodcorte. “Normally, the body would not be able to
      handle those until it is at least five years old, so he would be
      fortunate just to have returned to normal without any lasting
      damage.”

      It seemed that he had become careless from repeating the
      reincarnation process. This incident had taught Rodcorte that. He
      would be more careful from now on.

      “Vandalieu is able to guide souls away from my system, into
      Vida’s system. As an ordinary baby with his mind not having
      returned, Perseus’s soul will certainly be led to Vida’s system,”
      said Rodcorte.

      And once his mind did return, the fact that he was a
      reincarnated individual would quickly be discovered.

      Needless to say, it would be impossible for the other
      reincarnated individuals to rescue him after that.

      The other two who had been reincarnated at the same time as
      Perseus were babies like him; Rodcorte couldn’t send Divine
      Messages to them.

      Asagi and his companions had been reincarnated on the Orbaume
      Kingdom’s side of the continent, so it didn’t seem physically
      possible for them to reach him in time… and even if they did, it
      wouldn’t be feasible for them to smuggle themselves into the
      country and then kidnap the eldest son of a family of earls.

      The Legston family were even more unknown to Asagi and his
      companions than Vandalieu; they were nothing more than inhabitants
      of an enemy nation. It was questionable as to whether they would
      even be able to have a conversation with the Legston family, let
      alone convince them.

      As for the ‘Noah’ Mao, she had already made her preparations to
      leave the Bahn Gaia continent and was waiting for her ship to
      leave.

      There was no use in even trying Murakami and Kanako’s groups,
      though each group had their own reasons for that.

      “Thus, there is nothing I can do,” Rodcorte concluded, giving up
      on Perseus.

      There was a small hope. Perseus might not be guided before
      regaining his memories and power, or he could die in an unfortunate
      incident before being guided.

      In such circumstances, Rodcorte would be able to reach out a
      hand and save him somehow.

      As long as neither of these happened, Rodcorte had no choice but
      to treat Perseus as a precious sample.

      Unlike Minuma Hitomi, who was one of Legion’s personalities,
      none of Lambda’s gods had laid hands on him. Would he still be
      guided?

      If he was, would he still be able to use the cheat-like ability
      given to him by Rodcorte despite belonging to Vida’s circle of
      reincarnation system?

      Perseus was an experimental subject to investigate these
      questions.

      Rodcorte was a god who ruled over reincarnation, in charge of
      maintaining and managing a smooth system. That was why he didn’t
      take human emotions and circumstances into account like Kouya had
      suggested.

      To him, humans were nothing more than resources that provided
      souls to pass through the conveyor belt that was his circle of
      reincarnation system.

      Rodcorte had continued to exist this way long before the first
      organisms were born on Earth. Without even realizing it, he had
      become a god for whom it was normal to ignore the emotions of
      nature, humans and gods other than himself.

      Even now, he was aware that Aran and his other familiar spirits
      were discontent with his decision, but he did not reconsider his
      thoughts.

      The only thing Aran and the others could do now was pray that
      their companions’ souls would not be broken.

      Vandalieu flew through the night sky over the Mirg
      shield-nation’s royal capital with Flight, holding a map in one
      hand.

      He had completely covered himself with a black cloth just in
      case, but he was using Blind Spot, the Dark King Magic spell that
      almost completely erased his presence, so it was unlikely that he
      would be noticed.

      … Though the spirits inside the royal capital always flocked to
      Vandalieu whenever he came here, so if there was a Spiritualist in
      the city, they would notice something abnormal.

      Well, there was no way to conceal that, so it couldn’t be
      helped.

      I’ll
      run away in the unlikely event someone interferes, and I just need
      to accomplish my objective and then go home.

      If he was surrounded by guards or stopped by adventurers, he
      just needed to run; he was strong enough to do that. Knowing this,
      he looked down at the townscape below him, getting serious.

      Indeed, there was nothing that caused a reaction from
      Vandalieu’s Danger Sense: Death spell.

      Well,
      being overconfident isn’t good, so I’ve done everything I
      can.

      He had set up surveillance Golems and Undead around the houses
      of the Legston family and their relatives to watch for any
      suspicious movements. He asked the spirits whether there were any
      powerful enemy forces like the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords.

      And the desertion of the Legston family of earls and those
      related to them was already complete.

      They had gotten inside Sam’s carriage, then Vandalieu had
      equipped Sam with Group Binding Technique, then Legion had used
      Teleportation to bring them to Talosheim.

      After that, Vandalieu had come back here once more with Legion’s
      Teleportation.

      None of the things that Chezare and Kurt had worried about had
      happened.

      They were likely giving a detailed explanation of Talosheim to
      the Legston family right about now.

      …
      Come to think of it, Sarua-kun froze and stared at me. Am I really
      that scary? Vandalieu wondered, touching his own face
      as he remembered Chezare and Kurt’s young nephew.

      The reason for Sarua’s strange behavior was that he had regained
      his memories and personality once more and become unable to move as
      he noticed Vandalieu staring at him. But Vandalieu had not yet
      noticed that Sarua was a reincarnated individual. He hadn’t even
      expected such a thing to be possible.

      That was because he assumed that even Rodcorte wouldn’t be that
      stupid.

      Since he was unaware of the situation on Rodcorte’s side and
      also not particularly aware that he had gained power at an
      extremely abnormal speed, that was a natural assumption to
      make.

      A reincarnated individual reborn into a noble family of the Mirg
      shield-nation, one involved with its army at that, could be killed
      before they even became old enough to be self-aware.

      That was why neither Vandalieu nor Minuma Hitomi of Legion were
      suspicious of Sarua.

      Now
      then, Earl Palpapek’s mansion is…

      Vandalieu followed the route he was supposed to take, looking at
      the map drawn for him by Cecil Legston. According to the
      information he had received from him and Alsard, Thomas Palpapek
      had placed his family in a second residence under the pretense of
      receiving medical treatment, and there should only be a few
      servants and guards in the mansion now.

      It’s
      very helpful that his family isn’t in the mansion. It’s because
      Mom’s reincarnation is in sight that I have to dispose of
      him.

      Vandalieu had to reduce the chance of Earl Palpapek plotting to
      kill his mother a second time to zero. That was why he had to kill
      him now while he still could.

      With these thoughts in mind, Vandalieu looked at the mansion in
      front of him and noticed something strange.

      The spirits were clamoring, telling him that it was dangerous.
      And he could sense an extraordinary presence inside the mansion
      himself, too.

      But the reaction from Danger Sense: Death was dim.

      Why?
      Is there a really strong enemy that I know inside?
      Vandalieu thought doubtfully as he changed the shape of the
      mansion’s wall with the Golem Creation Skill and snuck
      inside.

      As Thomas Palpapek entrusted his belongings and his life to an
      old man, he made an expression that was as if he was holding back a
      deep sadness.

      “Don’t make that face, old man. It’s just in case, for a very
      unlikely situation,” Thomas said.

      But the expression on the face of the old man, the steward who
      had been serving the Palpapek family since Thomas was a boy, didn’t
      change.

      “… Bocchan, why not assemble all of the knights serving your
      family right now… all of the forces that can be mustered from the
      Adventurers’ Guild? No, should you not escape to the royal palace
      instead?” the steward said.

      “I can’t
      do that, old man,” said Thomas.

      But the old man didn’t stop speaking. “You are someone that is
      absolutely needed by the Mirg shield-nation now; no matter what the
      circumstances that you cannot tell this old man are, His Majesty
      the king should not refuse you. He should do everything in his
      power to help you.”

      The old man’s words were mostly correct. Thomas was someone who
      was necessary to rebuild the shield-nation’s army, and he was the
      most capable among the people of the military-related families of
      earls.

      The Mirg shield-nation’s king would do almost anything to
      protect him. The old man was confident that even if Thomas had
      stained his hands with criminal acts, the king would cover it
      up.

      And if the circumstances that Thomas faced were enough for a
      king to abandon a man that was essential for his nation… if Thomas
      were the leader of a large-scale criminal organization, or if he
      had assassinated an important person in the empire that the Mirg
      shield-nation served, the steward would have taken notice of such
      circumstances, no matter how well Thomas had hidden them.

      Since that wasn’t the case, Thomas should be able to get through
      by clinging to His Majesty the king.

      “It is true that this would become a large debt to the royal
      family, and things may become difficult in the future as a result.
      But it would all be worth it if it means that you live on,
      Bocchan,” the steward insisted.

      But
      Thomas’s answer didn’t change.

      “Old man, I can’t do that… That would mean exposing His Majesty
      the king, and the entire royal palace, to danger,” he said.

      The old man was astonished by this response. And then he felt a
      hunch. The master he had served had stepped past a line that he
      shouldn’t have; he had stepped on the tail of a being that he
      shouldn’t have disturbed.

      “How… How could this be… Bocchan… this old man is filled with
      regret,” the steward said.

      “Don’t say anything more, old man. If you can’t confirm that I’m
      alive tomorrow, follow what’s written in this will and take care of
      my wives and children,” said Thomas. “If I’m still alive tomorrow,
      burn the will and continue serving me as you have done until
      yesterday.”

      “… As you wish,” said the old man as he took Thomas’s will, and
      then he left the room.

      When the old man’s footsteps could no longer be heard, another
      voice spoke.

      “It’s like you’re bidding goodbye to this life, Earl-sama. Is
      that how little you trust us?”

      The voice spoke in a rough tone that was unthinkable to direct
      at Thomas, who was an earl. Normally, such an insolent person would
      be reprimanded on the spot.

      But Thomas didn’t raise his voice as he responded. “I do trust
      you,” he said. “It’s because I trust you that I’ve paid you a great
      sum of money to protect me, without going through the Adventurers’
      Guild, keeping your existence a secret from the old man and my
      wives.”

      The owner of the voice undid his spiritual magic spell and
      revealed himself. He was one of the people who had sent Thomas a
      letter about ten days ago. They had offered to protect Thomas from
      Vandalieu in exchange for a great sum of money and keeping their
      existence a secret, and Thomas had seized this chance as his last
      hope.

      “And it was you people who said that something is coming today.
      You even told me to send the servants and knights out of the
      mansion until then,” said Thomas.

      “It’s not like I’ve forgotten. I’m still sober today, see,” said
      the other man. “It’s only considerate to send away the servants and
      small-fry that would only get in the way, isn’t it? Even we
      wouldn’t be able to win while protecting more people in addition to
      you. But… couldn’t you have had everyone leave?”

      There wasn’t a single servant left inside the mansion. But there
      were still about ten knights that served the Palpapek family.

      Thomas had sent several of them outside the mansion to protect
      the steward, but the rest of them hadn’t left the mansion,
      stubbornly refusing to obey even Thomas’s orders.

      “That really is not because I don’t trust you people, but
      because they are knights, they cannot leave this place,” said
      Thomas.

      Even if he were to explain to them that they might die, leaving
      their master alone because they valued their own lives would be
      more problematic for knights.

      “I think a living dog is better than a dead lion, but I suppose
      the adventurer business is different from being a knight,” said the
      other man.

      Knights were defined by their honor; their families’ meals and
      their social status were provided by that honor. Thus, the knights
      that served Thomas, the marshal that was building the nation’s
      army, could not leave his side.

      “More importantly… is he actually going to come?” Thomas
      asked.

      A short while ago, a man had appeared in Thomas’s office and
      given a warning: “I don’t know what it is. But it’s definitely
      coming this way. It’s probably the Dhampir that you’re afraid of,
      Danna.”

      “Yeah, it’s not something as unreliable as a gut instinct. The
      spirits are withering. Nobody would notice other than spirit users
      that are as skilled as me, but… it seems like you’ve made an enemy
      of someone terrible,” the man said.

      Thomas
      gave a bitter smile. Someone terrible
      indeed.

      If he had known this ten years ago, he would have cut ties with
      the Pure-breed Vampires and tried to support Vandalieu.

      If he had done that, perhaps the Mirg shield-nation’s
      independence would have been merely a small problem.

      Now that Thomas thought about it, not having done that might
      have been the greatest of the mistakes that had led to the current
      situation.

      “Oh, he’s come into the mansion. He’s skillfully putting your
      loyal knights to sleep and headed this way right now,” the man
      said.

      Hearing these words, Thomas stood up from his chair and shook
      off the impossible delusions in his mind. A nervous, sweaty hand
      grasped the handle of the sword at his waist.

      The sword was a high-class Magic Item, worthy of the head of a
      family of earls that controlled the nation’s army. It was a
      top-class item among magic swords below legendary-class that could
      currently be created by humans. But even this weapon and Thomas’s
      ability to fight provided no peace of mind against the enemy that
      was approaching now.

      “Where are the other four of you?” Thomas asked the man.

      “One is hidden and focused entirely on defending you. The other
      three are a little further away, as a part of a strategy to defeat
      the enemy. And I’m waiting here with you, exposing myself, to draw
      his attention,” said the man.

      These words provided much more relief to Thomas than his weapon.
      The five most powerful people on the Bahn Gaia continent were with
      him.

      “Now that you’ve calmed down, he’s here,” the man said.

      Before he even finished speaking, the door opened without
      warning. A white Dhampir boy silently entered the room.

      Thomas’s mind froze in response to the fact that Vandalieu had
      arrived with no introduction whatsoever other than the man’s brief
      words.

      Meanwhile, the Dhampir boy… Vandalieu, looked from Thomas to the
      other man in confusion.

      “I’ll ask just to be sure. Between the military-nobleman-looking
      person and the person with the nice body and mohawk, which of you
      is Earl Thomas Palpapek?” he asked.

      “Wait a second, there’s no way someone like me could be a
      nobleman. And what do you mean, nice body?!” protested the man… the
      dark-skinned man with a mohawk and leather clothes with sharp,
      aggressive-looking decorations.

      Vandalieu stared intently at him. “I thought it could be
      possible,” he said.

      He thought that if there was an emperor like him, it was
      possible for a man with a nice body and the fashion sense of a 90’s
      punk could be a nobleman.

      “No, there’s no way. I’ve never seen even the stupidest, most
      useless of noblemen have hairstyles like mine,” the man said.

      Thomas’s mind rebooted and he interrupted the words of the man…
      a member of the S-class adventurer party known as the Storm of
      Tyranny, the spirit-user by the name of Dalton.

      “Dalton-kun… keep your jokes in moderation. Though I suppose if
      one is as strong as you are, making small talk with the enemy is
      something like a greeting,” he muttered, looking at Vandalieu once
      more.

      Vandalieu’s special features matched the description given by
      the adventurer from seven years ago. He was small for his age, and
      his size coupled with the paleness of his skin made him look
      frail.

      But if one looked past the fact that his presence was so weak
      that it felt like he would vanish with a blink of the eyes and the
      fact that he was as expressionless as a doll, they would see that
      the lack of openings in his movements was abnormal.

      It was clear that he possessed high-Level combat-related
      Skills.

      “I’m the Mirg shield-nation’s marshal, Earl Thomas Palpapek,”
      Thomas said. “So you’re the ‘Ghoul King’ Vandalieu?”

      “Yes. I’m the ‘Ghoul Emperor’ now, though,” Vandalieu said,
      swallowing his saliva and looking up at Thomas.

      Other than being a little more well-featured than most, Thomas
      appeared to be an ordinary military nobleman. He was quite skilled,
      but it seemed that Vandalieu would be able to beat him to death
      quite easily without even using the Demon King’s fragments or even
      any magic.

      The reaction from Danger Sense: Death was quite dull, too.

      That was the great difference between Vandalieu and Thomas’s
      first impressions of each other.

      “So, why are you here, Dalton-san? Are the other people of the
      Storm of Tyranny here as well?” Vandalieu asked.

      “Of
      course, they are protecting me –”

      “Protecting this old man,” Dalton said, cutting Thomas off.
      “Incidentally, I’m the only one that’s in this country right
      now.”

      Thomas
      looked at Dalton, startled.

      Dalton took no notice of this and continued speaking. “Ah, by
      the way, I’m a Dark Elf, not a dark-skinned human. Look,” he said,
      removing a Magic Item that disguised him and revealing his long,
      thin ears.

      Thomas stumbled backwards in shock, but neither Dalton or
      Vandalieu even glanced at him.

      “Oh, so you were a Dark Elf after all. By the way, is that
      hairstyle and that fashion for your disguise as well?” Vandalieu
      asked.

      “Hmm? No, they’re just my own tastes, but… are they
      old-fashioned? The elders of my hidden village told me that this
      was the latest fashion of their own generation,” said Dalton.

      Vandalieu imagined a hidden village that had probably been full
      of Dark Elves with mohawks at the time.

      “… I’m glad Mom wasn’t influenced by that,” he muttered.
      “Leaving that aside, why were you doing something like that? Was it
      to make contact with me?” he asked Dalton.

      Making use of Thomas Palpapek, the one responsible for the death
      of Vandalieu’s mother, in order to make contact with Vandalieu.
      Naturally, this was a plan that had been thought of by both Emperor
      Marshukzarl of the Amid Empire and the Pure-breed Vampire
      Birkyne.

      But
      neither of them had executed this plan.

      One of the reasons for that was because it was greatly
      questionable as to whether Thomas Palpapek would be useful as bait
      in his current state. But the largest reason was because the
      objectives of both Marshukzarl and Birkyne could be summarized as
      wanting to erase their hostile relationships with Vandalieu.

      They feared that they would be seen as enemies just by making
      contact with Vandalieu when he came to kill Thomas. Laying a hand
      on Thomas might be considered as interference with Vandalieu’s
      revenge and have the opposite effect from what was intended.

      And since even the Fifteen Evil-breaking Swords couldn’t be
      relied upon to deal with Vandalieu, Marshukzarl had chosen a more
      reliable method.

      As for Birkyne, there was a high chance that Vandalieu would
      simply bury his close aides, those equivalent to Ternecia’s ‘Five
      Dogs,’ if he dispatched them. Thus, he had decided that this was a
      poor way to try to placate and make use of Vandalieu.

      The only ones who had executed this plan was the Storm of
      Tyranny. However, the way they had executed the plan was strange if
      their objective was simply to meet Vandalieu.

      “No, that’s not really it. The truth is we’re doing all kinds of
      things now so that we can cross the Boundary Mountain Range to see
      you, but we’re scared that if we move our assets like the funds in
      our Guild accounts around too much, troublesome guys will catch
      onto us,” said Dalton. “So, we secretly sent this request to this
      earl to have him supply the money, and then that’s when you showed
      up tonight.”

      Dalton and his companions had a considerable number of
      connections, but they didn’t have their own intelligence network.
      Thus, in the current situation where they were not in contact with
      gods like Farmaun Gold, their ability to gather information was
      inferior to Marshukzarl’s.

      However, they had known that Thomas had been deeply involved in
      the incident in which Vandalieu’s mother Darcia was killed. Though
      they had never found solid evidence, they had also been certain
      that he was involved with the Pure-breed Vampires who worshipped an
      evil god, too.

      That was why they had conducted this fraud. By making it seem
      that Vandalieu’s presence was lurking around, by making it seem
      like they knew things.

      “Well, there was the fact that the spirits around here have been
      moving strangely these days, and Schneider and Lissana apparently
      saw you in their dreams, so we thought that something was probably
      going to happen, but… it’s almost a complete coincidence that we
      could meet tonight,” Dalton continued. “By the way, has something
      happened in relation to the goddess lately? I’ve never been able to
      acquire the Familiar Spirit Descent Skill, but I suddenly acquired
      it without warning.”

      Thomas had been listening to this conversation unfold in
      confusion, thinking that it was a part of the next plan, but he
      interrupted Dalton now. “W-wait! You bastard, what are you
      saying?!” he shouted.

      Dalton grimaced. “To put it simply, we’re followers of Vida, and
      I’m a Dark Elf, a member of the same race as this guy’s mother, the
      one you had killed. We tricked you. This is enough of a pleasant
      memory for you to take into the afterlife, right? I’ve just told
      you top-secret stuff that very few people know, like the emperor
      and his close aides.”

      “Wha –?! Y-you bastaaaards! You tricked me?!” Thomas shouted in
      rage, drawing his sword.

      “Well, yeah,” Dalton said lightly, not even taking a fighting
      stance. “So, what will you do? I don’t intend to get in your way.
      Should I dispose of him for you?” he asked Vandalieu, who wasn’t
      showing any killing intent or anger whatsoever despite having come
      here for revenge.

      At that moment, Thomas’s face stiffened not with anger, but
      fear.

      He had remembered that his unsheathed magic sword and own
      fighting strength offered no protection against this enemy.

      “I gratefully accept your kind thoughts,” Vandalieu said to
      Dalton, and then he gazed at Thomas with eyes that were filled with
      nothingness.

      Thomas had a resolve to face death, but it fell to pieces at
      that moment.

      The Storm of Tyranny, whom he had been relying upon as his most
      powerful allies, had turned out to be a gathering of Vida followers
      and members of Vida’s races, and they had been tricking him from
      the very beginning. The shock of learning this was too great for
      him.

      And now that his hope had vanished, Thomas’s mind had lost the
      support that it needed for him to face his own end.

      “W-wait. It’s true that I am one of the causes of your mother’s
      death. I admit it!” Thomas shouted.

      There was something behind Vandalieu’s bottomless-swamp-like
      eyes, gazing at Thomas. The hand holding his sword trembled in
      fear.

      “But in this nation… in the Amid Empire and all of its vassal
      nations, having children with Vampires is considered a crime! It
      has been for hundreds of years, ever since the empire’s foundation!
      Your mother should have known that!”

      “She probably did. I’ve never confirmed it with her, but I do
      think that she knew,” said Vandalieu.

      Meanwhile,
      he was making a choice from the decorations that Thomas was
      wearing. His belt buckle? Cufflinks? No, I’ll take that ring
      that has his family crest on it.

      “In other words, my father and mother are criminals in this
      nation. From the view of this nation, my mother being burned at the
      stake was nothing more than the passing of judgment. Which means
      that my hatred is unjustified. After all, I’m taking revenge for my
      parents who knowingly broke a law that has been in existence since
      the foundation of the nation,” Vandalieu said.

      Thomas’s face loosened for a moment. “Th-that’s right, so…”

      “So, Earl Palpapek, as someone who has been making deals with
      Vampires who worship an evil god, who will you ask to stop this
      Dhampir from carrying out his unjustified revenge?”

      Thomas’s
      face stiffened once more.

      “In the end, what determines what is white and what is black in
      this world is power. The authority of kings and nobles, the will of
      the people, the violence that overrides these. Whether hatred is
      justified or not, if there is enough power to eliminate those who
      would oppose it and carry it out using force, then that’s enough.
      With that being the case, my unjustified hatred is just as valid as
      the way you people oppressed Dhampirs and the other races created
      by Vida,” said Vandalieu, approaching Thomas one step at a time, as
      if to torment him. “By the way, aren’t you going to summon anyone
      to oppose me?”

      Thomas felt a deep despair. He knew that there were none who
      could stop Vandalieu.

      His own strength didn’t even need to be mentioned, and he didn’t
      know whether his remaining knights were even still alive…

      He gave an unconscious glance in Dalton’s direction.

      Dalton gave a scornful laugh. “Did you want something from this
      Dark Elf, Earl-danna? You yourself are a traitor of the nation who
      was making deals with Vampires worshipping an evil god, aren’t you?
      According to your law, that’s another crime worthy of beheading,
      burning at the stake or hanging, you know?”

      “F-for the sake of the nation, this nation, I swallowed that
      bitter pill and still had to remain standing!” Thomas shouted.

      “… I mean, it’s not that I really care about what happens to
      this nation,” said Vandalieu.

      Startled by Vandalieu's voice, Thomas returned his gaze in front
      of him just as a countless number of insects and plant branches
      emerged from within.

      “To tell you the truth, I’m not interested in your motives and
      why you did those things,” Vandalieu said. “Because no matter what
      they are, my hatred and fear will not fade away.”

      As Thomas heard the grinding of insect jaws and saw a woman with
      branches emerging from her back, he realized that this was the end
      for him, no matter what he said.

      But even though he understood it, his mouth didn’t stop
      speaking.

      “… The only one involved in the incident in which your mother
      was killed is me. My family, my servants and my knights are all
      uninvolved. They don’t know anything, so –”

      “More importantly, aren’t you going to use that sword?”
      Vandalieu asked. “If you are, I don’t mind waiting.”

      Thomas remembered that he was still holding his sword.

      Overcome by an impulse that he couldn’t resist, he activated
      martial skills and swung his sword at Vandalieu.

      “Kuh!
      Rapid Reaction! Instant Flash!”

      His footsteps had never been so nimble; his sword had never felt
      as fast in his entire life as it did now.

      It was a terribly slow movement compared to the charge of a Rank
      12 Archdemon Lord, however.

      Vandalieu effortlessly deflected Thomas’s magic sword with his
      claws, sending it flying away. Emptiness filled Thomas’s eyes.

      “Now then, please eat everything other than his right hand,”
      Vandalieu commanded.

      The insect monsters including Pete and Eisen’s branches flooded
      in towards Thomas. His dying screams were quickly drowned out by
      the sound of their feeding.

      And as Thomas’s soul emerged, Vandalieu grasped it, broke it and
      devoured it.

      “I don’t give a damn what happens to your family and vassals,”
      he muttered.

      He became briefly intoxicated by the flavor that filled his
      mouth as he devoured Thomas’s soul and the refreshing feeling of
      having taken revenge against one more enemy.

      Thomas Palpapek had been an earl, but still a mere human. It was
      something in Vandalieu’s mind that made him feel like his soul was
      more delicious than that of a familiar spirit. It was said that the
      sense of taste was affected by the current state of mind, after
      all.

      But
      doesn’t that mean I’ve been wanting to kill my enemies by devouring
      them? Hmm, this might be a dangerous thought. I’ll be more careful
      next time, Vandalieu thought as he savored the
      aftertaste of Thomas’s soul. Ah, my Level increased,
      too.

      Pete was holding Thomas’s right hand in his mouth, offering it
      to Vandalieu. “Gishaah.”

      “Hmm,
      thank you,” said Vandalieu.

      At that moment, Dalton, who had been calm until Thomas’s death
      but was now a little shaken by Vandalieu’s un-childlike behavior
      and the way he had killed Thomas, called out to him.

      “Ah. Could I have a moment? I’d like to talk about what’s going
      to happen from now on.”

      Dalton had heard some things from the raging evil dragon god
      Luvesfol whom he and his party had partially sealed and from the
      heroic god Farmaun Gold. But Luvesfol had only experienced a single
      battle with Vandalieu in which the marshlands had been taken from
      him, and Farmaun didn’t know the details of what Vandalieu was
      capable of either.

      But there were various things that Dalton needed to talk about
      and decide upon with Vandalieu, which was more important than
      asking questions about each and every thing that he had just
      witnessed.

      “We can’t really do it here, so I want to change locations,” he
      said.

      “Very well. But I have two more tasks that need to be done now,
      so can we discuss things while I do them?” Vandalieu asked as he
      re-absorbed Pete and the other monsters into his body.

      Dalton frowned. “It’s not that I don’t understand how you feel,
      but… I can’t recommend that you go to the Baby Bird’s Relaxation or
      Lakira.”

      The former was a high-class inn with proper security, where the
      servants including the old steward had fled to, and the latter was
      the town in which the Palpapek family’s second residence was, the
      location of Thomas’s wife and children.

      Dalton didn’t have favorable emotions towards this nation’s
      nobles, and he hadn’t lived a life that made him qualified to
      explain the meaninglessness of revenge. But the sight of women and
      children being devoured alive wouldn’t be a pleasant one. That
      would be even more true if the one carrying that murder out was
      someone who was loved by the goddess.

      Dalton was hoping that Vandalieu would give up on that.

      “No, I’m going to the base of some criminals called the Ahrai
      Family,” said Vandalieu.

      It seemed
      that Dalton’s guess had been wrong.

      “I-is that right? Then it’s fine. By the way, why are you
      mentioning a mafia group like the Ahrai Family?” he asked.

      “I’ll explain on the way,” said Vandalieu. “By the way, if
      you’re hungry, would you like to eat something? If you don’t mind
      dried fish, I can give you some right now.”

      “No,
      that’s not why I mentioned an inn!”

      “My dried fish and other food has become strangely delicious
      lately. I’m confident in it, you know? Or would you prefer some
      fruit?”

      As they shared this conversation, Vandalieu left the Palpapek
      mansion with Dalton, holding Thomas’s ring in his hand.

      The only thing he had left behind was a chipped magic sword and
      a large puddle of blood.

      
      	Name: Gizania

      	Age: 36 years old

      	Title: None

      	Rank: 8

      	Race: Ushioni Samurai Master
      (Large-build Arachne)

      	Level: 17

      	Job: Onimusha

      	Job level: 7

      	Job history: Apprentice Warrior,
      Warrior, Swordsman, Samurai, Magic Sword User, Samurai
      Master

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Night Vision

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Strengthened Agility: Level 6

      	
      Strengthened Attack Power when equipped with a katana: (Large)
      (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	
      Enhanced Physical Ability (Carapace, compound eyes, body fur):
      Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	
      Strengthened Attribute Values: Loyalty: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	
      Strengthened Attribute Values: Demon Path: Level 2 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      

      	Thread Refining: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Rapid Healing: Level 5 (NEW!)

      	Venom Secretion: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Katana Technique: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Armor Technique: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 6 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	High-speed Travel: Level 3

      	Surpass Limits: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Coordination: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Surpass Limits: Magic Katana: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Parallel Thought Processing: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Familiar Spirit Descent: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique Skills:
      
      	Zanalpadna’s Divine Protection

      	Garess’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation:

      【Ushioni
      Samurai Master】

      A race that was born when Gizania, an Arachne Samurai Master,
      received Vandalieu’s Guidance.

      Horns resembling those of a bull have grown from her temples,
      and the physical strength of her entire body has increased. Also,
      she has gained regenerative abilities and the ability to secrete
      venom.

      Her chest has become larger, but as this occurred without
      warning inside a Dungeon, Gizania was a little troubled by this –
      in terms of her armor’s size.

      Skill
      explanation:

      【Divine
      Enemy】

      A superior Skill awakened from Hostility. It includes the effect
      of Hostility, and further increases damage dealt to gods and their
      followers such as heroic spirits and familiar spirits, as well as
      to those who have received the divine protections of gods.

      This effect also applies against those who have activated the
      Familiar Spirit Descent Skill or its superior versions.

      

    


    

    
      Chapter 167:The two small remaining tasks

      
      Vandalieu was using the no-attribute spell Flight to fly around
      inside a room that was luxurious but filled with the smell of
      blood, making a selection.

      This room’s owner was the boss of the Ahrai Family, an armed
      mafia group that had recently established its dominance using
      violent methods.

      And that boss was currently the source of the smell of
      blood.

      The Black Goblin Ninjas led by Braga reported the results of
      their work to Vandalieu.

      “King, we’ve disposed of everyone you told us to.”

      “We’ve not disposed of everyone you didn’t tell us to.”

      “Did we
      do good? Did we do good?”

      “Yes, thank you, everyone,” said Vandalieu. “As for the ones
      that are still alive, I’ll decide later whether to kill them or
      erase their memories.”

      The Black Goblin Ninjas had disposed of the Ahrai Family’s boss,
      all of the high-ranking members and all of their guards inside the
      building.

      They had done so using methods such as stabbing them in the
      abdomen multiple times, splitting their heads open with axes or
      simply beating them to death, making it appear as if they had been
      killed in a dispute with another criminal organization.

      Vandalieu placed Thomas’s severed hand on top of the boss’s
      desk. “I’ll leave the hand that’s wearing the ring with the
      Palpapek’s family crest on it here… Come out.”

      A man that Vandalieu had equipped with Group Binding Technique
      emerged from inside him.

      Dalton, who had accompanied Vandalieu here, let out a small
      groan as he saw the face of this man, who had cuts made by a bladed
      weapon all over his face.

      “Is that the ‘Limb Tearer’ Boramo? He’s a dangerous hitman who
      was originally a mercenary, and he’s killed dozens of people. I’ve
      seen posters of him in the Adventurers’ Guild a bunch of times,
      saying that he’s wanted dead or alive,” Dalton said. “He was in
      this city?”

      “Yes. He’s the most well-known among the people that I’ve
      killed, and he’s the kind of person who might do something like
      this,” said Vandalieu.

      Whenever he had snuck into the Mirg shield-nation’s royal
      capital in order to persuade the Legston family to join him,
      spirits had flocked to him and told him about the criminals who had
      killed them.

      But he hadn’t been able to create any disturbances until the
      Legston family’s move to Talosheim was complete, so he had only
      killed the assassins and criminals that had been working on their
      own.

      And among the criminals that he had killed, he’d had Luciliano
      create Live-Dead from the corpses of the ones who had made killing
      their profession, then brought them here.

      “I will kill this Boramo person here again with one of the
      swords that are used by the Ahrai Family’s bodyguards,” Vandalieu
      said.

      He gave several rough swings of the sword and killed the
      Live-Dead Boramo. The smell of blood in the room grew even
      thicker.

      “With this, I’ve created a scenario where the Ahrai Family who
      sent out a request for the assassination of Thomas Palpapek had a
      conflict with Boramo and the other assassins they hired, ending up
      in a bloodbath,” he explained. “Once I kill the other Live-Dead
      assassins, place them in other locations, and then take home the
      corpses of the high-ranking members to make it seem like they
      betrayed the boss, there won’t be any problems. The cover-up is
      complete.”

      “Wait a second,” Dalton said as Vandalieu started picking which
      corpses he would take back. “It probably wasn’t all that much work
      for you, but why are you even doing this cover-up? Who is this
      cover-up even supposed to deceive?”

      Dalton didn’t see the point in creating this cover-up.

      Marshal Thomas Palpapek had vanished. All of the knights serving
      in the mansion had lost consciousness, and their memories had been
      erased by some kind of poison, leaving them with no recollection of
      the criminal. A large bloodstain and the marshal’s trusty sword had
      been left behind in his room, and his steward, the last person that
      he had met, had received his will.

      Under these circumstances, Emperor Marshukzarl and the
      Pure-breed Vampire Birkyne wouldn’t suspect anyone other than
      Vandalieu.

      There was no solid evidence that pointed at Vandalieu as the
      criminal, but that in itself would indicate that Vandalieu was
      behind it.

      The only person capable of doing such a thing, the only one who
      would actually do it, was Vandalieu.

      But from Dalton’s point of view, what Vandalieu was doing now
      was rough, sloppy and conspicuous for how large-scale it was.

      It was true that the Ahrai Family was a newly-rising, armed
      violent criminal organization. But in the end, it was just a
      criminal organization. There was no influential nobleman, no
      intelligence agency of another nation or Pure-breed Vampire pulling
      their strings from the shadows.

      Why would the Ahrai Family, who didn’t resent or stand to
      directly benefit from the death of the head of an important noble
      family in the nation, conspire to murder him?

      If they failed, they would all be decapitated for treason
      against the nation. Even if they succeeded, they wouldn’t gain
      anything. And there was the chance that their crime would be
      exposed later and they would become traitors to the nation
      anyway.

      And to Dalton, even the ‘Limb Tearer’ Boramo and the rest of the
      assassins, the ones who were supposed to have actually carried out
      the murder, seemed to be too weak to kill the marshal. He hadn’t
      met them while they were alive so he wasn’t sure exactly how strong
      they were, but it was doubtful that they had possessed the ability
      to make the dozen or so knights serving the Palpapek family lose
      consciousness in an instant without killing them.

      The assassins were reasonably well-known, but from Dalton’s
      point of view, they were second-rate… their targets were limited to
      ordinary citizens like merchants and perhaps D-class adventurers at
      most.

      It was unthinkable that they would do something as overambitious
      as killing the current marshal of the nation.

      He couldn’t imagine any way that this cover-up would cause
      Marshukzarl and Birkyne’s suspicions to shift away from
      Vandalieu.

      “I feel bad for saying this, but you’re not fooling the emperor
      or a Pure-breed Vampire with this. The only ones who’ll be fooled
      are the imperial guards and those associated with them at most,”
      Dalton said.

      “That alone will make it worth doing. This is a cover-up to keep
      things hidden from those who don’t know anything, after all,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “That was your goal from the start?! No, that only makes me
      wonder more, why?! There’s almost no chance that those who know
      nothing will notice you because of this incident. Even in the
      unlikely event that they do, it doesn’t really matter, does it?!”
      Dalton exclaimed, his eyes open wide due to his inability to
      understand.

      Vandalieu’s stronghold was on the other side of the Boundary
      Mountain Range. Even if some exceptional palace guards, loyal
      knights or Thomas’s wives or children realized who the real culprit
      was, it wasn’t a place that they would be able to give chase.

      Of course, it was possible that they would build an army to try
      and exterminate him, but the tunnel that would allow them safe
      passage across the Boundary Mountain Range was sealed. And building
      an army would take ten more years… with Thomas gone, it might take
      even longer than that.

      The Black Goblins looked at him with expressions of confusion,
      as if struggling to see why he didn’t understand.

      “It’s for Kurt and the others, the Legston family,” one of them
      said.

      “Kurt…? The Legston family of earls? Why are you mentioning that
      name?” Dalton asked.

      “You’re
      S-class but you don’t even know that?”

      “… Don’t think that we’d know everything just because we’re an
      S-class adventurer party! And I know it’s late for me to be asking
      this, but how come you guys can speak human words?!”

      The S-class adventurer party known as the Storm of Tyranny
      didn’t possess its own information network, and their interest and
      wariness towards the already-declining Legston family of earls was
      faint. Thus, it seemed that they hadn’t noticed the strange
      circumstances surrounding the Legston family.

      “We couldn’t talk privately until we came inside this building,
      you see. Well, to give a simple summary, I head-hunted the Legston
      family… no, I didn’t literally hunt their heads; I had them abandon
      their nation and join my side,” Vandalieu explained briefly. “All
      of this is for the sake of the people connected to the Legston
      family who are still left in this nation.”

      Those who bore the surname of Legston and those close to them
      that had wanted to leave the nation with the Legston family, such
      as the servants, knights and their families, had all fled to
      Talosheim. But there were still many people with connections to the
      Legston family that still remained in this nation.

      The families of Alsard and Cecil’s wives, the families that
      Cecil’s sisters had married into, the families of the knights’
      wives, the servants’ relatives, the noble families that had treated
      the Legston family well and so on. There were too many to reach out
      to.

      “On the same night that the Legston family disappeared, Earl
      Thomas Palpapek also disappeared. With that being the case, those
      who don’t know anything would suspect the Legston family, wouldn’t
      they?” said Vandalieu.

      “You’re right,” Dalton said with a nod. “They are the families
      of the former marshal and the current one, and from the perspective
      of an outsider, one of the families lost their position and went on
      the decline due to a great, national-scale failure while the other
      has achieved great success as a leading figure in the nation. It
      wouldn’t be strange to think that the Legston family would have a
      grudge towards the Palpapek family.”

      The truth was that Thomas’s position wasn’t really one worth
      celebrating, but this was how things would appear to an
      outsider.

      “And the ones who guess the truth would remain silent about it,
      wouldn’t they?” said Vandalieu.

      “Well, the Mirg shield-nation wouldn’t do so well if the
      disappearance of its most important person remained a mystery, and
      the whole nation would fall into a state of panic if word about you
      were to slip out. So, considering that, I suppose that these guys
      are a perfect scapegoat?” said Dalton.

      “No, isn’t it an exaggeration to say that the whole nation will
      fall into a state of panic? I think the most they might do is plan
      a reckless second expedition to avenge the marshal,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “… Leaving that aside, I understand what you’re saying, but why
      are you linking this cover-up to the incident? Is it to make sure
      that the people connected to the Legston family aren’t arrested and
      executed over crimes they didn’t commit?” Dalton asked.

      “Yes. Well, I just thought I’d do this while I was at it. I
      probably would have killed these guys either way.”

      Vandalieu didn’t have any particular attachment to everyone with
      connections to the Legston family, but he thought that it would be
      unpleasant if they really were arrested and executed and then Kurt
      and his family asked him about it later.

      At the same time, he had heard of the deeds committed by the
      Ahrai Family and the assassins including the ‘Limb Tearer’ and felt
      an urge to kill them.

      That was why he was creating this crude cover-up while he was at
      it.

      It was as casual as calling out to someone to let them know that
      they had dropped their handkerchief.

      Of course, Marshukzarl and Birkyne would likely arrive at the
      truth like Dalton said, but they wouldn’t go out of their way to
      make this public. It was simply to shift the blame for the incident
      from those connected to the Legston family to the Ahrai Family and
      the assassins.

      Naturally, there would be an uproar over the disappearance of
      the Legston family, and there would be some linking them to the
      incident. But those connected to the Legston family were people
      like noblemen, knights and merchants that supplied the government;
      they had strong social positions. Unreasonable things couldn’t be
      done to them based on suspicion alone.

      Even then, some would unfairly suspect them, but that couldn’t
      be helped.

      It was impossible to complete everything flawlessly.

      “… Well, I suppose that’s how it is. I know another guy who can
      do unbelievable things with ease,” said Dalton.

      Vandalieu’s actions reminded Dalton of Schneider. He also
      frequently did things with ease that wouldn’t be simple for
      ordinary people to do.

      There had once been a nobleman who had killed a slave child on
      the main road, and Schneider had punched him to death. An ordinary
      person wouldn’t do that.

      Well, according to Schneider himself, it had been a highly
      calculated move, but… to Dalton, who had been there, he had simply
      appeared to have lost control in rage.

      “Hmm, is
      it no good?” Vandalieu asked.

      “I didn’t say that. It’s all good, keep on going,” said Dalton,
      patting Vandalieu’s head.

      It wasn’t that he thought Vandalieu’s actions were justice. He
      even thought that there would have been nothing better than for
      things to be settled without Vandalieu taking revenge.

      But Dalton was one of Schneider’s companions who secretly
      protected the races created by Vida, and he was concealing the fact
      that he was a Dark Elf to work as an adventurer. He was a criminal
      in both the Amid Empire and the Mirg shield-nation. He was in a
      position to be called evil himself.

      Neither he nor Schneider believed that one should hate the
      crime, not the criminal. They were only protecting the justice that
      they themselves prioritized, but they were constantly aware of
      it.

      From his point of view, there was no particular problem in what
      Vandalieu had done.

      As a result of Vandalieu’s light-hearted actions, a criminal
      organization had been crushed and several dozen people had died,
      but… they were the kind of people that would be turned into
      criminal slaves or executed if they were caught. In fact, it was
      best to think that there were lives that had been saved by killing
      these people.

      “By the way, making this cover-up means concealing the fact that
      the marshal was a traitor to the nation, so his reputation among
      society will remain as it was and one of his children will succeed
      him. I suppose you don’t really care about that?” Dalton asked.

      “No, not really. I don’t care,” Vandalieu replied.

      When Thomas told Vandalieu that his family and subordinates
      hadn’t been involved in the incident, Vandalieu had said, “I don’t
      give a damn.” The true meaning behind these words was that he was
      indifferent towards them.

      He didn’t care what they would go through after Thomas’s death.
      Whether Thomas’s treason was exposed and they were put to the
      guillotine, whether they received the sympathy of the nation as an
      honorary noble family, whether Thomas’s children succeeded him and
      called him a great father, Vandalieu wasn’t interested at all. They
      could do whatever they wanted.

      That was why he wouldn’t do anything or get involved.

      Dalton laughed. “You’re really calm for your age, aren’t you!
      It’s depressing to become a revenge demon after your revenge,” he
      said. “By the way, there are still things I want to talk to you
      about. Isn’t there a place we can talk quietly?”

      “Then I suppose we should leave the capital,” said Vandalieu.
      “By the way, Dalton-san, I have one more task left. And I’m a
      little hungry, so do you mind if I drink a little?”

      “Nah, go ahead. I’m thirsty as well, so I suppose I’ll go and
      have a drink myself,” said Dalton.

      “You drink?!” exclaimed Braga, his eyes open wide in
      surprise.

      Dalton didn’t know why Braga was so surprised and answered
      without giving it much thought. “Yeah, the Dark Elves of my village
      drink. I’m known to be the heaviest drinker among them!”

      The Black
      Goblins shuddered.

      “Y-you
      can drink that much…”

      “The Dark
      Elves on the outside are amazing…”

      Can
      these guys all not drink because of their race? Dalton
      wondered as he followed Vandalieu outside.

      In a back alleyway, Vandalieu slaughtered a pair of criminals
      that the spirits had told him had committed their crimes very
      frequently. He sucked the blood from one of them and offered the
      other to Dalton.

      “I’ll ask just in case. Do you want some?” he asked.

      “My bad, I thought you meant alcohol,” he said, shaking his
      head. This was the only answer he could give, for the sake of the
      honor of the Dark Elves of his village.

      On that night, the entire Legston family of earls, their
      servants and their knights vanished from the Mirg shield-nation,
      and Thomas Palpapek went missing.

      The investigation of the latter found the corpses of the Ahrai
      Family’s boss and upper-ranking members in their base, along with a
      severed hand wearing the ring bearing the Palpapek family crest.
      The Ahrai Family and the assassins they had hired were officially
      declared to be the culprits behind his murder.

      With this incident, the reconstruction of the Mirg
      shield-nation’s army would be delayed even further.

      The question he had repeatedly asked himself – Where had he gone
      wrong? It was when he decided that he was slightly more exceptional
      than his older brother. For that reason, he had accepted the offer
      of Vampires who worshipped an evil god and murdered his brother.
      That was the answer to his question.

      Even though he was a little more exceptional than his brother
      when he was younger, there was no guarantee that the same would be
      true ten or twenty years later. And even if he didn’t succeed the
      Palpapek family, he could have become his brother’s vassal to serve
      the family and nation or married into another noble family and put
      his sharp mind to use that way.

      Even if Thomas hadn’t become the head of his family, the nation
      wouldn’t have been ruined or suffered great losses, nor would the
      world have ended.

      Despite that, he had conceitedly believed that he must succeed
      his family because he was the superior individual, spoken such
      words to conceal these ambitions even from himself and been
      utilized by the Vampires at their convenience for years.

      That was the greatest mistake that he had ever made, and he had
      never noticed this until his existence was extinguished.

      Vandalieu and Dalton exchanged rough details of their situations
      to each other.

      Dalton was surprised from beginning to end as he listened to the
      situation on the other side of the Boundary Mountain Range and the
      fact that his party’s existence was known to the gods. The thing he
      was most surprised about was Legion’s appearance, however.

      Of course, Vandalieu was also surprised to hear that two of the
      members of the Storm of Tyranny were the reincarnation of an evil
      god and a Pure-breed Vampire, and that they were protecting more
      members of Vida’s races on the Amid Empire’s side of the continent
      than he had thought.

      He was particularly astonished by the fact that the heroic god
      Farmaun Gold, who was the champion chosen by Zantark and had fought
      with Bellwood on Alda’s side in the battle that took place a
      hundred thousand years ago, had changed sides.

      “But he doesn’t want to be punched by me a hundred times. Well,
      I don’t intend to do so,” said Vandalieu.

      “Yeah, leave that for later,” said Dalton. “Now then, I’ve
      learned that you can teleport around in an instant, but we won’t be
      able to go over there for a while. We can’t use Teleportation to
      make day-trips, either.”

      Emperor Marshukzarl and the Pure-breed Vampire Birkyne had
      already known that the members of the Storm of Tyranny were
      believers of Vida and members of Vida’s races themselves, even
      before they became an S-class adventurer party.

      Thus, they were apparently under constant surveillance, with
      special spells and other methods that were normally
      unthinkable.

      And it would be bad if Legion’s existence and the fact that
      Vandalieu could Teleport in and out of the Boundary Mountain Range
      was discovered.

      “If it’s just guys like that swordsman called Rickert, we could
      handle him alone, and even if we couldn’t we could just use
      Teleport to escape,” said Pluto.

      “… So, it’s you who defeated the ‘Light-speed Sword,’ Ojou-san.
      Even from a glance, you look like a bad match for him. The poor
      bastard,” Dalton murmured. “Leaving that aside, there’s a
      space-attribute spell that interferes with Teleportation. And there
      are all kinds of other spells that could seal your movement, like
      spells that petrify you or stop time. Don’t let your guard
      down.”

      If Legion were to be removed, Vandalieu would be unable to move
      around with Teleportation. If the enemy learned of this, they would
      certainly try to eliminate Legion at all costs.

      “Indeed, we need to be more careful,” said Vandalieu.

      Legion possessed a completely abnormal amount of Vitality and a
      regenerative ability that allowed them to recover immediately even
      after being cut in half, and they had no internal organs or bones
      acting as vital points for the enemy. They also had the Counter
      ability of Ereshkigal, one of Legion’s personalities.

      In a way, they were more difficult to kill than Vandalieu.

      However, killing them wasn’t the only way of stopping them.
      Dalton, who had fought all kinds of enemies up until now, warned
      them and reminded them of this.

      “I see. It’s true that we should have thought about the danger
      of being sealed away with spells and status effects. I can’t deny
      that our sense of what’s dangerous has grown weaker after we gained
      this body,” Pluto said. “But I want you not to call us
      ‘Ojou-san.’”

      “Enma,
      Ghost and Jack are here, too,” said Jack.

      “… Hey, what am I supposed to call these guys?” Dalton
      asked.

      “I call
      them Legion,” said Vandalieu.

      “Their body is simply and only made up of meat, but their
      insides are difficult to understand. Alright, I’ll be careful,”
      Dalton said, then his face suddenly stiffened. “The truth is,
      there’s something that all of us Storm of Tyranny members need to
      apologize to you for. I’m the only one here now, but I’ll say it
      first.” He faced Vandalieu, who blinked in surprise, and bowed his
      head. “We’re sorry for not managing to interpret Vida’s Divine
      Message properly and being unable to save your mother.”

      Vandalieu stared at Dalton’s mohawk as he realized that he and
      his companions, like Nuaza of Talosheim, had received a Divine
      Message from Vida.

      And they had tried to obey the Divine Message, but they had been
      unable to save Vandalieu and his mother.

      “Please raise your head; it isn’t your fault,” Vandalieu
      said.

      “No, but
      then I can’t feel at ease. If there’s –”

      “Then
      give me a pose and let me touch.”

      “– Anything I can do, wait, a pose and let you touch?!”

      Dalton and his companions were really not at fault, so Vandalieu
      had no intention of blaming them. In fact, even if he had concealed
      his identity, Dalton was a high-class adventurer and someone who
      could speak casually to even the ruler of an entire nation, yet he
      was lowering his head to Vandalieu.

      Vandalieu
      had a favorable impression of him.

      “Why that?! What’s so fun about having me pose and touching
      me?!” Dalton demanded.

      “It’s
      super-fun,” said Vandalieu.

      But
      isn’t it fine for me to ask for a side-benefit like
      this? Vandalieu thought.

      “Don’t
      you run away,” said Legion.

      “Don’t worry, it won’t hurt,” said one of the Black Goblins.

      “King’s
      only after your body,” said another.

      “Hihihih, don’t you worry, it’ll be over quickly if you just do
      as he says,” said Kimberley.

      “UOOOH!” Dalton screamed. “I never even dreamed that anyone
      would say such words to me! And wait a second, how many of you are
      there?! There’s that tree-looking woman there, and what is this
      queen bee and these Ghosts?!”

      “There, there, calm down. Ah, your shoulders are a bit stiff.
      Should I give you a massage while I’m at it?” Vandalieu
      offered.

      “L-let me
      goooo –” Dalton groaned.

      He couldn’t resist in earnest. Eisen and Braga held him down,
      and he was buried among Vandalieu and the others.

      Legion,
      Princess Levia and Orbia watched.

      “Vandalieu loves muscles as usual. Even though I’m number one
      when it comes to meat,” said Pluto.

      “The Dark Elves on the outside of the mountain range are
      different, aren’t they. He’s way more muscular than Gizan-san,”
      said Pluto.

      “Even I’d heard of Dalton of the Storm of Tyranny while I was
      alive, but… he was a Dark Elf, huh,” said Orbia. “There was a
      female Dwarf as well, and a female Elf and a mysterious new
      adventurer who is also a bartender who joined later on. Those are
      an evil god and a Pure-breed Vampire?”

      After that, Dalton had his entire body toyed with… or rather,
      his muscular stiffness loosened and received a small Golem to act
      as a teleportation marker for Legion. After he and Vandalieu
      decided on a time to meet, he left.

      A month or so passed after Vandalieu killed Thomas Palpapek. The
      Mirg shield-nation was likely still in an uproar. Meanwhile,
      Marshukzarl was grimacing.

      Thomas Palpapek had been a dangerous person who had plotted the
      Mirg shield-nation’s independence from the empire and likely
      possessed connections with Pure-breed Vampires. Should Marshukzarl
      be happy that such a person had been eliminated without him needing
      to dirty his own hands, or be troubled by the fact that the
      reconstruction of the army of the Mirg shield-nation, the shield of
      the empire, would be delayed even further?

      As for Birkyne, the Pure-breed Vampire who worshipped
      Hihiryushukaka, the evil god of joyful life, he had lost an
      influential conspirator, but his organization was already in a
      half-destroyed state, so the loss of Thomas wasn’t actually that
      great.

      Leaving these situations aside, the people within the Boundary
      Mountain Range were surprised at the news that the S-class
      adventurer party that was the Amid Empire’s pride included a Dark
      Elf and Pure-breed Vampire.

      Cecil and Alsard Legston, who had just left from their home
      country, realized that they might have witnessed the moment of
      their own nation’s ruin if they hadn’t escaped.

      As for Farmaun Gold, the gods and even the leaders of the
      nations decided to keep information regarding him quiet for
      now.

      He had been known as a bitter enemy alongside Bellwood for a
      hundred thousand years. The gods and the nations’ leaders had
      decided that this information would be too shocking for the
      people.

      … In truth, one of the largest reasons was that Xerx, the god of
      battle flags, and Garess, the god of warriors, couldn’t believe
      that Farmaun had really become an ally.

      It seemed that the gulf between these two and Farmaun was
      vast.

      On this particular day, Vandalieu, who was now ten years old,
      was participating in a combat tournament being held in the Dark Elf
      nation.

      “This combat tournament has been held annually ever since
      Gufadgarn, the evil god of labyrinths, created the Trial of Zakkart
      a hundred years ago. Its history is shallow, but it is an honorable
      tournament,” explained Gizan, who was part of the tournament’s
      organization committee. He gave a sigh. “Its goal is to select
      heroes who are worthy of challenging the Trial of Zakkart, so even
      though it is a tournament, there is not only one winner. Several
      individuals or even over a dozen can become exceptional
      challengers. It seems that the Trial of Zakkart is different on the
      outside of the Boundary Mountain Range, but here, it generally does
      not kill our challengers. However, it is possible that challengers
      that are too weak will be killed.”

      Apparently, when the Trial of Zakkart appeared inside the
      Boundary Mountain Range, when it became difficult for challengers
      to continue on for reasons such as their Vitality dropping too low,
      the Dungeon forcibly Teleported them outside. And so, a medical
      team was always on standby outside the Dungeon until all of the
      challengers came out.

      But no challengers who entered the Dungeon when it appeared
      outside the Boundary Mountain Range were known to have come out
      alive other than three of the members of the Five-colored Blades
      that were led by the ‘Blue-flamed Sword’ Heinz. It was likely that
      the Dungeon chose which challengers it would forcibly eject and
      which challengers it wouldn’t.

      “Come to think of it, a sign that read ‘The Trial of Zakkart’
      appeared outside the Dungeon at a certain point in time. We found
      it strange, but… it must have been because of the false rumors
      spreading on the outside of the mountain range, the rumors that the
      one who conquered the labyrinth would become Bellwood’s successor.
      Well, the Dungeon contains stone monuments with depictions of
      legends of the champions and the gods, as well as riddles related
      to those, so it isn’t surprising that they are misinterpreted,”
      said Gizan.

      “It must have been unpleasant for Gufadgarn. To think that the
      misunderstanding would persist even after he put the sign up,” said
      Vandalieu.

      Contrary to the reason the Dungeon had been created, believers
      of Alda and his forces had entered the Dungeon one after another.
      This had surely been unpleasant for Gufadgarn.

      “Things are difficult for Gufadgarn… but they have also been
      difficult for us, ever since we were suddenly left with the task of
      selecting challengers for the Dungeon a hundred years ago. Truly…
      the amount of work we had to do increased drastically in an
      instant,” Gizan said.

      Vandalieu looked up at Gizan to see eyes that were even more
      lifeless than his own. It seemed that organizing this tournament
      was a very troublesome task for the Dark Elves.

      “… Thank you for your hard work. Should I rub your shoulders?”
      Vandalieu said, offering his massage technique that had even been
      praised by a high-class adventurer.

      But Gizan gave a vague smile and shook his head. “We are still
      at work, after all,” he said. “Incidentally, this Dungeon has a
      mechanism that makes it difficult for someone who has faced it to
      do so a second time. When those who have already faced it before
      descend several floors, the stairs to the next floor disappear for
      them.”

      “Hmph, the Dungeon’s purpose is to find Zakkart’s successor,
      after all. It’s saying that it doesn’t have any business with those
      who have already faced it once and proven to not be the one. I
      wasted a lot of effort because of that,” said the Majin king
      Godwin, who was munching on a large, whole roasted lizard that was
      covered in ketchup that had been imported from Talosheim.

      He had apparently tested the rumor that the Dungeon wouldn’t
      accept those who were challenging it for a second time.

      “Strictly speaking, that isn’t quite true. If there is at least
      one person who is challenging the Dungeon for the first time, those
      who have faced it before can still proceed forwards. But once those
      who are challenging it for the first time are gone, they become
      unable to proceed. That was the case when I faced the Dungeon
      myself,” said Queen Donaneris of Zanalpadna, who had come to
      spectate the tournament like Godwin; it seemed that she had faced
      the Dungeon more than once as well.

      She was holding a crepe that had been made from the eggs of
      Demon Ducks, ducks that had become monsters.

      “And you can’t even participate in this tournament. Seriously,
      my blood boils and I can’t calm down, so it’s frustrating,” Godwin
      grumbled.

      “That cannot be helped,” said the Kijin king Tenma. “It is a
      tournament to select challengers for the trial, so there is no
      point in someone like you participating, as you have already lost
      your right to face it.”

      “In fact, it wouldn’t be fair for the people who are supposed to
      face the Dungeon but wouldn’t be able to because of you,” said the
      Centaur king Sylvari.

      “Don’t be so selfish! Tenma, you’ve entered this tournament
      twice, and you’ve entered it five times, Sylvari! It’s not fair!”
      Godwin howled.

      “What?! That’s only because you knocked me out the first time!”
      Tenma protested.

      “… Emperor, just because I was defeated four times does not mean
      that I am weak. I was poorly matched against my opponents,” said
      Sylvari.

      The strongest people of the southern region of the continent
      gathered to face the trial, so it seemed that there had been times
      where the kings of nations were made to fight one another.

      “Leaving that aside, why am I here?” Vandalieu asked.

      He had been made to sit in a seat with the word ‘prize’ written
      on it. He had been very willing to enter the tournament, but Gizan
      and the others had forced him into this seat.

      “I mean, with your strength, you’ll definitely been chosen as a
      challenger,” said Darcia, who was spectating the tournament beside
      Vandalieu. “I don’t think you really need to make the effort of
      competing.”

      She sounded like a simple doting parent, but everyone other than
      Vandalieu himself nodded in agreement with her words.

      “Emperor, your power makes you the most distinguished person
      within the Boundary Mountain Range… even if you were to personally
      not use the Demon King’s fragments and hold back with the use of
      your Dark King Magic… even then, you would possess enough strength
      to face the trial,” said Gizan.

      “I have also faced it before, but at the very least, you will
      not be defeated in the trial for a lack of power,” said
      Budarion.

      “So please assist me by reducing my work at least a little,”
      said Gizan.

      Vandalieu had no choice but to nod in response to Gizan’s
      earnest request.

      “And Your Majesty, you are clearly the successor to Zakkart that
      Gufadgarn is looking for. Of course you’re going to face the
      trial,” said Kurt.

      “Why are you here in the spectators’ seats?” Vandalieu asked
      him.

      “… Because if I were to participate in the tournament, I might
      turn into an Undead,” Kurt said, giving a distant gaze towards the
      stage, where Eleanora was mowing down a Kijin warrior.

      Kurt was even weaker than that Kijin warrior; if he were to
      participate in the tournament, it was possible that he would die by
      accident even if his opponents held back.

      “In any case, the only strong contenders at this tournament are
      the people you brought, Your Majesty. I’m sorry to say this in
      front of you people, but I can’t deny everyone else’s lack of
      ability. The Six Horn Battle-Demons and the Drakonid Samurai Rowen
      aren’t here, and none of the Majin are here other than
      Iris-ojousan. Are you alright with this?” Kurt asked Vandalieu.

      The
      nations’ kings gave bitter smiles.

      “It is not that they have declined to participate out of
      consideration for you, Your Majesty. Do not misunderstand,” said
      one of the four Drakonid Elders of the Drakonid nation.

      “It is just that… the number of capable contestants is limited,”
      said another.

      “Limited?”
      Kurt repeated.

      “Kurt-dono, many of us members of Vida’s races live long lives.
      Naturally, our generations change at a slow pace. Thus, the
      majority of us Drakonids, Majin and Dark Elves have already faced
      the trial before. The veterans of the southern region of the
      continent have all already faced the trial.”

      “… I
      see.”

      Due to the purpose and rules of the tournament, there was no
      reason for those who had already faced the trial before to
      participate in it again. And in many tournaments, over ten people
      were chosen. Thus, in the past hundred years, many veterans like
      Godwin had lost their rights to enter the tournament.

      “There are some races with short lifespans, but… my foolish
      brother’s rebellion was not long ago,” said Budarion.

      The tournament candidates from the High Goblin nation, High
      Kobold nation and Noble Orc kingdom had fallen or been defeated in
      the rebellion that had been started by Bugitas.

      “I asked something I shouldn’t have. I apologize,” Kurt said,
      lowering his head.

      Budarion shook his head and told him that there was nothing to
      apologize for.

      In the end, the only ones worthy of challenging the trial from
      the tournament this year were Vandalieu’s companions.

      “I think that Oniwaka and Sylvari’s daughter are doing their
      best,” said Vandalieu.

      “No, I had her participate thinking that this year might be the
      last tournament, but she is still not worthy. I thank you for your
      kind words,” said Tenma, narrowing his eyes.

      “Iris, Iris is doing her best as well! Don’t you think so?!”
      Godwin exclaimed, burning with a strange sense of
      competitiveness.

      “Silence, you foolish, doting parent,” said Queen Donaneris.
      “Incidentally, have you changed your Job?” she asked Vandalieu.
      “Clearing the trial will likely take several months, so it would be
      best to change your Job first.”

      “Yes, I did it about half a month ago. I’ve acquired the
      Labyrinth Creator Job,” said Vandalieu.

      He had considered the Spiritual Warrior Job and the other Guider
      Job, but he was about to face a Dungeon that had within its deepest
      place something that would be able to resurrect Darcia. He had
      decided to choose the Job that would be the most useful to acquire
      it.

      Queen Donaneris nodded. “I see; I have never heard of the
      Labyrinth Creator Job, but it will surely be useful to clear the
      trial.”

      In the tournament ring was her daughter Gizania, who had just
      started her match against Zadiris.

      “Even if you are a mage, I will not hold back!” Gizania
      declared.

      “With this new equipment that the boy and Datara made, I shall
      show you that you do not need to,” said Zadiris, raising a staff
      that seemed over-decorated and difficult to wield as she faced
      Gizania. “Transf–?!”

      At that moment, the ground suddenly shook and there was an
      echoing sound that sounded like a low groan. In contrast to Zadiris
      and the others, who were surprised, Gizan and the others remained
      calm and closed their eyes, as if praying.

      “The Trial of Zakkart has appeared,” Gizan announced.

      
      	Name: Vandalieu

      	Race: Dhampir (Dark Elf)

      	Age: 10 years old

      	Title:【Ghoul Emperor】,【Eclipse
      Emperor】,【Guardian of the Cultivation Villages】,【Holy Son of
      Vida】,【Scaled Emperor】,【Tentacle Emperor】,【Champion】,【Demon
      King】,【Oni Emperor】

      

      
      	Job: Labyrinth Creator

      	Level: 8

      

      
      	Job history: Death-Attribute Mage, Golem
      Transmuter, Undead Tamer, Soul Breaker, Venom Fist User, Insect
      User, Tree Caster, Demon Guider, Archenemy, Zombie Maker, Golem
      Creator, Corpse Demon Commander, Demon King User, Dark
      Guider

      

      
      	Vitality: 9547

      	Mana: 1,971,138,140 (+985,569,070)

      	Strength: 1707

      	Agility: 1484

      	Stamina: 1788

      	Intelligence: 3670

      

      
      	Superhuman Strength: Level 8

      	Rapid Regeneration: Level 3

      	Dark King Magic: Level 2

      	Status Effect Resistance: Level 10

      	Magic Resistance: Level 7

      	Dark Vision

      	Dark Demon Path Enticement: Level 3

      	Chant Revocation: Level 6

      	Guidance: Dark Demon Path: Level 5

      	Automatic Mana Recovery: Level 9

      	Strengthen Subordinates: Level 8

      	Venom Secretion (Claws, Fangs, Tongue): Level
      7

      	Enhanced Agility: Level 5

      	Body Expansion (Tongue): Level 7

      	Strengthened Attack Power while Unarmed:
      Large

      	
      Enhanced Physical Ability (Hair, Claws, Tongue, Fangs): Level 7
      (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Thread Refining: Level 3

      	Mana Enlargement: Level 5

      	Increased Mana Recovery Rate: Level 2 (NEW!)

      

      
      	Bloodwork: Level 4

      	Transcend Limits: Level 1

      	Golem Creation: Level 3

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 9

      	Mana Control: Level 8

      	Spirit Form: Level 10

      	Cooking: Level 5

      	Alchemy: Level 7

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 9 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Multi-Cast: Level 8

      	Long-distance Control: Level 8

      	Surgery: Level 7

      	Parallel Thought Processing: Level 8 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Materialization: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Coordination: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      High-speed Thought Processing: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Commanding: Level 7

      	Thread-reeling: Level 6

      	Throwing: Level 6

      	Scream: Level 4

      	Dead Spirit Magic: Level 7

      	Artillery Technique: Level 7

      	Shield Technique: Level 4

      	Armor Technique: Level 4

      	Group Binding Technique: Level 2

      	Surpass Limits: Fragments: Level 2

      

      
      	God Devourer: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Grotesque Mind: Level 9

      	Mental Encroachment: Level 7

      	Labyrinth Construction: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Demon King Fusion: Level 9

      	Abyss: Level 4

      	Divine Enemy (Transformed from Hostility!)

      	Soul Devour: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Vida’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      	Earth’s Dark Gods’ Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      
      	Blood

      	Horns

      	Suckers

      	Ink Sacs

      	Carapace

      	Scent glands

      	Luminescent organs

      	Blubber

      	Jaws

      	Eyeballs

      	Proboscis

      	Fur

      	Exoskeleton

      	Jointed legs

      	Antenna

      

      
      	
      　Experience gained in previous life not carried over

      

      	　Cannot learn existing jobs

      	　Unable to gain experience independently

      

      『The
      Levels of Increased Mana Recovery Rate and Labyrinth Construction
      increased with your Job change!』

      Job
      explanation:

      【Dark
      Guider】

      A Job that represents one who guides those who will eventually
      die and those who have already died. It can be acquired by one who
      disturbs the boundary line between life and death and tries to
      recreate the afterlife in this life.

      Naturally, the targets of the guidance are spirits and Undead,
      as well as those who wish to become Undead. However, as Vandalieu
      has already acquired the Demon Guider Job and acquired the divine
      protection of Earth’s dark gods, the effects of the guidance extend
      to those that would normally not be affected.

      It provides low growth to the Vitality, Strength and Stamina
      Attribute Values, but provides the most growth to Mana,
      Intelligence and Agility in that order.

      

    



    

    
      Chapter 168:Those who wait for the trial and those who face it

      
      There was a large, unrefined, sturdy-looking, rectangular
      entrance that looked as if it was made of steel. Next to it was a
      wooden sign that looked like a door plate, reading: ‘The Trial of
      Zakkart.’

      “… The sign is quite out of place, isn’t it,” Vandalieu
      remarked.

      “According to Gizan-dono, it is something that was added later,”
      said Sam.

      This was the entrance to the Trial of Zakkart that had appeared
      in an area of the Dark Elf nation. Vandalieu felt a considerable
      amount of emotion as he looked up at it.

      In the depths of this Dungeon was a relic of Zakkart that would
      help resurrect his mother.

      “But it’s apparently really dangerous, so don’t push yourself.
      The thought of you and everyone else pushing yourselves too hard is
      worse for me than the thought of not being resurrected,” said
      Darcia’s spirit.

      This was what she truly felt. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to
      come back to life, but she didn’t want her son or the others that
      she considered to be family to be injured or killed in the
      process.

      “It’s alright, Mom. In the southern region of the continent,
      people don’t die in the Dungeon except in exceptional cases,”
      Vandalieu said, reassuring her.

      “I know that, but… Vandalieu, you seem like you would do
      reckless things without even batting an eye,” said Darcia.

      Zadiris and the others nodded in agreement with her words.

      “A year ago, his heart and lungs were stopped and he ended up
      forcibly moving his own heart and breathing by puncturing holes in
      his own lungs with metal pipes, didn’t he?” said Tarea, the leader
      of the Ghoul craftsman team.

      “It was only recently that your head was cut off, Your Majesty,”
      said the Succubus Iris.

      Vandalieu’s gaze wandered off in response to these words.

      But the Living Armor sisters Saria and Rita, as well as
      Eleanora, encouraged him.

      “There are other incidents… there are a lot of cases where it
      can’t be helped,” said Saria.

      “Now that I think back, I do think they were often the right
      choices to make,” said Rita.

      “So, Vandalieu-sama, it’s nothing to worry about, but please be
      as careful as possible,” said Eleanora.

      “Yes,
      I’ll do my best,” Vandalieu said.

      “By the way, are we going to clear the Dungeon right now?”
      Borkus asked.

      The women
      raised their voices.

      “What are we going to do about the tournament? We were still
      deciding who gets Vandalieu.”

      “That’s
      right, I haven’t lost yet!”

      “I don’t have any hope, even though I tried quite hard.”

      “It is true that we had the emperor sit in a seat with the word
      ‘prize’ written on it, but that was not the objective of this
      tournament…” said the Dark Elf king Gizan, who had led everyone
      here.

      He had a stiff smile on his face. He had only intended for those
      who won to be able to face the Trial of Zakkart with Vandalieu.

      But it seemed that before he knew it, all kinds of other things
      had been added on.

      “Collars…”

      “I want…
      a transformation staff.”

      “I heard that there were rights to experiencing a new
      massage?”

      Perhaps they were just jokes that had gone too far, but there
      was cold sweat on Gizan’s forehead.

      “I’ll make those for you even if you don’t win. I haven’t
      thought of a new massage yet and I can’t make the collars and
      transformation staff right away, though,” said Vandalieu, seeming
      to not be bothered by this as he calmed the contestants down. “But
      please call them chokers, not collars.”

      “Yaay~♪”

      Gizan breathed a sigh of relief as well. He swore to himself
      that he would not make any more careless jokes from now on.

      “I believe we can simply cancel the tournament. It was not a
      tournament with victory as the goal in the first place, and
      although there are more contestants remaining than other years…
      this year, we have His Majesty the emperor and his abnormal ability
      to transport people,” said Gizan, announcing the cancellation of
      the tournament.

      During other years, the tournament usually only selected several
      challengers or perhaps a little over ten people at most.

      That was because it would be too dangerous if those challenging
      the trial were too weak, and the people on the inside of the
      Boundary Mountain Range thought that the meaning of the trial would
      be diminished if the challengers formed large groups to face
      it.

      The Trial of Zakkart was a Dungeon that searched for the
      successor to the champion Zakkart; it was a ceremonial trial. There
      would be no point to it if the strength of numbers was used to push
      through and conquer it. In fact, doing so might anger the Dungeon’s
      creator, Gufadgarn, the evil god of labyrinths, who was likely
      waiting in its deepest chamber.

      And the Trial of Zakkart contained several floors that were too
      narrow for groups of several dozen individuals to move about
      properly. For these reasons, Gizan and the others had restricted
      the size of the groups challenging the Dungeon to several people to
      around a dozen at most.

      But this was not true for the human societies on the outside of
      the Boundary Mountain Range that believed that one would become
      recognized as a successor to the champion Bellwood if they cleared
      the Trial of Zakkart.

      In the past, there had been numerous royals and nobles who had
      tried to clear the Dungeon by sending over a hundred knights and
      adventurers inside, and some nations who had continuously sent
      slaves inside the Dungeon, not to clear the Dungeon but to stop it
      and keep it within their own borders.

      The results of these attempts were clear, as the Trial of
      Zakkart was still roaming the world today.

      But Vandalieu was able to equip large numbers of Undead, insects
      and plant-type monsters with Group Binding Technique. And Vandalieu
      was the most likely candidate to be the successor to Zakkart that
      Gufadgarn was searching for.

      He possessed a soul that had been created from the soul
      fragments of the champions; he wasn’t a successor in the ordinary
      sense of the word. But considering the time at which Gufadgarn had
      suddenly awoken and created the Trial of Zakkart, it was clear that
      he had nominated Vandalieu.

      Thus, Gizan and the others had decided that Vandalieu would be
      allowed to use some extreme methods.

      “Therefore, this year, it will be fine for all contestants who
      possess a certain amount of strength… those who can survive a
      B-class Dungeon with ease, to participate,” Gizan said, making a
      decision that had never been made in previous years.

      “That’s disappointing… If I just had another year… If I just had
      more muscular strength,” said Oniwaka, Kijin king Tenma’s daughter,
      in frustration.

      She had trained herself even further after her contest of
      strength against Vandalieu in the Kijin nation, but it seemed that
      she hadn’t had enough time.

      But Oniwaka already had plenty of physical strength – the
      strength needed for her to swing her weapons and run around while
      wearing her armor.

      “No, I think you have plenty of muscular strength,” said Gizan,
      having watched her during the tournament. “In fact, I believe the
      problem lies in your technique and experience…”

      “Oniwaka-san, there will be more opportunities to fight. If you
      continue your steady training until then, you will have enough
      physical strength,” said Vandalieu.

      “You’re right. Vandalieu, I’m going to show you what I’m worth
      in next year’s bodybuilding tournament and the next opportunity to
      fight!”

      Gizan’s words seemed to have been drowned out by Vandalieu’s,
      not reaching Oniwaka’s brain despite entering her ears.

      “Also, if you polish your technique as well as your muscles,
      you’ll be perfect,” said Vandalieu, not forgetting to tell her to
      improve herself in areas other than muscular strength.

      “You’re right! Those who call themselves warriors must strive
      for greater heights!” said Oniwaka.

      With enough diligent training, the experience needed to make
      decisions in an instant would develop naturally.

      “Kachia, Bilde, please look after Talosheim with Mikhail and the
      others,” said Vandalieu.

      Kachia, the Ghoul woman who had once been an adventurer, and
      Bilde, the young Ghoul from the same settlement as Zadiris, didn’t
      have enough strength to face the trial. Thus, they were left with
      the responsibility of protecting Talosheim.

      “It can’t be helped. I finally increased my Rank and became a
      Ghoul Amazoness Warrior, but it’s still tough for me to take on a
      Rank 8 monster by myself,” said Kachia. “I’ll help Bilde and play
      with Varbie and Jadal.”

      “Yeah, I’m counting on you,” said Basdia, who often left her
      daughter Jadal with Kachia and Bilde. “I feel bad, always relying
      on you, but…”

      “Don’t worry about it,” said Bilde. “By the way, how long do you
      think it will take?”

      “I think it will take at least one month. We don’t know how many
      floors there are, after all,” said Vandalieu.

      The Trial of Zakkart was confirmed to have at least fifty
      floors. The group of challengers led by Kijin king Tenma had
      progressed past the fiftieth floor, but even then, they had
      apparently been unable to see the end of the trial.

      Thus, Vandalieu thought that it would take about a month even if
      they were to progress through two floors a day.

      “So, let’s go back to Talosheim and make preparations first,”
      said Vandalieu, turning around.

      “Indeed,
      we must pack our things,” said Sam.

      “We need to make adjustments if we’re leaving Talosheim for over
      a month,” said Eleanora.

      “I can’t stand having to go back with a Dungeon right in front
      of us, but I suppose it can’t be helped,” said Borkus.

      Being in a Dungeon for over a month meant that they would need
      to prepare all kinds of equipment and things like food. It seemed
      that they would be able to procure a certain amount of food from
      inside the Trial of Zakkart itself, but there were also places
      where there were several floors of icy fields in a row and floors
      with stone labyrinths containing nothing but inedible monsters.

      The Trial of Zakkart would remain in the same place for a month,
      and it would not Teleport as long as challengers were still inside.
      Thus, there was no need to rush.

      Previous challengers had also faced it after making sufficient
      preparations rather than entering as soon as it appeared.

      “Also, there’s the issue of Jobs. Is everyone alright in that
      regard? If anyone is almost at Level 100, we can wait about half a
      month,” said Vandalieu.

      Queen Donaneris had asked Vandalieu this question before. Rank
      increases were automatic as long as the conditions were fulfilled,
      but Job changes required one to touch the crystal at the center of
      a designated Job-changing room.

      “Come to think of it, can’t we take a Job-changing room with us?
      It would be simple if we could just carry that crystal with us,”
      said Baba Yaga, one of Legion’s personalities.

      It seemed that there were still many things that she was curious
      about, as it had only been about a year since she was reincarnated
      from Origin, a world without Jobs and Skills.

      “You can’t do that. To be more precise, it’s possible, but not
      realistic,” said Isla, twirling the chain on her collar around her
      fingers.

      She was around thirty-thousand years old if one included the
      time she had lived before becoming an Undead several years ago.

      Carrying the crystal of a Job-changing room on its own didn’t
      allow one to change Jobs anywhere. The entire room, including the
      crystal, was a ceremonious place for the purpose of carrying out a
      Job-change. Thus, there would be no point in having just the
      crystal.

      And the Job-changing room needed properly-built walls and a
      ceiling. Something like a tent that could be put up and taken down
      easily wouldn’t work as a substitute.

      “Every few thousand years, there are strange humans that try all
      kinds of things, like building a Job-changing room in a Dungeon
      chamber and armies that bring craftsmen and materials with them on
      an expedition to build one. But they’re destroyed by monsters and
      enemies so they can’t be used for long, and in the end, they always
      decide that it wasn’t worth the cost and effort,” said Isla.

      Thus, the most that could be done was building Job-changing
      rooms at permanent defensive positions such as forts, outside
      Dungeon entrances and on the edges of Devil’s Nests.

      “I see. So, it’s not for game-like reasons, then,” said Baba
      Yaga.

      “Wait! If that is the case, this can all be solved by taking the
      entire room with us!” said Valkyrie.

      “Valkyrie, that’s impossible… even if he were to turn the whole
      room into Golems, Vandalieu-sama can’t equip Golems inside
      himself,” said Eleanora.

      “I could have it move while still retaining its shape as a room,
      but it would take a lot of effort in carrying it around in the
      narrow areas of the Trial of Zakkart. It might be destroyed by
      monsters or traps, too,” said Vandalieu.

      Valkyrie pointed her countless fingers towards Sam. “There will
      be no problems if it is placed in a part of Sam’s carriage!” she
      said.

      “In my carriage? I do have spare space, but is it possible?” Sam
      asked, looking back at his carriage.

      The carriage, which was Sam’s main body, was a three-horse
      carriage with a canopy; it was unthinkable that it could carry a
      properly-constructed room. But with the Space Expansion Skill, the
      interior volume of the carriage was easily over ten times its
      exterior appearance.

      It would even fit a small house inside, never mind a small
      room.

      Vandalieu gave it some thought. “It’s possible,” he said,
      surprised by this realization. “Honestly, the thought never
      occurred to me… Valkyrie, that’s an amazing idea.”

      As Sam was an Undead, Vandalieu could equip him with Group
      Binding Technique. There would be no problem with this, even if
      there was a Job-changing room installed inside his carriage.

      “A moving Job-changing room. The thought never occurred to us,
      either,” said Gizan.

      “Amazing. With one sentence, you solved a problem that humans
      have failed to solve for thousands of years!” said Borkus.

      Valkyrie gave a loud laugh, her upper body protruding from
      Legion’s surface proudly. “You can praise me more if you want!
      Well, the idea only came to me because we have Sam and
      Vandalieu.”

      “But they say that without the 1% inspiration, the 99% hard work
      goes to waste*,” said Vandalieu, patting Valkyrie’s head as he
      remembered the words of a wise man. “Let’s build it as quickly as
      possible when we get back.”

      TLN*:
      This is a Japanese saying.

      Indeed, Vandalieu had a fixed idea of what a Job-changing room
      was; he wouldn’t have come up with this idea no matter how long he
      thought about it.

      With this, even if anyone reached Level 100 inside the Dungeon,
      they would be able to change Jobs. Even Vandalieu would be able to
      acquire one of the new Jobs that had appeared at his last
      Job-change, like Bestower.

      “So, Father will be renovated. He’s becoming less and less like
      an ordinary carriage, isn’t he,” said Rita.

      “Rita, just say that I am becoming more convenient!” said
      Sam.

      “Ooohn?” Knochen groaned, as if to ask, “What about me?” as it
      was made of a countless number of bones that could rearrange
      themselves in any form.

      “Knochen, your bones come apart when you’re moving, and your
      physical size doesn’t change as you don’t have the Space Expansion
      Skill, so it’s difficult for you,” said Vandalieu.

      “Oooohn…”

      “Knochen, we all have our strengths and weaknesses, so do not
      lose spirit,” said Sam. “You are a fortress, not a storehouse,
      after all.”

      “OHHHHN!” Knochen, who had seemed sad a moment ago, regained its
      spirit.

      “We have to install the Job-changing room in Sam, but there are
      a lot of other things we need to bring. We don’t know what kind of
      state we’ll get Zakkart’s relics in after we clear the Dungeon,
      after all,” said Vandalieu. “I’ve kept materials that could be used
      for Mom’s new body preserved in the workshop, too.”

      He was carrying around the blood crystal that he had received
      from Vida as well as Darcia’s remains, but the Orichalcum skeletons
      that he had made, the artificial body parts made from the Demon
      King’s fragments and materials from high-Rank monsters were inside
      his underground workshop.

      He had to
      go and get them.

      “Umm, Vandalieu? I get the feeling that the goddess’s blood
      alone will be enough… I’m not sure what I’ll become if you were to
      use all of those things,” said Darcia, seeming uncertain as to
      whether she would be a Dark Elf when she was resurrected.

      “I cannot imagine it, but things will work out. Even if you grew
      something… like new wings or a tail,” said Iris.

      “Iris, if that was supposed to be reassuring, I’m sure you could
      have chosen other words,” said Kachia. “Eleanora, you mustn’t look
      at Darcia-sama like a companion who is just like you.”

      Darcia felt a sense of companionship with those whose races had
      been changed by Vandalieu.

      The Farzon Duchy was one of the Orbaume Kingdom’s twelve
      duchies, the duchy that prospered on its maritime and fishing
      industries.

      There was a valley that had become a Devil’s Nest in an inland
      region of the Farzon Duchy, some distance away from the sea. There
      were a few men and women gathered here.

      “So, this is the place. The place where the Trial of Zakkart
      will appear next,” said the ‘Blue-flamed Sword’ Heinz, the leader
      of the S-class adventurer party known as the Five-colored Blades,
      with emotion in his voice.

      He was already in his late twenties, but perhaps as one would
      expect from an S-class adventurer, he looked younger than his
      appearance; his skin did not show any signs that he was about to
      enter middle-age.

      He was holding a map that he had borrowed using society’s trust
      in his party and a Magic Item that resembled three compasses that
      had been joined together.

      “So, we’re finally challenging the Trial of Zakkart again… it’s
      really been a long time,” said the scout Edgar with a distant look
      in his eyes. He had already entered his thirties and had wrinkles
      on his face. “Jennifer and Diana joined us, we met Selen, and
      before we knew it, we became the leaders of Alda’s peaceful faction
      and honorary nobles –”

      “It really has been a long time,” said the unarmed fighter
      Jennifer with a sigh. “I thought that I’d die of old age without
      ever seeing it.”

      She had joined the Five-colored Blades after Heinz’s party moved
      to the Orbaume Kingdom and faced the Trial of Zakkart.

      Her objective was to conquer the Trial of Zakkart, which was
      like a fairy-tale for adventurers, and become a living legend.

      And yet… all kinds of things had happened since she joined the
      Five-colored Blades, but she had never managed to face the Trial of
      Zakkart.

      “I’m sorry for dragging you through all kinds of things. But
      there’s no mistake that this Trial Seeker is pointing to this
      location,” said Heinz.

      “It’s not like I was complaining, blaming you or doubting you,
      Heinz,” Jennifer said. “I just thought that it’s been a long time.
      I’ve become stronger over the past few years and I got to meet
      Selen; I don’t think of it as a waste of time.”

      “I think it was rather quick. The Trial of Zakkart is a
      wandering Dungeon that teleports around different places in the
      world about once every month. If it appears in distant places and
      places that are far from where humans live, the chances of reaching
      it before it moves somewhere else are not high. According to the
      records, it is not unusual for it to appear outside of the Bahn
      Gaia continent,” said the Elf Diana, who was a priestess of Mill,
      the goddess of slumber. She had once been Jennifer’s partner when
      they were an adventurer duo.

      She was young for an Elf, but she seemed the calmest among the
      party.

      “Well, since you’re an Elf, I’m sure that’s how it is for you,
      Diana,” said Heinz.

      “But the months and years since I joined the Five-colored Blades
      have been unbelievably eventful. Honestly speaking, it feels as if
      I have lived through a hundred years’ worth of adventure in the
      past few years,” Diana said.

      “We fought a Pure-breed Vampire, and we sealed away a Demon King
      fragment recently, too. We’ve been through all kinds of things. It
      might be an exaggeration to say that it’s a hundred years’ worth,
      though,” said Delizah, the female Dwarf shield-bearer. “But our
      objective isn’t to stare at the entrance to the Trial of Zakkart.
      Everyone, prepare yourselves… or so I say, but even the Trial
      Seeker can’t tell when the Dungeon will appear, can it?”

      There was a renowned space-attribute mage who hadn’t faced the
      Trial of Zakkart but had noticed its peculiar characteristics when
      it began appearing.

      He had realized that the Dungeon’s teleportation to a new
      location every month was either because of an advanced
      space-attribute spell, or because it had been created by a god who
      ruled over the space attribute or some other evil god. Thus, he
      devoted himself to researching it.

      It was a heretical way of thinking, as he had been surrounded by
      those who thought of the Trial of Zakkart as a trial to find the
      successor of the champion Bellwood who had defeated the fallen
      Undead champion Zakkart.

      Thus, his research had never stood out, but it produced results.
      He invented a Magic Item that, with a number of conditions met,
      identified the location where the Trial of Zakkart would next
      appear.

      And then he had handed that Magic Item to Randolf ‘the True,’ an
      S-class adventurer whose name had already been well-known at the
      time.

      But Randolf had simply kept the Trial Seeker in his possession,
      not facing the Trial of Zakkart even once. And then Heinz and his
      companions had received it.

      “It’s unfortunate, but we only know the next place it will
      appear. But even then, it’s worth the effort we’ve made,” said
      Heinz.

      After he and his party sealed away the Demon King’s nose, they
      had learned of the Trial Seeker’s existence from the notes of the
      space-attribute mage who created it and learned that it was in
      Randolf’s possession. Randolf was working under a false name now,
      but they had found him and asked him to lend this Magic Item to
      them.

      Randolf had given a deep sigh but handed them the Trial Seeker
      with no sign of regret.

      “If you want to risk your lives on a pointless effort, then I’ll
      give it to you. But don’t ever make contact with me again,” he had
      told them, and then he had suddenly vanished right in front of
      their eyes, leaving no response to their questions of what his
      parting words meant.

      “It was a lot of hard work, finding Randolf. I feel like it was
      even more work than finding Ternecia’s hidden base. And we had to
      go around the Mages’ Guilds to have them investigate how to use the
      Magic Item,” said Edgar. “It couldn’t have killed Randolf to give
      us some written instructions, right?”

      “Edgar, I think we should be thankful that he gave us a Magic
      Item for free. It must have been bothersome that we found him and
      made contact with him, yet he gave it to us without asking for any
      money or anything… though it’s true that he looked really
      displeased the whole time and his eyes looked like he was making
      fools of us,” said Jennifer.

      “Edgar isn’t being serious, Jennifer. It’s just that his pride
      as a scout was just hurt by the fact that he couldn’t follow
      Randolf’s presence when he disappeared,” said Delizah.

      “… He was still upset over that, huh. So petty,” said
      Jennifer.

      “It cannot be helped. Human men develop an inferiority complex
      once they are over thirty years old,” said Diana.

      Under the eyes of the women of the party, Edgar realized that
      things weren’t looking good for him. “I’ll look for a suitable
      place to set up camp,” he said, and then he left.

      “Good
      grief,” Heinz muttered.

      But they
      did indeed need a place to set up camp.

      They had learned where the Trial of Zakkart would next appear
      thanks to the Trial Seeker. But as Heinz had told Delizah, there
      was no way of telling when the Trial of Zakkart would appear
      here.

      “It was coincidence that we could quickly arrive at the next
      place the trial will appear after we went around visiting Mages’
      Guilds and alchemists to investigate how to use this thing, but…
      the Dungeon might appear tomorrow, or it might take over a
      month.”

      Even if a month passed, the Trial of Zakkart would not move to
      its next destination as long as there were still challengers
      inside.

      “… I hope it’s appeared in a secluded region so that there
      aren’t any challengers. We’ll clear the Trial of Zakkart, avenge
      Martina, take over the great tasks of the champion Bellwood and
      hear Alda’s voice,” said Heinz, his voice full of resolve. “If
      possible, I want us to serve that duty.”

      “As leaders of Alda’s peaceful faction and as Selen’s
      caretakers, I hope we can take that role,” said Diana.

      “I want to at least bring back a lock of Martie’s hair. We
      couldn’t even do that last time,” said Delizah.

      “Still, I wonder where it is now?” Jennifer said, looking up at
      the sky.

      They didn’t know. They had no idea that the Trial of Zakkart was
      in the Dark Elf nation in the region contained within the Boundary
      Mountain Range, a place that was unexplored territory for them.

      “It’s possible that it’s outside the continent, like Diana
      said,” said Heinz.

      He and his companions didn’t know the true purpose of the Trial
      of Zakkart, or that the one who cleared it would become not the
      successor of Bellwood, but of Zakkart, the one they called the
      ‘fallen champion.’

      Most importantly, they didn’t know that inside the Boundary
      Mountain Range, Vandalieu was about to face the Trial of
      Zakkart.

      The Five-colored Blades would only be able to face the Trial of
      Zakkart if Vandalieu and his companions were defeated by the trial
      and ejected outside the Dungeon.

      Several days later, Vandalieu and his companions assembled in
      front of the Trial of Zakkart once more, having made their
      preparations.

      “We’ll do
      our best to survive!” Tarea exclaimed.

      “Yeah!” Pauvina shouted, raising her fist into the air.

      “I wouldn’t mind if you left me behind!” Luciliano said
      sorrowfully.

      “It’s fine, we’ll protect you as well as we can. You can’t let
      your guard down, but don’t worry so much!” Pauvina said, reassuring
      him.

      “Yes, Pauvina narrowly qualified for this,” said Vandalieu.

      Pauvina had been increasing her Level in Vandalieu’s failed
      attempt at creating an A-class Dungeon that was still more
      difficult than an ordinary B-class Dungeon, alongside Privel and
      the others. Thus, both Vandalieu and Gizan had accepted that she
      was qualified to face the Trial of Zakkart.

      And since she was qualified to face it, she would follow
      Vandalieu inside. But even though she raised her Orichalcum shield
      and Vandalieu spoke reassuring words, the fear on Luciliano’s face
      didn’t fade away in the slightest.

      “As well as you can, you say. Narrowly qualified, you say. These
      aren’t reassuring words at all!” Luciliano shouted.

      Indeed, perhaps these weren’t quite the correct choice of
      reassuring words.

      “Have you forgotten your leveling with us in B-class Dungeons,
      Lucie? You were always laughing towards the end of it, weren’t
      you?” said the ‘Saint of Healing’ Jeena.

      “That’s right, you’ll be fine. And if you’re about to die, the
      Dungeon will forcibly teleport you outside and the Dark Elf medical
      team will heal you back up,” said the ‘Tiny Genius’ Zandia.

      The two of them had forced Luciliano to accompany them into
      B-class Dungeons.

      “So,
      believe in yourself,” Zandia said.

      But Luciliano was aware that he had been laughing during those
      leveling sessions because he had been a little mentally broken.

      It was true that Luciliano’s Level had increased considerably,
      and he had even changed Jobs. But he couldn’t imagine that he had
      become strong enough to pass through the Trial of Zakkart, a place
      that countless B-class and A-class adventurers had failed to return
      from alive.

      “I’m telling you, it’s impossible! And I came here from outside
      the Boundary Mountain Range! There is no guarantee that Gufadgarn
      will recognize me as someone from inside the Boundary Mountain
      Range!” Luciliano protested.

      “Hmm,
      that’s true.”

      Gufadgarn was never even aware of where he and the Trial of
      Zakkart currently were. It was unclear as to how aware he was of
      the challengers inside the Dungeon.

      And until now, there were none who had faced the Trial of
      Zakkart after crossing the Boundary Mountain Range. Luciliano’s
      concerns were reasonable.

      “But I want you to manage the materials that could be used for
      Mom’s new body, so please work with me, Luciliano. And I want you
      to look at the corpses of previous challengers that we might find
      inside,” said Vandalieu.

      “N-now that you mention it, there are those!” Luciliano
      exclaimed.

      Godwin, Budarion and the others who had faced the Trial of
      Zakkart before had seen preserved statues made of stone and metal,
      depicting people they had never seen before.

      It was likely that this was what remained of Martina of the
      Five-colored Blades and the other challengers from the outside of
      the Boundary Mountain Range.

      This was a valuable opportunity to touch the precious corpses of
      powerful adventurers that he normally wouldn’t be able to
      touch.

      Luciliano pondered this for a while. “Alright,” he said finally
      with a nod. “But I will not participate in battle, so don’t expect
      me to fight.”

      “It’s alright. I was never expecting that to begin with,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “Yeah,
      nobody’s expecting that!” said Pauvina.

      “I see! That makes me more relieved!” said Luciliano, smiling
      broadly upon realizing that nobody had been counting on him to
      fight to begin with.

      “I think you should be a little more concerned about it,” said
      Vigaro.

      But
      Luciliano showed no signs of concern at all.

      “I am joining so that I can maintain the equipment; you’re being
      too selfish,” said Tarea.

      She was planning to be on standby inside Sam’s carriage as much
      as possible as well, however.

      “Luciliano, Tarea, why don’t the both of you have the boy make
      you new equipment like this transformation staff?” Zadiris
      suggested. “I have not used the finished product yet either, but
      the prototype that I tried has considerable defensive power.”

      “… I refuse. Master said that those take time to make as they
      are order-made for individual use,” said Luciliano.

      “The items can be used by others, as they still don’t have a
      function to identify users. But it would be like me trying to wear
      clothes that fit you perfectly, wouldn’t it? That would be
      terrible, so I will decline,” said Tarea.

      “Muh, that is true,” Zadiris agreed, lowering her transformation
      staff. “The prototype was a simple item, but the boy did say that
      the finished product will have a lot of decorations.”

      “Now then, I suppose we should get going,” said Vandalieu.

      “Everyone! Vandalieu! Don’t push yourselves,” said Darcia.

      Vandalieu, who had equipped everyone that he could, entered the
      Trial of Zakkart with Vigaro, Zadiris and Legion.

      Gizan and the other Dark Elves, who were now in work-mode,
      watched them leave.

      “… With this, our yearly suffering might finally come to an
      end,” said Gizan, who was also acting as the leader of the medical
      squad.

      
      	Name: Levia

      	Rank: 9

      	Race: Satan Blood Blaze
      Ghost

      	Level: 85

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Spirit Form: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mental Corruption: Level 5

      	Heat Manipulation: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Flame Nullification

      	Materialization: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Augmented Mana: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Self-Enhancement: Subordinate: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	
      Self-Enhancement: Demon King’s Blood: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Housework: Level 5

      	Projectile Fire: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Possession: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Silent Steps: Level 2 (NEW!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 6 (NEW!)

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 2 (NEW!)

      	Shield Technique: Level 3 (NEW!)

      	Surpass Limits: Level 3 (NEW!)

      	Aura of Fear: Level 3 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      	Name: Orbia

      	Rank: 7

      	Race: Dark Broad Ghost

      	Level: 90

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Spirit Form: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mental Corruption: Level 6

      	Water Attribute Nullification

      	Liquid Manipulation: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Materialization: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Augmented Mana: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Earth-Attribute Resistance: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 3 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Fishing: Level 3

      	Housework: Level 2

      	Dancing: Level 4

      	Projectile Fire: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 3 (NEW!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Water-Attribute Magic: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Earth-Attribute Magic: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Mana Control: Level 2 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	Merrebeveil’s Divine
      Protection

      

      

      

      
      	Name: Kimberley

      	Rank: 7

      	Race: Thunderbolt Ghost

      	Level: 67

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Spirit Form: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mental Corruption: Level 3

      	Wind-Attribute Nullification

      	Lightning Manipulation: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Materialization: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Intuition: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Enlargement: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Silent Steps: Level 6

      	Trap: Level 5

      	Projectile Fire: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Possession: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Archery: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation:

      【Satan
      Blood Blaze Ghost】

      A monster born after the Deep Blood Blaze Ghost Princess Levia
      increased her Rank even further.

      It is believed that this is the result of her having continued
      drinking the Blood Potion created by Vandalieu.

      She is covered in majestic black flames worthy of the name of
      Satan (a Demon King). She also possesses the ability to strengthen
      herself even further with the Demon King’s blood. Incidentally, the
      Demon King’s blood used for this is the blood of the one who
      possesses the ‘Demon King’ Title, in other words, Vandalieu.

      She has learned the Materialization Skill from Orbia, allowing
      her to materialize parts of her own body. She is using this ability
      to learn Unarmed Fighting Technique and Shield Technique.

      Monster
      explanation:

      【Dark
      Broad Ghost】

      A monster born after the Deep Broad Ghost increased her Rank
      even further. The liquid making up her entire body has grown deeper
      in color, and it is becoming more like a physical body.

      Her training in magic is progressing smoothly; she is learning
      magic-related Skills that she had found difficult and not acquired
      while she was alive.

      But she apparently still finds magic difficult; she is more
      proficient in suffocating enemies by covering their faces and
      attacking them from the inside after getting inside their
      lungs.

      Monster
      explanation:

      【Thunderbolt
      Ghost】

      Kimberley became a Hard Blitz Ghost and then increased in Rank
      even further. Unlike the races of Levia and Orbia, Thunderbolt
      Ghosts have appeared in Lambda before, albeit in extremely small
      numbers.

      This fact bothers him a little, and he has decided that he will
      become a unique race with his next Rank increase.

      

    



    

    
      Chapter 169:The clearing of the Trial of Zakkart begins

      
      The true entrance to the Trial of Zakkart was a dome-shaped room
      right past the entrance with the sign outside it.

      Written words and the holy symbols of the eleven great gods of
      the world were etched on its walls.

      Offer
      your prayers to the god who chose the true
      champion.

      Vandalieu looked up at the words. “… No doubt the outside people
      offered their prayers to Alda who chose Bellwood, not Vida who
      chose Zakkart,” he muttered.

      For the people inside the Boundary Mountain Range, who knew that
      this Dungeon had been built by Gufadgarn, the evil god of
      labyrinths who called himself Zakkart’s first disciple, this was an
      obvious trap.

      But in the human societies outside the Boundary Mountain Range,
      Zakkart was considered a ‘fallen champion,’ one of the parents of
      the evil Vampire race. He deserved fear more than respect.

      None would think of him when they saw the words ‘true
      champion.’

      “In human societies, the first thing that should come to mind
      when hearing the words ‘true champion’ should be Bellwood and the
      others who defeated the Demon King,” said Iris. “And since this
      Dungeon is known to the outside world as a trial to select
      Bellwood’s successor, I think that most who face it offer their
      prayers to Alda even if they are not believers of Alda or Bellwood
      themselves.”

      Indeed, most challengers from human societies chose Alda at this
      point. Just like Heinz and the Five-colored Blades.

      “What about Zantark, who chose Farmaun?” Vandalieu asked.

      Farmaun, a heroic god like Bellwood, was the founder of the
      Adventurers’ Guild. It occurred to Vandalieu that many of the
      challengers would be adventurers and choose to offer their prayers
      to him.

      It was unlikely that Gufadgarn knew that Farmaun had left Alda’s
      faction, but he knew that Zantark was on Vida’s side. So then,
      wouldn’t he think better of those who offered their prayers to
      Zantark than those who offered prayers to Shizarion and Alda?

      “Zantark is thought to be a fallen god who fused with evil gods,
      even to believers of Vida in the outside world, so…” Iris
      explained.

      “I see,” said Vandalieu, nodding. “Well then, shall we offer our
      prayers to Vida?”

      He prayed to Vida’s holy symbol. He simply put his hands
      together, no different from how he always did it.

      “I am a believer of Vida now, I am a believer of Vida now,” said
      Iris.

      “I have stopped believing in Hihiryushukaka. It’s true, it’s
      true,” said Eleanora.

      “I am like a piece of Vandalieu-sama’s equipment, so please
      don’t mind me,” said Isla.

      Iris was a former believer of Alda. Eleanora and Isla, who had
      emerged from within Vandalieu’s body, were Vampires who had
      belonged to a Vampire faction that worshipped Hihiryushukaka. The
      three of them put their hands together and prayed earnestly.

      Isla had even gone as far as abandoning her right to be called a
      person.

      Gufadgarn was likely to treat remnants of the Demon King’s army
      as enemies just like those of Alda’s faction, so it wasn’t
      difficult to understand her desperation.

      “Well, I think it will be fine. Vida didn’t say anything bad
      about you when I went to her Divine Realm,” said Vandalieu,
      reassuring them that Vida and the other gods shouldn’t view
      Eleanora and Isla as problems.

      “I hope
      that’s true, but…” Eleanora murmured.

      “Boy, I have finished. Is it better to take a little more time?”
      asked Zadiris.

      “Vandalieu, a door has appeared, so maybe that’s enough
      praying?” said Darcia.

      Vandalieu and his companions stopped praying and proceeded
      further inside through the enormous door that had appeared.

      Gufadgarn, the evil god of labyrinths, was dreaming inside the
      Trial of Zakkart that he had created.

      He dreamed of days bygone, the brightest and happiest days.

      That dream was interrupted by a new presence in the Dungeon.

      “New
      challengers.”

      The fact that they had offered prayers to Vida in the first
      selection chamber meant that they were likely those from the inside
      of the Boundary Mountain Range. For some reason, all challengers
      from the outside always prayed to the detestable Alda.

      What had Alda, who fancied himself to be the leader of the gods,
      told his believers about this Dungeon? Had he sent Divine Messages
      to people who were incredibly incapable of interpreting them?

      Of course, even members of Vida’s races from outside the
      Boundary Mountain Range prayed to Alda.

      The particularly deplorable thing was that the sign that
      Gufadgarn had placed outside the Dungeon had no effect whatsoever.
      He had placed a simple question to separate challengers at the
      entrance, but perhaps this was the cause?

      “But in order to find my master, I cannot deny even the smallest
      possibility. And it would not be good for my true intentions to be
      revealed.”

      There was a miniscule, but non-negligible, chance that
      Gufadgarn’s master would turn out to be a believer of Alda due to
      some kind of mistake. It would be problematic if Gufadgarn’s true
      intentions were to become widely-known and people began facing the
      trial not to clear it, but to exterminate Gufadgarn.

      Leaving that aside, Gufadgarn focused his consciousness on the
      new challengers. He could not carelessly allow Vampires that were
      the holy children of Zakkart – his noble master – to die, and the
      same went for the others who offered their prayers to Vida.

      And among those that Gufadgarn could now ‘see,’ there was one
      individual that stood out.

      “… These thoughts! I feel the presence of my master, Zakkart…
      and I feel the divine protection of Vida.”

      Astonished, Gufadgarn stared at an image of Vandalieu, who
      opened a door and proceeded deeper into the Dungeon.

      As far as Gufadgarn could see, Vandalieu didn’t resemble his
      master, the champion Zakkart, in the slightest. But his appearance
      wasn’t the important thing.

      The problem was whether this Dhampir boy was really the one in
      Ricklent’s Divine Message, the one who had been reborn from the
      remains of Zakkart and the other champions that had shared his
      will.

      That was not yet certain. But Gufadgarn could not stop his heart
      from pounding in his chest.

      “Ah, the empty time that I thought would be an eternity will
      come to an end. Boy… I pray that you can fill this void within
      me.”

      Vandalieu and his companions passed through the door into a dim
      space that stretched on and on. As far as they could see, there
      were no walls or even a ceiling.

      As they thought about what a strangely simple Dungeon it was,
      the door closed with a thud and vanished.

      “Be careful! From what I’ve heard, a large number of monsters
      appear now!” Darcia warned them.

      At that moment, a countless number of monsters appeared on this
      floor where there had been absolutely nothing a moment ago.

      Enormous, human-shaped Iron Golems; Mad Salamanders that were
      spirits of flame that had been driven insane by corrupted Mana;
      Prism Stalkers that were gas-like clouds of light that used
      artificial light-attribute magic.

      And there were dozens of monsters of other kinds, the weakest of
      which were Rank 6, attacking simultaneously.

      This was the reason that sending large numbers of people into
      the Trial of Zakkart was futile. On the first floor, challengers
      were forced to fight a countless number of monsters with no exit
      available. Those who were not powerful enough to clear B-class
      Dungeons with ease would be killed immediately.

      “Indeed, it is just as I heard from Father and the others,” said
      Iris.

      Nobody was shaken by this, as they had heard stories from those
      who had experienced the trial before.

      “This means I can finally test my new equipment. Transform!”
      said Zadiris, raising her transformation staff, casting aside her
      robe and reciting the command words.

      The Dark Copper decorations on her transformation staff turned
      into liquid, fell onto her body and crawled across her limbs.

      Within seconds, the Dark Copper had fused with Zadiris’s clothes
      and the main part of her transformation staff, the Death Iron
      handle was left behind.

      “Fierce
      Shining Blades: Chaotic Dance!”

      Zadiris’s skirt-shaped clothes spun as her advanced
      light-attribute spell fired a barrage of projectiles that cut down
      the monsters that were flooding in.

      And then she struck down the Iron Golems and other monsters that
      were still standing with an advanced wind-attribute spell.

      “Take
      this! Thunderbolt!”

      Zadiris unleashed spells in quick succession with the Chant
      Revocation Skill. Her attacks slaughtered almost all of the
      monsters that had appeared.

      “Hmm! It feels wonderful to use. The assistance with casting
      spells and bonuses to the spells’ power is greater than I expected,
      and the clothes are so light and easy to move in!” Zadiris
      remarked.

      “Don’t be in such high spirits… well, that’s good, isn’t it?”
      said Legion.

      “Y-yeah,
      that’s amazing,” said Iris.

      Legion and Iris buried the few remaining monsters with ease.

      The moment they entered the Dungeon, the path of retreat had
      been cut off and in the next moment, a swarm of monsters that were
      Rank 6 or higher had attacked them. Adventurers of D-class and
      below, as well as ordinary knights and soldiers, would have been
      killed immediately. Even C-class adventurers wouldn’t have survived
      if they were few in number to begin with. This onslaught would have
      killed groups that were not worthy of at least B-class.

      But Vandalieu’s minimum conditions had been to be able to clear
      B-class Dungeons with ease. This challenge was nothing for him and
      his party.

      In fact, it had been just perfect for Zadiris to test the
      effectiveness of her new clothes and transformation staff.

      “It seems that I made the transformation staff well… It’s
      dangerous to recite long command words and take poses during
      battle, so it was a good idea to make that part shorter,” said
      Vandalieu.

      The transformation staff had been modeled after an item from an
      anime targeted at girls on Earth, but it would have been a bad idea
      to use it exactly like that. It would have been counter-productive
      to expose the user to danger for the sake of being faithful to the
      original.

      Thus, Vandalieu had made it so that the Dark Copper of the
      staff’s decorative parts changed shape and became a part of the
      user’s clothes.

      “Boy, this is quite the product! If you make these for everyone,
      there is no doubt that we will become remarkably stronger!” Zadiris
      exclaimed, her eyes shining with happiness at how comfortable her
      new equipment was to use.

      But voices immediately shouted, “Impossible!” from behind
      her.

      “I think it is impossible for me… though I think it suits
      Zadiris,” said Iris.

      “You’re right. I’ll pass,” said Vigaro as he shook his head,
      dumbfounded by Zadiris’s transformation.

      Legion’s different personalities seemed to have different
      opinions.

      “… Even if I could gain the same form that I had when I was
      alive in Origin one day, I wouldn’t want to wear that.”

      “Same goes for me. Please, I’ll do anything, so just spare me
      from that.”

      “Really? I think it would suit Baba Yaga and Enma, though.
      Valkyrie seems to hate frills.”

      “I’m not as good at magic as Mother. If I was, I wouldn’t mind
      trying it, but… how about trying it with Zandia and Privel first?”
      said Basdia. It seemed that the only problem she had with it was
      her own skill with magic.

      Zadiris, who had been in high spirits, calmed down and checked
      her own appearance. “Projection… Muh, mumumuh!” she groaned as she
      looked at the image of herself created by her light-attribute
      spell.

      With the bikini-type clothes she had been wearing beneath her
      robe as a base, the Dark Copper had turned into extremely fine
      threads and formed frills and ribbons. Her arms and legs were
      covered in long-sleeve gloves and knee socks. And to top it all
      off, there was a cape fluttering at her back.

      The color scheme was focused on the white color of the light
      attribute.

      At a glance, it looked as if she were wearing a white dress. But
      looking closer, she was wearing a highly-revealing leotard with
      dress-like decorations.

      Having realized this, Zadiris glared at Vandalieu. “Boy, I asked
      you to make it adult-like! There are too many ribbons and frills!
      This is something a child would wear!”

      “No, I think it would be problematic even for children to wear,”
      Iris pointed out calmly. But then she realized that her sense of
      what was ordinary had changed greatly lately. “… Perhaps not,” she
      said, falling into silence.

      “There is a technical reason for those clothes,” Vandalieu
      protested. “Small inscriptions have been made in the Dark Copper
      body suit to improve physical and magical defenses, and they even
      provide all kinds of enchantments. A certain amount of surface area
      is required for that.”

      “S-surface
      area?” Zadiris repeated.

      “Yes, because there’s a limit on how small I can make the
      writing.”

      The ribbons, frills and skirt-like decorations were not just for
      cuteness and looks. When the super-fine liquid metal fibers took
      the form of clothes and a staff, they also formed inscriptions that
      contained several beneficial effects like a complex program.

      “If I reduce those to a minimum, there would be a lot less
      decorations, but that would make it a lot less reliable; even the
      slightest damage would turn them into nothing more than Dark Copper
      clothes. That’s why I ended up using the current design,” Vandalieu
      explained, insisting that he hadn’t chosen the current cute design
      to tease Zadiris and make it look like a magic girl costume.

      He wouldn’t deny that making the clothes look too adult-like
      wouldn’t suit Zadiris, however.

      Zadiris let out a groan as she listened to Vandalieu’s
      explanation with her arms crossed. “If that is the case, then it
      cannot be helped. With the prototype that clung to my body below my
      neck, it was strangely difficult to move, after all,” she said,
      accepting Vandalieu’s reasons.

      “You’re fine with it?!” Iris and Vigaro exclaimed in
      surprise.

      “Anyway, I don’t think it’s that childish,” said Hitomi, the
      reincarnated individual who had become one of Legion’s
      personalities.

      “Really,
      Hitomi-chan?” asked Jack.

      “That’s right, Jack. There were even crazier ones on Earth and
      in Origin,” she said, remembering the magic girl costumes from
      other worlds.

      Bright, multi-colored frills, flared skirts with multiple
      layers, ribbons that were so large that they would clearly get in
      the way, shoes that looked painful to walk in.

      Compared to those, Zadiris’s current appearance was quite
      reserved.

      “I see, I see. Well, even if I wore adult-like clothes, my face
      and figure will not change. And although I have been fussy lately,
      it is not that I dislike frills and ribbons altogether,” said
      Zadiris, seeming to calm down. “I am sorry, boy. It seems that I
      behaved selfishly, quite unlike my age.”

      She patted Vandalieu’s head. The two of them had become quite
      close recently.

      “But if my Rank increases and I become more adult-like, I shall
      have you remake my clothes to be more adult-like. That is a
      promise,” she said with glassy eyes. It seemed that she wasn’t
      fully over it.

      Vandalieu agreed to her promise. The fact was that he would need
      to remake her transformation staff if her appearance changed too
      drastically, so he couldn’t say anything against it.

      “But I
      think it’s cute as it is,” he said.

      “Boy, do not make fun of the elderly. You should speak words
      like those to girls your own age or younger than yourself,” said
      Zadiris.

      “… Mother, I think that would limit the people Van could say
      those words to too much. Though I’d be more than happy if he were
      to be affectionate towards Jadal,” said Basdia. “By the way, Van, I
      understand why a lot of decorations are needed in Mother’s case,
      but what about people like me who have large bodies?”

      Legion got excited as they began chatting among themselves.

      “… Basdia seems like she would look like a female
      executive.”

      “Our memories are the same, so we know what you’re calmly
      thinking, Hitomi-chan.”

      “By the way, there’s something I want to check. Could we count
      on you, Jack?”

      “Okay,
      Izanami.”

      Legion
      faded away… but then immediately returned.

      “It’s no good. We can’t Teleport outside,” said Jack.

      It seemed that he had tried to teleport outside from within the
      Trial of Zakkart, but it had failed.

      “What about you, Vandalieu? Can you go in and out of the Dungeon
      or create walls and rooms with Labyrinth Construction?”

      “Hmm… It seems that I can’t go outside either,” said
      Vandalieu.

      It seemed that he couldn’t exit the Dungeon with the Labyrinth
      Construction Skill’s Teleportation, either.

      Among those who faced the Trial of Zakkart, there had previously
      been those trying to teleport in and out of the Dungeon or between
      its floors with the space-attribute spell, Teleportation. But all
      of these attempts had failed.

      If they could enter and exit the Dungeon at will, they would be
      able to replace damaged equipment and restock on materials like
      food and Potions. If they had knowledgeable people and other party
      members that could be substituted in waiting outside, it would be
      easier to proceed through the Dungeon and solve its riddles.

      Even if this wasn’t the case, it was only natural for the
      challengers to test whether their spells were effective or not. But
      nobody had been able to enter and exit the Trial of Zakkart with
      space-attribute magic.

      This was thought to be because the Dungeon had been created by
      Gufadgarn, an evil god who was categorized as having the properties
      of the space attribute. It was likely that he prevented the Dungeon
      from being cleared in a way that went against its purpose.

      Vandalieu had thought that Legion’s limited death-attribute
      magic and his Labyrinth Construction Skill’s Teleportation might
      work, but it seemed to be impossible.

      “But I can make changes to the internal layout like this,” said
      Vandalieu, extending a fingertip. “It uses more Mana than usual,
      though.”

      It seemed that Gufadgarn wasn’t able to prevent everything. A
      rectangular wall silently grew from the ground where Vandalieu was
      pointing and extended upwards. He didn’t know whether he would be
      able to create stairs in the same way, however, as they had only
      just cleared the first floor.

      “It seems that I should be able to Teleport between floors that
      have already been cleared,” Vandalieu concluded. “How are the
      Goblin communication devices?” he asked Iris, who had been testing
      the shrunken-Goblin-head communication devices.

      Iris shook her head. “This is unfortunate,” she said.

      “… So, these don’t work, either. Just like every other
      challenger who has tried this, we’re blocked from communicating
      with the people on the outside,” said Vandalieu.

      “If they worked, I would have been able to talk to Jadal and the
      others,” said Basdia. “There’s no helping it. Let’s clear the
      Dungeon and go home as quickly as we can.”

      “Yes,”
      Vandalieu agreed.

      Vandalieu’s party had thought that it would be convenient if
      they could communicate with the outside world and Teleport in and
      out of the Dungeon, but also that it would probably be impossible.
      Thus, their spirits were not dampened as they began their clearing
      of the Dungeon once more.

      … They had already brought a mountain of materials and people
      with them.

      Incidentally, Zadiris recovered the robe that she had taken
      off.

      From the second floor of the Trial of Zakkart, there were no
      monster encounters, but it was a complicated labyrinth.

      “This labyrinth doesn’t contain any monsters at first, but if
      you don’t cover a certain distance every hour… what happens again?”
      Darcia asked.

      “Walls appear to shut you in, and dozens of monsters appear!”
      said Pauvina.

      “If I recall, you cannot go anywhere until you defeat those
      monsters. And the layout of the labyrinth apparently changes every
      time the Trial of Zakkart changes locations,” added Zadiris.

      In other words, this labyrinth could be safely cleared as long
      as the party continued moving, not stopping even if they lost their
      way. They couldn’t stop to take rests, but that was the extent of
      it.

      It was thought that it was based on the stories of the champion
      Zakkart’s philosophy of “Always act, always think” and making
      immediate decisions that caused a great deal of trouble for
      Vida.

      … Incidentally, it was said that the champion Bellwood had left
      behind the words, “It is important to stop from time to time and
      talk to your companions.” Leaving aside the question of whether
      Bellwood had actually acted on those words, it was likely that this
      floor had caused a great deal of trouble for challengers from human
      societies who had followed his wisdom.

      “Well, thanks to my Labyrinth Construction Skill, I know the
      floor’s layout right away. It’s this way,” said Vandalieu.

      The labyrinth was meaningless in front of Vandalieu. There
      weren’t even any pitfalls or traps, so this floor was cleared
      swiftly.

      “Couldn’t we clear it even faster if you moved the walls and
      made a straight path to the goal?” said Enma.

      “Gufadgarn might get angry if we cheat too much, so let’s try to
      clear things normally as long as it’s safe for us, Enma,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “I see. It wouldn’t be good if he got the wrong impression of
      us.”

      Even if they cleared the trial, there would be no point unless
      Gufadgarn acknowledged them. Thus, Vandalieu took care as he
      proceeded through the labyrinth floor.

      The riddles on the floors of the Trial of Zakkart created by
      Gufadgarn were filled with praise for Zakkart and the other
      creation-oriented champions, and malice and cynicism towards
      Bellwood and the other battle-oriented champions.

      For example, on the fifth floor, the walls were made not of
      stone, but Undead Bone Walls.

      At first, the only monsters on this bone labyrinth floor were
      the Bone Walls. Challengers would simply need to proceed through
      the labyrinth, find hidden doors that were simple to find with a
      little attention and then proceed to the stairs to the next floor.
      That was all.

      But if the challengers were to apply any damage to the Bone
      Walls, all of the Bone Walls of the entire labyrinth would turn
      into Skeleton-type monsters that were between Rank 6 and 8, then
      flood in towards the challengers.

      Believers of Alda treated Undead as enemies that should be
      eliminated unconditionally; this was especially true for those who
      wished to become the successor of Bellwood, who had defeated the
      Undead Zakkart. Thus, most of them attacked the Bone Walls or tried
      to purify them, and then they were forced to fight a swarm of
      several hundred or even up to a thousand high-Rank Skeletons.

      If they continued defeating the Skeletons, the labyrinth would
      disappear so they would be able to clear the floor this way, but
      the difficulty of this task was equivalent to an A-class
      Dungeon.

      But with Vandalieu present, the Bone Walls courteously moved
      aside for him and his party to proceed easily.

      “Ah, thank you, thank you,” Vandalieu said, thanking them.

      “Ooooohn.” Knochen was happy that there were other Undead like
      it.

      By the time the party reached the stairs, Knochen had grown
      slightly larger. It seemed that the Bone Walls had given it parts
      of themselves.

      After the bone labyrinth floor, the sixth floor and the next
      couple of floors after were filled with beautiful natural scenery,
      like bright, verdant forests, refreshing lakes and clear
      plateaus.

      A short while after challengers entered these floors, this
      nature would be destroyed by Huge Gluttony Worms that devoured the
      trees of the forest, enormous Ugly Venom Frogs that contaminated
      the water with the venom they secreted from their entire bodies and
      Asher Big Moths that polluted the air with their venomous
      scales.

      If the challengers followed the example of the champion Bellwood
      who had been obsessed with protecting nature and Nineroad who had
      agreed with his views at first, they would encounter monsters with
      venom and spores that would afflict status effects on them one
      after another. And then the stairs to the next floor would appear
      in the center of the forests and plateaus after they were laid to
      waste by the fighting.

      “The correct answer is to either leave the monsters alone or
      assist in destroying nature, isn’t it… I get the feeling that
      Zakkart didn’t really like destroying nature, though,” said
      Privel.

      “I think so too, but I think this floor is a trap for those who
      want to become Bellwood’s successor,” said Gizania.

      The two of them looked a little sad as they watched the trees of
      the forests being cut down, pulled apart and broken.

      “Now’s the time for my Deforestation Skill to shine!” Vigaro
      declared, hacking away at the trees with his axe.

      Legion was rolling around the forests, having used Size
      Alteration to become larger. “FUHAHAHAHA! The trees are like
      bowling pins!”

      “OOOOOOHN!” Knochen groaned, having taken a form resembling a
      bulldozer to dig out large chunks of earth.

      “… Can everyone not calm down a little?” said Bellmond, who was
      making round slices out of the trees with her threads.

      At this rate, the forests would become bare within minutes.
      Watching nature being destroyed like this was somehow a little
      sad.

      The Huge Gluttony Worms, whose work had been stolen from them,
      looked lonely as they ate the leaves of the fallen trees.

      “It is a waste of lumber, but it’s impossible for Sam to carry
      all of it,” said Vandalieu. “Ah, Privel and Gizania, would you like
      some mammoth soup?”

      He had been using mammoth meat to create a dish similar to pork
      miso soup. Monsters didn’t appear on this floor even if they took a
      rest, so it was the perfect point to take a breather and have a
      meal.

      Vandalieu had equipped a large number of companions this time
      and needed to take in enough nutrients for all of them, so he
      couldn’t let this chance to eat slip by.

      “The miso cooking is superb!” said Myuze, beckoning Privel and
      Gizania over.

      “Let’s
      eat,” said Privel.

      “Indeed,”
      said Gizania.

      The two of them went over to join in and eat the mammoth
      soup.

      The lake and plateau floors were cleared in the same way
      afterwards.

      On top of that, the Huge Gluttony Worms and other monsters that
      were supposed to be in charge of destroying the natural scenery
      were tamed by Vandalieu.

      There was a puzzle consisting of statues of the seven champions
      and stone tablets with their achievements illustrated on them. The
      task was to correctly match the tablets to the statues. A labyrinth
      floor modeled after the human body, one that Zakkart would likely
      have easily passed through as he had once wanted to become a
      forensic scientist. There was also a complicated labyrinth filled
      with dangerous monsters and traps, with instructions on how to pass
      through it written on the walls in languages resembling English and
      German.

      Challengers of the trial from human societies that didn’t have
      any accurate knowledge of the champions’ achievements wouldn’t be
      able to solve the puzzle correctly. As medical knowledge was still
      undeveloped, they wouldn’t be able to reach the correct exit to the
      human-body-shaped labyrinth. And although the alphabet was known,
      foreign languages themselves weren’t, so such challengers would
      need to clear the dangerous labyrinth on their own.

      Vandalieu and his companions had already seen the champions’
      achievements in Vida’s Resting Grounds and looked through the
      documents left behind by Zakkart and Ark. As for the
      human-body-shaped labyrinth, it was too simple for Vandalieu and
      Legion, who possessed the Surgery Skill.

      Vandalieu and Legion had both learned several languages in
      Origin. In Vandalieu’s case, they were the two languages spoken in
      the military nation’s research laboratory. As for Legion, they
      spoke the numerous languages they had learned from when they worked
      all over the world as the Eighth Guidance.

      Of
      course, Earth’s languages and Origin’s languages
      were similar, but they had their differences as well. However, the
      instructions written on the walls of the labyrinth were simple,
      short sentences, so the differences between the worlds’ languages
      weren’t enough to misunderstand them.

      “This Gufadgarn has good taste,” said Isla, sounding
      impressed.

      “Indeed, it’s built to be very tough on believers of Alda and
      Bellwood,” Vandalieu agreed. There was a clinking sound coming from
      his hands.

      “That isn’t all,” said Isla. “Vandalieu-sama, this Dungeon is
      not only harsh to challengers that misunderstand its purpose, but
      also causes them to believe that they are making the correct
      choices.”

      “… What
      is the meaning of this?” asked Eleanora.

      “Do you not understand, little girl?” Isla said, her superiority
      complex clear in her tone. “Up until now, the riddles place
      challengers in danger when they answer incorrectly. But if they
      overcome that danger, the stairs appear and they can continue.
      That’s why Alda and Bellwood’s followers that face this Dungeon
      have no doubt that this is a trial to become Bellwood’s successor
      and repeatedly choose the wrong answers to future riddles… and then
      they eventually die.”

      Such challengers would continue mistaking the penalties imposed
      on them by their incorrect answers to the riddles as part of the
      trial. The fact that they were fundamentally mistaken was not put
      before them in the form of an obstacle that had no other
      solution.

      The stronger their belief and respect for Alda and Bellwood
      were, the more difficult it would be for them to realize that this
      wasn’t a part of the trial but mere penalties.

      Of course, there were many who thought something was strange as
      they progressed, but even then, they wouldn’t be able to make a 180
      degree turn on their way of thinking.

      Even if they could, the correct information regarding Zakkart
      and the other creation-oriented champions wouldn’t just suddenly
      appear in their minds.

      And although this wasn’t relevant for Vandalieu’s party,
      monsters would appear and stop those who tried to give up on the
      Trial of Zakkart and leave.

      This was how the challengers from the outside of the Boundary
      Mountain Range had fallen – by giving up out of fatigue.

      “That’s how it is. Do you understand?” Isla concluded.

      But Eleanora didn’t look convinced. “That’s not what I wanted
      you to explain. I’m asking why Vandalieu is holding your
      chain!”

      She pointed at Vandalieu, who was floating in the air with
      Flight with Isla’s chain in both hands, doing something with
      it.

      “I don’t know why you are questioning this. As a servant, it is
      only natural for my master, Vandalieu-sama, to command me! If you
      are dissatisfied, perhaps you should ask him to hold your chain or
      leash, too. Ah, excuse me, you don’t have a collar or chain, do
      you? Then it can’t be helped. What a pity,” said Isla with her
      chest puffed out as she showed off her collar and chain.

      “Kuh!”
      Eleanora bit her finger in frustration.

      “No, I’m just making alchemical changes to the chain. I’m not
      taking Isla for a walk. Also, the thing on Eleanora’s neck is a
      choker,” Vandalieu calmly pointed out as he made changes to the
      Death Iron chain.

      Isla’s chain was strangely short, which was why Vandalieu was
      flying next to her.

      “You look like a balloon,” Darcia remarked as she looked at
      him.

      This was
      apparently a pleasant scene for her.

      “I do not think that Isla’s interpretation of this Dungeon is
      entirely wrong. However, it does raise some questions,” said
      Zadiris in a serious tone, behind where sparks were flying between
      Isla and Eleanora.

      “Questions?”
      repeated Iris.

      “Yes. Among the riddles we have faced so far, there were some
      that would have been difficult to answer correctly even if one
      possessed the correct information regarding Zakkart and the others.
      I wonder how the first challengers from within the Boundary
      Mountain Range cleared them.”

      Vandalieu and his companions had information from those who had
      faced the trial previously, but the first ones to face it wouldn’t
      have had any information at all. Even if they knew the purpose for
      which Gufadgarn had created the Dungeon, wouldn’t it have been
      impossible for them to answer every riddle correctly?

      “The first challengers were the Dark Elf king Gizan-dono and
      other knowledgeable individuals such as the Noble-born Vampires who
      are secluded in Vida’s Resting Grounds,” said Iris, remembering the
      words of her second father Godwin and the other Majin who had faced
      the trial before. “Thus, they were able to clear most of the
      riddles… Father boasted that when they were wrong, he and some
      others made their way through with their physical strength
      alone.”

      “I see. It was a golden team made of the Boundary Mountain
      Range’s intelligent people, such as the specialists regarding the
      champions, and the most powerful fighters. That makes sense,” said
      Zadiris.

      As Isla said, even if the riddles were answered incorrectly, it
      was possible to proceed as long as the challengers could overcome
      the monsters and traps that appeared. Godwin and his companions
      would have gleefully slaughtered the monsters and destroyed the
      traps calmly.

      And then they had passed on their information and experiences to
      the challengers who came after them.

      “I am more interested in the Five-colored Blades, the ones who
      are said to be the only challengers from the outside to return from
      the trial alive,” said Basdia, joining in on the conversation.

      But even Iris didn’t know anything about that. “It seemed that
      they did not release any details regarding the Trial of Zakkart,
      so… the only thing that I have heard is that they told everyone
      that those weaker than them would only die meaningless deaths in
      the trial,” she said.

      “I see,” said Basdia. “Well, Van should be able to ask Gufadgarn
      or the spirits of those who have died in the Dungeon.”

      As she said that, the stairs leading to the next floor came into
      sight.

      And so, the party cleared about thirty floors in ten days.

      

    



    

    
      Chapter 170:Those who lead and those who follow

      
      In his Divine Realm, Rodcorte was looking at the information
      from within the Boundary Mountain Range with a suspicious look on
      his face.

      Rodcorte had prepared to abandon the ‘Perseus’ Samejima Yuuri…
      Sarua Legston, but he was continuing to gather information from him
      and the other members of the Legston family, who had not yet been
      guided to Vida’s circle of transmigration system.

      But even though they hadn’t come into direct contact with
      Vandalieu repeatedly, the members of the family were all being
      guided by Talosheim’s influence day by day. It seemed that the
      buildings’ outer walls and the statues of Vandalieu that had been
      erected all over the city had the effect of guiding those who
      looked at them.

      It was likely that they had been built with a Skill or spell
      that had some effect on the mind.

      Most of those who had defected to Talosheim had already been
      guided, and the information that Rodcorte and his familiar spirits
      could gain was greatly limited.

      And in these circumstances, what caught Rodcorte’s interest was
      the Trial of Zakkart.

      “… If I recall, it was a peculiar Dungeon that appeared about a
      hundred years ago.”

      It wasn’t that he didn’t know about the Trial of Zakkart. He had
      heard of it, but he hadn’t had any interest in it at the time.

      Up until now, Rodcorte had possessed no interest in the Dungeon
      named after a being that was one of the four champions whose souls
      had been broken by the Demon King Guduranis, the one who had been
      raised as an Undead by Vida, who had tried to encroach on his
      authority.

      This was because he believed that his work was to smoothly carry
      out the reincarnation of humans, and it was the work of the humans
      and the gods who guided them to deal with the problems that arose
      in their world.

      Regardless of what the truth behind the Trial of Zakkart was,
      even if the one who cleared it really could become Bellwood’s
      successor, it had nothing to do with Rodcorte.

      Of course, he had faced troubles with many challengers of the
      trial dying and their souls not being released, causing them to not
      return to his system. But to Rodcorte, this was only one of the
      many problems occurring in Lambda.

      But upon learning that Vandalieu was challenging the trial, he
      had become interested in it for the first time.

      “… This is… Has a barrier been placed around the inside of the
      Dungeon? The memories of the adventurers who have returned from it
      alive are blurred.”

      Rodcorte searched the memories of the only adventurer party
      alive that had challenged the Dungeon before, the Five-colored
      Blades. But there was something like static in the memories related
      to the Dungeon, and he couldn’t view them.

      There was no effect on the adventurers’ memories themselves, but
      gods could not view them. It was clear that a barrier had been
      placed on the Dungeon… a powerful one at that, one created by a god
      within his own realm, built with other gods in mind.

      This was likely to minimize interference from Rodcorte and other
      gods such as Alda.

      “With that being the case, this Dungeon was created by the evil
      gods that appeared with the Demon King.”

      Rodcorte recalled the names of the evil gods that were currently
      feared by human societies, but none of them seemed to match. He
      couldn’t think of any that possessed the power and authority to
      create such a special Dungeon and place this barrier around it.

      No matter how exceptional a god’s power was, they faced great
      limitations when they tried to perform tasks that were outside
      their authority. Rodcorte, who was the god of reincarnation, could
      exert great power over souls that returned to his circles of
      transmigration before their rebirths, but he could do almost
      nothing for humans that had already been reborn.

      He could give some blessings to the reincarnated individuals,
      who were like semi-believers to him, but they were an exception to
      the rule.

      “If I recall, the evil god of labyrinths was in Vida’s faction.
      Is it him? But even if it is, why in the world has he done this?
      There is no reason for him to search for Bellwood’s successor…
      Could it be that he has gone mad and is searching for Zakkart’s
      successor?”

      If this was the case, it was an exceedingly foolish act.

      The power bestowed upon the champions by Vida and the other gods
      were blessings that were limited to one generation. They could not
      be genetically inherited or passed down in any other way. Of
      course, they did not have any effect after reincarnation,
      either.

      If the descendants of Zakkart and the others… unlike for Ark and
      Solder who were women, it was possible that Zakkart and Hillwillow
      had left those with their blood flowing through them behind in the
      world without Rodcorte knowing about it. Even if their blood still
      miraculously existed in the present era, a hundred thousand years
      had passed already.

      That was a length of time across which blood relations could no
      longer be discerned. It would likely be impossible even for
      Gufadgarn to recognize them.

      Thus, it should have been impossible to find the champions’
      successors by their powers or bloodlines.

      The only possibility was that the Dungeon would designate
      someone who shared the same ideologies and sense of values as
      Zakkart and his companions as Zakkart’s successor, but then, it was
      difficult to imagine that a Dungeon would be a suitable way to
      select such an individual.

      “No, it is possible that he could distinguish the distorted soul
      that I created from the broken fragments of the souls of Zakkart
      and his companions.”

      In order to ensure that Vida and Ricklent wouldn’t try to
      resurrect the dead, a troublesome act that would jeopardize
      Rodcorte’s own authority, he had gathered all of the fragments and
      forcibly joined them into a single soul that he then placed into
      his circle of transmigration system.

      It was possible to distinguish this soul if one could see its
      shape.

      But that
      wasn’t possible, either.

      “Just in case, I placed that soul not in Lambda, but on Earth, a
      world where magic and monsters do not exist, a world where gods do
      not take action. In my system, the circles of reincarnation of
      different worlds do not exchange souls with each other, so there is
      no chance that it would have reincarnated in Lambda… Could it
      be?!”

      Rodcorte was astonished by his own words. And even as he told
      himself that it was impossible, he searched for the soul that was
      made from the fragments of Zakkart and the others, which was
      supposed to be in the circle of reincarnation system of Earth.

      The soul was merely a single blip in a vast sea of information,
      but it was a greatly distorted soul. It wasn’t impossible for
      Rodcorte to find it in his system.

      But his system merely gave him the answer of: “Search results,
      none.”

      Impossible,
      Rodcorte thought as he repeated the search two more times, three
      times – but the results didn’t change.

      “It is not on Earth… which means that it was among the
      reincarnated individuals? Back then, at the only time in which its
      circle of reincarnation exchanged souls with another world!”

      Indeed, it was something that Rodcorte had carried out himself.
      He had exchanged souls between Earth and the circle of
      transmigration of another world.

      Uneasiness running through his mind, Rodcorte searched the
      records of the reincarnated individuals and checked their
      souls.

      None of the ninety-seven souls that appeared had any
      irregularities.

      Among those who had died in the incident on the ferry, Rodcorte
      had chosen a hundred and two people. In the beginning, one person
      had declined to be reincarnated, and a hundred and one had been
      reincarnated in Origin.

      The souls of two of them, the ‘Gungnir’ Kaidou Kanata and the
      ‘Death Scythe’ Konoe Miyaji, had been broken by Vandalieu, and the
      ‘Gazer’ Minuma Hitomi had been stolen away by Ricklent and Zuruwarn
      along with the souls of the Eighth Guidance.

      As for Vandalieu, he had been turned into a member of one of
      Vida’s races and Rodcorte was unable to interfere with him
      directly.

      Machida Aran and Endou Kouya, who had ascended to become
      Rodcorte’s familiar spirits, had noticed that there was something
      strange about Rodcorte and were observing him from afar.

      “What’s
      wrong with him?” Aran whispered.

      “He’s acting strange. I suppose something’s happened,” said
      Kouya.

      Of course, Rodcorte had already inspected his three familiar
      spirits’ souls. In fact, he had made thorough contact with them
      when he made them his familiar spirits. He would have noticed back
      then if their souls had been distorted or out of the ordinary.

      “No, if that were the case, would I not have noticed when I
      first reincarnated them from Earth to Origin?” Rodcorte murmured,
      still talking to himself.

      He had granted qualities suited for magic, cheat-like abilities,
      fortunes and destinies to the reincarnated individuals. He had made
      contact with the souls as he did so.

      So then, perhaps it wasn’t that the soul made of the fragments
      of Zakkart and the others had gotten mixed up with the reincarnated
      individuals. Perhaps it was some other mistake that had caused it
      to move from Earth to another world?

      It was possible. Recently, Vandalieu had been causing damage to
      the circle of transmigration system repeatedly. Perhaps a mistake
      had arisen on one of these occasions –

      “Wait! That’s right, it’s Vandalieu! I did not make contact with
      Vandalieu’s soul!”

      Rodcorte was aghast as he finally arrived at this truth.

      When
      Rodcorte reincarnated the people from Earth in Origin, he had
      nothing to give Vandalieu, as all of his qualities for magic and
      cheat-like abilities and such had been bestowed upon Amemiya
      Hiroto. Thus, Vandalieu’s soul had been sent on its way
      without Rodcorte ever touching it.

      Even when Rodcorte reincarnated him from Origin to Lambda, he
      had deemed it likely that Vandalieu would cause harm to the
      reincarnated individuals. Thus, he had not given him any new
      abilities or qualities for magic; he had simply thrown some curses
      onto him.

      Rodcorte
      had never touched Vandalieu’s soul.

      “Impossible… That cannot… My great failure that I placed among
      seven billion people, among the countless organisms that live on
      Earth, was among the one hundred people I selected?!” Rodcorte
      shouted.

      His face still wearing an astonished expression, his body began
      trembling. He searched desperately for something, anything, that
      could deny the truth that he had come to realize.

      But there
      was only evidence that supported it.

      Even with an empty frame, Vandalieu possessed an amount of Mana
      that could not be considered normal. Wasn’t that because his soul
      was made of four peoples’ worth of soul fragments?

      Perhaps the Mana of the Demon King Guduranis or something else
      had stained these broken fragments, and this was the cause of the
      manifestation of the death attribute. Could Rodcorte really deny
      this possibility?

      And most of all, the strange movements of Lambda’s gods…
      Ricklent, Zuruwarn and Vida herself were aiding him; was the reason
      for that not the fact that Vandalieu’s soul was made of the
      fragments of Zakkart and the others?

      “Oi,
      what’s the matter –” Aran began.

      “What an unpleasant turn of events!” Rodcorte bellowed.

      He released a shockwave in his anger that sent Aran flying, but
      he was in no state to take any notice of that.

      The gods
      of Lambda had ignored Rodcorte’s warnings and summoned champions
      from the foreign world of Earth. The chain of
      events starting from that one event had now jeopardized Rodcorte’s
      circle of transmigration system.

      Rodcorte felt dizzy as he reflected on his own mistakes and
      carelessness. It was likely that the evil god of labyrinths had
      created that Dungeon to find Vandalieu.

      At this rate, Vandalieu would gain even greater power and lead
      not only those squirming about within the Boundary Mountain Range,
      but all of Vida’s races, as the second coming of Zakkart.

      And then he might persecute the humans that he could not lead…
      no, it was possible that he would slaughter them and drive them to
      extinction.

      If that happened, an era would come where reincarnation in
      Lambda would be handled not by Rodcorte’s circle of transmigration
      system, but by Vida’s. In order to prevent that, Rodcorte – had no
      options.

      “Then there is no time to lose. Before any more burden is placed
      on the entire system, I will detach Lambda from it,” Rodcorte
      decided.

      This was so that the wound wouldn’t open any further, even if it
      meant sustaining some temporary damage now.

      … Naturally, he didn’t spare a single thought for Sarua, Asagi,
      Murakami and the others who had already been reincarnated in
      Lambda. He didn’t even spare a thought for the people of Lambda or
      Alda and the other gods.

      An army, lined up in ranks, stood in the dazzling light of a
      false sun.

      Rank 8 Greater Demon soldiers, a race superior to Lesser Demons,
      with sand-like bodies that were resistant to physical attacks.

      Huge Sandworms that could swim freely in the sea of sand, feared
      by caravans. Iron Scorpions that possessed exoskeletons as hard as
      iron. Desert Chameleons that blended into the sand, capturing
      humans with their rapidly-extending tongues. Mirage Shades, evil
      spirits that wandered deserts and tormented the minds of their
      victims with illusions.

      They were only Rank 4 or 5, but they were fearsome predators
      that were well-adapted to desert environments.

      They were led by a Nightmare Demon Wizard. A Rank 10 mage that
      manipulated nightmares, a foe that even an A-class adventurer would
      not defeat easily.

      As monsters that had been spawned by the Dungeon created by
      Gufadgarn, they were all artificially-created life, regardless of
      their races. Their bodies, which had been created for a single
      purpose, housed hollow minds that were so strongly controlled by
      the Dungeon’s will that they didn’t even have self-preservation
      instincts.

      But now, their eyes contained the light of a will that they all
      shared.

      It was a nobility, like that of ambitious knights gathered under
      a single flag.

      The Nightmare Demon Wizard gave an inspiring roar, telling his
      army that they would defeat that mighty enemy at any cost.

      “OOOOOOOOHN!” bellowed the mighty foe that awaited them… the
      bone fortress that was moving across the desert, Knochen.

      The fortress, which was as large as a small mountain, was
      steadily approaching at the walking pace of a human, unimpeded by
      the sand of the desert.

      And then
      a fierce battle began.

      Bones separated from Knochen and took the form of Skeletons and
      Rotten Beasts that spewed forth poisonous breath as they assaulted
      the Sand Demons and Sandworms.

      And at the same time, Knochen fired bones from all over its body
      as a long-range attack. They were fired with about as much power as
      small cannons; direct hits would punch large holes even in the
      enormous bodies of Huge Sandworms.

      But Knochen was not in a one-sided, advantageous situation.
      Knochen could perform multiple attacks at once, but in the end, it
      was still just one monster. The variety in its attacks was
      limited.

      Many of the monsters under the Nightmare Demon Wizard’s command,
      such as the Lesser Demons and Mirage Shades, were immune to poison
      attacks.

      “GYUGYOOOOH!”

      The Sand Demons, which were far more intelligent than their
      appearances would suggest, attacked Knochen and its minions with
      their light-attribute spells, cast with roar-like incantations.

      Ironically, even Demons could cast anti-Undead light-attribute
      spells.

      The parts of Knochen’s body and its minions vanished as if
      melting and evaporating.

      However, these were no serious wounds to Knochen. Losing a few
      of the bones making up its body was equivalent to nothing more than
      a scratch.

      “OOOOOOHN.”

      The Sand Demons, thinking that they could be victorious if they
      repeated this process over and over, began their incantations
      again.

      “GYUGY
      –”

      “JYUOOOOH!”

      A strange roar came from above, along with a rain of bones that
      turned the Sand Demons into Swiss cheese.

      This attack, which ignored the Sand Demons’ high resistance to
      physical attacks, was Bone Man that had been fired from
      Knochen.

      Bone Man was now a Skeleton Blade Duke with the Unique Skill
      ‘Bone Blades’ that allowed him to turn all of the bones of his body
      into blades.

      “Jyuoh, they do not leave bones, flesh or blood behind. What
      useless monsters,” he said, lamenting the lack of reward for
      defeating the Sand Demons.

      “If only they left some bones, they could be added to Knochen,”
      said Eleanora.

      Resistant to illusions due to the effects of the Mental
      Corruption Skill, she was cutting down the Mirage Shades with her
      magic sword one after another.

      “Ah, but Sandworm meat is apparently really nutritious! Though
      it seems that it gets dried out quickly if you cook it too much!”
      said Rita.

      “Unfortunately, they don’t have bones,” said Saria. “But their
      carapaces look like they would make good materials. They would not
      compare to the fragments of the Demon King, however.”

      The sisters, having emerged from within a part of Knochen and
      joined the Skeletons, were swinging their glaive and halberd, their
      Spirit Form bodies exposed, making round slices of the supposedly
      nutritious Sandworm meat.

      The greatest obstacle on this desert floor was not the monster
      army that they were fighting. It was the constantly-shining
      artificial sun.

      The fifty-degree, dry air sapped challengers’ stamina, willpower
      and ability to think. The powerful sunlight burned any exposed
      skin.

      Wearing metal armor in this environment would be like getting
      baked alive.

      Thus, careful preparation or clever, non-combat spells would be
      needed to clear this floor. Magic Items designed with deserts in
      mind that blocked heat, water-attribute magic, light-attribute
      magic that blocked the sunlight.

      Despite that, Vandalieu and his companions were clearing it with
      the simplest method. They were leaving the fighting to those who
      didn’t flinch one bit to the sunlight and heat.

      Knochen and Bone Man, who had no skin and were made only of
      bones, and the Living Killer Maid Armors Rita and Saria, whose
      armors were their main bodies and their only flesh was pale-skinned
      spirit form.

      And finally, there was the Abyssal Vampire Eleanora, who had
      acquired the Sunlight Resistance Skill while she was still a
      Noble-born Vampire. Her pale skin did not burn under the light of
      the desert sun.

      “… It’s not like I acquired the Sunlight Resistance Skill to
      deal with deserts, though,” she said.

      “It’s fine, isn’t it? You can fly and illusions don’t affect you
      much, so you’re very helpful on this floor,” said Saria.

      “Nee-san, Eleanora-san putting herself to use away from Bocchan
      where he isn’t watching isn’t very helpful,” Rita pointed out.

      “That’s not really true, but I also think that I’m not needed
      for enemies like this,” said Eleanora.

      “No, our lord is watching. Look,” said Bone Man, pointing
      ahead.

      Eleanora looked to where he was pointing to see the right
      shoulder of the commanding Nightmare Demon Wizard burst.

      “That is Vandalieu-sama’s Artillery Technique! He is watching
      from Knochen!” Eleanora exclaimed.

      The Nightmare Demon Wizard, whose flesh scattered in pieces
      behind him, was sent somersaulting onto the ground. Disorder spread
      among the enemy army as their leader suffered a heavy wound.

      As if taking advantage of this, a part of Knochen opened up like
      a door. At the same time, several voices shouting, “Transform!”
      echoed out.

      “Honki karu!” shouted a three-meter tall metallic mass as it
      leapt forward and struck down an Iron Scorpion with a mace.

      “Uraura…
      karu?”

      
      TLN: From Googling, these two lines are a reference to
      Magical girl lyrical Nanoha A's. Honki karu/本気狩る

      means something like serious hunt, and I don’t know what
      裏々/uraura is supposed to mean… literally translated, it means
      something like “back back.” Someone let me know if you get the
      reference.

      “Rurururu…
      RUUUUUU!”

      Two more strangely-shaped, metallic silhouettes followed behind
      the large one and began defeating the monsters in the surrounding
      area.

      The second metallic mass clearly had the form of a woman, but
      her limbs were unnaturally large from the elbows and knees down;
      there were wings sprouting from her back and a tail protruding from
      her waist.

      The third was an enormous Hydra, whose snake-like heads had been
      replaced by the upper bodies of women.

      The thing that all three of them had in common was that they
      were metallic.

      At first glance, they appeared to be Golems made of liquid
      metal.

      “… Huh? That’s Pauvina, Rapiéçage and Yamata, isn’t it?” said
      Eleanora.

      “… That
      is likely the case,” said Bone Man.

      The mysterious metallic trio was Pauvina and Rapiéçage, who were
      pulverizing enemies with their mace and fists as if they were made
      of biscuits, and Yamata, who was defeating enemies with the
      shockwaves from her Shout Skill and a swing of her tail.

      “I wonder
      why they’re metallic?” said Rita.

      “Aren’t they the prototype staves that were given to
      Zadiris-san? Apparently many of the prototypes were made,” said
      Saria.

      “I see, so the three of them are able to level while blocking
      the sunlight. As expected of my lord,” said Bone Man.

      “Knowing that, we should give the enemy commander to them in a
      near-dead state. Fufuh, I must have Vandalieu-sama see me serving
      him~♪

      ”
      Meanwhile, Vandalieu was very busy inside Knochen.

      “Enemy commander is silent. No new threats,” he reported.

      “Baked Sandworm with tomato sauce and Sandworm hamburgers
      complete,” said one of his spirit clones.

      “Get more vegetables from Group Binding Technique,” ordered
      another.

      “… Boy, I can help a little, so why not make a few less clones?”
      said Zadiris.

      Because Knochen’s bones were hollow where the marrow was
      supposed to be, they had an insulating property. With a roof made
      of these bones on the top and double-layered walls with a layer of
      air in between, the inside remained a reasonable temperature.

      Vandalieu was watching the battle unfold with a cannon made of
      the Demon King’s blood at the ready while his clones, made with
      Out-of-body Experience, used a portable magic stove to cook the
      Sandworm meat.

      “Zadiris, you have the task of defeating the Sandworms that
      attack from the ground, don’t you?” said Vandalieu.

      “That is
      true, but…” Zadiris mumbled.

      “Van-kun, I know that you’ve gotten worked up, but I think you
      should rest a little,” said Privel, poking her head from around
      Sam’s carriage.

      “I believe Privel-san is correct, Bocchan,” said Sam.

      They were
      all walking.

      Indeed, the floor of the moving Knochen’s interior was the bare
      ground… the sand surface.

      As it was difficult for Knochen to move while in the form of a
      building, the parts where its towers’ walls were contacting the
      ground were acting as legs, and it was using those to walk.

      Of course, those inside had to either keep walking at the same
      pace as Knochen or be attached to one of the walls or the
      ceiling.

      Due to this structure, Sandworms sometimes attacked from beneath
      their feet, but Zadiris and the others were in charge of cleaning
      them up.

      “But Bocchan, would it not have been better to ride in my
      carriage and pass through? I do not believe we need to defeat all
      of the monsters on this floor,” said Sam.

      If Sam were to fly through the air at high speeds, the floor
      would be easily cleared, as none of the monsters they were
      currently facing possessed an exceptional ability to fly. Despite
      having known this beforehand, Vandalieu had chosen to face the
      monsters head-on and exterminate them.

      “Sam, this Dungeon’s Demons and Undead have their minds more
      powerfully controlled, so my Dark Demon Path Enticement doesn’t
      affect them easily. That’s why it’s perfect for everyone to level
      here,” Vandalieu explained.

      Vandalieu had chosen to increase his companions fighting
      abilities over a quick clear of the floor, even if it meant taking
      more time. Though Pauvina and the others would not be considered
      weak by the world as a whole, they were among the weakest members
      present here.

      “No matter how fast we clear the Dungeon, it would be
      meaningless if we were to lose anyone. We’re still on floors that
      have been previously cleared by other people, but soon, we will
      have to proceed into unexplored floors,” said Vandalieu. “I don’t
      want Pauvina and the others to suffer unrepairable wounds, and
      Mother would be sad as well. There’s no guarantee that Zakkart’s
      legacy will be able to resurrect multiple people, either.”

      “Now that you mention it, they’ve got a lot of motivation with
      the prototype items that you’ve given them, and their leveling
      looks like it will progress,” said Legion, who was staying put
      inside because they would turn into fragrant yakiniku if they were
      to go out into the sunlight.

      “You are right,” Zadiris agreed. “But Pauvina and Rapiéçage are
      using ‘honki karu’ and ‘uraura karu’ as their transformation words.
      What do they mean? I can understand Magical, but I do not
      understand Lyrical at all.”

      “… It is a phrase that girls say after they transform, I
      suppose. I don’t know how they know it, though,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “I taught
      it to them!” Valkyrie declared.

      “…
      Valkyrie, really,” Shade muttered.

      “Isn’t it fine, Shade? The three of them look like they’re
      having fun.”

      It seemed
      that Legion were the culprit.

      “Hmm… then should I say it as well? Perhaps it would make it
      easier for me to acquire a race title with ‘queen’ when my Rank
      increases?” said Zadiris.

      It was a commonly-accepted theory that monsters’ everyday
      behavior had an influence on their Rank increases. Ogres living in
      Dungeons becoming Minotaurs was one example of this.

      It wasn’t unreasonable for Zadiris to think that her words might
      influence her Rank increase.

      “I think it would make you less like a queen,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “Very
      well, I shall never say it,” said Zadiris.

      『The
      Levels of the Artillery Technique and Cooking Skills have
      increased!』

      
      	Name: Knochen

      	Rank: 10

      	Race: Grand Bone Fort

      	Level: 48

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Dark Vision

      	
      Monstrous Strength: Level 1 (Awakened from Superhuman
      Strength!)

      

      	Spirit Form: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Bone Form Manipulation: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Physical Resistance: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Absorption Healing (Bone): Level 8 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Fortress Form: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Fission: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Strengthened Attribute Values: Fortress Form: Level 4 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Silent Steps: Level 2

      	Breath (Poison): Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	High-speed Flight: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Projectile Fire: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Parallel Thought Processing: Level 4 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation (Written by Luciliano):

      【Grand
      Bone Fort】

      An enormous fortress of bone. When a Bone Fort acquires a
      countless number of bones, becomes even larger and increases its
      Rank, it becomes this monster.

      Its Rank is 10, and it could be assumed that those with the
      abilities of an A-class adventurer would be able to dispose of it,
      but that would be a great misconception. As the main body has no
      parts that act as a vital spot, one must continuously fight this
      monster and crush every bone to pieces in order to defeat it… as
      bones continue to function as ‘bones’ even after being severed to
      some extent, it is a terrible foe for those who wield swords or
      spears as their weapons.

      Knochen even possesses the ability to draw close to its enemies
      easily and produce a poisonous breath that does not affect itself,
      so it is even more dangerous than ordinary Grand Bone Forts.

      In addition, ordinary Grand Bone Forts have not been observed to
      take any form other than that of a fort, but Knochen can take a
      variety of forms at Master’s command, such as a wheeled vehicle for
      construction work known as a ‘bulldozer.’

      This is not because of a lack of the required Skills; it can be
      assumed that this is because Knochen is more intelligent than
      ordinary Grand Bone Forts.

      It is not a monster that can be fought by a single individual.
      It would take either an army or a superhuman who has transcended
      superhumans such as an S-class adventurer to defeat it.

      
      	Name: Sam

      	Rank: 7

      	Race: Deep Nightmare
      Carriage

      	Level: 67

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Spirit Form: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Rough Road Travel: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Impact Resistance: Level 7

      	Precise Driving: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Comfort Maintenance: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Murder Healing: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Space Expansion: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Air-running: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Strengthen Attribute Values: Transportation: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	Silent Steps: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	High-Speed Travel: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Charge: Level 6

      	Size Alteration: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Spear Technique: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Aura of Fear: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Space-Attribute Magic: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Time-Attribute Magic: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation (Written by Luciliano):

      【Deep
      Nightmare Carriage】

      A race title achieved by Sam after performing a great deal of
      transport, running through the changing harsh environments of
      Dungeon floors, running over and crushing… or rather, overcoming,
      all kinds of unfavorable conditions and monsters.

      Due to the Space Expansion Skill, the inside of his carriage
      contains the space of sixty-four three-horse carriages, and it
      maintains comfortable temperatures even in scorching-hot deserts
      and extremely cold ice fields.

      Because of this, he is a dream-like vehicle, but he is like a
      nightmare for those who seek to obstruct him from performing his
      transporting duties. He runs through the sky at high speeds like
      before, but with the effects of the Strengthened Attribute Values:
      Transportation Skill, his Attribute Values are strengthened when he
      is transporting people and objects, and the Level of his Aura of
      Fear Skill, which affects the minds of those who look at him, has
      increased.

      … He has seemingly instinctively become able to use elementary
      space-attribute and time-attribute magic, so he likely still has
      room to develop even further.

      As someone who is currently being transported by his carriage,
      the fact that his safety has increased drastically due to his
      development is very welcome.

      

    


    

    
      Chapter 171:An echoing scream

      
      『The Levels of the Dark King Magic, Dark Demon Path Enticement,
      Automatic Mana Recovery, Thread Refining, Increased Mana Recovery
      Rate, Transcend Limits, Alchemy, Commanding, Group Binding
      Technique and Surpass Limits: Fragments Skills have increased!』

      According to the previous challengers of the Trial of Zakkart,
      like the Majin king Godwin and the Dark Elf king Gizan, the floors
      of the Dungeon could generally be divided into three
      categories.

      Firstly, the first to the thirty-fifth shallowest floors were
      riddle floors. They encouraged challengers to display acts like
      those of Zakkart and the other creation-oriented champions, and
      imposed deadly penalties upon those who acted like Bellwood and the
      other combat-oriented champions.

      From the thirty-sixth to the seventy-second floors in the
      middle, including the desert floor that Vandalieu’s party had
      cleared to level, there were no more visible riddles that needed
      solving.

      Each floor had a different internal layout and presented a harsh
      environment, and they required battles against monsters that were
      adapted to these environments. The ability to survive through these
      was tested.

      Three large silhouettes that appeared to be Titans wearing
      conspicuous, fluffy, black furs, as well as a floating man
      releasing pale sparks and a carriage that flew through the air,
      were passing through one of these middle floors.

      “So, I suppose this means it’s just an ordinary Dungeon? Shield
      Bash!” shouted the ‘Saint of Healing’ Jeena, driving her round
      shield into the stomach of a Yeti Berserker whose body was covered
      in white fur.

      Her arm, which was far more powerful than her gentle-sounding
      Title would suggest, sent the Yeti Berserker flying towards the
      mass of ice behind it, blood pouring from its mouth.

      A harsh-sounding dying scream drowned out the sound of the
      impact.

      “That’s how it is, isn’t it?! I’m sure Gufadgarn’s run out of
      tricks, too, right?!” said the ‘Sword King’ Borkus.

      His enormous magic sword tore into the stomach of a Poison
      Wendigo that was even larger than him. It was a superior race of
      Wendigo, which looked related to Yetis at first glance but were
      actually Demon-type monsters. But to Borkus, even this Poison
      Wendigo was nothing more than small fry that he wouldn’t lose to as
      long as he didn’t let his guard down.

      Jeena and Borkus had been A-class adventurers when they were
      alive; for them, these middle floors of the Trial of Zakkart didn’t
      seem so difficult to clear as long as one didn’t fail the
      riddle-solving of the earlier floors and become exhausted from
      getting through large groups of monsters and dangerous traps as a
      result.

      Yeti Berserkers and Poison Wendigos were Rank 9. They were
      monsters that could be defeated without too much difficulty by an
      A-class adventurer party.

      “Lightning Blade Wave! I don’t think that’s the case,” said
      Zandia, the two-meter-tall Titan Zombie with the Title of ‘Tiny
      Genius,’ as she unleashed a magical blade of lightning to hold back
      a newly-appeared Poison Wendigo.

      “Really? Both this icy field and the desert before it are just
      ordinary Dungeons other than the large amount of enemies,” said
      Borkus.

      “I agree with Borkus. Have you noticed something?” Jeena
      asked.

      “Hmm, well, I didn’t think it’s surprising that neither of you
      noticed, but… I think these middle floors test not only the
      fighting strength of challengers, but their ability to adapt to
      different situations creatively,” said Zandia.

      “Adapt?”

      “That’s right. They’re testing whether we can get through the
      monsters while adapting to the harsh environments. The dryness and
      sunlight of the desert, the marshland that releases poisonous fumes
      at irregular intervals, the forest of enormous mushrooms and molds
      filled with a fog of spores and even this ice field that’s so cold
      that the monsters’ blood freezes the moment we spill it. If we
      don’t adapt to the environments well, we’ll be killed by monsters
      that we’d normally be able to defeat,” Zandia explained.

      Living creatures were not always in their best conditions; their
      conditions varied greatly depending on their environments.

      It would be difficult for most to display their ordinary
      abilities in a scorching-hot desert, a marshland with bad footing
      that emitted poisonous gas, a dark fungal forest with spores
      blocking visibility and this intensely cold ice field, whose ground
      was entirely ice and snow.

      “I see,” said Jeena. “We’re not supposed to overcome these
      problems with resistance Skills, willpower, passion or fighting
      spirit; we’re supposed to solve them with tools and magic. Maybe
      it’s because you’ve become a Zombie Princess, but you’ve gotten
      smarter and smaller.”

      “Jeena-nee, you’d die before you learned any resistance Skills
      and it would be completely impossible with willpower alone,” Zandia
      pointed out. “And I haven’t become smaller.”

      As a result of their leveling, Zandia and Jeena had reached Rank
      9 and 10 respectively. Their race titles had changed from Zombie
      Hero to Zombie Princess and Zombie Saint.

      There was nothing different about their appearances… or at
      least, there shouldn’t have been, but Jeena teased Zandia from time
      to time.

      “Hey Princess, even if we’re supposed to be creative, it’d be
      impossible if we didn’t bring the materials and stuff with us
      beforehand!” said the Thunderbolt Ghost Kimberley, disagreeing with
      Zandia’s theory as he released lightning attacks at the unarmed
      Yeti fighters and Yeti Berserkers.

      Incidentally, Princess Levia wasn’t participating on this floor
      because the Yeti Mages and Wendigos used water-attribute magic, and
      Orbia wasn’t participating either because her body, which was
      becoming more and more material, would freeze if she lost her focus
      even a little.

      “And there are way too many different types of environments!”
      Kimberley continued. “Even if you expected everything and brought
      everything you needed, you’d need an Item Box or you’d need to be
      Boss!”

      As he said, there were limits to how much ordinary humans could
      carry. Weapons and armor were already considerably heavy; it would
      be impossible to move while carrying enough equipment to adapt to
      an ice field and a desert.

      With repeated Job-changes, the physical abilities of the humans
      of this world could only be thought of as superhuman by those of
      Earth and Origin. But even such superhumans could not fight while
      carrying luggage several times larger than their own bodies.

      “That’s why you’re supposed to use monster materials,” Zandia
      said as she pierced a Wendigo with a light-attribute ray. “The
      carapaces of the Sandworms that appeared in the desert floor, the
      furs of the Yetis of this floor, there’s all kinds of stuff, isn’t
      there? I think Gufadgarn is telling us to gather things for
      ourselves and put them to use.”

      According to the records left in Vida’s Resting Grounds, it was
      Zakkart and the other creation-oriented champions who had
      established the utilization of monster materials during the war
      against the Demon King.

      Materials taken from monsters had been used as food and
      equipment before then, but technology and knowledge, such as which
      monsters’ meat were suitable for consumption and which monsters’
      bones and fangs could be used as weapons, had not been shared
      between clans and settlements.

      Hillwillow further developed the techniques used to process
      monster materials, and Ark discovered a way to use Alchemy to
      create even better equipment and items. Solder took their findings
      and inventions and compiled and edited them as knowledge, and
      Zakkart used this to create manuals for effective learning,
      teaching and to spread the knowledge to the craftsmen scattered
      across the regions.

      Before that, the ways that monster materials were utilized had
      differed between regions and craftsmen, but with the champions’
      actions, the techniques were improved and shared.

      But this achievement had been long forgotten in human societies.
      By the time the Demon King was defeated, the population of the
      world had shrunk to a mere three thousand, and the knowledge and
      techniques were lost.

      And when Vida distanced herself from Alda, many of the people
      who had felt gratitude towards the creation-oriented champions
      followed her, causing even more loss of knowledge.

      Farmaun had spread this knowledge to the people again when he
      founded the Adventurers’ Guild, but because of that, there were
      many who credited Farmaun for the achievements of the other
      champions.

      At the time, Farmaun had told the people that the achievements
      were those of Ark, Solder and the others, and there were even
      written records that this was the case, though he was still
      responsible for not allowing the knowledge and techniques to be
      lost completely.

      But naturally, none of these circumstances mattered to
      Gufadgarn, who had no knowledge of what transpired in human
      society.

      That was likely why the effective use of monster materials was a
      part of the Dungeon’s trial.

      “Hmm, I get what you’re trying to say, but we haven’t struggled
      much on these floors so far – BYOH?!” Jeena let out a strange noise
      and vanished.

      The Jack Frost facing her, a snowman-shaped Demon, stopped
      moving in surprise as it lost sight of its enemy.

      But Jeena soon reappeared, breaking the snow and ice beneath the
      Jack Frost’s feet.

      “Bah!” she gasped. “I take back what I said! It’s just like you
      said, Zandia-chan, this is a harsh environment!”

      It seemed that she had fallen into a crack in the ice that had
      been covered by snow.

      “Jeena-nee, His-Majesty-kun told us to be careful of crevasses,
      didn’t he? He said to not step anywhere other than where enemies
      have stepped on and where the snow has been blown away. Does
      ‘saint’ mean ‘muscle-head’ rather than ‘holy person?’” said Zandia,
      casually mocking Jeena.

      Jeena
      puffed out her cheeks.

      “Other than the cracks in the ice, we haven’t struggled that
      much,” said Borkus. “Even the cracks… Sword Storm!”

      The shockwave of Borkus’s Sword King Technique martial skill
      sent two Yetis flying, along with the surrounding snow.

      “We can’t miss them if I do this! We do just fine even in the
      heat or cold, right?” Borkus said, resting his magic sword on his
      shoulder.

      But the
      others didn’t agree.

      “I’m telling you, that’s because we’re Undead,” said Zandia,
      narrowing her eyes. “Our senses are dull and the temperature being
      a little hot or cold has no effect on our condition.”

      As she said, as they were Undead, they were not affected by
      environments being somewhat harsh. Their bodies were not alive.

      Human bodies would undergo large changes if their body water
      content dropped by a few percent or their body temperatures were
      lowered by as little as five degrees. They certainly wouldn’t be
      able to fight normally; they would hallucinate and have severely
      impaired decision-making. If their body water content or body
      temperature dropped more than that, they would likely die before
      the monsters could kill them.

      But Undead as a race were largely unaffected by such changes. As
      their senses were dulled, they wouldn’t feel any mental stresses,
      either.

      But that
      didn’t mean that they were invincible.

      “Ah, it might be that we are affected, even if we don’t notice.
      My fingers are broken inside my gloves,” said Jeena, only just
      realizing that her fingers had frozen and broken.

      Even though she was a Zombie, she wasn’t completely unfazed by
      temperatures low enough to freeze her body.

      She was wearing heavy anti-cold equipment made of the Demon
      King’s fur to keep the cold out, but… her usual body temperature
      was low and her body fluids didn’t circulate, and perhaps this made
      her less suited to extremely cold temperatures than living
      humans.

      “Yeah. Well, it’s not normal to only get away with that little
      damage,” said Zandia. “Thanks to His-Majesty-kun, things are easier
      for us in a number of ways… ah, it’s His-Majesty-kun.”

      A creature that was completely covered in black fur, appearing
      to be a Yeti child… Vandalieu, who had activated the Demon King’s
      fur and completely covered himself with it, emerged from within
      Sam’s carriage that was moving along behind the Undead Titans.

      Vandalieu, now a black furball, used Flight to approach Jeena
      and released Rita and Saria, whom he had equipped with Group
      Binding Technique.

      “Jeena-san,
      we’re changing places!” said Rita.

      “Leave the rest to us,” said Saria. “Our bodies are spirit form,
      after all. Please have Bellmond-san sew you up inside Father’s
      carriage.”

      Living Armors like the twins had no physical bodies, so
      depending on the materials of their armor, they were unaffected by
      the extreme cold.

      “Okay, thanks,” said Zandia. “By the way, why isn’t
      His-Majesty-kun talking?”

      “Apparently it’s because his lungs will freeze if he opens his
      mouth,” said Rita.

      “… It’s said that children are outdoor creatures, but I suppose
      there’s a limit to that,” Jeena remarked.

      “Boss, we should get more Undead like me that can withstand cold
      temperatures. Next time you’re disposing of guys like the Ahrai
      family, leave it to me,” said Kimberley.

      And so, the cause of death of the villains in the next town that
      Vandalieu would visit was decided.

      Having cleared the ice-field floor, Vandalieu and his companions
      were resting on the stairs between it and the next floor.

      “Ah, it was so cold. I underestimated cold conditions a little.
      Even though I’ve never experienced such extreme cold, I was naïve,”
      said Vandalieu.

      “It’s been a while since we felt cold, too,” said Rita.

      “Well, I think it was just us imagining the cold,” said
      Saria.

      Even in the Trial of Zakkart, the stairs were generally safe
      zones. But if one spent an entire day on the stairs or it was
      decided that the challengers had given up on clearing the Dungeon
      and were intending to use the stairs to survive, monsters would
      appear or the challengers would be forcibly teleported to the next
      floor.

      But since they could rest here, perhaps it was less harsh than
      the B-class Dungeon that Vandalieu had created in his attempt to
      make an A-class Dungeon.

      “Just exposing myself to the outside air steadily drained my
      Vitality; it was a very harsh place. I cannot really release my
      flames inside Sam’s carriage, either,” sighed Princess Levia, who
      was being used as a campfire.

      She could produce enough heat to fight in rain or even blizzards
      as long as she was careful of the water vapor, but it seemed that
      the extreme cold that would even kill a human wearing insulating
      clothes had been impossible for her to cope with.

      “I did not expect the cold to be so extreme that even my Comfort
      Maintenance Skill would not be able to maintain a pleasant
      temperature,” said Sam.

      “Was the Demon King’s fur not warm, Master?” asked Luciliano,
      who had come outside for once now that the party was resting
      safely.

      “Maybe because I’m not experienced at using it or maybe because
      the Demon King’s body wasn’t that strong against the cold to begin
      with, it seems that the Demon King’s fur is less protective against
      the cold than Yeti fur,” said Vandalieu.

      Luciliano
      took note of Vandalieu’s words.

      “Well then, I shall make enough warm clothing for everyone here.
      There is no guarantee that there won’t be another floor like that
      one ahead of us,” said Tarea as she began work on the Yeti fur that
      Borkus and the others had gathered. “The quality will be quite
      rough, since I am making them quickly. Please don’t mind if it
      looks unfashionable.”

      “I won’t care. I’m counting on you… fuh, hot water is really
      good for a frozen body,” said Borkus.

      “It really is. I’m going to take a bath in Orbia every day from
      now on,” said Jeena.

      The two of them were soaking their frozen bodies in a liquid
      that had been heated by Princess Levia.

      “Hey, you two, be more considerate. I feel bad for Orbia-san,”
      said Zandia.

      The liquid they were bathing in was the Dark Broad Ghost
      Orbia.

      “It’s fine, don’t worry about it. You guys worked hard in the
      place of those of us who couldn’t go outside. Van-kun, you should
      come here too,” said Orbia, calling out to Vandalieu while she
      warmed Borkus and the others with her liquid tentacles.

      But Vandalieu had something he needed to do before that.

      “I need
      to eat first,” he said.

      Vandalieu had stepped onto the frontlines for the first time in
      a while on the ice fields, but other than that, he had spent almost
      all of his time eating. But it wasn’t because he was slacking off;
      he had to provide all of the vitamins, calcium and chitin required
      by those he had equipped with Group Binding Technique – the
      insectoid and plant monsters, as well as Privel, Gizania and the
      others… he had accidentally gone and tamed a Huge Gluttony Worm, so
      the burden on him had increased sharply.

      “So, it is impossible to supply all of them with just the Demon
      King’s blubber?” said Luciliano.

      He was asking whether Vandalieu could provide the nutrients
      required by his equipped monsters by activating the Demon King’s
      blubber and using his Mana to create fat.

      “It’s possible, but it’s not very efficient,” Vandalieu replied.
      “I would have to constantly activate the Demon King’s blubber, and
      considering that I’ll have to use Dark King Magic when the time
      calls for it, it’s harsh on my Mana. My Mana recovery won’t keep up
      with the expenditure.”

      “I see… Incidentally, it seems that the food is ready,” said
      Luciliano, stopping his pen and covering his nose.

      “I followed the recipe, but… is Poison Wendigo entrail stew
      really edible, Van?” Basdia asked.

      “I have heard that Yetis are not suitable for consumption; I
      think it is fine to eat other things, you know? It is said that
      Bushi show strength in the face of hunger*, or something,” said
      Gizania.

      
      TLN*: This is a Japanese saying means not showing weakness
      even in times of difficulty.

      

      The two of them, who had been in charge of cooking inside Sam’s
      carriage while Vandalieu was outside, brought out a stew that
      looked too colorful to be considered food.

      “We can offer our meat. A few kilos will grow back in no time,”
      said Legion as they looked at the stew’s eye-piercing, fluorescent
      colors.

      The others would have problems with this, even if Legion could
      regenerate, but most would accept Legion’s offer rather than eat
      this stew.

      “No, let’s leave that as a last resort. I’ve erased the
      poisonous compounds with Disinfect,” said Vandalieu.

      Demons generally were not considered to be edible. The reason
      for this was that the bodies of many of them contained compounds
      that would harm the human body. Eating a Demon with ‘poison’ or
      ‘venom’ in its race title was nothing short of suicide.

      But since Vandalieu had erased the poison with his magic, it
      should be possible to eat them. If one ignored how it looked,
      something could be done about the smell… the stink. Vandalieu
      steeled his resolve and put some of the stew in his mouth.

      “… You two, it’s more delicious than it looks,” he said.

      “Van, you don’t have to force yourself,” said Basdia.

      “I want
      you to be honest,” said Gizania.

      “… It tastes just a little worse than Gobu-gobu,” said
      Vandalieu.

      The traditional preserved food of the Ghouls, Gobu-gobu, which
      turned the normally stinking, inedible meat of Goblins into
      something edible. Vandalieu found the stew a little worse than that
      food.

      “As we expected,” Basdia and Gizania said, nodding.

      “It was like that for me when I tried it, too. The smell isn’t
      as bad as how it looks, though,” said Basdia.

      “Both of us clapped at our success before we tried it,” said
      Gizania.

      Apparently, they had tasted it and decided that it was just
      barely acceptable.

      In truth, it really was just barely acceptable. It couldn’t be
      called delicious just because the poison was gone, however.

      “What should we do? Should we give up on cooking?” Basdia
      asked.

      Iris and Eleanora were currently cooking using the magical stove
      in Sam’s carriage, though they were cooking Yetis, not Poison
      Wendigos.

      Yeti meat was simply very fatty, and yet sinewy and hard.
      Generally, only the fat was taken from it; it wasn’t normally a
      material that was used for food.

      “Well, I’m sure it can become delicious depending on how it’s
      cooked. Like putting it in a curry,” said Vandalieu.

      “… Even frogs and snakes are edible if you put curry powder on
      them and fry them, after all,” muttered Ereshkigal, one of Legion’s
      personalities.

      Vandalieu
      nodded in agreement.

      Of course, there were still things that tasted incredibly
      unpleasant even with curry powder applied to them, such as Goblin
      meat.

      “I wonder how far Heinz and his companions cleared before they
      turned back?” said Vandalieu as he remembered Heinz, the target of
      his revenge, whose party were the only survivors of this Dungeon
      from human society.

      “Well, Iris said it before, but they haven’t spoken much about
      what happened in the Trial of Zakkart. There are only vague rumors,
      so we can’t even guess,” said Luciliano. “But Master, you are
      unusually interested in them, aren’t you? I believe the statue of
      the person who was apparently their party member was discovered in
      the lower floors.”

      One of Vandalieu’s objectives was to acquire the corpse of the
      Elf spirit-user Martina, the Five-colored Blades’ only casualty, in
      order to turn her into an Undead. But this was supposed to be quite
      low on his list of priorities.

      Of course, he would readily give up on this objective if it was
      necessary to resurrect Darcia or if it would threaten the safety of
      his companions.

      Vandalieu had said this before entering the Trial of Zakkart;
      was it possible that he had changed his mind?

      But
      Luciliano’s worries were needless.

      “No, I’m relatively uninterested in that, but I was just
      wondering how far Heinz and his companions made it with their
      abilities at the time,” said Vandalieu.

      What interested him was how strong Heinz and his companions had
      been at the time, and based on that, how difficult the Trial of
      Zakkart was.

      How far could they get while leveling up and testing their new
      equipment – in other words, how far could they get before they
      started struggling? It seemed that Vandalieu was trying to figure
      this out.

      “The first time Heinz and his companions faced the Dungeon, they
      were fewer in number and less capable than when they fought
      Ternecia. I was thinking that we would be able to force our way
      through and continue leveling on the floors that they were able to
      clear,” Vandalieu explained.

      “Well,
      that’s true,” said Borkus.

      At the time, Heinz and his party had been not only strong as
      adventurers, but had been equipped with various Magic Items to
      withstand the harsh environments, possessed deep knowledge
      regarding monsters and were, overall, highly capable.

      But as they were now, Vandalieu’s party were superior to that
      party in every aspect. In fighting strength, numbers, materials and
      prior knowledge. Heinz’s party at the time couldn’t even be
      compared to Vandalieu’s.

      The path that Heinz’s party had used all of their desperate
      efforts to pass through was equivalent to a well-maintained
      mountain path for Vandalieu’s party.

      “Isn’t what we heard from Godwin-san and the others enough to
      figure that out?” said Darcia, mentioning Godwin’s party, whom
      Vandalieu could compare his party to. “Or maybe they aren’t useful
      as a reference here, since they mostly cleared the Dungeon in the
      correct way?”

      “That’s
      right, Mom,” said Vandalieu.

      Godwin and his party had proceeded through the Trial of Zakkart
      with the correct answers, thanks to Gizan and other knowledgeable
      individuals. The fighters like Godwin had forcibly cleared their
      way through when they really couldn’t figure out the correct
      answers, but the number of floors they had cleared this way was
      low.

      And as expected, Godwin’s party had faced the harsh environments
      like the desert and the ice fields in the proper manner. They had
      waited for the scorching sun to set and then quickly crossed the
      desert during the night, and they had made cold-weather gear from
      monster materials and kept themselves hidden as they crossed the
      ice fields in order to keep their battles to a minimum.

      Apparently, even the battle-crazed Godwin didn’t like fighting
      in disadvantageous circumstances.

      Since Vandalieu’s party were fighting large armies of monsters
      head-on and leveling up as they proceeded, Heinz and his companions
      were a better reference point, as they would have likely made their
      way through the Dungeon with the wrong methods.

      “Well, there is no use in thinking about it. It’s possible that
      we passed where Heinz and his party cleared up to long ago,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “Master, I would say that we have,” said Luciliano.

      “Ah, I am of the same opinion. I would say so too,” said
      Tarea.

      “Me too,”
      said Jeena.

      The three of them thought that they had already passed through
      where Heinz’s party had managed to get to.

      “They were A-class adventurers at the time, right? And this was
      years before they fought the Pure-breed Vampires and their
      subordinates,” said Basdia.

      “Unless the quality of A-class adventurers has gone up a few
      steps since I was an adventurer myself, I think the limit would be
      around the desert floor,” said Jeena.

      The monsters appearing on the middle floors were mostly Rank 8
      to 10, with perhaps a single Rank 11 or 12 monster per floor. One
      might assume that four A-class adventurers would be able to clear
      them as long as they could get past the most powerful monsters.

      But continuing to clear the floors would cause fatigue to build
      up, as well as mental and physical stresses due to the environments
      that changed significantly from floor to floor. And if they didn’t
      keep replenishing their supplies effectively, they would gradually
      run out.

      “And I have not heard that they had a skilled craftsman like
      myself among them to use the materials to repair their equipment,”
      said Tarea. “Well, even an amateur would be able to patch together
      furs taken from Yetis, but… extensive movement while fighting would
      cause them to fall apart.”

      And the A-class adventurers of this world were superhumans that
      would only exist in movies and comics on Earth. Hastily-made
      cold-weather clothing wouldn’t be able to withstand their
      incredible physical abilities.

      “I see… then I suppose we’ll only be able to keep leveling for a
      few more floors. Though we might reach the lower floors before
      then,” said Vandalieu.

      Meanwhile, Rodcorte had finished making all kinds of
      preparations, and he was now about to detach Lambda from his
      system, along with Earth and Origin.

      The fact that he had carried out all of this work in just a few
      days showed how much impatience and danger he felt.

      “Hey,
      let’s stop this!” Aran pleaded.

      He and the other familiar spirits were desperately trying to
      talk some sense into Rodcorte.

      “If you actually detach a world from the system, three of them
      at that, there’s no telling what malfunctions will occur. Isn’t
      that right?!” shouted Endou Kouya.

      “And you’ve been doing everything you can to develop Lambda,
      haven’t you?! Are you really just going to give it all up?!” said
      Shimada Izumi.

      “Your words are reasonable. I have no experience in detaching
      worlds that are connected to the system,” said Rodcorte. “It seems
      that I will become very busy in dealing with the malfunctions that
      will occur when I detach Lambda and the other worlds from the
      circle of transmigration system. And the thirty years I spent using
      you will go to waste. The loss of not only Lambda but Earth and
      Origin as well is not a small loss to me.”

      If Rodcorte went through with this, he would likely feel
      something like a body blow that would continue damaging him for a
      long time. It would take hundreds or perhaps even thousands of
      years to return to normal.

      But it would be fortunate for him to resolve things by receiving
      a single body blow.

      “But if I act now, things will end with that,” said
      Rodcorte.

      Kouya and Izumi gave small groans in response to this
      answer.

      “The gods of Lambda have sided with Vandalieu; if he begins
      breaking human souls indiscriminately, the entire system will
      suffer fatal malfunctions,” Rodcorte continued. “As he is the
      reincarnation of the champions, humans that are not members of
      Vida’s races or believers of Vida should have no value to him.
      There is no telling when he will commit genocide –”

      “You know that he won’t do something like that, right?! Just
      look at his past actions!” shouted Aran.

      According to Aran’s analysis with Calculation of the data
      gathered so far, Vandalieu was a non-pragmatist who prioritized his
      emotions, and his mind fell into the virtuous category.

      It was true that he created Undead and didn’t hesitate to kill
      or even make food out of humans he considered his enemies. His
      actions followed a sense of values that couldn’t be ignored by
      human society.

      But he followed his own rules, and Aran thought that these rules
      were quite open-minded. At the very least, he wouldn’t commit
      indiscriminate genocide unless he was heavily cornered… even at the
      point where Aran and the others might consider it inevitable,
      Vandalieu likely wouldn’t go through with it for a while, though it
      was unlikely that he would hesitate to commit indiscriminate
      genocide.

      Even if he toyed with the dead and applied his brainwashing-like
      charm to spirits, Aran had no complaints.

      “That may have been true up until now, but how can you say for
      certain that he will not do so in the future?” said Rodcorte.

      He did not understand human emotions; to go further, he was a
      god who did not trust humans. Vandalieu had already gone insane;
      Rodcorte couldn’t believe that he would not become even more
      deranged.

      “Even if he wanted to do that, the gods that are his allies,
      Vida and Ricklent, should stop him!” said Kouya.

      “That is questionable, Endou Kouya. Just like the gods of Origin
      and Earth,” said Rodcorte.

      He didn’t trust gods other than himself, even if he did predict
      how they would act based on their history and the information he
      knew about them.

      Based on these predictions, Vandalieu resented Rodcorte, and
      there was no telling when he would cross a line to clear that
      resentment. Vida, Ricklent and Zuruwarn should be stopping him; in
      Rodcorte’s eyes, they were all insane.

      A hundred thousand years ago, Vida had repeatedly performed
      futile deeds in an attempt to resurrect Zakkart, and having
      feelings of dissatisfaction towards Rodcorte, she had plotted to
      rule over reincarnation herself. He could understand her
      dissatisfaction and distrust, but dividing the world that had just
      been saved from the Demon King and creating new seeds of conflict
      could only be considered an act of madness.

      Things might have been fine if Ricklent and Zuruwarn had just
      accepted Vida’s actions and criticized Rodcorte for sending the
      reincarnated individuals to Lambda, but they had become the allies
      of Vandalieu, who threatened the world’s stability and order like
      the Demon King Guduranis once did.

      And the god of Origin had stolen the souls of the reincarnated
      individual Minuma Hitomi and the Eighth Guidance from Rodcorte’s
      system and handed them to Ricklent and Zuruwarn.

      The gods of Earth, like the other gods, were hostile towards
      Rodcorte as well. According to the records from the members of the
      Legston family, Vandalieu had apparently acquired the divine
      protection of a god of another world. That could only be the gods
      of Earth.

      One could
      guess that it was the gods of Earth, where Zakkart
      and the other champions were born, but Vandalieu himself was a
      being that had no relation to Earth. It should be
      impossible for the gods of Earth to give such a being
      their divine protection.

      So it had
      to be the gods of Earth after all.

      That was the kind of god they were. It was possible that they
      would remain silent even if Vandalieu committed indiscriminate
      mass-murder and genocide.

      At this rate, Peria and Botin, who were either slumbering or
      sealed away, were suspicious as well. They were gods who had been
      involved with the creation-oriented champions in the past; wouldn’t
      they go completely insane? These wild thoughts that were almost
      delusions ran through Rodcorte’s mind.

      “The only great god of these worlds that has remained sane is
      Alda,” said Rodcorte.

      That was what he believed. If Ricklent were to hear these words,
      his emotions would go past anger and turn into pity, or perhaps he
      would give a scornful laugh.

      “So… what will happen to the humans of those worlds and us
      reincarnated individuals?” asked Aran, throwing this question at
      Rodcorte with the feeling that every option had been exhausted.

      “Those worlds… Earth and Origin are particularly likely to be
      destroyed within a few years to a few decades. The reincarnation of
      not only humans, but all life, including plants and animals, will
      cease,” said Rodcorte.

      Reincarnation would no longer occur in worlds separated from the
      system. Thus, the next generation of all plants and animals,
      including humans, would be born as bodies with no souls.

      There would likely be almost no effect in plants. But the more
      intelligent and needing of consciousness an animal species was, the
      greater the effect would be on it… life forms that would not even
      feed themselves would grow in number, so it would be a serious
      problem.

      It was possible that lost spirits would enter the bodies, but…
      that would be something like a fox possession*. They could not be
      considered normal.

      
      TLN*: This is a thing in Japanese folklore, where people
      are possessed by fox spirits.

      

      Leaving Earth aside, it could be assumed that the spontaneous
      rising of Undead would increase explosively in Origin and Lambda.
      The world would be filled with spirits that had nowhere to go, and
      even if one were to try and purify them, they had no circle of
      transmigration to return to.

      “It is likely that Earth and Origin will become worlds filled
      with only plants and primitive creatures that move based on their
      instincts and reflexes,” said Rodcorte. “Considering that, Lambda
      will suffer the least damage. As Vida’s and the Demon King’s circle
      of transmigration systems exist in addition to my own, those guided
      by Vandalieu, members of Vida’s races and monsters will undergo
      reincarnation.”

      It was ironic that the world Vandalieu lived in would suffer the
      least damage despite the fact that he was the reason why Rodcorte
      was detaching the worlds from the system in the first place.

      “I get what’s going to happen to the worlds. What’s going to
      happen to our friends?!” asked Izumi.

      “Those that are still alive in Origin will keep the cheat-like
      abilities, fortunes and destinies that I gave them. While they are
      still alive, that is,” said Rodcorte. “Once their second lives are
      over, they will wander the world with nowhere to go, just like the
      rest of the people of Origin.”

      As their
      connection to the system would be severed, Amemiya
      Hiroto and the others would not be able to reincarnate
      in Lambda, nor would they be able to come to Rodcorte’s Divine
      Realm. The program that Rodcorte had created would no longer
      function.

      Their
      second lives would be their last.

      “There were many who thought negatively of their third
      reincarnation. For them, I think it is not all so bad,” said
      Rodcorte.

      “So then… what will happen to Asagi and Mao who have already
      been reincarnated in Lambda?!” Aran demanded.

      “… Whatever happens will happen. At the very least, they will
      not die as a direct result of this event. Depending on how Alda,
      Vida and the rest of the gods deal with it, they may end up
      wandering endlessly after their deaths.”

      Even if they could not undergo reincarnation, that didn’t mean
      they would die immediately. It simply meant that they could not be
      reborn naturally.

      “We should expect Vida and Vandalieu to take responsibility and
      conduct reincarnation properly. It is even possible that Zuruwarn
      teaches the gods of Earth and Origin how to create circle of
      transmigration systems, preventing the worlds’ destruction,” said
      Rodcorte.

      “S-STOOOOOOP!” Aran and the others screamed, but as they were
      Rodcorte’s familiar spirits, they could not directly interfere with
      him.

      Rodcorte ignored their screams and began performing the work
      needed to sever the connection between the worlds and his
      system.

      In the next moment, what sounded like a dying scream echoed
      across the Divine Realm.

      “Gih?
      GYAAAAAAAAAAH!”

      The source of the scream was none other than Rodcorte
      himself.

      
      	Name: Jeena

      	Rank: 10

      	Race: Zombie Saint

      	Level: 65

      	Title: Saint of Healing, Saint of
      Muscles

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Dark Vision

      	Mental Corruption: Level 6

      	
      Monstrous Strength: Level 1 (Awakened from Superhuman
      Strength!)

      

      	Physical Resistance: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Augmented Mana: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Strengthened Attribute Values: Religious Faith: Level 8

      

      	
      Strengthened Defense Power when equipped with a Shield:
      Large

      

      	Poison Resistance: Level 5

      	Cold Resistance: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Life King Magic: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Control: Level 7

      	Halberd Technique: Level 10

      	Saint Shield Technique: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Surpass Limits: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Surpass Limits - Magic Shield: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Familiar Spirit Descent: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Spirit Form: Level 4

      	Chant Revocation: Level 3 (NEW!)

      	Coordination: Level 2 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	Healing Effect Enlargement: Level 8 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation (Written by Luciliano):

      【Zombie
      Saint】

      A legendary kind of Undead recorded in the Mages’ Guild’s
      documents. According to those documents, there has only been a
      single recorded case of such an Undead appearing, when a saint was
      prosecuted for a crime they did not commit, executed with bitter
      emotions and then tempted by an evil god to become an Undead.

      It is said that the Undead destroyed a kingdom and spread
      disaster wherever it went until it was purified by a hero with the
      divine protection of Alda.

      As an Undead researcher, it is… or was, a dream to create such
      an Undead one day.

      Because she organized the bodybuilding tournament, Jeena has
      acquired the ‘Saint of Muscles’ Title and an overpowering physical
      strength unbefitting of a saint. In addition, she has acquired Life
      King Magic, which is the superior life-attribute magic Skill,
      increased the Level of her Augmented Mana Skill and even acquired
      the Chant Revocation Skill. Thus, she is capable of conducting both
      physical and magical battles with high proficiency.

      Her fighting strength surpasses the Zombie Saint in the Mages’
      Guild’s records… though her usual behavior and speech is completely
      different from that of a saint.

      
      	Name: Zandia

      	Rank: 9

      	Race: Zombie Princess

      	Level: 88

      	Title: Tiny Genius

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Dark Vision

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Magic Resistance: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Augmented Mana: Level 10

      	Increased Mana Recovery Rate: Level 9 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Automatic Mana Recovery: Level 3 (NEW!)

      	
      Increased Attack Power while equipped with a Staff: Medium
      (NEW!)

      

      	Cold Resistance: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Life-Attribute Magic: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Light-Attribute Magic: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Fire-Attribute Magic: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Water-Attribute Magic: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Earth-Attribute Magic: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Wind-Attribute Magic: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Space-Attribute Magic: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Time-Attribute Magic: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Precise Mana Control: Level 1 (Awakened from Mana Control!)

      

      	Dismantling: Level 1

      	Chant Revocation: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Aura of Fear: Level 3 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	Genius of Magic

      	Ricklent’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      Monster
      explanation (Written by Luciliano):

      【Zombie
      Princess】

      This is likely a race title that can only be attained through a
      Rank increase by a high-class Undead that is worthy of being called
      an Undead princess rather than a person of noble birth becoming an
      Undead after death.

      Several cases of this race title should have appeared in
      history, but there are no records left of them.

      Zandia inflicts mental damage on those who look at her with her
      Aura of Fear, and she is capable of attacking with advanced spells.
      Perhaps because she has gained Ricklent’s divine protection, her
      Time-Attribute Magic stands above her magic of the other
      attributes.

      She is
      likely the second magical girl.

      

    



    

    
      Chapter 172:You cannot escape from the world!

      
      “AAAAAAAGH!”

      Rodcorte felt a greater, deeper pain than he had ever felt
      before. His instincts told him: At this rate, fatal damage would be
      inflicted upon his body.

      “C-cancel! Cancel the disconnection from the system!” he
      shouted, hastily canceling the disconnection of Lambda from his
      circle of transmigration system.

      In the next moment, the violent pain vanished as if it had never
      been there at all.

      “Kahah… What just… happened to my body?” Rodcorte murmured,
      relieved at the pain’s disappearance.

      He looked around in bewilderment to see whether anything had
      changed.

      But as far as he could tell, nothing was different from before
      the violent pain and his scream.

      “Could it
      be that I was attacked by someone?!”

      Startled, Rodcorte checked the inside of his Divine Realm, but
      the only ones in it were himself and his three familiar spirits.
      And his familiar spirits, under his command, were completely still
      and unable to move.

      “Just to let you know, we haven’t done anything,” said Shimada
      Izumi, realizing that Rodcorte’s gaze was turned towards them. “And
      we didn’t see anything, either.”

      “The only thing we saw is you suddenly screaming and then
      canceling your task,” said Endou Kouya.

      There was bewilderment on all three familiar spirits’ faces.

      “Then why was I assaulted by that volume of pain…?” Rodcorte
      wondered.

      “Is there any chance Vandalieu attacked you?” asked Endou
      Kouya.

      Rodcorte had tried to cut Lambda away from his circle of
      transmigration system. Perhaps Vandalieu had somehow sensed this
      and attacked Rodcorte.

      If Lambda was cut away from the circle of transmigration system,
      the reincarnated individuals would not be reincarnated in Lambda,
      and the souls of the believers of Alda and those who served him
      would no longer be reborn, causing the extinction of humans within
      a hundred years.

      The only ones left would be Vida’s races and the humans under
      Vandalieu’s influence, who would be reincarnated through Vida’s
      circle of transmigration system. That, and the monsters that
      belonged to the Demon King’s circle of transmigration system.

      The world would belong to Vandalieu and those of Vida’s
      faction.

      Considering that, it could be assumed that Vandalieu would not
      attack Rodcorte and interrupt his task. But Vandalieu’s actions
      often ignored his own interests.

      And Kouya couldn’t think of anyone other than Vandalieu who
      could possibly attack Rodcorte, a god, in his own Divine Realm.

      “Kouya, is that an answer you heard from Oracle?” asked
      Aran.

      “No, I know it would be pointless so I haven’t bothered asking
      it. There aren’t any humans that know about the circumstances of
      the gods, after all,” said Kouya.

      There would be no point in asking the Oracle, which used the
      human souls belonging to Rodcorte’s circle of transmigration system
      as a database, about matters relating to gods and Divine
      Realms.

      “Then I don’t think that’s right,” said Aran. “It’s true that he
      broke Death Scythe’s soul while he was in this Divine Realm, but
      that was because Death Scythe himself was attacking him through
      Tendou’s Clairvoyance.”

      “I suppose you’re right. I just got the feeling that he’d be
      able to do it,” said Kouya.

      “You’re
      overthinking things,” said Izumi.

      This
      conclusion… guess, based on nothing but a feeling that Vandalieu
      might be able to do it, was incorrect.

      So then, Rodcorte asked himself the reason once more and thought
      of the possibility that the task that he had been trying to carry
      out was the cause of his intense pain.

      “To think that trying to cut Lambda away from the circle of
      transmigration system would be the cause,” he murmured.

      He considered the possibility, but it was a difficult conclusion
      to believe.

      “See, there were malfunctions after all! That’s why we told you
      to stop, that there’s got to be a better way!” said Aran.

      “There is no chance that this is a mere malfunction,” said
      Rodcorte.

      As Aran said, Rodcorte had predicted that the entire system
      would suffer malfunctions and damage when Lambda was disconnected
      from it. But he had not expected to suffer in violent pain.

      To begin with, even though Rodcorte shared his fate with the
      circle of transmigration system, it was not a part of him. As a god
      who governed the circle of transmigration, the system was something
      that he needed. But even if serious problems were to occur within
      the system, Rodcorte would not receive immediate damage.

      “But if you can’t think of anything else, that has to be the
      cause,” said Izumi. “I’m sure you’ve overlooked something.”

      “That’s why you should stop being so hasty and take a calmer
      approach to things,” said Kouya.

      Paying no attention to his familiar spirits who were trying to
      prevent the separation of Lambda and the other two worlds from the
      circle of transmigration system, Rodcorte examined the system
      carefully.

      But he found nothing abnormal as a result. There were no signs
      of any unexpected damage that would cause damage to Rodcorte
      himself.

      So then could the violent pain Rodcorte had felt been unrelated
      to him attempting to cut Lambda away? Was there some other
      cause?

      As Rodcorte asked himself these questions, Rodcorte recalled an
      event that had been buried inside his memory.

      He remembered when the ‘Clairvoyance’ Tendou Tatsuya had shown
      him through an image of Lambda. Back then, he had felt like
      something was out of place, as it had been easier to project an
      image of Lambda than usual.

      Realizing this, Rodcorte felt a chill that caused him to
      shudder.

      “But… No,
      it cannot be…”

      The familiar spirits took some distance from Rodcorte as they
      noticed his behavior changing once more. Ignoring them, Rodcorte
      examined the records from those who were in Talosheim but just
      barely were not being guided by Vandalieu yet.

      And then he became certain that his terrifying hunch was on the
      mark.

      “How, how
      could this happen…!”

      Rodcorte shuddered and trembled in fear, just like a human
      would. He had realized that situation that was even more serious
      than when he had realized Vandalieu’s true identity, one that would
      lead to even more catastrophic results, had progressed beyond the
      point that he could do something about it.

      “I have been acknowledged in Lambda?! Already to the point that
      I am unable to separate myself from it!”

      The reason Rodcorte had been able to remain calm up until now
      was because he had thought that no matter how problematic Vandalieu
      became and how much hostility Zuruwarn and the other gods of Lambda
      showed towards him, he would always be able to separate himself
      from Lambda at any time.

      If he cut Lambda away from the system, the system would not
      suffer any burdens no matter how many human souls Vandalieu
      destroyed.

      No matter what schemes the gods of Lambda came up with, he would
      be able to deal with them easily if he was not connected with their
      world. The only one who was able to cross the boundary of the world
      was the ‘invader’ Zuruwarn, the great god of the space attribute,
      and he lacked the power to confront Rodcorte on his own.

      Even when the Demon King Guduranis invaded Lambda, Rodcorte had
      never thought to directly expose himself to danger. Though Lambda
      being invaded was a serious blow to Rodcorte, he was a god who
      governed the circle of transmigration of numerous worlds; it wasn’t
      something that he couldn’t endure.

      And unexpectedly, though this was likely due to a lack of
      necessity rather than pity, the Demon King had not broken the souls
      of ordinary humans; he had only broken those of the champions and
      some heroes. As a result, the burden on the system hadn’t been too
      heavy.

      And even when the Demon King Guduranis broke human souls and
      destroyed gods, Rodcorte had believed that he, who did not exist in
      Lambda, would not be destroyed.

      When the time came, he could simply cut Lambda from the system
      and abandon it, saving himself in the process. Rodcorte had secured
      himself this escape route.

      “But Vandalieu has spread my name, the news of my existence, to
      Talosheim and the region within the Boundary Mountain Range!
      Because I am a god who does not belong to or exist in any world,
      this has caused me to become a god who belongs to Lambda!”

      That
      escape route was now sealed.

      Rodcorte was able to cut away and isolate any world from his
      system, but that was under the assumption that he was unknown to
      that world.

      The requirement was that he did not have any followers, his
      existence unrecorded in any myths or legends, unknown to any
      intelligent life.

      “I mean, we know about your existence, and there are quite a few
      people other than Vandalieu who have been reincarnated in Lambda,
      aren’t there?” said Aran.

      “A hundred or even a thousand would be a negligible amount!
      There should have been no problems as long as no more than that
      became aware of my existence!” Rodcorte shouted.

      As Aran said, the reincarnated individuals knew of Rodcorte, but
      a hundred or so people knowing of his existence shouldn’t have made
      any difference.

      And Rodcorte had assumed that the reincarnated individuals would
      not go around spreading news of Rodcorte’s existence. He had
      assumed that they would decide that nobody would believe them, that
      they would not go around and tell others that they had been
      reincarnated from another world by a god named Rodcorte.

      Indeed,
      that was how it was in Origin. Aran, Amemiya Hiroto
      and Vandalieu back then had never revealed Rodcorte’s existence to
      anyone.

      Rodcorte had naïvely assumed that the same would be the case in
      Lambda. That Vandalieu would never create believers of
      Rodcorte.

      Ever since the age of the gods, the gods of Lambda, whether in
      Alda’s faction or Vida’s, had never revealed Rodcorte’s existence
      to the humans. They had never seen any meaning in doing so.

      The gods had been angry at Rodcorte for looking the other way
      during the battle against the Demon King Guduranis, but they did
      not have the time to be spreading news of Rodcorte’s existence… and
      once the Demon King was defeated, there was no longer any benefit
      in making it so that Rodcorte could not escape Lambda.

      Even if Rodcorte had become acknowledged in Lambda and unable to
      escape, his personality and the role he played would not change
      greatly. In the end, he would not do anything that was unrelated to
      the circle of transmigration, nor would he stop giving the gods
      orders.

      Thus, the gods of Alda’s faction had decided that it was better
      to maintain things as they were, that there was no reason for them
      to go out of their way to create believers of Rodcorte.

      Meanwhile, for the gods of Vida’s faction, there was no purpose
      to doing this. The reason Vida had created her own circle of
      transmigration system in the first place was so that the gods of
      Lambda could manage the circle of transmigration of their own
      world.

      Thus, her final objective had been to separate Rodcorte’s system
      from Lambda. Cutting off Rodcorte’s escape route would go against
      that objective.

      That was why Rodcorte had been left to do as he pleased up until
      now.

      Even the gods wouldn’t have imagined the god of reincarnation to
      voluntarily abandon his duty… to place the world on the brink of
      destruction in an even more vicious, irresponsible way than the
      Demon King.

      But Vandalieu had told the people of Talosheim everything about
      Rodcorte, including the fact that Vandalieu himself was a
      reincarnated individual.

      A large number of people had already learned of this information
      before the gods… Ricklent and Zuruwarn realized it. Deciding that
      it was pointless to try and stop it at that point, they had left
      Vandalieu alone as he spread news of Rodcorte’s existence. This was
      what Rodcorte had failed to notice.

      “And so, you’ve been acknowledged as one of the gods of Lambda.
      So then, does that mean you can’t cut the system away anymore?”
      Endou Kouya asked Rodcorte, who was still shaken by this
      realization.

      “… That is right. Gods who belong to a world cannot separate
      themselves from that world. It can be done with elaborate
      preparation, but even if done very hastily, it would take at least
      a thousand years,” said Rodcorte. “It could also be done if one’s
      believers fall to a negligible number like when the Demon King and
      his subordinates came, or if one brings the believers with
      him.”

      In other words, Rodcorte had to reduce… or rather, kill, those
      that believed in him, including those in Talosheim and the members
      of Vida’s races within the Boundary Mountain Range, until there
      were only a few hundred left. Either that, or bring all of them
      with him outside of Lambda.

      “As far as my Oracle and Aran’s Calculation can tell, that’s
      impossible,” said Kouya.

      That was only natural. It was difficult just to kill Vandalieu,
      a single person. Killing the millions of people within the Boundary
      Mountain Range… the likes of Budarion and the Majin king Godwin,
      with foes like the ‘Divine Spear of Ice’ Mikhail standing in the
      way, would be impossible.

      That would be the case even if all of the Bravers joined forces
      to do so.

      As for bringing all of them outside of Lambda with him, it
      didn’t even need to be said.

      “In other words, even if you make elaborate preparations, things
      will be fine for at least another thousand years. Phew, that’s a
      relief. With that much time, we might be able to do something about
      Earth and Origin, and everyone’s third lives will have ended long
      before then,” said Aran, relieved at the fact that his first and
      second home worlds wouldn’t be destroyed for some time.

      But Izumi still looked tense. “I don’t think things will go that
      well,” she said, knowing that it was still too early to be
      relieved. “There’s probably still some exception, anyway.”

      As she said, there were gods that were capable of moving between
      worlds. Gods who trespassed boundaries, like Zuruwarn.

      But for better or worse, Rodcorte was not one of those gods.
      There was no way that a god that governed something as important as
      the circle of transmigration for numerous worlds would have the
      authority to move about so freely. Ordinarily, anyway.

      “And I think everything depends on him,” Izumi continued. “He
      might give into self-despair and try to cut Lambda and the other
      worlds away from the system with the resolve to commit suicide, or
      he might tamper with the system to stop reincarnation in just
      Lambda.”

      “Th-that would certainly be problematic. The desperate are
      always the most troublesome…” Aran muttered.

      “If you’re talking about the Eighth Guidance… Well, never mind.
      It’s true that those in desperation are the most troublesome,”
      Kouya agreed.

      Though the three of them were worried that Rodcorte would give
      into self-despair and do something unthinkable, he intended to do
      nothing of the sort.

      It was possible to forcibly perform the task of separating
      Lambda and the other two worlds away from the system. But that
      would involve enduring violent pain similar to having one’s arms
      twisted and torn off, and there was only about a thirty percent
      chance that Rodcorte would still exist by the end of it.

      As Izumi said, it was something that could not be done without
      the resolve to face the possibility of suicide.

      It was also possible to tamper with the system and stop
      reincarnation from occurring in only Lambda. If he did that, the
      system would not suffer any problems no matter how many souls
      Vandalieu destroyed, just like if he were to separate Lambda from
      the system.

      But unlike cutting the world away from the system, this would be
      very unsafe.

      There was the possibility that Alda and the other gods would
      attack Rodcorte and seize his authority over the circle of
      transmigration once they realized that their believers were on the
      brink of extinction.

      As the system would still be linked to the world despite not
      functioning in it, this wouldn’t be impossible. And this would be
      an easier choice for Alda and his followers than asking for the
      help of Vida’s faction.

      Unlike the weakened Zuruwarn, Alda’s influence and power posed a
      threat to Rodcorte, who had no experience or authority when it came
      to battle.

      “Don’t stop the system and then threaten the entire world of
      Lambda by telling them to kill Vandalieu if they want you to
      restart it… because that would have the opposite effect,” Aran
      warned the silent Rodcorte.

      This would be an even more extreme method than just stopping the
      system.

      “I know that much. At this stage, Alda and his followers should
      already be trying to kill Vandalieu, a Dhampir who goes against
      their teachings. It is difficult to think that threatening them
      will produce any dramatic results,” said Rodcorte. “The human
      society and the gods of Alda’s faction all concentrating to fight
      Vandalieu’s forces will never happen. If they did concentrate their
      strength, it would be aimed at me.”

      From Alda’s point of view, it would simply appear as if Rodcorte
      had lost his mind, and there would be no guarantee that Rodcorte
      wouldn’t keep repeating this threat in the future even if he
      accepted his demands. Thus, by threatening the world in this way,
      Rodcorte would become an even greater threat to the world than
      Vandalieu in Alda’s eyes.

      “I’m glad you understand. So then, it’s fine for all of us to
      get back to our usual work, right?” said Aran.

      Rodcorte
      remained silent.

      Unable to think of any effective method to protect himself, he
      removed the restrictions on his familiar spirits’ freedom.

      It would likely take Rodcorte some time to recover from this
      mental damage and come to some kind of decision.

      Aran and the others decided that they would use this time to
      deepen their understanding of the circle of transmigration system
      as much as they could, so that they could support their allies and
      do something the next time Earth and Origin came under threat of
      being cut away and discarded.

      We
      need the help of the other gods for that, the three of
      them thought, deciding to make their preparations to betray
      Rodcorte.

      Rodcorte read those thoughts, but he had never believed that his
      familiar spirits would be loyal to him in the first place. Thus,
      this wasn’t a significant thing to worry about compared to the
      problem that had just occurred to him.

      Having overcome the extremely cold ice-field floor, Vandalieu’s
      party headed from the middle floors to the lower floors, passing
      through an ocean floor with countless whirlpools and a precipitous
      mountain range floor.

      And now, they were resting on a floor that was in an everlasting
      summer.

      “This is part of the Dungeon, right?” said Zandia, giving a
      suspicious look at the clear blue sky.

      “That’s… right,” said Rapiéçage, sharing her thoughts.

      There was a white, sandy beach and a cobalt-blue sea in front of
      them, and behind them was a grass-covered plain with palm trees
      that looked perfect for a walk.

      The air temperature and water temperature were perfect for a dip
      in the sea, and there wasn’t a single monster to be seen. The only
      creatures there were the crabs crawling across the beach, the
      gentle, multi-colored fish swimming in the water and the gulls
      flying quietly across the sky.

      “Come to think of it, it’s summer outside the Dungeon right
      about now, isn’t it?” said Darcia, gazing at the summer sea as she
      enjoyed the sound of waves breaking on the sand.

      “You two, you should eat while you can. There’s plenty of fruit
      and stuff for us to take,” said Jeena.

      “Yeah, the coconuts are filled with alcohol instead of water, so
      it’s all-you-can-drink!” said Borkus.

      Indeed, the party could obtain as many food supplies as they
      wanted. Southern fruits were hanging from the trees, and the
      coconuts were filled with a delicious alcoholic drink.

      They were able to acquire all of these with ease. There wasn’t a
      single dangerous trap or difficult riddle.

      It was almost as if they had somehow arrived in a safe
      sightseeing spot.

      “It would be a waste to not enjoy it while you can, you two,”
      said Vandalieu’s clone, which he had made to handle conversation
      because he himself was busy eating as much fruit as he could, like
      a squirrel before hibernation.

      “Your-Majesty-kun… you’re really enjoying it,” said Zandia,
      looking at Vandalieu with stiff cheeks.

      To be more precise, though, it was more of a feast for the
      monsters that had spread out behind him.

      Buzz-buzz-buzz.

      “Gishaaaah!”

      “BUOOOOOH!”

      Behind Vandalieu, the insectoid monsters were greedily devouring
      the fruit, flower nectar and plants. Pete and the Huge Gluttony
      Worm looked as if they intended to make the entire field bare.

      “Let’s eat…” said Eisen, who was adding the southern fruits to
      her own fruit from time to time.

      … Other than her, the plant-type monsters were sitting in the
      distance, peacefully bathing in the sunlight.

      “I thought it would be best to eat up as much as possible while
      we can,” said Vandalieu’s clone. “If we do that, Pete and the rest
      will last for quite a while. I get the feeling that we’re being
      watched from time to time, but I’ve already gotten used to it.”

      “Being watched, you say. Could it be Gufadgarn-san…sama?” said
      Darcia.

      “Probably? Now that I think about it, I don’t know what
      Gufadgarn’s face looks like,” said Vandalieu.

      He couldn’t tell who was watching them even when he gazed back
      with the Abyss Skill.

      He had seen the statue of Gufadgarn that stood in the Dark Elf
      nation, but his appearance had been simplified so much that it
      wasn’t much of a reference.

      In many cases, statues and illustrations that accurately
      depicted evil gods would have mental effects on those who looked at
      them, so this was a necessary measure.

      “Well, it’s staring at us but it’s not saying anything, so it’s
      probably fine,” said Vandalieu. “For now, I’ve got to stock up on
      all kinds of nutrients.”

      “Umm, you don’t have to be in such a rush, do you?” said
      Darcia.

      “No, apparently a huge tsunami floods the entire floor after
      about half a day,” said Vandalieu.

      The truth was that this entire floor, which resembled a
      sightseeing spot, was a trap for challengers.

      It was a floor that tempted challengers that had just managed to
      overcome difficult challenges and defeated those who lost their
      will to continue the harsh trial.

      “And all of the food here spoils easily, including the alcohol.
      Not that it matters with my Preservation spell,” said
      Vandalieu.

      The supplies were better than nothing, but the fact that it only
      lasted a short time was something that needed to be considered.

      “… When Father and his party faced the trial for the first time,
      they apparently retired here. They were defeated by the tsunami,”
      said Iris, remembering Godwin’s party of the past.

      “Well, I suppose it can’t be helped,” said Eleanora. “Gizan and
      the others must have been absolutely exhausted, both mentally and
      physically, from having cleared this far into the Dungeon with no
      prior information.”

      The two of them were collecting shells on the sandy beach rather
      than swimming in the water.

      “Also, Your Majesty, Father wanted the alcoholic coconuts as a
      souvenir, or for you to ask Gufadgarn how to cultivate the
      coconuts, but… I do not mind if you ignore that request,” said
      Iris.

      “No, I think they are an interesting plant so I’m going to take
      them back with us, but… I wonder if they can be cultivated here?”
      said Vandalieu, who was poking at one of the alcoholic
      coconuts.

      He was looking at Isla and Bellmond, who were fishing from a
      rocky area. It seemed that even fishing from the shore was possible
      on this beach.

      “KYAAAAH!”
      Bellmond screamed.

      “Wait! Calm down! Don’t swing your tail around!” shouted
      Isla.

      It seemed that while Bellmond was focused on fishing, a large
      crab had pinched her tail with its pincers. She continued to let
      out a piercing scream and swing her tail around wildly, dealing
      severe damage to the crab and the rocky area around her.

      Isla was hastily using her collar’s chain, which was now more
      flexible due to Vandalieu’s work on it, to hold Bellmond down.

      “It’s so
      peaceful,” said Darcia.

      “… Won’t this floor be destroyed before the tsunami happens?”
      said Eleanora.

      “It might not last half a day,” said Vandalieu, narrowing his
      eyes as he listened to the sound of rock being smashed in front of
      him and Pete and the others eating behind him.

      “Van, we’re finished changing Jobs! I’m a Dark Armor Heavy Club
      User now!” Pauvina declared loudly, emerging from within Sam’s
      carriage.

      “Congratulations,” said Vandalieu. “But you mustn’t shout out
      your own Job, Pauvina.”

      “I see. I’ve become a Dark Armor Heavy Club User,” Pauvina said,
      putting her hands over her mouth. This did little to suppress her
      voice, however.

      But then her smile faded and her shoulders dropped as
      disappointment appeared on her face.

      “There
      was no Magical Girl Job…”

      It seemed that Pauvina, who had received a transformation staff
      prototype from Vandalieu, had been aiming to become the second
      magical girl after Zadiris.

      “You can’t use magic yet, after all,” said Vandalieu.

      Pauvina couldn’t use magic. Even if she transformed, she could
      only physically hit things, so it probably couldn’t be helped that
      the option hadn’t appeared for her.

      Thus, it could be assumed that the system had picked up on her
      being a ‘heavy club-user that fought while wearing Dark Copper
      armor,’ giving birth to the Dark Armor Heavy Club User Job.

      “Boy, even my Job has become Wizard Princess!” Zadiris declared
      proudly, puffing her chest out as she emerged from Sam’s carriage
      after Pauvina.

      It seemed that even the god of Jobs had acknowledged her as a
      magical girl.

      “With this, my next Rank increase will no doubt be to ‘queen,’
      will it not?!” said Zadiris.

      “Yeah,
      that’s right!” said Zandia.

      “Yes…”
      said Vandalieu.

      “Eh… I’ll
      be cheering for you,” said Eleanora.

      “Zadiris-san… I think it’s important to believe,” said Iris.

      Only Zandia, the Zombie Princess, had given an enthusiastic
      response. Vandalieu and Eleanora’s were lukewarm, and even Iris was
      giving Zadiris a pained look.

      “W-why are you responding in that way?! Even if you are joking,
      you should stop! It makes me feel a little uncertain!” Zadiris
      exclaimed.

      “… Only a
      little, huh,” said Iris.

      “Well then, I’m going to change Jobs now as well,” said
      Vandalieu.

      “I-indeed,”
      said Zadiris.

      Putting a stop to his meal, Vandalieu headed for Sam’s
      carriage.

      “Bocchan, why don’t we create more Job-changing rooms once we
      get out of this place?” suggested Sam. “It seems rather
      inconvenient to have only a single room.”

      The reason for his suggestion was likely because Zadiris had
      been forced to wait for her turn while Pauvina chose her Job.

      Normally, there would be plenty of Job-changing rooms, with the
      government and every Guild each having one. There would sometimes
      be periods where lines formed outside them, but periods where they
      were not used at all would be more common.

      It was likely that everyone hated to have to spend costs in
      building a room that couldn’t be used for anything other than
      Job-changes just to get rid of the lines that formed once in a
      while.

      “I don’t think there will be any instances of multiple people
      needing to change Jobs at once after we leave the Trial of Zakkart,
      but… maybe it would be better to have one more,” Vandalieu said as
      he entered the Job-changing room and touched the crystal ball. “Now
      then, the Jobs are –”

      《Jobs
      that can be selected:【Disease Demon】,【Spirit Warrior】,【Whip Tongue
      Calamity】,　【Vengeful Berserker】,【Dead Spirit Mage】,【Dark
      Healer】,【Magic Cannoneer】,【Dark King Mage】,【Divine Enemy】,【Creation
      Guider】,【Fallen Warrior】,【Insect Nin】,【Destruction
      Guider】,【Enchanter】,【Dungeon Master】,【Demon King】,【Chaos
      Guider】》

      “… Never mind the other two, why is ‘Demon King’ there?”

      He could understand Dungeon Master. His current Job was
      Labyrinth Creator, so Dungeon Master was probably its superior
      version.

      He could somewhat understand Chaos Guider. It probably allowed
      him to guide others into chaos. It was the fifth Guider-type Job,
      but four or five of them were similar to each other.

      But what about Demon King? Would it be good as a Job?

      “I’ll pass on Demon King for now,” Vandalieu whispered, despite
      the fact that Sam could hear sounds inside the Job-changing
      room.

      He
      pondered his next Job.

      Was Dungeon Master appropriate? But at this point in time, his
      party weren’t experiencing any inconveniences other than being
      unable to Teleport outside. There was no guarantee that this Job
      would immediately allow him to do so, so perhaps it was best to
      choose one of the other Jobs.

      With
      that being the case, let’s choose the Job with the name that seems
      like it would be the most useful for challenging the lower
      floors.

      “I choose
      Creation Guider.”

      《The
      Levels of the Venom Secretion (Claws, Fangs, Tongue), Enhanced
      Physical Ability (Hair, Claws, Fangs, Tongue), Thread Refining,
      Cooking, Golem Creation, Alchemy and Abyss Skills have
      increased!》

      《You
      have acquired the Guidance: Creation Path and Creation Path
      Enticement Skills!》

      《Guidance:
      Creation Path has combined with Guidance: Dark Demon Path and
      transformed into Guidance: Dark Demon Creation Path!》

      《Creation
      Path Enticement has combined with Dark Demon Path Enticement and
      transformed into Dark Demon Creation Path Enticement!》

      《The
      Labyrinth Construction Skill has awakened into the Labyrinth
      Creation Skill!》

      
      	Name: Vandalieu

      	Race: Dhampir (Dark Elf)

      	Age: 10 years old

      	Title:【Ghoul Emperor】,【Eclipse
      Emperor】,【Guardian of the Cultivation Villages】,【Holy Son of
      Vida】,【Scaled Emperor】,【Tentacle Emperor】,【Champion】,【Demon
      King】,【Oni Emperor】

      

      
      	Job: Creation Guider

      	Level: 0

      

      
      	Job history: Death-Attribute Mage, Golem
      Transmuter, Undead Tamer, Soul Breaker, Venom Fist User, Insect
      User, Tree Caster, Demon Guider, Archenemy, Zombie Maker, Golem
      Creator, Corpse Demon Commander, Demon King User, Dark Guider,
      Labyrinth Creator

      

      
      	Vitality: 9799

      	Mana: 2,321,253,359 (+1,160,626,679)

      	Strength: 1807

      	Agility: 1537

      	Stamina: 1938

      	Intelligence: 4023

      

      
      	Superhuman Strength: Level 8

      	Rapid Regeneration: Level 3

      	Dark King Magic: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Status Effect Resistance: Level 10

      	Magic Resistance: Level 7

      	Dark Vision

      	
      Dark Demon Creation Path Enticement: Level 4 (LEVEL UP! And
      transformed from Dark Demon Path Enticement!)

      

      	Chant Revocation: Level 6

      	
      Guidance: Dark Demon Creation Path: Level 5 (Transformed from
      Guidance: Dark Demon Path!)

      

      	Automatic Mana Recovery: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Strengthen Subordinates: Level 8

      	
      Venom Secretion (Claws, Fangs, Tongue): Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Enhanced Agility: Level 5

      	Body Expansion (Tongue): Level 7

      	Strengthened Attack Power while Unarmed:
      Large

      	
      Enhanced Physical Ability (Hair, Claws, Tongue, Fangs): Level 8
      (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Thread Refining: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Enlargement: Level 5

      	Increased Mana Recovery Rate: Level 3 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      

      
      	Bloodwork: Level 4

      	Transcend Limits: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Golem Creation: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 9

      	Mana Control: Level 8

      	Spirit Form: Level 10

      	Cooking: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Alchemy: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 9

      	Multi-Cast: Level 8

      	Long-distance Control: Level 8

      	Surgery: Level 7

      	Parallel Thought Processing: Level 8

      	Materialization: Level 7

      	Coordination: Level 8

      	High-speed Thought Processing: Level 8

      	Commanding: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Thread-reeling: Level 6

      	Throwing: Level 6

      	Scream: Level 4

      	Dead Spirit Magic: Level 7

      	Artillery Technique: Level 7

      	Shield Technique: Level 4

      	Armor Technique: Level 4

      	Group Binding Technique: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Surpass Limits: Fragments: Level 3 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      

      
      	God Devourer: Level 3

      	Grotesque Mind: Level 9

      	Mental Encroachment: Level 7

      	
      Labyrinth Creation: Level 1 (Awakened from Labyrinth
      Construction!)

      

      	Demon King Fusion: Level 9

      	Abyss: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Divine Enemy

      	Soul Devour: Level 3

      	Vida’s Divine Protection

      	Earth’s Dark Gods’ Divine Protection

      

      
      	Blood

      	Horns

      	Suckers

      	Ink Sacs

      	Carapace

      	Scent glands

      	Luminescent organs

      	Blubber

      	Jaws

      	Eyeballs

      	Proboscis

      	Fur

      	Exoskeleton

      	Jointed legs

      	Antenna

      

      
      	
      　Experience gained in previous life not carried over

      

      	　Cannot learn existing jobs

      	　Unable to gain experience independently

      

      The lower floors of the Trial of Zakkart, which the party would
      soon face, apparently contained trials and riddles directly related
      to the creation-oriented champions’ special abilities and the
      things that they had created in the past.

      Thus, Vandalieu wasn’t surprised that the Levels of Skills
      related to creating things, such as Golem Creation, Cooking and
      Alchemy, had increased.

      But he hadn’t expected the Thread Refining and Venom Secretion
      Skills to increase in Level as well. Perhaps there was a bonus to
      things created from his own body.

      As for Abyss… why had its Level increased? Was it because he had
      continuously been stared at by (presumably) Gufadgarn?

      “But Labyrinth Creation… does Creation Guider give bonuses to
      creating Dungeons?” Vandalieu wondered.

      He tried Teleporting, but it was impossible. But perhaps he
      would be able to create an A-class Dungeon once he returned to the
      surface.

      “Well
      then, I suppose I’ll go and tell everyone.”

      His Guidance had begun to sound even more dangerous, but he had
      already decided not to care about that anymore.

      Job
      explanation:

      Labyrinth
      Creator

      A Job that can be acquired by those who can create Dungeons.

      As Mana is needed to create Dungeons, the Mana Attribute Value
      is the one that increases the most, and as for Skill bonuses, the
      Job allows the acquisition of Skills such as Labyrinth Construction
      (or a superior version) and Space-Attribute Magic.

      In addition, it can be assumed that there are slight bonuses to
      creation-oriented Skills such as Construction, Engineering and
      Carpentry.

      
      	Name: Pauvina

      	Race: Half-Noble Orc

      	Age: 6 years old

      	Title: None

      	Job: Dark Armor Heavy Club
      User

      	Level: 0

      	Job history: Apprentice Warrior,
      Warrior, Club User, Heavy Club User, Beast Club User, Guardian
      Warrior

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Night Vision

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Enhanced Vigor: Level 1

      	Physical Resistance: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Increased Attack Power while equipped with a Blunt Weapon:
      Medium (NEW!)

      

      	
      Increased Defensive Power while equipped with Metal Armor:
      Medium (NEW!)

      

      	
      Increased Defensive Power while equipped with a Shield: Medium
      (NEW!)

      

      	Mental Resistance: Level 3 (NEW!)

      	Intuition: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	Club Technique: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Throwing: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Armor Technique: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Shield Technique: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Surpass Limits: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Housework: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 3 (NEW!)

      	Dismantling: Level 2 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique Skills:
      
      	Garess’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      	■■■■■’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      She has acquired the Dark Armor Heavy Club User Job; it could be
      assumed that this is a subtype of Club User or Magic Club User that
      fights while wearing Dark Copper armor.

      Even ignoring the size of her body, she appears older than
      Vandalieu; if she were a human, she would be equivalent to about
      nine years old in age. Her Skills are equal in Level to a B-class
      adventurer’s, and with her already-high Attribute Values increased
      by Guidance: Dark Demon Creation Path, her fighting strength is at
      the point where she can aim for a promotion to A-class.

      She was given a long, thin object by Vandalieu in her dream, and
      she now possesses the divine protection of Garess, the god of
      warriors. Divine protections are never bad, so she doesn’t mind not
      knowing what kind of divine protection it is.

      She has somehow acquired a resistance Skill that protects her
      from effects on her mind, but it can be assumed that she has
      acquired this because she is frequently in the company of Vandalieu
      and his companions.

      Do your
      best to become a magical girl!

      

    



    

    
      Chapter 173:A false image self

      
      Gufadgarn, the evil god of labyrinths, sat in the deepest part
      of the Trial of Zakkart, simply watching Vandalieu’s actions in
      silence.

      Secluded inside the Dungeon that he had created himself, he was
      unaware that Rodcorte had tried and failed to cast this world
      away.

      But his
      body was trembling.

      “All of the trials that I put in place are being cleared in ways
      that I never intended. The monsters created by the Dungeon are
      slaughtered helplessly, and all of the traps are being crushed
      underfoot…!”

      Vandalieu was restraining himself, but it seemed that he was
      making plenty of noise from Gufadgarn’s point of view.

      Because Gufadgarn had allowed challengers from within the
      Boundary Mountain Range to return from the Dungeon alive, from a
      very early stage, all of the challengers that followed knew all the
      perfect answers to the riddles of the upper floors.

      Several decades ago, challengers started getting past the harsh
      environments of the middle floors and the beach floor that was
      peaceful upon first entering it but contained a timed trap.

      But there were none who cleared the floors with methods like
      taming the Bone Walls that were supposed to be labyrinths in the
      upper floors or destroying nature to the point that the monsters
      had no work to do.

      Even the harsh middle floors were being cleared at a pace of
      over one floor per day. On an average year, even a party from
      within the Boundary Mountain Range would have some members dropping
      out around this point, but that hadn’t happened either.

      What made this possible was likely the effects of Skills and
      Jobs that even Gufadgarn didn’t know of, the Demon King’s fragments
      and the Undead carriage.

      The availability of pleasant conditions that took no notice of
      the harsh environments and the incredible acts of using not only
      monster materials but materials generated by the Demon King’s
      fragments. The extraordinary ability to tame Undead.

      Above all, a seemingly unlimited, powerful fighting force.

      Unless the use of all of these things was prevented, it would be
      impossible to clear the Dungeon like an ordinary challenger. To
      begin with, Vandalieu was not a suitable target for the trial.

      It was like trying to trap a shark swimming in the ocean with a
      trap on the shore. He was simply far too different.

      Though Gufadgarn could not help but admit this, he was stirred
      by Vandalieu’s actions.

      “Masterful! This is Zakkart, the one who made fools of even the
      gods with his actions that went beyond the limits of the
      imagination!” he shouted.

      If Gufadgarn possessed a body, his cheeks would be flushed and
      tears of joy would be flowing from his eyes. That was how much he
      was moved by Vandalieu’s actions, the actions that were so much
      like those of Zakkart.

      It wasn’t that he had always expected someone who would clear
      each floor of the Trial of Zakkart with secret answers.

      The one who could overcome this trial was worthy of being
      Zakkart’s successor. It was with this thought that he had created
      the Dungeon. Thus, he had always intended to acknowledge the one
      who made it to the deepest part of the Dungeon as Zakkart’s
      successor, even if they used the intended correct answers.

      This was true even if that person was a servant of Alda, the one
      who called himself the god of law and fate, and the gods who served
      him. Gufadgarn had intended to tell them the truth and persuade
      them to change sides. If he didn’t do this, he would not be worthy
      of calling himself a disciple of Zakkart, the champion who had
      called out to those in the Demon King’s army and given them a
      chance.

      … Though Gufadgarn would have been left with no choice but to
      eliminate such a challenger if they tried to harm Gufadgarn or,
      more importantly, Zakkart’s precious relics.

      But a hundred years had passed since he created the Trial of
      Zakkart. Many challengers were defeated on the upper floors, and
      even challengers from within the Boundary Mountain Range had not
      overcome the lower floors.

      Gufadgarn had received a Divine Message from Ricklent that he
      had interpreted as a prophecy saying, “Zakkart’s successor will
      appear.” But he had often thought that this was some kind of
      mistake.

      During that time, there had been two groups that he saw
      potential in. One of them was a group of four that had faced the
      trial recently, just a short while ago to a god. It was the group
      known as the ‘Five-colored Blades.’

      At first, Gufadgarn had simply thought that they were yet
      another group of challengers that misunderstood the purpose of the
      trial and offered their prayers to Alda. But seeing them making
      mistakes in every trial and overcoming them with strength alone was
      surprising in a way.

      Even including challengers from within the Boundary Mountain
      Range who possessed exceptional fighting strength, there had been
      none who had continued through the trial without using their heads
      at all or using incorrect methods like the Five-colored Blades had.
      Among the challengers from outside the Boundary Mountain Range that
      believed in Alda, they were the ones who had made it the furthest
      into the Dungeon; they were worthy of admiration.

      Their
      fighting strength… only their fighting strength,
      was certain.

      But in the end, they had turned back in the middle floors and
      fled the Dungeon after losing one member on the snowy mountain
      floor. But as they were the first challengers from outside the
      Boundary Mountain Range who had made it back out alive from the
      trial, Gufadgarn remembered them vividly.

      But Gufadgarn had more hope in the second group – Vandalieu’s
      group – than in the Five-colored Blades.

      “Compared to this group, the Five-colored Blades are nothing but
      a pebble. Ah… Zakkart,” Gufadgarn murmured.

      To him, the fact that Vandalieu commanded Undead and made free
      use of the Demon King’s fragments was not a problem.

      It was possible that he was Zakkart. That fact alone rendered
      everything else insignificant.

      Gufadgarn wanted to go to him right this instant. But it was
      still too early. In Zakkart’s words, “You must test your creation
      carefully until the very end.” As Gufadgarn had created the Trial
      of Zakkart, he had to test its challengers fully and carefully.

      But Vandalieu and his companions would soon reach the lower
      floors. The floors containing challenges regarding Zakkart and the
      other champions’ abilities that they had received from the gods,
      their thoughts and their achievements.

      Perhaps the supply area before the lower floors was unnecessary
      for Vandalieu’s party, but if he truly was Zakkart’s successor, he
      would certainly make some use of the things there.

      “O Zakkart, please grant this foolish disciple everything…”

      At what was assumed to be the entrance to the lower floors,
      Vandalieu was groaning to himself with his arms folded.

      “Hmm, according to our information, this was supposed to be a
      ‘supply area,’ wasn’t it?” he said.

      “That should be right, but… what is this?” said Iris.

      She was holding the written documents of the information that
      they had heard from previous challengers, but her head and her tail
      were tilted in puzzlement now. She couldn’t make the connection
      between the sight in front of her and the words, ‘supply area.’

      “It’s just like a market city with no shopkeepers, isn’t it?”
      said Eleanora.

      “And it’s like all the good bargains have already been sold,”
      said Kimberley.

      Indeed, the things available in the supply area were
      disappointing.

      At first glance, the supply area looked like a marketplace with
      no shopkeepers, displaying damaged armor and Magic Items that
      clearly looked like secondhand goods.

      There were also things like partially-filled water flasks,
      half-eaten strips of dried meat and bread stained with blood,
      though it wasn’t clear whose blood it was.

      “It seems that this is the equipment and materials that were
      lost by previous challengers and possessed by challengers who died
      here,” said Sam, looking around the marketplace.

      Dungeons generated all kinds of materials in addition to
      monsters and traps. This included natural resources needed for
      Dungeons to take the form of mountains, forests and lakes, as well
      as equipment and treasures inside treasure chests.

      But even though items held by the monsters guarding the Dungeon
      would become secondhand goods in the end when the challengers
      acquired them, the Dungeons did not generate secondhand items
      themselves.

      Thus, secondhand goods obtained in Dungeons were always the
      belongings of previous challengers.

      “The Trial of Zakkart has moved from place to place around the
      world for a hundred years, and those from outside the Boundary
      Mountain Range generally die, so I guess that means that there is a
      lot of items left behind. But it seems that there is almost nothing
      that would be of any use,” said Bellmond, taking one of the swords
      laid out in rows and inspecting it.

      It was a thick, visibly heavy blade, but it was apparently made
      of Damascus steel, which had exceptional flexibility. It was as
      heavy as it looked, but it was possible that it was a magic sword
      that extended when it was swung.

      … About half of the blade was missing, so it didn’t seem like it
      would be able to demonstrate this ability. And since the missing
      half of the blade was nowhere to be seen, even Vandalieu wouldn’t
      be able to repair it.

      The previous owners of these secondhand goods were those who had
      fought fiercely against the challenges of the Trial of Zakkart and
      lost their lives while trying to achieve their dreams. The damaged
      state of the equipment and goods reflected that.

      The sword in Bellmond’s hand that had half of its blade missing
      was still one of the items in better condition; there were other
      items like daggers with no blade at all, spearheads with no handles
      and the ruined fragments of shields and suits of armor.

      “And perhaps previous challengers took other things with them;
      there is almost nothing of any value,” said Tarea, looking around
      at the secondhand items and junk.

      This was the equipment worn by challengers who had faced the
      Trial of Zakkart that was renowned to be a dangerous, difficult
      challenge, even if they had fallen in the Dungeon. There was no
      small number of high-class Magic Items made using precious
      materials and exceptional techniques.

      But such valuable items had been taken by the numerous previous
      challengers that had reached this point. There were few even from
      within the Boundary Mountain Range that were capable of passing the
      middle floors, but there were no valuable items left.

      “Come to think of it, I think that several people told me that
      even though they were damaged, there were some Magic Items in the
      supply area that had been made with techniques they’d never seen
      before, so they decided to bring them out…” Iris murmured.

      It seemed that this supply area had been useful for learning
      techniques from outside the Boundary Mountain Range, though it was
      unclear whether this was Gufadgarn’s deliberate intention.

      “Then won’t there be some things that we can take with us?” said
      Darcia.

      “Let’s see, we don’t need makeshift equipment and we have enough
      of the other materials. As for the food… it doesn’t seem to be
      particularly tasty,” said Basdia.

      The bread, which had been baked to be hard so that it would stay
      preserved, tasted exactly like hard bread would taste.

      “Y-you ate some? We don’t know how old it is; it might be
      decades old!” said Tarea.

      “Yeah. It wasn’t moldy, so I’m sure it had some preservation
      magic on it, though it’s probably different from Van’s,” said
      Basdia. “Its smell and taste are normal… Hmm? This bread is the
      only delicious one?”

      “… Basdia-dono, I believe that is the taste of the blood,” said
      Myuze.

      In any case, the food just seemed to be ordinary preserved
      goods. It was unnecessary for Vandalieu and his companions, who
      were carrying fresh food with them.

      “Well, it’s a waste but I suppose we should just move on… Hmm?
      Vandalieu?” said Darcia, calling out to Vandalieu as he went to
      pick something up.

      “Mom, everyone, there are quite some lucky finds here,” said
      Vandalieu, holding a piece of leather armor with a large hole in
      the torso area.

      “Vandalieu-sama, to me, that appears to be the ruins of a piece
      of cheap leather armor that a new adventurer might wear,” said
      Eleanora.

      The armor simply looked like a piece of junk to her, but that
      wasn’t the case in Vandalieu’s eyes.

      “No, Eleanora,” he said. “This leather armor contains the
      residual thoughts of its previous owner, in the form of a powerful
      hatred. I’m sure it’s because whatever is keeping the items in this
      supply area preserved also worked on the residual thoughts. They
      haven’t faded away over the years and decades; the hatred, the
      sadness, the resentment, the despair… there’s so much that this
      would become a completed cursed item if I just passed some Mana
      through it.”

      As Vandalieu finished speaking, everyone took a step away from
      the items lined up around the supply area. The Undead Saria, Rita
      and Isla seemed unfazed, however.

      “In other words, they will be useful as catalysts for creating
      death-attribute Magic Items, won’t they?” said Isla.

      “I see.
      Then let’s take them with us,” said Rita.

      “Yes, let’s choose the ones that have been destroyed in the most
      gruesome ways, especially the ones with blood on them, and take
      them with us,” said Vandalieu.

      “Van, is
      this bread okay?” Basdia asked.

      “It’s fine; there isn’t any mold,” Vandalieu replied.

      And so, Vandalieu gathered several items that would make good
      materials and equipped his companions with them as best as he could
      before moving on… because the next trial was one that became easier
      the fewer the party’s numbers were.

      The lower floors had riddles, similar to the ones on the upper
      floors. They were ones based on the powers given to Zakkart and his
      companions by the gods, as well as their achievements and their
      thoughts.

      They were highly difficult, and even the powerful fighters who
      had made it through the middle floors had dropped out one after
      another on these floors.

      The first trial, on the other side of the door at the back of
      the supply area, was known to be a particularly difficult
      obstacle.

      In a room where everything was made of mirrors, Vandalieu faced
      a false image of himself.

      “Nice to
      meet you, me.”

      “Nice to
      meet you too, me.”

      The first
      trial was a confrontation with oneself.

      This was a trial based on Zakkart’s words of “Life is a battle
      against oneself” and Hillwillow’s words of “Inside every person,
      there is an angel form and a devil form of that person.”

      Challengers had to converse with a false image of themselves and
      then win a battle against the image.

      As the false image was something with the challengers’ copied
      personalities, the challengers’ minds would be mercilessly chipped
      down, and the more mental damage the challenger took, the stronger
      the images became.

      If the challengers showed the mental fortitude to overcome the
      conversation with themselves, the false images would lose power and
      likely be defeated immediately in the subsequent battle. But if the
      challengers’ minds broke, the images would stand before them as
      their most powerful adversaries.

      “Pardon me for getting started right away, but don’t you think
      that you should have a more proper plan to deal with Demon Eyes?
      You haven’t forgotten the time when Gubamon used his Demon Eyes of
      Destruction against you,” said Vandalieu’s false image.

      “Hmm, I’ve been trying to gain resistance using Eleanora’s
      Charming Demon Eyes and the Petrifying Demon Eye I transplanted
      into Bellmond, but it’s not going very well. It seems that their
      effects are nullified by Grotesque Mind and Status Effect
      Resistance,” said Vandalieu. “If you’re me, you should know
      that.”

      “Well, I do indeed know that. Also, no matter what horrible
      experiences it went through, you didn’t have to tame the Huge
      Gluttony Worm, did you? This Dungeon has become harder to clear
      because of that, hasn’t it?”

      “Muh, do you think I could ignore the things it went through,
      me?”

      “Well, that’s probably impossible. It’s me, after all.”

      The calm conversation between Vandalieu’s false image and
      Vandalieu continued, as if it was taking place in a sunny area
      between two old acquaintances trying to deepen their bond.

      In many cases, this trial would turn into a fierce verbal
      argument, or the challenger would continuously deny and reject the
      false image, or the challenger would begin crying and forgive and
      accept themselves. Normally, no matter how calm the challenger was,
      the emotions hidden within them would run rampant, but…

      “By the way, don’t you feel any uneasiness about your plan after
      reviving Mom, me?” asked the false image.

      “Well, I intend to meet up with Schneider-san and his
      companions, then go to the Dark Continent and meet Zantark and
      voice my complaints to Farmaun Gold; is there anything missing?”
      said Vandalieu.

      “There isn’t anything missing, but what will you do about Heinz?
      He believes in Alda, whom I don’t imagine will accept the
      resurrection of the dead. He’ll be like, ‘That’s disrupting the
      world’s order.’”

      “You’re right. There were a lot of people like that on Earth,
      too. As long as I don’t accept Alda, I probably won’t accept Heinz
      and his companions, either; I’ll have to kill him after all. If
      possible, by assassination or a well-planned murder.”

      “That is desirable. By the way, should we get to fighting?” the
      false image suggested.

      “Already? I thought there would be a Zen-dialogue-like*
      conversation that the previous challengers had,” said
      Vandalieu.

      
      TLN*: I think this means something like
      philosophical/moral questioning.

      

      “That isn’t necessary, isn’t it? Nothing will change, no matter
      what I say.”

      The false image had abandoned its duty. It understood that there
      was no point in this.

      Even if it asked Vandalieu whether killing people was right or
      wrong, Vandalieu would simply reply, “It depends on the situation
      and who it is.” If it asked him what justice was, he would simply
      reply, “It’s an ambiguous thing.” And no matter what the false
      image said, he would just say, “There are cases where that’s
      true.”

      As for whether revenge was right or wrong, even the false image
      accepted it. By destroying those who took from Vandalieu, he
      reduced the chance of more being taken from him to zero. It was a
      productive act that was necessary to lead a happy life.

      Even turning the dead into Undead, which Machida Aran, Shimada
      Izumi and the rest of the reincarnated individuals saw as
      problematic, wasn’t strange to Vandalieu. The dead were Vandalieu’s
      allies, and he was simply making more allies for himself.

      And even Vida and the other gods he believed in had assured him
      that there was nothing wrong with it, so there was no need to
      worry.

      “But, well, I suppose we should do at least one,” said the false
      image, seeming to have thought of a question worth asking. “What is
      death?”

      It was a question regarding the attribute that Vandalieu himself
      used. It was a fitting topic for a conversation with himself.

      Vandalieu thought for a moment. “It’s the change from the living
      to the dead. It is considered to be irreversible. It’s a phenomenon
      that I rule over, and one that I should overturn. In other words,
      I’ll do what I want with it.”

      To Vandalieu, death was not an absolute or sacred thing. It was
      just a phenomenon.

      That was why he did not question his desire to resurrect
      Darcia.

      “So, it was pointless after all. Well then, shall we get
      started?” the false image said, silently emerging from within the
      mirrors, still looking identical to Vandalieu. “But your mind did
      not falter during our conversation, and there are so many things
      that I can’t copy… To be honest, as I am now, I’m nothing but small
      fry.”

      “You can’t use death-attribute magic or the Demon King’s
      fragments?” Vandalieu asked.

      “It’s impossible. To elaborate, Group Binding Technique and Dead
      Spirit Magic are also impossible. The only things I can copy is the
      me reflected in the mirror, so my companions that aren’t reflected…
      just like tamed monsters, they aren’t seen by the Dungeon as
      challengers, so I can’t copy them.”

      The false image’s copying ability seemed all-powerful, but it
      was still something created by Gufadgarn’s power. It had its
      limits.

      Of course, these limits weren’t normally tested, but… this
      showed just how abnormal Vandalieu was.

      “So, please go ahead and finish me. Please do your best to
      resurrect Mom,” the false image said, beckoning Vandalieu towards
      it.

      Vandalieu extended his claws towards it, but stopped. “I can’t
      bring myself to do it,” he said. “Maybe because it’s me? Normally,
      I think if I met another version of myself, we would hate each
      other, though.”

      “I might have unexpectedly been a narcissist,” said the false
      image. “But what will I do? Even if I’m me, I can’t go forward as
      long as I exist.”

      “This is problematic; me being me, I find it unpleasant to
      attack myself.”

      Vandalieu and the false image stared at each other for a while
      as Vandalieu pondered the situation, but he couldn’t bring himself
      to attack the image and move on.

      “I suppose it really is because it’s myself… I’m me. Because I
      have my memories and personality, I’m me,” he said.

      “I also have my memories and personality. But I’m not me; I’m a
      false image,” said the false image.

      “With my memories and personality, you can be called me. Your
      appearance is the same, too. Is there a meaning behind the
      difference between reality and falsehood?” said Vandalieu.

      “Reality is a false image, and a false image is reality? It’s
      not impossible. I’m me, and I’m me,” said the false image.

      “I’m me
      –” the two said in unison.

      “And I’m me,” said Vandalieu, becoming one with the false
      image.

      A door silently appeared, and Vandalieu walked through it to see
      the staircase to the next floor.

      《The
      Levels of Dark Demon Creation Path Enticement, Guidance: Dark Demon
      Creation Path, Long-distance Control, Materialization, Parallel
      Thought Processing, High-speed Thought Processing, Grotesque Mind
      and Mental Encroachment have increased!》

      “It’s over,” said Vandalieu, having left the room of mirrors and
      arriving at the landing of the staircase.

      Those equipped inside his body with Group Binding Technique
      emerged from within him.

      “Was it
      alright, Vandalieu” Darcia asked.

      “There
      were no problems, Mom,” Vandalieu replied.

      “Really? Even Queen Donaneris and the others said that they
      struggled with that trial, so I was worried, you know?”

      “But even Queen Donaneris said, ‘His Majesty will be fine,’
      didn’t she?”

      Queen Donaneris’s instinct had told her that Vandalieu would be
      able to clear this challenge with ease due to his mental structure
      that was different from that of ordinary people. And she had been
      right.

      “But was it really fine for us to not face the challenge?”
      murmured Iris, who looked unhappy with the fact that she had
      cheated the trial by being infested by a parasitic insect and
      equipped inside Vandalieu.

      It seemed that with her serious personality, she felt guilty
      over using such a dishonest method.

      “It can’t be helped, can it? There’s no guarantee that we would
      be able to overcome a conversation and a battle with ourselves,”
      said Basdia, who had cheated the trial in the same way but seemed
      unfazed by it.

      Incidentally, it wasn’t just these two; almost everyone had
      cheated the trial.

      After passing through the supply area, he had equipped everyone
      inside his body with the exception of Legion, who couldn’t be
      infested by parasitic insects, and proceeded with only the Ghosts
      following him.

      The trial was one that only those with bodies that could be
      reflected in the mirrors could face. Thus, those equipped inside
      Vandalieu did not face the trial.

      “… I think you’d be able to clear it without a problem, Basdia,”
      said Iris.

      “That’s not true; I have my own worries and insecurities. Like
      wondering whether Jadal is missing me,” said Basdia.

      “That’s…
      I wonder.”

      A conversation with one’s own false image about their
      child-raising, and then a battle with that false image. Was this
      really a good trial for determining the successor to a
      champion?

      “But it’s true that it’s dangerous. During the trial, each
      challenger is isolated in their own space, so nobody can help
      them,” said Vigaro. “If we weren’t in the middle of clearing a
      Dungeon, I’d be interested in fighting myself, but…”

      Even the battle-crazed Vigaro had taken the safe route and
      cheated the trial.

      “We can’t face the trial to begin with, so it was easy for us,
      though,” said the Zombie Titan Borkus.

      “Gishaaah,”
      hissed the centipede monster Pete.

      This trial was only for races of people including those of
      Vida’s races, and the few races of monsters that ruled nations
      inside the Boundary Mountain Range, such as the Noble Orcs and High
      Kobolds.

      Other races of monsters and Undead didn’t face the trial, even
      if their images were reflected in the mirrors.

      Of course, there had been several previous challengers that had
      brought tamed monsters with them, but this Dungeon’s purpose was to
      find Zakkart’s successor. This was the presumed reason why this
      false image trial did not test such monsters.

      “… I’m finished,” said Legion, rolling into view after having
      finished the trial. They looked to be in unusually low spirits, but
      they didn’t look like they had faced a difficult battle.

      “Well
      done,” said Vandalieu. “What happened?”

      “The
      trial was more boring than we imagined.”

      “The image looked just like us, but it didn’t speak any words
      that meant anything. We’re not that strange.”

      “It was rude. Even Pluto when she’s drunk isn’t that strange, is
      she?”

      “You’re the one who mixed alcohol into my drink, aren’t you,
      Baba Yaga…!”

      “Izanami,
      don’t bring up things from the past!”

      It seemed that Legion’s appearance had caused a bug with the
      false image.

      There was no way that a trial intended for humans could cope
      with a being like Legion, which had multiple souls fused together
      within one body. It hadn’t functioned entirely correctly with
      Vandalieu, either.

      “Well, we defeated it easily so it was fine, though,” Legion
      concluded.

      “I see. When we meet Gufadgarn, maybe we should tell him that it
      needs to be more versatile,” said Vandalieu. “Now then, let’s move
      on.”

      And so, Vandalieu and his companions cleared the first trial of
      the lower floors.

      
      	Name: Legion

      	Age: 1

      	Title: Holy Flesh-wife

      	Rank: 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Race: Legion Star

      	Level: 45

      	Job: Assassin

      	Job level: 0

      	Job history: Apprentice Mage, Mage,
      Apprentice Warrior, Warrior, Meat Sphere Warrior, Enormous Meat
      Sphere Warrior, No-Attribute Mage, Flesh Manipulator,
      Thief

      

      
      	Passive skills:
      
      	Mental Corruption: Level 7

      	Composite Soul

      	Magic Resistance: Level 4

      	Special Five Senses

      	Physical Attack Resistance: Level 7 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Form Alteration: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Super-speed Regeneration: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Enlargement: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Enhanced Vitality: Level 10

      	
      Strengthened Attribute Values: Consumable Meat: Level 6 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      

      	Fire and Lightning Resistance: Level 4

      

      

      

      
      	Active skills:
      
      	Limited Death-Attribute Magic: Level 10

      	Size Alteration: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Commanding: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Surgery: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 8 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Dagger Technique: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Fusion: Level 2

      	Charge: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Chant Revocation: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Parallel Thought Processing: Level 9 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Control: Level 5

      	Surpass Limits: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	High-speed Travel: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Strengthened Regeneration: Consumable Meat: Level 6 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      

      	Throwing: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Cooking: Level 1

      	Assassination Technique: Level 2 (NEW!)

      	Lockpicking: Level 2 (NEW!)

      	Assassin Combat Technique: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Silent Steps: Level 2 (NEW!)

      	Trap: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	God of Origin’s Divine Protection

      	Zuruwarn’s Divine Protection

      	Ricklent’s Divine Protection

      	Gazer: Level 5

      	Encroachment Fusion: Level 1

      	■■■ダ■■’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      TLN: The katakana in the mysterious divine protection’s
      god’s name is “da.”

      

      By relearning the skills of Ghost, one of Legion’s
      personalities, Legion have changed Jobs from Flesh Manipulator to
      Thief and then to Assassin. Ghost’s ability had been very useful
      during the persuasion of the Legston family to defect to Talosheim,
      so it seems that they thought that these skills would be useful for
      similar work in the future.

      They have gone through two Job changes and two Rank increases
      inside the Trial of Zakkart, and although they don’t shine, they
      have acquired a star-like race title. They think that if they did
      start shining, they would be more like a disco ball than a
      star.

      Currently, all of the personalities should be obeying
      Vandalieu’s wishes and aiming to become a magical girl, but they
      are currently in an endless argument over this. To begin with, they
      are mistaken in thinking that Vandalieu wishes for them to become a
      magical girl, but nobody has noticed because their argument is
      occurring internally.

      They acquired a mysterious divine protection after clearing the
      false image trial. They do not know which god it is from, however.
      They would be most honored if it turned out to be Vandalieu’s
      divine protection.

      

    


    

    Chapter174:Those who pass through the gate and those who cannot even stand before it

      
      The 68th floor’s trial. The challengers would split into two
      groups and each encounter a chamber with a Rank 13 Orichalcum Devil
      Statue, a Golem in the form of a Demon.

      The two Orichalcum Golems had to be defeated within ten seconds
      of each other, in other words almost simultaneously. If the
      challengers failed to do this, the Orichalcum Golems would
      regenerate endlessly.

      It was thought that this was a trial based on one of the powers
      that Solder was given by Peria, the goddess of water and knowledge.
      This ability was one that allowed her to unify and share her
      consciousness, knowledge and experiences with those of her
      companions. According to records in Vida’s Resting Grounds, this
      ability not only allowed Solder to share her knowledge and
      experience to help with technological development, but also helped
      her command her allies in battle.

      Of course, even without the same ability as Solder… if the
      challengers were able to defeat the Orichalcum Devil Statues in
      both rooms over and over, their timings would eventually line up
      and they would be able to pass through the trial.

      “It’s finally here, the Orichalcum Golem Battle! TIME TO RETURN
      THE FAVOOOOOR!” Borkus bellowed.

      “OOOOOHN!” Knochen groaned.

      “JYUOOOOH!” roared Bone Man.

      The three of them had once fought a difficult battle against the
      Orichalcum Dragon Golem that had been guarding Vida’s relic.

      “I’m telling you, that’s a different statue!” Eleanora reminded
      them as she joined them in the fierce assault on the Orichalcum
      Devil Statue.

      The Orichalcum Devil Statue was considerably inferior to the
      Golem that had been created by the goddess Vida; its movements were
      slowed down as Knochen covered it with bones, and then Bone Man’s
      blades and Borkus’s and Eleanora’s Demon-King-fragment magic swords
      cut it into pieces.

      “Now,” said Vandalieu’s clone who was standing and watching from
      behind them, right before the Orichalcum Devil Statue’s functions
      ceased completely.

      “Please defeat it within ten seconds,” said the real
      Vandalieu.

      “Allow me to slow its movements,” said Bellmond,
      restraining the Orichalcum Devil Statue’s movements with threads
      made from the Demon King’s fur.

      “La-la-la~♪” sang Yamata, unleashing a sound wave attack.

      “Magi… cal!” groaned Rapiéçage with a swing of her
      Death-Iron-covered fist.

      “This is for back then!” roared Vigaro, unleashing a reckless
      attack with his newly-made Death Iron axe.

      His axe returned to liquid form, split into four in an instant
      and each fragment was grasped by one of his hands.

      “Death Burst Axe Blade!”

      Vigaro activated a Death Lion Axe Technique martial skill and
      charged in.

      “Uoooh…”

      Unable to withstand the fierce attacks coming from every
      possible direction, the Orichalcum Devil Statue fell to pieces and
      stopped functioning.

      “It won’t regenerate, will it?” said Eleanora in the first room,
      sounding uncertain.

      “UOOOOH! We won!” Vigaro roared triumphantly in the second.

      The physical and spirit-form Vandalieu, one of whom was in each
      room, nodded.

      “Now then, shall we gather the Orichalcum and proceed?” said the
      spirit-form Vandalieu.

      “If I’m not mistaken, the corridor ahead of this room should
      join with the corridor from the other,” said the physical
      Vandalieu.

      His spirit-form clones constantly shared the same memories and
      consciousness as him. Thus, it hadn’t been difficult to line up the
      timing.

      The trial on the next floor, the 69th, was one that tested the
      challengers’ mental strength. The entirety of its wall, floor and
      ceiling surface was covered in decorations that induced
      hallucinations of the mind and twisted the challengers’ sense of
      direction. The challengers would hear a harsh, echoing noise that
      caused fear and irritation, and even the air was filled with a
      tormenting scent.

      And the entire floor was built like a labyrinth, with mindless
      Golems blocking the challengers’ path.

      This was likely a trial based on one of the abilities given to
      Ark by Ricklent, the genie of time and magic. It was the ability
      that rendered her immune to any external effects on her mind,
      including those caused by illusions and poison.

      Even without possessing the same ability as Ark, it was possible
      to clear this trial with mental resistance Skills and Magic
      Items.

      “The labyrinth is troublesome. Shall we go in a straight line?”
      suggested Saria.

      “The Golems are annoying. It smells, too,” Rita complained.
      “Bocchan, can’t you do something about it?”

      “I can move the walls with my Labyrinth Creation Skill, but I
      don’t know where this floor’s exit is, so there’s not much point.
      It seems that the exit won’t appear until we proceed past a certain
      point,” said Vandalieu. “As for the smell, the smell returns
      quickly even if I use Deodorization, so I thought that it’s rather
      pointless.”

      As the Living-Armor-type Undead Saria and Rita had senses that
      were different from those of humans and Vandalieu had a different
      mental structure as well as the Grotesque Mind Skill, this was
      nothing more than a labyrinth with Golems in it.

      The labyrinth wasn’t particularly large, so they managed to
      reach the exit in less than an hour by proceeding through it while
      keeping their left hands on the wall.

      The trial of the 70th floor was an arts-and-crafts trial.

      When the party entered the room, an image was projected,
      presumably through light-attribute magic. The image depicted a
      person who appeared to be a craftsman using creation-related Skills
      to carve a statue, make a clay jar and repair a pot with a hole in
      it.

      Challengers had to carry each of these tasks out in a separate
      room with the materials provided. Failure would result in them
      being forcibly teleported to the supply area, and they would have
      to face the false image trial all over again.

      This was a trial based on the ability granted to the champion
      Hillwillow by Botin, mother of the earth and goddess of
      craftsmanship. This ability allowed Hillwillow to learn any
      creation-related Skill he saw within a single day.

      This trial was another trial that could be cleared without the
      champion’s ability; it just required several challengers with
      high-Level creation-related Skills.

      “Well then, shall we go to the next floor?” said Vandalieu, who
      possessed multiple creation-related Skills that had fused with the
      Golem Creation Skill.

      “That was less difficult than I imagined it would be,” said
      Tarea, who normally waited in Sam’s carriage but had been of great
      help on this floor.

      The trial of the 71st floor was farming.

      Challengers were required to take a large pot full of grain
      seeds, plant them and reap the harvest.

      Among the seeds, there were some that were weaker and would
      produce less grain. Challengers would have to use their knowledge,
      intuition and life-attribute magic to determine which seeds these
      were and find a way to encourage their growth.

      This was a trial based on the divine protection that the
      champion Zakkart received from Vida, the goddess of life and love.
      This divine protection granted Zakkart more acute senses and a
      greater affinity for the life attribute.

      This was the simplest trial of the trials since the 68th floor.
      It could be cleared by an expert in life-attribute magic or a
      master of time-attribute magic… As this was a Dungeon to find the
      successor to Zakkart, it was only common sense to include a member
      who was an expert in life-attribute magic.

      As for Vandalieu, he used Detect Life to pick out several seeds
      that had a relatively strong reaction, absorb them into his body
      and use Plant Binding Technique, a part of his Group Binding
      Technique Skill, to rapidly accelerate their growth.

      “… This grain, is it an original strain of rice? Let’s take it
      with us,” said Vandalieu.

      Deciding that the grains were precious reference materials and
      could be useful in selective breeding of the rice cultivated where
      the Scylla lived, he carried them with him inside his body as he
      moved on.

      And now, the party was on the 72nd floor. This was the floor
      decorated with statues of those who seemed to be the fallen
      challengers from outside the Boundary Mountain Range.

      The enormous, beautifully-polished stone gate bore an
      inscription reading: “Those who have chosen worthless heroes and
      prayed to worthless gods, as a reward for reaching this place, burn
      into your memory the fate of your predecessors.”

      As the inscription said, there was a countless number of stone
      statues around the gate. And the gate and walls were decorated with
      statues consisting only of torsos, heads or limbs, as if sculpted
      into the wall surfaces.

      Every single statue had elaborate detail. If one examined the
      heads closely, they would see the earholes and the tongues and
      teeth inside the mouths. And above all, the faces twisted in fear
      and anguish made it difficult to believe that these were mere
      creative pieces.

      It was as if the dead had been petrified at the moment that life
      slipped from their bodies.

      “This is likely a stage created by Gufadgarn to break the wills
      of any mistaken followers of Alda who made it this far,” said
      Luciliano, observing and drawing sketches of the statues that
      looked as if they would cause mental illness in those who looked at
      them for too long. “But what has caused them to turn into stone? A
      Petrifying Demon Eye should only work on living creatures; is it a
      curse or earth-attribute magic? Or could it be that these are
      simply stone statues made to look exactly like the corpses?” he
      murmured to himself, sketching the statue of a person whose abdomen
      had been ruptured, exposing their internal organs.

      “It doesn’t look like they scare you, Luciliano,” said Pauvina,
      looking down at the back of Luciliano’s head.

      “Nobody’s… scared,” Rapiéçage groaned.

      It wasn’t just Luciliano that showed no fear at the sight of the
      statues of the corpses; almost everyone was unfazed. Being one of
      Vandalieu’s companions made them accustomed to corpses; some of
      them were Undead themselves. They had long since stopped being
      shaken by the sight of the dead.

      “Maybe I feel a little sorry for them. And the one with half his
      face crushed is a bit gross,” said Privel with a pale face, not
      completely accustomed to corpses.

      “… Whenever I see human and Elf corpses, they look like
      powerless civilians that have been slaughtered to me,” said
      Gizania, who had grown up inside the Boundary Mountain Range, where
      humans, Elves and Dwarves were generally non-combatants.

      “So, Danna-sama, what do you think?” Bellmond asked Vandalieu,
      who was trying to determine whether the statues really were
      petrified corpses.

      It seemed that despite having let out a surprised scream when a
      crab’s pincers caught her tail, Bellmond felt nothing when looking
      at these stone statues.

      “I’m ninety percent sure that they’re petrified corpses,”
      Vandalieu replied, his arm turned into spirit form with Spirit Form
      Transformation and feeling around inside one of the statues. “It’s
      not just the wounds; the internal structure of the unharmed parts
      of the bodies are elaborately preserved. The bones, the brain and
      even the blood vessels. It’s possible that magic was used to
      elaborately recreate the bodies, but there’s no reason to go that
      far to make fakes… even with my Golem Creation Skill, it would be
      an immense task to recreate the capillary vessels.”

      “That is indeed overthinking the details. Are there any other
      reasons why you are only ninety percent sure?” Bellmond asked.

      “If these stone statues really are corpses, there should be
      spirits haunting this area, but there’s not a single one,” said
      Vandalieu.

      Judging from the statues, these challengers had lost their lives
      in gruesome ways to the monsters and traps of the Dungeon. With
      that being the case, it was unnatural for there to be no spirits
      haunting this place, regardless of how poorly their memories and
      personalities from their past lives were preserved.

      “Really? There’s a whole swarm of them around you, kid.” said
      Borkus.

      “Like Borkus-san says, all of these spirits have been floating
      around near you since we entered the Trial of Zakkart,” said
      Darcia.

      “Borkus, Mom, those are the spirits that were with me since
      before we entered the Dungeon,” said Vandalieu.

      The Undead Borkus and Darcia, who was a spirit herself, could
      see spirits. But there was always a countless number of spirits
      around Vandalieu, so it seemed that they were unable to tell
      whether they were from the petrified corpses or not.

      “Now that you mention it…” Borkus murmured as he thought back.
      “It’s true that I haven’t seen any spirits other than the ones
      around the kid.”

      “Really? I do remember seeing quite a few monster souls,” said
      Saria.

      “Nee-san, those are the spirits of the monsters we defeated,”
      said Rita. “I haven’t seen a single spirit after entering a new
      floor before fighting monsters.”

      “But Rita, isn’t that normal for a Dungeon?” said Saria.

      Even in Dungeons other than the Trial of Zakkart, each floor
      contained a large number of monsters. These monsters would begin
      killing each other if their numbers grew too large, but they often
      did not form strong feelings of hatred or a lingering attachment to
      life, so their souls quickly returned to the circle of
      transmigration. This was especially true for monsters created by
      Dungeons, as their minds were under the influence of their
      Dungeons.

      Thus, it wasn’t rare for challengers to not encounter a single
      spirit haunting a Dungeon unless there were other challengers up
      ahead or monsters had killed each other immediately before.

      “Saria, so many challengers have died, so I don’t think it would
      be strange for their spirits to be haunting this place,” said
      Vandalieu.

      The stone statues were countless in number, and as many of the
      dead challengers’ corpses were not intact, there was no way to know
      exactly how many there were. But it looked like there were about a
      thousand of them.

      Unlike monster spirits, it was easy for the spirits of people to
      form strong feelings of hatred and a lingering attachment to life,
      so there were cases where they haunted the world for hundreds of
      years without returning to the circle of transmigration. These were
      challengers who had lost their lives while they were trying to
      achieve their dreams, so their lingering attachment to life would
      certainly not be insignificant.

      “But Vandalieu-sama, surely that does not apply for those whose
      heads are destroyed in a single blow and those who are taken by
      surprise and fatally wounded by a single attack?” said Isla.

      “Ah, that’s possible,” said Vandalieu.

      As Isla pointed out, those who died before they even knew would
      return to the circle of transmigration without forming feelings of
      hatred or a lingering attachment to life. Looking at the statues,
      it was clear that a significant number of them had died
      instantly.

      “But the items in the supply area had such strong feelings of
      hatred left on them; it’s hard to imagine that all of them died
      that way,” said Vandalieu. “Well, it is possible that all of their
      feelings of hatred were left on the items they were wearing and
      then their spirits returned peacefully to the circle of
      transmigration.”

      “… I don’t really like that,” said Isla.

      “If I could do an autopsy, I’d be able to tell whether they died
      instantly with a single blow or not, but that’s hard when they’re
      petrified,” said Isis, one of Legion’s personalities. “Even if
      that’s the case, isn’t it unnatural that there isn’t a single
      spirit? I thought that this might just be a place where the corpses
      are kept rather than the place they died, but there’s not even an
      insect spirit to be seen here.”

      “If that’s the case, maybe Gufadgarn-san has gathered the
      spirits in another place or purified them because they’d get in the
      way of the trials if they became Undead. In any case, we can’t do
      anything about them not being here,” Darcia said in conclusion.

      Indeed, there was nothing to be done.

      “So, Bocchan, what will we do? Should we search for the statue
      of the Elf woman named Martina?” Sam asked, bringing the discussion
      back to the main topic.

      The reason Vandalieu had been interested in the place where the
      challengers’ corpses were kept was because he wanted to make use of
      the corpse of Martina, the female Elf spirit-user who had once been
      a member of the Five-colored Blades. And there were about a
      thousand stone statues that had once presumably been corpses
      here.

      “… This is my personal opinion, but it seems unlikely that we
      will find her,” said Zadiris. “There are many statues with no
      heads, after all.”

      As she said, there were many statues of corpses that could be
      either human or Elf with no way of telling due to the damage to
      their heads.

      Elf women who became adventurers were relatively uncommon, and
      they were clearly distinguishable from Dwarves and Beast-people.
      They could even be distinguished from humans without a detailed
      autopsy, even if their bodies from the neck down were missing.

      Human, Dwarf and Beast-person men were the most common
      adventurers in the stone statues here, in that order. It wouldn’t
      be difficult to narrow the search down to less than twenty
      corpses.

      “Yes, it seems difficult, so let’s give up on finding her body
      here,” said Vandalieu.

      There would still be a problem after narrowing the search down
      to less than twenty corpses. There were almost no other criteria to
      narrow down their search.

      “If I recall, Your-Majesty-kun, you’ve heard her voice but not
      seen her face, right?” said Zandia.

      Indeed, Vandalieu had heard the female voice that he presumed to
      be Martina’s through an Undead insect once, but he had never seen
      her face!

      “That’s right,” said Vandalieu. “I have heard descriptions of
      her appearance, but… they were things like ‘hair like flowing
      gold,’ ‘blue eyes like gemstones,’ ‘skin like porcelain,’ ‘slender
      limbs’ and ‘voluptuous body.’”

      “Descriptions, especially ones written by royals and nobles, are
      pretty useless. She’d be pretty scary if she really did have
      slender limbs and a voluptuous body,” said Zandia.

      Indeed, such descriptions were of no use as a reference. The
      only useful detail in the descriptions was the color of her hair
      and eyes.

      “And even the color of her hair and eyes isn’t of any use.
      They’re all stone-colored now,” Basdia sighed.

      “It’s impossible to tell them apart by their personal
      belongings, too. The Guild cards hanging from their necks have been
      petrified as well and are stuck to their skin,” said Orbia in
      disappointment as she looked at a petrified, almost half-naked Elf
      woman.

      … It was clear from the supply area above that contained the
      equipment of the dead adventurers; the stone statues had had all of
      their equipment, accessories and belongings stripped from them.

      The statues weren’t completely naked; the light clothing and
      underwear beneath their armor remained.

      Perhaps even Gufadgarn had disliked the idea of stripping them
      naked, or perhaps he had hesitated to put the challengers’
      undergarments, which were not Magic Items, on display in the supply
      area. The possibility that he had found it too bothersome couldn’t
      be denied, either.

      But unless Martina had her name embroidered on her underwear, it
      was probably impossible to tell her apart from the others.

      Everyone turned their gaze towards Luciliano, who had once
      worked as an adventurer in the Mirg shield-nation, but he frowned
      and shook his head. He had apparently never seen Martina in person,
      either.

      “Well then, I suppose I’ll try one final test,” said
      Vandalieu.

      He extended a hand towards one of the statues at random and
      tried to use Dark King Magic to undo the petrification and return
      the statue to its original corpse form. The part his hand was
      touching gradually turned from cold, hard stone into what was still
      cold, but undeniably soft flesh.

      His companions’ eyes grew wide and they let out noises of
      surprise, but after a certain point, the reversal of the
      petrification stopped and the flesh turned back into stone once
      more.

      “Muh, it seems that the curse petrifying them is applying its
      effect constantly. There’s no guarantee that the curse will be
      undone even if I turn the whole corpse back to its original form,
      so let’s give up on this,” said Vandalieu.

      “I see. Should we load some of them into my carriage?” Sam
      suggested.

      Even if there were a few dozen candidate corpses, it was
      possible to carry them in Sam’s carriage.

      “Let’s not do that,” said Vandalieu. “They’re heavy, bulky and
      it’s a pain. Let’s take them with us on the way back if we
      can.”

      It would take a considerable amount of time, so he decided
      against it, opened the door and proceeded onwards.

      And on this floor, there was a trial of having to fight against
      Phobia Demons, who were constantly shrouded in an aura of fear,
      inside thick fog, but… the Phobia Demons were annihilated by
      Vandalieu and his companions in no time.

      The aura of fear had almost no effect on Vandalieu, whose mental
      structure was unlike those of ordinary people, and his Undead. In
      fact, the Aura of Fear Skill being active just made them easier
      targets by making the Demons’ presence clearer in the fog,
      equivalent to shouting, “I’m over here!”

      Heinz and the other members of the Five-colored Blades were
      waiting for the Trial of Zakkart in one of the Devils’ Nests in the
      Farzon Duchy.

      They had already finished their preparations.

      Their Item Box that allowed almost unlimited storage of items
      contained food, daily necessities, spare equipment, Potions and
      magic crystals, as well as cold-weather gear and Magic Items that
      would be effective against the Dungeons’ harsh environments.

      They had about a year’s supply of food and water; they weren’t
      worried about struggling in that regard like the last time they
      entered the Dungeon.

      Of course, they had been improving their skills in order to be
      able to clear the Trial of Zakkart, and they had been gathering
      knowledge and wisdom so that they would be able to make it deeper
      into the Dungeon than they had last time.

      At the time, Heinz’s party had consisted of four members and
      been reduced to three with the loss of Martina, but it had gained
      new reliable members, and now there were five members in total.
      They even had the power to seal Demon King fragments that had gone
      rampant.

      If they were to fight the Pure-breed Vampire Ternecia all over
      again, they would likely be able to defeat her. They were certain
      of that.

      As for their wisdom and knowledge, they had used the Mages’
      Guild, the Church of Alda and the archives of the Orbaume Kingdom
      to learn about not only Bellwood and the other heroes who defeated
      the Demon King, but Solder, Ark, Hillwillow and Zakkart as
      well.

      They had learned surprising truths, such as the fact that
      Farmaun Gold had founded the Adventurers’ Guild and spread the
      methods of utilizing monster materials, but the discovery of these
      methods was largely the achievement of Ark and the other
      creation-oriented champions.

      However, among the legends regarding the ‘fallen champion’
      Zakkart, there were almost none that described his achievements.
      Heinz and his companions still believed that the purpose of the
      Trial of Zakkart was to defeat Zakkart and become Bellwood’s
      successor; they simply wanted to know more about the foe they were
      to face.

      “Everything’s ready… or it’s supposed to be, but who knows,”
      Heinz sighed, standing beneath a hot summer sun.

      He looked at the Magic Item in his hand, the Trial Seeker that
      detected the next place where the Trial of Zakkart would
      appear.

      As usual, it was pointing to the surface of the valley.

      It hadn’t changed for about two months, since the beginning of
      summer.

      “Well, we have no choice but to wait, don’t we?” said the
      martial artist Jennifer’s voice from behind Heinz. “And we have to
      be careful to not get rusty. You’re not going to tell me that
      you’ve gotten tired of waiting and want to quit, are you?”

      “Of course not,” said Heinz, turning around to see Jennifer’s
      face and the party’s improvised campsite behind her. “You’d
      probably punch me if I said I wanted to quit after dragging you
      around this far.”

      “I won’t punch you, but I’ll give you a good kick,” said
      Jennifer. “It’s not like that Trial Seeker is broken, right?”

      “Yeah, I’ve checked it multiple times over the last few months.
      It’s functioning correctly,” said Heinz.

      “Then we just have to wait until the Trial of Zakkart appears,
      just like we have done until now,” said the Elf priestess Diana as
      she joined the conversation, drying her wet hair. “Summer baths are
      quite pleasant. Perhaps you should wash off your sweat, Heinz?
      Delizah and Selen are using the bath at the moment, however, so you
      would have to wait until they are finished.”

      “… You even built a bath,” Heinz murmured. “If we’re here for
      another month, you’ll probably cultivate the Devil’s Nest and begin
      some real construction work.”

      At first, the campsite had been a small one, just enough for
      Heinz and his companions to stay while waiting for the Trial of
      Zakkart to appear.

      But during their two-month wait, people had come to stay in the
      campsite to support Heinz’s party and travelling merchants started
      coming to keep their connections with them because they were
      honorary nobles, causing the campsite to gradually expand.

      It was already bigger than a small village, even though this was
      a dangerous Devil’s Nest where monsters roamed.

      “That might be a good idea. It’s not a big Devil’s Nest, and
      there aren’t any Dungeons,” said Jennifer.

      “And the monster numbers have been reduced quite a lot because
      of you and the the others hunting them to pass the time,” said
      Diana.

      As they were doing nothing but waiting, Heinz and his companions
      had an abundance of spare time and had returned to the city
      multiple times, but being away from the Dungeon for long periods of
      time made them anxious, and they were hesitant to take other
      requests and go into other Dungeons in this state.

      Thus, they had been hunting the monsters of this Devil’s Nest to
      pass the time. The monsters in this Devil’s Nest were Rank 5 at
      most and had no chance of defeating Heinz and his companions, so
      their number had decreased drastically in no time.

      Thus, this temporary campsite was peaceful despite being inside
      a Devil’s Nest. Even so, unintelligent monsters like Goblins would
      come attacking once every few days, but these were exterminated by
      Heinz’s supporters and the criminal slaves that had once been
      radical followers of Alda.

      “Duke Farzon may already be forming a plan for cultivating this
      place. It is possible that he is already in the preparation phase,”
      said Diana.

      “Once we come out of the Trial of Zakkart, this place might be a
      fully-built village instead of a Devil’s Nest,” said Heinz.

      “Heinz, about that…” Jennifer began.

      “I don’t need you to tell me… I don’t know where the Trial of
      Zakkart is right now, but there is someone else facing it. And
      they’re at least as skilled as we were when we survived inside the
      Dungeon for over a month, or even better,” Heinz muttered.

      The Trial of Zakkart Teleported to a new location approximately
      a month after its appearance if no challengers were inside it.

      In other words, it would stay in the same place for as long as
      there was a single challenger inside it.

      The next location for the Trial of Zakkart to Teleport to would
      be the surface of this valley, but the fact that it had not done so
      for over two months meant that someone was facing it right now.

      “To think that there are others who are as reckless as us. Even
      though I heard that there are almost no other challengers after you
      and the others warned everyone about it,” said Jennifer.

      “I wonder who it is. If they are adventurers who are B-class or
      higher, they would have started some rumors,” said Diana.

      “Diana, B-class isn’t enough. They’ve been in there for over a
      month, so they have to be A-class or above,” Jennifer pointed out.
      “Isn’t that right, Heinz?”

      “… I think so. And it’s over a month, at the very least,” said
      Heinz.

      The challengers could have survived inside the Trial of Zakkart…
      clearing it, for over two months, perhaps almost three months.

      If they had survived for that long, perhaps they had reached the
      42nd floor, the snowy mountain on which Heinz’s own party had
      turned back. Complicated emotions ran through Heinz’s mind as this
      thought occurred to him.

      “… I want us to be the ones to clear the Trial of Zakkart. But I
      don’t want to wish for the failure… the deaths of the ones who are
      facing it now,” he said.

      The Trial of Zakkart appearing before Heinz and his companions
      would mean that the ones who were facing it now were no longer
      inside it. There was a high chance that this would mean the
      challengers had died.

      “Don’t worry about it; those guys would have been prepared for
      that. And you guys made it back alive, so it doesn’t mean that
      they’ll definitely die, right?” said Jennifer.

      “That’s true, but… yeah. Let’s pray to Alda that they make it
      back alive,” said Heinz.

      “Yes. I am sure that Alda desires that as well,” said Diana.

      The three of them offered a short prayer for the safe return of
      the challengers that were out there somewhere, but… they would
      never have suspected that neither Alda nor Vandalieu’s party would
      be happy about this prayer.

      In fact, they would never have imagined that Vandalieu and his
      companions had already passed the ice field floor that was below
      the snowy mountain one, and had reached the lower floors.

      Heinz and his companions continued waiting for the Trial of
      Zakkart that could appear at any moment.

      
      	Name: Rapiéçage

      	Rank: 9

      	Race: No Life Chimera Zombie

      	Level: 0

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Dark Vision

      	Rapid Regeneration: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Deadly Poison Secretion (Tail): Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Physical Resistance: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Magic Resistance: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Enhanced Physical Ability: Entire body: Level 3 (NEW!)

      

      	
      Increased Attribute Values: Creator: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	Electrify: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	High-speed Flight: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 8 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Whip Technique: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Surpass Limits: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Coordination: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Sewing: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Armor Technique: Level 1 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	Dead Encroachment (NEW!)

      	■ァ■■■■’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      TLN: The katakana is ‘a’

      Monster explanation (Written by Luciliano):

      【No Life Chimera Zombie】

      A monster who has gone from being a Neo Patchwork Zombie to a
      Rank 7 Great Patchwork Zombie, then a Rank 8 Absolute Patchwork
      Zombie and then reached Rank 9.

      The race title presumably refers to a composite Zombie made by
      combining multiple lifeless corpses.

      Rapiéçage has not simply become stronger. She has acquired the
      ‘Enhanced Attribute Values: Creator’ Skill, which increases her
      Attribute Values when she is around or acting under the command of
      Master, who is her creator. She has also acquired the Unique Skill
      ‘Dead Encroachment,’ which allows her to encroach upon any dead
      that she touches and use them as a part of herself.

      The targets for her Dead Encroachment Skill are corpses that
      have not been processed (Thus, leather products and food products
      are not targets). It seems that Undead and equipment made of
      monster bones or skin are also not valid targets, but foes defeated
      by Rapiéçage can instantly be turned into remote parts of herself
      that she can control using the Long-distance Control Skill.

      However, I cannot determine whether she is becoming more like a
      magical girl or less like one.

      She has apparently acquired a divine protection, or a Unique
      Skill that is like a divine protection. But it is unclear as to
      which god has given it to her; she says that she cannot read
      it.

      
      	Name: Yamata

      	Rank: 9

      	Race: Orochi

      	Level: 0

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Dark Vision

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Deadly Venom Secretion (Fangs): Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Magic Resistance: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Underwater Adaptation

      	Dragon Scales: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Rapid Regeneration: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Body Extension (Neck): Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Enhanced Attribute Values: Creator: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	Singing: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Dancing: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Parallel Thought Processing: Level 7 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Scream: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 6 (NEW!)

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Surpass Limits: Level 7 (NEW!)

      	Aura of Fear: Level 5 (NEW!)

      	Mana Control: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 2 (NEW!)

      	Multi-Cast: Level 3 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	■■ン■■■’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      TLN: The katakana is ‘n’

      Monster explanation (Written by Luciliano):

      【Orochi】

      Yamata has increased her Rank and become a race whose title is a
      part of ‘Yamata no Orochi,’ which is mentioned in the documents
      left by the champion Hillwillow. It is not a Yamata no Orochi, but
      Yamata is an Orochi.

      According to Master, the Yamata no Orochi of Earth’s folklore
      and Yamata have different shapes and a different number of heads.
      Well, I do not imagine that the gods in charge of Statuses are
      knowledgeable about the folklore of other worlds, so perhaps the
      shape and number of heads, and the fact that Yamata is an Undead,
      are negligible errors to them.

      Yamata possesses nine heads that unleash sound wave attacks with
      the Scream Skill and the Aura of Fear Skill that mentally attacks
      those who look at her. Recently, she has become able to use
      No-Attribute Magic. In addition to that, she has acquired the
      Enhanced Attribute Values: Creator Skill like Rapiéçage… the one
      who originally created her was the Pure-breed Vampire Ternecia, but
      she underwent reconstruction after that, so Master is apparently
      now her creator.

      It is possible that this is because Yamata simply does not
      remember Ternecia, however.

      As she can use magic, she may be the closest to a magical girl
      after Zadiris among those who are using transformation staffs. But
      just what are magical girls?

      Like Rapiéçage, Yamata has also acquired a Unique Skill that
      seems to be a divine protection, but… she cannot read it, so it is
      unclear as to which god gave it to her.

      

    



    

    
      Chapter 175:There are some things that even an illusion cannot be forgiven for

      
      A floor of a slightly foggy land, not as cold as the ice field
      and snowy mountain middle floors, but still cold enough to keep ice
      from melting.

      This was the 80th floor, and as Vandalieu and his companions
      entered it, they saw several dozen ice pillars around the
      entrance.

      “Bocchan, I believe these are the ice statues,” said Sam,
      pointing at one of the pillars.

      Upon looking more closely at the pillar, it was not a pillar but
      rather a person encased in ice.

      According to the challengers from inside the Boundary Mountain
      Range, the challengers from outside the Boundary Mountain Range who
      fell in this Dungeon met one of two fates – becoming either a stone
      statue or an ice one. The ones frozen inside these pillars of ice
      were likely the ice statues.

      “Yes. If I recall, those who saw these statues thought that they
      were in poor taste, like some kind of warning about the trials from
      Gufadgarn, or some kind of hint,” said Vandalieu, approaching one
      of the ice statues to examine the person inside through the
      transparent ice.

      Like the stone statues, the person was wearing almost nothing
      that could be called equipment; they were in no more than their
      underwear.

      But unlike the stone statues, the color of their hair, eyes and
      skin could be seen.

      “But it doesn’t seem like they froze to death here,” said
      Rita.

      “This one has traces of burns, and that one looks uninjured at
      first glance but is missing his head,” said Saria.

      As they pointed out, if one examined the ice-covered corpses
      closely, they would see that they had fatal injuries that one could
      not imagine they received on this floor.

      Some of them had had their entire bodies cut to pieces and then
      seemingly reassembled like a jigsaw puzzle before being frozen in
      the ice.

      This was something that had taken a lot of effort. It seemed
      that the theory that this was some kind of warning or hint
      regarding the trials was not incorrect.

      “According to the records, this floor’s trial is commonly known
      as the ‘trial of temptation,’ isn’t it?” said Vandalieu.

      It was a trial where once the challengers proceeded a certain
      distance, their vision would be covered by the fog and they would
      hear auditory hallucinations from behind them. The voices of close
      friends who were supposed to be outside the Dungeon or family
      members that were supposed to be dead would say things along the
      lines of “That way is dangerous” and “Come back.”

      “And only two groups of challengers have ever faced this trial.
      But nobody has ever passed it,” said Iris.

      This was where the document containing the collective knowledge
      from Godwin and the other challengers ended. People had faced the
      Dungeon every year for a century, but this was as far as anyone had
      ever been.

      “Do the records say what state they were defeated in?” asked
      Eleanora.

      “Both groups apparently proceeded forward so that they wouldn't
      fall to the temptations, but… it seems that they got caught by
      pitfalls, separated in the fog and taken by surprise by monsters,”
      said Iris.

      “I see, so you can’t clear the trial just by resisting the
      temptations,” said Isla.

      Eleanora and Isla frowned as they realized how vicious this
      challenge was.

      “Even for Vandalieu-sama, it has taken over two months to reach
      this floor. It would not be strange… no, it would be normal for
      other challengers to take over three months to reach this point.
      They would have had a considerable amount of accumulated physical
      and mental fatigue,” said Eleanora. “Being in that state, if they
      heard the tempting voices of those close to them… even if they knew
      they were auditory hallucinations, shaking them off wouldn’t be
      easy.”

      “And even if they did, there were hidden traps and enemies in
      the fog… The only one who could clear this trial with no prior
      information would be Vandalieu-sama, who possesses the Danger
      Sense: Death spell,” said Isla.

      “If it was darkness, we’d be able to see through it with Dark
      Vision, but… Fog and smoke is a bit more difficult,” said
      Eleanora.

      As Eleanora was an Abyssal Vampire and Isla was an Undead,
      darkness was no hindrance to them. But they couldn’t see through
      fog and smoke, as they were physical substances in the air.

      “Gufadgarn might have expected Vampires to face the trial… What
      is it, Iris? You have been looking back and forth between me and
      the little girl for some time now,” said Isla.

      “Oh no, I was just thinking that you two are very in-sync, which
      puts me at ease,” said Iris, seeming to admire them.

      Isla and Eleanora blinked… and then silently turned to face each
      other.

      Bellmond looked at them, then pulled out a small hourglass from
      the luggage. “Now then… Fight!” she declared with her arms
      crossed.

      Still silent, Isla and Eleanora began grappling with one
      another.

      “Wha–?! What are they doing?!” Iris shouted, shocked.

      “Physical communication in order to maintain smooth relations,”
      Bellmond replied coolly. “Iris, you will become caught up in it if
      you do not step back.”

      “Shouldn’t
      we stop them?!”

      “It is not a problem. They are not using weapons, martial skills
      or magic, and the match will end once all of the sand in this
      hourglass has fallen… If they do not stop then, I will force them
      to.”

      “Iris, I… some warriors cannot form bonds without competing with
      one another,” said George.

      Since rules seemed to be in place, Iris accepted her father’s
      words.

      “Alright,” she said, reluctantly stepping back. But she kept
      glancing at Eleanora and Isla as they continued their match.

      “You
      little girl,” Isla grunted.

      “You old
      lady,” said Eleanora.

      With their hands interlocked, the two of them continued their
      contest of strength, emitting enough murderous intent to make even
      a seasoned knight faint in fear.

      Even though Iris knew that they wouldn’t start an actual fight
      to the death, she couldn’t help but feel anxious about it.

      Meanwhile, Vandalieu and the others were nonchalantly examining
      the ice statues, seeming to take no notice of the murderous intent
      being released nearby.

      “So, Bocchan, what will we do with these ice statues?” asked
      Sam.

      “They’re fewer in number than the stone statues above, but in
      the end, we still don’t know which of the corpses is Heinz’s
      companion,” said Vandalieu.

      “Hmm, could it be this person? I feel like I’ve seen her before…
      Ah, but I get the feeling that it’s this one, too… if I recall, she
      was an Elf woman, and she was blonde…” Darcia murmured, remembering
      that she had once seen Martina’s face before she was captured and
      killed.

      She peered at the faces through the ice and searched her
      memories, but it didn’t seem to be going well.

      “… Vandalieu, what color were her eyes, again?” she asked,
      sounding depressed.

      “Mom, you don’t have to force yourself to try to remember. If
      you can’t remember, it can’t be helped, and you probably only saw
      Martina once. And it’s not like you examined her in detail from up
      close,” said Vandalieu, comforting her.

      Indeed, Martina was a spiritual mage in the Five-colored Blades,
      so she would have taken a position at the back of the party rather
      than the front, so even when they captured Darcia, she would have
      been behind Heinz and Delizah.

      And after her capture, Darcia had been tortured and burned at
      the stake by High Priest Gordan. That was about ten years ago. The
      ones she remembered were High Priest Gordan, the one who conducted
      the torture and execution, and the front members of the
      Five-colored Blades.

      It wasn’t surprising that she couldn’t remember Martina’s
      face.

      And even Martina’s death in the Trial of Zakkart had happened
      several years after Darcia’s. As an adult Elf woman, her appearance
      wouldn’t have changed over the course of a few years, but it was
      possible that her hairstyle had changed.

      “Yes, it’s impossible after all. I might be able to remember if
      she was wearing the same equipment as she was when they captured
      me,” said Darcia.

      The corpses frozen in the ice were stripped of all their
      equipment and were in their underwear; it seemed that this made it
      even more difficult to make connections with Darcia’s hazy
      memories.

      “But Darcia-sama, there are some ice statues with their Guild
      Cards visible,” said Saria.

      Indeed, unlike the stone statues, the ice statues’ Guild Cards
      could be seen, though only one side was visible. Guild Cards were
      Magic Items that could display their owners’ Statuses on the back
      at their will, but there was information written on the front –
      their names and class at their Guilds.

      “I saw that, but it doesn’t seem like there are any with the
      name ‘Martina’ written on them,” said Darcia.

      “Indeed, and there are some who don’t have Guild Cards,” said
      Saria. “There are also some with Guild Cards that are broken or
      buried inside their bodies.”

      “It seems that they unfortunately got stuck between the severed
      sections of their bodies,” said Vandalieu.

      “If only they were buried in between their breasts,” said
      Rita.

      “But among the ice statues that we can see the Guild Cards of,
      the lowest we can see are C-class, and most of them are B and
      A-class,” said Vandalieu, paying no attention to Rita.

      Vandalieu had already used a clone to check all of the ice
      statues and learned that most of the ones he could check were
      high-class.

      It was likely that those whose Guild Cards couldn’t be checked
      were also high-class adventurers or knights and mercenaries with
      equivalent abilities.

      “Judging from the difference in the number of statues, the stone
      statues above are the weak challengers who quickly died on the
      upper floors. The ice statues might be the corpses of the stronger
      ones who made it past a certain point,” said Rita.

      “I don’t know why they’re divided like that when they haven’t
      even been turned into Undead,” said Saria.

      “Either Gufadgarn showed some respect for the dead, or there’s
      no real meaning behind it,” said Vandalieu.

      “And in the end, there are still no spirits,” said Darcia.

      They considered various things, but the important thing was
      still that there was not a single spirit around. Because of this,
      they could not confirm the identity of Martina, the spiritual mage
      Elf woman who had been one of Heinz’s companions.

      There
      were five Elf women among the ice statues.

      Eleanora and Isla, who had finished their showdown as all of the
      sand in the hourglass had fallen, joined in the discussion as if
      nothing had happened.

      “There should be much fewer Elves than humans, but… there are
      quite a lot of them,” said Eleanora.

      “Elves have better magical qualities than humans, and they have
      long lifespans so they can accumulate more knowledge,” said Isla.
      “About a thousand years ago, I heard that this is why the portions
      of humans and Elves among high-class adventurers are not that
      different.”

      Watching them from behind, Iris got the impression that the two
      of them actually got along quite well, but decided to keep quiet
      about it next time. She had the feeling that it would spark another
      fight.

      “Danna-sama, what shall we do? Five corpses should not be too
      heavy to carry, and it is likely that we can narrow them down even
      further if we examine them in detail,” Bellmond suggested, looking
      at the hands and figures of the ice statues.

      “… Let’s not do that. It would be a bother to try and make sure
      that the ice statues aren’t damaged in the trials ahead,” said
      Vandalieu.

      Before entering the Trial of Zakkart, he had been thinking of
      taking the corpse with them if they found it, but now that he was
      in the Dungeon, he realized that it was a more difficult Dungeon
      than he had originally anticipated.

      And after this floor was unknown territory, with no previous
      information available. It would probably be best to not take any
      unnecessary baggage.

      It was possible that they would be given the corpse on their way
      home if they asked Gufadgarn, too.

      “Companion…”
      groaned Rapiéçage.

      “Patchwork…?”
      said Yamata.

      Having anticipated the addition of a new patchwork companion,
      the two of them looked dejected.

      “I’ll make more companions when the trial is over, okay?” said
      Vandalieu, deciding to move forward without giving in. “Let’s
      proceed with me leading, and only the Undead and those with Mental
      Corruption left outside,” he said, gathering his thoughts.

      The party would proceed with only those that would be resistant
      to auditory hallucinations. And as Vandalieu took several steps
      past the ice statues, a fog enveloped the whole party, obstructing
      their vision.

      Vandalieu let out a scream. “From the echoes of my Scream Skill,
      I have a rough idea of where the enemies are. Hmm… Bellmond, use a
      cutting thread in the direction I’m pointing.”

      “Understood.”

      Like a bat hunting insects in the darkness, Vandalieu located
      the hidden enemies from a distance and Bellmond disposed of them
      with her threads as they proceeded.

      Every time her slender fingers danced in the air, a short scream
      came from beyond the fog, followed by the sound of multiple wet
      objects hitting the floor.

      “As expected of a Kunoichi. I’ll make a hachigane*, shurikens
      and fishnet tights,” said Vandalieu.

      
      TLN*: A hachigane is the protective headband that ninjas
      (such as the characters in Naruto) wear.

      

      “Danna-sama… It is true that I have acquired the Kunoichi Job,
      but I believe I would have no opportunity to wear fishnet tights
      even if you did give them to me,” said Bellmond, who was always
      wearing a tailcoat that didn’t reveal her legs.

      Why
      fishnet tights? The Empusa Kunoichi of Zanalpadna wore them, so
      perhaps it was a form of fashion. Then should I wear them under my
      clothes? Bellmond wondered as she manipulated her
      threads and removed the party’s obstacles.

      “If it’s just us, we might be able to get through this easily if
      we’re just careful of the traps,” Isla murmured.

      “Isla, turn around and perform a dash,” said Vandalieu’s
      voice.

      “Yes –
      hagh?!”

      “Isla, that was an auditory hallucination,” said the real
      Vandalieu, having pulled on Isla’s chain to stop her as she tried
      to obey the auditory hallucination’s order.

      “Fuh, I’m a failure as a servant, not even being able to tell
      whether Vandalieu-sama’s voice is the real one or not,” said
      Isla.

      “Eleanora, please come here,” said another auditory
      hallucination of Vandalieu’s voice.

      “Yes,
      Vandalieu-sama!”

      “… I was thinking it would turn out like this,” Vandalieu
      muttered, wrapping his extended tongue around Eleanora’s arm to
      stop her.

      It seemed that a resistance to effects on the mind was
      ineffective. And it seemed that this floor’s trial was even imposed
      upon the Undead.

      “Vandalieu, hurry and come back. This way,” said Darcia’s
      voice.

      “That’s right, Van. That way is dangerous,” said Pauvina’s.

      “No, Vandalieu! That’s not my voice!” the real Darcia cried.
      “And Pauvina-chan should be in Sam’s carriage right now!”

      “I can hear Mom’s voice in stereo sound,” Vandalieu murmured.
      “There’s one, two pitfalls there and one bear trap there.”

      It seemed that this floor’s auditory hallucinations were not an
      effect on the mental state to make challengers hear the voices of
      those close to them directly inside their heads; they were
      identical, physical recreations of the voices that could be heard
      through the ears. Thus, Mental Corruption and Grotesque Mind had no
      effect.

      But it seemed that Legion was the only one who could distinguish
      the auditory hallucinations from real voices.

      “Really?
      They sound completely different to me.”

      “HAHAHAHA!
      Our loyalty and belief prevail!”

      “Valkyrie, isn’t it simply that we don’t have ears?”

      “I wonder
      how we even perceive sound.”

      Indeed, it was likely because they didn’t have any organs
      equivalent to ears.

      But as Vandalieu was at the front, avoiding the traps and
      clearing the enemies pre-emptively, there were no obstacles
      stopping him and his companions from proceeding onwards.

      But as he continued on, no matter how many times he examined the
      Dungeon’s structure with the Labyrinth Creation Skill, there was no
      exit leading downwards.

      There
      are no stairs leading down? he thought.

      Would they not appear until the party had proceeded a certain
      distance?

      That was possible, but Vandalieu suddenly stopped walking as he
      realized that the pitfalls that he had already passed were
      vanishing.

      “… Our vision is obscured and there are only endless traps and
      enemies ahead of us. The auditory hallucinations tell us ‘Come
      here’ and ‘That way is dangerous.’ In other words, we have to go
      backwards, and the area ahead is dangerous,” said Vandalieu.
      “Everyone, turn around. The auditory hallucinations are right.”

      With those words, Vandalieu turned around on the spot. Bellmond
      and the others were all surprised by this sudden action, but they
      did not disobey their master, who appeared to be very certain of
      himself.

      But although Vandalieu remained cautious as they headed back
      towards the entrance, there were no more traps and enemies. The fog
      cleared up, and past the ice statues, there was a staircase leading
      downwards that hadn’t been there when the party arrived on this
      floor.

      “What in the world is this?” Bellmond murmured in
      bewilderment.

      “I’d forgotten until now, but… Zakkart once said, ‘Let’s take
      the time to obediently listen to the warnings of others.’ It’s
      probably to do with that,” Vandalieu replied.

      The ice statues on this floor… their backs were facing the
      entrance, a warning that proceeding forward would lead to failure.
      And the auditory hallucinations were true warnings.

      “W-what a contradictory trial…” Bellmond said, her face
      stiff.

      Proceeding forwards and then obeying voices that were clearly
      auditory hallucinations that told them to turn back in a Dungeon
      known as a ‘trial.’

      This wouldn’t be an easy decision for anyone to make.

      “I agree. What poor taste… well, not that it really matters,”
      said Eleanora.

      “I’ll
      overlook it this time,” said Isla.

      The two of them looked somewhat happy as they touched the chains
      on their wrists.

      “Well, it is a Dungeon that imposes trials on its challengers,
      so we have to accept that there are going to be some trials that
      are in poor taste. It doesn’t make much sense to complain about
      it,” said Vandalieu as he walked towards the stairs leading to the
      next floor.

      《The
      Level of the Scream Skill has increased!》

      The 95th floor of the Trial of Zakkart made Vandalieu want to
      retract the words that he’d spoken on the 80th floor.

      This floor’s trial created illusions of scenes that they feared
      the greatest.

      “Van, are
      you alright?” asked Pauvina.

      She and the others who hadn’t faced the false image trial didn’t
      see any illusions. It was likely that the illusions of this trial
      were created based on the personalities and memories of the
      challengers copied when the false images were created.

      “Van, is there something there? I mean, are you looking at
      something?” asked Legion.

      They had taken the trial, but they didn’t see any illusion
      either. It seemed that the trial was unable to decide what they
      would fear the most, as they were made of multiple souls fused
      together.

      “… Give me a moment,” said Vandalieu, the only one who could see
      an illusion.

      He was watching his citizens, friends and companions falling to
      the ground, enveloped in flames. He could see Heinz and believers
      of Alda, apparently the ones who had caused this, laughing.

      They were
      smiling, looking refreshed or relieved.

      “With this, justice has been done. The world is saved,” they
      said.

      Vandalieu knew that this was an illusion. Due to the effects of
      Grotesque Mind, the illusions were faint, and there was static in
      the voices of Heinz and the others, telling Vandalieu that this
      wasn’t reality.

      Other people might have felt the heat of the flames or smelled
      the scent of blood, but that didn’t happen for Vandalieu.

      It was clearly fake. If this was a trial intended for
      challengers to see through the illusions and overcome their fears,
      Vandalieu would happily clear it. It was truly simple.

      But Vandalieu was extremely dissatisfied with this!

      “… Death
      Cannon.”

      Vandalieu unleashed the Dark King Magic spell, Death Cannon, a
      condensed form of Death Bullets, at Heinz’s illusion. Even an
      S-class adventurer would have his Vitality helplessly stripped from
      him by this attack if it hit directly, but as this was an illusion,
      there was no effect.

      The
      illusion of Heinz continued to laugh.

      “Vandalieu-sama?!
      Calm yourself!” cried Eleanora.

      “Eleanora, I am very calm. No, I am confused. If you think about
      it, the fact that I’m firing Death Cannon at a lifeless illusion is
      proof that I’m not calm, isn’t it?” said Vandalieu.

      Calm
      down, he told himself. What do I need to do to
      erase an illusion? … I suppose I’ll need a physical attack. The
      heat and explosion of Flame Prison Death might have an effect, but
      it would be dangerous if the blast reached all the way here. So
      then, it has to be Dead Spirit Magic.

      Vandalieu unleashed Bone Flame Jailing Destruction Bullet, a
      black, skull-shaped fireball, but Princess Levia went straight
      through the illusion. A dying scream echoed out, and after a while,
      she returned with a perplexed expression on her face.

      “Your Majesty, I don’t know what I’m supposed to be burning. Was
      I right to hit that Demon over there?” she asked.

      “I’m sorry, I forgot that this illusion is only visible to me,”
      said Vandalieu, realizing that he still hadn’t recovered his
      composure.

      But he noticed that Bone Flame Jailing Destruction Bullet did
      touch the illusion; it hadn’t missed completely.

      But the illusion had merely wavered a little. He needed a more
      effective method of attack.

      So,
      do I have to use the Demon King’s fragments? he
      thought.

      With this idea, he threw the Demon King’s horns and carapace at
      the illusion. He produced a cannon barrel with the Demon King’s
      blood and unleashed a ray of light that combined Artillery
      Technique, the Demon King’s eyeballs and the Demon King’s
      luminescent organs.

      But all of them pierced straight through the illusion, and
      although the dying screams of what were apparently monsters in the
      distance echoed out from beyond, the illusion was still just
      flickering a little.

      “Oi, everyone, fall back!” shouted Borkus. “The kid’s lost his
      cool!”

      “We cannot stop him while he is in this state, after all,” said
      Sam.

      “Vandalieu, don’t go overboard, okay?” said Darcia.

      Everyone took some distance from Vandalieu as he was releasing
      attacks at an illusion that none of them could see. Meanwhile,
      Vandalieu stopped attacking once more and fell into thought.

      It’s
      not like physical attack power has no effect, but maybe it’s really
      no good without magic? But the only other thing left is the
      no-attribute spell ‘Mana Bullet’… No, it could
      work.

      Death Cannon was a spell that Vandalieu cast by condensing Death
      Bullets, which were the death-attribute version of Mana Bullets.
      Thus, it should be possible for him to condense Mana Bullets as
      well in order to improve the effective range and power of the
      spell.

      “Out-of-body Experience, Transcend Limits…” Vandalieu
      murmured.

      His spirit-form produced multiple heads and then divided even
      further. Vandalieu activated Parallel Thought Processing,
      High-speed Thought Processing and even the Transcend Limits
      Skill.

      Vandalieu converged as much of it as he could at the tip of his
      finger, but as no-attribute Mana quickly dispersed, it didn’t go
      very well. It kept dispersing with a bursting noise.

      Heinz and the other followers of Alda continued to laugh inside
      Vandalieu’s illusion. Even though Vandalieu’s beloved citizens of
      Talosheim were lying on the ground, they didn’t even look back at
      them.

      “Even if this is an illusion, I can’t leave them like this,”
      Vandalieu said.

      《The
      Level of the No-Attribute Magic Skill has increased!》

      《No-Attribute
      Magic has awakened into the Hollow King Magic Skill, and Grotesque
      Mind has awakened into the Deformed Soul Skill!》

      In a single instant, Vandalieu converged no-attribute Mana,
      uncolored by any attribute, into the tip of his finger. The
      pressure of the Mana ruptured the capillaries in his arm.

      “It’s a simple name, but I suppose I’ll call this ‘Hollow
      Cannon.’”

      And then
      he unleashed it at the illusion.

      As Eleanora and the others stared at him in disbelief from
      behind, the recoil from the Hollow Cannon destroyed Vandalieu’s
      hand. The beam erased the illusion and, with overwhelming force, it
      buried itself in the ceiling of the Trial of Zakkart. And then it
      pierced through and broke the ceiling as well!

      Perhaps the fact that Vandalieu was careful enough to make sure
      the beam wasn’t pointed downwards at the floors that he still
      needed to clear was proof that he was still composed.

      Vandalieu forcibly adjusted his crushed hand back to its
      original shape as he gave a satisfied nod towards the illusion that
      had vanished without a trace and the hole that had opened in the
      ceiling… and then, as he had spent all of his Mana, he collapsed
      onto the floor.

      At that moment, the entirety of the Trial of Zakkart, which
      existed in a special plane of space, trembled.

      “Oooh, OOOOH! OOOOOOOOOOOH!” Gufadgarn roared, his voice
      sounding like a scream as he desperately drew as much of his power
      out as he could to maintain the Dungeon.

      What on earth had happened? Could it be that Alda, the god of
      law and fate, had forcibly descended upon the world, rushed towards
      the Boundary Mountain Range, kicked down the barrier and was now
      trying to destroy the Trial of Zakkart in exchange for a great
      portion of his power?

      No, this enormous power had been generated from inside the
      Dungeon.

      The owner of this tremendous power… enough to cause great damage
      to a Dungeon personally maintained by Gufadgarn, the evil god of
      labyrinths.

      Among those currently inside the Dungeon, this could only be
      Vandalieu.

      “OOH,
      ZAKKART! MY MASTER!”

      To be able to release this amount of power with a mortal body…
      as expected of the one who would become the successor to Zakkart.
      Gufadgarn’s fear of this power did not disappear, but his emotions
      were ruled by an excitement that pounded in his heart, even greater
      than that fear.

      Gufadgarn felt fear at the fact that one of his own trials had
      caused Vandalieu to feel enough of something… enough fear and anger
      to unleash that much power. But to Gufadgarn, even that fear was
      just another thing that filled the emptiness in his heart.

      Vandalieu was dreaming, in a stress-free, light mood.

      He was in such a good mood that he could have rolled around on
      the ground while humming.

      But he suddenly realized that a large number of pieces of
      himself had fallen into his surroundings. It was likely that
      attacking with Hollow Cannon had caused a spiritual something to be
      sent flying and scattering from him.

      He couldn’t feel calm leaving the pieces scattered like that, so
      he picked them up and gathered them into one place. He tried to
      stick the pieces back onto himself, hoping that they would return
      to him, but it was impossible.

      “Ah! I’ll split them among everyone, just like how I gave the
      things to Vigaro and the others.”

      Having come up with this idea, Vandalieu began crawling across
      the ground, looking for people to give his own fragments to… by the
      next time he dreamed, his leg that was now in pieces would probably
      be back to normal.

      “I’m sorry for pushing myself too far,” said Vandalieu.

      He had spent all of his Mana, but due to the synergetic effects
      of his Level 10 Automatic Mana Recovery Skill and his Level 3
      Increased Mana Recovery Rate Skill, he had woken up about an hour
      later.

      After that, he had felt strangely overjoyed at the fact that he
      still had both of his legs, and then explained the situation and
      apologized to everyone.

      “I knew that it was an illusion, and that I’ve taken a lot of
      steps so that Talosheim wouldn’t fall into the state that I saw in
      the illusion so easily even if Heinz and the others attacked, and I
      haven’t forgotten that I left Mikhail and the others there. But I
      couldn’t hold myself back,” Vandalieu said remorsefully.

      “How am I supposed to scold a guy who’s already aware of all of
      that?” said Borkus.

      “Muh, well, you must restrain yourself next time,” said Zadiris.
      “Or you must do things in a better way.”

      The two of them had complicated expressions on their faces.

      In the end, everyone was safe, but taking a risk in this Dungeon
      that didn’t need to be taken wasn’t something that could be
      praised.

      But the enemies on this floor had already been wiped out by
      Vandalieu’s attack, and he had enough fighting allies around him
      for it to not be a problem for him to lose consciousness for a
      while.

      On top of that, all of those who had followed Vandalieu were
      aware that he was insane. There was no point in being wary of that
      fact now.

      That should have been the case, but could things really be
      resolved so easily by telling Vandalieu not to worry about it?

      “Bad
      Van,” said Pauvina.

      “You have to be careful not to use all of your Mana next time,”
      said Darcia, in a stronger tone than usual. “And even if you do,
      you can’t use Bellmond-san’s blood to recover it.”

      “Kuh… that is right, Danna-sama,” said Bellmond as she ran her
      fingers over her neck, her face looking like she was in pain.
      “Please do things in a better way next time.”

      Borkus and Zadiris were startled at the fact that they were
      actually scolding him.

      “Yeah,
      that’s bad,” said Vigaro, joining in.

      “Uoh, Vigaro beat me to it?!” Borkus exclaimed. “Listen, kid,
      what you did is bad.”

      “Mmm, it
      is bad, boy,” said Zadiris.

      “I wonder
      if it’s really alright for you to say that,” Jeena
      said to Borkus.

      “Mother, where’s the sternness you showed towards me when I was
      young?” said Basdia, glaring at Zadiris with half-closed eyes.

      It seemed that Vandalieu’s lecturing would come to an end with
      the word ‘bad’ summing it up.

      “Yes, I’m sorry. I’ll do things better next time. I need to
      practice both Hollow King Magic and Dark King Magic,” said
      Vandalieu.

      The situation hadn’t actually become too serious, and they had
      gained rewards in the form of Vandalieu awakening new superior
      Skills, so there was little use in spending a long amount of time
      to have everyone voice their opinions.

      The moment the lecturing ended, Eleanora, Isla and Legion began
      pouring praise on Vandalieu.

      “More importantly, to destroy a floor of the Dungeon with a
      spell… as expected of Vandalieu-sama,” said Eleanora.

      “I haven’t even heard of a superior No-Attribute Magic Skill. As
      expected of Vandalieu-sama indeed,” Isla agreed.

      The two of them were both aware that they had become yes-women
      who would never disapprove of anything that Vandalieu did.

      “I don’t really know how amazing that is, but that’s amazing,”
      said Legion.

      “That
      is the reason we were silent while they were lecturing you, okay?”
      said Eleanora.

      This was in fact a historically unprecedented achievement.

      “Incidentally, Master, I wonder if you could explain the spell
      that you used?” said Luciliano.

      “Well then, should I explain as we proceed forwards? It seems
      that there are no illusions, monsters or traps left on this floor,”
      said Vandalieu.

      
      	Name: Bellmond

      	Age: Approximately 10,000 years old (18
      at time of Vampire transformation)

      	Title: Ternecia’s Foolish Dog (REMOVED!)
      Eclipse Emperor’s Loyal Dog (NEW!)

      	Rank: 12

      	Race: Noble-born Abyssal Vampire Duchess
      (Forest-Monkey-type Beast-person)

      	Level: 7

      	Job: Kunoichi Master

      	Job level: 5

      	Job history: Apprentice Hunter,
      Apprentice Thief, Thief, Assassin, Servant, Thread-user, String
      Master, Tailed Beast Warrior, Mage, Executioner,
      Kunoichi

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Dark Vision

      	Superhuman Strength: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Rapid Regeneration: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Status Effect Resistance: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Super-Self-Enhancement: Subordination: Level 1 (Awakened from
      Self-Enhancement: Subordination!)

      

      	Super Mana Recovery: Damage: Level 2 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Detect Presence: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Intuition: level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mental Corruption: Level 7

      	
      Enhanced Physical Ability (Tail): Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	
      Strengthened Attack Power while equipped with Thread: Large
      (NEW!)

      

      	Mana Enlargement: Level 1 (NEW!)

      	Self-Enhancement: Guidance: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	Bloodwork: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Archery: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Throwing: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Dagger Technique: Level 9

      	Wind-Attribute Magic: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Control: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	High-speed Flight: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Silent Steps: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Trap: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Dismantling: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Transcend Limits: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Housework: Level 10

      	Thread-reeling: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Unarmed Fighting Technique: Level 6 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Assassination Technique: Level 4 (NEW!)

      	Magic Fighting Technique: Level 4 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique skills:
      
      	Offering

      	Petrifying Demon Eye: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	ヴ■■■■■’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      TLN: The katakana is "v"

      Race
      explanation (Written by Luciliano):

      【Vampire
      Duke】

      An almost legendary kind of being of which only a few have
      existed in history… though as Master’s apprentice, I do witness
      legendary beings considerably frequently.

      Although documents possessed by the Guilds merely describe
      Vampire Dukes as Noble-born Vampires that possess tremendous power
      that rivals that of gods, in Talosheim, I am able to observe one in
      the flesh to my heart’s content.

      The power of her slicing threads is constantly boosted due to
      the ‘Strengthened Attack Power while equipped with Thread’ Passive
      Skill, and she gains a bonus to surprise attacks with the
      Assassination Technique Skill. And as Master has provided threads
      made of the Demon King’s fur, which is almost invisible to the
      naked eye and yet possesses strength and durability rivaling that
      of Orichalcum, any target she sets her sight upon is doomed.

      Even if they already have Bellmond in their sights, it is still
      possible that her threads catch them by surprise and slice their
      bodies to pieces.

      It is surprising that her Self-Enhancement: Subordination Skill
      has awakened into a superior Skill. There are several previous
      instances of a Self-Enhancement Skill awakening into the superior
      Super-Self-Enhancement Skill. But such instances were Skills such
      as Duty, Chivalry, Salvation and Devotion; I have never heard of
      Subordination awakening into a superior Skill.

      … I will not mention to her that this fact alone is not of much
      significance.

      Incidentally, she has received a divine protection recently, but
      as in previous cases, we do not know the name of the being who gave
      it to her. She herself said, “It could be… No, it cannot be. It
      would be hasty to decide on that just because the first character
      is the same. I am excessively self-conscious.”

      With those words, she refused to tell me what that character
      was.

      Well, I
      do have a good hunch as to what it is.

      Incidentally, as an apprentice, I still have not received a
      divine protection from a mysterious being at this point in
      time.

      
      	Name: Saria

      	Rank: 10

      	Race: Living Genocide Maid
      Armor

      	Level: 89

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Special Five Senses

      	
      Strengthened Physical Ability: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Water Element Resistance: Level 10 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	Physical Attack Resistance: Level 10 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	
      Self-Enhancement: Subordinate: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Self-Enhancement: Murder: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Murder Healing: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Enhanced Attribute Values: Creator: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      	
      Strengthened Physical Ability: Spirit Form: Level 4 (NEW!)

      

      	Self-Enhancement: Guidance: Level 4 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	Housework: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Halberd Technique: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Coordination: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Archery: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Spirit Form: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Armor Technique: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Aura of Fear: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 3 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Control: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Water-Attribute Magic: Level 4 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Surpass Limits: Level 2 (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      	Unique Skills:
      
      	■■■■ル■’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      	Name: Rita

      	Rank: 10

      	Race: Living Genocide Maid
      Armor

      	Level: 92

      	Passive skills:
      
      	Special Five Senses

      	
      Strengthened Physical Ability: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Fire Element Resistance: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Physical Attack Resistance: Level 10 (LEVEL
      UP!)

      	
      Self-Enhancement: Subordinate: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      

      	Self-Enhancement: Murder: Level 8 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Murder Healing: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	
      Enhanced Attribute Values: Creator: Level 5 (NEW!)

      

      	
      Strengthened Physical Ability: Spirit Form: Level 4 (NEW!)

      

      	Self-Enhancement: Guidance: Level 4 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Active skills:
      
      	Housework: Level 4

      	Naginata Technique: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Coordination: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Archery: Level 7 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Throwing: Level 10 (NEW!)

      	Spirit Form: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Long-distance Control: Level 9 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Armor Technique: Level 10 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Aura of Fear: Level 6 (LEVEL UP!)

      	No-Attribute Magic: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Mana Control: Level 2 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Fire-Attribute Magic: Level 5 (LEVEL UP!)

      	Surpass Limits: Level 2 (NEW!)

      

      

      	Unique Skills:
      
      	■■■■ル■’s Divine Protection (NEW!)

      

      

      

      
      TLN: The katakana is "ru" in both twins' Statuses.

      

      Monster
      explanation (Written by Luciliano):

      【Living
      Genocide Maid Armor】

      Though it is perhaps unnecessary to go out of my way to mention
      this, these are monsters that have never before appeared in
      Lambda’s history.

      They are so proficient in the use of magic that one cannot help
      but wonder whether they truly were once mere maids; they are so
      powerful in combat that even an A-class adventurer could not take
      them on alone.

      Both of them possess a Level 10 Physical Attack Resistance Skill
      and each of them possesses a Level 10 resistance Skill to either
      the water or fire attribute. Even their armor possesses enough
      defensive power to match Artifacts… though one would never suspect
      this based on their appearances.

      As they have newly acquired a Skill called ‘Enhanced Physical
      Ability: Spirit Form,’ one cannot underestimate their spirit form,
      even though spirit form is normally merely a supplement to real
      muscles. But does spirit form count as a physical part of the
      body?

      In any case, they have acquired this Skill, so it must
      count.

      Incidentally, the younger sister Rita is more proficient in the
      use of magic, but Saria is more skilled at what is supposed to be a
      maid’s true duty – housework. Or rather, it seems that Rita has put
      too much effort into her magic training.

      And it seems that both of them have recently received a divine
      blessing from what can be assumed to be the same being. And again,
      only one part of that being’s name can be read.

      I get the feeling that it is about time to ask Master
      himself.
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