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Overlord Prologue


Part 1


  The massive door seemed to shriek as it slowly opened. The ear-piercing sound never went away, no matter how many times he oiled it.


  The reason was clear — because the door’s metal parts were warped beyond repair.


  Replacing those parts meant the door would no longer make that sound, but he — Suzuki Satoru — did not feel it was necessary.


  Spending money on this door, which he only used when he went to and came back from work, was too much of a waste.


  In addition, he had come to think of this creepy noise as a welcome, so he was somewhat attached to it.


  The most important thing was that this noise could serve as a burglar alarm of sorts — provided any burglars actually came to this broken-down apartment.


  Nobody would think there was anything valuable hidden behind a door that made this kind of noise.


  After all, if anyone was going to the effort of robbing a house, they would probably rob another, more promising home instead.


  The white lights in the ceiling came on, triggered by motion sensors, and the ancient air purifier rumbled to life.


  The hollow, cold and dark sensation still remained, despite the lights turning on. The scene beyond this door was the very picture of lonely, gloomy abandonment. However, this was an everyday sight for him.


  He closed the door and engaged the three locks, but even so, any thief could probably still break in.


  “An electronic lock… huh?”


  Perhaps he should use something better here.


  However, Suzuki Satoru’s high-speed mental calculations concluded that he should not waste his limited capital on theft prevention. The possibility of someone robbing him was very low, and at the moment he felt that his effort would be wasted, so he discarded the idea of spending money on it.


  Truthfully speaking, he was not that poor. His salary was meager, but he still lived above the poverty line. He had an ample balance in his bank accounts, but he had no idea how to spend that money.


  He forced himself to be thrifty because he felt that he should not waste money. He felt that some day, he would have the chance to use that money to enjoy himself.


  He tossed his beat-up shoes aside, and suddenly his steps through the entrance hall felt very light, as though the heaviness of his previous movements were all because of his shoes.


  The kitchen was near the hallway, and it was practically empty. To begin with, there were no cooking utensils at all. Suzuki Satoru washed his hands in the kitchen, then took out a towel, which he wetted. After that, he opened the small, old fridge — for some reason, he felt bad that it was still there — and took out his dinner.


  Eating was important. Hunger would reduce his ability to think, and it would inconvenience his comrades. He passed three doors along the way — the toilet, the bathroom, and the bedroom, before finally opening the innermost door, to be greeted by a somewhat small room.


  A black frame about 100 centimeters wide rested upon a stand of some sort. In front of that was a comfortable-looking, high-class chair, complete with a footrest. On the side was a remote control and power cables, resting on a wheeled, two-layered table. These were the only things in the room, apart from a calendar on the wall.


  The furniture was clustered in the center of the room. The lack of anything else might make people think that the owner of this room was an empty shell of a human being who had no interest in anything. Upon the table was the sole bastion that attested to his humanity; a photo of a happy family cradling a baby.


  Suzuki Satoru came to the chair and laid his dinner on the table. Then, he undid his necktie and dumped it on the ground. After that, he pulled off his air filtering mask and his goggles in a single motion.


  His coats were next. He peeled them off, one after the other, and the sense of liberation he felt blooming from within was evident on his face.


  Then, he shed his pants. In his unsightly attire of shirt and boxers, he wiped himself down with the damp towel. Although he planned to take a steam bath afterwards, he could not stand the discomfort of a sticky body.


  As he wiped himself, he hooked his clothes on the tip of his toe and kicked them into a small pile in the corner of the room. Although they were contaminated by the outside air, they were still his property, which he had paid for, so he would need to wash them to get the dirt off. However, he would do that later — it was too troublesome right now.


  He focused on wiping his face and hands, the parts of him which had been exposed to the outside air, and then laid the blackened cloth on the desk. After that, he practically threw himself onto the chair. It was brand name stuff, made by one of the Big Eight corporations in the world. It might well have been the most expensive thing in the entire apartment. Despite how delicate it looked, it did not even creak under the weight of a grown man, in stark contrast with the main door.


  The man sighed deeply, and looked at the ceiling with dull, expressionless eyes. Then, he turned a keen gaze on the calendar.


  “Ah, it’s still a long way off…”


  It was still the middle of the week. His next rest day seemed unbearably distant.


  “Ah—. Ah—. Ah—. Ah—.”


  As Suzuki Satoru mused on the number of days remaining, he ended up making a bunch of strangely modulated, and ultimately unintelligible noises with his mouth. After that — as though his batteries had run out — the noises stopped.


  Then, a smile dawned on his face.


  “Ah well, forget it.”


  Indeed. As long as he thought of what would soon come, even pain like that could be forgotten.


  Suzuki Satoru picked up his dinner, which he had just laid on the table.


  He inserted the straw into the steak-flavored liquid food, and sucked it up.


  It was little more than a sticky, meat-flavored gel. The truth was that it was awful, but he strongly felt that the pursuit of perfection in food was pointless. After all, it all became shit in the end, so investing money in it was pointless. The important thing was filling one’s stomach, and if it was not nutritious enough, there were always pills for that.


  After that, Suzuki Satoru gulped down several multivitamin and supplement pills with a mouthful of health drink.


  That was the end of his 220 yen dinner. He usually ate lunch outside, which was more expensive than the most economical meal he could get, so he had to save money on his breakfast and dinner.


  After replenishing his nutrients, Suzuki Satoru finally began acting like a human being.


  Unlike the clumsy fumbling when he first came home, his eyes were bright and his movements were nimble.


  He picked up a black power cable, which was connected to a wall outlet.


  Suzuki Satoru removed the protective plastic covering on one end of the plug, revealing a plug that was roughly three centimeters across. A silver gleam blended with the liquid glittering of the slippery protective fluid.


  He held the cable in one hand and lifted up the hair on the back of his neck with the other. The subdued glint there came from the man-made object embedded in the nape of his neck.


  With practiced ease, he opened the roughly-three-centimeter cover on the back of his neck. The sliding motion exposed the socket hidden beneath it.


  He pressed the plug home, without any hesitation.


  “Ohh…”


  In time with his quiet sigh, he could feel light moving through his body, as though his blood vessels were filled with radiance.


  The room had not changed, but his field of vision was different now.


  Several windows popped up within his line of sight, showing him the information flowing into the processor within his brain.


  He began operating the CPU.


  Someone from an earlier age might look askance at the strange gestures he was performing in empty space. However, his cranial CPU read the weak electrical impulses of his synapses — in other words, it was thought-controlled — and converted it into data.


  His thoughts reached his supercomputer through the medium of the cable, and turned on the television. The power came on, and a screen appeared in the black frame.


  Within it, a primly-dressed Japanese female began reading the news.


  “—The conflict that started last year between the 2nd European Arcology and the 3rd European Arcology—”


  He manipulated an invisible console and changed the channel.


  “—Regarding the three mega corporations in the capital, Neo Kyoto—”


  He changed the channel again.


  “—Arrested for the sale of illegal cyberware in Neo Kyoto Hachijo—”


  The screen flickered rapidly between several channels, but the news he was hoping to see did not appear. Suzuki Satoru moved his hand, and turned off the TV.


  “Then — let’s begin.”


  He picked up the helmet that almost covered his entire head as mandated by the computer laws, connected another wire to his neck and linked it to the helmet, then put it over his head.


  Although it was supposed to be a full-face helmet, the camera mounted on the outside would transmit its video signal directly to the brain, so his field of vision was still clear.


  This helmet included a system that would automatically record everything which went on in the virtual world. As an aside, it would retain footage for a month, automatically deleting it after that.


  A lot of people wanted to avoid wearing this helmet. It was only natural, since putting it on was something like giving up one’s privacy.


  Yet, almost everyone wore these helmets.


  It was not just because of the law.


  It was because it protected people.


  The neural nano-interface was a human brain augmentation which allowed it to function as a supercomputer — a super high-performance personal computer. It was essential for daily life, but sometimes they were used in crimes as well.


  In particular, hackers would use the brains of others as a springboard to commit crimes.


  Because of that, helmets like these could prove one’s innocence, even if the wearer was implicated in a crime. One could say this was the safety net of the computing world. In contrast, not having one of these greatly increased the chances that one might be charged when involved in a crime, so only a handful of people chose not to wear them.


  He noted the words that said recording had begun, and then he operated the console window floating near his hand. He opened several new windows nearby, then brought one of them near his hand and touched it.


  The window he touched had the word Yggdrasil on it.


  Soon, Suzuki Satoru’s real life would begin. However—


  Suddenly, an alert rang in his ear. Only he could hear it.


  A frustrated expression came over his face.


  The newly-appeared window said, “Intracranial nanomachine depletion over 85%. Please replenish nanomachines.”


  “Haa…”


  Suzuki Satoru sighed with exaggerated loudness, in response to the damper on his enjoyment. Nobody was here, of course, but he could not help wanting to express his feelings.


  “Fine, fine, I got it, I got it…”


  Suzuki Satoru minimized the window, which was making annoying alert noises.


  “I know. I don’t want to be booted out halfway during the game because of an error, so sit there and wait…”


  He grabbed the painless syringe as he mumbled to himself.


  The injector looked like a seal stamp as he brought it to his arm, and then he pressed it. Much like how he felt when he inserted the plug into his head, he felt a radiance moving through his body.


  It started from his arms, and then spread through his body like wildfire.


  He calmly placed the empty syringe on the table. He could cheaply exchange it for a new one at a clinic, but if he broke it, the replacement would be very expensive. Therefore, he treated it carefully, in order not to waste money needlessly.


  A message told him that a quantity of cerebral nanomachines had been infused into his body, and then it automatically vanished.


  And now, the preparations were complete.


  That should be everything. There should be nothing else to get in his way.


  Nobody would call him, so there was no need to switch off the integrated mobile phone network.


  His eyes gleaming like a teenager at a theme park, Suzuki Satoru clicked the window named Yggdrasil.


  —The world changed.


  His cerebral nanomachines began their computations, disrupting his field of vision and taking control of his voluntary nervous system, and everything changed.


  An empty void extended in all directions — no, there were things sparkling in the darkness like stars — like space. Among them floated a gigantic tree that seemed to encompass everything.


  Part of his visual field flickered, and if he tilted his head to the side, he could see something.


  It was a monster.


  Red-black flames burned in the eyes of the skeletal monster.


  He was not at all confused or afraid by the inhuman being that had appeared out of nothingness. Naturally, it was because that creature was his other self, with which he was intimately familiar.


  He reached out a hand — and in the moment that he touched the skeleton, his point of view changed once more.


  Countless lines of algorithms swept across his vision, and they vanished in an instant. They seemed to have some significance, but since he knew nothing about them, they were meaningless to him. Besides, not knowing them would not inconvenience him in the slightest.


  However, there was one line that he recognized.


  It was on the bar at the top of his view. If the number on the right did not reach 100%, the adventure would not begin.


  With nothing to do, he looked at his hands. They were now bereft of flesh, with only skeletal, inhuman hands in its place.


  He clenched his fists and opened them again. While the sensations were dull, it was close to reality now.


  The number on the top row became the 100% he was hoping for, and several icons appeared. The one he selected was composed of a triangle joined to a rectangle.


  In other words, the HOME button.


  If he clicked it, it would in turn change shape into a bar that represented a waiting area.


  The 18/30 on it represented that out of the maximum of 30 people, there were 18 already there. He hid his growing excitement under his unmoving, skeletal face, and then touched it with a bony hand. After that, he selected YES when he was asked “Are you sure?”


  —Beginning entry.


  —Please stand by.


  The female voice coming from beside his ear had a musical quality about it, and sounded like a human speaking. Of course, it was electronically generated.


  Even people with good senses could not tell the difference. He knew that only someone like his friend, with excellent hearing — which his friend called “useless pitch” — would know about it. That piece of information came from that friend’s elder sister, who told him about it in great detail.


  While it was good that she told him that, she had no intention of hiding her hatred of the people who stole her job, so he looked back on that thirty-minute lecture — more of a protest, actually — with a small amount of dread.


  Even if people with experience in the field knew it was pointless, he still believed in that rumor of the online world — that telling the voice to hurry up would let you into the game more quickly. Therefore, he said to the voice: “Let me in faster.”


Part 2


  The world of darkness filled with light.


  It was a strange feeling — though he closed his eyes, it felt like they were still open — but after it passed, he found himself standing in a room within a building. The brief disorientation he felt as his mind switched over to a fictional world quickly faded away.


  He carefully looked around his surroundings.


  The room was made of some kind of gray inorganic material, which looked like concrete, and it had a high ceiling. Though there were no obvious light sources, a side of the ceiling glowed with white light.


  “Yo~ Momonga-san. Thanks for coming.”


  Someone called out to him.


  Suzuki Satoru — Momonga — had logged into Yggdrasil countless times before, but nobody had ever spoken to him in this room, so he was confused for a moment. However, because it was a familiar voice — or perhaps it was the voice of one of the people in this clan that he was closest to — his mood immediately changed, and he answered:


  “Ah — Peroroncino-san, good evening. Glad you came.”


  The voice addressing him came from a man with the head of a ferocious beast, with wings on his back. He wore a suit of shiny golden armor.


  “Ya~ it scared me. Momonga-san is the first person I’ve ever encountered here.”


  “Same here! It seems we logged in at almost the same time.”


  “Well, this sort of thing happens. The real surprise is why it didn’t happen before now. After all, there should be a lot of people who get off work and log in right away, around the same time.”


  His friend — Peroroncino — walked toward him.


  With every step Peroroncino took, golden motes scattered from his armor and vanished in mid-air. Bathed in the afterglow, he cut an imposing figure.


  “I’ve never seen that effect before. What’s up with that? Could it be that it’s from a data crystal dropped by monsters in the newly discovered area?”


  “Nope~”


  Peroroncino’s face did not change. A regrettable deficiency was that one’s avatar could not change expressions to match one’s voice. Still, his voice was perfectly clear, and so was the happiness in his words.


  “It’s a character effect, from a cash shop item.”


  Momonga felt like the ground had just opened up under him. He should have displayed an emoticon, but he was not in the mood for that. Instead, he stalked up toward Peroroncino.


  “No way! Why? Peroroncino-san, how could you betray me like this? How could you betray our fiery friendship! Didn’t we both promise to play without using cash items?”


  Indeed. Though they knew that one could pay to win with cash items, they had formed a No Cash Item Alliance, their souls blazing with the idea that they could compensate for weakness with skill. More to the point, Peroroncino and Ulbert had been the ones who came up with that idea first. Being the first to betray it as well was absolutely unforgivable.


  “Momonga-san, I’m sorry!”


  Peroroncino put his palms together in apology, but his words were unremorseful.


  “You wanted to stuff all those effects in no matter what, but look now. Hasn’t your armor gotten weaker?”


  In Yggdrasil, players could design their equipment as they liked. This included their powers as well. However, abilities could not be stacked willy-nilly; the capacity of an item for data was determined by the item’s construction and the material.


  In contrast, special effects took up a smaller amount of data capacity, so it was not uncommon for them to be imbued in an item to use up the leftover capacity.


  However, Peroroncino was a power gamer, and people of that sort sought power at any cost. They were the type who obsessed over skills and character builds. Thus, devoting even a little bit of data capacity to special effects was a waste.


  “Well, I know that…”


  Momonga nodded, having changed his tone a little. He had not been serious about his accusations anyway.


  “Peroroncino-san, you’ve always been about perfect builds.”


  “Indeed. I wouldn’t load useless data into my outfit.”


  Peroroncino was trying to build the item combo “Sunfall”, which needed a stringent selection of many data crystals, as well as armor and weapons to install them in. Still, there was some payoff to his hard work; he had managed to recreate the look of the item.


  “That’s why I had no choice but to install the effect into my avatar with a cash shop item! You should know, right? I don’t like using cash items either. If I could stick it in my armor, I wouldn’t need to do all that. It can’t be helped. Man, I’m so envious of Touch-san’s explosion effect and his landing effect. I wish I had those too.”


  “Ah. Those. Yeah, those are pretty flashy.”


  The person in question was the leader of their clan, as well as the person Momonga was indebted to. He was in love with transforming heroes, and if the topic came up, he would be more than happy to begin discussing masked heroes who had debuted on wireless radio wave broadcast more than 150 years ago.


  Thus, one could say that it was his style. One of his special effects was programmed to automatically trigger a meaningless explosion behind him when he struck a certain pose. The other one—


  “Still, the explosion is one thing, but those words… The first time I saw them, I honestly had no idea what kind of face to make. I mean, they’re…”


  “Really? I kind of like it.”


  —Justice Has Arrived. The words would appear behind him, when he took the appropriate pose.


  “Eh? Seriously? Peroroncino-san, you’re amazing. You’re really amazing.”


  “Amazing?”


  “Well, I think among us, only you like that sort of thing.”


  “Ah, it’s true, my big sis said she wasn’t into it… Wait, does that mean I’m the one with weird taste?”


  “...If I agree with you, it’ll reflect on Touch-san’s tastes too, so I’ll reserve comment.”


  “...Isn’t that the same as just agreeing with me?”


  Although their expressions had not changed, the mood in the air had become very solemn. Well, it was not really that gloomy. Or rather, it felt more like they were playing around.


  Momonga laughed.


  For some reason, talking about these unimportant things made him very happy.


  He felt like he could keep chatting like this forever, but that would only impose on his friend Peroroncino, and he wanted to see his other friends too.


  Momonga pointed to the tunnel.


  “We shouldn’t talk here. Let’s go to the meeting point.”


  “Yes, yes, I got it.”


  The two of them walked forward, with matching strides.


  The tunnel was made of the same inorganic material as before, which could be easily mistaken for a prison, and it extended straight ahead. Although there were doors on both sides, the two of them ignored them and kept moving forward. One could say that the doors beside their destination were little more than decorations, and they could not open them even if they really wanted to.


  “Speaking of which, what’re we going to do today?”


  “It wasn’t written on the mail, but we’re probably going to take people to level up. I mean, the new people are all somewhat low-levelled. Still, they can still fight if they want to, even with a difference of two or three levels.”


  “Well, it’d be good if we could enrich ourselves along the way.”


  In Yggdrasil, defeated monsters tended to drop money easily. This was because there were many crafting classes in the game. Most of them made scrolls or wands and staves, which were frequently used by magic casters, and which they could use as well.


  If less money dropped, magic item production would become very difficult, and magic-using classes would have to think twice about going on adventures with intense combat. This went against the design philosophy of having players explore the world. Therefore, the game was much more generous than its contemporaries with dropped money.


  “What do you mean? Data crystals? Or money?”


  “Money, of course. Though there’s some data crystals I want too…”


  The two of them walked side by side.


  The two of them were in their full gear and were walking shoulder to shoulder, so they needed a lot of space. However, the dimensions of this tunnel were designated as variable, so the path would automatically change to match their body sizes. This was why they could walk this way.


  “The data crystals you want are for your dream build’s weapon, right?”


  A dream build.


  Creating a second character was forbidden in the DMMORPG Yggdrasil. As a result, in order to make the most of their one avatar, the average player would develop their characters through trial and error. The aim of most players was power, or to fully develop the abilities of a non-combat profession such as cooking or alchemy or the like.


  But among them were people who proceeded in a way, towards their dream builds.


  This was the title given to those people who proudly declared their romantic streak, who eschewed the pursuit of power and sought to role-play.


  For example, in order to make a barbarian who sang in battle, they would not gain levels in the vanguard classes which suited barbarians, but instead levelled up in classes like Dragon Priest or Bard, which was considered a waste.


  By the way, most people disdained dream builders.


  In Yggdrasil, the maximum size of a raid was five parties of six people each, or 30 people in total. Apart from exceptional cases like guild battles or fighting a World-Class enemy, people who were over the limit would be subjected to friendly fire. In other words, they had to take on bosses with just these 30 people. If there were joke characters among them, it would reduce the amount of fighting power they could bring to bear.


  Because of that, it was popular for most dream builders to form guilds with others who felt the same way as them.


  Then, what about Momonga?


  The clan he was in was not filled with dream builders, but at the same time, they were big-hearted enough to accommodate those people.


  “Yeah. That’s why it’s hard to bring it up. I don’t know if that dungeon drops any data crystals that other people want… well, from a different point of view, you could always say that nobody’ll fight with me for the drops.”


  “Where did you find that out?”


  “I went to Nyaru-chan.”


  After hearing the name of that famous intelligence website from Momonga, though his face did not move, Peroroncino displayed an emoticon of uneasiness.


  “From Nyaru, huh. Those free sites tend to have a lot of fake news. They’re probably in cahoots with paid sites, so the best way to get useful info is to go to those paid sites. There’ve been cases where they spread false info on purpose, in order to draw people away from places that drop rare data crystals, you know.”


  There were many websites with false information on Yggdrasil, especially the ones where contributors could freely edit in their information.


  All this was because knowledge was power in Yggdrasil. As a result, most players would not disclose what they had learned to the masses, whom they did not know or trust. Therefore, if one saw a piece of valuable, highly sought-after information, one could be sure that there was some kind of scheme behind it.


  “Ah, I know that too. But this information looks reliable. You know how there’s a top-tier guild called Seraphim, the one which only allows angel-types to join? They say the info came from them.”


  “Ah. Well, if that’s the case, it may indeed be credible, after all—”


  At this point, the two of them had finally reached the double doors at the end of the tunnel.


  Momonga opened the doors, and let Peroroncino go first. Naturally, this was the courtesy one would expect of a salaryman. Incidentally, if a situation like this happened again, according to etiquette, it would be Peroroncino’s turn to open the doors.


  “Thank you very much.”


  After Peroroncino stepped through the door with those words, Momonga followed after him.


  The room on the other side of the doors was built of concrete. If this were a guild homebase, perhaps it would not have been so plainly made, but given that this place had been rented with in-game currency, they did not have the luxury to spend data on useless things. Still, there were advantages to such a bland room. Since the amount of data used was exceedingly small, the room could be made very large.


  There were several sofas and chairs scattered throughout the room, with quite a number of heteromorphic characters — there should have been 18 in total — seated at their favorite places in their favorite poses. A wave of welcomes and smiling emoticons appeared as the two of them came in.


  Momonga popped several smileys of his own in response.


  “Where should we go?”


  “How about there?”


  Momonga and Peroroncino sat themselves down on a couple of chairs, which they moved to face each other.


  “Ah, now where were we?”


  Momonga thought about their prior conversation in response to Peroroncino’s question.


  “Ah, I think we were talking about reliable information.”


  “Yes, that’s it! That’s it! Like I was saying, you have to determine whether or not information can be trusted with your own eyes. Tell you what, if there’s no clan activities today, I’ll go there with you.”


  “Eh?! Is it really all right, Peroroncino-san?”


  “Of course, Momonga-san! My sis says she’s coming too — well, she might not be here yet, but we can bring her along too. Besides, a party needs a tank.”


  “Thank you very much, Peroroncino-san.”


  “It’s nothing, it’s nothing. It’s okay as long as it’s Momonga-san. Although next time, you’ll have to go hunting with me.”


  “Gladly!”


  “Well, if that’s the case, we’ll have an Attacker, a Tank, and a Wildcard. For a perfect party, we’ll need three more people — a Healer, a Seeker, and another Attacker.”


  “Oh, and where do the two of you plan to go hunting?”


  They looked to the sound of the third voice, and what they saw was the organizer of this clan.


  “Ohh, it’s Touch-san. Good evening~”


  “Good evening.”


  “Ah, good evening.”


  There stood a warrior in silver. Below his appearance of a Paladin was an insectile body.


  He wore a red cape that looked like a scarf.


  Although there was no wind, it still swayed like there was one. However, Momonga-san had long since ceased to be curious about that. It must be some sort of cash item. All he felt now was admiration — the desire to have a fluttering red cape like that if he ever wore a suit of armor.


  The man called Touch Me sat beside Momonga with a grunt of “yoi~sho~”, like he was an old man. Under his command, the cape settled down. Perhaps he felt that it got in the way,


  “Clan leader, are we supposed to go anywhere today?”


  While the leader of a guild would be called the Guildmaster, this was not a guild. Rather, it was a step below a guild, or a clan. Therefore as the leader of this clan, Touch Me was called the clan leader.


  “No, actually. There’s no plans yet. Although, I think we have to carry out the usual meeting.”


  Momonga’s clan held regular meetings on a weekly basis. Although there were quite a few people who did not — or could not — take part, those members were also asked to look at the clan’s message board.


  “Oh, in other words, you were planning to go, then?”


  Meetings were a chance for most of the members to meet, and thus chances were high that they could conduct large-scale activities like hunting. If there was really nothing planned later on, it would be the best place to recruit members for a party, so they planned to chat up some people and suggest that they go along.


  In response to Peroroncino’s questions, Touch Me simply went “Hmm—” and looked at the ceiling.


  “...Well, not exactly, there’s some things, this or that, which I want to change, that…”


  Momonga and Peroroncino looked at each other as Touch Me drifted off into mumbling.


  This was completely unlike Touch Me. He was a very straightforward person, the kind who was very direct in his words and deeds.


  Just as Momonga was about to ask him about it, he saw the door open from the corner of his eye and Bukubukuchagama entered the room.


  Being Peroroncino’s elder sister, she looked like a pink slime. Although she called herself guro-kawaii, nobody agreed with her. Everyone was certain that she had said so to trap them.


  Momonga, Peroroncino, and then Touch Me greeted her, which she returned in kind.


  Several other people had arrived in the room after Momonga and Peroroncino. Momonga had done his best to pop smileys at them as they came, but when he was absorbed in conversation, he sometimes forgot to do so. However, he would definitely notice if she arrived. After all, pink slimes were especially outstanding even among this clan of heteromorphic beings.


  Bukubukuchagama’s body wobbled as she flowed toward Momonga and the others. She might be a slime, but she could move fairly quickly.


  According to Bukubukuchagama, she said it was like walking on her own two feet, albeit with the hassle of wearing a long skirt.


  She reached Momonga and the others and immediately sat down. Although the body of a slime did not possess feminine curves, one could still approximate a place which should have been her waist from the way her body was bent.


  “Yo. You seem to be talking about something serious. What’s up?”


  “It’s nothing much. Just discussing what we’re going to do today.”


  “Haha, well, it’s just like what my brother said. Touch-san, what will we do after today’s meeting?”


  “Come to think of it, it’s about time. Everyone… oh, that’s pretty good. Everyone’s here.”


  Struck by Touch Me’s words, Momonga looked around. He saw 27 other heteromorphic beings of all kinds — it would seem the entire clan was here. This was quite rare, even for a regular meeting.


  This clan was a rarity in that it contained no students, only working adults. As a result, their free time hardly overlapped, and it could hardly be considered a good guild. Having all the members together was not a common thing.


  “Hey, Yama-chan, good evening~”


  Bukubukuchagama waved a slimy hand, and an ugly giant waved its gigantic hand back at her.


  “Ah, good evening, Bukubukuchagama-san.”


  It was a gentle woman’s voice.


  This was Yamaiko, the nephilim. Unlike giants, who were demihumans of a sort, nephilim could not hide their ugliness no matter how they tried to disguise themselves. It was hard to imagine that within that body was the only other female member of the group, besides Bukubukuchagama.


  She had said in the past that she might change her character race, but given that she still had not done so, she must have found it oddly satisfying.


  The gracefully seated Yamaiko slowly stood up, and lumbered over to them with heavy, plodding footsteps.


  “Yama-chan~ call me -chan too~ Ne, how about it~”


  “Ehh?”


  Yamaiko displayed an “Oh dear” emoticon as she descended into thought. Then, she replied:


  “...Buku-chan?”


  Bukubukuchagama froze. Yamaiko realized that she did not like that name, and tried something else.


  “Then, Bukubuku-chan?”


  Bukubukuchagama collapsed into a pile after suffering another direct hit, and in a dull, demoralized voice, she said:


  “...Sorry. Please don’t say Buku-chan.”


  Because of her job, she could deliver on a truly evocative performance when she put herself into it. This was a voice of a defeated soul in anguish.


  “Ah… sorry about that, Chagama-chan.”


  “It’s not bad, but, hm… it doesn’t sound cute enough.”


  Her little brother was saying something along the lines of “Look at your appearance”, but Momonga and Touch Me remained silent.


  They knew that saying nothing was the wise choice.


  “Okay! Next, call me Kazecchi.”


  “Kazecchi? I thought you wanted -chan?”


  “I do~ Yama-chan~”


  A revitalized Bukubukuchagama swiftly oozed up next to Yamaiko’s side.


  Like Yamaiko, Momonga and Touch Me had no idea why they had to call her Kazecchi. They looked to the only person who might be able to shed some light on this.


  “Ah, big sis… she had a less mainstream stage name, Kazeumi Kumi. Her old fans used to call her Kaze-chin. She changed it several times, but she liked it the best.”


  “I see…”


  At a glance, the pink slime seemed to be spinning round and round the nephilim. Although it might be a kind of dance, this bizarre, unbelievable sight reminded onlookers of some wicked ceremony. Of course, it was an everyday scene in a clan of heteromorphs.


  “Then, my apologies for interrupting you ladies’ fun, but since everyone is here, we should be able to begin. Or rather, the faster we start, the faster we finish. Oi, guys, the meeting’s about to start.”


  After Touch Me raised his voice and stood up, so did everyone else. Everyone shuffled to the round table, one by one, finding a place they liked and sitting down.


  “Then, we shall begin the meeting. I have some things I want to discuss with you later, so I hope everyone can give me some time. Next, has anybody discovered anything this week? Does anyone have anything to share?”


  One could say that these meetings were conferences for communication. It was a weekly organized sharing of information and requests for help. That said, new information did not come easily.


  According to the developers’ website, Yggdrasil was a game of exploration, and so many things were mysteries. It was a game where all you were told was the controls before being thrown into the deep end. While a lot of information had already been collected, most of it pertained to dungeons or other locations, and it was estimated that only 30% of the nine worlds had been mapped so far.


  For instance, there were the World-Class Items, also known as the “crapped out”. There were supposed to be 200 of them in total, but according to the developers, only 50 had been found so far. Many players had tried hard to look for them, but this was all they could come up with.


  As working adults, the members of the clan played during their free time and did not have time for in-depth investigations. Therefore, they usually did not have any information worth mentioning.


  However, today was different.


  “Yes.”


  A hand went up in response to Touch Me’s question to the clan.


  Described in a word, the speaker was a ninja. He wore the stereotypical ninja outfit and a weird mask, with two swords at his waist. Saying he was anything other than a ninja would be a lie.


  He was one of Momonga’s earliest comrades — Nishiki Enrai.


  “Nishiki-san. Did something happen?”


  “Indeed, Touch-san. This is a truly incredible discovery.”


  As he said that, everyone else went “ohhhh” in curiosity and excitement.


  “—I’ve discovered an unexplored dungeon.”


  Joy and curiosity were masked by surprise, and many of the clan members made even greater sounds of awe.


  Everyone asked Nishiki Enrai questions. Momonga, Peroroncino and Touch Me were no different. The only one who didn’t seem excited were the girls, Yamaiko and Bukubukuchagama.


  The game Yggdrasil was composed of nine separate worlds. Each of them was ridiculously huge, and there were many places within them which were difficult to explore. For instance, there were gigantic swamps, verdant expanses of rainforest, scorching deserts, and the like. One needed special equipment to delve into the dungeons there, as well as a proper strategy and the determination to throw one’s life away for the trip. Even so, there were many people who wasted their time on a trip.


  This was because these hard-to-find dungeons contained monsters which dropped valuable data crystals. Anyone would be excited to find a hitherto unexplored dungeon. One could say it was a gold mine.


  In addition, discovering a dungeon could affect the world ranking of a guild. So there were no downsides to it.


  “Where exactly did you find it?”


  The one who asked on behalf of the incredulous clan members was not the clan leader Touch Me, but the man who had taken a goat-headed demon as his avatar, Ulbert Alain Odle.


  He was a member of a class that was called World Disaster. In Yggdrasil, there were a limited number of people who could join it — because the requirement for taking levels in this class was killing its previous holder. It was a class which specialized in destructive magic, and he was the man with the highest firepower in the clan.


  Before opening his mouth, Nishiki Enrai — who was as blank-faced as the rest of the clan — snuck a peek at Touch Me.


  “...Are you aware of the huge poison swamp in the marshes of Helheim?”


  “Do you mean the gigantic camp of the poison-resistant Tuvegs? That poison swamp?”


  “That’s the one. I found it in the swamps there.”


  “Amazing. But how did you do it? A lot of people did aerial reconnaissance, but none of them reported finding a dungeon. I’ve seen their recordings, and they weren’t lying.”


  The quiet speaker was part of the clan’s intellectual elite, Tabula Smaragdina.


  His fearsome heteromorphic avatar, wearing gear which made onlookers think of torture tools, was the fruit of his hard work.


  “We’re not doubting you~”


  The man who continued was also part of the clan’s intellectuals, the man who went by the alias of Zhuge Kongming, Punitto Moe.


  He was composed entirely of the plant known as Death Vines.


  “When Tuvegs spot intruders, they cry out and alert their entire tribe. Thus, they’ll be troublesome opponents, because it can’t be easy to remain undetected until we reach the dungeon.”


  “Ah, it’s quite deep into the swamps. I found it while searching for something else, so I can’t tell you how far away it is in a straight line.”


  “Did anyone here travel with Nishiki-san?”


  Everyone shook their heads when they heard Punitto Moe’s question.


  “Then, did you lead a huge band of NPC mercenaries there? No, if you brought them along, you would be discovered and overwhelmed by sheer numbers. It’s far too difficult, which is why people have only ever reconnoitered the area from the air. Well, if everyone here went there it wouldn’t be a problem, but I guess that’s not the case. Then, how did you find it out, Nishiki-san?”


  Punitto Moe tapped his temple with a vine that looked like a finger. There might have been some reason behind it, but sadly, Momonga did not know why. However, his questioning style of speech was not like his usual self.


  Even so, Punitto Moe’s dramatics were quite effective in disseminating the information to the other members of the clan.


  “Policeman-san, you’ve made a fatal mistake,” the masked ninja declared with a laugh. “All you need to do is silently approach a Tuveg and relieve him of his head in one strike. That way you won’t alert his friends as well.”


  Punitto Moe had nothing to say.


  This was the end of the guessing game.


  “Yaa, you see, it’s child’s play for me to take someone out from behind in one blow. That was how I delved into the depths of the swamp. While there were some worm-like monsters which used vibrations to navigate, I’m pretty sure I can sneak myself past their detection ability.”


  “...Nishiki-san, something’s been bothering me. Doing that much, even for a ninja… how did you build your character to do all this weird stuff?”


  Punitto Moe delivered those lines in a daze, and Nishiki Enrai responded with a laugh.


  “Ah, don’t you know? It’s just a simple sneak attack. There’s a damage multiplier for backstabbing people. My defense is rubbish and I’ll die if I get found… but I love that thrill. I’ve always liked the glass cannon, high speed sort of character. You could say that it’s my dream build. Speaking of which, Punitto Moe-san, you also play Aberage, right? What machine was it? It’s just like what I was talking about.”


  The game they were talking about was one which Momonga did not play. It involved building power suits, and then using them to fight each other.


  “Ah, I play a balanced type with average armor. The aim is to take on anyone.”


  “That sounds like what you would build. Like I said, mine has paper armor, high speed and high firepower. I even dumped my radar, relying on my eyes alone, to move faster.”


  “...That is pretty weird.”


  “Still, Punitto-san. My machine’s among the upper ranks, with the title of Violet.”


  Beast King Mekongawa, seated beside Nishiki Enrai, suddenly exclaimed, “Ehh?! What did you say? Doesn’t that mean you’re a super top-class player? ...I’m just a Green. Maybe I should quit Aberage…”


  “No, no, please don’t say that. Group up with me next time.”


  It was kind of lonely to see one’s clan members get excited over things that one knew nothing about. Just as Momonga was feeling hurt, the sound of several claps rang out.


  “All right, all right, we’ve gone off-topic. Nishiki-san, tell us about that dungeon.”


  “Ahhh, yes, Touch-san, my apologies. Then, there’s an island in the deepest reaches of the poison swamp — or rather, there’s a base there, and in the middle is the entrance to the dungeon.”


  Nishiki Enrai said it was called the Tomb of Nazarick.


  “Why didn’t anyone find it by aerial recon before?”


  In response to that question, Punitto Moe replied:


  “I think it’s a dungeon that can only be discovered under special circumstances.”


  Some dungeons could only be found under certain conditions. For instance, the entrance to a dungeon amidst a field of flowers in the depths of a forest could only be seen under the light of the full moon. A notable example of this was the Frozen City in Niflheim, which could only be entered during a blizzard.


  Although this was only a hypothesis, Tabula Smaragdina continued:


  “Perhaps the Great Tomb of Nazarick only appears to people who’ve traversed the poison swamp on foot? Or perhaps it’s only visible under a certain altitude.”


  After the replies of “I see” and “That might be so” passed, Nishiki Enrai continued speaking.


  “Then — I have a suggestion. Why don’t we go there after this is over?”


  The response was more subdued than when the news that “there’s an unexplored dungeon” was announced.


  Being unexplored, there was no way to tell what dangers awaited you. It might be a very difficult dungeon, which would lead to a total party kill. Yggdrasil dungeons were not the sort that told you what levels were suitable for them.


  What changed everyone’s mind was the woman who was said to have muscles for brains.


  “It’s interesting, don’t you think? This is an unexplored dungeon, right? We should just attempt it regardless of the difficulty level.”


  “I agree as well. Being that the dungeon is dangerous, it will also offer a great reward when we complete it. I want to take advantage of our early discovery and attempt it by trial and error so we can gain the reward for clearing it. Unknown dungeons are troublesome. We should go gather information on how to beat it before other people find out about it.”


  There were many points in Yamaiko and Ulbert Alain Odle’s words which people could agree with.


  Momonga supported the idea as well.


  The first time one ran a dungeon, there would be a bonus, or about 10% more treasure chests. Also, the first time a dungeon was cleared, the big treasure chest would offer equipment with item levels up to 10-20% higher than usual.


  It would be a regrettable thing if they could not find these treasures and let other people claim them. How could they allow the goldmine before their eyes to be plundered by others?


  “It would seem a majority of people approve of this. Then, we shall head to that dungeon after the meeting. After all, it’s quite rare that everyone’s gathered in one place.” Cheers of approval rang out in response to Touch Me. Although there were a scant few who opposed this, they were moved by the passion of the other excited people.


  Excitement boiled off the clan members gathered around the table.


  “Then, is there anything else that anyone wants to share?”


  There was no response to Touch Me’s question.


  “Good. Then, although this isn’t the end yet, I would like to say something.”


  Touch Me looked around, and then dropped a bombshell.


  “Firstly, I want to dissolve this clan.”


  For a moment, everyone was struck silent.


  Then, the room was swallowed by confusion and panic. Momonga’s cry came from the bottom of his heart. While it was true that this clan had very few people in it, and it had been founded by Touch Me, the clan had gotten to where it was today through the efforts of everyone here. It was very frustrating if one person was allowed to decide this sort of thing by themselves.


  Touch Me raised his hand, apparently to say something else, but then a voice cut through the chaos.


  “He left because you’re so damn selfish.”


  The air froze.


  The one who had spoken was Ulbert. His prior politeness was nowhere to be found; no, it would be more accurate to say that his hidden feelings had finally risen to the surface. His words were earnest, given that the person he was closest to left the game.


  Characters in Yggdrasil could not show facial expressions, but Ulbert’s face seemed to have a shadow over it, as though twisted by hatred.


  “You son of a bitch.”


  “Ulbert-san, you’ve said too much.”


  Momonga could not help but say those words. Ulbert turned to face Momonga, but there was no enmity in his eyes. His shoulders rose and fell, as though they were breathing. Then, after quelling the flames of his anger, he spoke again in a calm voice that sought approval.


  “Momonga-san… You’re right. I went too far. Still, don’t you think he’s being selfish? First he chased that person away, and now this. If this is the case, shouldn’t he have disbanded us earlier?”


  The fact was that Momonga partially agreed with what Ulbert said.


  When the clan was founded, there was a great disagreement that led to one person leaving the game. The matter had left a great scar on Momonga’s heart. It felt like a stain on the glorious memories of a closely-knit guild and his cherished friends.


  Even so, Momonga still had to rebuke Ulbert for this.


  The feud between those two people could have been solved if either of them could have spoken calmly to each other. If he left Ulbert to his own devices, it might happen all over again.


  “I fully understand how Ulbert-san feels, and I was shocked when that person left the game. ...This might not sound too good, but I knew that person longer than Ulbert did. However, I think it would be better if we heard out Touch-san first. How about it, Touch-san? Could we hear everything you have to say?”


  “Thank you, Momonga-san. Ah... I’m sorry for alarming everyone because I chose my words poorly. I’ve been thinking for a while that since our numbers have increased, our clan name no longer suits us. Therefore, I planned to dissolve the clan and re-found us as an official guild.”


  Exclamations of “Oh” and the like were heard throughout the room.


  Unlike a clan, there were many advantages to being a guild. Therefore, a lot of things had to be decided while founding a guild. This was because there were many things which could not be taken back if a mistake was made.


  In particular, there were two things which deserved particular attention:


  The name of the guild and the guildmaster.


  The clan had not been upgraded to a guild because of these two reasons.


  The room had settled down, and Ulbert could be heard to say, “Then, he should have just said so”. Touch Me saw that this was the time and raised his voice.


  “...Are there any objections to disbanding this clan and re-founding us as a guild?”


  There were none. That was only to be expected — after all, everybody was looking forward to becoming a guild. However, Momonga felt a little lonely.


  This was because the reason he had been so absorbed in this game — the reason why he had worked so hard and made so many precious memories — the clan name, was going to vanish. On the other hand, he had never thought that the name would no longer fit the present circumstances. He had not even thought that people might not be happy with it.


  The clan’s name was Nine’s Own Goal.


  It had been founded when hunting heteromorphic beings was all the rage. It was because there were some strong job classes which needed players to PK a certain number of heteromorphic beings for entry. Therefore, players of heteromorphic characters hid out in the three worlds which were advantageous to them — Niflheim, Helheim and Muspelheim — and refused to go to other worlds. After all, a world was big enough to play in even if they did not leave it.


  However, Touch Me and the founding members — including Momonga — were different. They were unwilling to restrict their ambitions, and bravely adventured to other worlds. How many people had managed to get into a strong class because of PKing Momonga and the others? That was their self-deprecating name for a group of suicidal fools who only served to make their enemies stronger.


  Now their numbers had grown, and there were more members than could be counted on both hands. Also, one of the founding members was no longer around. He left the clan and the game.


  That being the case, it might only be natural to change the name.


  Although Momonga came to that conclusion himself, his heart ached as he thought of his absent friend, the one who had played with him from the beginning, who was no longer with him.


  As Momonga sank into rumination, the conversation continued around him. After that, Touch Me opened his words with a “Finally”.


  “This time round, I’ll beg off on the position of clan — no, guildmaster. I feel bad about saying this sort of thing even before being picked, but I hope everyone will take that into consideration.”


  The clan members looked at each other in silence. Was he serious? What did he mean by that? And who would be Touch Me’s successor? Their eyes conveyed the questions in their hearts.


  “Then, who will be the next leader — the next guildmaster? Does anybody want the role, or does anybody want to recommend someone for that role?”


  Momonga kind of agreed with whoever had asked that question. Nobody could replace such an outstanding man. He felt sorry for whoever the next man was.


  Touch Me looked around at everyone, and what he said next blew Momonga away.


  “Personally, I would like to recommend Momonga-san.”


  “Guehhh!”


  Momonga could not help but make a strange noise.


  He could not understand why his name was being brought up at this time.


  Looking around for someone to help him, he instead found a chorus of voices saying things like “Not bad” and “We can leave it to Momonga-san.”


  Though it should have been impossible, he did not hear a single voice of dissent. It made him wonder if there was a conspiracy going on.


  “Are you guys serious?! Do you really think I can do it?!”


  In response to Momonga’s exclamation, Touch Me performed a magnificent feint, one worthy of the strongest warrior.


  “Well, I sprung this on you so suddenly and I didn’t get Momonga-san’s approval, so is there anyone else you want to recommend? Does anyone want to volunteer?”


  Nobody answered Touch Me’s questions.


  No good.


  Although his body could not sweat, he could feel that sweat on his back all the same. This was a common situation in company meetings. If he did nothing, he would be chosen.


  As he looked at Touch Me — the strongest warrior who had used a feint to throw him off his balance and deal him a fatal blow — Momonga decided to solidify his defense.


  “Oi, oi, oi, oi, oi, come on, give me a break. Really, give me a break, Touch-san. This is all too sudden; won’t everyone be put off by it? You can’t decide these things so quickly. Give me a little more time.”


  The person who answered Momonga’s protest was not Touch Me, but Ulbert.


  “I don’t think so. Personally, I feel Momonga-san is an excellent candidate. He logs in regularly, is meticulous, and he doesn’t have any strange habits. Also, he’s a neutral party who isn’t biased towards anyone.”


  Et tu Brute—!


  Honestly speaking, it was not a betrayal. It was just that the recommendation of a fellow member of the No Cash Item Alliance drew noises of approval from all around him, so it felt like he was being betrayed. Although he was faintly proud that nobody opposed him, this was not the time for that sort of thing.


  “No, wait, wait a minute! Ulbert-san! I, I’m not confident that I can lead everyone as outstandingly as Touch-san. Wouldn’t someone else be better for this?”


  “Everyone here supports you in that respect. There’s nobody in this clan who won’t help you out, Momonga-san.”


  Touch Me kept repeating, “It’s okay, it’s fine.”


  Momonga looked around, and everyone he saw was nodding.


  This was a level of anxiety Momonga had never felt before in his life.


  How could he possibly be a Guildmaster? There were many reasons why not. Besides, how could someone like him substitute for a man like Touch Me?


  As Momonga thought about how to refuse this nomination, a new window appeared in the corner of his eye. He had received emails from three people. All communications which did not go through in-game magic were the province of cash items, so it would seem these emails were very important.


  His hands moved below the table, and he opened the emails.


  Momonga was very surprised to see that there were three different senders, but if he thought calmly about it, it would seem that all three emails had been sent at nearly the same time.


  The three senders were Punitto Moe, Tabula Smaragdina and Bellriver.


  He quickly scanned through them while the others were excitedly discussing the new Guildmaster. Although they were written in different ways, they all said the same thing.


  If someone other than Momonga became the Guildmaster, the guild — in other words, this clan — would surely tear itself apart. Therefore, they wanted to join a different guild with Momonga.


  This was the reason why Momonga had to be the Guildmaster.


  It was clear that the three of them were certain the guild would break up, but at the same time they had differing opinions. The main difference was in which side they were leaning towards.


  If they played the game for pleasure and entertainment, it would only be natural for a guild to break up because they wanted different things. Since it was hard to gather all these diverse members, keeping everyone together so they could all have fun was the right thing to do.


  Personally speaking, Momonga wanted the latter outcome.


  Since the three people who had sent him the emails were either smart or learned, there was most likely some sort of ulterior motive behind them. However, they had nothing to do with Momonga.


  In the end, the choice was up to him.


  Momonga searched his soul.


  The conclusion was very simple.


  This was a game. One of his friends had already left, and the day might come when everyone else would follow suit as well, because the real world was more important than a game. But it would not be this day. Besides, Momonga wanted to keep playing with these people.


  Thus, there could only be one answer.


  Of course, Momonga was worried, and he wondered, “Is it really okay if it’s me?” He was uneasy about whether he might bring everyone trouble, and afraid that he could not handle the many things which would happen in the future.


  Even so — though he was still somewhat hesitant, he had already made his decision.


  “I understand. If there is nobody else, then I will take the role.”


  Everyone turned their eyes to him. Well, some people did not have faces, so it was more of turning in his direction. Still, Momonga could feel the weight of their gazes on him, and he was suddenly very aware of the saying that there was power in stares.


  Crushed by the sudden pressure, Momonga thought of backing out, but the words that came out of his mouth were completely different from those in his brain.


  “Of, of course, that is only if everyone is willing to help me.”


  Without a single word, the members of the clan had already made up their minds to aid Momonga.


  If that was the case — Momonga screwed up his determination and rose from his seat.


  “Then… although I’m not too reliable and I might cause trouble for you, I will take the position of Guildmaster. Let’s work together in the future.”


  Momonga bowed to thunderous applause.


  “Then, as the future Guildmaster, I will get down to business. What about our guild name? Should I come up with one?”


  A hubbub filled the air after that last suggestion by Momonga. Was this a sign of their discomfort?


  Yggdrasil characters had no facial expressions, but he felt that there were black lines all over everyone’s faces. It weighed heavier on him than their gazes.


  “No, there’s no need, don’t worry about that, I think—”


  Bukubukuchagama spoke, and her words scoured away the toxic clouds hanging in the air.


  It was followed by several voices of approval. Although they tried to cover it up, they all sounded quite panicked.


  Momonga could not imagine why they would feel that way, and just at that moment he noticed his friend nervously raising his hand.


  “Go ahead, Peroroncino-san.”


  “...I’d like to know, just to test the waters, as a hypothesis, for comparison… but what kind of name would Momonga pick for the guild?”


  Momonga racked his brains as he heard the question.


  “Right now, I don’t have anything in mind.”


  “Well, any name will do.”


  Why were they so adamant about this? As those thoughts ran through his mind, Momonga started trying to think of a good name.


  “How about Heteromorphic Zoo?”


  That seemed like a decent name. Someone must have muttered it from somewhere.


  “Heteromorphic Zoo, huh? It’s surprisingly good, and it does fit our image. Just that… well, it makes us sound like small fries.”


  “It sounds a bit exotic, but it’s not bad… Although it does sound like a cameo organization you find in mangas. You know, in tournaments.”


  “It feels like the sort of team that shows up on the fight list, but ends up losing before getting a chance to show up. That’s what I would do, to make the readers think they were strong, but then they’d lose in the next panel.”


  “I kind of like it, though, it has a nice villainous feel to it.”


  “I personally think it makes us sound like trash mobs, so I don’t like it. Ah, sorry, Momonga-san.”


  Yamaiko was muttering to herself among the people discussing nearby.


  “Still, I feel that it’s a waste to completely abandon our current clan name. It would be nice if we could pick a new name that had some relation to the old one.”


  Silence suddenly fell across the room, followed by voices agreeing with Yamaiko.


  Momonga could accept that suggestion — although she probably had not meant to make one. Closing his eyes brought to mind the enjoyable times spent with these clan members. He considered that these unforgettable memories would vanish with that name, and he hated it.


  “Nine’s Own Goal. Nine suicidal people? Is there something related to—?”


  “If that’s the case, how about the Knights Templar? After all, Touch-san is kind of like Hugues de Payens. Well… though we are missing one person.”


  Although he had no idea what Tabula Smaragdina was talking about, Momonga felt it must be related to some occult knowledge. After all, he was quite versed in occult lore. There were far too many things that Momonga did not know anything about.


  “Knights Templar doesn’t even have a word in common with Nine’s Own Goal.”


  “Tabula Smaragdina-san is always talking about things we can’t understand.”


  “Ah, yes, sorry about that.”


  “How about baseball? A baseball team needs nine people.”


  “Even football is on its way out. Besides, you should remember that the reason we’re discussing this is because we aren’t nine people any more. You should think about something that doesn’t have anything to do with the number nine.”


  The nephilim Warrior Takemikazuchi did not take part in the dialogue. Instead, he sank into thought, scribbled some things onto his PDA, and then he spoke.


  “If we want to use the ん sound... how about Ainz? Nine’s starts with the letter N, and in Hiragana, n is ん. That way, if we take the first character N and substitute it with an A, we get Ainz.”


  “Not bad. So it represents the end of the current clan, and a new beginning in the form of Ainz?”


  “It feels a bit forced, but it’s definitely the best suggestion so far. ...Ainz… it comes out as Ainz, right? Or how about Ainz?”


  “Both are fine, right? It’s not a big problem. Rather than think about that, we should try and find a way to use Own and Goal.”


  “If we go with that,” Punitto Moe began. “How about Ooal Gown? Have Own Goal become Ooal Gown.”


  “Ohh! It’s perfect… hm? There’s an extra O, where did it come from? Without it, it becomes Gwn? Ainz Ooal Gown? Hm…”


  “Well, it’s not often that you get the chance to play with anagrams.”


  “Before that, Ooal is pronounced oo-ul, right?”


  “Just like that. After all ooze is for slimes.”


  That great insistence came from Herohero, the slime.


  “N, W and G are all used. North, West… gone.”


  Though the topic had completely shifted to making anagrams of the name, the voices slowly grew softer, like they were tired.


  Amidst this heated debate, Momonga felt that there would probably not be any better ideas. He carefully considered the suggestions and after making sure that there were no others, he looked to all the members and made his decision clear.


  “Then, we will combine the suggestions from Takemikazuchi-san and Punitto Moe-san to make the new guild name. Does anyone disagree?’


  “Nope~”


  Everyone seconded Bukubukuchagama’s statement.


  If that was the case—


  “Then, our guild’s new name is Heteromorphic Zoo!”


  In that instant, the sounds of laughter and teasing reached Momonga. He showed both his palms to indicate that he got it, and then he coughed.


  “Well, that was a silly joke. So — we’re decided on Ainz Ooal Gown then?”


  The clan members agreed in one voice.


  “Then, who will take the quest for setting up the guild? Is anyone willing to help? If you’re busy, I’ll progress it slowly in my free time..”


  One needed to carry out a mission when it came to registering a guild. There were eight types of missions to choose from, but only one needed to be perfectly completed. Momonga wondered which of these would be the simplest.


  And then, there was no need for that.


  “It’s fine, Momonga-san. The fact is, I already completed the mission and brought the mission item back, so we can use that .”


  It was Touch Me who said that.


  “Can we?”


  “Of course. I gave up halfway — this is the least I can do.”


  Momonga took a scroll from Touch Me.


  When he unfurled it, a new window opened in his line of sight.


  It was a guild setup request form.


  If he followed its instructions and entered the relevant information, he could found a guild.


  “Then, I’ll disband the clan.”


  Somber, mournful music came from Touch Me’s position.


  After about a minute of music, the clan disbandment message that appeared informed everyone that Touch Me’s request had been completed. Momonga entered his acceptance of the disbandment with the keyboard floating over his console, and then hit Enter.


  In that moment, a brief burst of fanfare rang out.


  “Everyone! I made the guild. Next, I’ll send out the invites. Look out for them.”


  After making enough invitation scrolls to Ainz Ooal Gown for everyone, he sent them out. This was shortly followed by messages appearing in front of everybody.


  Momonga thought it was quite amusing how everyone opened the scrolls and entered characters in the same way.


  A bell rang continuously as the number of guild members kept increasing. In the end, all the members of Nine’s Own Goal were now in Ainz Ooal Gown.


  Thus, the clan of the past vanished, and a brand new guild was born.


  His status window indicated that the territory belonging to the clan called Nine’s Own Goal had been transferred over to the guild called Ainz Ooal Gown.


  It was nothing much in the big scheme of things.


  New guilds popped up in Yggdrasil at about the same rate as old ones vanishing. However, there was a strange feeling in Momonga’s heart.


  This was because he had been saved from PKing by Touch Me when he first started playing. He had been invited into Nine’s Own Goal and learned how fun the game could be. Then when its members had increased, he had enjoyed playing the game with his new friends.


  And now, the clan which was the source of so much of his joy was now gone.


  However, the loneliness he felt passed in an instant.


  This was because the newly-founded guild would carry on everything.


  Indeed, this was not an end, but a beginning. However, it was not just happiness that he felt.


  A mighty burden weighed down on his back.


  Until now, he had been happy enough playing with and helping his fellow clan members. But now, as a Guildmaster, he had to help everyone enjoy themselves.


  As Momonga watched everyone talking about what they would do next, Momonga felt the crushing stress his sense of duty gave him. He took a breath, and then stood up.


  Judging by the movements of the new Guildmaster, he probably had something to say, so they immediately shut up.


  Amidst this silence, Momonga explained what he was thinking about.


  “Then, for our first guild activity as Ainz Ooal Gown, I plan to conquer the dungeon in the swamp which Nishiki-san just found.”


  Replies of “sounds good” came from all around him. Amidst this atmosphere of excitement, Momonga gulped, and struggled with the buzzing tension inside him.


  He might be branded as a failure of a Guildmaster because of what he would say next.


  But before Momonga could speak, someone asked:


  “Guildmaster, I have a question. Since it’s an unknown dungeon, we should only be making a reconnaissance first. When will we seriously try to clear the dungeon? Our gear and preparations may need to be changed depending on that.”


  It was a heaven-sent question.


  This was the last decision point. If he wanted to stop, he would have to do it now. However, Momonga committed himself to his decision.


  “No. Actually, I have an idea.” Momonga coughed, and raised his voice. “Everyone, listen to me.”


  Tension hung heavy in the air, given that Momonga had raised his voice.


  Suppressing the crushing pressure to run away that made him want to vomit, Momonga stated his piece.


  “Please listen to me. I was hoping to clear the unexplored swamp dungeon in one go.”


  An uproar.


  There was an uproar. It was only to be expected.


  Momonga knew full well how foolhardy his words had been.


  Unexplored dungeons had unknown monsters waiting in them , and there was no indication as to what traps were present.


  Therefore, they had to mount multiple attacks on a dungeon. In this way they could identify effective ways to bring down the monsters and the shortest way to the heart of the dungeon, as well as some way to beat the dungeon boss. No, usually a dungeon could not be cleared without using these methods.


  “Still, that should be impossible. We don’t know the ideal level to clear that dungeon, and trying to clear a dungeon blind will be difficult, even if it’s a very low-levelled dungeon.”


  The person who put that forward was Bellriver, a heteromorphic magic knight who looked like a lump of meat covered in mouths.


  Several others also began voicing their opposition, in support of Bellriver’s sensible conclusion.


  Naturally, Momonga understood how they felt.


  However, he wanted to go forward with it.


  It was natural to frown on using this dungeon run to celebrate the founding of Ainz Ooal Gown. A simpler activity would have been a wiser choice, in order to leave good memories and strengthen their bonds.


  If they failed here, it would be an inauspicious start for them.


  However, great difficulties could also leave behind strong memories. Momonga’s thinking was that the struggle would unite the guild, much like how enemies might become allies in desperate circumstances.


  Momonga had a premonition that if he did not unite them now, the guild would fall apart on its own sooner or later. The possibility for that was very high, just like he had seen in the letters which the three wise men of the guild had sent him. The only reason why it had not happened so far was because of Touch Me, as well as their sense of camaraderie for Nine’s Own Goal, which they had fought for until now.


  Right now, the bonds between them were weakening. Therefore, Momonga had to glue them together again, even if it meant using his position as Guildmaster to force them to do so.


  As expected, there were those who strongly opposed Momonga’s unusually eager proposition. A silent count revealed that about a third of them opposed this.


  He could fully understand their opposition.


  They felt that the benefits were far too small in comparison to the penalties of a total party kill.


  Dying incurred two kinds of losses.


  The first was the loss of XP and a consequent loss of levels, though that depended on the way in which they were resurrected.


  This was not a big drawback in Yggdrasil, because XP could be regained easily, unlike in other games. Even if one’s levels went down for a while, the loss could be quickly recovered.


  What everyone hated was the second kind of loss, which was the random dropping of an equipped item.


  Weapons and armor in Yggdrasil were made by inserting a data crystal into an item skin. Very few people could remain unmoved after losing a personalized piece of equipment.


  One could lose one or more pieces of equipment if a dungeon expedition was very difficult. Because of that, people sometimes geared themselves up with second-rate items, the kind they would not mind losing. However, players could not clear the dungeon in one go with second-rate stuff, so they had to use their best equipment. In addition, the developers designed the game so that the most valuable gear would be dropped first, which meant that the chances of an item which was key to the player’s strategy being dropped was greatly increased.


  That was why they felt uneasy about this.


  Just as the uneasiness was about to leap to the other two-thirds of the guild—


  “Let’s do it. Don’t you think it’ll be fun?” Warrior Takemikazuchi said.


  “Well, I’m not going to say Touch-san is wrong or that he’s cowardly, but dungeon delves that he plans aren’t really exciting. I still want to take part in this foolish expedition and flail around like an idiot. Momonga-san, you’re the best. I knew picking you as Guildmaster was the right choice.”


  “If we all get taken out, then we’ll really be fools.”


  Punitto Moe had not voiced any opposition until now. As soon as he finished speaking, Warrior Takemikazuchi chuckled.


  “This is a game. A game. A total party kill is just part of the fun. After all, Nine’s Own Goal was a clan founded by fools. Why do you think the clan was named that way? Didn’t we all do foolish things in the past? Humanoids mocked us for fools, while our fellow heteromorphic players hated us for doing unnecessary things. We only became more respectable after our numbers increased. Actually, no, do you remember how the first World-Class Item we found got snatched away? And I’ll say again, Touch Me did nothing wrong. But… but I still want to mess around like a fool again.”


  In the silence, a comrade who had been with them ever since Nine’s Own Goal was founded — Ancient One — spoke up.


  “...I agree with Take-san’s sentiments. Don’t you think it’s great? We’ll start off our guild with a bang. After all, wasn’t it those very same fools who obtained that World-Class Item in the first place? Or why don’t you look at it from the basics. This game was meant for players to thrust themselves into danger. With that in mind, isn’t clearing an unknown dungeon a good thing? Let’s become a guild that does this sort of thing.”


  “What about our dropped gear? I don’t want to rely on cash items…”


  “Ah, that’s true. Bellriver’s worries are well-founded. After all, item loss is a nightmare to we who have been the prey of PKs. There’s people here who are trying to suppress their anger at that unfairness too.”


  Warrior Takemikazuchi looked earnestly at the katana he was holding.


  “Well, I’d be upset if I lost this chap. However, all I need to do is make an even stronger blade, right? Since I don’t know everything about this game, I can’t say that the gear I possess is the strongest. The more I learn, the better a weapon I can make. The same goes for my Mk Six. I levelled it up all the way from its Mk One state. Mm. If I made the strongest katana, I’d call it Zero or Ultimate or Void or something like that.”


  Warrior Takemikazuchi scratched his head. He was not tired, just confused by what he had just said.


  “Ah — what was I saying? Equipment is nothing more than equipment. Don’t you think it would be too sad if we denied ourselves the world — our enjoyment of the game — because we were too afraid to lose it?”


  “I think everyone enjoys the game in their own way, and forcing one’s point of view on others is wrong.”


  “Uwah, I didn’t think Momonga-san would say that. I’ve been shot in the back by a comrade.”


  After apologizing to Warrior Takemikazuchi, Momonga looked at the guild members and said:


  “Frankly speaking, the idea of clearing an unknown dungeon in one go is my own wilful idea. And you’re right to wonder, ‘Is this challenge worth the risk of losing the gear we spent our time and effort creating?’ Bellriver is right. I am the one who is wrong. However, I still think we should go for it. I feel that the members of our guild are people who’ll make an idiot their leader, and when that idiot asks them to do something foolish, they’ll laugh and take care of it right away. Can you help me with the foolish thing I said? Please.”


  Momonga lowered his head slightly.


  Several seconds later, the first reply came.


  “Well, since this is a request from my comrade Momonga, I’m happy to help.”


  It was Ulbert’s voice.


  “As a guild leader, I would put safety first… but as a player I want to have a good time.”


  After him was Touch Me.


  “I was planning to do this from the beginning. I just kept quiet because Takemikazuchi said it first.”


  “As a guild member, I’ve got to back the new Guildmaster up, you know.”


  The siblings Peroroncino and Bukubukuchagama made their opinions known. Now, it was Bellriver’s turn.


  “I’m not too keen on this, but since Momonga said that, I’ll take part. Although I’d like it to be noted that I opposed it.”


  Although his words sounded like those of an unhappy child, Bellriver’s approval seemed to have started a fire, and the ones who opposed the idea at first came around one by one.


  “Thank you,” Momonga lowered his head, “Then, our next objective is to defeat the boss in the depths of this unknown dungeon!”


  “Oh!” the gathered members answered with hearty shouts.
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There were 27 people gathered here.


  In Yggdrasil, parties were made of six people, and a raid could have a maximum of 5 parties.


  Judging by the current member count, there were three vacancies.


  Since three missing people was a huge gap in a party’s capabilities, the intention was to fill those places with NPC mercenary characters.


  One good thing about NPC mercenaries was that they could allow a solo player to form a group, but their AI was not very good, and their combat ability was lower than even a poorly put-together character of the same level. Because of that, when grouped with NPCs, people who were not good enough were hindered when running difficult dungeons.


  Momonga thought about who was the right person to lead the NPCs.


  It was a choice between the fighting power of Touch Me or the cunning Punitto Moe. As he thought about it, he realised that he had made a fundamental error.


  Rather than leaving the entire mission to one party, he should split it up between two parties.


  “Ah, my apologies. Punitto-san, Touch-san, I have something to ask of you.”


  The two of them were the most reliable powerhouses among everyone present.


  Touch Me had fighting power while Punitto Moe had command ability. The two of them could probably make good use of the NPC mercenaries.


  “Ahh, Momonga-san. I have a suggestion to make. Could you come here for a bit?”


  Momonga had no reason to refuse Punitto Moe’s request.


  The two of them went to the corner of the room.


  “My suggestion is that you place sentries at the entrance of the dungeon.”


  The sentries was a party which would be used to stand guard at the dungeon entrance, keep an eye out for anyone approaching, and depending on the circumstances, they would eliminate any interlopers.


  Momonga sighed and rejected it. This was a group activity, and everyone would be clearing the dungeon together. He did not want to leave any of his companions at the door.


  “No, I won’t compromise on this. I don’t want to be squashed.”


  “Squashing” was Punitto Moe’s name for a PK method that involved attacking a player group that had just began delving into a dungeon from behind. Once their opponents were forced deeper into the dungeon, they would have to deal with the dungeons’ monsters as well as the PKs attacking them from behind. This was a kind of pincer movement.


  Although it was a PK tactic he had used to great success, on the other hand, he was probably making that suggestion because he knew how potent it could be.


  However—


  “—Don’t you think you’re being a bit too paranoid? Nobody else knows about this dungeon, right?”


  Punitto Moe defeated Momonga’s reply with a “Naive”.


  “We won’t know about the situation until we’re there. For all we know, it might be a trap or some sort of hunting ground.”


  “Well, that said… can’t we use the icon that shows up when we’re near it to tell if the dungeon has been explored before? There’s no way to disguise that, so it should be okay, right?”


  “That’s naive too, Momonga-san. Unexplored and undiscovered are similar, but different. If it was me, I’d stay about one step before the dungeon is flagged as discovered, so any other people who discovered it — this is just a hypothesis, of course — jump in with their guards lowered.”


  “...Punitto-san, you’re a very scary person. You’re the number one scariest person in this clan, no, in this guild. But you’re right, it’s good to be cautious about this.”


  “Number one scariest, huh. Then, I’m not so much cautious as cowardly.”


  “But I don’t think you’re cowardly. After all, that time—”


  “Oh! Momonga-san, please don’t mention that. Well, let’s leave that aside for now. I’m fully aware of the dangers of splitting up our fighting power, but this is our guild’s first group activity, after all. We wouldn’t want to fail because of a silly little mistake, no?”


  “Well, that’s true…”


  “During this enterprise, the worst case scenario is that we get PKed. Momonga, I understand how you want everyone to delve into the dungeon together. However, leaving someone at the entrance is an important part in our plan. After all, you don’t want to be wiped out, but you want to completely clear the dungeon, right?”


  “Of course.”


  “Then you should understand.” Momonga had nothing to say in the face of Punitto Moe’s words.


  Though he was still trying to accept this proposal, on an intellectual level, he had already concluded that it was the right answer.


  He would burden the group if he allowed himself to be ruled by his emotions. The comrade before him knew that the Guildmaster should have reined himself in, yet chose to help and contribute his wisdom to this endeavour. Momonga deeply regretted how he had troubled everyone with the difficult task of clearing an unknown dungeon.


  A Guildmaster should act rationally. He had no idea what he had been doing in the throes of his excitement.


  He recalled the loneliness he felt when one of his comrades left, and then he nodded to Punitto Moe.


  “I understand. I’ll bring it up with everyone afterwards.”


  “I’m counting on you.”


  Momonga already had several candidates in mind for the rear guard. As expected, this sort of thing was best left to members of building classes.


  “Ah, please say that I suggested it.”


  He had no idea what that was about, but he agreed anyway.


  “Eh? Ah, alright. I understand. However, this is just like Punitto Moe-san. I didn’t think of PKs or whatnot.”


  “Well, PKing is pretty popular in this game. Most games wouldn’t let PKing get this far, or promote PKing at all.”


  “Is that so? I’ve never played other games, so I’m not sure about that.”


  “Ah, then why don’t we try a different game together? There’s one that I’d really like to try.”


  “Mm, while that’s not a bad idea, shouldn’t we master Yggdrasil first?”


  “Can you really master this game? No, you might be able to do it, after several years.”


  One thing that the developers of Yggdrasil forgot was to make the game user-friendly. The very fact that the joke existed highlighted how little information there was in the game. In addition, there was a mountain of things which could not be verified about the game despite the players’ best efforts. Even after several years, it was not strange that there were still a lot of unknown things about the game.


  What kind of lunatic would master this game, Punitto Moe laughed.


  “Then, I’ll need to impart the PK tactics I came up with to you, Momonga-san. I’m also thinking of writing a book called ‘PKing For Dummies’ as well.”


  “On the outside?”


  The outside — in other words, the real world.


  “No, no, how could I? I meant inside, in this world.”


  In Yggdrasil, one could store a manuscript in book form and read it like a book in the real world.


  There were people in the game who put works whose copyright had expired into books, and sold them cheaply.


  “I see. Then, can you let me see that manual of yours when you’re done? Lessons on how to attack are useful for defense as well.”


  “Naturally. When the time comes, please, by all means.”


  “I’m looking forward to it! Fufufu. I’ll make sure I copy it and pass it down.”


  “Momonga-san, what are you saying?!”


  After his embarrassed outburst, Punitto Moe sank into deep thought, and spoke quietly to Momonga.


  “...Is that really alright? If a lot of people know about it, then you’ll lose your advantage, Momonga-san. There’s no need to share knowledge with everyone. Only a select few need to know. Knowledge is valuable because it’s rare. When you spread it, it becomes useless.”


  “Come to think of it, that’s true.”


  “That’s right! Momonga-san is my friend, as well as my Guildmaster. That’s why I’m teaching you.”


  “Apart from that, is hiding your dark history because it is too embarrassing the other reason?”


  “I think it’s usually that way. It’s like how you get into a song and record it for an album or something, and then when you listen to it several years later you want to kill yourself.”


  That was a cry of despair. However, Punitto Moe’s face remained unchanged.


  This was an inconvenience of Yggdrasil.


  It would be more interesting if his expression could change with his words.


  As he thought about that, he also realised that it was impossible.


  It would not be that difficult for humanoid players, but writing macros to move the faces of demihumans and heteromorphic beings was extremely difficult. In addition, there was Ainz’s bony face to consider. The creaking of bones as they moved would probably be quite gross.


  “Ah, my apologies. I opened the door to my cruel past, which should never have been touched. If any doors should have been opened, I’d pick one leading to a warmer season — right, Momonga, what did you want to discuss with me. Does it have anything to do with the NPC mercenaries?”


  “Mm. How many can I trust you to command?”


  “Yes, I should be able to handle three with no problems.”


  “Thank you very much. I might not need to give you that many, depending on the number of door sentries. Then, I’ll be counting on you.”


  Momonga left Punitto Moe, and after making the same request of Touch Me, he returned to the center of the room and shouted, “Sorry for repeating myself! Everyone, please listen to me!”


  Just like before, Momonga felt the attention of everyone focused on him.


  Yet, although expressions did not change in this game, he could pick up their mood, which surprised him. According to Touch Me, when in battle, one could instantly sense an opponent’s intentions, thus evading his attacks. Something similar seemed to be happening here. However, Momonga was not that sensitive. Perhaps only a warrior class could do that.


  “I intend to assign the parties. As usual, they’ll be grouped into physical attackers, magical attackers, defenders, healers, and others. I also need to assign the scouts—”


  Momonga paused briefly.


  “Let’s assign door sentries as well. Does anyone object?”


  This was something that he, the Guildmaster, had decided based on the suggestion of a guild member. Mentioning his name did not seem right.


  Everyone shook their heads. Although Momonga made eye contact with Punitto Moe for an instant, the latter merely shrugged and smiled bitterly.


  “If that’s the case… well, we can carry on as normal.”


  “—No objections.”


  “—That’s fine.”


  Several people approved, and nobody seemed to object.


  “Then, we’ll decide the door sentries next… How many will we need?”


  “I’ll be happy to stay behind.”


  The first person to raise his hand was the blacksmith Amanomahitotsu. After that, two more people raised their hands. They were members of crafting classes as well.


  The clan had never really focused on dungeon clearing and PKing. There were many people who played the game with the spirit of adventure within them. They were filled with the desire to set foot on unknown lands and discover unknown things. Naturally, even members of crafting classes did not spend all day in their workshops, and took levels in basic combat classes so they could handle any problems, to a certain extent. That said, since their builds contained crafting classes, they felt that they were a burden during dungeon assaults.


  Momonga knew fully well why they would rise when faced with this proposal. It was because he knew that he felt bad about it. Still, Momonga lowered his head to the three of them.


  “I’m sorry, but can we leave this to you?”


  “Don’t be like that, Momonga-san. Please raise your head. We’re the ones chatting idly while everyone else is fighting.”


  “I want to try making a new weapon too. I just discovered a rare metal processing technique, so I want to try it out.”


  “We’re just bringing our tasks to the dungeon entrance. Don’t worry about it.”


  After Amanomahitotsu spoke, the other two rapidly followed suit.


  Still, Momonga nodded to them again.


  “Then, Nishiki-san, I’d like you to share your map with the rest of us. You don’t mind, right?”


  “Naturally. Ah, then, I just finished collecting information on the monsters that appear in the swamp. Nobody’ll mind if I share it, right?”


  There was no reason to object.


  Nishiki Enrai produced a number of scrolls — one for everyone — out of thin air and began working on it.


  A flash of light leapt from the scrolls.


  Everyone present reached out a hand to take a scroll. Momonga did the same.


  Once the scroll opened, letters reading “New Information Obtained” appeared.


  Momonga ignored the scroll which had vanished into light and touched those letters. Immediately, line after line of text appeared.


  The first piece of information pertained to the terrain.


  There was an X in the exact center of the sprawling swamp. A man had written in not very presentable letters “Dungeon Here”. Beside it were three symbols marked “Frog Base”. Then, there were other icons labelled “Lots of Slippery Things”, “Poison Gas”, “Boss Level” and so on. In addition, there were lines labelled “Probable Patrol Routes”.


  I see, Momonga mused as he digested the information. Then, he touched the characters corresponding to the next set of information.


  Next was the monster data.


  There were blurry pictures of monsters, with their name, level and other data.


  Lv64 Grenbera Devil Lich


  Lv74 Grenbera Purple Worm


  Lv78 Grenberan Swarmlord


  Lv80 Mad Eater


  Lv80 Swamp Naga


  Lv80 Grenbera Tuveg


  Lv83 Grenbera Tuveg Fighter


  Lv83 Grenbera Tuveg Priest


  Lv84 Grenbera Tuveg Knight


  Lv85 Grenbera Tuveg Warlord


  “And then—”


  Nishiki’s words made Momonga stop halfway through his study of the monsters, and he turned to look at him.


  “—These are the guys I met. I visually confirmed them, but there might be monsters I have not encountered yet, so be careful. Also, I saw some stronger guys in the distance, but they were near the labelled bases, so I didn’t close in to check.”


  “Hm. Level 80ish means the highest levelled monsters in the depths of the dungeon will be 90 or so. That should also be the ideal level.”


  Most of Ainz Ooal Gown’s members were around level 90 or so. He felt like they could clear the dungeon without a problem.


  “Take-yan. Carelessness is forbidden. It’s common knowledge that dungeons are more difficult than their surrounding areas.”


  Of course, the opposite case could also be true, but they had never heard of such examples before.


  “Still, luck is going to be a big factor. Clearing a level 90 dungeon in one shot isn’t completely impossible. If that’s the case, then let’s go in all guns blazing. Now’s the time to burn up our cash items.”


  “If we do that, it’ll be a pretty amazing sight.”


  The idea that they might be able to do it filled the room, and Momonga felt his stomach cramping up.


  If they felt it was impossible, they could comfort themselves when they failed by saying “It was as expected”. But if they thought it was possible and failed, the impact would be much greater.


  Momonga regretted his foolish announcement.


  Trying to temper their excitement with a caution was the thinking of a loser. However, that caution might help matters.


  However, he could not say that, as the organizer of the event.


  Just then, a savior appeared.


  “—Everyone, you’re being too overconfident. Do you know how low the odds are of one-shotting an unknown dungeon? The effective level of a dungeon goes up several times when you try it for the first time.”


  The speaker was Ulbert.


  Granted, those words were rain on their parade, but because of that, everyone calmed down.


  At the same time, a ringing reached Momonga’s ear. It was a magical ‘Message’, and it was from Punitto Moe.


  『—Good luck, Momonga-san.』


  Momonga signed onto the dedicated ‘Message’ channel, and cast his spell. This way, his voice would only reach the recipient of his ‘Message’.


  “Thank you.”


  『Don’t worry about it, but do keep in mind that panic is the seed of defeat, so you must keep calm and think logically. Remain calm, look beyond your surroundings, and don’t waste your effort on unnecessary details, Momonga-san. Carelessness is your greatest enemy. However, I’m also planning to clear this in one go. So, all the best!』


  After saying what he wanted to say, the ‘Message’ ended.


  “All right! Then, everyone, we’ll set out for our objective in 30 minutes’ time. Please get yourselves ready!”


Part 3


  The members of the guild Ainz Ooal Gown — once known as the clan Nine’s Own Goal — gathered on the outskirts of Helheim, roughly one hundred meters away from the toxic fog-covered Poison Swamp, in a place called the Piercing Crystal Plains.


  Much like the Poison Swamp, the Piercing Crystal Plains were a hazardous environment, covered in frozen vegetation that resembled crystal razors. These razors dealt damage with every step taken within the Plains, and they could damage players wearing Relic-class armor. In addition, mineralized monsters wandered through the plains, and anyone who did not use bludgeoning-type weapons would have a hard time dealing with them.


  In any world — especially on the heteromorphic species’ home turf of Niflheim, Helheim and Muspelheim — things became more dangerous the further one went from the center of the world. In addition to the wandering monsters, the very terrain itself became a hazard.


  Still, this was nothing for the members of Ainz Ooal Gown. Although certain countermeasures had to be taken, and though these countermeasures were not permanent, with them it was still possible to move at full speed through the Piercing Crystal Plains. In fact, they were making preparations on the plains.


  Of course, this was not to say that they were not tense, or that they were careless.


  After casting several layers of defensive magic, they used magically-created eyes to scout their surroundings. In addition, they used illusion magic of the highest tier, the [Mirror World] spell, to create a hemispherical screen which enclosed the members of the guild.


  One could observe the outside world from inside the bubble without any problems, but from the outside, the inhabitants of the barrier were invisible, and people outside would only see the background. Aside from making the user harder to detect, the spell could also deflect a certain proportion of attacks directed at the occupants within.


  Such extensive preparations were made not because they feared monsters, but because they were on guard against players of similar power to themselves. Not only was there no penalty for PKing heteromorphic species, there were even benefits for doing so. In fact, some powerful classes were unlocked by PKing heteromorphs, and although heteromorph hunting was not as common now as it was in the past, it was still a very real thing. Only a fool would lower their guard, even in a heteromorphic home world.


  Momonga fiddled with the console by his hand. There he saw a list of guild members, along with their HP and MP gauges. At the top was Touch Me, followed by Nishiki Enrai, Wish III, Warrior Takemikazuchi, Momonga, Ancient One, Flatfoot, and Amanomahitotsu, the eight remaining founding members. After that were the nineteen who joined later: Peroroncino, Bukubukuchagama, Herohero, Blue Planet, Ulbert Alain Odle, Garnet, Bellriver, Variable Talisman, Nearata, Nuubou, Genjiro, Yamaiko, Whitebrim, Punitto Moe, Tabula Smaragdina, Beast King Mekongawa, Tigris Euphrates, Temperance and Slathan.


  In total, there were 27 people — the full strength of Ainz Ooal Gown.


  As he looked at the names, an indescribable feeling welled up within him and heat surged through his chest.


  Amanomahitotsu the blacksmith was the leader of the guild’s crafters, who typically preferred to adventure by themselves. They were here now to take part in the guild’s first group event.


  He had to thank them. It would be wrong not to do so.


  However, on the other side of his elation was a hefty burden.


  His stomach ached as he thought of what would happen if their maiden venture ended in failure. There would be no guarantee that they would ever adventure together again if that came to pass. As he thought of how Touch Me had struggled under this stress for so long, Momonga could not help but bow his head in respect.


  Failure was not an option.


  Momonga quietly took several deep breaths, cleared the screen away, forced himself to get it together and then approached one of the guild members.


  “Nuubou-san, how are things going?”


  “Hm? Ah, it’s fine. For now, I can say nobody’s spying on us through magical means.”


  This conclusion came from Nuubou, who built his character as a divination specialist. He was also known as the “Eyes of Nine’s Own Goal”. His words guaranteed that there was no magical surveillance observing them. It would have taken an infiltrator of unprecedented ability to hide from his eyes.


  “Also, there’s nobody spying on us via physical means, Momonga-san.”


  That report came from Flatfoot and Nishiki Enrai, who had gone to reconnoiter the surroundings.


  Though the assassin and ninja duo were not as good as pure scouting-type characters, no stealth- specialized character had evaded their eyes so far.


  After taking their feedback into consideration, he could be certain that nobody was paying attention to this place.


  Momonga looked around.


  A lot of the people here had frightening appearances. The way they sat around the place looked like some sort of dark cabal conducting an evil ritual. However, all Momonga saw were the figures of veteran players.


  “Then, everyone! Are you ready?”


  As one, thumbs-up icons blossomed around them.


  This was the signal that their preparations were complete. After all, there were nearly thirty of them, so individually asking if they were ready would waste a lot of time. In order to avoid that, this was how they had responded, ever since they had started out as a clan.


  “Then let’s go. Advance party, we’ll leave the details to you.”


  “OK~” replied Nishiki Enrai, leader of the scouting team.


  After that everyone changed their equipment, stepping into the Poison Swamp once they were immune to poison.


  The toxic areas in normal wetlands were scattered throughout the terrain, so one could simply go around the poisoned areas to reach the dungeon which was their objective. However, the detours involved would take a long time, so instead they chose to take the shortest path and cut straight through the toxic regions. The reason for that was because they were all working people, and thus wanted to avoid wasting time. There was also a father who laughed and said that despite the day off tomorrow, his family would kill him if he did not take care of them.


  A system message appeared.


  [Grenbera Swamp]


  That was the only thing Momonga saw, but some of his comrades knew more about the region, and they raised their voices to inform the others.


  “This is a huge patch of wetlands littered with poisonous marshes, controlled by the Tuvegs, who are immune to poison.”


  Players received different pieces of additional information upon entering a new area, depending on the skills and abilities they possessed. For example, alchemists and herbalists, with their herbological skills, would learn about the various herbs they could harvest in the area.


  “And then… huh, it’s nothing special. Monsters in residence — they’re about the same as what Nishiki-san discovered. There’s no information on rarities either… could it be hidden? Or maybe there’s no rare info? Which could it be?”


  “There’s no way there’s no rare info, it must be hidden. You probably need to wade in until you’re covered in mud to find it. I feel it’s most likely in one of the Tuveg hamlets. Let’s try to swing by there and take it down as soon as possible. If there are some undiscovered herbs there, we might be able to make a rare potion. Man, the game devs are insane. They make you scrounge for the ingredients for your potions… I’ve already made over 200 types of potions, but there’re still a lot which haven’t been discovered yet.”


  “Aside from potions, there’re still a lot of undiscovered ores as well, right? The description on apoitakara says that it’s a type of rainbow ore, which means that only two of them have been found so far…”


  “Well, the devs are one thing, but I think the game company’s mad as well. I mean, with all the content, you can play for a long time… but they seem to have forgotten the word restraint. They must have left the term ‘user friendly’ back at their main office.”


  “Indeed. Speaking of the main office… the guy they sent over from our company’s head office a while back was terrible…”


  “Uwah, sorry, let’s not talk about this. I seem to be having an allergic reaction to the word ‘company’... Should we make it a guild rule not to talk about the workplace? Maybe only allow it in the half an hour or so before you log off. You know, when you have to return to reality.”


  Momonga chased away the words in his ears.


  He did not know who had spoken last, but he agreed fully with him. He did not want to think about work. Whether you wanted it or not, tomorrow would come anyway.


  As these dark thoughts slowly began to swallow Momonga, he decided to use the conversations around him to try and motivate himself. Therefore, he kept his ears open for anything game-related which the others might be talking about.


  “—Knowledge-type skills, huh? I’ve been thinking about respeccing towards those. I’ve almost unlocked a class which uses special attacks derived from monster lore. Do you think my DPS would go up if I branched out from there?


  DPS was an acronym for Damage Per Second.


  It measured how much damage one could do in a second, and to attackers, it was the most important thing in the game. Theoretically speaking, one could create the ultimate weapon by embedding damage-increasing data crystals into a big weapon with high data capacity. However, weapons like that were unwieldy, and would result in fewer attacks due to the difficulty of using them. As a result, the wielder’s overall DPS would go down. No right-thinking attacker would even think of using a weapon like that.


  In addition, as monsters went up in level, they gained all sorts of special abilities. At this level, they could greatly decrease any damage done to them. Therefore, it was quite common to require weapons made of special materials or with the appropriate elements to bypass these abilities.


  “But that would mean you wouldn’t be as focused on attack power as you are now, right?”


  “I’m thinking I could make up for it with an elemental weapon.”


  “Ah, that’s not a bad idea, but then you’d really need those divine-class items, right? Wouldn’t that be difficult?”


  “Is that so~? Well, it can’t be helped~ I wanted to experiment a little but it’s too troublesome…”


  If one could make a second character in Yggdrasil, this sort of complaint would not exist. However, that was impossible in games like these. Experimenting with different classes was only possible by dying and losing levels.


  Even if it was easier to gain levels in this game as compared to other DMMOs, it was still a time-consuming process. One would not go to that kind of trouble just to fool around.


  Momonga often longed for a second character himself. He had heard people complaining about how unfair it was that one could not make another character in this game, and he personally agreed with them.


  If he could, he would like to be a warrior, like Touch Me.


  Although it was said that the warrior classes were limited by one’s real-world reflexes, that restriction only came into play during duels between top-class warriors. It was not a deciding factor during normal play.


  Touch-san gave himself a scarf, but I think I’d like a big, flowy red cape… My sword would have to be huge, just like Warrior Takemikazuchi-san’s. I could swing it around stylishly.


  Incidentally, Momonga had learned the warrior transformation spell, but it was not very useful, and so he had almost no chance to use it. In a party, each person divided the workload among themselves and did their part in order to achieve victory for the team. In order to do that, they had to excel at their assigned function.


  Momonga was a back-liner, and when he went adventuring in a party, he was obliged to use magic that made a meaningful contribution to the group.


  If he could not do that, then there was no point in playing in a group.


  That being the case, if he were travelling alone — if he were playing solo, there was a good chance he could bring it into play.


  However—


  Momonga looked to his guildmates, quietly advancing through the poison swamp. He watched his friends chat as they walked, flitting from topic to topic.


  He was suddenly lost in a memory of loneliness.


  When the guild had still been a clan — although it had been a clan until recently— the only members had been working folk, oddly enough, and they had gathered to meet at night. While some of them had unusual jobs and thus kept odd hours — Bukubukuchagama the seiyuu being a prime example — for the most part, nobody would be online during the day.


  Momonga would return straight home after work, log on ahead of everyone else, and then he would summon undead to protect himself and hire NPC mercenaries to hunt monsters. So technically speaking, he was used to playing alone.


  However, he never felt lonely, because he was certain that someone else would log on. But if they were not around — if nobody logged on any more, what would he do?


  Should he quit this guild, and join a new one?


  Or should he recruit new members?


  He disliked both options. It was not as though he was afraid of strangers. After all, he could get along normally with the people in his company — although they probably thought he was antisocial because he did not go drinking with them.


  Still, he disliked having to make that choice.


  This opinion was not born of logic, but his emotions. Therefore, he could not bring himself to accept those options.


  “What’s wrong, Momonga-san? Are you low on nanomachines?”


  Herohero was beside him.


  “My nanomachines are fine. I topped them off before going online.”


  “Really? That’s good, then. This may take a long time — although I’m not sure if that’ll be the case — but it would be a good idea to make sure you’re topped off before entering the dungeon. It would be bad if you were forcibly ejected at a critical moment. I’ve a friend in real life who was playing a different game, he was kicked out of the game during a guild ranking battle, and by the time he came back, his guild had lost and they reamed him out for it. And it wasn’t even his fault that they lost.”


  “...That’s pretty scary.”


  “I know our guild won’t be like that, but there are guilds like that out there. You know, the try hard types. I hate those picky guilds. Games are meant to be played, after all. ...Oh, what’s this? You look pretty suspicious, comrade. The type that Touch-san would arrest.”


  “That’s mean, saying I’m suspicious,” Momonga smiled bitterly. “I’m just a guildmaster wondering about how we’re going to breach the dungeon soon, and it made me feel a little melancholy.”


  “...Hahaha. Seems you’re worrying right from the start… However, if we manage to find data crystals loaded with rare data or artifacts, it’ll be worth it. Well, if you ask me, being able to actually clear an unknown dungeon in one shot would be a greater treasure than any of those.”


  “Exactly. It’ll be an unforgettable memory.”


  Halfway through their conversation, a squishy sound, as though one were walking in a pair of flooded long boots, came from the side.


  “Oh, visibility is poor now.”


  “Eh?”


  “Looks like some mist just rolled in. Momonga-san, if you change your vision mode, you’ll see it.”


  Momonga had cast the spell [Widen Magic - Complete Vision], which could pierce fog up to a distance of 200 meters ahead of him. This was why everything looked clear to him.


  Although there was no reason for him to put himself at a disadvantage, he had a friend at his side, so there was no harm in doing as Herohero said and briefly disabling his magical vision.


  He entered the command to change vision modes into the console.


  In that moment, the world became a sea of cloudy white.


  “Uoh!”


  The difference between his expectations and reality forced a quiet gasp of surprise from him.


  “Haha, scared? Actually, it’s been like this for a while now.”


  An aura of wicked amusement seemed to be coming from Herohero. It might even have qualified as satisfaction.


  “Come on, give me a break.”


  Although the bitter smile he was showing seemed to imply nothing was the matter, the fact was that it had touched a nerve. The terror of not being able to see anything aside, the shock blended with the lingering dark thoughts from earlier, and he felt as though he was alone again.


  Momonga operated his console, and restored his vision.


  It seemed everyone in his party could see through the mist. Or rather, that was to be expected. They had been through all sorts of adventures to get to their current levels, so everyone had already made the necessary preparations for this endeavour.


  Just then, Momonga felt something was amiss, and asked:


  “Still, Herohero-san, how did you come to have human eyesight?”


  Herohero was a slime. Slimes used a sort of motion detection sense to learn about their surroundings in place of ordinary vision, so he should not have perceived the world like a human did.


  “Ah, I equipped a magic item that gave me that ability. The innate motion detection ability which all slimes possess is very useful, but it’s only effective within a limited radius. I can’t see beyond 100 meters, which is pretty spooky if you ask me. I’d be in trouble if someone attacked me from outside that range, so I decided to give myself something to let me see normally.”


  “Any advantage comes with a weakness. It’s how this game works.”


  “The good balances out the bad. Oh, I’m picking up something on my vibration sense.”


  He turned to where the black tentacle was pointing, and saw the outline of a massive worm.


  It was a vast purple worm, over ten times the width of a human torso, its surface gleaming wetly.


  These worms moved in packs, so it would be troublesome if it detected them.


  The group suddenly halted. The magic casters pointed their fingers at the worm, while the warriors readied their ranged weapons.


  If it spotted them, they were ready to destroy it in an instant, before it could summon its friends.


  Momonga had a spell ready on his console, and took the stance he always did for attack spells. While Momonga’s usual role was to buff and debuff people, it would be more effective to attack directly given their numbers now.


  After several seconds had passed, it seemed that their enemy had not spotted them, and slowly slithered back into the swamp.


  “I’m not one for sneaking about. I want to cut a swathe through them,” Ulbert complained from somewhere in the distance.


  “Ulbert-san, please don’t waste your MP. You should spend it all on the boss.”


  Ulbert’s character build revolved around World Disaster, a class with incredible firepower. On top of that, he took levels in classes which further specialized in offensive ability. By attack power alone, he was easily among the top five in the guild, but he had a weakness. Though he had an ample supply of MP his consumption rate outstripped even that, in other words, he burned through MP quickly.


  One could say that the difficulty of a dungeon expedition was directly related to how much MP he could bring to face the boss.


  “Aw, I was just kidding. I know that. I’ve been saving up all this time, haven’t I? This is the maiden adventure of Ainz Ooal Gown, no? I’ll make sure it all works out!”


  He clenched his right fist to show his sincerity. Momonga could feel his motivation, which was quite uncharacteristic of him.


  “Ah, but I wouldn’t mind if you gave me some MP. That way, we could blow right through them and still have enough for a grand display at the boss.”


  “Hm? Were you talking to me?”


  Yamaiko was a magic caster who was adept at spirit-type magic, and she had further specialized within that field as a healer, which granted her curative spells. If it was her, she could transfer MP to another person via the appropriate spell.


  “It’s not a bad idea, actually. Do you mind if I do it when the time comes? I can use staves and wands for healing anyway.”


  “I don’t trust wands and staves for healing during a boss battle, and besides, you run out of juice fast, Yamaiko. If you want to transfer MP, I’d rather you get it from someone else.”


  Yamaiko’s role in one sentence was that of a defensive healer. With her innate defenses and regeneration, combined with a build which emphasised those two qualities, she could even serve as a tank of sorts. Even when surrounded by the enemy, she could still heal her allies.


  That said, being able to off-tank was a far cry from being able to main-tank.


  Her weapon of choice, a huge gauntlet, could not do much damage. In exchange, it had an increased ability to inflict knockback on her foes. The fact that she used a weapon which put distance between herself and her enemies was ample proof that she was a healer at the core.


  In this sense, she had two weaknesses.


  The first was that she did not have much MP. Of course, she had more than enough for general healing, but it was insufficient when one factored in the need to cast buff spells and other things. The other weakness was that her attack power was very low, in exchange for improved regeneration.


  With these in mind, she could be said to be the final defensive line of the group. Her role was to off-tank if the battle line started to crumble, heal everyone’s wounds and revive dying comrades.


  “Still, why are we speaking so quietly?”


  Ulbert and Yamaiko looked at each other's’ faces, and confusedly replied, “I have no idea.”


  It would seem that they had unconsciously lowered their volume since they were trying to be stealthy. After all the monsters could detect them with their programmed senses — vision, hearing, smell, and magic. Because of that, it was not wrong to crouch and speak softly.


  However — those considerations were only applicable at low levels. Once players reached high levels, they could use a variety of spells and skills to conceal the entire party and infiltrate together. Given the abilities they had been using up till now, there was no need to sneak around.


  When the worm from just now had appeared, the others only raised their weapons because they saw someone do it first and thought, “me too”.


  “Maybe it’s just because visibility is better here.”


  “Ah. Yes, that’s right. Like how you’d feel, leaving the house in just your underwear.”


  Although Ulbert’s meaning was quite subtle, Momonga managed to get it, more or less.


  “Mm, it sounds kind of wrong, but I guess that’s how it is.”


  “I don’t get it.”


  Keeping quiet for reasons they did not quite understand, the group followed the pioneers into the swamp.


  They encountered many Tuvegs along the way, but they carefully went around the detection radius of the bipedal frog-monsters. Their attitude was different from just now, because some monsters had the ability to see through concealment, and the Tuvegs were such monsters.


  Of course, they used magic to improve their mobility, but the journey still took a long time, given that they had to detour around the Tuvegs. However, they could finally see something different on the other side of the swamp.


  This was their destination, the dungeon. Part of it looked like a small island


  “So that’s it…”


  After overlaying the map drawn by Nishiki Enrai on top of the current area minimap, it was easy to ascertain that they had arrived at their objective.


  If they relaxed at this point, there was a possibility that guardian monsters might ambush them. It was not uncommon for the monsters to employ the old trick of hiding underground.


  Given the malicious nature of the Yggdrasil devs, this might be the cue for a Tuveg boss to jump out and draw everyone into a full-scale battle. Or rather, Momonga had seen such things before in game videos, where the result was a total party kill.


  This was why the scouts had such an important job.


  First, Momonga made sure that there was nothing that would be triggered by the presence of the undead nearby.


  Then, he accessed the hotkeys on his console, selecting the number 8 out of the numbers 1 to 10. This 8 represented 8th tier spells.


  A complex menu composed of layers of ring-shaped pages appeared before him. There were 12 spells in each of the four rings, for a total of 48 spells.


  In this way, he could hotkey up to 480 spells.


  Normally, a level 100 magic caster would learn around 300 spells over the course of the game. Even cash items could only increase that number by another 100. However, there were more than a few players who looked at the extra empty spaces on the shortcut menu and took it as a challenge from the developers.


  The ability to skilfully navigate these menus — fully understanding and memorizing the effects and proper application of each spell — was one of the biggest factors in one’s ability as a magic caster.


  Just as warriors were affected by their real-life reflexes, magic-using classes relied heavily on their memory.


  Momonga fluidly navigated the menus.


  Although he would not browse his spells so leisurely in combat, he had the luxury of taking his time for now. As he went through the pages of spells by rote, he recalled the order in which the spells were arranged, an order which he had forced himself to memorize.


  He tapped the fourth ring, the outermost one.


  Out of the ring of 12 spells that became larger than the others, he tapped on one of them.


  “[Remote Viewing].”


  There was no need to tap any other hotkeys, given that he was not planning to apply any metamagic enhancements to the spell.


  As the spell was cast, an arcane eye — a magic sensor — appeared. There were other members of the guild who had already released similar sensory organs, so there was no need for Momonga to do that. Still, Momonga was the best undead detector in the guild, so just in case, he deftly manipulated the arcane sensor and sent it toward the small island.


  His right hand held the control stick for the sensor’s movements, while he used his left hand to direct the sensor’s field of view. Missing a huge chunk of one’s visual field was frightening, to say the least, but it was fine now, because he had trustworthy allies nearby.


  The wall which separated the island from the swamp was overgrown with moss and broken in many places, and could no longer serve its purpose as a barrier. One could see the inside through the gaps.


  There were remains there — the remains of a tomb.


  The destruction was thorough, even the tombstones had been smashed. There seemed to be something like a mausoleum in the middle, but it was beginning to collapse. There was a shrine of some sort as well, but it was little more than a ruin. Not even monsters could hide within it. At a glance, there was nothing else which was suspicious.


  Still, after viewing this scene, Momonga seemed even more tense than before.


  In games, tombs would almost certainly be inhabited by undead creatures. Yggdrasil was no exception, which was why Momonga had cast this spell.


  If there were any undead in there, he would definitely find them.


  With that resolve steeling his movements, he turned the control stick, sending the arcane eye in a full orbit of the small island. However, there were no undead reactions.


  “No sign of monsters. No sign of incorporeal beings either.”


  “Same here. No signs of moving objects above or below ground.”


  “No undead reactions either.”


  “Do you think a boss is going to pop out?”


  “Or a trap? Multiple summoning-type traps at once are hard to deal with.”


  “In any case, I’ve used my trump card once already, out of four times a day. At the very least, there are no magical traps here.”


  The other guild members had already examined the island in their own ways, and the reports slowly filtered in. They paused for a moment to look at each other, and then began heading out for the small island. The rear guard team remained on alert, keeping an appropriate distance from the delving team in case something should happen.


  “...So this is the sort of dungeon where the real fight starts after we step into that broken-down old building?”


  “No, it should be once we pass through the mausoleum and enter the underground, right? After all, we’re still quite close to the swamp.”


  “Well, that’s pretty meta.... In any case, keep your sensors away from the building so you don’t trip any flags. After we set foot on the island, it’ll be a different matter. Then, Momonga-san, please do the honors.”


  “Well then…”


  The moment he set foot on the ground from the swamp, text appeared in his field of view, just like when he had entered the swamp. However, this time, beside the words Great Tomb of Nazarick was an icon which indicated an unexplored dungeon.


  “Nazarick, huh… I wonder which mythology it came from?”


  “No, I’ve never heard of this before.”


  The prompt answer came from Tabula Smaragdina, part of the rear guard. They were steadily catching up with the advance party, and establishing a formation against possible enemy attack.


  “It’s not Latin or Greek either. Ah well, not all names in Yggdrasil are from mythology anyway. This is probably one of those exceptions. Also, there’s no special info about this place either.”


  Just then, Nuubou stepped forward and cast a spell. He should probably be able to scan the area with no problems.


  Several second later, he informed the group of his findings.


  “—There’s nothing, Momonga-san. I sent my arcane eye into the central mausoleum, but there were no contacts on the enemy sonar.”


  “In other words, this is a safe area, then?”


  “Still, those shitty devs built this place, there might be some sort of timed effect waiting for us…”


  Many people indicated their approval of the scathing criticism. Most players thought poorly of the Yggdrasil devs.


  “Scouting party, is everything alright? If it is, then I believe the dungeon is in the basement of that building. Then, shouldn’t we change our team lineups for dungeon exploration?”


  “I’ll make a shelter for us, then.”


  Blue Planet the druid raised his shovel in response to the suggestion from Punitto Moe, the strategist.


  Then, he cast the 10th-tier divine spell, [Nature’s Shelter], and everyone entered the bunker which had sprung forth from the earth.


  The massive doors swung open easily.


  The roof of the vast chamber they entered was just like the outside, the sky spreading endlessly above them.


  “I’ve been thinking about this for a while. It looks like anyone could see everything inside from above, and it kind of unsettles me.”


  “True, I mean, even though they say it’s so you’ll know if the enemy is above you or something, I’m still uneasy about it. Still, I heard this thing can remain standing after taking a hit from super-tier magic—”


  “Ah, that’s not true. I’ve seen a video, it’s been breached by a [Sword of Damocles] before.”


  “That’s an orbital weapon, right? But isn’t that an exception to the rule? After all, it’s super-tier magic designed to target structures. Bit unfair to use it as a comparison, right? Shouldn’t you compare it to other super-tier spells?”


  “All right. Everyone, your attention please~”


  The idle chatter died down in the wake of Punitto Moe’s voice.


  “We will now begin assigning parties for the dungeon expedition…”


  In response to this, Tabula Smaragdina put up his hand in opposition.


  “Hang on! Don’t you think it’s a little early for that? I think we should stay in our current movement parties and go as deep as possible before changing up. If we break up now, we’ll need to dispel our whole-party spells.. In addition, we should be able to go through the dungeon in this state, with only a little more trouble with the mid bosses, right?”


  “That’s certainly possible, but shouldn’t we be more careful? Besides, there’s a pretty good chance those shitty devs will spring a raid boss on us.”


  The other guild members began discussing the matter with each other, as though Punitto Moe and Tabula Smaragdina had given them the cue to start talking. However, Momonga, who had stopped to think early on, felt that he could combine their ideas, despite the differences in the details.


  And then Punitto Moe, who knew that this would end up going nowhere, turned to look straight at Momonga.


  “What do you think, Momonga-san? Should we change party composition before we enter the dungeon, or go in and take things one step at a time?”


  This was one hell of a curveball. Neither side was absolutely correct, and there were pros and cons to both courses of action. In all likelihood, everyone would agree with whichever option he went with.


  However, he was uncomfortable enough even when he thought of picking the right course of action. The very idea of choosing wrongly made his stomach start to ache and the burden on his shoulders felt even heavier.


  This was the burden a guildmaster had to bear, and personally, Momonga would prefer to decline on deciding for them. However, that would not be possible.


  Momonga turned the matter over and over in his mind.


  At this point, Touch Me the clan leader would have eagerly led everyone forward. So, should Momonga the guild leader imitate him?


  However, Momonga’s chest ached.


  The last time that happened, there was an argument, which resulted in a person leaving.


  Although Momonga deeply respected Touch Me’s leadership, that memory stuck in his craw. Or no, for all he knew, that incident weighed heavily on Touch Me as well. That might have been why he abdicated his position as leader, and put forward a successor with a different personality from his own.


  If that was the case, then Momonga should not do as Touch Me would have done.


  “—Then, we’ll go by majority vote. Everyone, those in favor of changing parties please come to my right, and those in favor of carrying on without any changes please proceed to my left.”


  After some quiet discussion, everyone moved toward their respective sides.


  Momonga counted their numbers, and came to a conclusion.


  “It seems there’s more people who want to move on. Then let’s go. Also, everyone, I wish to use majority vote as the standard procedure for resolving guild-wide problems like these. If a tie results, we’ll have the suggesters play rock-scissors-paper… though that might be difficult for some of us here, so maybe some other form of tiebreaker might be better. In any event, I would like to settle disputes in this way. Does anyone have any objections, or a better idea?”


  Nobody spoke up.


  Was it because they had no objections, or was it because they felt uncomfortable about voicing their thoughts?


  Things like this happened at work as well. When asked “what do you think?”, few people would speak up. Sometimes, the reason for their silence was not because they had nothing to say, but because they were afraid that voicing their opinions would lead to them being put in charge of any courses of action born from those words, or because they were afraid of having their ideas rejected, and so on.


  Momonga would need to speak with people in private after these meetings, and made a mental note in his mind.


  “Then, everyone, let’s make a move.”


  After indicating their acknowledgement, everyone headed outside.


  Although the losing side might be dissatisfied, nobody would throw a childish tantrum in the face of a majority decision. One could say that it was expected of adults… no, that was not quite right.


  There were many kinds of adults as well. Momonga knew of adults who had never really grown up, like children. The fact that none of them could be found here was due to Touch Me’s good judgement in picking friends.


  At this moment, Momonga was once more keenly aware of the gravity of a guildmaster’s position.


  And then, Momonga heard a conversation which dispelled his unease.


  “Aw man! I thought you were one of us, Flatfoot-san!”


  “Nah, I like them flat, but not necessarily lolis.”


  “You’re one to talk, naming your weapon Tsururinpettan… Or are you referring to something else? Could it be you like men’s chests, Flatfoot-san?”


  (TL Note: Smooth and Shiny Flatchest)


  “M-men’s chests?”


  “Am I wrong? Don’t you like them flat? If that’s the case, then men’s chests would be… are you a homo?”


  Peroroncino!


  Momonga suppressed the urge to yell at him. His introspection from earlier was nowhere to be found. Still, Momonga understood his friend’s personality… or rather, his fetishes. With him around, it would not be a surprise if this sort of thing was brought up.


  Should he get himself together, and lend a helping hand to the dumbfounded Flatfoot?


  Just as Momonga was waffling over this decision, he heard another voice.


  “...People might laugh it off at a drinking party, but do you really think you can shout this sort of thing out just because you’re among friends?”


  It was Bukubukuchagama. A premonition of dread filled Momonga as he noticed that the pitch of her voice was a bit low. However, for some reason, her little brother Peroroncino had not realized this yet.


  The truth was, Flatfoot had already backed away from Peroroncino.


  “Well, it’s because you’re flat yourself, Aneki, that men don’t—”


  “—Oi.”


  That cold voice carried a hint of impending doom, like a guillotine blade slicing down.


  “Oi, brat. Do you want me to tell everyone about what you did when you were twelve?”


  “...I, I’m very sorry for what I said.”


  “...Hey, did I give you permission to shut up? Did that sound like a joke to you? Hah? You’d better—”


  Sensing that something terrible was about to happen, Momonga hurriedly interposed himself between the two of them, forcing them apart with his body.


  “Chagama-san, Chagama-san. Calm down a little, please.”


  “Ah— Momonga-san.”


  Bukubukuchagama’s voice seemed to have reverted back to normal, but the flames of her wrath were not completely extinguished yet. This was probably a small respite at best, so Momonga quickly continued:


  “Well, ah. We’ll be heading into the dungeon soon. I think it would be best if you let go of your anger, right?”


  After seeing Momonga pleading with his palms pressed together, Bukubukuchagama — presumably — relaxed her shoulders.


  “That’s right, that’s right. It’s not that I don’t understand how you feel, Bukubukuchagama-san, but this is probably for the best. Thank you.”


  With that, Flatfoot came to Momonga’s side and put his hands together as well. Now that the two of them had spoken up, Bukubukuchagama had a hard time getting mad. Therefore, she sighed in an exaggerated way.


  “There’s no need for you two to apologize since you did nothing wrong. Ahhh, I’m the one who should be apologizing. I can’t believe I let that dummy get under my skin. Sorry about that.”


  With that, she turned her face — presumably — toward Peroroncino.


  “Oi, dumbass brother of mine. Remember this well — mind your manners, even if you get along with people. Especially when you crack your dirty jokes. Don’t embarrass me just because you get excited around friends. Got it?”


  “...Yes.”


  “Shouldn’t you be thanking Momonga-san and Flatfoot-san?”


  “Mm. Thank you, guys. Sorry about that, I think I got a bit carried away.”


  Peroroncino’s words were devoid of energy. His subdued, obedient way of speaking made him sound like a dog which had been hit by a shock baton.


  After hearing her brother’s apology, Bukubukuchagama left the bunker.


  Of the three people watching her leave, Flatfoot was the first to break the silence.


  “...Haaahh, your big sis is scary. Super scary. Scarier than my department chief. She really knows how to change her voice.”


  “She’s not a bad person. And I don’t know if it’s because she’s a seiyuu, but she has a really powerful voice. Its impact is even greater in Yggdrasil, since our faces don’t move in the game…”


  “You sure are tough, Momonga-san.”


  Flatfoot placed his hand over his heart. There was no heartbeat for him to feel, but it had affected him there.


  Momonga fully understood what he meant by that.


  Games like Yggdrasil — DMMORPGs — were all very realistic. As a result, it was not at all unusual to feel that this was reality.


  Of course, the fact that expressions did not change, or because there was no sense of taste and so on were handy indicators that this was still a game world.


  “I’m not that tough. Still, I felt like I was standing in front of a scary boss.”


  The two of them chuckled quietly.


  Momonga smiled — though his face did not move — and then urged the other two onward.


  “Alright, let’s move out! We’re the only ones left.”


Part 4


  With one eye on their surroundings, the players climbed a run-down flight of stairs into the building. The interior was unexpectedly impressive, with five statues standing tall. Stone slabs were set near the feet of the statues. However, the group was some distance away and could not read what was on them. Of course, there were spells to read the writing, but nobody was in the mood for that.


  Momonga had a bad feeling about this.


  He had seen this sort of dungeon design several times in the past.


  The enthusiasm he had up till here was nowhere to be found.


  “Ah, Momonga-san, this looks like a simultaneous attack dungeon. And it looks to be the hardest kind, the sort that needs five parties to progress. Then again, we should probably be glad it’s not one of those dungeons that needs 36-man parties (a legion) and allows two guilds to cooperate on invading them. Those are just crazy.”


  Momonga groaned quietly as Tabula Smaragdina’s words vindicated his sense of foreboding. There was muttering from around him as well.


  Many people hated simultaneous-attack dungeons, also known as “die-by-yourself dungeons”. Dungeons like these required several parties working in unison along different routes to complete.


  Of course, it was only right that everyone should work together toward a common objective. However, it was annoying to be split up.


  This was an unknown dungeon which nobody had explored before.


  The fact that they knew nothing about it fueled their anger at the shitty devs and honed their excitement at the idea of finding rare data crystals. If they could not stay together and share their joys and sorrow, the fun factor would be halved — no, it would be worse than that.


  Although he was not the superstitious sort, he could not help but feel uncomfortable that the guild’s first activity was something like this.


  Still, he could not whine about it. After all, it was his idea to delve into this dungeon, and everyone was gathered here because they supported him. Being even more wilful than this was not what a guildmaster should do.


  Just then, Punitto Moe began suggesting team assignments, as though ignoring Momonga’s internal shock.


  “How shall we proceed then, Tabula-san? This is a deviation from the original plan, and now we’ll need five parties.”


  “Indeed. The question now is how to allocate everyone. We should probably discuss this together. Things being as they are, we should have the crafters come in as well, since it would be hard to be pressed from behind anyway.”


  The basic 6-man party configuration in Yggdrasil was one tank, two attackers, one healer, one seeker and a wildcard, who was capable of adapting to changing situations.


  They had to evenly allocate their manpower into five parties, which was a fairly brainpower-intensive task.


  Anyone taking on this task needed to be intimately familiar with everyone’s abilities and preferences. A team that was put together sloppily would not be able to succeed. Therefore, assigning party rosters was one of the greatest challenges of such an endeavour.


  The question now was how to clear this dungeon.


  Dungeons like these were typically designed so that everyone would meet up at the boss room, whereupon they would face the raid boss together.


  If this pattern held true, then the parties had to be balanced.


  For instance, even two parties filled with the strongest members would have a hard time successfully clearing the entire dungeon. That being the case, it would probably be better to have four teams reach the boss and defeat him. There was strength in numbers after all. If there was no vast difference in individual abilities, 24 people would always be better than 12 people.


  Even if Warrior Takemikazuchi — one of the strongest members of Ainz Ooal Gown — was attacked by two players of equal level, there was a high chance of him being defeated. The fact was that for every one attack he launched, he would be taking two in exchange. Of course, there were some monstrous types who could win when outnumbered two to one, but those were few and far between.


  Therefore, the most important thing was to not lose anyone and reach the dungeon’s core.


  Punitto Moe stood before everyone and discussed the matter of personnel assignment.


  Momonga remained silent. Punitto Moe was the best planner in the group, so it would be fine to let him handle things. Most likely, everyone here would think that too. It would probably be fine even if he began giving orders.


  In many games, one could not reorganize a party outside of a safe zone, or certain designated locations. However, in YGGDRASIL, one could freely change one’s party anywhere and anytime. This allowed for very flexible parties, and with a good team, one could overcome any difficulty.


  However, the effects of party-wide magic and skills terminated once the party was disbanded. One had to take that drawback into consideration when regrouping. That trick would not work if used in a dire situation.


  He looked around at his guildmates. Some of them were changing their gear. Some of them were briefly offline for a bathroom break, and some of them were talking excitedly with Punitto Moe.


  Although they all seemed to be doing their own thing, Momonga could feel a strange sense of coordination permeating the scene.


  Slowly, the Magical Attackers, Physical Attackers, Tanks, Healers, Seekers and Others were assigned to their parties.


  Momonga fell into the “Other” category.


  “Others” were not unnecessary. While they were uncommon for the most part, this guild — Ainz Ooal Gown — was different. To them, “Others” were challenging classes who could adapt to many different circumstances.


  Momonga used the drops from PKing — the corpses of other players — to learn many different spells. Because of that, he was typically placed in this position during dungeon raids.


  Of course, he was not given this position because he could use many different spells, but because he could use suitable spells for the appropriate situation.


  Because he had to handle this difficult task, Momonga had priority on the corpses from PKing, as a sign of his comrade’s faith in his abilities.


  In return, Momonga gave his all for his comrades, and they all felt that he could do no wrong.


  Finally, Punitto Moe announced the party assignments.


  Momonga’s group was comprised of:


  Magic Attacker: Ulbert Alain Odle


  Physical Attacker: Warrior Takemikazuchi


  Tank: Bukubukuchagama


  Healer: Yamaiko


  Seeker: Nishiki Enrai


  And Momonga was the wildcard.


  Momonga gasped in surprise as he heard the lineup.


  There were people in the guild who could clear a dungeon easily, and more than half of them were in his party.


  First was Ulbert Alain Odle, who had levels in several classes boasting high firepower. His burst damage was unrivalled.


  Next was Warrior Takemikazuchi, who had levels in offense-oriented classes like Kensei and so on. Much like Nishiki Enrai, his defense was low, but at the same time he had the highest physical damage ability in the entire guild.


  Bukubukuchagama the tank was a specialized character who had maximized her defense. She had the title of “the Unsinkable”.


  The healer Yamaiko was a Nephilim, who banked on her race’s ability to take two very high ability scores and three very low ability scores to maximize her spirit and endurance. In addition she was fully equipped with gear that abandoned offense to focus on defense. Combined with her regenerative abilities, she was far more survivable than even a half-baked tank class.


  Nishiki Enrai was their seeker, but due to his absolute focus on attack power, he also made a good attacker in his own right. In addition, when he used his stealth abilities, he could deliver a single blow whose power could outstrip even Warrior Takemikazuchi’s.


  This was a team made of members who were fully optimized for their role.


  The fact was, if these members were redistributed throughout the other parties, it would not be a surprise if their survival rate went up.


  “Eh? Is this really okay?”


  Upon hearing Momonga’s voice, Punitto Moe turned around.


  “Oh, Momonga-san, is something wrong?”


  “Mm. Frankly, I think this party is a little unbalanced. They’re all good players and it seems they would be better off distributed out to groups supported by NPCs in order to shore up their abilities.”


  Momonga looked around.


  The people who weren’t here must have briefly returned to town to hire several NPC mercenaries. By teleporting to their allies, they could avoid having to go through the swamp and return here directly.


  “I think putting Bukubukuchagama-san and Warrior Takemikazuchi-san in parties with NPCs would be more even. However, we know nothing about this dungeon. Therefore, I think it would be better to have two strong teams rather than an even distribution.”


  And the members of the other team are...?


  Momonga looked over to the guild’s strongest man, Touch Me, and he had his answer. He must be leading that team.


  He looked at the people with him, and it was true. All the strongest members of Ainz Ooal Gown were now gathered together.


  Punitto Moe understood what Momonga was looking at, and nodded.


  “Thats right, it’s them. Momonga-san, if the worst comes to pass, please take down the boss with them. Although I understand that defeating a 30-man boss with only 12 people is incredibly difficult, I feel that it would be better to make preparations for that situation.”


  “If that’s the case, wouldn’t I be better replaced by someone else?”


  Momonga had faith in his skills as a wildcard, but he had his doubts about whether he could be considered a superior player.


  Punitto Moe laughed and replied, “Of course not,” before explaining.


  “Momonga-san, invading the Great Tomb of Nazarick, this virgin dungeon, was the result of your wilfulness, no? Therefore, it’s only fair that you clear it beautifully, oh guildmaster. Show us how it’s done.”


  Waves of heat surged out from Momonga’s belly.


  Punitto Moe was right. He was the one who had selfishly brought all these people here, so he could not be the one to demoralize them. How could he not do his part in clearing this dungeon with everyone else?


  “Got it!”


  “That’s the spirit! Plus, you’re a very good wildcard, aren’t you, Momonga-san? Frankly speaking, I think you’re the most adaptable person here, which is why I put you with them. A party of specialists can fall apart quickly if things go bad, so I had to include you and your flexibility, Momonga-san. Let me be honest with you here — your party is the best party because you are in it.”


  “No, no, the others are like that, but not me.”


  “There you go being weak again. Believe in yourself a little. The fact is, Nishiki Enrai the seeker is more of an attacker, so having you there is also to help with reconnaissance. So… please bring them safely to the boss, Momonga-san.”


  Now that Punitto Moe had praised him to the heavens, Momonga could not show his weak side.


  “I understand. Please accept my humble contribution.”


  “I’m looking forward to it.”


  


♦ ♦ ♦


  


After assembling the parties, they each arrived before the stone statues. As though on cue — or rather, they had triggered an automated sequence — something activated.


  “How dare you profane the Great Tomb of Nazarick, oh foolish and greedy ones.”


  That was a male voice. It was followed by a female voice.


  “Or should I say, brave ones.”


  “Be you foolish or brave, we shall take your measure. We stand before you, the Five Rulers.”


  It was a hoarse man’s voice, different from the first two. Somewhere near Momonga, Bukubukuchagama muttered, “Yes, boss.”


  “You who desire this land. Defeat us, and show us your true power.”


  Light appeared on the stone slabs. Taking the right actions would probably engage teleportation of some sort.


  “...The last voice belonged to the Lord of Helheim. To think he came all the way out here. What a long way to go! If it’s that bearded old man, don’t you think it’s pretty suspicious? Should we kill him off with Longinus?”


  “Let’s leave it at that. I was hoping they would reuse that seiyuu elsewhere. I heard they lowered the quality of rare gacha drops in order to hire a large cast of seiyuus.”


  “Personally, I’m all for them hiring more people. I can use another alias to perform. There’re still some I haven’t even used yet.”


  The kneeling Peroroncino looked over to Momonga. He must have heard his sister’s conversation.


  “Well, let’s leave it at that. ‘You who desire this place’. Is that what it said? In any case, it’s clear that this is a guild base dungeon.”


  “An unexpected bonus.”


  Clearing a dungeon often yielded a variety of items, from rare data crystals to artifacts. However, clearing a guild base dungeon merely gave you owner’s rights. In addition, guilds could only own one dungeon at a time. If they wanted to claim another dungeon, they would need to relinquish their claim on their present one.


  Dungeons like these were hardly an unexpected bonus if the guild did not seriously intend to claim it.


  “...Would anybody want to found a guild base in a far off place like this?”


  “Probably not. Besides, we don’t know what kind of base this is.”


  It was unknown how many total levels of NPCs they could create. And then, there was another problem beyond that.


  It was called POP bankruptcy.


  The monsters which automatically spawned under level 30 had maintenance costs, depending on their type. It was zero for undead, but living creatures, in particular large creatures, had maintenance costs which increased proportionally to the size of their bodies. In other words, a guild base which only popped large living creatures would rack up a ruinous maintenance bill. If a guild base’s innate income was not sufficient to cover those costs, the guild members would have to earn that money themselves. In addition, trap activation and monster summoning were expensive as well. Being attacked by an enemy guild could incur incalculable expenses for the defenders, and might even force them into bankruptcy.


  ‘“We won’t know until we claim this place.”


  “...Well, we could always sell the information.”


  Their enthusiasm had cooled off by now. After all, even if they did take this place, they would have to either give it up or sell off the very thing the entire guild had worked so hard to conquer.


  Sensing the mood in the air, Touch Me spoke up.


  “Still, everyone. Don’t you think we ought to have a proper guild base? Not a rented one like we have now, but something we can change and rearrange as we see fit.”


  “Well, if we’re talking about making anything we want, I’ve been thinking of settling down somewhere and then making something in earnest. However, will it be here?”


  “Even if we don’t find a place to settle down, I agree with Touch-san that we need a proper guild base. I mean, we can’t leave too many things behind because we’re afraid of being attacked at any time, right? And we won’t need to be on alert after going to an empty rental place.”


  He was answered by a chorus of people saying, “That’s right”.


  “I think using this place for experiments in building a guild base would be a good reason for conquering it. Besides, I read up on the guild base system on the developers’ site, but it seems different from how it actually is in the game.”


  “The Experimental Tomb of Nazarick, huh. So if we use this as a stepping stone, what sort of place will we use as our guild base?”


  “We’ll have to think big, of course. A level 3000 guild base should do.”


  “That’s too much~”


  “That’s impossible.”


  Everyone laughed.


  Momonga laughed with them.


  There were nine of these huge bases — one for each world — but holding on to all of them was practically impossible. To begin with, even if they really managed to seize control of all of them, a weak guild would immediately be embroiled in complex guild wars, and holding on to the base would be very difficult.


  “Even if we did hold such a place, we’d go bankrupt from repeated attacks. That being the case, why not find a smaller place? We wouldn’t have to spend so much on maintenance either.”


  “We could collect tax in a city base, which would help with the upkeep.”


  “City bases don’t have a lot of NPC levels, right? The maximum is 700, I think. The shitty devs like doing it that way. Harder areas give higher levels.”


  “Hmm, so could that mean this place might have an unexpectedly high number of levels? After all, nobody’s discovered it until now.”


  “Well, we won’t get anywhere just talking here… let’s just do as Momonga-san says and clear this place once. We can discuss everything later. Let’s not count our chickens before they’re hatched.”


  Everyone agreed with that.


  Soon, they would be treading into uncharted territory, an unknown dungeon.


  Clearing an unknown dungeon which was not far below the recommended level was unheard of in Yggdrasil.


  This was the difficulty they faced here.


  Momonga could no longer detect any lightheartedness from his companions.


  In their place were serious players who could overcome any difficulty.


  Momonga was filled with a baseless but strange confidence that his people could conquer a dungeon they had never seen before.


  There were people who said that those who were too invested in the game were weird and gross. It was just a game, why so serious?


  However, there was nothing wrong with getting into a game.


  Who decreed that things like piano and ballet were high-class hobbies, while games were for commoners? The people who said this did not know that they were merely forcing their inflexible attitudes on others.


  Momonga felt a deep sense of gratitude to his companions, who were earnestly discussing how to clear this dungeon.


  “Say, you think we can sustain our buffs? If we could, then we could use extended buffs on ourselves, right?”


  “I don’t think the devs would be that nice. Be ready to have them all stripped off you the moment you step through that door.


  “Those devs are real shits.”


  Someone laughed uncontrollably.


  This was how much the Yggdrasil devs were trusted. Fully 100% of players agreed that they were sadists.


  In fact, they would be more worried if the devs did not put in any evil traps.


  Therefore, when something unreasonable happened, there would be a great cry of “shitty devs”. In fact, calling them “shitty devs” was in its own way a form of affection.


  —Although there had been numerous occasions where they cursed the devs in earnest.


  “Then, why don’t we have our lovely guildmaster Momonga-shi, who suggested we attempt this unknown dungeon, come out and address us? Come, Momonga-san, say something.”


  He nervously squeaked out an “Eh?” as Punitto Moe spoke, but the gazes of everyone — though their faces did not change — filled the air, and he eventually spoke.


  “Everyone! I’m the newly elected sadistic guildmaster, Momonga!”


  Amidst the chuckling, Momonga continued.


  “This is Ainz Ooal Gown’s maiden venture! We shall conquer this difficult dungeon that we have seen for the first time! We shall make the shitty devs grind their teeth in frustration! We shall do what no normal guild can do! Everyone! Let’s go!”


  Ohhhh! An overflowing cheer echoed through the building.


Part 5


  After passing through the rightmost of the five doors before the statues, they saw a classic graveyard sprawling before them.


  The place was veiled in fathomless darkness, aside from the parts lit by magical illumination.


  These guild members had delved into countless dungeons. There was nothing to be afraid of. However—


  —Momonga could see in the dark, but he could not see his companions. It would seem they had been teleported elsewhere, after all. If there were only one teleport destination, there would be no need for so many doors. It was a logical conclusion.


  Momonga abandoned his vain hope. All he could do was pray they all met up again inside. However, a cold part of himself was saying, that’s impossible.


  “Good grief, what a relief. Those devs might be shit, but even they aren’t shitty enough to split up the team. You know, split them up and make them meet up again.”


  “Take-yan, so you’re saying that if they ended up sending multiple people of the same roles together, we might as well forget about trying to conquer this dungeon, then.”


  “...I really think those shitty devs would actually do that.”


  “Mm, I agree with you, Buku-chan. Honestly, sometimes I feel the developers are too evil. ‘Ah, sucks to be you’, is what I imagine they’d say.”


  “Uwah~ Yama-chan’s bullying me~”


  “Tehe~”


  Perhaps she might be cute when she laughed in the real world, but she looked like a monster in here. Since it was only her voice which was adorable, that just made her appear even scarier.


  “Kazecchi! Repeat After Me~ Kazecchi!”


  “Kazecchi!”


  “Oh~ Good, Gooder, Goodest!”


  “Then, Buku— Kazecchi, since you’ve gotten your energy back, let’s go.”


  “Yama-chan’s bullying me~”


  They talked and laughed as they prepared themselves. There were many things to do. For instance, the frontliners had to activate long-lasting skills, or buff themselves up with magic items.


  “Undead reactions… ah, forget it, they’re everywhere. In any case, I’ll let you guys see for yourselves.”


  Momonga, the eternal backliner, cast a spell which let everyone detect undead reactions.


  “Well, I expected as much, but to think it really was undead… Mm, well, it kind of bothers me to go in so directly, but I guess this works too. Controlling hate is a pain, after all,” Bukubukuchagama grumbled as she saw the red dots in her field of vision.


  When monsters attacked, they would target “the one they wanted to hit the most”. This could be expressed as a numeric value, called hate. Causing more damage, healing HP, buffing, debuffing or using taunting-type skills would increase hate. When a player was hit by a monster, it would “resolve” the matter and that monster’s hate of the player would decrease. Because hate values fluctuated often during a battle, tanks had to pay close attention to monster hate values, lest the backliners take a hit.


  In order to manage golems or the undead, who were immune to mental manipulation, tanks had to use certain specialized hate control skills. Of course, that was no problem for Bukubukuchagama.


  “Then, how should we proceed?”


  They had been teleported into a burial chamber of some sort, with only one door.


  “Doesn’t look like there’re any secret doors.”


  “Then I guess we have to go forward… or do we? Still, we need to know what the undead outside are like.”


  There were four red dots 一 representing undead reactions 一 on the other side of the door. If these undead were of the same level as themselves, then there would be no need to trouble the backliners to cast offensive spells, but their level was unknown, and there might be other enemies besides the undead.


  Nishiki Enrai and Warrior Takemikazuchi raised their weapons, while Bukubukuchagama the tank moved to the front, holding up two shields. The reason why Bukubukuchagama did not equip herself with weapons was because slimes like herself had poor strength, and they were not suited to dealing physical damage. In return, however, they had extremely high resistance to that same physical damage.


  In order to DPS as a slime, one needed to specialize in assassin-type classes which killed in one hit.


  It would seem she was going to test the waters, and see what the enemy was like. The proof of that was how they had not seen her preparing to use a powerful skill before moving to contact.


  “Then, as discussed earlier, you’ll be our commander, Bukubukuchagama.”


  “O-kay~ I gotcha~”


  “It seems you’re always trying to sound like a cute kid when there’s no need to. Your voice as Kazecchi is pleasant enough, so there’s no need for that, right?”


  “Yama-chan… I think I’m in love.”


  “Ah, sorry. I’m not into that sort of thing.”


  “I, I was dumped~! And instantly too! Uuu…”


  Bukubukuchagama emitted a mournful cry of despair.


  Of course, anyone could tell that it was merely acting.


  Still, she was a seiyuu, for games where sound was important because expressions could not change. Therefore, it sounded quite realistic.


  “In the past, I’m not sure if it was because I said the wrong thing , but one of my female kouhais actually confessed to me for real. So I hope you’ll give me a break here.”


  “Ah, really?”


  The was no trace of her prior dejection in the way Bukubukuchagama was asking Yamaiko.


  “Mm. Come to think of it… nothing good came of it at all. That kouhai of mine loved to make trouble… and she kept arguing with my little sister. What a headache.”


  “And so your kouhai’s words depress you when you recall them now?”


  “Do you think so, Takemikazuchi-san?”


  “Ahh, even if it was nothing much at that point in time, after several years, you’d want to get rid of them. ‘Ahhh, why did I do something like that.’ It’s like your own black history.”


  Momonga merely thought “Hm”, since he had not had any memories like those at that time. These should have been mistakes of one’s youth. However, he was a proper adult now, and he was certain that he would never make such a mistake.


  “Well, it would be good if it was like that. For all you know, that troublesome kouhai might have gotten married, and became a wife and mother.”


  The men looked toward the pink slime.


  “Let’s not talk about marriage, Yama-chan. You see, I am everyone’s idol Chagama-san, so all talk of lovers and weddings are forbidden.”


  What was she worried about? What Bukubukuchagama said made him want to tease her.


  Good thing Peroroncino-san isn’t here, Momonga thought.


  If he was, he would definitely make a big deal out of it.


  “Well, that’s enough girl-talk for now, no? We ought to move on. It would be bad if we were the last to arrive at our destination.”


  “Oh-kay~ Then, we’ll go with the standard lineup. Nishiki-san, are there any traps?”


  “Definitely not.”


  “Then, shall we? Buff us all up, please. Extended buffs for me.”


  “Take it away, Momonga-san.”


  Momonga began buffing up the group, and Yamaiko followed suit from beside him. If the enemy had been here, who knew how much hate they would have gained?


  “Ah, honestly, it’s quite surprising how many spells you know. Even with cash items you can only get up to 400. It would be nice to get levels in something which gives an ability similar to Dark Wisdom. A magic caster’s strength is measured by the number of spells he knows, after all.”


  “Really? I feel firepower should be the main consideration, right? Personally, I’m quite envious of your attack power, Ulbert-san.”


  “I’ve been thinking about it recently, but if damage is all you want, wouldn’t that be more easily done by the frontliners? Magic casters ought to know utility spells.”


  “However, magic casters are limited by MP, so they’ve got higher DPS than frontliners as long as their MP holds out, no? Seems firepower really is more important — oh, I’m done buffing over here.”


  “O-kay~ Then it’s my turn. First, open the door and let the undead in. We’ll be in combat once they come in through the door, okay?”


  After receiving acknowledgement from the others, Bukubukuchagama waddled stickily over to the front and opened the door. She immediately fell back. Although it would be good to bottleneck the enemy at the door, the chance of things cocking up would be lessened if they have more space to fight.


  Four undead surged in. There was no sign of other monsters.


  Their skin was the color of rotted wood, covered in livor mortis, over which they were nominally wearing some rags. Their hands were twisted into strange shapes, like a ball covered in dagger-like spikes. Their jaws hung open, revealing long, tusk-like teeth that grew up and out.


  Momonga saw the names of the enemy in his field of vision, and judging by the color of those names they were lower-level than him. Still, this was an unexplored dungeon, so it paid to be cautious. He could not rule out the fact that they might be variant monsters. Even if they looked the same on the outside, if their names included the name of the region, they would probably be somewhat higher in level than other monsters of their type. There were players who were either careless or arrogant, and fought unknown monsters without collecting information about them. In the end, not a single one of them got away without learning a painful lesson.


  The others should have seen the names as well, so it was likely that all they could infer from the color of the names was the monsters’ relative level.


  “[Discern Enemy]!”


  This spell was not as useful as the lore skills of the sage-type classes, but Momonga had a certain degree of insight when it came to the undead.


  Another window popped up, and among the information there was the monster’s level.


  “Level 83!”


  “Hmph! If that’s all, we won’t need to trouble the two of you!”


  “Oraaaaaa!”


  Nishiki Enrai and Warrior Takemikazuchi launched their attacks at the four undead. Given that they were merely level 83 monsters, there was no need to use their more powerful skills, which had limited uses per day. They could finish this battle easily with skills that refreshed after a short rest.


  “It seems you didn’t take much damage, so what should we do, Kazecchi?”


  “Hm — well, if that’s all, it’ll regen by itself, so let’s push on,” answered Bukubukuchagama, who had skilfully controlled the group’s hate and taken all the attacks aimed at the others upon herself. The reply was directed at Yamaiko.


  Meanwhile, Nishiki Enrai was picking up the gold and data crystals that had dropped after wiping out the undead.


  “So, it’s over.”


  “Then, let’s advance, Momonga-san.”


  Naturally, Momonga knew what Bukubukuchagama was getting at.


  “Understood,” he replied, and as he said that he cast his spells.


  “[Extend Magic - Bless of Titania].”


  “[Extend Magic - Lead of Yatagarasu].”


  A tiny fairy appeared in front of them. She wore a crown, yet was only the height of a little finger. She flapped her butterfly wings, enveloping her in a sphere of light, and floated at the head of the group.


  The next spell created a three-legged crow. Unlike normal crows, it exuded a stern majesty. It flapped its wings, and flew to the head of the formation as well, beside the little glowing ball.


  The Yatagarasu guided players along the shortest path to the heart of the dungeon, while the fairy queen beside him would take them along the least dangerous path.


  They would decide which to follow depending on the resource expenditures, traps and monsters encountered along the way. However, neither of these spells indicated hidden routes. In addition, there were magical traps which were designed to confuse spells like these, so they had to stay on guard.


  “Huh, to think you actually knew two 9th-tier divinations. I’m pretty envious of your Dark Wisdom.”


  “Well, I’m a specialized necromancer. I’d be nothing more than a burden if I couldn’t even do that much.”


  “I think your dream build is actually quite practical.”


  “Is that so,” Momonga chuckled.


  It could not be helped, after all one of his friends had praised him.


  “Then, lead on, Nishiki-san~”


  “Roger that, Commander-dono.”


  Behind their guides, the party proceeded in the order of Nishiki Enrai, Warrior Takemikazuchi, Bukubukuchagama, Momonga, Ulbert and finally Yamaiko. If this was not the first time they had seen this dungeon, they could probably go straight to the heart of the dungeon without further ado. However, they knew nothing of this place, so they had to keep an eye out for traps as they moved.


  Momonga most cherished the times when they chatted with each other as they moved along, one eye on their surroundings. Although people derived enjoyment from the games in different ways, Momonga was happiest when talking with the others.


  For all he knew, it was because he only talked about business at work, and thus he thirsted after genuine conversation.


  Momonga aimlessly contemplated that possibility.


  “Still, this does seem like your average tomb-type dungeon. Nothing really stands out. Could there be some gimmick here?”


  “...Or some kind of evil trap. Wouldn’t some unfair battlefield that tests our preparation be par for the course? Maybe there’s nothing devious besides the splitting up at the beginning of the dungeon.”


  The others shook their heads as they heard Nishiki Enrai speak.


  “No, there’ll definitely be something. The developers would definitely pull something like that. I wouldn’t be surprised if these elemental dungeons pushed people towards making optimized parties.”


  “Indeed, I think the developers would be capable of that.”


  “They’re the shitty devs, after all. Why would they let you clear a dungeon you’d never seen before?”


  “Nishiki-san, you’re underestimating the Yggdrasil devs… hm? Or could it be… I say, Momonga-san...”


  Bukubukuchagama turned what was probably her face toward Momonga.


  “Sorry about this, but could you contact my little brother with a [Message]? I need to double-check the situation with him.”


  “Got it.”


  With no reason to refuse, Momonga cast the [Message] spell, and sent it to Peroroncino. After a brief ring tone, about ten seconds’ worth, the other side picked up.


  “Yo~ free to talk?”


  “Yup. Well, we’ve finished fighting, so it should be all right.”


  “How are you over there? We’re moving through a tomb now.”


  “—As I thought, those shitty devs!”


  “Wha-what happened?”


  “We were teleported to some kind of lava land. Fire-type monsters have been attacking us. And something ambushed us from the magma, it really did a number on us.”


  “Really?”


  He passed on what Peroroncino was saying through the [Message] to his comrades, about being teleported to a magma-rich area. Their responses were along the lines of “Ah, as expected.”


  “...Do you think we could swap party members with teleportation magic?”


  “Well, I think it’s worth a try, but do you think the devs would be that nice? Since we’re on different floors, we might not be able to teleport at all. Otherwise why would they put those doors at the entrance?”


  “...In the worst-case scenario, we might have been warped into another dimension through those teleport traps.”


  Momonga switched the [Message] spell back.


  “Then how are you guys over there? Can you break through?”


  “Right now, we should be able to handle it. Man, if you thought undead would be around because it was a tomb and selected fire-type gear to deal with them, you’d be screwed. All you’d be able to do is run and hide. They really are pieces of shit, those devs.”


  “Got it. Good luck, guys.”


  “You too.”


  Momonga then tried contacting the other parties.


  After that, he learned that the dungeon they had invaded was one with multiple floors, with five different zones — or floors — a glacier, a volcanic region, an underground lake, a forest and the tomb which Momonga and the others were presently in. In addition, the monsters in each floor were different, and it seemed the undead were only present in the tomb.


  “Wow, as expected of our new guildmaster! Not bringing specialized gear was the right choice.”


  If they had simply loaded themselves with fire and holy-elemental equipment in order to take on the undead expected from this place, quite a few teams would have had a hard time.


  However, because this was the first time they were raiding an unexplored dungeon, they had brought along all sorts of gear, in accordance to the differing information they had collected. In other words, they had the ability to adapt their loadouts in response to changing situations, and thus they had a fighting chance to make it deeper into the dungeon.


  “Totally different from the previous leader! Well done!”


  Momonga furrowed his brows in response to Ulbert’s exclamation. For once, not having facial expressions in Yggdrasil was a great help.


  “However, the shitty devs are really shitty. I won’t forget to add ‘shitty’ in front of the developers whenever I speak of them.”


  “...Did you only just realize that now? Like the Longinus, what the hell is up with that? And then there were those events that were impossible to clear…”


  Just as everyone was passionately venting their spleens at the Yggdrasil developers, Momonga sent a [Message] to Ulbert, who had wandered off to the side.


  “What’s the matter, Momonga-san. Something wrong?"


  “No, it’s not like that. I don’t think I’ve noticed any mistakes so far… well, I just wanted to talk to you in private, and to be frank I’ve been thinking about this for a while. Ulbert-san, do you really hate Touch-san that much?”


  He could have just kept putting it off. Momonga did not want to tread on a landmine, after all. However, this hidden bomb might explode in the future. If that were the case, he had to know if there was anything which might cause the guild to disband. Besides, if it did go off now, at least the damage would be limited.


  As though mocking Momonga’s resolve, Ulbert remained silent.


  And then, just as Momonga was about to give up, there was a quiet answer.


  "I dislike him. Though I know it’s just pointless jealousy.”


  “Is that so...”


  “Momonga-san, I’m really sorry for saying this, but aren’t you a born loser like me, Momonga-san? No matter how hard you try, you’ll never be able to lead a comfortable life.”


  “Well, I didn’t try that hard to begin with anyway, so I think I’m getting what I deserve. Besides, it beats being bored. I get paid, after all, and I don’t mind sinking my money into Yggdrasil.”


  “...Well, I guess that’s true. Maybe you’re a half-loser then. Personally, I only made it through elementary school. I think it was the same for you, am I right, Momonga-san?”


  Ulbert seemed to have brought it up in the past, according to Momonga’s recollections. Indeed, his attitude towards Ulbert had changed since then. At first he thought it was pity, but now it would seem he was feeling a sort of kinship to him instead.


  “That’s true. However, being able to find a job with elementary school education isn’t bad, right?”


  "If they didn’t teach you the bare minimum in elementary school, you couldn’t even become a subordinate to the born winners, so they made elementary school easy… Honestly, it’s ridiculous how you end up at one of two extremes in this world from birth. It’s insane how unfair this world is. You can climb the ranks if you work hard? Don’t make me laugh.”


  Compared to Ulbert’s cloying, sludgy resentment for society, his dislike for Touch Me was laughable at best. Momonga marvelled at Ulbert’s ability to hate.


  “Ulbert-san—”


  “My parents died pretty horribly. Working in such a dangerous place… they couldn’t even find their bones, you know. And the compensation they paid to their employees was miserable. That’s why they didn’t stop the production lines. After all, stopping them would incur huge losses. Losers like us… they use us up and throw us away.”


  Momonga suddenly recalled his own mother.


  “...That’s how it was, huh. That’s what happened to your parents, Ulbert-san? My mother worked herself to death. When I woke up in the morning I saw her collapsed in the kitchen. Even lashed with fatigue, she pushed herself to make my favorite dish. If only she hadn’t worried about it and just taken a rest instead… she might still be around now… When I found her, her body was already ice cold… at least, that’s how I remember it. My memory’s a bit hazy on that count.”


  After a brief silence, he was answered by a voice which sounded like it had been forced out.


  “...I’m sorry for bringing up such an unpleasant topic.”


  “Don’t worry about it, I barely remember it myself…”


  “...Still, I apologize for it… all in all, I personally can’t stand the winners. Although it’s not like Touch-san did anything wrong...”


  “I understand. However, how should I say this…? What happens out there has nothing to do with what happens here. Look, I’m enjoying myself too, right? So… how shall I say this… it would be good if you could enjoy yourself too, Ulbert-san. If I’m not wrong, it’s not like you don’t want to mix with the others, right? So, uh, how shall I put it—?”


  “Ah — it’s just like you said. Ahhhh, I’m sorry for causing you all this trouble, Momonga-san. I’ll do my best not to throw tantrums from now on.”


  “Then I’ll leave that to you. We should probably wrap this up around now.”


  “Got it. Although, the thing about this game is—”


  “Speaking of which, Chagama-san, shouldn’t I make those undead adjutants around now?”


  “Hm? You should save the skills which cost experience until the end, so either a Death Grandpa or a Death Grandma should be fine, right?”


  Obviously, the monsters were not actually called Death Grandpa or Grandma. They were merely nicknames for the monsters known as the Death Emperor and the Death Empress.


  “That’s true. So, Grandpa or Grandma? Since our vanguards are happily cleaving through the enemy, Grandpa would be better, right?”


  “Well, they do look pretty motivated…”


  As they loudly taunted their opponents as mooks, small fry and the like, Nishiki Enrai and Warrior Takemikazuchi laid into the undead with powerful blows. The reason that they could attack so unreservedly was most likely due to Bukubukuchagama’s masterful hate management.


  “After all, we still have resources. Heeeeeeey, Yama-chan, Yama-chan~”


  As she waited for the right moment to use a skill while the undead mauled her, Bukubukuchagama called out to Yamaiko, who stood behind them with a healing wand.


  “Yes, Chagama-san?’


  “It’s Kazecchi~”


  “...That again? Then, what’s the matter, Kazecchi?”


  “How’s your MP? How well can you heal everyone?”


  “It’s fine. Actually, I’ve been healing with a wand since just now.”


  Even wands imbued with high-tier spells would only heal about half as much as Yamaiko could if she personally cast a healing spell. Still, that was adequate for the task at hand, which was a sign of how well the three frontliners had played their roles.


  “I see~ then, could you not summon your switch attacker right now, Momonga-san?”


  “Got it. Then, I’ll await your instructions.”


  “Ahhh~ that’s not necessary. I’ll leave that to your own discretion, Momonga-san. I trust you.”


  “I’ll do my best, but let me know if I mess up.”


  “Mm, of course. Though I feel your skills are pretty good, so it should be fine, Momonga-san. If you train yourself, you can get even better — oops, hate control, hate control…”


  She must have used a skill that built hate. The undead, who had been wavering a little, turned to assault Bukubukuchagama again.


  She was immune to the negative status effects that undead could inflict, like poison or paralysis.


  In other words, she was the perfect tank.


  Of course, Momonga could not keep staring at her.


  He cast a tenth-tier spell which was naturally targeted on Bukubukuchagama.


  “[Ultimate Disturb].”


  Technically, there was no need to speak when casting spells, but one’s colleagues would not know what was going on if nothing was said. Therefore, magic casters announced their spell names as a sort of courtesy.


  “Thank you~ and now—”


  And because he observed that courtesy, Bukubukuchagama could spring into action right away.


  Thanks to this spell, Bukubukuchagama’s magic resistance rapidly increased, and the hate which should have been allotted to Momonga instead went to her.


  She was a very skilled player. Her swift and accurate judgements, born of long experience with the game, placed her firmly in the top class of Yggdrasil’s players.


  In particular, she was skilled at hate management, which was a difficult task since hate was a hidden value. There was virtually no way to know how much hate any given action produced without personal experience. Being able to do such a thing in the data-heavy Yggdrasil was a feat that required long hours of battles and practice.


  In a sense, Momonga admired Bukubukuchagama.


  “Well, if there was a way to cast this on the enemy, their caster-types would be useless,” Ulbert muttered as he used a wand to cast spells.


  [Ultimate Disturb] was a spell which greatly increases an ally’s magic resistance, at the price of wrecking their ability to cast spells. It was plainly obvious that one could neuter an enemy mage if the spell could be cast on them.


  “Well, I doubt you could ever pull that trick off,” Yamaiko replied as she cast a healing spell from her wand.


  In contrast, Bukubukuchagama chimed in with approval.


  “You shouldn’t say that, Yama-chan~ people discover new things because of folks like Ulbert-san who want to find them. Sometimes they might even find a loophole, but that’s expected of those shitty devs.”


  And so, the battle with the undead ended, with the sense that it was an easy fight.


  “If the shitty devs knew the meaning of balance, they’d probably make the boss here very strong.”


  “No, if you’re going by that, the boss here would be very weak. Why would the developers know about balance? It’s been amply demonstrated in the past, right?”


  As they laughed and agreed, the group followed their magically-created guides once more.


  After several easy battles, as they moved through the tomb—


  “Oops, hang on!”


  —The group ground to a halt from Nishiki Enrai’s sudden warning.


  “It’s a teleport trap. Disarm difficulty looks to be… red.”


  A red disarm rating meant that the chances of successfully disarming the trap were very low. The most common methods of disarming traps were through the use of a skill to temporarily raise one’s success rate, using a magic item, or by casting a trap-disarming spell.


  “Then, I guess it’s my turn.”


  However, this team had a method apart from those. It was a brute-force method that was also known as the warrior’s disarm, or a summon disarm.


  Momonga created a low-tier undead being — a skeleton.


  “[Undeath Slave Sight].”


  He cast his spell on the skeleton. A small window appeared in the corner of Momonga’s field of vision, allowing him to see through the skeleton’s eye sockets. Momonga then ordered it in the direction Nishiki Enrai was pointing at. They advanced, and then the skeleton suddenly vanished.


  He enlarged the small window.


  They had been teleported to a large burial chamber, and he could see the imposing figure of a huge monster. The monster’s name and level did not appear because he was looking through the eyes of the skeleton, but Momonga was already familiar with the stats of that big monster.


  “...Well, that skeleton travelled quite a distance. That’s a level 95 undead creature, a Greater Graveyard, I think. Ah, it died.”


  With a swipe of a massive arm, the window turned black and the spell terminated.


  “...20 seconds have passed. The teleport trap’s stopped operating… which means it’s inactive for now. Wait a little longer.”


  A minute later, Nishiki Enrai received a notification of the trap reactivating.


  “Then, let’s try it again.”


  Momonga created another skeleton, and sent it into the trap with the same spell as before.


  The teleport destination was the same burial chamber from earlier, guarded by the same monster.


  “Same place. Can we conclude that the trap only goes to one location?” Momonga asked Bukubukuchagama as the screen blacked out again.


  “Of course~” she replied.


  Momonga and the others, who strongly doubted that there was a proper route through the teleport trap, hurriedly ran through the trap while it was inactive.


  “If we get a new member in the guild, I hope they’re good at trap-disarming. After all, our rogue-type members are more focused on combat.”


  “That’s true. However, I don’t think we should be too picky. I think it’ll be fine as long as they’re heteromorphs. I don’t want us to be like other guilds with trial periods that are several weeks long, all sorts of entry requirements and so on. After all, Punitto-san said so himself, games are meant to be enjoyed.”


  “You’ve got a point, Momonga-san, and I agree with it. I guess it’s just us being selfish in wanting a proper thief.”


  “No, no, Yamaiko-san. I was just thinking that it would be good if we had someone like that. It’s not like we won’t let someone in who isn’t a thief.”


  “Ah, is that so? My apologies, Takemikazuchi-san.”


  “It’s fine, it’s fine, don’t worry about it. I said something weird myself. Well, we beat the trap, though we had to spend some resources on it. If anything happens, we can hire NPC mercenaries.”


  “Enough chitchat, the enemy’s coming. Stay alert until we make contact.”


  In accordance with Bukubukuchagama’s directions, Momonga steeled himself for combat. Carelessness was dangerous as long as one did not know about the enemy.


  Just as a murky, monstrous silhouette appeared in the corner of their eyes, Momonga and Ulbert simultaneously cast area-of-effect attack spells from their wands.
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Part 6


  There was a statue in what seemed like the heart of the dungeon. There were glowing magic circles before the statue, and it seemed likely that stepping into them would transport one to the boss.


  Since they had made it all the way here, even those shitty devs would not have put in endlessly-respawning monsters, so they had the luxury of changing out their gear for an anti-boss loadout. That said, nobody in this group trusted the developers. Nishiki Enrai carefully surveyed their surroundings while the magic casters used spells to check for secret doors nearby.


  Momonga did not have much gear to switch out, so he was the first to finish. Then, he contacted the other parties with a [Message].


  Since [Message] was a spell that created a one-to-one conversation, it was difficult to share information with the rest of the group. While there were certain commander-type classes who had skills that allowed for simultaneous communication with many people, Ainz Ooal Gown did not possess individuals with such skills.


  After speaking to everyone and discussing what he had learned with Punitto Moe, Momonga returned to his companions, who were almost done with their preparations. He also carried the sense of guilt which came with knowing something troublesome and knowing that he would have to rope others into helping him.


  “How goes it, Momonga-san? Did the other teams all make it?”


  Momonga answered Bukubukuchagama, the party leader:


  “Yes, the other four teams have reached the dungeon’s heart. They’ve all expended some resources, but they’re all in tip-top condition and ready to fight.”


  A small cheer came from the group. However, beating trash mobs and the environment made up 40% of the difficulty of raiding a dungeon, while beating its boss was the other 60%. In a way, they were not even halfway through.


  Still, one could turn it around and say that that they had completed almost half of the raid perfectly.


  “Still, there’s two… three problems. Two teams have already started fighting their respective bosses. Judging by shared information, the bosses they’ve encountered have different abilities, appearances, and boss rooms. The volcanic region’s boss seems to be some sort of dragon with lightning breath, while the party in the underwater lake seems to have encountered some kind of pure white bat.”


  “I see… so we can’t use information gained from people who went in first. What’s the second problem?”


  “There were announcements once they entered the boss rooms, and judging by the content of those announcements, the bosses get stronger in order of encounter. Which means, the team that fights their boss last...”


  The veteran players instantly knew what Momonga was trying to say.


  “I see… it would be simple enough if the bosses were even in power, but after several encounters, a strong boss might get even stronger. Is that it?”


  “Well, if it’s the shitty devs, they’d probably level up the boss until it’s unbeatable. ‘How many times should we make them fight before letting them win,’ they’d ask with smug grins on their faces.”


  “...And without any concrete information, we can’t formulate a battle plan. Hm, I think I know what you’re trying to say, Momonga-san. Come, speak your mind.”


  Pushed forward by everyone else, Momonga decided to come clean:


  “My apologies. I want to have our team pick the short straw. Can I trouble everyone to bear this hardship?”


  There was no hesitation in their answers.


  The others agreed unanimously. There was no reluctance or a sense that it could not be helped — only excitement.


  “Momonga-san, don’t be mistaken. This isn’t taking on a hardship, but rather, it’s because we’re like this that we can take it on at all. Look, in terms of physical damage dealing, defense, magical damage dealing, healing and support, we’re probably the most specialized members of Nine’s — no, of Ainz Ooal Gown. If I could put a team together to fight that boss, I’d probably pick all of us again.”


  After Bukubukuchagama, Warrior Takemikazuchi spoke up:


  “I came here because this was what I wanted to do. I couldn’t ask for anything more. I’ve always wanted to predict the foe’s tactics in a battle with no clear means of victory. Plus, if I’m backed up by you guys, that move of mine might…”


  “Ohhh! The Bright King Combo? It’s certainly possible, no it’s definitely possible,Take-yan!” Nishiki Enrai exclaimed in excitement.


  (TL Note: The Bright/Wisdom Kings, or Myo-O/明王 are warrior deities in Buddhism.)


  “Bukubukuchagama can manipulate karma values, and Yamaiko’s super-tier spell works on people with positive karma too! Come on, Momonga-san, help us out!”


  The attacker and attacker cum seeker were practically shouting in joy.


  Momonga had heard of the Bright King Combo. If pulled off successfully, it would push their DPS through the roof. It was a move that was worthy of being called an ultimate attack, but at the same time, it could only be used once a day, and the boss would enrage due to the depletion of its health. Therefore, if they got the timing wrong when paring down its health, the move would not succeed.


  “We’ll also need to see how much of its health we can burn off in a short time. You can handle that, right, Ulbert-san?”


  “Indeed. Since you let me conserve all my MP, I plan to spend it all on damage… but of course, I’ll follow Bukubukuchagama-san’s directions for hate management.”


  “Looking forward to it~”


  “All right, then next up…”


  Momonga continued explaining after seeing that everyone had calmed down.


  “...This is probably the most important thing, but we won’t be able to retreat from this fight.”


  A prickly sensation of nervousness flooded through him. They had one shot at this. They had to bet everything on that one shot.


  Boss battles typically took place in a separate map, and there were some boss battles which allowed players to retreat from the fight. Therefore, most players would do so if they felt things were getting dangerous. Of course, the enemy would recover all their lost HP, so it would be best not to use trump cards and the like before retreating.


  “Really, they don’t want newcomers to beat this dungeon in one go.”


  “Ah, there’s almost nobody who could beat this dungeon blind anyway.”


  “Then, Momonga-san, I have two questions. Did anyone lose their buffs when they went in?”


  “That didn’t seem to have happened.”


  “I see… then, will we have time to buff up inside?”


  “No chance. The boss appears immediately and attacks.”


  “So we’re fighting without knowledge or preparation? This is tough.”


  “—The battle is over before it begins.”


  “Ohhh! You sound just like him, Momonga-san!”


  It was accompanied by a giggle.


  “Just so. The deck is stacked pretty high against us. However, I feel our team can do it. Right, guys?”


  Bukubukuchagama’s statement was met with approval all around.


  In a grateful tone, Momonga announced:


  “Then, I’ll let everyone else know that our party will be the last ones in.”


  “Thank you. Then, another problem is that we know nothing about the enemy’s attacks… Though since we’ve encountered nothing but undead all the way here, the boss might end up being some other type of creature, right? No, those shitty devs would definitely do something like that.”


  “Since we don’t know enough about this fight, we can’t assemble the proper elemental enchants… so how about something that’s wide-spectrum but low-potency? No matter what, we can’t learn without taking a hit. Plus, we have to worry about hate resets…”


  “We could use food to buff our basic stats. Would you mind sparing me some for resistances?”


  “I’m not making undead to add to the damage rotations, but I’ll be using them as meatshields when the time comes. I won’t use them to attack.”


  Everyone loudly discussed their preparations for this battle, and when it was over, Momonga had received confirmation that the other two teams had started their respective battles.


  “Then — shall we?”


  Bukubukuchagama oozed forward, a shield in each hand.


  Various magic items floated into view within her pink body. When slimes were equipped with magic items — with the exception of hand-held items — they were not shown on their exterior, but within their bodies.


  Incidentally, in Yggdrasil one could equip magic items in the following slots: head, face, body, three pieces of jewellery apart from one’s rings, underclothing, arms, hands, left and right rings, waist, legs and feet. Even a suit of full plate armor only counted as taking up the body slot.


  “Then, we’re going for it. One-sixth of a raid boss.”


  “Don’t go into your rotations right away, watch the enemy’s attacks first. I’ll manage our hate, so please listen to my instructions. You guys don’t need me to tell you this, right?”


  Five ‘evil grin’ emoticons were their response to Bukubukuchagama’s provocation.


  They had played together for a long time now. All of them knew what they could and could not do.


  With Bukubukuchagama leading the way, the party entered the magic circle.


  They ended up in a room that resembled a colosseum. The walls were high and curved into a dome. Since there was a roof, there probably would not be any flying monsters dropping in on them.


  Next, they inspected the ground beneath their feet. It seemed to be regular dirt, with no sign of traps.


  Still, they could not be careless. Altering the terrain was a common tactic of raid bosses.


  They needed to have a response for anything the enemy tried to do. If they knew what the enemy was capable of from the start, they could take steps to foil the enemy action, or even turn it to their advantage.


  One could also use the super-tier spell ‘The Creation’ to directly alter the circumstances to their advantage, but all super-tier spells had an unavoidable cooldown time whenever they were cast. Therefore, the trump card of super-tier magic could only be used when it was absolutely vital.


  Momonga and friends turned their eyes in unison, to the massive being that stood in the center of the room like a wrathful Nio statue.


  (TL Note: the Nio are Japanese war gods who defend the Buddha. Like the Myo-O, they are fierce in appearance.)


  It was a boss which stood nearly five meters tall, with six arms, and it resembled an Asura. From the exquisite craftsmanship of its armor, they could guess that it boasted a strong defense.


  (TL Note: Asura are demigods in Buddhism)


  Four of its six arms held melee weapons — a sword, an axe, a spear and a club, each wreathed in an aura of fire, cold, electricity and acid respectively. Its remaining two hands held a bow. All this suggested that it was a physical attacker with multiple elemental attacks. Though it did not seem to be undead, it was still a boss monster, and those boasted a plethora of resistances. It certainly did not seem like the sort of creature which could be felled by an instant-death attack.


  There were very few monsters in Yggdrasil with attacks that were vastly different from what their appearances suggested. However, there were many enemies whose moves could not be predicted. Still, this boss seemed like a special case.


  Most monsters were generated by the same rules used for generating player characters. Even the magic they used was the same. The values derived from their basic stats — such as HP — were also of a similar nature.


  In Yggdrasil there were two major patterns of raid bosses.


  The main problem with designing boss encounters in Yggdrasil was that the players had the same skills and spells that monsters did, but during raid boss encounters, there would be 30 players facing a single monster. Even if with enhanced stats, one monster would still be obliterated by sheer weight of numbers, which meant that there was no challenge at all.


  As such, two main patterns of boss encounters appeared to address this issue.


  The first was to meet numbers with numbers. Sometimes the boss would come with minions, or the boss arena would constantly spawn monsters. In this approach, the boss was usually not very strong. In some cases it would only have several times the HP of a player character.


  The other method was to send out a single boss, generated with different data from the player characters. This sort of boss typically had abilities which would give a lot of trouble to parties which encountered them for the first time, and it could use those abilities continuously


  Judging by the look of the boss, it was highly likely that it fell into the latter category.


  “Oh foolish ones who challenged us last, know the might of those who become stronger with every layer of binding removed from us.”


  “...There wasn’t any foreshadowing about bindings before this. Here we come!”


  Bukubukuchagama leapt forth. She circled around the boss, moving in order not to let the boss’ first strike hit anyone but herself.


  The boss thrust its flaming sword, and a dark red circle formed around Bukubukuchagama’s feet, indicating that she was the target of its attack. From the way the circle moved with her, it would seem this was an undodgeable move.


  “[Solar Flare].”


  Those words floated in the air as it activated a unique boss skill, which did not exist as a spell which players could access. A burst of fire erupted, centered on Bukubukuchagama.


  Bosses with multiple unique skills were very hard to deal with. This was because there was no way of knowing what type of attack or magic would be effective. There was no time to feel the boss out by trial and error either, all they could do now was use all the tricks they had learned during their time as gamers.


  Judging by Bukubukuchagama’s HP bar, she had not been badly hurt. However, that was because being attacked was her objective. Having eschewed offensive power, Bukubukuchagama instead boasted immense resistance to all sorts of elemental attacks.


  Even so, if the boss focused its fire on her, she might end up being pounded to death. Of course, normal monsters could not do that, but it was certainly possible for bosses, who were designed as solo combat units. After all, they were special beings which were unlike a normal enemy. As such, even light wounds could not be overlooked.


  Thus, Yamaiko promptly cast her healing spell.


  The boss began pursuing Bukubukuchagama, while Momonga approached from the opposite side of the boss. It swung at Bukubukuchagama with its gigantic sword, but she deftly blocked it with her shields.


  A top-class player could not only deflect a boss’ attacks without harm, but even respond with a counterattack of their own. However, Bukubukuchagama could not do that. Within Ainz Ooal Gown, the only person who could was Touch Me. He was a super-tier player who could serve as a tank even though he was an attacker.


  The two frontliners advanced. Like a rubber band stretched to its limit, they snapped forth, reaching the boss in an instant.


  “[Shadowbind], [Hobble].”


  (TL note: 影縫い, 足殺し)


  “[Razor Edge], [Rasetsu].”


  (TL note: レイザエッジ, 羅剎)


  As the textboxes popped up above their heads, several black blades flew through the air. Those were attacks which lowered evasion and movement speed, and now that the boss was presumably weakened, the physical attacker Warrior Takemikazuchi slashed wildly at the boss.


  Multiple slashes appeared on the boss’ body, and Momonga saw the boss’ HP bar waver, thanks to his ‘Life Essence’ spell. It had taken less damage than expected, and it was this, more than anything it said, which made them think that this was really a raid boss.


  “[Arm Slice], [Headshot].”


  (TL note: 腕殺し, 頭殺し)


  “[Rasetsu], [Slash-All].”


  (TL note: 羅剎, 四方八方)


  More words popped up above their heads, and their chained attacks mauled the boss’ body.


  They could still chat while fighting mooks, but against a boss they had no time to banter. However, their teamwork would break down if they did not indicate what they were doing, so they used macros to create those text boxes.


  (TL Note: macros are miniature programs that execute a series of actions linked to a single button press, they’re used in games to communicate information quickly)


  The acid-wreathed club swung at Nishiki Enrai. Thanks to the debuffs he had inflicted, the boss’ hate for him had gone up beyond Bukubukuchagama’s ability to manage.


  Although the blow should have struck home, no damage numbers appeared. He must have used some sort of ninja skill.


  “Watch your hate! Stop attacking!”


  “R!”


  “R!”


  (TL Note: R here is used as a shorthand for “roger”, or 了解/ryokai in JP)


  Bukubukuchagama used the shield on her left hand to protect herself, while she attacked continuously with the one on the right.


  The text boxes above her read [Shield Attack], [Shield Stun] and [Mega Impact]. This was also known as the Hate Combo, which built hate towards her quickly.


  After that was [Knight’s Challenge]. Normally, hate increased along with damage done, but Bukubukuchagama did very little damage. As a result, she could not generate hate quickly, which was why she compensated with a skill that built hate twice as fast as normal.


  The boss once more targeted Bukubukuchagama, and began attacking.


  The two frontliners matched their movements and attacked, while Ulbert and Momonga cast their spells.


  “[Boosted Magic - Magic Arrow]!”


  “[Penetrate Magic - Slow]!”


  Ulbert’s first-tier spell, which had been temporarily boosted in tier, streaked toward the boss, leaving a white trail in its wake.


  Doing too much damage made hate management difficult, and it would be hard to control the flow of the battle. In order not to build too much hate, he decided to use a weak spell.


  As usual, Momonga was casting debuffs. Breaking through the enemy’s resistances was difficult, but if the debuffs managed to connect, it would greatly help his team.


  The battle was progressing smoothly. The vanguards suppressed the boss while the rear guards whittled it down. It felt like they were off to a good start, though they did not let it go to their heads. Just as Momonga was thinking that, a [Message] notification appeared in his line of sight.


  Don’t you know I’m fighting a boss, Momonga grumbled as he tapped the notification and took the [Message].


  “Sorry to bother you in the middle of combat, Momonga-san.”


  It was Punitto Moe’s voice.


  “Ah well, it happens. I’ll talk to you in a while—”


  “How much longer?!”


  How should I know? Although Momonga wanted to tell him not to disrupt his concentration, he could sense a growing anxiety in Punitto Moe’s voice.


  Momonga had already cast a 7th-tier spell, [Focus Magic], on Ulbert. While this buff would end after the next spell Ulbert cast, that spell would do over twice the normal amount of DPS. Plus, only Ulbert’s hate would go up, so Bukubuchagama would have an easier time managing hate.


  Because of this, Momonga had a little bit of breathing room. While he kept an eye on the boss’ movements, he replied to Punitto Moe.


  “It should be a fair bit, we haven’t even brought him down to 75% health.”


  Normal parties would take roughly 10 to 15 minutes to defeat a boss. Not even a quarter of that had passed so far.


  “Could you hurry it up a little? Three teams have already beaten their bosses and moved on to the sixth floor—”


  Momonga did not congratulate Punitto Moe because he had a bad feeling about what came next.


  “They ran into a constantly-respawning horde of monsters and are currently fighting. They might have to fight until everyone wins and reaches the 6th floor.”


  What the hell is this?!


  Momonga resisted the urge to exclaim out loud. This was a dire situation for the teleported parties. Being forced to fight even more monsters after expending their MP and limited-use skills against the bosses was an arduous task.


  The proper way to clear a dungeons like this was probably to learn which bosses would get stronger, and in which order. Then, the parties would simultaneously enter their boss fights and beat them at the same time.


  He cursed the shitty developers in his heart. Did they really hate first-time clears so much? No, it was because of traps like these that first-time clears were so difficult.


  “So, please hurry!”


  After terminating the [Message] to Punitto Moe, Momonga shouted, “Finish it quick!”


  “R!”


  They replied in unison, and nobody asked for the reason why.


  “Uwah, time to spend! Damn cash shop!”


  “3000 yen! No more than 3000 yen! Those shitty devs must have done this to force people to use the cash shop!”


  As Momonga heard Nishiki Enrai and Warrior Takemikazuchi shouting, he also heard Ulbert lament quietly, “I’ll have to use cash items too…”


  Momonga could empathize with him. Right now, it would probably be best to make a minimal investment in cash items. They were in a team, after all, and it would not do to hold everyone else back.


  Although he did not know what kind of cash item the frontliners had used, the boss’ health was dropping faster than before. Because of that, the boss used a new attack — it brought the freezing axe above its head.


  “[Neptune Lightstorm].”


  The freezing vapors flowing from the axe formed a sphere of bluish-white energy over the boss’ head.


  This must be some sort of super move. With that in mind, Momonga immediately ran over to Yamaiko’s side. Lasers sprayed in all directions from the blue-white orb. Although most of the beams seemed to fly at random, some of them seemed to follow a specific pattern. Of course, it was impossible to tell what that pattern was on the first encounter.


  Momonga was hit by a bolt of light, but he was unscathed. As expected, that attack was a cold-elemental one. Since he was immune to it, he was not affected by its negative status effects or debuffs either. However—


  “[Haste].”


  Momonga cast the spell on the frontliners.


  The three vanguards were under a Slow debuff, which should have been because they were struck by the lasers. That being the case, he could counter it with the appropriate, opposed magic. At this level, one could negate a lot of elemental attacks and debuffs with innate elements or resistances, but it was impossible to eliminate all flaws in a character. The problem then became where a player allowed themselves to be weak.


  In all likelihood, the frontliners left themselves vulnerable to Slow effects because they trusted in Momonga to help dispel them. Momonga in turn, promptly tended to them. This was the true meaning of teamwork.


  Just as they thought they were through it, the boss began another round of attacks.


  The shrinking interval between the usage of skills was a sign that the boss was picking up the pace.


  “[Venus Monsoon].”


  Heavy clouds appeared above the boss’ head, blanketing the battlefield. The boss raised its corrosive club. It would seem it was going to call down acid rain.


  “[Shark Cyclone].”


  A gigantic hurricane whirled into existence as Momonga cast his spell, but it did not disperse the gathering clouds overhead.


  “Shit!”


  Momonga muttered “Shitty developers” over and over again, until it became a sort of mantra.


  If the boss used a spell which players had access to, he would probably be able to counter it in some way. However, if it was a skill, all he could do was guess.


  This time, his guess was off.


  He should have used a defensive spell instead, but it was too late. This was not the sort of opponent that would give him the luxury of a second move.


  A torrential rainstorm filled everyone’s vision. It made them think of the acid rain in the real world. However, since this was a game, the rain vanished immediately. The puddles left behind on the ground did not inflict any DOTs (damage over time effects).


  This was a surprisingly mild attack. Since he had acid resistance, he had not taken much damage. Of course, his equipment durability had decreased, but that was not a big problem. This might have been the sort of attack which would have extra effects if the Slow debuff remained on them.


  Yamaiko ran over to him, and the moment he touched her, a text box with the words [Greater Lethal] appeared. This was a spell which caused damage with negative energy, but it had the opposite effect on Momonga.


  Momonga also had the ability to infuse negative energy by touch, but it could not heal the undead. Apparently it could heal undead by touch during the first week of the game, but it was immediately patched out. The ray of hope which shone down on undead magic casters was snuffed out, as though it had been nothing but a dream.


  “Thanks!”


  “You’re welcome.”


  Yamaiko cast healing spells on the front liners, whose health had been reduced almost by half. Bukubukuchagama was still very energetic, so her spells were focused on the other two.


  The boss raised its lightning lance.


  Because its health was going down very fast, the delay between each attack was now very short. There were good and bad things about this, but since Bukubukuchagama kept quiet, it implied that it was fine.


  Judging by the weapon the boss raised, it was most likely some sort of lightning-elemental attack. If that was the case—


  “Yamaiko-san! Ulbert-san! Heading up!”


  There was no time to wait for their responses. Momonga cast a [Greater Teleportation] spell. His destination was the sky. Just as the view in his eyes shifted from the teleport—


  “[Jupiter Tempest].”


  —Streaks of blinding white lightning raced across the ground. A simple [Fly] spell would not have allowed them to make it up here in time.


  Normally speaking, flying up was a bad move. However, Momonga had ascended because the boss’ previous attack descended from above. He guessed that there would not be two consecutive attacks which came down from the sky.


  He was lucky.


  “Going down.”


  “Okay!”


  They were of one mind. After all, there was a chance that the next attack would heavily damage anyone in the air. Of course, he was quite nervous about his descent, but his body was supported by the [Fly] spell as he returned to the ground. Once there, he did not forget to cancel the spell. The truth was, using [Fly] in combat was quite difficult, only a few people were capable of it.


  Still, if one planned out a simple course and let the spell’s autopilot handle things, one could fight in the air. Landing, in particular, was an easy task.


  When the boss swung its weapon, the shockwave it produced ripped through the area surrounding it. However, only Bukubukuchagama was hurt. Judging by their text boxes, the two attackers had used some sort of technique to withstand the damage and continue their attack.


  As Momonga, Ulbert and Yamaiko descended, the boss raised all four of its weapons, and used some sort of skill.


  “[Great Ore of Mercury].”


  It would seem the boss had buffed itself.


  “So hard!”


  That voice belonged to Warrior Takemikazuchi. His damage output had dropped to 1/10th of normal.


  “Meteoric Turtle!” Bukubukuchagama shouted, naming a boss they had defeated in the past. Momonga immediately understood the meaning behind those words. The Meteoric Turtle had a move where it enhanced its defense, then took to the sky before crashing down again like the meteor it was named after, dealing a party-wiping amount of damage to everyone in the area.


  The countermeasures to this move were: unbalance the boss and forcibly break its defensive stance, take to the skies and halve the damage taken, or to continuously use defensive spells or skills to endure the onslaught.


  Warrior Takemikazuchi and Nishiki Enrai began using their unbalancing skills, Momonga and the others coordinated with them and cast debilitating spells on the boss as well.


  A prickly sensation hung in the air — about 15 seconds later, the boss swung its weapons, as though remembering that it had forgotten to attack while its defense rose. The sense of relief that came from disrupting the boss was replaced by the pressure of knowing that the boss was going to make its move.


  “[Lunar Sword].”


  The air pressure from the strikes turned into slashing shockwaves which tore through the air. It made no difference whether one was in the sky or on the ground, there was no hiding from it.


  “[Wall of Jericho].”


  Bukubukuchagama used her area-defense skill to become a wall behind which everyone could hide. Even so, she had still been heavily hit. It was unclear whether unbalancing the enemy meant that they had taken less damage, or if the damage taken was evenly distributed throughout the group, or if they had taken damage at all because they failed to evade the attack.


  As he was being healed, Momonga went to his console and looked over his spells, at the same time considering how to proceed given the attack they had just taken. Now that the boss had lost quite a bit of HP, its attack patterns were becoming more aggressive. There was a chance it might use that attack repeatedly.


  In the meantime, the boss’ HP was decreasing steadily. Although the boss had abnormally high HP, the attackers’ firepower was more than up to the task.


  Suddenly, the boss pointed its bow to the sky and drew it back. There was no way of telling how it would attack since it had not used its bow and arrow before now. They hindered it as much as possible, and let the backliners take care of the boss’ target.


  Should I have checked the bow’s element? Momonga thought as he clicked his tongue.


  “[Saturn Meteor].”


  The boss fired toward the sky. The arrow flew to the ceiling, and an inky black void appeared — the void of space — which swallowed it without a trace.


  The sudden void expanded to cover the entire battlefield. It would seem that the range of this attack was as large as the previous one.


  Momonga immediately selected [Wall of Skeleton] from the control console, deploying it above himself like an umbrella.


  “Momonga-san, let me in!”


  Ulbert, the offensive specialist, had to conserve every scrap of MP he had. Thus, he ran over. Yamaiko was in a similar situation as well.


  “[Field of Force].”


  “[Sanctuary Protection].”


  As Yamaiko put up another layer of protection, Momonga cast yet another defensive spell. This was because they had no idea what kind of attack was coming next.


  Just then, a shrill screech rang through the air, and countless meteors flew through the air at them.


  The initial impact shattered the [Wall of Skeleton] which had been further reinforced by the [Sanctuary Protection]. After that, the shockwave broke the [Field of Force] and damaged Momonga, far more than the previous [Lunar Sword] had. Half of his previously full HP bar vanished in an instant.


  However, that was the end of the attack, and Momonga was still alive. Nobody had died, and Bukubukuchagama still had more than half her HP left.


  If the tank was fine, they could still fight.


  Yamaiko used a powerful skill to heal everyone quickly. However, this did not include Momonga, since normal curative methods did not work on him.


  In addition, Yamaiko’s big skill spread its healing among its targets, so there was no benefit for including Momonga.


  If Momonga took another attack from the boss, he would die. Therefore, Momonga watched the boss’ movements as he made a Death Knight and had it await orders. If the boss attacked the weakened Momonga, he would use the Death Knight as a shield.


  “I’ll heal you, Momonga-san!”


  After healing everyone else, Yamaiko announced her next move to the vanguards and then cast [Greater Lethal] on Momonga. While Momonga was healing up, the frontliners stopped attacking and took defensive stances, healing their wounds with potions. This was so that they did not complicate the hate management.


  All the weapons the boss was holding rose into the air, orbiting around it.


  Given these special effects, there was no doubt that it was preparing for something big.


  “To think you have made it this far! It appears I have underestimated you! In that case! Come forth, my minions!”


  The floating weapons arranged themselves into the points of a five-pointed star, and then thrust themselves into the ground. Five monsters appeared from those places.


  Level 87: Primal Fire Elemental


  Level 87: Primal Water Elemental


  Level 87: Primal Air Elemental


  Level 87: Primal Earth Elemental


  Level 90: Primal Star Elemental


  Each of them was the same size of the boss, and they were monsters of equivalent level to Momonga and the others.


  The six of them, including the boss, would surely crush the party into a paste.


  Momonga laughed.


  He had not expected the boss to be this powerful.


  We might have gotten the sequence wrong. The boss in this arena is the kind which won’t relent right until the end.


  “Or are you saying the other bosses are this strong? If that’s the case… then we made the right decision.”


  As though answering Momonga’s muttering, a man’s voice gave a great cry:


  “Roar, my secret arcana! Descend, o ultimate disaster! Flow, ye tears of despair and regret! — [Grand Catastrophe]!”


  This speech, which was completely unlike his usual style — incidentally, the preamble before the spell name was different each time — was the naked expression of his soul.


  When Ulbert Alain Odle mastered the class of World Disaster, he gained this power, which outstripped the might of even super-tier spells. It was an ultimate move which required 60% of his MP.


  The fallen leaves of the world tree had a malice of their own, and now that curse was given a physical form. Pure destructive energy surged through the battlefield.


  The five elementals, which should have been at full health, were instantly annihilated. The boss itself lost an alarming amount of HP.


  At the same time, Ulbert ran toward the boss.


  Thanks to the hate generated by [Grand Catastrophe], the boss would not stop attacking until it hit Ulbert at least once.


  As though to switch with him, Bukubukuchagama ran to the back.


  In the moment where Ulbert was hit by the boss, Bukubukuchagama — who had run to the back — immediately exchanged places with him.


  A text box reading [Transposition] popped up from Bukubukuchagama, and then vanished.


  The boss’ weapons returned to its hands.


  It might be that the boss would lose access to a weapon as long as its corresponding elemental was on the field. In that case, it might have been better to leave the appropriate elementals alive — possibly two of them, one left-hand and one right-hand weapon — but of course they could not know that on a first encounter.


  “‘[Solar Flare].”


  The boss opened up on Bukubukuchagama with the move it had first used.


  “Everyone! Kill it quickly! It’s starting its rotation again!” Bukubukuchagama shouted.


  Now that Ulbert had used his trump card, they had no way to beat the elementals quickly if the enemy summoned them again. In other words, they would be defeated. Therefore, they had to bring it down before that.


  There was no reason to hold back now.


  “[Triplet Maximize Magic — Reality Slash]!”


  Momonga could feel the boss turning on him now that his hate had gone up. Or rather, it was only to be expected after hitting it with three maximized 10th-tier attack spells at the same time.


  The boss closed in swiftly, but it was exactly as Bukubukuchagama had predicted. It was natural to expect the enemy to attack someone who attacked it.


  The proof of this was that Bukubukuchagama did not rush over to him, but reapplied an expired buff instead. This was because she firmly believed that Momonga could deal with it, and could respond as a player should.


  “Death Knight!”


  He sent a command to the Death Knight with a macro. The Death Knight roared, and took on the hate that should have been borne by Momonga.


  At the same time, in accordance with the orders given, the Death Knight ran to Bukubukuchagama.


  The boss paused, and turned on the incoming Death Knight.


  Its attack swung down on the Death Knight.


  It went without saying that given the gigantic level difference, the Death Knight should have been destroyed.


  That was what should have happened if a level 90 being attacked a level 35 opponent, unless the attacker held back a lot. However, the Death Knight’s skill activated. It took the hit and survived with 1 HP remaining, and continued running toward the frontliners. Or rather, it tried to run — the boss’ next blow obliterated the Death Knight.


  However, it had fulfilled its purpose.


  “You’re the best, Death Knight-kun! Now look at me, you son of a bitch!”


  Bukubukuchagama raised her gelid arms, probably trying to get the boss to target her. The boss, which had been planning to charge the others, changed its target to her.


  All these were the movements of the switch attack, which Momonga was skilled at executing.


  “Push it!”


  “R!”


  “R!”


  The boss raised its freezing axe, and used the [Neptune Lightstorm], which Momonga had already experienced before. As he shielded the other backliners with his body, he dispelled the debuffs on the frontliners.


  This was when the boss began attacking in earnest.


  Until now the boss had followed up all its skills up with simple auto-attacks. However, at this stage, it was using its skills back to back.


  Was it because it was low on HP?


  The implication here was that it would summon the Primal Elementals after using each skill once. In other words, they were running out of time.


  Can we deplete its HP fast enough?


  Despite his growing anxiety, Momonga operated his console with speed and precision. This was what they meant when they said “the frontline was a sports meet, while the backline was a theatre performance.”


  A single mistake would disrupt his rhythm.


  Momonga groaned as he thought of the boss’ attacks and watched its movements. They might not be able to beat it in time.


  However—


  “—How about it? Can we kill it in one shot?”


  “I’m in range! We can do it! Everyone, we’re going for the Bright King Combo!”


  “Ohhh! I’ll leave it to you.”


  “Roger! Then let me begin! [Sacrifice]!”


  The boss hit Bukubukuchagama, who had both her arms spread wide. Bukubukuchagama took a huge amount of damage, even through her extremely high defense. At the same time, a black mist enveloped the boss.


  After that, Bukubukuchagama activated the [Aegis] skill. HP restoration should have been Yamaiko’s job, but they no longer had the time for that. All she could do was minimize her damage taken and try to push through this with her current HP.


  Momonga cast a spell, targeting it on Nishiki Enrai.


  “[Conflict Karma]!”


  Yamaiko watched as Momonga cast his buff, then crushed the hourglass-like cash item in her hand, instantly activating her super-tier spell.


  “[Judgement of Osiris]!”


  (TL Note: the kanji reads オシリスの 裁き/Judgement of Osiris, the furigana is ペルト エム ヘルウ/Prt M Hrw, part of the name of the Egyptian Book of the Dead.)


  Scales appeared over the heads of everyone on the battlefield.


  On one side was a heart, and on the other was a feather.


  Yamaiko, Nishiki Enrai and Warrior Takemikazuchi’s scales pended down on the feather’s side. In contrast, Momonga, Ulbert, Bukubukuchagama, and the boss’ scales weighed down on the heart’s side. In that moment, the heart was promptly devoured by a beast that appeared out of nowhere.


  Momonga was not hurt.


  However, his karma value plummeted, reaching -1000 in an instant.


  This super-tier spell could manipulate karma values — it reduced negative values, and increased positive ones.


  Karma values affected the damage inflicted by certain spells and skills. The reason Yamaiko cast this spell went without saying — it was to intensify the effects of the combo which relied on karmic imbalance.


  Warrior Takemikazuchi was all smiles as he began the Combo.


  “Here I go! [Acalanatha]! [Fudo Kensaku]!”


  The form of The Immovable One, Fudo Myo-o, appeared behind Warrior Takemikazuchi, casting forth a lariat from his hand.


  The first blow of the Bright King Combo, [Acalanatha], had two attack components. The first, the [Kurikara Sword], did more damage the lower its opponent’s karma score was. Without the appropriate countermeasures, it would be fatal. The second was the [Fudo Kensaku], which reduced the evasive abilities of opponents with low karma values. This decrease was directly proportional to the amount of negative karma its target had.


  Perhaps the boss’ karma was never that high to begin with, but Bukubukuchagama’s skill made sure of that.


  Bukubukuchagama’s [Sacrifice] greatly decreased defensive power, but in exchange the damaged party’s karma dropped to the absolute minimum. And then, Yamaiko’s super-tier spell lowered it even further.


  “[Trailokyavijayarāja]!”


  The Conqueror of Three Planes, Gozanze Myo-o appeared behind him as well and ran the boss through with his lance.


  “[Yamāntaka]!”


  After that, The Defeater of Death, Daiitoku Myo-o materialized, smiting the boss with his massive club.


  “[Kundali]!”


  The Dispenser of Heavenly Nectar, Gundari Myo-O released a serpent from his hand, which suddenly expanded and coiled around the boss, further locking it in place. If this was not done, the boss might be able to escape its bindings in the delay between strikes.


  “[Vajrayaksa]!”


  The Devourer of Demons, Kongo-Yasha Myo-O, mauled the boss with his electrically-charged vajra-sword.


  And then, while the boss could not evade, the five Wisdom Kings charged it. They surrounded him and as one, they took stances which pointed their palms at him.


  Their foe would not be able to move if it had so much as one point of negative karma.


  “Ossha!”


  Nishiki Enrai switched out his weapon in that moment.


  This was his trump card, Susanoo. It was a weapon that was over three meters long, and due to various penalties, it swung very slowly. However, that hardly mattered when his opponent could not move. Perhaps it was a loophole in the system, or a deliberate decision by the developers, but the attack power of this gigantic ninjato far surpassed that of even a special being like this boss.


  The instant that slow-moving blade touched the boss, a frightening series of damage numbers that looked like they came from a multi-part attack spewed forth.


  Momonga could not help but laugh as the boss’ HP went down in his eyes.


  And then—


  —Cracks appeared all over the boss’ body.


  Light flowed out from between the gaps, followed by a great explosion.


  Momonga was stunned for a moment, and then the overflowing joy in his heart made him cry out.


  This might be a game, but jubilation from overcoming a great difficulty was universal. Nor was he the only one rejoicing. The other members of the party, who had beaten this dungeon alongside him, were cheering as well.


  An orb floated in the place where the boss used to be. It did not look like a data crystal, nor did it resemble an artifact. They had to take it and get the group to the 6th floor. Momonga wanted to grab it, but was it really all right for him to do so, given that he had not contributed that much?


  “Momonga-san, the boss dropped an item.”


  “In that case, the two attackers should—”


  “Momonga-san, it’s not like that,” Bukubukuchagama said.


  “Things ended up like this because everyone did what they had to do. The attackers are supposed to damage the boss. The tank should control hate and bears the boss’ attacks. The healer has to heal the group’s wounds. And of course, the wildcard uses buffs and debuffs, guiding the flow of the battle.”


  She panted, and took a breath.


  “Therefore, everyone played their part!”


  Something along the lines of “What she said” came from Yamaiko’s direction.


  “Momonga-san, you protected us in many ways, didn’t you? It’s not just the front liners who shone in this fight, don’t you two agree?”


  “You’re right, Yamaiko-san. However, I feel a little embarrassed to have someone say I was shining. We’re just the ones who entrust our backs to the rear guard and focus on attacking.”


  “Yup, yup. Come on, go take it, Momonga-san. Didn’t you say we had to hurry?”


  Nishiki Enrai urged Momonga on after Warrior Takemikazuchi spoke.


  There were no facial expressions in Yggdrasil. However, Suzuki Satoru knew that his friends were smiling happily.


  “—Thank you, everyone! Then, don’t mind if I do!”


  With that, Momonga reached out for the floating sphere — and touched it.


  In that instant, the world blacked out.


  By the time he could see again, he was in a wide-open space, completely different from before. These were ruins, perhaps. They seemed to be in a slightly-elevated place, at the top of a flight of stone steps. The ruins were located within a sprawling expanse of wilderness, but there seemed to be something glowing in the sky which cast enough light that they could not see beyond 200 to 300 meters away.


  The sound of cheering came from below them.


  Looking down, he saw his guildmates. They were holding weapons, and it would seem they had been fighting until just now.


  “The auto-spawning enemies vanished, so I was pretty sure that you and the others defeated your boss, Momonga-san.”


  “Yoshaaaa! Damn we’re good, beating an unknown dungeon in one try! How about that, you shitty devs?!”


  “Oi oi oi, if you want to take a toilet break, you’d better go now! Don’t miss out on what happens next!”


  When he heard their shouts, Momonga suddenly understood what they had done, and he laughed. In truth, he had been laughing since just now, but he could not help himself now.


  Momonga and the others descended the stairs, bathed in everyone’s praise. These were their accolades for beating the strongest boss.


  “Then, Momonga-san. Put that in there.”


  Momonga looked in the direction Touch Me was pointing, and saw a stone plaque. There were four orbs like the one Momonga was holding, and one empty slot. There were no clear directions, but he knew exactly what he had to do.


  He headed straight for the plaque, and slotted his orb into the final depression. The orb fit into the indentation as though it had been sucked in, and then all the orbs glowed gently.


  Momonga gulped.


  A scroll descended from the sky, landing beside Momonga. In its place, the plaque vanished, replaced by a throne made from a single gigantic crystal.


  There was no doubt that the scroll was the ownership deed, which meant that the throne was some sort of artifact. Usually, the dungeon reward was one or the other, but this seemed like an exceptional case. An artifact of this class ought to be pretty useful. If not, they could probably still sell it for a pretty penny.


  However, certain artifacts were weird, and he prayed that this was not the case.


  “Huh.”


  Momonga, who was very worried about the throne, looked up to the sky. The glowing scroll was falling at an almost insufferably slow speed.


  Although this sort of forced dramatics usually annoyed him, he had to be grateful for them this time.


  Momonga extended his hand, and grasped the scroll from mid-air.


  He had been thinking that he would look terribly lame if he fumbled it at a moment like this, so he had to keep the relief he felt when he took it into his hand a secret from everyone.


  “Congratulations! For conquering the Great Tomb of Nazarick, you have earned the ownership rights to the Guild Homebase: Great Tomb of Nazarick.”


  As though urged on by that calm male voice, Momonga opened the scroll, allowing everyone to see the contents of the title deed.


  There was a cry of surprise as they looked through the data on the guild territories and income.


  “This...! We can make up to 2750 levels of NPCs!”


  “Ehhhhh? Really? It’s true!”


  “Why is it so high?”


  Everyone anxiously went over the contents again, Momonga included. He accessed his console and went over the number of NPC levels. When he realised what was going on, his eyes went wide.


  There were only nine places in the game which offered more NPC levels, at 3000. Was this homebase location a place on par with those? It had not been discovered until now, so was this the result of something like points accumulating?


  Was there any reason for this? If so, it would be very helpful. They read through the guild homebase details again, and the person who had first discovered it exclaimed again.


  “The base amount is 2250, with a bonus of 500… has anyone heard of anything like this before?”


  Everyone shook their heads. Then, someone had an idea.


  “Could it be that if you successfully beat a guild homebase location in one shot, your maximum NPC levels increase?”


  Silence fell across the group in an instant, and then someone shouted angrily:


  “Uooooohhh! You shitty developers! As though anyone could do that!”


  “Damn shitty devs!”


  “Is that what you mean by seeking knowledge with no fear of death, you bastards?!”


  Momonga joined in as well. This was to cover up the joy overflowing in his heart. The truth was, the people who had vented their emotions were now laughing.


  In fact, everyone was laughing.


  They slapped each other on the back, patted their shoulders and their heads, all to celebrate the achievement which they and their friends had won. From the corner of his eye, Momonga even noticed Ulbert and Touch Me patting each other on the back as well.


  “—Then, is this an artifact?”


  Punitto Moe stared at the throne.


  “How nice of them to provide a throne for us. Then, please take your rightful place, Guildmaster Momonga-sama. After that, let’s take a commemorative picture with him in the middle!”


  “Sounds good! Sounds great! Come, come! Guildmaster, come have a seat!”


  Nishiki Enrai and Warrior Takemikazuchi’s words were met with general approval.


  He could no longer put this off. Momonga did as he was told and sat on the throne. In that moment, a voice which only Momonga could hear spoke to him:


  “Congratulations! For completing a dungeon of recommended level 80+ in one attempt, you have received the World-Class Item, The Throne of Kings!”


  As the notification slowly sank into his mind, Momonga felt his heart clench tightly and shrink.


  It was a shock that took his breath away.


  One of the greatest treasures in Yggdrasil now rested beneath him.


  Suspecting that he might have misheard things, he touched his console with trembling hands. As he looked at his status display, Momonga realised that the voice he heard was not some blissful hallucination that was the product of his own mind.


  He saw a buff on his status screen. It was the same as that time when they had once obtained a World-Class Item, but then lost it.


  That was — WORLD. It implied an entire world, and the ultimate protection it bestowed.


  “What’s wrong, Momonga-san?”


  Even in a world without facial expressions, anyone would find it strange if someone suddenly froze and did not move.


  “Is it a nanomachine depletion message?”


  “No… This… this is a World-Class Item.”


  Silence fell across the guild members, who were lined up for the photo shoot. They could not understand what Momonga was saying.


  “Hey, it’s true. Seems to be a reward for clearing the dungeon on the first try.”


  It was a calm voice that startled the listener himself. Nor could Momonga properly express himself due to the magnitude of the shock he had just received.


  A great commotion erupted from his friends. At first, it was only the phrase “World-Class Item” that fell from their lips — and then it was thunderous cheering.


  Just like before, great shouts of “shitty devs!” rang out.


  “I knew it from the start. Clearing this dungeon in one shot would give us a World-Class Item.”


  “As if you really knew that.”


  “Awesome! How about that?! You Seraph bastards!”


  “Yahoo~”


  As everyone began dancing strangely, Momonga decided to rise from the throne and vacate it, so anyone could sit down. He moved to a quieter, more distant place.


  Soon, Touch Me and Ulbert came to stand before Momonga.


  “Well, that was amazing, Momonga-san!”


  “That’s right! A guildmaster who gets us a World-Class Item in our first guild event — that’s crazy, right? Seriously!”


  As he mused about whether “crazy” should be used as a form of praise, Momonga nodded to Ulbert and Touch Me.


  “What are you saying, all this was because everyone gave freely of their resources to help us clear this dungeon.”


  “There’s no need to be so humble. Takemikazuchi-san was right. I couldn’t have done something so wild. I would’ve been afraid of our first guild activity failing and suggested a safer and more sensible monster hunt instead. This is something only you could do, Momonga-san.”


  “No—”


  Momonga wanted to say that it was a miracle that happened because everyone tried their hardest. Saying that it was all thanks to himself made him feel guilty.


  His friends touched the throne all over, arguing over who should be next in line to sit on it.


  It was because of them.


  “Nonono, Momonga-san. There’s no need for that. If the venture failed, you were willing to bear everyone’s disappointment and unhappiness, weren’t you, Momonga-san? If that’s the case, then you should accept the praise that comes from succeeding. Otherwise it would be strange, no?”


  It was hard for him to accept those words, even if Ulbert said them.


  “Aw, don’t be like that. I regretted this thing so many times. I’ve been psyching myself up to be a guildmaster who handled communication, coordination, and other odd jobs.”


  He spilled his guts in a thoroughly exhausted voice.


  The two of them seemed to find it amusing, but their laughs were not those of scorn.


  “Got it. For all we know, this reluctance of yours might make you a good guildmaster. Though I think it would be good if you were more of a take-charge kind of person—”


  “What are you saying? Isn’t that one of Momonga-san’s virtues? I mean, aren’t we all following him because he’s like that?”


  “That’s right… yes, indeed, it’s just as you say,” Touch Me said in a self-reflective voice.


  Was he thinking about him, the one who left the game?


  “Oi, oi, what are you babbling about over there? Come quick! We’re taking the photo now!”


  “Come, come! Guildmaster! Have a seat on the throne!”


  Nishiki Enrai and Warrior Takemikazuchi practically pushed him onto the throne. His other friends were already lined up and waiting for him.


  “All right! We’re taking the photo!”


  Everyone struck a pose of some sort. They used their bodily motions to compensate for the lack of facial expressions in the game. Momonga touched his console, and selected a smiling face from one of the emoticons.


  “Here we go! Three, two one!”


  The floating orb-like camera before them was a cash item, which made the sound of a shutter clicking. At the same time, a ding-dong rang in Momonga’s ear.


  He knew without looking that this was the chime of a received message — a picture of Ainz Ooal Gown and the prize they had won in their maiden venture.


  Momonga smiled.


  He let his thoughts wander to what he and Ainz Ooal Gown would do now, and in the future—


Emissary of the King


Part 1


  Space distorted, and the view before his eyes changed instantly.


  Upon returning to his room with its grand desk, Ainz sighed in relief. He had teleported many times before, and he knew there should not be any problems this time round, but he had only been in this unknown world for a few days. Thus, the fear that he might teleport to some strange place still worried him.


  He caressed the Ring of Ainz Ooal Gown on his right ring finger and looked around him.


  There was nobody around.


  That was good. He did not want anyone to see what he was about to do.


  Ainz was about to walk towards the table when he stopped and looked up. He possessed magic vision which could see through invisibility, and noticed the figures of the Eight Edge Assassins standing by on the ceiling.


  Their gazes met.


  No, Ainz might not know which direction their composite eyes were looking at, but he was probably not mistaken by the feeling of their eyes meeting. He felt troubled about others looking at him, although that might just be Ainz being overly self-conscious.


  “All of you, leave.”


  In response to Ainz’ declaration, one of the Eight Edge Assassins — who was probably their leader— answered:


  “Pardon my impudence, Ainz-sama. There might be intruders who might make an attempt on your life here. To avoid this tiny possibility, please allow us to stay here to serve as your shield. Please reconsider.”


  “Intruders? Here? I can only take this as an insult to the ones guarding the eight floors above me.”


  “Ah! That is not what your humble servant is implying! Please forgive my transgression. However, if something were to happen to the last Supreme Being who stayed with us, that would be our shared responsibility. To consider all possibilities of danger and protect the Supreme Beings is the duty of everyone here. We will shut our eyes, mouth and ears, and protect your majestic self while hiding in the shadows.”


  It mentioned something about hiding in the shadows, but to Ainz, the bug shaped monsters were just hanging prominently from the ceiling.


  He understood their wish to serve, but he couldn’t allow others to know what he was going to do next.


  Hmm? He suddenly realized what he felt was similar to a fourteen year old boy who wanted a lock for his own room.


  “Rejected. I will be conducting a secret ritual in this room. This is a secret amongst secrets that absolutely no one can witness. I trust all of you, but I want to minimize the risk of this leaking out… These are my words as the ruler of the Great Tomb of Nazarick, understand?”


  “— I hear and obey. We have no objections since it is the will of the Supreme Being.”


  The Eight Edge Assassins descended from the ceiling. They detached their legs from the surface above them and fell to the ground.


  They landed without any noise and stood up as one.


  “We will retreat from this room now.”


  After Ainz nodded, they left the room elegantly in a disciplined line. For some reason, this reminded Ainz of the nature documentary clip of ants marching in a line, shown to him by Blue Planet.


  After the last of them had left the room and bowed to Ainz from the corridor, it closed the door gently.


  Ainz scanned his surroundings once more. The ceiling as well, of course.


  — No one else was around. The room was truly empty now.


  There were two set of doors in this room. One was the one used by the Eight Edge Assassins, which led into the corridor, while the other was linked to the other rooms— Ainz’ personal chambers, which comprised several rooms just like the royal suite in hotels, such as the bedroom, changing room and bathroom — all connected together.


  Ainz walked towards the door leading to the other rooms and opened it easily. He poked his head in and looked inside.


  There was no sign of anyone else. Even if he listened closely, he still couldn’t hear the sound of another person.


  He thought that a maid might be cleaning the other rooms, but that didn’t seem to be the case.


  No, he couldn’t let his guard down.


  Ainz let go of his relaxation and tensed up once again.


  Walking across the room, Ainz opened the door leading to the corridor. On either side of the door was a bipedal insect-type monster assigned by Cocytus, standing there as sentries. He didn’t see any signs of the Eight Edge Assassins. They couldn’t have gone far, but they were not here.


  “…The two of you.”


  “Sir! Ainz-sama, what are your orders?”


  Stopping his minions who were about to kneel down to show their fealty, Ainz asked them,


  “How long have you been standing guard here?”


  “Sir! Twenty five hours— No, it’s twenty five hours and forty minutes.”


  Ainz blinked his non-existent eyes.


  “Yes?”


  He could tell his minions were troubled. Ainz was certain of it.


  It was nothing to be happy about, but his skill at reading the expressions of insects had been rising rapidly. It would be a good thing if his observation skills improved, but if that wasn’t the case, it would be a useless ability.


  No, there were insectoid monsters led by Cocytus under his charge, this should be a very useful ability for the ruler of Nazarick.


  — The thoughts that arose in a corner of the brain that he wasn’t even sure existed were dismissed by his rage.


  Now wasn’t the time to consider all these. He should be thinking about the inhuman working conditions of his servants instead.


  He let a weak-sounding “um”’ slip out, and tried covering it up with a clumsy cough. Ainz then questioned his servants:


  “I ask again, you said it has been one day?”


  “That is so. It has been one day since we were bestowed the honour of sentry duty before Ainz-sama’s room.”


  “Is that so… One day… You are here on Cocytus’ orders, I presume?”


  “Yes, Ainz-sama.”


  Standing sentry for an entire day without any relief. This would put any unethical company to shame. Ainz was speechless as he thought about Cocytus. His last farewell with Herohero was still fresh on his mind. If Herohero hadn’t been run ragged from work, and was healthy and mentally fresh, he might be standing here with Ainz right now.


  How could he allow his own subordinates to be forced into such a situation which robbed Herohero of all his vitality?


  Ainz’s job took up a lot of his time, but he at least had time to play virtual games.


  There were many who gave up gaming because of the drastic change in their living environment. Herohero didn’t cancel his account, but he was as good as retired— If that wasn’t the case, he wouldn’t had left his items behind and told Ainz he was free to do whatever he wanted with them.


  As he fumed silently, Ainz announced:


  “Carrying out your duties over such long hours without rest must have taken its toll on you. Your hard work is worthy of praise. You may hand your duties over to your replacements, so go back and rest. If Cocytus says anything to you, tell him these are my orders.”


  However, the reaction of his subordinates was completely different from what he expected.


  “Could, could it be that we, we did something wrong?”


  “What? No, you didn’t do anything wrong…”


  Their voices were trembling, but it wasn’t because of confusion, but due to some other reason. This made Ainz furrow the eye brows in his heart.


  Was Cocytus that scary? While Ainz was considering that possibility, the servants continued:


  “If that is so, why are you ordering us to stand down and hand over our duties?”


  The pitiful pleas of his servants baffled Ainz once again.


  “Why? Do you even need to ask? Keeping the same posture while standing sentry for twenty five hours must be very tiring, no?”


  “No such thing. There is nothing tiring about this. Being assigned to guard Ainz-sama’s room is a heavenly experience for us.”


  Are you sure you’re not about to ascend to heaven because of fatigue?


  “No, that… Ahem. You won’t be able to concentrate like this. I think changing shift routinely would ensure tighter security, right?”


  “Please don’t worry. When we were dispatched here, Cocytus-sama loaned us an item allowing us to operate without need for sleep. Being assigned to the important post of guarding Ainz-sama’s room makes us happy, we can’t afford to let our guard down.”


  Ainz could feel the determination of their voices.


  “Is, is that so? Do your best in your assigned tasks then.”


  He might be shaken, but Ainz still nodded with the lofty attitude of a master.


  “We are extremely grateful, Ainz-sama.”


  He was thinking that he should be the one thanking them, but as their master, Ainz couldn’t say that. However, there was something he should say.


  “Thank you, and good work.”


  “Yes!”


  Thank you and good work.


  A member of society who didn’t use these two terms appropriately would be a failure.


  “Before you carry out your duties, let me ask you this. While I was away today, did anyone enter my chambers?”


  “No one entered today. Only Sebas-sama, the maids and Albedo-sama stopped by the room, but left after learning that Ainz-sama was away. None of them left any messages.”


  He felt curious about why they came in the first place, but that wasn’t the issue right now.


  “I understand, let me confirm this once more, nobody entered the room, correct?”


  “Yes.”


  It was safe inside the room then. He had asked everything he wanted to know.


  “Don’t push yourselves too hard, and carry on the good work.”


  Ainz closed the door as he listened to the spirited response from the two of them. He made his way through the rooms once more and sat himself onto a chair.


  Ainz scanned his surroundings again.


  Even though he knew no one was around, he still looked around carefully. What he was about to do was very crucial and could not be seen by anyone.


  Ainz regretted a little about not learning more information-type spells and began casting several defensive spells.


  He felt he might be worrying too much, but this required the utmost care.


  After finishing all his preparations, Ainz opened his item window — or rather, the space where he stored his items, and took out the things he wanted.


  After infiltrating the library, he had used several concealment spells and brought out several books in absolute secrecy.


  He retrieved one, and placed it on the table.


  He retrieved one, and placed it on the table.


  He retrieved one, and placed it on the table.


  He retrieved one, and placed it on the table—


  He repeated this action a dozen times. The volumes were all quite thick, and formed a tower on the table.


  “This… I messed up.”


  Ainz realized his mistake and let out a tiny sigh of regret.


  There were too many. If it was just the Elder Lich Chief Librarian, it would have been rather simple to evade its eyes. But hiding from the Overlords’ senses, the highest-placed class of undead, was extremely difficult. For Ainz, who lacked any special infiltration ability, running into any of the five Overlords would mean he had been discovered.


  That’s why he used this rare chance to take all these books out. However, it would take a lot of time to finish reading all this.


  “… So, what should I do… I don’t have a place to put these, it would be troublesome if they were discovered.”


  It would be easy to hide one piece of paper, but it was a different matter for a small pile of books. Not much time had passed since he came to this world, so Ainz’s table wasn’t a mess like the desk Suzuki Satoru had in his company. It was kept neat and tidy, without anything unnecessary on it.


  As Ainz was about to open his drawers and put the books inside, he stopped.


  There shouldn’t be any subordinates who would open Ainz’ drawers, but was that really true?


  In the experience of Suzuki Satoru the salaryman, there were rude people who would nonchalantly open other people’s drawers.


  Where else could he keep them?


  He came up with plans to stash them in his bedroom, the changing room, the bathroom— all the other rooms, but there was a chance the maid cleaning the room might find it.


  His mother passed away early so he hadn’t experienced that before, but there were guild members who returned to their room to find their porn collections displayed neatly on their table, which turned their mind blank. According to them, the worst thing was that their mothers didn’t say anything during dinner, even though they were face to face.


  It was a second-hand account, but Ainz could empathize with how they felt. Even though his undead body was resistant to powerful psychological attacks, he was reluctant to suffer that kind of pain.


  “Ahh, in that case, I can only place it here.”


  Ainz opened his space and placed the books inside once more. Considering that books were very low-level items, it was easy for information magic spells or those with levels in thief-type classes to read the book title. That was why Ainz didn’t want to carry it on him, but that was the only way since it was also the safest method.


  He stored the books one by one, and only two were left in the end.


  The books’ titles were—


  “The Secret of Building Trust With One’s Subordinates”


  “Things That Hated Bosses Don’t Do”


  — These two.


  The copyright for these works had expired, having been published over seventy years ago.


  Ainz sat before the table, picked one of the books up, and started browsing through the pages.


  The contents of these business books had strongly influenced Suzuki Satoru the salaryman.


  “I see…”


  “That’s true…”


  “If only there were bosses like that…”


  Ainz spoke those words unconsciously while he read. As he focused on digesting the wisdom within, he sighed in admiration.


  “This is great. To think there could be such a good business book.”


  Suzuki Satoru didn’t read many business books. He wasn’t too passionate about his salaryman job, and didn’t have anyone that could be called his subordinates. Naturally, he had no intention of understanding the mentality of a boss.


  However, he was no longer a small time employee, but the ruler of the Great Tomb of Nazarick. Using the positions in a company as an example, he had to run the organization as the president.


  “Willing to take on responsibility. Open and straightforward. Easygoing and calm. Accepts opinions humbly—”


  An ideal boss.


  But it was easy for anyone to talk about theory. The ones who put these into actual practice were few and far between. That was why there were so few competent bosses despite the existence of such excellent business books.


  Ainz, who knew about these things called bosses, made a bitter face.


  In reality, they tended to be far removed from their idealized forms.


  Ainz, who had almost fallen into deep musing, shook his head and purged the hardships of the world from his mind. Right now, he shouldn’t be agonizing over the gap between the ideal and reality.


  Instead, as Ainz Ooal Gown, he had to earn the trust of the NPCs and work hard to be a great ruler.


  Ainz’s gaze fell onto the book once more, with these new thoughts in mind.


  There was much that was written on it, but it wasn’t something he could digest in one sitting. This required dedicated work over a long period of time. That was the only way Ainz could become everyone’s ideal boss.


  However, that would take too long. To a starving man, ten thousand yen right now was more valuable than a hundred million yen a few years later.


  “So what should I do?”


  Although it was too early to worry about that before finishing even a single book, as an undead, Ainz had no need for rest or sleep. He still had some remnants of humanity left and would feel mental fatigue, but he could work without rest for 24 hours a day if he had to. Which meant that if he wanted to spent the entire day reading, he could finish the whole book within a day. However, browsing through ten lines at a time meant he would miss some points.


  It wasn’t a bad idea to absorb the essence of all these books before making his move.


  — However.


  Could he really digest all these materials in one day?


  Unfortunately, Suzuki Satoru didn’t have the chance to pursue higher education, so the knowledge he gained from interacting with others was biased. If someone like that was to read ten books a day, would he be able to make sense of all these concepts?


  It was still fine since he hadn’t even finished these two books yet. But if he was to absorb knowledge from multiple books, situations where the contents from different books contradicted each other might arise. That would be out of his league. Would it be better to do something now now before he became confused?


  Ainz looked up into the sky, trapped in the maze of his thoughts.


  Right now, he was eager to try out what he had learned and act immediately.


  But then, another issue presented itself.


  Which part of which book should he reference, and what should he do with what he had learned?


  Ainz flipped through the book he was reading, letting the pages turn rapidly.


  The moment he reached a certain page, inspiration struck like a bolt of lightning, electrifying Ainz’s nonexistent brain.


  He turned back to that page in a hurry and started reading in earnest.


  The page was about conversation with one’s subordinates, the pros and cons of asking them about their troubles and worries. Some subordinates kept things to themselves because they were reluctant to discuss about it with their superiors. That was why the superiors should be proactive and ask them about their problem.


  Ainz nodded as if he had found a way in.


  This was it.


  This was definitely it.


  “— A heart to heart talk. I need to ask if anything is troubling them.”


  It would be bad if anyone fell into depression because they had to hold it all in. This reminded Ainz of the drained figure of Herohero he saw before coming to this world.


  The NPCs might be feeling uneasy right now, since they had just been transferred to this world.


  A debuff known as “fear” existed in Yggdrasil. Hence, it could be treated with spells. However, there was no debuff called “troubled”. In that case, it might not be curable by magic. There was no telling if such a debuff existed, but he should plan for the worst case scenario and act on it.


  — He didn’t want the NPCs to be like Herohero.


  When Ainz made up his mind, he started thinking about his next move.


  Nazarick was vast and had a large population. Even if he excluded the lower tiered servants and the automatically-spawned monsters, there were still a large number of NPCs. It would take too much time to talk to them individually.


  No, even so, he should do so anyway for the sake of the NPCs.


  As the last one to stay behind, Ainz had to take up the duty of his guild members as well.


  He would try it with a few people first, observe how it went, and then talk to the other people later.


  Next would be whom he should choose, and Ainz came up with an answer immediately.


  Besides the Floor Guardians who were responsible for all sorts of important jobs, who else would be an excellent choice for this task?


  As for his first choice, Ainz already had someone in mind.


  Ainz stood up from his seat and issued the order to the two guards outside to summon a certain man.


Part 2


  An old man entered Ainz’s room. However, his body was ramrod-straight, as though it had been made from steel. Even through his clothes, one could tell that his body was sturdy and toned.


  This was the butler, Sebas. Ainz welcomed him with open arms.


  “Thank you for coming down, Sebas. You’re earlier than I expected. Were you in the vicinity?”


  “No, but when Ainz-sama summoned me, I came with all possible haste.”


  His posture and voice was filled with strength. The reason why Ainz had called Sebas first was because he was the most familiar with the 9th floor, which was arguably the floor with conditions most similar to that of the real world. In comparison to the ones who resided in the lava-filled terrain of the 7th floor, or the frozen wasteland of the 5th floor, Sebas’ knowledge and experience would be the most relevant to what Satoru Suzuki had already learned.


  Thus, he was the most ideal test subject for this experiment.


  “Is that so? Then, you’ve worked hard… I feel bad about making you rush. Forgive my interruption of your duties.”


  “What are you saying, Ainz-sama? As a servant of Nazarick, there is no more important task than serving Ainz-sama.”


  “My—”


  “Please, there is no need to thank us. All is as it should be.”


  “Is that so,” Ainz replied. He swallowed despite not having a throat to do so with.


  He had not used the ‘Message’ spell, but sent a runner to summon Sebas.


  That was because he wanted to give himself some time to rehearse the lines he wanted to say. Of course, he had thought of waiting until after he finished his practice to call Sebas over, but the problem was determining when exactly his practice was finished. It might take a year or more for him to perfectly present himself as Ainz the ruler.


  In truth, he was merely buying time to stiffen his resolve.


  Ainz turned to Sebas and spoke to him in the most relaxed, yet dignified tone he could manage. It was a voice that he felt best suited his status as a ruler.


  “Are you experiencing any difficulties that you wish to inform me of? Feel free to speak your mind.”


  “There is nothing of that sort, Ainz-sama.”


  Sebas’ swift response left several seconds of silence between them.


  Ainz realised his mistake. He could not ask these questions from the position of a ruler. The other party would naturally be awed into submission and refuse to speak up.


  Ainz resisted the urge to dip his head as the shame of his mishandling of the situation washed over him. He spoke to Sebas again. This time, he would be more tender and compassionate.


  “There’s no need to stand on formality. It’s my job to make your lives happier. Just like— that’s right. You can speak to me about anything, even the most minor of issues.”


  “No, there’s nothing like that, Ainz-sama. This Great Tomb of Nazarick that Ainz-sama rules over is nothing less than a blessed sanctuary for us. We are not inconvenienced in the slightest by living here.”


  Ainz lowered his line of sight, and then smiled as he answered.


  “Is that so… perhaps that’s the case. Sebas, I’m relieved to hear that.”


  “Your relief fills me with joy, Ainz-sama. May I ask what you wish of me?”


  —I brought you down here to answer those questions. That was all.


  Of course, he could not actually say that. This must be what it must be like for a comedian to deliver his best routine and not receive a single reaction. That was how Ainz felt now.


  Sebas was waiting for an answer. However, he had no idea what to say. Just as he was about to reply “that was all”, a ray of light broke through the darkness clouding his heart.


  Inspiration flashed through Ainz, and once he composed his thoughts, he spoke.


  “—Sebas, I heard you visited this room when I was not in. It must have been an emergency, so I summoned you before me.”


  “Ohh, to think Ainz-sama would go to so much trouble for such a small matter. Please accept my sincerest apologies.”


  Ainz raised his hand to cut off Sebas, who would have continued apologizing otherwise.


  “Well, that’ll do. So, what exactly is the matter?”


  “Understood. I came to ask for permission to assign tasks to the maids and the manservants.”


  “The Pleiades? As battle maids, they should be much higher-levelled than the manservants. Would it be all right to distribute tasks that way?”


  “Ah, no, forgive me for not explaining clearly. The maids I referred to were the regular maids under the charge of Head Maid Pestonya. The tasks of which I spoke were the everyday cleaning on the 9th and 10th floors.”


  “Ahh, so that’s what it’s all about…”


  Although Ainz was seriously considering the problems, he had no particular plan in mind that he wanted to be carried out.


  The guild members who created the maids had thought that “It would be a shame if there were no maids in such a big place like this”. There had been no special significance attached to their creation. The thing was, given the meticulous attention paid to the the maids’ design by Whitebrim-san — a man who had broken into the industry with insert pictures of maids, and who was now a serialized mangaka — it was clear that the maids were very special to him, despite being essentially background extras.


  The nostalgic feeling made Ainz smile, and he replied to Sebas.


  “Well, the two of you were originally meant to handle those maids. There’s no particular need for me to grant you the permission to do your jobs…”


  Ainz’s voice trailed off halfway. He remembered something he’d read in the two business books from earlier. With a soft cough, Ainz asked a question.


  “…No, you’ve come before me for a reason. Though it might be troublesome, would you care to explain the details to me?”


  “How could that be troublesome? I simply did not wish to waste Ainz-sama’s time with minor issues… I understand. Then, permit me to explain myself.”


  Sebas described how every person had been deployed and the intentions behind doing so.


  As Ainz heard him speak, all he could think was “Hmph, is that it…”. However, because his face couldn’t show any change in expression, others would have thought he was paying close attention.


  Sebas’ explanation was becoming more and more animated.


  If he got that way, it would be difficult to bluff with sound bites like “Is that so” and “Umu”.


  Ainz raised his hand, and interrupted Sebas’ monologue.


  “Sebas, I understand what you’re trying to say, that we have very few maids. Even so, isn’t it a bit much to give everyone tasks to perform?”


  “Yes. It is as you say. However, the maids are all equipped with items that will negate fatigue. Because of that, there will not be any problems no matter how long they work.”


  “That’s not right, Sebas. We must give them free time and the opportunity to rest their minds in order for them to think about how to better perform their tasks. If all that was required were dolls that only knew how to follow commands, then we could use the low-level undead from the first floor and be done with it.”


  Sebas’ eyes went wide.


  “Ohh! As expected of Ainz-sama! I see, I was wrong! It is definitely as you say! The maids are specially crafted homunculi. I need to take their wills and personalities into consideration!”


  “Ah, no, don’t mind it, Sebas. Then, can you continue explaining your plans to me?”


  “Understood! I will make use of the solemn advice Ainz-sama has bestowed upon me to utilize their abilities more effectively!”


  The explanation continued again.


  At times, Ainz would toss out a question, and Sebas would answer. In the end, although Ainz didn’t quite understand the details, it seemed as though they had managed to hammer out a deployment plan that met with Sebas’ approval.


  “Many thanks, Ainz-sama. I can devise a perfect deployment plan now.”


  “Is that so? Well, since you approve, then there should be no problem. I authorize you and Pestonya to handle this matter. Sebas, you are dismissed.”


  “Understood.”


  As Ainz watched the satisfied Sebas leave his office, Ainz grabbed his head as he realized his foolishness.


  “He didn’t answer my questions at all…”


  The reason why he had not achieved his objective was far too obvious. How could he not have noticed such a simple thing?


  The answer lay in the circumstances surrounding them.


  If the department head of a big company suddenly summoned a worker before him and said, “Tell me about any problems you have”, who would actually state their complaints about the company? It was only obvious that they would try to deflect the inquiries or say, “I can’t think of any at the moment” to try and bluff their way through.


  “I can’t believe I didn’t even think of that; can I really be a good superior? No—”


  He roused himself from the slump that he had fallen into.


  “—From the start, I knew I wasn’t ready yet. Because of that, I need to work harder to improve myself. This failure will become a learning experience.”


  In short, the problem was that he had tried to speak directly to Sebas about the matter.


  Ainz considered if he should use ‘Message’ instead. However, he considered that no worker would air their grievances to their boss even over a phone, and thus abandoned that plan.


  In the end, he should probably send someone other than himself. Revisiting the previous scenario, the department head might have gotten better results if the worker had been speaking to the secretary instead. The words he wanted to say would have been more naturally spoken to a fellow subordinate rather than to the boss himself.


  The question was, who would be Ainz’s substitute?


  Several people appeared in his mind, but if they asked him why they had to do this, he would have no choice but to explain himself. Ainz wanted to avoid that as well.


  Just as Ainz was starting to get weary of grappling with the thorny path before him, inspiration descended from heaven as he considered his next move.


  The brilliance of the idea made Ainz wonder if he had been subjected to a light-element attack.


  Ainz pointed to the floor, and used a skill.


  What came forth was a Death Knight.


  Although using a human corpse would allow the Death Knight to exist indefinitely, this particular task would not need that much time.


  “Do you understand what I was thinking about earlier?”


  The Death Knight nodded and moaned.


  Summoned monsters were granted a portion of their summoners’ thoughts and knowledge, so they could immediately take action according to their master’s will right after being summoned. They could tell friend from foe, of course. Otherwise, there would have been no way the Death Knight in Carne Village could have known Ainz’s full intentions from a few spoken words.


  —Although, the fact that he had immediately rushed out was somewhat beyond his expectations.


  That was why Ainz had summoned an undead being.


  They would act according to Ainz’s intentions, even without the need for a full explanation.


  In addition, they would not be as intimidating as Ainz when speaking to people.


  There were many benefits to this course of action.


  “Good. Then go. Report what you have learned from the Guardians of all the floors. Begin with Shalltear. She is the strongest of the Guardians and tasked with the first line of defense against intruders. She is the most important person in Nazarick. We must give priority to any requests for help from her.”


  He could already sense that the Floor Guardians had a lot of loyalty toward him when he gathered them in the Colosseum, but it wouldn’t hurt to improve that relationship even more. In addition, if he had to choose between allocating resources to her or someone else, he should probably arrange to give her priority.


  “Then, once you have gotten a clear picture from everyone, return and report to me. The details will be the means of improving the daily operations of Nazarick — they will be useful in future meetings with the Guardians.”


  The Death Knight roared and rushed out of the room. As Ainz saw his retreating back, he thought of the scene from Carne Village.


  The Death Knight charged as if he wasn’t even going to bother opening the door — then at the last moment he ground to a halt, gingerly opened the door to let himself out, and then continued running again.
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Alone again, Ainz closed his eyes.


  “Death Knight… Death Knight… did I pick the wrong man — no, the wrong undead for the job?”


  There were many more human-like beings —if that was the word for it— among the undead creatures he could summon.


  As such, he wondered if a different undead creature would have been better.


  With that in mind, why had he chosen the Death Knight? He couldn’t think of a good reason. In truth, it was probably because he had used one in Carne Village, so the mental image of the Death Knight was more fresh in his head.


  Alas, it was too late now.


  After the Death Knight came back with word from Shalltear, he would consider if he should use someone else.


  “Death Knight, there’s nothing to worry about. I put my trust in you that nothing will go wrong. Since I created you myself, I’m sure you will execute your task without any problems.”


  As he said those words, Ainz suppressed his uneasiness as he looked in the direction of the Death Knight, who had already left the room. Part of him felt that it was a pretty good line, so he made a mental note of it. It seemed like a line that could be used in front of other people.


  “Lines, huh… those might end up being useful in the future. Maybe I should look into them…”


Part 3


  The Death Knight ran.


  He sprinted at top speed through the 9th floor of the Great Tomb of Nazarick.


  In order to swiftly fulfil his master’s orders, he ran with a single-minded focus.


  The way a creature like himself ran, over two meters tall and sheathed from head to toe in heavy black plate armor, resembled the movement of a giant rolling stone. And then, the seemingly unstoppable charge was halted by a single shout.


  “—Hey!”


  The voice of a woman came from the side.


  While wondering if the shout was directed at him, the Death Knight continued moving for another ten meters.


  “Hey! What are you doing? Why are you running so fast? I’ll get mad, you know!”


  Looking behind, he saw that the speaker was a maid.


  He knew she was a regular maid from the knowledge that his master shared with him.


  “This is the 9th floor, the residence of the Supreme Beings! How can you make such a racket? Why are you running here — no, not running — rampaging all over the place!”


  The Death Knight pondered her words, and noted that they were true. Although his master ruled this place and had given him a direct order, making so much noise was rude.


  As she saw the Death Knight lower his head in apology, the maid nodded in satisfaction.


  “Very good. You need to remember, you can run in some places and not in others. Since you apologized, I’ll keep it a secret from your master. You’re lucky you met me. If you met someone stricter, it might be troublesome for your master. Be more careful in future!”


  The maid lightly touched her chin with her index finger, and tilted her head.


  “Although… I’ve never seen you before… if you’re undead, are you Shalltear-sama’s minion?”


  The Death Knight shook his head, and the maid’s expression stiffened. Her face went pale, and sweat started beading on her forehead.


  “Then… whose subordinate could you be…”


  After the Death Knight told her the name of his owner, the maid’s face turned a ghastly white.


  “I… I… did I say something wrong? …Um… then… did Ainz-sama give an urgent order?”


  No wonder, the Death Knight thought. To his master, who ruled this place, any and all rules were simply suggestions that he could alter at his whim. In other words, his master made the rules. If the Death Knight were truly on urgent business, the maid’s disrespectful actions would have been punished with death at the very least.


  As she realised this, signs of fear began appearing on her face.


  Still, was that really the case?


  It could sense the intentions his master harbored in his heart. However, since his master had not actually spoken those words, it didn’t count as an order.


  The most important thing was… The Death Knight glanced at the trembling maid from the corner of his eye and thought.


  It wasn’t just this maid. The Death Knight could feel that his master was revered by every single being here. Just by looking at his master, even a lowly summoned creature like himself was of a higher status than all of them.


  The Death Knight explained to the maid that he was not under orders, and that he was simply running in order to quickly fulfil its master’s wishes.


  The maid blinked, and sighed in relief. The color began returning to her face.


  “Haaaa—”


  She sagged visibly, like a puppet whose strings had been cut.


  “Well, that’s great. That’s just great…”


  She coughed.


  “Sorry about that. I can’t believe I was so rude to one of Ainz-sama’s subordinates. My sincerest apologies.”


  The Death Knight waved his hand to indicate that he didn’t mind. Truthfully speaking, the fault lay with himself for barging through this sanctuary. However, the maid probably wouldn’t be able to accept his apology given her circumstances.


  It was clearly all right, but the maid had no intention of looking away. It was only natural for inferiors to watch superiors as they left. However, the Death Knight felt itself even more inferior to her, and the weight of her gaze was hard to bear.


  They waited for each other to make the first move, warily watching each other, like a duel between two master swordsmen.


  Things would be awkward if they stood here looking at each other.


  As the one who had caused the two of them to stare at each other in the first place, he should probably make the first move.


  The Death Knight moaned and felt the maid’s gaze burning into his back as he walked away. He was walking because things would be troublesome if another maid shouted at him to stop running in the hallways. The Death Knight could at least learn that much.


  Without further incident, he reached the teleport gate that led to the floors above.


  From here, he would pass through the 7th, the 6th, the 5th and the 4th floors, with his final destination being the room of Shalltear Bloodfallen on the second floor. Moving there on foot would take a lot of time, but there was no other way.


  The reason why he would not pass through the 8th floor was because entry into it was forbidden. Because of that, a path had been made to skip past it.


  Some people might also have wanted to bypass all the floors and go straight to the 2nd floor, but only one person in Nazarick could do that. This person was the Death Knight’s creator, Ainz Ooal Gown, the guild leader. Or rather, not even his master could do it without the Ring of Ainz Ooal Gown. It would be impossible for a mere Death Knight like himself.


  The Death Knight stepped into the sparkling lights of the teleport gate. Because it was rare to see an undead being use the teleport gate by itself, the Guardian of the Cherry Blossom Sanctuary —who was in charge of the teleport gates— turned her gaze toward him, but she did not send him to the special place, and the Death Knight successfully completed his teleport.


  He passed the infernal world of the 7th floor.


  He passed the Colosseum on the 6th floor


  He passed the frozen wasteland of the 5th floor


  He passed the underground lake on the 4th floor.


  At last, he reached the place that deserved the name of “tomb”.


  The Death Knight exited the teleport gate, into a windowless underground chapel. Maybe it had once been a room that glittered with riches, but now all that was left were moldering bones. The only thing that remained clean was an altar where a god’s statue should have stood. In its place was a flag of Ainz Ooal Gown.


  The chapel was about a hundred meters across and completely unlit. If the Death Knight had not been able to see in the dark, he would have been engulfed by a blackness so complete that he would not have been able to see his own hand in front of his face.


  Several dozen undead were wandering in the darkness. Since they did not sense any body heat, they showed no hostility.


  The Death Knight left the chapel through its sole door and headed outside.


  In front of the chapel was an old, derelict rope bridge that was held up by ropes that looked like they were about to break. The boards below his feet were rotten through, and where some knots had come loose, the planks had fallen off, leaving nothing but empty space where they should have been. The bridge swayed gently even without the wind in the air, creaking mournfully.


  Below the bridge were the silhouettes of countless corpses. They moaned and raised their arms.


  To a human, this would be a sight so terrifying it would root them to the spot. However, to an undead creature like himself, this was nothing to be afraid of. The broken-down exterior was just a facade — in truth, the bridge was very sturdy. As long as one did not deliberately step onto the missing portions, even a creature with his massive weight could easily cross the bridge.


  Paying no heed to the keening of the rotted wood underneath his feet, the Death Knight set forth.


  After the bridge, he would be at his objective.


  The path ended at an unassuming stone door.


  Although it was hard to tell from the outside, this door was the entrance to Shalltear Bloodfallen’s private quarters.


  The Death Knight knocked on the door. The sound it made was not that of the stone it looked like, but metal. It was a metal door made to resemble a stone one.


  After a few moments, he knocked again.


  The door opened, and one of Shalltear’s servants, a vampire bride, poked her head out.


  “Ara, you are…?”


  Since he had come up through the teleport gate that led to the lower floors, she could be reasonably certain that he was not an enemy. However, she still gasped as she saw this unfamiliar undead being, since Death Knights did not usually exist in Nazarick.


  The automatic spawn system would only produce monsters that were level 30 at most. Death Knights, which were level 35, would not be spawned by that system. In addition, the mercenary system that summoned creatures in exchange for YGGDRASIL currency did not allow for the summoning of Death Knights. Her confusion was understandable.


  The Death Knight introduced himself, in order to avoid a situation like the one with the maid from just now, where they ended up staring at each other in surprise or embarrassment.


  The vampire bride’s eyes went wide as he told her that its master —the absolute ruler of this domain— had sent it here to speak with the ruler of this floor.


  “Is, is that the case?! Th-then I apologize for delaying you! Shalltear-sama is bathing now, she’ll be— no, it would be rude to make you wait here. Please come in!”


  The Death Knight would have been fine waiting outside, but refusing an invitation like this would be disrespectful.


  With that, the Death Knight nodded lightly, and entered the room.


  A thick, sweet fragrance hung in the air. Although it had no effect on the undead, it could imagine that if the living failed to resist the effect, they would be inflicted with some form of negative status. Thick scents like this, which seemed to soak into one’s skin, were a common trap used in the lairs of the undead.


  Gauzy pink chiffon veils hung from the ceiling, obscuring vision. The sound of women laughing and moaning lewdly carried over from the distance. It was completely unlike the rest of the tomb, and he felt as though it had been drawn into another world. Fighting a team battle here would be very troublesome, to say the least.


  The erotic atmosphere of the room was shattered by the vampire brides running around frantically. They appeared to be helping Shalltear —who had finished her bath— dress herself.


  “Clothes—”


  “Dry Shalltear-sama’s hair—”


  “Ainz-sama’s envoy is waiting—”


  “Even if he’s undead, we should offer him refreshments as a courtesy—”


  “Prepare a seat for him first—”


  All these words floated over to the Death Knight, accompanied by the sounds of hurried action.


  “P-please, come this way.”


  Soon, a different vampire bride appeared before him, and brought him to a room with a small white table, set for two.


  Each place had porcelain teacups set before it, filled with a bright red fluid, the scent of tea filled the air.


  “Shalltear-sama will be here shortly; please wait for a moment.”


  After bowing, the vampire bride left.


  The Death Knight sat down, worried that the delicate legs of his chair would not be able to bear his mighty weight. Though tea had been freshly brewed for him, he left the cup untouched and waited. He would not suffer any ill effects if he drank the tea, but if he did, it might leak out from his body and onto the floor. He did not want to dirty someone else’s room.


  After several minutes, Shalltear emerged, flanked by two vampire brides. It seemed as though even this hasty entrance had been quite rushed, given the fact that her long hair was not fully dried and it was left hanging behind her, instead of being pinned up.


  The Death Knight rose from his place to welcome Shalltear. Her eyes went wide, and then she silently fell to one knee.


  “The Floor Guardian Shalltear Bloodfallen presents herself. I apologize for the delay in my appearance, oh messenger of Ainz-sama.”


  As Shalltear greeted him without concern for her station, the Death Knight expressed his hope that she would not adopt that attitude. It was he who should be bending his knee to her.


  “But, I could not possibly show disrespect to an envoy of Ainz-sama.”


  Upon hearing Shalltear’s denial, the Death Knight pleaded with her not to stand on ceremony once more. However, Shalltear did not seem able to accept that fact. As he surmised, she probably thought that any rudeness to Ainz’s messenger would be rudeness to Ainz himself.


  After several rounds of this back and forth, the two of them finally came to a compromise. In a show of mutual respect, they would speak casually to each other.


  A smile came to both their faces as they reached an accord.


  “Then, can you tell me what you need? I haven’t received a message by envoy rather than by magic since Albedo ordered us to gather in the colosseum. It must be an important matter, so I hope you will let me hear it even in this shabby room.”


  Shalltear looked at the vampire brides she had brought along.


  It seemed like this was a confidential matter.


  As the Death Knight confirmed that this was to be kept secret, Shalltear gestured with her chin in the direction of the door. The vampire brides nodded and quietly left the room.


  “Then… let’s sit down and talk.”


  Although both of them were undead and did not have to worry about fatigue, it seemed quite silly for both of them to be standing, especially when drinks had been prepared.


  The two of them matched their timing and sat down in unison.


  Their eyes met for a moment, and then Shalltear spoke in a low voice.


  “Then, can you tell me?”


  Her voice was filled with excitement and anticipation. Shalltear must have felt that the Death Knight was going to entrust her with some clandestine mission that could only be accomplished by the Floor Guardian Shalltear Bloodfallen. The building heat of her excitement felt like a physical pressure — or not.


  According to his master, the first thing he should ask the Guardians was “Are you feeling alright?”


  After he said that, Shalltear blinked in surprise, then wobbled from side to side while thinking about the question. Finally, as though admitting defeat, she spoke up.


  “Is there any particular reason for that question? Has something unusual happened?”


  Maintaining one’s health was important, so his master felt that asking about their health would lighten the mood. After all, when doing business, one needed to find common ground after clearing the air.


  Although he had asked the question with that intention, the result had been the opposite of what he had predicted. Shalltear’s eyes went wide at the unexpected question.


  “As Ainz-sama surely knows, as an undead being, I am immune to most status effects and am thus in good health. Even so, I know that some special effects can affect the undead. Has one of those effects turned up?”


  The undead were completely immune to sleep, poison, disease and other effects which affected a living creature’s metabolism. However, some enemies’ attacks could bypass those resistances.


  Those attacks usually belonged to World-Class enemies.


  For instance, the Five Rainbow Buddhas’ ‘Five Celestial Death Throes’, the ‘Corpse Venom Breath’ exhaled by one of the Eight Dragons, or the ‘Seven Deadly Sins’ of the Lords of the Seven Sins.


  Even if 30 level 100 players, fully prepared and forewarned of the battle ahead, did battle with one of these World-Class enemies, the outcome of the battle would still be in doubt. If one of these had appeared before them, it would be a threat to all of Nazarick.


  The Death Knight shook its head. Nothing like that had occurred, and besides, if something like that had happened, there was no way Shalltear would not be informed.


  “…So it’s like that… Although it’s a question from Ainz-sama… it’s totally not what I expected.”


  After that, the Death Knight said that it would ask the other Guardians the same question.


  “I see, I get it now. Although I don’t think the other Guardians would do anything that negatively impacted their health, does someone like that exist? …No, that’s not correct.”


  Shalltear denied her own opinion as she was speaking it.


  “There’s no way Ainz-sama could not have noticed anything like that. Because he assumed that we would make thorough preparations, he merely asked that question to keep us on our toes. As expected of Ainz-sama, our lord who could never be associated with the word ‘carelessness’.”


  Although he wasn’t sure if that was what his master really meant, the Death Knight agreed that it was the truth.


  “Then… Is the reason you came to me first because I am the furthest away from Ainz-sama? Was it purely a matter of distance?”


  It wasn’t like that.


  The Death Knight told her what his master had said, that “Shalltear is a very important person.”


  The mood changed in an instant.


  Something that felt like hot air roiled in front of him.


  There was no change in Shalltear — no. Her crimson pupils glowed like lava.


  “—Forgive me. I must have gone deaf for a moment, so I didn’t hear what you said just now. Do forgive me. Could you please tell me what Ainz-sama said, one more time?”


  It was hard to believe that undead, with their immunity to biological status effects, could go deaf. But he had no reason to deny Shalltear’s request.


  So, he repeated himself.


  The corner of Shalltear’s mouth turned up.


  “—Ha! Hahaha! Ahhh, if only Albedo was here to listen to this! Hahaha!”


  After having a good laugh, Shalltear continued asking the Death Knight other questions.


  “Did Ainz-sama say anything about Albedo?”


  After hearing that Ainz hadn’t mentioned anything, Shalltear was all smiles.


  “So it is, so it is. That’s really… Come, messenger-dono, can you tell me his next question?”


  The next question was, “Is there anything bothering you?”


  “About this…”


  Shalltear furrowed her brow and placed her finger on her lip while looking at the ceiling.


  Several seconds later, she looked back to the Death Knight.


  “Nothing’s really bothering me.”


  As she saw the Death Knight nod, suspicion and doubt drove Shalltear to speak.


  “Did I answer wrongly? Did I misunderstand Ainz-sama’s true intentions?”


  Conversations were like passing in basketball. If the exchange ended after only a couple of rounds, something was wrong.


  The Death Knight had grasped his master’s thoughts upon creation, but even then, it was only a rough guess of his intentions and not a complete understanding. Therefore he had nothing to say to put Shalltear at ease.


  Seeing Shalltear’s discomfort, the Death Knight asked the final question, “What do you want?”


  Shalltear’s smile was bewitchingly beautiful as she made her reply.


  “I want Ainz-sama’s love. I don’t mean to say it only has to be me. After all, it’s normal for a great man to claim many women for himself. It would be surprising if any woman could resist an absolutely amazing man like Ainz-sama. However, I want to be the first in his heart.”


  


♦ ♦ ♦


  


The Death Knight left the room and headed back to the teleport gate in order to return to the 9th floor. From this end, he would have to go past every floor in order to return to his master’s side, but as an undead, he would not feel fatigued in body or mind, so this long walk was not a problem.


  Suddenly, his master’s orders rang through his mind. A summoned creature had a mental link with its master, so even without ‘Message’ they could receive orders and transmit thoughts in general.


  It obeyed its orders, and halted.


  There was clearly nobody else on this path, yet he could see the shape of his master materializing out of thin air. He must have used invisibility-type magic to secretly get close.


  “Although I told you to come back, that would probably be a waste of time. While it doesn’t matter how many times you go back and forth, I should still make good use of my time. 「Repel Undeath」.”


  Ainz cast a spell that created a barrier to ward off low-level undead. Normally, the Death Knight would have been affected as well, but because he was under his master’s direct control, he did not shy away from Ainz.


  “That’ll do. Now, tell me what Shalltear said.”


  The Death Knight nodded and swiftly began his report. He began with the health question.


  After listening, Ainz looked up.


  “Well, that’s true. Asking about Shalltear’s health was pointless since she’s undead. No… it should be the same with the other Guardians. None of them would fail to protect themselves against disease or poison. What a useless question. Well, it was meant to lighten the mood anyway, so it doesn’t matter. Now, tell me about the next question.”


  As he heard the answer, Ainz furrowed his nonexistent brows.


  “That’s all? Was she just being polite?”


  The Death Knight shook his head.


  “No? No… does that mean she took the wrong meaning away from that question? We’ve only been here a while, so they probably wouldn’t have discovered any problems yet. I’ll ask something else.”


  Ainz thought for a while, and then spoke to the Death Knight.


  “Let’s amend the second question… Next time… hm, what should I ask. Do you have any ideas?”


  The Death Knight groaned in confusion. It couldn’t give him any good ideas even if asked.


  “Ah, yes, that’s right. Sorry. I think I’ll look at the bible, then.”


  Ainz withdrew a book from thin air and flipped through it, stopping at a specific page.


  “…I see. Got it, that’s what I’ll do. ‘Interpersonal relationships. Who are you closest to and who are you least close to’. Is there a more important question than this?”


  The crimson light in his owner’s eyes glowed brighter.


  “Interpersonal relationships are important. Even in unethical companies, if one’s relationships are good, they may be able to survive regardless. And in ethical companies, poor interpersonal relationships have been the cause of many resignations. The same applies to Ainz Ooal Gown.”


  He wasn’t addressing this to the Death Knight. It seemed like he was talking for his own benefit.


  Ainz’s voice became softer and softer, until the point where it couldn’t be heard. The fire in his eyes shifted, as though looking into the distance.


  “Right, interpersonal relationships. The relationships between the Floor Guardians is very important. Can you do that, Death Knight? From the next round onwards, ask about that instead. …Very well. Then let me hear the answer to the last question.”


  As he heard Shalltear’s answer, Ainz sagged like a puppet whose strings had been cut.


  He addressed the Death Knight.


  “…Besides Ainz. Append that to the last question the next time you ask it. Understood?”


Part 4


  Freezing cold air blew from all sides. Normally there would be a cold-based damage-over-time field effect here, but with that deactivated, it was just very cold. Still, the Death Knight would have been fine even if the field effect had not been shut down.


  This was because most undead were immune to cold, but weak to fire. Because of that, no matter how cold the temperature got, the undead would not be affected, and since they ignored all metabolism-related status effects, they could function perfectly well in high-temperature areas, although they would take extra damage from fire-elemental attacks.


  By the way, Death Knights were completely immune to cold, yet not weak to fire.


  The only thing slowing his footsteps was the snow.


  Wearing full plate armor would slow him down, and it caused his entire leg to sink deeply into the snow. If he was not undead, he would have succumbed to fatigue long ago.


  After some time, the Death Knight finally found the large snow globe where Cocytus lived.


  Six crystalline icicles rose from the ground around the snow globe.


  The Death Knight continued advancing, and suddenly Cocytus’ body appeared at the snow globe’s entrance.


  Their eyes met.


  “A. Guest…? Were. You. The. One. Who. Activated. The. Gate? I. Received. A. Report. That. An. Undead. Creature. Of. Nazarick. Was. Passing. Through. But. You. Do. Not. Look. Familiar.”


  Once the Death Knight said he was summoned by Ainz, Cocytus’ insectile face took on a look of surprise. No, the clacking of his huge lower mandibles was a sign of shock. That was probably a more accurate answer.


  “Ohhhh! I. I. Have. Not. Shown. The. Proper. Respect. To. Think. You. Were. Ainz-sama’s. Messenger!”


  The Death Knight motioned to stop Cocytus from kneeling, and told him about the events from Shalltear’s room.


  However, it would be difficult to let the other party understand that he was an inferior, so he decided to start by having them address each other as equals first.


  “I see. So. You. Were. At. Shalltear’s. Place. As. Well… I. Understand. Then. Let. Us. Proceed.”


  Was it because of his nature as a warrior? Or because he was a man? Either way, he seemed to accept it much faster than Shalltear.


  “This is. Not. A. Place. To. Entertain. Guests. Especially. Ainz-sama’s. Messenger. If. You. Don’t Mind. Would. You. Like. To. Come. Into. My. Home?”


  The Death Knight’s body was unaffected by fatigue, so standing here would have been fine. However, he had no reason to refuse the offer. Also, like Cocytus said, the respect he was showing was not simply because of his master. Refusing the invitation would reflect badly on both of them.


  He followed Cocytus into the big snow globe.


  The walls, ceiling and furniture seemed to be made out of ice. This was probably an artistic decision. Aside from that, it wasn’t much different from a regular home.


  However, it was big. It was big enough that Cocytus could swing his swords without a problem anywhere in the interior. It was probably designed with indoor fighting in mind.


  They came to what looked like a conference room.


  The Death Knight refused the offer of beverages. They had already been prepared for him on Shalltear’s side, but he felt bad about making people prepare them specially for him.


  “Forgive. Me. For. Rushing. You. But. Can. You. Let. Me. Hear. The. Questions? “


  Cocytus spoke from his place opposite the Death Knight at the table.


  “Ainz-sama. Did Not. Use ‘Message’. But. Sent. An. Undead. Messenger. This. Must be. Very. Important. What is. The matter?”


  The Death Knight understood that his master wanted him to open with “Sorry, this isn’t important”, but he also understood that to the Guardians, everything concerning Ainz-sama was an important matter. Still, he knew that that was not what his master wanted.


  “What. Do you. Mean. By ‘Isn’t. Important.’ Ainz-sama. Is. The. One. Who. Gathered. The. Supreme Beings. Who. Made. This. Land. And. Everything. On. It. What. Could. Be. More. Important. Than. His. Words? There. Must. Be. A. Limit. To. Modesty. Even. For. You.”


  Cocytus’ words resonated strongly with the Death Knight, and he nodded deeply in agreement.


  The two of them exchanged glances again. Their eyes met for a moment —a vanishingly short time— but that was enough. The communication they exchanged through their souls did not need such crude things as words.


  The two rose from their seats, and reflexively extended their hands, shaking them rightly.


  As warriors who believed strongly in loyalty, honesty and earnest service, they saw kindred spirits in each other.


  “—Pleased. To. Meet. You.”


  The Death Knight roared softly in agreement.


  Reluctantly, each unwilling to be the first one to release their grip, the two sat back down.


  “Then. We. Should. Move on. To. The. Main. Topic. What. Did. Ainz-sama. Say?”


  The Death Knight asked Cocytus about his interpersonal relationships; about the people he was closest to and least close to.


  Cocytus blinked — an impressive feat considering he had compound eyes.


  “Closest. To. And. Least. Close. To… A. Difficult. Question.”


  Cocytus folded two of his four arms.


  “By. Close. Do you. Mean. The. Ones. I am. Friendliest. With? Or. Something. Else.”


  The Death Knight indicated that it was the former. As Cocytus fell into thought, he roared.


  “If. I knew. Ainz-sama’s. True. Intentions. I. Could. Give. A. Better. Answer. If. You. Mean. The. Floor Guardians. I am. On. Good. Terms. With. That. Would be. Demiurge. If. That. Includes. All. The. Guardians. That. Would. Also. Include. Kyouhukou. And. I. Also. Maintain. Ties. With. Grant. And. Gashokukochuuo.”


  The Death Knight nodded in understanding, and waited for the next answer.


  Cocytus thought for a while, and then shook his head.


  “When. I think. About. It. There is. Nobody. Among. The. Creations. Of. The. Supreme Beings. Whom I. Do not. Get along. With. However. For. The. Most. Part I. Only. Speak. With them. And. I. Have not. Met them. Face. To. Face. Like. I. Have. With. The. Area. Guardians. With. Ainz-sama’s. Permission. I would. Like to. Make. Time. To. Visit them. And. Deepen. Our. Friendship.”


  The Death Knight promised that he would pass that message along. Considering their earlier encounter, there was a high chance he would meet his master outside, as he left the snow globe. He might be able to fulfil his promise to Cocytus sooner than expected.


  “Also. Although. This. Is not. Related. To the. Topic. I. Would. Like. To. Request. A. Chance. To. Spar. With. Sebas. And. Albedo. Live. Combat. Practice — Especially. With. Strong. Fighters — Will. Surely. Be. A. Boon. To. Ainz-sama.”


  This sounded just like a suggestion one would expect of an artist dedicated to perfecting his craft. The Death Knight could understand where Cocytus was coming from and would relay his wishes to his master.


  Next, the Death Knight asked his question. “What do you want… besides Ainz-sama.”


  Cocytus seemed to grin at the addition.


  “…I. See. Someone. Asked. For. That. It. Must. Have been. Albedo. Or. Shalltear.”


  In order to protect Shalltear’s reputation, the death knight held his peace.


  “Although. I Do not. Know. Which. Of. Them. Said. It. If. That. Sort. Of. Answer. Is. Allowed. Then. I. Shall. Respond. In. Kind. I. Want. An. Heir. For. Ainz-sama.”


  Cocytus raised a hand to halt the Death Knight, indicating he wished to continue.


  “I. Know. This. Is. A. Disrespectful. Request. Of. Ainz-sama. However. I. Feel. We. Need. An. Heir. For. The. Continued. Ruling. Of. Nazarick. Without. An. Heir. I. Cannot. Feel. Secure. For. The. Future. As. Long. As. It. Is. An. Order. We. Guardians. Will. Obey. Even. If. The. Giver. Is. A. Successor. From. The. Outside. However. Without. The. Bloodline. Of. Our. Lord. We. Will. Clash. Emotionally. And. Ideologically. But. If. Ainz-sama. Has. An. Heir. We. Guardians. Will. Gladly. Serve. Him.”


  The Death Knight could not say anything to Cocytus, who was standing with his chest puffed up. This was a feeling that he, who was created to obey his maker, could not understand.


  “Ahh… An. Heir… My. Blood. Is. Boiling…”


  Cocytus seemed to be thinking about something strange.


  Eventually, he nodded in satisfaction.


  “…Ainz-sama’s. Heir. Will. Surely. Be. An. Outstanding. Magic. Caster. That. Being. The. Case. I. Will. Have. No. Chance. To. Teach. Him. Swordsmanship. As. Expected. His. Mother. Should. Be. A. Warrior. …No. That. Is. Wrong. Because. He. Is. A. Magic. Caster. He. Will. Need. A. Skilled. Warrior. To. Guard. His. Body. Therefore. I. Will. Take. Charge. Of. That. Task. I. Will. Teach. Him. How. To. Deal. With. Melee. Attackers. —No. With. Me. Around. Nobody. Will. Be. Able. To. Get. Close. Enough. To. Threaten. Him.”


  Cocytus’s compound eyes seemed to be watching a beautiful vista that only he could see.


  “Ohhh… That. Is. Correct. I. Am. Very. Strong. I. Will. Not. Let. Weak. Enemies. Like. That. Near. The. Young. Master. Hmph. Come. If. You. Are. Not. Afraid. Of. Death.!”


  Cocytus’ vast arms were moving as he slaughtered phantom enemies in their droves.


  He only came back to his senses when the Death Knight thanked him for his time.


  “…Cough! Ahem. Then… I. Believe. This. Is. Important. Please. Inform. Ainz-sama. About. The. Matter. Of. The. Succession.”


  


♦ ♦ ♦


  


As the Death Knight left the snow globe and entered a world of driving snow, his master’s words echoed in his mind, as he had expected.


  The Death Knight lengthened his strides in compliance with the order. No, because there was a long distance between his current location and the indicated location, he would need to move fast in order to avoid wasting Ainz’s time. With a mighty roar, the Death Knight broke into a sprint. He churned the snow aside as he ran, heading toward his master as fast as he could.


  Just as he reached the assigned spot and began looking around, a shape of jet-black corrupted the pure white world. Or rather, because the Death Knight was also a black-colored figure, it might be better to say that the blackness of the world intensified.


  “Sorry for making you rush, and try not to make so much noise, it attracts attention.”


  Upon hearing his master’s first words, the Death Knight hurriedly shut his mouth.


  “Cocytus’s quarters are surrounded by subordinates called Frost Virgins, and they have the ability to see through invisibility, so I couldn’t wait there. Ahhh, that was really risky. All right, let me hear your report, then.”


  The Death Knight began explaining, and Ainz nodded his head magnanimously as he listened.


  “I see. Well, I see the similarities between Cocytus and Demiurge, and how they might get along. As for why Entoma was not included… it’s probably because Sebas’ maids do not work in the same place as him. Although, Grant, Kyouhukou and Gashokukochuuo are on different floors as well… well, no point worrying too much about it.”


  After acknowledging that his master understood, the Death Knight continued by speaking about the somewhat unrelated request. Ainz nodded in approval several times as he listened.


  “Even among the Guardians of Nazarick, those three can be considered the top among the warrior classes. Cocytus has the advantage against Albedo, but not against Sebas. Sebas is strong against Cocytus, but not against Albedo. Albedo can probably win against Sebas, but not against Cocytus. And his request for training truly reflects Cocytus’ personality… Though, can we really become stronger? If they are strong because their data says they are, doesn’t that mean their limits are also decided by their data?”


  His master fell into silence and looked at his hands. The Death Knight sensed that those words were not directed at him, so he kept quiet and remained still.


  “These hands can carry, but not wield a greatsword. Does that not illustrate my point? If their limits are already decided, we must be more careful, because we do not know where the danger lies.”


  The Death Knight did not know how to help with his master’s uneasiness, and remained silent for the time being. Of course, his master did not expect the Death Knight to say anything.


  Ainz’s line of sight shifted, and rested on the Death Knight.


  “If I could, I would like to get a naturally-spawned Death Knight from somewhere and train it with a summoned Death Knight, to see if there’s a difference in the outcome… Ah, do wild Death Knights even exist? If they did, I could investigate a lot of things, although… As I thought, gaining this information is vital. Ah, my apologies. Let’s get back on track. What about the next question?”


  As the Death Knight mentioned the matter of Ainz’s child, confusion bloomed on his master’s face.


  “…Eh? What was that?”


  The Death Knight assumed he was being asked to repeat himself, so he did.


  “Children…”


  Ainz looked at his waist and tilted his head.


  “How does he expect me to make a child? Birth one by magic? Maybe super-tier spells might be able to do it…”


  The Death Knight watched as his master grabbed his head, unable to help him.


  “No, that would be too much of a waste, so it’s out of the question. Children… Well, for now, there’s no need to worry about that. Although, he’s worried about there being nobody left…huh. Well, I certainly understand that feeling. I really do. If someone else had stayed behind… well, things would have been different.”


  Those words were not directed at the Death Knight. He could see that his master was looking into the distance, into a different place, at a different time. Ainz shook his head, and looked back to the Death Knight.


  “All right. In the future, ask them not to ask about anything related to me at all.”


  The Death Knight nodded deeply, in acknowledgement.


  “Then, next up will be the dark elf twins. Since there’s two of them, you may not have as much time as you need to ask them the questions, but I think it’ll be fine. I’ll leave it to you.”


  As he watched his master leave with the power of the ring, the Death Knight roared, and began heading for the next floor.


Part 5


  After the frozen world of ice, he came to a great forest.


  After walking along the stone-paved road and exiting the Colosseum, a vast expanse of green stretched before his eyes with seemingly no limit.


  The humidity and the temperature of the surrounding air was very conducive for life, and anyone here would be able to smell the signs of nature and the abundant oxygen in the air. Of course, as an undead Death Knight, he did not need to breathe, so all he knew about this place was what his master had granted him.


  The Death Knight strode toward the most distinctive tree in the vicinity.


  It was a gigantic tree.


  Its width was more eye-catching than its height, and one could describe it as a short, fat tree.


  Just as he came to the base of the giant tree, a child’s high-pitched voice came from above.


  “Oi~ Death Knight, over here~”


  Looking up, he saw the form of Aura, one of this floor’s guardians, more than 20 meters above him. She was dangling upside-down from one of the branches, supporting herself with the crooks of her knees, so she looked like a bat. Her hair was pulled straight down by gravity, exposing her forehead.


  “So the one who activated that teleport gate was…?”


  The Death Knight indicated to Aura that he was the one in question.


  “Down to up and up to down. A total of two times. Was that you?”


  The Death Knight was confident of that, and Aura revealed an expression of deep thought, pursing her small lips like a duck.


  “Hm-mm. Death Knight… does Shalltear have one of those under her? …Or if it’s not Shalltear… Ohhhhh! All right~”


  Aura swung her upper body and used the momentum to somersault on top of the branch, where she sat down. Since she wasn’t wearing her shoes, he could see her little toes.


  “Then, why did you come here… what do you want?”


  The Death Knight explained to Aura that he was here on his master’s orders to ask several questions. Surprised, Aura lost her balance.


  Although a fall from this height would not harm Aura, the Death Knight decided to play it safe and extended his arms to catch her, but then he realized that his body was covered in spikes. If he waited under her with these things sticking out of him, it would only make things worse. Still, he felt bad about not being able to do anything.


  This was a common phenomenon with summoned monsters; if they had orders, they could act swiftly, but without orders, their actions would be slow and conflicted. If they were more intelligent, they could take unusual actions in response to setbacks, but unfortunately, the Death Knight was not that smart.


  While the Death Knight was still confused about what to do, Aura had already regained her balance.


  “Aiyaya, that was dangerous~ So you’re from Ainz-sama, then? As expected! Just, uh, w-wait a little.”


  Aura stood up on the branch and leapt upwards. She pushed off several branches like she was a stone skipping across water, moving quickly and easily through the branches of the giant tree.


  After a while, having travelled about 20 meters vertically upwards, she vanished into the side of the tree, as if she had been sucked in. There must have been a hidden door there, which allowed her access into the interior of the trunk.


  The Death Knight strained his ears to listen, and from the air came something like a roar from Aura.


  “Mare! We have a guest! It’s a messenger from Ainz-sama! Look at you, you’re a mess, clean yourself up!”


  Shortly after that, part of the tree opened out like a window. In truth, it was a window. Because of that, he could hear another, softer child’s voice, which was definitely not Aura’s.


  “I-I got it…I’ll get ready soon, so Nee-san, you go first…”


  “If you try and sleep again I’ll smack you!”


  “Y-yes…”


  The loud pang sound that rang out made the Death Knight wonder if someone hated the door to slam it so hard. It was followed by the sound of someone running down a staircase.


  Shortly after that, there was another pang sound as another door opened.


  “Sorry for the wait!”


  Part of the tree trunk swung open, in the shape of a door.


  As the Death Knight peered inside, he saw that the interior of the giant tree was hollow. There was a big pillar in the center, with a spiral staircase coiled around it. It extended up to the place where the dark elf twins lived.


  “Well, the dimensions of the interior are already set and they can’t be changed, so could you put this on?”


  Some dungeons were designed to allow anyone to enter, so their doors and interiors would expand to accommodate tall and bulky people. This way, they could hold big monsters and remove the chance of said monsters being stuck behind terrain and slowly chipped to death from a distance. Some designers also used that principle to stick several giants into a cramped room as a joke, but the Death Knight and this place’s owners knew nothing about it.


  And of course, some people were enamored of the benefits of growing bigger — their attack radius would increase and the amount of damage dealt would increase depending on how much larger one was than one’s opponent.


  In response to this reasonable concern, the developers’ response was to prohibit the scaling of the dungeon according to the monsters’ size, so even if one entered a room while enlarged, the room would stay the same size.


  However, with these rules in mind, one could make passages that nobody could pass through, creating impregnable strongpoints for a guild base. The dungeon rule system ‘Ariadne’ was hard-pressed to deal with situations like that.


  The solution was simple — equip an item that would allow anyone to go through those passages.


  One of these items was currently on the finger of the Death Knight, whose body slowly shrank down. It was like the temporary class that could be purchased from the cash shop, Minimum, and now he was only a head taller than the dark elves beside him.


  “Then, can you come with me?”


  The Death Knight already told Aura that he hoped to be able to converse with her on equal terms. As one of the Floor Guardians, she had taken a while to accept the request, but after blinking a few times, she said, “Got it”.


  “Mmm — then we’ll try to do it this way. And you don’t need to use fancy address either.”


  The Death Knight followed Aura up the spiral staircase.


  At the top of the stairs was the place where the two of them usually lived.


  It was a cozy home filled with wooden furniture. The walls were not painted or wallpapered, but made entirely out of natural wood, which adorned the ceilings and floors as well. It conveyed a sense of peace and ease. Although it was not obvious at first sight from the exterior, the rooms were fitted with carefully camouflaged windows that let the warm sunlight in to light up the interior.


  Beyond the stairs was the living room, the kitchen, the passages to various rooms, the spiral staircase that continued up, and the door which led outside, which Aura had used to enter this place.


  “See anything you like? Or have you not seen this sort of thing before?”


  The Death Knight indicated that the latter was the case, and Aura nodded while saying, “Is it~”


  “Then let me give you a brief tour of the place. Our home is… well, if you consider this the first floor, then we have three floors here. The second floor has our rooms and some other rooms, and the third floor is where the guest rooms and the balcony is. This floor has the kitchen, bathroom, toilets, and so on, so basically we live on the first and second floor. Thing is, although my room’s on the second floor, I tend to spend my time outside rather than inside this tree. I mean, rather than sleeping on the bed, I’d rather summon one of my pets and sleep with them. It feels great when their pelts are prickly. So usually, the only one in the tree is… why isn’t he here yet?!”


  Aura sighed.


  “Could you take a seat over there? Looks like Mare isn’t ready yet, I tell you, that kid is…”


  After the Death Knight asked what the matter was, Aura sat down and her face revealed hints of frustration.


  “That kid… when he’s got nothing to do, he’ll just sleep and sleep and sleep, oh, and he’ll lower the temperature in his room all the way down, and then hide inside his quilt and not move at all. When it’s my turn to stand watch, he’ll just sleep inside his room all day! His idea of waking up early is noon, and he does the same thing during jungle patrol, although there’s something to be said about walking in the jungle after the sun goes down… isn’t he here yet? I’ll go give him a good one—”
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Just as Aura said that, the sound of a door opening came from above, followed by the sound of soft footsteps.



  Mare had finally shown himself. He still had bed head and his eyes were only half open. The corners of Aura’s eyes rose up even higher.


  “I-I-I’m really sorry for being late…”


  The Death Knight responded that this was unavoidable when he had not given any prior notice and come by on his own accord.


  “B-but, I-I kept Ainz-sama’s messenger waiting… that… th-”


  “…Haa. Mare. He’s already said it’s fine. Rather than waste his time, go sit down over there.”


  “Uuu… mm.”


  After Mare sat down, the Death Knight politely refused drinks before explaining that he was here to ask several questions on the behalf of his master.


  The two of them immediately adopted serious expressions, their long ears slowly twitching. Seeing as the two of them were determined not to miss a single word, the Death Knight asked his question.


  “…Eh?”


  “…Eh?”


  The boy and the girl’s voices overlapped. It seemed as though the question had come as a surprise. Or rather, it was a surprise.


  The Death Knight nodded in response to Aura’s doubtful query.


  “Is, is, is that so? Th-then, Nee-san… about that…”


  “Mhm. Since it’s Ainz-sama, he must have some big plan in mind. Who knows, he might be planning some big scale rearrangement or something. Ah, I’ll answer the question first. Let’s see, besides Mare, then… hmm, if you don’t count Mare, then my beasts don’t count either. That leaves Albedo and… Shalltear, I guess.”


  “Th-that, about that, I-I don’t, h-have any…”


  “Ah, well, Mare likes to hide in his room to read books. Why don’t you go out and get some sun?”


  “I-I don’t really like moving around… so. That… and… and I like being in my room…”


  “Look at him, it’s hard to believe he’s the number two among the Guardians, right?”


  Every Floor Guardian had their specialty.


  Among them, Shalltear was considered the strongest for her overall abilities.


  In the 2nd place was Mare Bello Fiore, who excelled in devastating area attacks.


  The 3rd place belonged to Cocytus for his skill and ability with weapons, followed by Sebas who excelled in hand-to-hand combat, and then Albedo, who boasted the strongest defense.


  Similarly, in 6th place was Aura Bella Fiora, who was the strongest in group battles, and then Demiurge in his third form —the most wicked Form of the Devil in Ainz Ooal Gown— which was the strongest in a manly sense.


  At the bottom of the heap was Victim. Regretfully, he could not be considered the strongest in any field, although if pressed, one could say he was the best at delaying the enemy.


  In the whole of Nazarick, the only two who might have more than even odds of beating Mare were Shalltear Bloodfallen and Albedo. Still, even his twin sister would grab her head in annoyance when she saw the discrepancy between his strength —which was ranked second among the Guardians— and his pitiful demeanor. To the Death Knight, because he was undead and would not be affected by emotions, he was able to calmly evaluate the situation, which could be considered a relief of sorts.


  “In any case, go out and make some friends!”


  “Eh, but, but how do I make friends?”


  “You don’t need to think so much about that sort of thing. Go bug some people, sit down with them, and eventually they won’t be able to stand the silence and start talking. Then you let the situation develop and now you’ve got a friend!”


  “Ehhh—”


  “Like I said, all you need to do is say hi to them. After that, they’ll start talking to you. Besides, only a really extroverted guy could engage a whole bunch of people at once, so I won’t tell you to do that. And when you’re in Nazarick, you can meet people anytime you want, right?”


  In response to Mare’s “Uuu, uu, alright—”, Aura took on a solemn expression and nodded with a “Hmph”.


  “Ah, um. Well, do let Ainz-sama know. Mare will work hard to make friends from this day forth, so you don’t need to worry about that either. Ahhh, start with the Librarian, at least the two of you’ll have similar interests.”


  “Ah, uuu, um…If it’s Librarian-san, it should be all right, right?”


  The Death Knight promised that he would pass on the message.


  “Although you don’t have a lot of people you’re close to now, it’ll get better as time goes by. Right, Mare?”


  The Death Knight agreed as he saw her brother’s head nodding at high speed.


  “Then, then, about, about the next question, it’s the last one, right? Only two, right? Then, then, could, could there be something we haven’t done yet?”


  “It’s because Mare doesn’t have anyone he’s close to, right?”


  The Death Knight reassured the two of them by saying that he had only asked the other Guardians the same questions.


  After he made sure that they understood, the Death Knight continued asking.


  “What I want? Well, I want a new magical beast! I promise I’ll take care of it!”


  “…Nee, nee-san, I think, I think he means in terms of what we need to protect this floor…”


  Before the Death Knight could interrupt, Aura retorted, with a red face.


  “I know that! That’s why I asked for a new magical beast, there’s nothing wrong with that, right? I can tighten up security even more that way!”


  “Ah, uu, um. Th-that’s true. S-sorry.”


  “And if I can, I’d like to ask for a magical beast that can fly. Speaking of which, Mare, how about you? What do you want?”


  “Ah, that, er, about that, I… I’ll be happy with some plant monsters. I’ll take care of them and keep them from withering.”


  “See, isn’t that about the same?”


  “Uuu, but, but apart from that, it can protect the floor too…”


  “Like I said, they’re about the same, right? Maybe after a while you’ll think of something different, but right now, they’re the same, right?”


  “Mm, yeah, I guess it’s like that…”


  The two of them seemed to be conversing in a way only they could understand. Since there was not much else the Death Knight could say at this point, that meant his work here was done.


  The Death Knight let them both know he was leaving, and rose from his seat. The two of them stood up to send him off.


  He followed the twins down to the bottom of the stairs, and returned his ring once he was outside.


  The Death Knight waved goodbye to the twins who were waving at him and headed for the Colosseum. That was where the teleport gate to the 7th floor was.


  Before he could enter, his master spoke into his mind again.


  As he charged toward one of the chambers in the arena, he saw his master leaning against a wall and reading a book.


  “—Good timing.”


  Ainz closed the book and returned it into his pocket space before nodding.


  “No need for greetings. Tell me what you’ve learned.”


  Since this was the third time he had done this, the Death Knight had learned how to summarize his reports.


  “I see. For Aura it’s Albedo and Shalltear, is it? They’re all Guardians, after all. But why not mention Yuri Alpha, or Pestonya Shortcake Wanko, or Eclair Egglair Egglayer?”


  The Death Knight shook his head.


  “…Is that so. I thought they would get along because they were all NPCs made by women… well, I understand about Shalltear at least. After all, Peroroncino-san made her. Albedo however… if the relationship only started when we came to this world, then if we don’t keep an eye on their relationship, it might self-destruct from within, right?”


  The Death Knight quietly watched his master, who was covering his mouth with his hand.


  He could hear fragments of speech coming from the other side of the hand.


  But in the end, all he could make out was “They’ve only been dumped in this New World for a while, there’s no point thinking too hard about it when it won’t give any answers. Because of that, I need to keep that in mind and be aware of it”.


  So in a sense, he was just kicking a can down the road.


  After being pressed to talk about Mare, the Death Knight gave his answer, and Ainz muttered “I see.”


  “Well, since Mare’s on the move, there’s no need to say too much. Besides, there’s no need for someone who likes to be alone to be forced to go out and mix with other people. In the first place, it was just to see who was under too much stress. If it backfired and stressed him out instead, that would be putting the cart before the horse. Well, I’ll keep an eye on it and who knows, it might be better if I trigger any incidents before they build up… maybe I should talk to the Chief Librarian before Mare goes to speak with him. It might help.


  Finally, as Ainz heard the desires of the twins, he kept repeating, “Isn’t that wonderful?”


  “That’s what I wanted to hear. I see, new magical beasts it is. And they can even be used to strengthen Nazarick, not bad. Well, Mare’s the same as well, so, I can rest easy thinking about these two. After this is Demiurge. Remember not to say unnecessary things, and I’ll leave it to you.”


  The Death Knight bowed to Ainz as he teleported away, then carried on to the next floor.


Part 6


  It was a world whose air seemed aglow with red light.


  Crimson lava flowed like river, with numerous bubbles in these currents bursting as they reached the surface.


  There should have been a fire-elemental damage field effect in place here, but since that effect had been temporarily suspended, the area was merely hot instead. However, despite the word “merely”, this was not a place where the living could easily survive. The scorching air would easily strip throats and skin of their moisture in seconds.


  Even freshly beaded sweat would instantly vaporize into steam, causing a steady accumulation of fatigue.


  This place, which was thoroughly inimical to the living, perfectly fitted the description of a “hell world”. Even so, many creatures lived here, part of the Great Tomb of Nazarick.


  For instance, demons.


  Many demons were resistant to fire. Even hazardous environments like these would have no effect on them. Indeed, one could already see the outlines of several demons in the smoke clouds that hung low and heavy in the air.


  In addition, there were corrupted spirits of fire called mephits, monsters who were resistant to fire. Further in, one could find undead with very strong resistance to fire. In addition—


  —There was the meandering flow of a river of lava. The Death Knight was following its course, walking along the path that ran over a dam. Every now and then, he turned his gaze toward the lava.


  Just at that moment, the gigantic, writhing creature that had been keeping pace with the Death Knight —though he could not tell if it was walking or swimming, given that he could not clearly see it beneath the lava— seemed to lose interest in him, and left.


  That was the Area Guardian of the 7th Floor’s River of Flame, a giant abyssal slime — Guren.


  As a creature optimized for combat, its fighting ability was easily on par with the Floor Guardians.


  If the Death Knight had been an enemy, he would have been dragged into the quicksand-like lava by Guren’s tentacles and attacked by a virtually invisible opponent. Simply put, Guren was a far more dangerous opponent than Demiurge, this floor’s Guardian. Because it did not need to breathe, it could hide its body in the magma, and defeating it with normal methods was nearly impossible.


  Although the Death Knight did not think that Guren would actually attack and all that might have just been a prank, the Death Knight knew that even a playful swat might have resulted in lethal amount of damage for him.


  The feeling of relief was an utterly alien thing to an undead creature, but as Guren fell back, the Death Knight could understand that emotion.


  The Death Knight continued its long strides. Soon, he could see a cluster of randomly-strewn white columns ahead. Once, this place might have been a majestic Grecian-style temple, but the columns were scattered like they had violently collided with each other, and the statues of various gods had been profaned and smashed. The ceiling had been broken down, and the pieces were lodged in the ground.


  It resembled the ruins left after demons had cast the gods down from their place in heaven. Desolation permeated the entire scene.


  And among them were the forms of demons that were far, far superior to the Death Knight.


  They were the Evil Lords, demons that were around level 80.


  Their eyes seemed to contain an emotion resembling curiosity. It was only a natural reaction given the appearance of a hitherto-unknown undead creature. However, they were still able to discern that the Death Knight was on the same side as them, so they did not indulge the basic demonic instinct — to make others suffer.


  They asked the Death Knight which Floor Guardian it served, with the utmost courtesy.


  Their response to the Death Knight’s answer was dramatic, to say the least. All of them respectfully bowed to him, and asked him the reason for his arrival in the most self-effacing language.


  When they received the answer that he had arrived to speak to the relevant Floor Guardian and ask questions of him, one of their number promptly fell back, and almost immediately returned with another demon.


  It wore a dirty white hood that concealed its features. Its body was twisted and lumpy, and it looked like it could whisper a few words to a human being to have them devolve into a demon.


  It wore a large piece of golden jewelry on its neck, inscribed with what seemed like letters.


  “Please come this way.”


  The Death Knight followed behind his guide.


  After passing through the desecrated temple, they seemed to have arrived at the center of the area. A pale white throne sat atop the uneven, slightly lumpy ground, and atop that throne sat the person the Death Knight had come to find.


  He could feel Demiurge using his slitted eyes to probe him.


  “Demiurge-sama. I have brought Ainz-sama’s messenger before you.”


  “Thank you for your effort. Leave.”


  Demiurge slowly rose to his feet.


  Almost immediately, the Death Knight interjected that there was no need to stand on ceremony.


  “Understood. You are… I see. As I thought… it’s like this. Just over an hour ago, someone passed through the seventh floor; would that be yourself?”


  There was no doubt about that. After the Death Knight nodded in agreement, Demiurge smiled.


  “So — what orders does Ainz-sama wish to give me?”


  Demiurge’s smile seemed to gleam with anticipation.


  Unsurprisingly, the first question was the same as the previous time.


  “I see. This is Ainz-sama’s intention. Well then… I believe I can coordinate with any of the other Guardians in order to accomplish my objectives. However, I consider myself something of a jack of all trades, so during combat, I doubt I could work very well with the command-oriented Aura. I feel I would work best when partnered with Cocytus, but as I said before, even if I were unable to get along with any of the guardians, if Ainz-sama willed it, I would match my abilities to those of any Guardian or their subordinates… indeed, even though I am ever-incompatible with Sebas, I doubt he would take any actions that ran counter to Ainz-sama’s dictates.”


  Although the Death Knight had spoken with several other Guardians by now, this was the first time he had met anyone who actually said that they would not get along with anyone else. Perhaps if he was a living being, he might have followed up and asked more questions, but the Death Knight was undead and his heart was not troubled by such petty impulses. Seeing as Demiurge did not have any intention of continuing, he asked the next question.


  “…My desires, then. Indeed, that is something of a challenge…”


  Demiurge adjusted his glasses.


  “…May I ask about the motives underlying that query? Oh, my apologies, you need not answer… it is the duty of an excellent subordinate to discern his master’s true intentions and take the necessary action to fulfil them. Although, by my estimation, the exact nature of those motives can be narrowed down to two options, but which of them is correct? Or perhaps, the third…”


  Demiurge was immune to fire, yet sweat drops began forming on his forehead. Although the Death Knight was freed from the burden of answering, it was not as though he could have answered in the first place. In the end, the muttering and murmuring Demiurge finally exhaled at the end of his ruminations.


  “It must be one of these two options. First, if Ainz-sama wishes to know which domain this one wishes to govern for him after the world becomes his, then I will ask for the right to administer the sky on his behalf.”


  The Death Knight nodded. After all, only his master could decide who received the sky.


  “Alternatively, if he wishes to know what I would require to strengthen Nazarick, then my answer is that I would need nothing. Although I do not know if you can fully convey the message to our master, I hope you will observe this domain.”


  Demiurge spread his arms.


  “This land, this dominion was designed and created for me by Ulbert-sama, so it contains everything I need to perform my function. Indeed, it may appear as a mere ruin to you, and the center where we stand may seem like a little more than a barren waste, but many things are hidden within it. These tumbled ruins are the true expression of Ulbert-sama’s love.”


  Demiurge was all smiles.


  “Still, an answer like that would be entirely too boring. If Ainz-sama is interested in replying, then please convey to him the fact that there is an answer I would like to know. Originally, I was intended to rule over twelve demons, yet now only seven remain. I would be honored if he could tell me the reason why.”


  Demiurge recited the names of the missing demons — Garira, Iabel, Belias, Kainon, Abiretsia.


  “I pray you will ask the master if these five demons remain in Nazarick. Then, is there anything else?”


  The Death Knight shook his head.


  “Is that so. Then, permit me to escort you to the teleport gate.”


  The Death Knight indicated that he did not require such an entourage. After all, he clearly understood his master’s desire not to be seen by any of the Guardians.


  With that, the Death Knight bade Demiurge farewell, and walked alone to the teleport gate.


  This time, his master did not speak to him.


  After entering the teleport gate and returning to the 9th floor, he heard his master’s voice. He was instructed to return to Ainz’s room, and perhaps he might have begun sprinting, but then he remembered the encounter with the maid.


  Instead, the Death Knight elected a quiet jog that would not invite censure, and as he considered how he might sometimes howl from time to time, he covered his mouth with both hands as a countermeasure against that.


  After taking several turns, he finally saw the servants guarding his master’s chambers. They remembered him from when he had left the room, so they immediately stepped away from the door and let him through.


  After opening the door, Ainz jumped in fright and slipped something under the table that the Death Knight could not see. After seeing that it was the Death Knight who had opened the door, Ainz breathed a sigh of relief and raised his right hand.


  “…Huh? So it was you. For a moment I remembered what surprise felt like… well, next time, knock before you enter.”


  Ainz, while sticking the book in his right hand back into his pocket dimension, muttered imprecations at the Death Knight who was carefully closing the door.


  Normally, his master should have been able to feel the Death Knight’s presence and location. Perhaps his shock came from the fact that all of his attention was focused on the book he had just put away.


  “Well, then. Let me hear Demiurge’s answers.”


  As the Death Knight spoke about the people Demiurge was close to and distant from, for want of anything better to say, Ainz — even though he had no expression on his face due to being a skeleton — smiled.


  “I see. Well, it works if I picture them as the people who created them. Touch-san and Ulbert-san. Ah, those were the days…”


  From his pocket space, Ainz withdrew a silver plate that was larger than his hand. After manipulating the plate, an image appeared on it.


  This image depicted over thirty heteromorphic creatures, and Ainz pointed to two of them.


  “These two never really got along before the formation of Ainz Ooal Gown. Outside of these group photos, you would almost never see them in the same picture together. I think you could count those pictures with the fingers on one hand, and that includes the one we took after conquering Nazarick. Really… those two never got along.”


  Although he seemed to be explaining this to the Death Knight, he knew that his master was not really speaking to him. As such, the Death Knight did not make any reply. He sensed that that was what his master had hoped for.


  “So children take after their parents after all…”


  Ainz seemed to cherish this plate dearly, given the satisfied look he had.


  “Like their fathers… hm? Like their parents?”


  Ainz furrowed his nonexistent brows.


  “Well, that fellow seems pretty lively, I should probably go visit… or not. Even just looking makes me feel… huh, is that it? I feel… uneasy? Hmm… Unease, is it. Hah, well then, let me hear the rest.”


  Hearing “the sky” as the answer seemed to surprise Ainz.


  “Did he really say that?”


  The Death Knight nodded deeply.


  “The sky, huh… well, he really does set his sights high… what an unexpectedly romantic gesture. Or did he come up with that when we were looking at the night sky? What an unexpectedly interesting fellow Demiurge is. One might even call it an innocent desire… Well, no matter what, I can’t give him the sky, but I could give him something close enough.”


  The other answer was “I need nothing to strengthen Nazarick”, and Ainz’s face was a picture of shock after he heard it. The Death Knight relayed the rest of Demiurge’s words to his master, and after hearing them, Ainz sighed.


  “He’s absolutely right. That’s exactly it. Every Guardian lives in a place filled with everyone’s feelings. Yet I —thinking I could do better than their creators— went to ask them what else they needed. What was I thinking? The only answer they should be able to give is that they don’t need anything. Back then, when I designed Pandora’s Actor, I also gave him a fully-equipped place to live in. Although that was meant to be our secret base… ah, how embarrassing, how foolish I was. I… am I really fit to rule, to manage this place?”


  Silence descended over them for a moment.


  The air was somber and heavy, but the Death Knight could not speak any words of comfort, because he had not been allowed to do so.


  His master looked back to him with a bitter look on his face.


  “Since it was my decision, I should see it through to the end. After all, this is also a lesson to remind myself of my own foolishness. Then, the last one should be Albedo. Go, then.”


  But the Death Knight did not move. It could not move.


  That was because it did not know anything about the subject in question.


  As for why—


  “What’s wrong? Why aren’t you moving? Before that, Albedo’s room… where is it, anyway?”


Part 7


  Summoned or created monsters could be banished in several ways — when their summoning time ended, when they took too much damage, or when their masters manually dismissed them. When a monster was banished from taking too much damage, it was a common tactic to immediately re-summon another monster of the same type.


  After Ainz banished the Death Knight, he cast ‘Message’. Like a telephone call connecting, Ainz began speaking once he felt the link form.


  “—Albedo.”


  『—Yes, Ainz-sama? What do you wish of me?』


  “No, it’s nothing important, I just wish to chat with you. Where are you now?”


  『A, a chat! You have but to give me an order and I will rush to your side!』


  “There’s no need for you to go to that trouble. I just wish to chat with you in your room. Where are you now?”


  『M-My! In my room?!』


  The shrill screech of delight suddenly turned into a somber deadpan.


  『I am in the throne room…』


  “Do you mean you’re patrolling the throne room?”


  The reply was off by just a beat.


  『No, not that… if you will permit me this disrespect, it is, in a sense, my bedroom…』


  Ainz pictured the throne room in his mind, and fell silent. That room was certainly a luxurious one, yet as a place to live in, it was quite lacking.


  The frantic reply came from Albedo, who seemed to have misinterpreted Ainz’s silence as something else entirely.


  『M-my deepest apologies, to think I considered Ainz-sama’s grand throne room to be my own sleeping area! If it displeases Ainz-sama, I will depart this place at once!』


  Ainz said nothing, but activated his ring.


  After reaching the room with the hemispherical ceiling that was flanked by dozens of golems, he promptly pushed open the great doors that were carved with angels and demons.


  The doors slowly opened, revealing the grand sight of the throne room to his eyes.


  “Albedo!”


  Ainz shouted the name of the Overseer of the Guardians.


  Albedo was frozen in panic by the side of the throne, and even at this distance he could clearly see that Albedo’s perfect features were frozen solid.


  “Albedo! Forgive me!”


  Ainz strode forward as he apologized.


  “I chose this place to be your room. It was my fault that I did not assign you appropriate quarters. Forgive me.”


  To be precise, the blame belonged to Tabula Smaragdina. After all, he should have been the one to give Albedo a place to live. But one had to consider the fact that before they had been transported to this New World, Albedo had been nothing more than a collection of data. Expecting him to account for this possibility and design a room for her would have been too much even for his obsessive-compulsive disorder.


  Granted, Ainz and the creators of the other Guardians had done so, but that was hardly normal. Although Tabula Smaragdina was a setting maniac who produced extremely long design documents for his creations, his imagination was probably within normal parameters.


  If one had to point a finger at someone, then Ainz could only nominate one person.


  That was Ainz Ooal Gown.


  The name of the only person —so far— who had come to this brave new world.


  After coming to this world, the NPCs began moving according to their own will. Then, before that, he should have understood their respective situations and ensured the quality of their living conditions, in order to ensure they could carry out their duties without any inconvenience.


  To think, in this place…


  Ainz forcefully stepped on the bright red carpet, gritting his teeth. The floor was white marble, and when he raised his head he could see the ceiling, a broad and empty space.


  There was nothing here which could support life.


  To think, she had to sleep in this place!


  He remembered the grouses he had heard from Herohero-san.


  —We had to use sleeping bags in the office, and I ended up buying two of them. One of them was for when the other one was being cleaned. Hahaha—


  Ainz felt like he had been beaten about the head with a bat. He wanted to fall to his knees and genuflect while crying and begging for forgiveness.


  You said so much about not letting Herohero-san’s situation show up in Nazarick… Ainz, you’ve committed a grave sin, an unforgivable mistake!


  Although his emotion override had already activated numerous times, Ainz was still consumed by guilt.


  “What are you saying? The Supreme Beings have granted me this place. Therefore, I must use it to accomplish their aims with all—”


  “Say no more, Albedo.”


  Ainz had finally reached the base of the steps, and he raised his hand as he mounted them to silence Albedo.”


  “This was caused by my carelessness. I will immediately prepare a room for you. Do you have anywhere you wish to stay?”


  Albedo’s eyes flickered left and right. Ainz took this to be a sign of her thinking, and calmly watched her in silence.


  After a long time, which was probably a sign of the deep thought she had put into this, Albedo finally replied.


  “Although this might be somewhat bold, as long as I can stay by Ainz-sama’s side, anywhere will be fine. After all, I am the most adept at defense among the Guardians. Nobody is better at guarding Ainz-sama’s body than myself. However, if I am separated from Ainz-sama, then there may be a chance he may come to harm, be it one in a million or a billion. As such, I would be happy to be granted a corner somewhere in Ainz-sama’s room…”


  As Albedo quickly replied, she leaned forward desperately, her wings flapping loudly.


  Although he had considered satisfying her wish by all means, sharing a room would pose some problems after all.


  Since his body did not possess sexual desires and he had lost various things, he was confident that he would not do anything despicable to her. However, if she lived with him, he would have no time to secretly read his books, and he would have to constantly keep up his ruler’s facade, and that would only increase the mental stress he was under.


  “Indeed, my chambers are large, but I must sadly deny your request.”


  “Is that so…”


  Albedo’s wings drooped. As Ainz saw this, his feelings of guilt intensified.


  “More to the point, I believe the Guardians of the various Floors will not permit any intruders of this mighty fortress Nazarick to make their way to my bedchamber. Is that not so?”


  “It is as you say.”


  Ainz’s mind worked furiously as he saw Albedo with her wings drooped. If he had to pick personal quarters from the 9th and 10th floors, he would have to rule out the 10th floor because all the rooms there had been designed for other purposes, which would leave the 9th floor. On that floor, the only empty rooms he was aware of were the ones that belonged to his former companions.


  Although it might just be wishful thinking, but if he lent one of their rooms to Albedo, his heart would forever be filled with doubt that he might have deprived a guildmate who had come to this world of their rightful room, however miniscule that possibility might be.


  Rather than lend out a room belonging to one of his companions, it would be better to lend her one of the spare rooms.


  “Then, Albedo. I shall grant you one of the rooms on the ninth floor for your own use. It is a spare room prepared for the possibility that we might welcome new additions to the guild. Of course, I will try to give you a room as close to mine as possible, and if an emergency happens — yes, when the time comes, can I count on you?”


  “Yes! Of course! That goes without saying, Ainz-sama!”


  Her wings suddenly spread themselves out.


  As he saw Albedo’s shining eyes and the brilliant smile on her face, Ainz could not help but be moved. To camouflage that, Ainz coughed loudly.


  “Then, I will lead you to your new room. We’ll go once you finish packing your things.”


  As Ainz said this, he wondered whether she had anything to pack.


  The NPCs should have inventory pocket spaces like Ainz did for storing equipment. It might have looked to others like they were sticking their hands into nothing, but in truth it was more like using a smartphone. While players — with their access to cash items — could store much more in their inventories than NPCs could, even NPCs could still fit all of their equipment into their inventories.


  It was very likely that Albedo’s equipment was stored in her inventory. The things in there should be recovery items and scrolls that allowed her to use magic.


  “Understood. Then, I apologize for the delay, but could you hold on a little longer?”


  “Ah, ahhh…”


  Ainz wavered a little because the answer was an unexpected one.


  “Those words should be mine to speak. Then, Albedo, go fetch your things.”


  “Yes.”


  Albedo’s wings fluttered loudly as she took flight.


  As a succubus, her wings were not simply for decoration.


  After flying about three stories into the air, she fiddled with a part of a wall, and retrieved a bag that was big enough that she had to embrace it with both hands to carry it. As a Guardian, her physical strength was great enough that she could lift it easily. Because of that, he could not tell what was inside.


  “…Are these your things?”


  “Yes. These are the items Tabula Smaragdina-sama left to me. Do you wish to see them?”


  “Ah? Ahhhh. Speaking of which, Tabula Smaragdina, he… hm. Would you mind letting me look inside?”


  Although Tabula Smaragdina had not prepared a room for Albedo, he had still set aside this bag for her. His curiosity over what was inside the bag intensified.


  There might be special items inside… or not.


  If it was really a rare item… the collector in Ainz would find it hard to control himself.


  “Please have a look.”


  As he looked beyond the open zipper, the inside seemed about as large as it appeared on the outside, and there didn’t seem to be any special items in there. Nor was there a blood-caked corpse staring out at him with hatred in its eyes or anything like that.


  What he saw was many neatly folded sets of clothing, all of which were very normal articles of female wear. There was nothing which aroused Ainz’s interest. However, under the clothes were many small multicolored objects that had been balled up. It was impossible not to notice them. Since Tabula Smaragdina was a fan of horror movies, he didn’t know what he would find next. That mix of fear and curiosity piqued his interest.


  “Are those… handkerchiefs?”


  “…They are not, Ainz-sama. Why don’t you pick one up and have a closer look?”


  Albedo stood there quietly, with a mysterious smile on her face.


  In that moment, his anticipation rose ever higher.


  Yes, they might be joined together by some kind of gimmick…


  With excitement in his heart, Ainz reached for a balled up lump and opened it up.


  After that was silence.


  Even Ainz knew what that was.


  It was underwear. Female underwear.


  “Isn’t this… what Peroroncino-san would do…? How should I say this… it seems I’ve learned too much information about a friend…”


  As Ainz’s shoulders sagged, he remembered that he had not yet apologized to someone who deserved an apology.


  “…Forgive me, Albedo.”


  As Albedo watched Ainz’s movements, her face flushed red, and her breathing grew irregular.


  A very uncomfortable Ainz tried to fold the opened panties back up, but couldn’t quite manage it. So Albedo gave him a hand from the side, and neatly folded them.


  “I’m not Peroroncino-san, I won’t get excited by a piece of cloth if it’s not worn by someone.”


  In order to hide his discomfort, Ainz tried to muddle his way through with words he didn’t quite understand. Suddenly, Ainz remembered that he had no idea what had happened to the erotic art he’d received from his former guildmates.


  “Then… do you need me to wear it for inspection?”


  A shocked Ainz looked sideways at Albedo, whose eyes radiated a lewd glow.


  “Ah, wait, Albedo. Before that, let’s settle the matter of your room. I’ll take you there with the power of the ring, so let’s go.”


  “Understood, Ainz-sama.”


  As Albedo drew close, wrapping Ainz in her scent and tickling him with her breath, he activated the power of his ring.


Epilogue


  The room she had been given was luxurious. No, as a room which was worthy of the Supreme Beings, that much was only to be expected.


  Behind the desk in the center of the room was the sparkling flag of Ainz Ooal Gown,


  Not long after she had watched her master leave with a cheerful smile on her face, a change came over her, and her face was as cold as winter.


  “—Hmph.”


  Albedo raised the flag with one hand, and opened the door within.


  Inside was the bedroom of an absolute ruler of Nazarick.


  After entering the room and ensuring it was properly locked, she cast the flag aside.


  The brilliant flag fell to the ground.


  “The Ainz Ooal Gown which abandoned us… It makes me mad.”


  Although she had been filled with joy when her beloved had taken that name for his own, that had turned to worry when she realised that it also referred to the people who upset her.


  With a fiendish expression on her face, Albedo approached the flag on the floor and raised her foot to step on it.


  “—Shit! How dare these pieces of shit insult my love’s name!”


  Albedo cursed freely as she trampled the flag. With her breathing in chaos, she seemed to notice something and raised her face, whose expression softened as she saw it.


  Albedo opened her inventory and drew forth a large new flag. She rubbed it against her face with a blissful expression, and then when it was not enough, she rubbed her entire body against it.


  The flag she was holding was one of the 41 displayed before the throne, the one representing his own name that Momonga had struck down.


  Albedo had swiftly retrieved it after the fact.


  “Ahhh, Ainz-sama. No, Momonga-sama. Only you are my true master. I shall make you the sole ruler of Nazarick. There’s no need for those other people. Only you, and only you will rule forever—”


  As though her master were truly there, Albedo chanted those words in a moist, breathy tone.


  “Yes, absolutely. If anyone tries to stop you, I will destroy them even if they’re a Guardian. I am your true follower, your loyal slave. So please, bestow your compassion upon my body…”


  She slowly slid her hand downward, to the lower reaches of her belly.


Drama of the Three Ladies


  In the past, when they were creating the Great Tomb of Nazarick, the forty-one guild members known as the Supreme Beings implemented all sorts of unique designs into each level. For example, the forest in one level, the glacier in another. It was akin to sealing ten unique worlds inside the Great Tomb.


  So what was the unique theme of the ninth level?


  If it had to be compared to something, the best example would be a sacred castle.


  Within that level was the personal room of the one who supervised all of the Guardians within the Great Tomb — the highest-ranked of all the NPCs, the ‘Succubus of Pure White’ Albedo. Her room was one of the few presidential suite-like rooms reserved for the Supreme Beings. However, only one Supreme Being was left. Instead of a room, it would be more adequate to call it a home.


  A professional-grade grand piano lay in one corner of the living room, and all sorts of plants decorated the interior.


  There were multiple kitchens and bedrooms, and two bathrooms.


  From the grand art features to the wallpaper, the room’s design was elegant, but not overwhelming.


  Anyone who took in the sights might be so moved that they would sigh in awe.


  Still, it would make impressing everyone just as difficult.


  This was especially true now, given that beside the table covered in a white tablecloth was a girl with her arms crossed and her chin on the table. Her mood was anything but cheerful.


  A cold brilliance resided within her half open eyes, but her depressed mood showed clearly through her beauty.


  After entering this room, the vampire Guardian of the first to third levels, Shalltear, asked a question of her colleague, who had stayed in the same position all this while.


  “Aura, what is the matter ~arinsu? You look just like the bugs that went against Ainz-sama’s will, that we tore apart.”


  The one who answered wasn’t the dark elf Guardian of the sixth level, who was being queried, but the owner of the room, Albedo.


  A gentle light shone through her golden pupils as she watched Aura with gentle eyes.


  Although Albedo’s gaze was like being in the presence of a goddess, Aura did not look happy about being subjected to it.


  “She must be tired. Unlike a devil like me, Aura is a dark elf, so sleep is necessary right?”


  “I see!” Shalltear, who didn’t understand what Aura was really thinking about, nodded in agreement.


  “……”


  “I get it, Aura is still a kid, so it’s only normal that she looks bad after staying up all night … By the way, Albedo, devils don’t need to eat or sleep, but you can do so if you wish. Why is that?”


  “Gluttony and sloth… We have always been able to indulge in the seven deadly sins of old. It is not very useful though.”


  “The buff effects from food don’t work on devils. Even expensive items will just go into the trash.”


  “Sigh.”


  Aura sighed loudly enough for them both to hear.


  The two of them, who were going off-topic, looked at Aura at the same time. Aura looked at them unhappily through her half closed eyes.


  “It’s midnight right now, but I got enough sleep. I’m thinking about something else. Earlier when I met Demiurge, I was told ‘Aura, keep a tight rein on those two so they won’t go berserk’. How weird.”


  Aura mimicked the serious tone of Demiurge, and the image of that serious Guardian of the seventh floor — a devil who often worked outside of Nazarick on Ainz-sama’s orders — came to their minds.


  “Yup, that is weird.”


  “Right?”


  Albedo nodded in agreement.


  “The only one who can hold my reins is Ainz-sama~♥”


  “... Huh?”


  Suspecting that she heard it wrong, Aura cupped her long elf ears to be certain.


  “Ahh, you are right ~arinsu.”


  Ignoring the confused Aura, Shalltear voiced support for the opinion.


  “Holding a whip in one hand while riding on top, that’s the best ~arinsu. And as the whip lashes out— Ah! There has to be a ball in the mouth ~arinsu.”


  Their conversation is heading in a weird direction, a pervert meeting another pervert might trigger something bad. Can someone please deal this?


  That will probably be me, Aura concluded grimly, speaking out before the blushing Albedo with her wavering eyes could comment.


  “... You got it wrong! Or rather, what he meant was for me to babysit you two. But why me?”


  “That’s right, isn’t it weird to give the responsibility to you, who is the youngest here? I know, how about letting me take on this job!”


  Albedo stuck her chest out as she was saying that. Shalltear did the same as if to oppose her.


  Seeing the ample bosom that didn’t match Shalltear’s apparent age, Aura understood its true nature and felt sorry for her.


  “Erm… Doesn’t that feel uncomfortable?”


  “Uncomfortable?”


  Aura who asked the question drooped her shoulders weakly, sighing like a middle aged man.


  “Nah, never mind. Anyway, why did you ask us to gather here?”


  “That’s true ~arinsu, I don’t know why too. What happened ~arinsu?”


  “Actually… I have something I need to discuss with everyone.”


  Normally, the highest ranking NPC, the Guardian Overseer, would only summon the Floor Guardians for matters of highly important matters.


  That, however, was what an uninformed person would think.


  Aura, who understood Albedo’s nature, averted her eyes and reached for a triple layered cake, sparkling with silver light at a corner of the table.


  She stuffed the large piece of cake made by the head chef into her mouth as a means of escaping reality. Aura knew this trip to Albedo’s room was a waste of time and consoled herself in this way.


  “Wait, Aura, are you listening?”


  “Yes yes, I’m listening, just spit it out.”


  Aura didn’t stop her hands, slowly filling her plate with cakes, taking care to not let them fall over. If they did, she wouldn’t be able to squeeze the whipping cream onto her plate.


  “You are not taking this seriously at all…”


  Albedo’s tone was displeased, and Aura stopped as she became aware of her companions. She certainly hadn’t stopped because her plate was full.


  “You can discuss with Shalltear too, right… What a pain, really. Well, what’s the matter?”


  “Actually, it is about my armour.”


  “Armour? What is wrong with it ~arinsu?”


  “Before I begin, I would like to understand how much you know about my armour.”


  Aura and Shalltear exchanged looks briefly and said:


  “The armour created by a Supreme Being?”


  “I heard that is the only Divine-class magic item you possess, ~arinsu.”


  Magic items were categorized according to the amount of data they held — in other words, the magic power of this world. Starting from lesser-class, medium-class, greater-class to the highest class of items, Divine-class.


  “Yes, both of you are right. My armour ‘Hermes Trismegistus’ is a Divine-class magic item. However…”


  Albedo took out a sturdy and tough-looking suit of black armour out of thin air.


  The armour stood beside her with a soft metallic clang.


  “Shalltear, you can use item appraisal spells, right? Could you cast them on this armour?”


  “No problem ~arinsu.”


  Shalltear stood up from her seat and walked towards the armour. She activated her magic, but frowned right after that.


  “What the…” she coughed. “It is a Divine-class item, but the performance is… Could it be, ~arinsu, it was enchanted with magic disruption spells ~arinsu?”


  “No… My armour specializes in physical defence, but has no other abilities.”


  Aura felt that this was really troubling.


  Since Albedo had the role of a tank in combat, she had to fend off the opponent's’ attacks and thus she was focused on defence. However, having no other abilities would be a problem too. For example, resistance against fire or ice, or general resistance against magic. There could also be other useful abilities, such as strength enhancement or reduction in mana consumption. Compared to pure stats enhancement, such abilities would be stronger, but…


  “What of it, Albedo? Complaining about the armour bestowed onto you by the Supreme Beings… Don’t joke about that sort of thing.”


  — Not showing reverence to the Supreme Beings was unforgivable.


  Shalltear’s eyes became sharp and dangerous when Aura finished her words.


  “No, don’t misunderstand me. I didn’t say that. First of all, this armour suits me the best. This is my trump card— No, I have something that could be called that too.”


  After gaining job levels with prerequisites that were a pain to fulfill, one could learn a unique skill. They were usually known as trump cards. For example, Shalltear was able to create an avatar with the same stats as herself.


  By the way, Aura didn’t have such levels, so she didn't possess trump cards like these.


  “My trump card is the special skill that transfers the damage I take onto the armour. By using this skill, I can avoid one attack, no matter how powerful it is. Yes, I can escape unscathed from even the most powerful super-tier spell that Ainz-sama is proudest of. However, the damage will be absorbed by the armour instead, and it might break from that blow even if it was enchanted with strengthening spells.”


  “Hmmm, this skill is powerful, but the usage is kind of awkward.”


  Basically, magic items such as armour would not be destroyed unless they were targeted by specific spells. Also, metal was durable and highly resistant to to pure energy attacks like lightning, flame or ice. Hence, armour made from metal was hard to destroy. Which meant that metallic armour had high defence, but low HP.


  And so, if Albedo diverted the damage to the armour, it would ignore the armor’s defence, which meant that it would be unexpectedly easy to break the armour.


  Her defence would fall drastically after the armour was destroyed, and it would make her an easier target. It might be called a trump card, but that was just an empty title to buy time. That was how Aura felt about it.


  “Yes, my combat potential will plummet if my armour breaks. However, Shalltear who appraised this armour should have realized it. My armour was made with this skill in mind. Also, most trump cards can only be used once a day, but mine can be used three times a day.”


  “Hmmm? Just enhancing it with magic will increase its HP, but it wouldn’t be able to survive three attacks right?”


  Shalltear reacted faster than Albedo who was about to answer Aura’s query.


  “I see, so that’s it, ~arinsu.”


  Aura, who suddenly felt a chill from the giggling Albedo, turned sharply towards Shalltear. Shalltear who understood what was going on started explaining.


  “That might look like a single piece of armour, but it is actually three pieces in one. You could call it triple-layer armour.”


  “Ahh,” Aura uttered as she finally understood. Which meant that the armor would take three attacks to break.


  “That’s how it is, Aura. I’m glad you can understand.”


  “I get it, an armour made specifically for Albedo’s trump card. As expected of the item crafted by the Supreme Beings.”


  Aura suddenly thought of the problem.


  “So, what’s wrong with it?”


  “Like I said, calm down. We’re getting to it now. But first, let me talk about the armour. The innermost layer is an armour in liquid form, which fits my body perfectly, and enhances my physical abilities. Next would be a full-body armour layer, like an undershirt. And finally, the outermost layer covers the inner layers and boosts their defenses.


  “Okay.”


  “And so, the order of them breaking would be from the outer layer…”


  Albedo took a deep breath and Aura gulped. What could the problem be?


  “— My skin exposure level doesn’t increase when my armour breaks!!”


  Aura wondered if she misheard something.


  Ignoring Shalltear who was commenting “I see”, Aura leaned forward to be sure of what she was hearing.


  “You understand, right? Skin exposure should go up after the armour breaks! I don’t want to show my skin off to those bugs, but as someone who works closely with Ainz-sama, there are plenty of opportunities to defend him as a vanguard. In that case, armour that increases skin exposure is necessary to entice Ainz-sama!”


  Albedo revealed the foolish side of her.


  “Magnificent ~arinsu! Albedo, you are absolutely right ~arinsu!”


  The number of idiots increased.


  Aura pitied her earlier self.


  Why did I take them so seriously just before? Idiots.


  She looked at the stupid duo with narrowed eyes, as if she was watching them from afar.


  “This is the only armour I have. I don’t have things like bikini armour or skin-tight armour.”


  “Well, I have something like that from the clothing Peroroncino-sama gave me… However, I don’t expect much from them in terms of defence ~arinsu.”


  Albedo inhaled sharply, and a strange expression that blended passion and professionalism appeared on her face.


  “That won’t do. While we are ‘servicing’ Ainz-sama, we also have to act as his shields. It won’t do unless both objectives are met.”


  Her idiocy returned in no time.


  “Do you understand, Shalltear? Your armour lacks skin exposure, too. What we should strive for is sexiness and performance, an armour that serve these two purposes at the same time!”


  It did not matter, but it would give her a headache in the future if Aura ignored this now. She should get these irritating matters out of the way as soon as possible.


  “That kind of armour… No matter what kind of armour, attacking the exposed part of the body will deal more damage.”


  “But! If there are armour pieces that look like string bikinis, it would increase the chance of making babies with Ainz-sama!”


  Albedo erected her fingers into a V sign.


  “That isn’t armour… Just something that looks like it.”


  “How about thinking about the problem from another angle ~arinsu! An invisible armour will do nicely ~arinsu, just covering the important parts would be enough ~arinsu.”


  “It will walk!”


  Where do you want to walk to, you two. No, it won’t be good no matter where they walk.


  Aura thought as she shook her head and sighed softly. She just wanted to wash her hands of this topic.


  “Let Shalltear take care of it, then.”


  Asking in her heart to a comrade who was not present to help, Aura poked her fork into the cake on her plates.


  The cake melting in her mouth enticed her with its sweetness, relieving the fatigue in her brain.


  “Ah, delicious.”


  Her companions, who had progressed from the development of the armour to a passionate discussion of armour theory, faded away from Aura’s sight.


  However, she still empathized with the craftsman who had to make this armour.


  “Can someone inject some common sense into the brains of these two? Ahhh, it can’t be helped, and asking Ainz-sama would be rude too.”


  After finishing off a slice of cake in three bites, Aura reached for the next piece.
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Girl's Talk


   Shalltear, who had been invited to Albedo’s room, blinked as she saw a petite Dark Elf standing at the side, and then she looked to the owner of the room in surprise. She heard a laugh, and then an answer:

“Ara, what’s wrong? I think it’s good to deepen our relationships as women. Do you mind?”

“I don’t mind, how about you?”

“I… we are all right with this.”

“You can refer to yourself in the singular now.”

“Then I shall. I suppose I can be forgiven for only doing this once a day.”

Shalltear was led into the room and to the indicated table, and she her eyes took in what was laid upon the pure white tablecloth.

The preparations for afternoon tea had already been laid out.

There were as many teacups as there were people. There were also triple-layered cake racks gleaming in silver and packed with desserts. No matter where one looked, there was always something delicious in view. It was a mouth-watering sight.

At a glance, there were tender, juicy strawberries, soft and moist sponge cakes as well as strawberry cakes made with practically butter that was virtually oil-free. There were fruit tarts which exuded a citrus fragrance, made with copious amounts of fresh fruits. In addition, there was a rich cheesecake which radiated a refreshingly tangy scent. The sticky chocolate cake was brown in color and sprinkled with gold powder.

Of course, the choices were not as boring as being limited to cakes alone.

There were cream puffs that seemed to be squashed under the weight of the custard sauce which filled them. There were long, cylindrical peach jellies and jellies made of Kyoho grapes, and even jellies of fruits which could only be found in YGGDRASIL.

“What’s this all about?”

“I asked Pestonya to make some sweets. However, it’s not Sous-Chef’s cooking, so eating it won’t grant any magical effects or the like.

“Ohhh, so the trolley was to bring these over.”

Shalltear recalled her encounter with the dog-headed head maid.

At the same time, Albedo was skilfully making her own preparations.

The teacups were all well made. Although one usually associated teacups with the color white, Albedo was setting out black teacups covered with intricate designs of gold filigree.

They were practically works of art. However --

“I prefer blue, I’ll bring some along next time.”

“I think I’ve got some in gold with floral patterns--”

“The two of you have good taste. No, I should say the Supreme Beings have bestowed you with good taste.

Albedo was still pouring tea even as she spoke.

The fragrance filled the surrounding air, and it stimulated Shalltear’s nose. 

She thought of several kinds of tea as she continued to savor the scent, and then Shalltear decided on a particular variety.

“...Is this Platinum++ Asgard Pekoe?”

“I’m not too sure, but I think it should be. Pestonya said something along those lines.”

“...Why is something as good as this in the hands of someone who can’t appreciate it…”

“What do you mean, Shalltear?”

“This is an extremely high-end crop that needs to be harvested in Asgard at specific times within specific seasons, by people with specialized job classes.”

“Mm, mm--”

“Albedo, is it alright to use such good stuff? Won’t it make Ainz-sama or the other Supreme Beings mad?”

“It will be fine. I have already received Ainz-sama’s approval. Please.”

Shalltear’s hand wavered between acceptance and rejection as she reached toward the cup presented to her. The sheer quality of the tea intimidated her.

Aura did not hesitate for an instant and gulped it down, with one hand planted on her waist as she did. In contrast to Shalltear, who was staring with eyes wide, Aura merely said, “So bitter!” after downing an entire cup of super-high-class black tea in one shot.

“Hah?”

“Mm, fruit juice or sports drinks would be better.”

“You!”

It’s wasted on you! Shalltear forced back the urge to scream that at her.

Aura was just a girl, so educating her in the ways of enjoying tea was her duty as her senior.

“Aura, allow me to show you the proper way to drink tea.”

Shalltear gracefully picked up her teacup and took a mouthful. The natural tangy flavor spread through her mouth, Of course, Shalltear preferred fresh blood, but she could also savor this sort of thing. That was how refined her palate was.. 

“Drinking it elegantly in this manner is the--”

Is the proper way in which to enjoy tea -- she wanted to say that, but Aura paid Shalltear no heed and moved on to wolfing down strawberry cakes instead. Shalltear could only stare in dumbfounded silence.

“Ah, Albedo, more please.”

“All right. What will you have next?”

“Mm. I’d like…”

“...Aura. Here I am, trying to teach you the proper--”

“--I say, Shalltear. Tea is meant to be savored as it is drunk, am I wrong? Certainly it looks uncouth before Ainz-sama and the others, but this is a private tea party among friends, is it not? In addition, she does not drink in such a crude way, so it should be fine, don’t you think?”

“Huhuhu, you lose~”

“Kuh… A-anyway, Albedo, did you just call us here for a tea party?”

“Indeed. I wanted to have a nice chat with my fellow Guardians.”

“Mm~”

Shalltear quirked an eyebrow, but did not rebuke her. The fact was, they were all beings created by the Supreme Beings. Though they showed their loyalty in different ways, their aims were one all the same. That being the case, deepening their understanding of each other was a good idea.

“Now where have I seen the furniture in this room before?”

The furniture in this room was quite similar to Shalltear’s recollections of the room which belonged to a certain great person. In response to that question, Albedo smiled radiantly before answering:

“That’s right, Shalltear. By the grace of Ainz-sama, I have been permitted to decorate my room in the same way as that of the Supreme Beings.”

“...You’re even using the same things as the Supreme Beings… it would have been more polite to refuse.”

“Are you saying I should refuse a gift from Ainz-sama?”

Their intense glares suddenly turned toward their carefree compatriot.

Aura looked from one party to the other, and then asked Shalltear in surprise:

“I don’t know why you’re so mad, Shalltear. My room is filled with furniture from Bukubukuchagama-sama. Isn’t your room the same way?”

Indeed, it was.

Just about all the furniture in Shalltear’s burial chamber was placed there by her creator. When one put it that way, there was nothing else she could say.

As she watched Albedo smile and Shalltear bite her lip, Aura posed a question.

“Then, hm. Albedo, how about your clothes? If you were given furniture, does that mean you don’t have clothes?”

“Those too were granted to me by Ainz-sama.”

“Why does Ainz-sama have women’s clothes?”

The suddenly immobile Albedo looked uneasily to Shalltear, as though begging for help. However, Shalltear could not spare the energy to help her. That was because she was desperately trying to deny the answer which loomed in her mind.

“That, that sort of thing happens too.”

“Isn’t that usually because he has a woman he wants to give them to?”

Thanks to Aura’s words, the suddenly-frozen Albedo raised her teacup and saucer to her mouth, savoring the fragrant tea as she smiled and replied: 

“Indeed, Ainz-sama is such an outstanding individual. He must have courted more women than there are stars in a galaxy.”

The saucer and teacup clattered as they struck each other. The amazing thing was that all the tea that spilled out was somehow retained within the saucer, without staining the white tablecloth.

Neither did Shalltear have the energy to calmly praise Albedo.

“He must change his women one after the other.”

“That, that’s right. After all, he is Ainz-sama, the one who rules all the 41 Supreme Beings. He must be very popular. The, the most important thing is who gets to remain by his side in the end. His history with women is not the problem… Of course, if any of those women from before dares to shamelessly show her face before him again, I will definitely kill her.”

“Y-yes.”

Albedo and Shalltear smiled to each other. In the corner of their eyes, Aura shrugged, as if to say, “Well, it’s fine”.

“Let’s leave it at that for now.”

“Then, how about something else… but, what should we talk about?”

“Mmm~ It should be something to do with Ainz-sama, right, Aura?”

“Sure we could. As for Ainz-sama -- he’s very charming, and very gentle.”

Shalltear noticed Albedo’s face twitch a little. If one did not know what lurked within those depths, one might have assumed those gentle eyes were simply looking at them. She deliberately fondled the ring on her left ring finger, bathing in the light it radiated.

You bitch -- Shalltear swallowed those words before they could be spoken, and smiled. This was not entirely an act, because her face naturally relaxed every time she thought of her master.

“Ainz-sama… is truly an outstanding master.”

“Which part of him do you think is the most beautiful, Shalltear Bloodfallen?”

“If there’s too much custard, it’ll spill out of the puffs.”

“That would be his pure white body, of course. Its proportions are ideal. How I wish I could touch his body.”

Needless to say, what she actually wanted to do was climb all over him and savor the taste of his bones, but she could not actually say that.

“Indeed, his body -- against which even ivory pales in comparison -- is quite beautiful… although, don’t you think the most beautiful parts of Ainz-sama are his eyes? Those mesmerizing, deep eyes, like gateways into the abyss… I can feel his dignity and iron will through their jewel-like glow.”

Not bad.

Still, Shalltear did not feel they could surpass Ainz’s pure white body.

“Really? Then wouldn’t his alabaster body be better? Do you not wish to be embraced by that body? Do you not want to touch it with your hands?”

A crack appeared in Albedo’s smile. Sensing that this was the moment to advance, Shalltear pressed the attack.

“That’s not all. Consider his hands placed upon our waists, and drawing us close to him.”

“Ugkkkkk!”

“More, please.”

“And how about then being brought before his broad and sturdy chest, to hear him whisper, in low tones, his -- lo -- ving -- words to us?”

“Nggggfffu!”

Albedo seemed to be pinching her nose. Her fingers were flecked with something red.

“Ah, this cheesecake is great.”

“How about it, Albedo? Tell me your answer. Is his body not better?”

“That, that’s far too impure! How, how could you talk about that sort of thing? Tempting me with his body is unfair! I was talking about pure beauty!”

“Is that so? Yet the way you’re acting is declaring my victory.”

“Guh!”

“I say--”

“What do you say, Aura? This is the most exciting part. Wipe your mouth so you can be a live witness as this woman admits her defeat. Come, Albedo, admit it! Admit that the most beautiful part of Ainz is his bony body!”

“Nguuu!:

A smile of victory dawned on Shalltear’s face as she watched how Albedo was gritting her teeth, and then Aura muttered to herself:

“What part of Ainz-sama isn’t beautiful? Isn’t he pretty all over?”

“????”

“????”

Shalltear nodded to Albedo.

“Indeed, Ainz-sama is the physical incarnation of beauty. We can’t say which part of him is best.”

“Yes, Albedo. It would be disrespectful to do something like assigning ranks to the body parts of Ainz-sama, the Supreme One.”

“So we have our answer.”

“All parts of Ainz-sama are beautiful! However, there are parts which are more attractive, based on personal preference.”

This was truly a glorious sight. 

Well, aside from the confusion a certain girl felt at all of this.

“Is it really all right to have these people as my fellow Guardians?”


Pleiades Day
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Part 1


  Yuri Alpha — one of the Battle Maids and the assistant leader of the Pleiades — was thinking as she observed every action taken by the subject, with a keen gaze that did not miss a single movement.


  —Yuri was not the most suitable person for this job.


  Ultimately, she was a Battle Maid. Combat was her primary calling, while being a maid was a secondary vocation.


  Originally, the responsibility for this task would surely have been borne by a person who could have been called her friend, Pestonya S. Wanko.


  However, she understood very clearly that such a thing was impossible.


  Yuri’s friend was currently within the Frozen Prison of the 5th Floor. It was a harsh environment that would set one’s bones shivering with cold, but Yuri did not have any special thoughts about the matter. That was because she knew that her confinement was nothing more than merciful treatment from the Supreme One.


  After all, Pestonya had used her own judgement to twist the edict of the Supreme Beings’ leader, the absolute ruler of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick, Ainz Ooal Gown.


  Such disloyalty should have warranted capital punishment.


  Nigredo, who had committed the same offense, was confined in the same place as her. Due to that incident, they were as closely joined as if they were tied by blood. In addition, Nigredo would not be too badly chilled with Pestonya by her side. After all, Pestonya’s fur possessed cold resistance. Rather, if they had been imprisoned on the 7th Floor, perhaps she might have been worried for Pestonya.


  That said, would it not be better to let a regular maid help with this? No, there’s no way Sebas-sama would not have considered that. But still… Yuri glanced at the steely butler who stood to one side. Was it inappropriate to do so because of her position? —Hm.


  “—Hold on for a moment. Your body’s center-line has shifted a little. Please visualise the difference in the strength between your dominant and non-dominant foot, and then try again from there.”


  “—Yes.”


  The person who answered was a human in a maid uniform.


  This person was an extremely rare sight in Nazarick, a pure human. Her name was Tsuare.


  She was a woman who had been brought to Nazarick from the Re-Estize Kingdom’s Royal Capital, and she had been assigned to Sebas as his direct subordinate. That said, while she had done some maid’s work before, she had zero official experience as a maid, which was why she was undergoing training like this.


  Since she had been through a fairly long period of training, which included proper walking posture and a regular maid’s duties, Yuri’s personal opinion was that she passed. In other words, it was time for her to accumulate practical experience and progress towards her goal of a being more perfect maid.


  However, the man beside her would not permit that.


  In order to train this maid to further perfection, they had been drilling her harshly without pause.


  Yuri returned to her original position, quietly watching Tsuare as she walked.


  ...Seems like she’s getting tired.


  Tsuare’s forehead sparkled with shiny beads of sweat.


  That was only to be expected. She had been practicing for over an hour now. Even walking normally for an hour was enough exercise to make a person break a sweat. How much more so for someone like her who had devoted her whole heart to this, focusing her attention into the tips of her fingers and toes? It was exhausting work, not just in a physical but in a mental sense.


  To Tsuare, who was purely human — unlike Sebas and Yuri — these drills must have been a harsh experience.


  ...Why is Sebas-sama training her like this? She’s already reached a certain standard… Or does he want her to reach the level of a regular maid? The poor thing.


  A regular maid of Nazarick could easily clear the training routine which Tsuare was doing now. However, they had been created by the god-like Supreme Beings. Thus, it was only natural that they should be capable of doing so.


  In contrast, it was also natural that Tsuare — who was not made by the Supreme Beings — would be unable to do so.


  However, the present circumstances would not permit that.


  By order of the Supreme One, Tsuare would apparently be serving as the leader of the human maids within E-Rantel in the future. That would imply that she would be the bearer of the Supreme One’s will, and thus obliged to produce excellent results.


  But according to rumors from the regular maids, the human maids in question would not be serving the Supreme One. Instead, they were simply hired help responsible for cleaning and odd jobs in the residence of E-Rantel’s former mayor. If that was the case, was there a need to place such high demands on her, Yuri wondered.


  She observed the way Tsuare walked.


  It was 25 meters from the opposite wall to here.


  She had walked this short distance so many times already, and she had done so every day.


  Honestly, this girl is really hardworking.


  Beneath her cool exterior, Yuri smiled faintly.


  “...I submit that she is of a passable standard. What do you think?”


  She turned to the side, requesting confirmation from the butler beside her.


  “No. She is a long way from passable. It would be better to continue training her for a while more.”


  “...Sebas-sama, attempting to pile on too much instruction within a short time will not produce good results. Shall we break here for the day?”


  Sebas shook his head.


  “As you have said, forced instruction will not produce good results. However, she has little time left. Several days ago, Ainz-sama officially informed Tsuare of the date when she would begin assuming her duties. Tsuare will be taking the position of head maid and she will be managing the human maids. Any mistakes she makes, now and in the future, will shame Nazarick.”


  “While that is true... you will be going with her as well, Sebas-sama. If anything happens, would it not be better for you to handle it?”


  “Such thinking would be a mistake. While I will strive to keep her from making mistakes, I cannot always be by her side. In addition, she is placed above others. It is her duty to serve as an example for her subordinates — to be someone whom others look up to.”


  This argument was sound. It was so sound that it permitted no further response.


  In truth, Yuri felt the same way. As the eldest of the Pleiades, she worked hard everyday to keep her little sisters from seeing her in a disgraceful state.


  Although Yuri had already accepted his reasoning by this point, Sebas was not finished speaking.


  “Please think about Ainz-sama.”


  “Ainz-sama?”


  While Yuri was confused by the sudden mention of the Supreme One’s name, she thought of the pure white face of her absolute ruler. The being who had united the 41 Supreme Beings.


  “As the Supreme One, he has no need to take action personally. That is because we were made to serve as his arms and legs, to complete any task given to us no matter how difficult.”


  That went without saying.


  The denizens of Nazarick existed to receive orders and perfectly execute them. No, one could say that they were permitted to exist in order to do so. Nobody here thought otherwise.


  “That is a matter of course, but what about this?”


  “But what is actually happening now? Right now, Ainz-sama has personally taken the lead. I feel this is in order to show us what it means to be a ruler.”


  Yuri grunted in agreement.


  “...And there is one more possibility, a most disastrous possibility, one that frightens me and which I do not wish to say is the correct answer…”


  Before Yuri could ask about that possibility, Sebas spoke again.


  “In the past, Ainz-sama defeated the strongest of the Floor Guardians, Shalltear-sama. With his charm, he united the Supreme Beings. And his wisdom can even awe the twin intellectual pinnacles of Nazarick, Albedo-sama and Demiurge-sama. Thus, he has shown us the image of an absolute ruler who is fully furnished with the essential qualities of fighting power, charisma and intellect. That being the case, should we not follow in his footsteps?”


  “I see…”


  “Naturally, setting the unattainable peak that is Ainz-sama as our goal is not only disrespectful but foolish in the extreme. But even if it is just by one step, I feel we should strive to draw closer to Ainz-sama. While forcing her to do this might be a mistake, it is also necessary if she is to stand above others.”


  Yuri sighed deeply. That was a perfect explanation.


  That being the case, Yuri had nothing else to say.


  “Still — is that really all?”


  Sebas looked at Yuri as he said this, and then he spoke so quietly that even Yuri, who was standing beside him, could barely make out his voice.


  “Ainz-sama said that we could welcome Tsuare as a guest of Nazarick, but Tsuare herself told Ainz-sama that she wished to work as a maid. Some people might think her words would be a sign of underestimating the work of a maid. Under these circumstances, if Tsuare makes any mistakes in carrying out the instructions given to her by Ainz-sama, his opinion of her will surely plummet. It is very difficult to restore a ruined reputation, and so I do not want her to even begin to stumble, regardless of the harshness of my methods.”


  Yuri frowned in her heart.


  That was because training Tsuare harshly for that reason was equivalent to saying that Nazarick was at fault.


  While the Supreme One had decreed that Tsuare would be a fellow worker in Nazarick, Yuri had heard from Lupusregina that there was a subtle separation between her and the regular maids. The regular maids looked on Tsuare as an outsider who was stealing their precious job from them. While they would not treat her coldly or disdainfully thanks to orders, what they really thought sometimes shone through in the way they treated Tsuare. I noticed because it’s me, her little sister had said.


  Perhaps Pestonya could have mediated matters between both parties, but she was under confinement and had missed the chance to meet Tsuare.


  It was almost as though she had changed places with Pestonya. That might have been a source of the regular maids’ unhappiness.


  Yuri had no words to answer Sebas, but she made a suggestion anyway.


  “I understand. However, it might be best to give her a rest. ‘Too much cramming is unproductive’, Yamaiko-sama once said.”


  “Did Yamaiko-sama say that?! Is that so… while we could eliminate fatigue with our abilities… if Yamaiko-sama said so… Very well. Then, Tsuare, take a break. Have a seat on that chair and rest.”


  “—Yes.”


  Yuri and Sebas watched Tsuare’s back as she walked to the chair.


  “She moves much more beautifully now compared to before.”


  “Thank you very much. It is all thanks to you, Yuri.”


  “It was nothing of the sort. That was the fruit of her hard work. Speaking of which, what sort of training will she be doing next?”


  Yuri had been asked to handle walking practice, and somebody else would handle other things.


  “Cleaning and the like will be taught by Eclair.”


  “Ahh, is he in charge of that?”


  He was the perfect candidate to teach someone how to clean. Yuri felt that it was a bit of a shame.


  Yuri enjoyed teaching other people. While that did not extend to taking the jobs of others, she would gladly accept any request to do so.


  Yamaiko-sama probably expected that of me — that is to say, myself.


  While she could not behold the revered visage of her creator now, she could feel a warmth in her heart when she did things which were related to the Supreme Being who had made her.


  She observed Sebas — who was standing beside her — produce a pocket watch from his breast pocket.


  “Yuri, we still have quite some time until we are due to meet Eclair…”


  “I feel we should stop here for today. Forcing her to carry on while she is tired might lead to bad habits. If they end up being ingrained in her, all our efforts until now might be wasted.”


  Yuri shrugged.


  “...Bad habits are hard to break, are they not?”


  “...It is as you say. Then, let us stop here for today. Thank you for coming here today for her.”


  Sebas nodded to show his thanks. After that, Yuri heard Tsuare make to rise, so she held out a hand to stop her. Tsuare also nodded in thanks.


  Yuri looked at the gloves Tsuare was wearing.


  They looked like the same gloves Sebas was wearing. If they possessed the same abilities as well, they would be magic items which reduced elemental damage from fire, acid and the like. While they were only about as powerful as expendable items, the fact that Sebas had actually given her an item bestowed upon him by the Supreme Beings showed how much he thought of her.


  No. Yuri immediately rejected her own thought.


  Given the way he was worried about how the people around Tsuare looked at her, he had been thinking of her from the very start.


  Was it because he had been ordered to by the Supreme One, or was it for some other reason?


  When Yuri saw the white handkerchief peeking out of Tsuare’s maid uniform, the corner of her mouth settled down.


  Asking would be terribly insensitive.
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Part 2


  Yuri returned to her room — or rather, she returned to one of the rooms assigned to the Battle Maids. This room was a suite which comprised a bedroom, guest lounge, bathroom, toilet and other such sub-facilities. It might be easier to think of this place as a compressed version of the Supreme Beings’ rooms.


  The bedroom did not feel cramped, even with three double beds in it. The guest lounge had a dining table and a sofa, as well as chairs — enough to seat six people in total.


  There were three Battle Maids who lived in this expansive room.


  They were Yuri Alpha, Lupusregina Beta and Narberal Gamma.


  Adjacent to this room was another one of the same size, which was occupied by CZ2128 Delta, Solution Epsilon and Entoma Vasilisa Zeta. Incidentally, while Shizu and Entoma had other private rooms besides the 9th Floor, it was not uncommon for them to stay with Solution or Yuri because sleeping alone was boring.


  Yuri leaned against the stylish sofa and consciously tried to avoid looking anxious — though because she was undead, her anxiety had never been that strong to begin with.


  This is bad… there isn’t any more work… what should I do now…


  Her sole task today was the education of Tsuare, which she had just completed.


  She flipped through her planner, but there was nothing else scheduled for her. Naturally, she had not specially arranged things to be that way. In other words, what awaited her over the next few hours would be hellish boredom.


  It was not that today’s schedule was particularly light, hence the free time. Rather, to Yuri Alpha the Battle Maid, she had always had long stretches when she had nothing to do.


  No, saying that she had nothing to do would be wrong.


  To the Battle Maids of the 9th Floor, who had been created to defend the 10th Floor of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick, patrolling and preparing to respond to intruders at any time was fulfilling the core purpose which their creators had intended for them.


  However—


  Nobody in this world could possibly reach this Floor.


  Indeed, even when beings on par with the Supreme Beings had assailed this place in their hordes, they could not breach this holiest of holy sanctuaries. This invincible fortress of all invincible fortresses. Standing watch here was no different from doing nothing.


  In all honesty, Yuri was somewhat displeased with her present circumstances.


  Too much free — no, too much standby time is a little… I want to have more work.


  Of all the tasks assigned to the Battle Maids, the ones which took the longest to carry out and which felt the most fulfilling were duties in the log cabin on the surface. However, due to the rotation of their shifts — it was Entoma’s turn today — they would not come around that frequently. Yuri had just completed her shift two days ago, so she would have to wait for two more people to go — two people had not been assigned this duty — before it would be her turn again.


  Therefore, in order to make use of all this time, Yuri had been looking for extra things to do, but regretfully she had not found anything like that on the 9th Floor.


  For instance, whether or not she could stand guard along the hallways. The problem was that hallway security was now handled by Cocytus’ personal vassals. If she did so, it might be taken as mistrusting Cocytus’ subordinates. That would be indirectly insulting Cocytus.


  She knew this was just a selfish impulse of hers, but her body told her that it wanted to work hard and throw off a spray of sweat — even though the undead did not sweat.


  Is there really nothing to do… I’m envious of the regular maids...


  Since she did not have anything to do in terms of her primary vocation of “battle” , then she would just have to perform her secondary tasks as a “maid”.


  However, if she did that, it would lead to a fatal problem.


  In Nazarick, there were beings known as the regular maids, in addition to the Battle Maids.


  To them, the work of a maid was their primary vocation. They were the main force responsible for such tasks. Therefore, it would be strange to arrange for such work if it did not revolve around them. If anyone asked why, the simple and natural answer would be because the Supreme Beings had arranged it in that way.


  In other words, even if Yuri found work which could be done, it was very likely that it had already been assigned to someone else. In contrast, if it had not been assigned to someone else, then there was probably some special reason behind that.


  With those reasons in mind, if Yuri performed those tasks, she would be taking their jobs. Of course they would not show their displeasure if Yuri had actually done that. But when Yuri put herself in their shoes and thought about how it would feel to have someone take her work away, she no longer wished to do so.


  Yuri once more thought about the two people in confinement.


  If laboring to one’s last breath for Nazarick was the greatest joy imaginable, then betraying them was the most horrific torture. It was deeply ironic that she, as a free person, could understand the sentiments of those two people so well.


  “Haa…”


  From deep within herself, Yuri exhaled the dissatisfaction which filled her.


  —Crunch crunch.


  “Aiyaya, what’s wrong, Yuri-nee? Stomachache?”


  The person addressing her in such a casual tone was one of her sisters, Lupusregina Beta.


  She had the same smile she always had, but the fact that she had asked that question while knowing full well she was undead was clearly to tease her.


  Yuri narrowed her eyes and glared back.


  And in the face of that innocent, pure-hearted smile, she sighed again.


  “Uwah~ How mean, to sigh when you see your little sister’s cute face~”


  “I do envy you…”


  One could almost see the question mark appear on top of Lupusregina’s head.


  The reason why Yuri envied her was not for her happy-go-lucky personality, but for her area of responsibility.


  Lupusregina was one of the busier Battle Maids. Her job was to defend Carne Village — although she felt that the word “village” could no longer be used to describe something of that scale — and maintain its security. More precisely, her purpose was to observe and remain alert while preventing the leakage of the technologies developed within the village, among other colorful tasks.


  I’m sure she finds her job very meaningful.


  Yuri’s gaze then turned to another one of her sisters, who had been entrusted with an equally meaningful task.


  Her little sister had her mouth half-open — Narberal Gamma.


  She had been sitting motionlessly on the sofa since just now, her mouth half-open as she looked into the air. Her typically energetic ponytail drooped lifelessly.


  —Crunch crunch.


  “Nar-chan, what’s wrong with you?”


  “Nothing, I guess I’m just spacing out.”


  The two of them were talking, but Narberal’s eyes were still fixed in space, making people think that something was there.


  Yuri’s eyelashes twitched.


  As a Battle Maid, one ought to behave accordingly, even in the privacy of their own room. However, before Yuri could say anything, Lupusregina spoke up first.


  “Well, it can’t be helped. She’s resting, after all.”


  “Was she like this in the past?”


  “Nar-chan’s security for Ainz-sama, after all. When she’s outside, she can’t let Ainz-sama see anyone being rude, she has to decide whether or not to immediately kill anyone who’s rude to Ainz-sama, and then she has to focus herself to stay on alert for the enemy, so wouldn’t that wind her up? It’s only when she’s in a safe space that she can unwind, so it can’t be helped. Also, a face like that might be pretty normal for her species.”


  She thought about the face of the Treasury’s Area Guardian. Indeed, her face seemed to resemble his.


  Yuri cast out the mental image of the their two faces overlapping.


  Speaking of which, if I say that Narberal’s attitude isn’t fitting of a Battle Maid, then isn’t the way I keep sighing even less fitting? I can’t do that.


  Sebas had said before that “One who stands above others must be an example for their lessers”. As their big sister, and as their assistant leader, she had to project an image that could serve as a role model for her little sisters.


  Since the Supreme Beings had made Yuri as the eldest of the sisters, then Yuri had an obligation to play the role of the eldest sister to the hilt. That would be a combination of her loyalty to and repaying the kindness of her creator, Yamaiko.


  However — how should she do it?


  —Crunch crunch.


  “Yuri-nee, you’ve been looking pretty suspicious since just now. What’re you doing?”


  After pondering whether or not to give an honest answer, she decided to use Lupusregina’s question to speak her mind. She would have Lupusregina lend her a hand… or a paw, as it were.


  “...I have no tasks to perform.”


  “Ahh~”


  Lupusregina looked at Yuri like she was gazing upon a starving refugee from afar.


  Her eyebrows twitched, but she powered through the impulse. She was a person who worked at the behest of the Supreme Beings. Her currently unoccupied self could not hope to compare. She had to know her place.


  “Yuri-nee, didn’t you go to the Treasury with Ainz-sama?”


  “...Just once.”


  “After that?”


  “...Not at all.:


  “Ah~”


  Lupusregina cast her eyes to the air. Strangely enough, it seemed to be the same place where Narberal was looking..


  Hm hm… Is it something which people who aren’t working can’t see…?


  —Crunch crunch.


  “...So what have you been eating since just now?”


  “Oh, these? You slice potatoes thinly, then fry them, and then you sprinkle salt on them. I had the head chef make them — they’re delicious.”


  Lupusregina pulled out several thin potato slices, delivered them to her mouth, and then ate them.


  Crunch crunch.


  They made a crisp, lively sound.


  No, in truth she already knew what Lupusregina was eating. Yuri could not consume food, but she could prepare it. Her skills were simple and could not produce special effects from special ingredients, but when it came to regular dishes, she could make just about anything.


  Then why had she asked that question out loud—


  “—Eating while standing is hardly graceful, and the crumbs are falling everywhere. Remember to clean up afterwards.”


  The regular maids did not clean this room. Instead, Yuri and the others took turns to clean it. That said, it was fundamentally Yuri cleaning up for the other two while they were out to work. The reason why they did not let the regular maids in here was not so much that they did not want to let their jobs be taken, but more that their pride refused to allow them to let others clean up their own messes.


  Thus, ordering the person who had clearly dirtied the room to clean it up was only to be expected. Even if that person was under the orders of the Supreme Being and led a busy life every day.


  In addition, having someone eat something which went crunch crunch while she was feeling frustrated made Yuri angry, as though she was being looked down upon.


  This was her complaint against Lupusregina, who had made an undead being like herself feel that way.


  “Okie~”


  —Crunch crunch.


  Irritation flooded Yuri’s heart.


  —So help me, I will throw a silver dagger at you.


  Lupusregina was a Werewolf, and while she was weak against silver and similar metals, she possessed a resistance to other metals as well.


  For instance, a silver weapon would increase its damage done to her by 25 points, while weapons of other metals would do 10 points less damage. The final damage was calculated after subtracting defensive strength and the like, so if that value was zero, even a silver weapon would not be able to do her harm. Since it was only a silver dagger, a light throw would not cause any damage to her.


  However, silver was the metal which Lupusregina hated the most. Just touching it disgusted her. One could say it was the best metal to punish her with.


  Perhaps she had used her skill [Animal Instinct] to sense Yuri’s thoughts, but Lupusregina hastily spoke up.


  “H-hang on! Come on, give me a break while we’re off-duty. I’ll speak properly in front of Ainz-sama and stuff, I’m a capable woman, you know.”


  A capable woman. Yuri was about to furrow her brows when she heard that, but then she thought that Lupusregina was working harder than her, so she could not say anything.


  I want to work too… No, Yuri. How can you be jealous of this girl?


  Yuri beat back the Dark Yuri within her heart. Then, she felt something connecting at the same moment as she heard a voice.


  『—Yuri Alpha.』


  Nobody in Nazarick could possibly mistake the owner of that voice for any other.


  “A-Ainz-sama!”


  Yuri genuflected in the appropriate posture of greeting.


  Of course, her Master was not here and he was probably not watching. However, she could not show any disrespect to her Master’s voice.


  『...I have a request for you. Come to my room… ahem, my room in Nazarick.』


  “A request for me?!” Her absolute Master had no need to ask Yuri Alpha for anything. All he had to do was give an order. “I will proceed there at once!”


  『—Umu. And hurry.』


  After saying so, the [Message] ended.


  “Was that from Ainz-sama?”


  “Yes, he said he had a request for me.”


  The tension and passion she was feeling was so surprising that it made her face stiffen up.


  As an undead being, her strong emotions should have been suppressed, but the enthusiasm kept welling up inside her.


  Right now, she was like Shalltear.


  For some reason, she felt excited despite being undead. While that might have been because of a status abnormality like [Blood Frenzy], she could not conclude that was the case.


  Even the undead could be divided into those who could feel strong emotions and those who could not. In order to ascertain this, the Guardian Overseer Albedo had taken it upon herself (apparently) to experimentally investigate the matter.


  She gathered superior undead mercenary monsters, undead created by the Supreme One’s skills, as well as automatically spawned lesser undead generated by Nazarick in order to collect various data from all of them. Yuri had taken part in that exercise as well.


  However, these experiments had begun with a special experiment just for Shalltear, and it sparked a great uproar between Albedo and Shalltear that soon spiralled out of control. In the end, the experiment was terminated with no definite findings. After that, she had been interested in hearing about the results of the research as an experimental participant herself. She heard from Albedo — who had been punished to do cleaning with a mop — that it was hard to reach a conclusion due to the lack of information on the superior undead beings in this world, so the plan had been temporarily put on hold.


  Yuri vaguely recalled Demiurge saying that if that research had been conducted in a different place, perhaps it might allow the undead to feel strong emotions.


  At that time, would she be able to express her emotions more fully?


  And would that be a good thing?


  She did not know if the upwelling within her was one of unease or anticipation, but Yuri locked away her personal thoughts on the matter. She would be appearing before the Supreme One soon, and she had to focus herself.


  “—Then I’ll be off. I don’t think anything will happen, but please take care of things if they do.”


  “Kay~”


  “I understand. Take care, Yuri-nee.”


  Narberal interrupted Lupusregina just as she was about to raise a thumb that was oily from her potato chips.


  The relaxed mood around her up till now had vanished.


  Narberal had her usual faint smile on her. Her ponytail was still drooping slightly, but one could say it was the same as always. Time spent with the Supreme One was special.


  “Oi, oi, she was saying that to me!”


  Ignoring the voice of her little sister from behind, Yuri set forth.


  There was no special meaning to that.


  She had been summoned by the Supreme One, so spending even a second extra in conversation with her sisters was a waste. It was most definitely not because her sister’s smile had angered her.
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Part 3


  Yuri Alpha arrived before the chambers of her Supreme Master. On either side were the insectoid vassals Cocytus had assigned as sentries, who remained stock still. While they were higher-level than Yuri, it was nothing worth worrying about. More than that, Yuri’s heart was focused on the thick, heavy door before her.


  She exhaled — of course, Yuri did not need to breathe, so she was just going through the motions — and inhaled. Then, she worked her shoulders up and down, as though to relieve her tension.


  Her tension was not for a good reason, such as excitement at being summoned to the chambers of the Supreme One. It was for a bad reason.


  That was because she could not think of a reason why she would be selected out of all the entities in Nazarick who were stronger and wiser than herself. The most likely possibility was that he had business with herself, as the assistant leader of the Pleiades Seven Sisters. However, Yuri felt it was more likely that the Supreme One was going to rebuke her for idleness.


  These negative thoughts kept floating up in her head, and they weighed down Yuri’s footsteps. Whatever the answer was, she would find out when the door opened.


  Yuri reached out to knock.


  And then, the regular maid Decrement poked her head out. She was probably on duty today.


  She was a lively, short-haired maid.


  Her pure and innocent eyes were always sparkling, and her movements were as cute as a small animal, bringing the usual smile to Yuri’s face. In particular, the regular maid Increment — who was made by the same Supreme Being as Yuri’s own creator — had a way of tensing up her back while she was reading which made Yuri feel very warm.


  However, Decrement’s air of vitality was gone. It would not be quite right to say that she was nervous about her shift today. The slightly green tint to her face conveyed a sense of fear.


  Something cold flowed down Yuri’s back. Her heart which should not be beating lurched.


  What tragedy had happened before Yuri had arrived?


  However, once she recognized who Yuri was, a hint of relief came to Decrement’s eyes, and she regained a bit of her composure. Why was it that a maid who should have kept these emotions hidden could not help but reveal them?


  The look on Decrement’s face implied that the situation was the opposite of what Yuri had imagined.


  Whatever the situation within the room was, Yuri’s arrival had put Decrement at ease. In other words, Yuri’s presence had saved Decrement.


  “I am Yuri Alpha. I present myself in response to Ainz-sama’s summons.”


  “I understand. Please wait a moment.”


  As expected, her voice carried a hint of relief within it.


  The door before Yuri closed. Naturally, Decrement was awaiting the instructions of her Master within the room.


  Yuri gulped audibly, preparing herself for whatever awaited her within the room.


  Decrement opened the door once more.


  “Ainz-sama has granted his permission. Please enter.”


  As though she was urged forward by Decrement’s uncharacteristically tense voice, Yuri entered.


  Yuri’s gaze rested on her Master, while she took in the interior of the room without moving her eyes — the situation was grave, and when Yuri sensed what had happened, her face twisted for a moment.


  It was no wonder that Decrement had that look on her face. Being made by the same Supreme Being, it was only natural that they would have the same expression when they were worried.


  However, Yuri worked to ignore that, and so she passed through the door, arriving before her master.


  “—Your servant, Yuri Alpha, has come in response to your summons, Ainz-sama.”


  Yuri bowed her head, and Ainz responded immediately, as though he wanted her to raise it immediately.


  “Mm. You came just in time, Yuri.”


  Her master slowly steepled his fingers in front of his mouth.


  “Do you know what I wish to say?”


  “If you will permit your servant to guess…”


  Yuri wanted to look at a certain corner of the room, but she resisted.


  “...Is that so. Well, that makes things easier.”


  Yuri knew her Master’s eyes had left her, going in the direction she was strenuously trying to ignore.


  Yuri stiffened her resolve, and spoke.


  “Does it concern that matter?”


  “Indeed. That is precisely the matter.”


  In that place was Yuri’s sister, Solution Epsilon.


  For some reason, she was in a seiza position.


  The fact that she would be sitting in that posture within the room of the Supreme One suggested that she had done something worthy of rebuke.


  Yuri was undead, but her gut suddenly cramped up.


  “...W-what has, my sister done?”


  “Umu…”


  The Supreme One slowly rose from his seat. Then, he turned his back on Yuri. After looking to the sky for several seconds, he turned his head around and spoke.


  “Solution took my Miyoshi-kun, no, Miyoshi — I don’t know if you know, so I shall quickly explain; he is a Sapphire Slime which I use for certain purposes, and Solution has hidden him away somewhere. Even when I asked her, she refused to speak. Therefore, I called you over.”


  “Aieee!”


  A strangled shriek escaped Yuri’s lips.


  That was a truly monstrous sin. It would not be surprising if one were to be executed for it. No, it was a sin which demanded the complete annihilation of the party in question. Since Solution had committed such a grave offense, she could not even begin to beg for leniency on her behalf.


  Yuri mustered up all her strength to speak.


  “...If she must be questioned, your servant submits that Neuronist-sama might be more suitable.”


  Yuri desperately struggled to keep the tears which the undead should not possess from escaping her eyes.


  She had to kill off their sisterly ties. This was the appropriate attitude to take with one who had disrespected the Supreme Beings.


  “...I will not do that. Firstly, if I seriously intended to investigate this matter, I would only need to read her memories.”


  “Yes!”


  Indeed, that was correct. That would mean the reason why she had been called up was to shoulder her responsibility as elder sister, to make Solution confess even if she had to use harsh methods.


  “—Understood!”


  Yuri hardened her heart.


  Solution was a Slime. Thus, she was adept at dealing with physical attacks, and she possessed an especially strong resistance to piercing or slashing attacks. However, bludgeoning attacks could hurt her.


  Yuri activated her gauntlets, having them envelop her fists. Then, she stepped towards Solution.


  “..Wait.”


  This time, her supreme master had given an order.


  “May I know what is the matter, Ainz-sama?”


  “Yuri, what did you intend to do?”


  “...Your servant was planning to interrogate Solution.”


  “...Umu. Then, then why, are you using your gauntlets to cover your fists?”


  Yuri realised her Master’s intent, and then she was stunned. The implication was that he wanted Yuri to carry out the procedure with her bare hands. She would directly feel the sensations of striking her little sister, thus tormenting Yuri, the person carrying it out.


  “U-understood. If that is what you command, Ainz-sama.”


  Yuri returned her gauntlets to their standby state. Her supreme Master grunted and nodded, then tilted his head.


  “Hm?,,, It feel like my question was not answered, but if you understand, then that will make things simple. Well, forget it. Let’s go with this. In that case, get the answer from Solution, Yuri.”


  “Yes!”


  Yuri stood before Solution. Perhaps she knew what would happen to her after this, but her little sister merely looked downwards. Yuri raised her fist high, prepared to strike.


  “—Stop!”


  Yuri sensed worriedness in her Master’s voice as her body went stiff, and then she looked back.


  “You… what were you planning to do?”


  Yuri did not understand what her Master’s words meant, and she was confused.


  “No, ah, in accordance with your orders, your servant was planning to obtain the answer from Solution…”


  “...Uh...hm? ...Was I mistaken? Let me ask again, how did you intend to make Solution answer me?”


  “Yes! Your servant intended to beat her until she was near death, and get the answer from her while her mind was clouded.”


  After hearing this, her Master suddenly froze. Then, he stared closely at Yuri.


  Had she said something wrong? After nervousness swept over Yuri, her Master turned his back to her once more.


  After a few eternal seconds, her master slowly began to speak.


  “Yuri. That was not what I ordered. Perhaps Solution hid my Miyoshi because she was obeying some wish of Herohero-san’s. It is something which she cannot tell me. That was why I was thinking that perhaps you could help me ask her for the answer.”


  “M-my sincerest apologies!”


  Yuri hurriedly put her hands on the floor and bowed deeply.


  Indeed, if it was for that reason, then she would not be blamed. The assistant butler could be excused because the Supreme Beings had decided that he should be that way. However, it was one thing to permit it and and another to like it.


  “—It is fine. Incidentally, I believe you are mistaken. I am not angry at what Solution did. Rather, I find it quite intriguing.”


  Yuri noticed that it was not just her expression which had changed, but Decrement and even Solution as well.


  Why was that? Before Yuri could ask, her Master had already spoken.


  “—Solution.”


  “...Y-yes, Ainz-sama.”


  This was the first time Yuri had heard her sister speak since she had entered the room. Her voice was very much unlike that of the Solution which she knew.


  Her Master circled around the table, passed near Yuri, and stood in front of Solution. Then, her Master took out a data crystal. It would seem he knew what abilities the crystal had just by holding it, but almost all data crystals shared the same appearance, and only certain job classes could tell their types apart by their exteriors alone.


  “I now give you an order. While there is no doubt that this item belongs to me — destroy it.”


  “T-though it is your will, p-please forgive me, Ainz-sama…”


  Solution refused in a trembling voice.


  “I see. Then, let’s move on.”


  Her master pointed to the lamp on the ceiling.


  “That light is part of my room, but you are to destroy it.”


  “B-but…”


  “Repairing damage to the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick requires the payment of a fee. However, one can repair a certain sum’s worth of damage every day for no charge. In particular, the upper floors were designed to be particularly cheap given the fact that intruders often attempted to invade, so even repairing the entire floor is not a great expense… In contrast, things on the 9th Floor are quite expensive. Well, items within the royal suites are usually expensive; that’s the usual impression one would have of them in the world.”


  Her master spread his arms.


  “Even so, repairing a single lamp is no great expense, and it should fall under the amount for the free daily repairs. Very well — proceed.”


  “...Is that really alright?”


  “This is my order, so it is fine. Do it.”


  Solution rose and walked below the lamp and extended her hand. The slimy hand engulfed the lamp, and after a while one could hear the sound of dissolving and crushing.


  With one of the lights destroyed, the interior of the room grew slightly darker.


  “I see, I see. So I should consider that I can order damage to be dealt to the guild base so long as it does not cause incur an actual loss to the Guild, then? Solution, why did you break it? Or rather, why could you break it?”


  Solution had a surprised look on her face.


  “...I see, it would seem there was a problem with the way I asked that question. Pay it no heed. Then… if you can do damage so long as it does not incur a loss to the Guild, what is the extent of damage which would qualify as a loss? ...The creator’s instinct? Or was it because I ordered it? What is different from summoned monsters? Is there a difference between Aura and Mare? Hmm, now this is interesting.”


  Her Master seemed to be in a world of his own, as though there was nobody else within his eyes.


  “Still, you could only destroy it because friendly fire was enabled, so would this have originally incurred a cost? If that’s the case, then fighting within Nazarick would be very troublesome… I need to investigate this in detail. This is wonderful, Solution. If you had not hidden Miyoshi-kun away, I would not have thought to look into this.”


  With that, her Master turned around and looked at Solution.


  “You’ve given me quite an interesting research topic. Well done.”


  “M-my deepest thanks, Ainz-sama.”


  Yuri could understand Solution’s confusion very well. The reason she had earned the Supreme One’s praise was far too mysterious for their meager powers of reason to comprehend.


  “Then, I shall continue the investigation. Yuri, give your possessions to Solution.”


  There was no hesitation as Yuri handed over her precious gauntlets — which had been made by her creator — to Solution.


  “Now, destroy them.”


  “I - I beg your forgiveness, Ainz-sama.”


  Solution lowered her head.


  “Hmmm. I’ll take it that you can’t destroy her possessions. Then—”


  A Death Knight suddenly appeared before her Master.


  “Destroy this.”


  Solution shook her still-lowered head.


  “You can’t destroy a Death Knight which I made? Then, can you swallow it without damaging it?”


  “If that is all.”


  Solution approached the Death Knight and pressed her face to it.


  Her head swelled up like it was floating, and her hair lost its false form, revealing its true nature as dirty-colored slime as it swallowed the Death Knight whole. After that, Solution’s head returned to normal, and the massive form which had been standing there had vanished without a trace.


  “Hmm. ...If I had the Death Knight disappear in this state, would it cause you any harm?”


  “No, not at all.”


  “Really now. Then I shall do it. Good, I see, hm… in other words, the basic consideration is that concealment by itself is not a crime? In that case, maintaining another shape should be the important point, then? Or is there some other reason? Is allegiance the key…? Or is it a system reason? Friendly fire is active, no? It’s also possible that it might be purely due to unwillingness… huh. As I thought, this does merit careful study. That said, I’ve conducted all sorts of experiments, but I haven’t investigated enough. The fact that I could reaffirm that point is also an excellent out—”


  Her chattering Master suddenly fell silent. Then he clapped his hands and looked to Yuri.


  “...What am I doing? Didn’t I call Yuri here to get the location of Miyoshi-kun out of Solution? Forgive me. I seem to have lost myself in my investigations”


  “No, I would not dare. Your servant understands that your investigations are very important, Ainz-sama.”


  It was immediately obvious that her Master was pondering a complex and difficult problem. Perhaps if one of the two intellectual peaks of Nazarick were here, they might be able to explain a part of their Master’s thoughts. Unfortunately, neither of them were present. As a result, all she knew was that being able to understand her Master was an amazing thing, but she did not know exactly how amazing it was.


  Yuri was a little unsatisfied with that.


  “Now then… go speak with Solution and find out why she did such a thing.”


  “Yes! I hear and obey!”


  She wanted to say that her sister was speaking normally now, but Yuri mentally shook her head. Her Master must have roughly gathered the reason why.


  She recalled what Sebas had said today.


  As the one who had assembled the Supreme Beings, there was no way he could not have seen through her little sister’s thoughts. In other words, there must be some special reason for this.


  Yuri turned back to Solution, who had resumed her seiza position at some point.


  “Before I ask you where you hid Miyoshi-kun-sama, answer a question for me. Why did you do such a thing? Miyoshi-kun-sama is Ainz-sama’s possession. You should have known that.”


  Solution’s eyes flickered.


  In order to keep her from evading the question, Yuri pressed both her hands on her face and forced their eyes to meet.


  For someone with no fixed form like Solution, escaping from between those hands should have been easy as pie. However, she did not do so. Incidentally, Solution’s eyeballs were also fake, so meeting her gaze was meaningless. After all, she did not use vision to perceive others. Even so, she locked eyes with her elder sister, because Solution could understand how she felt.


  The two of them looked at each other.


  Finally, Solution’s lips moved.


  “Yuri-nee… I-I’m not happy with this.”


  What aren’t you happy with? The reason why she did not ask that was because Yuri sensed that Solution had not finished speaking. Thus, she released her grip on Solution’s face, and stepped back.


  “...Ainz-sama!”


  Solution’s eyes turned from Yuri to her Master.


  “Why! Tell me why! I am a Slime too! I can clean you better than Miyoshi-kun-sama! Why! Why won’t you let me bathe with you and lick your glorious body clean?!”


  Her Master turned around.


  Sensing rejection from his attitude, Solution’s face was filled with despair. Yuri could understand this misery very well, and from the corner of her eye, she saw Decrement making the same face.


  Why did it end up like this… if that was not what the Supreme Beings wished for… then my dear little sister will have committed a terrible sin...


  It was a grave offense, worthy of capital punishment. No, there was no other possible response to it than the death penalty.


  Just how long had passed since her Master had turned around? While the actual amount of time had probably not been very long, it felt like several times that amount to Yuri. When would he give the order to punish her sister?


  Finally, a question rang through the air.


  “...That’s it?”


  “What else could there be?!”


  Solution wept in response to her Master’s question — although her tears were only a part of her body, and they were reabsorbed back into her when they reached her chin.


  She could understand her sister’s feelings, but—


  “Solution Epsilon! How dare you!”


  At the very least, she wanted it to be done with her own hands, those of her elder sister. With that in mind, Yuri clenched her fists—


  “—It’s fine. Yuri, there…”


  「——可以了。由莉，无……」


  She looked over because of her Master’s voice, and so her eyes met the red points of light staring at her. No, that was not right. His gaze might have appeared to be resting on Yuri, but that was not the case. It was as though he were looking at something far away, far, far away.


  Did something happen, Yuri thought as she stopped moving, and then she heard a faint voice saying something along the lines of “Muscle— Brain—?”


  The voice was very soft, so she did not hear it clearly. As Yuri’s Master looked upon her confused form, he coughed to clear his throat.


  “No, Yuri. Ah… there is no need to strike her. In any event, I am not angry, no?”


  “Understood! My deepest thanks!”


  Yuri’s eyes could not help but moisten up at her Master’s broad and merciful heart, which could forgive even Solution’s disrespectful attitude. No, if she were not undead, she would surely be weeping copiously by now.


  “Uh, Umu… then. Solution. I understand how you feel. It would seem my considerations were not quite appropriate. As for why I did not order you to do so, Solution, one reason was because you were not made by me. If I did so. I would be ashamed to face Herohero-san.”


  “Herohero-sama?!”


  Perhaps it was because he had mentioned the Supreme Being who had made her, but Solution made a sound which one would hardly imagine she could have produced under normal circumstances.


  “Umu. Indeed, that is so. Allowing someone like yourself — who would be Herohero-san’s daughter — to do such ah, what, well, that sort of thing, would surely result in a scolding for me.”


  Solution lowered her head, and soon after she raised it again.


  “...Ainz-sama, please accept my sincerest apologies. Your servant will gladly accept any punishment you wish to mete out.”


  “Umu, it is as I just said. On this occasion, my considerations were not complete. If I had explained this from the start, then this would not have happened… Solution, I will not pursue that adorable little rampage of yours… the events of what happened today shall remain a secret between the four of us. Do you have any objections?”


  There was no way there could be any such objections.


  Yuri breathed a sigh of relief in her heart.


  It was good that her sister had not been killed.


  “Then… where is my Miyoshi?”


  “Here,” Solution’s mouth swelled up greatly, and a blue slime flowed out of it. “It is.”


  “Oh…”


  Solution held the Slime in her hands and respectfully offered it to Ainz. However, her Master did not reach out to take it.


  “Solution, put him back where you found him. And don’t forget to let him soak in water.”


  Her Masters intention was to have her follow through on her responsibility until the end.


  When one thought about it, that was only to be expected.


  Just as Yuri began feeling ashamed of not having noticed how obvious that was, Solution rose and left the room.


  “—Ainz-sama, I cannot thank you enough for the mercy you have shown Solution.”


  “Hm?” Her Master, who was watching Solution leave, seemed to speak in order to revive his spirits. “No, it was simply that I failed to consider the full picture. I should have tried considering Solution’s side of things… although, I had no intention of entrusting her with bathing duties under any circumstances.”


  “Even so, I am still extremely grateful.”


  “Hmm… speaking of which, are you Battle Maids dissatisfied with the current situation in any way?”


  “May I know what you mean by that?”


  “I did not notice Solution’s discontentment. I have failed as a Master.”


  “But that is—”


  Yuri stopped halfway because her Master had raised his hand.


  “Well, please hear me out. I would like you to help me find out if the other Battle Maids are dissatisfied in any way. In the past, I had a Death Knight ask the Guardians about the same thing. Granted, at that time I was only asking about what resources they needed. Then, Yuri Alpha.”


  “Here!”


  “I now bestow upon you a task. Go and meet with the other Battle Maids and see if they are unhappy with their current environment and treatment.”


  “Understood. Your servant shall immediately carry this out.”


  “—Also, I will leave you with a warning. When you encounter an unknown enemy, you are not to say anything along the lines of ‘We’ll punch them first and think about whether we can beat them later’, do you understand?”


  “Y-yes. I understand.”


  A momentary confusion left Yuri unable to immediately respond. That was because she had no idea why her Master would be saying something like that to her. However, it was an order from the Supreme One, so naturally all she could do was obey.


  She was forbidden to punch them and then consider whether or not they could be beaten.


  Yuri made a mental note of that.
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Part 4



  


After emerging from her Master’s chambers, Yuri thought: Now then, how should I proceed?


  Yuri had to meet Shizu and Entoma. The Supreme One would check on Lupusregina and Narberal by himself.


  Of course, Yuri balked at the thought of troubling her Master with such things, but since her master had already said so, there was no need to say anything else.


  Ahh… Please don’t do anything weird.


  After what Solution had done just now, if Lupusregina did something weird again, the overall reputation of the Pleiades would assuredly drop. No, it would be good enough if the problem could be settled by a mere lack of approval. Her gut ached despite the fact that she was undead.


  “Let’s finish this as soon as possible.”


  If she finished this quickly and returned to the two of them, perhaps she might be able to prevent any fatal situations from developing.


  However, she did not know where Shizu was, though she knew Entoma’s location.


  Therefore, Yuri activated an item which only she possessed as the assistant leader.


  “Can you hear me?”


  『—Ara~ Yuri-nee, what’s the matter』


  A calm, gentle voice spoke in her head.


  “Au-chan, I’m sorry to bother you, but I need a favor. Could you help me find where Shizu is?”


  She was one of the Pleiades Seven Sisters, Aureole Omega.


  Yuri was in communication with her little sister, the Area Guardian of the Cherry Blossom Sanctuary. Usually, she would know the movements of all of the Seven Sisters.


  『Shizu-nee? I understand. ...Ah, she’s on the 6th Floor. ...Do you need me to send out one of my servants, the Uka-no-Mitama, to lead the way?』


  The Uka-no-Mitama was a level 85 monster who was adept in the use of mental-type magic. She had two forms — a short-haired girl in a fox mask, and a bestial form which sacrificed the ability to use all magic in exchange for a tremendous boost in her physical combat ability.


  There was also a young man who wore a sun-motif mask within the Cherry Blossom Sanctuary, a servant known as Ootoshi.


  (TL Note: Uka-no-Mitama-no-Kami is a Japanese god of food and the patron of Inari Taisha, while Ootoshi-no-Kami is Uka-no-Mitama-no-Kami’s elder brother)


  “No, there’s no need for that. I just need to ask the Guardians of the 6th Floor, Aura-sama or Mare-sama, and I’ll know where she is.”


  『I understand. Then, if they don’t know either, please contact me again.』


  “Mm, I shall leave it to you when that time comes. Still, the Uka-no-Mitama are your servants, so do they not have the sacred duty of defending your domain? While you’re only lending out one of them, is that really alright?”


  『Yes. When Ainz-sama graced me with his presence, I received permission to send up to two of them outside the Cherry Blossom Sanctuary at any one time.』


  “Is that so? Then that should be fine.


  Her little sister was currently on the 8th Floor, and she could not go there directly. Even the Ring of Ainz Ooal Gown would not be able to travel directly to the Cherry Blossom Sanctuary. Instead, it would teleport one some distance away from it. With her servants as shields, she ought to have enough time to flee to the 9th Floor.


  『Thank you for your concern. However, I have other defenders in addition to the Uka-no-Mitama, so it is fine.』


  “I see.” Having said this much, going on any further would just be rudeness instead. “In that case, I’ll be counting on you when the time comes.”


  『Yes, please leave it to me.』


  Her giggling voice made Yuri think of her littlest sister crossing her arms with an adorable smile on her face.


  With a smile that cut through all her previous unease, Yuri ended the conversation.


  “Now then — let’s go.”


  Yuri permitted the demons to escort her through the searing-hot world of the 7th Floor, and then she passed through the door leading to the 6th Floor.


  Right after that, a Dark Elf came towards her, back facing the arena.


  It was Aura.


  Floor Guardians could sense the people who entered the floors which were their responsibility. However, it would be more accurate to say that they could sense the activation of the teleport gates, but there were conditions which had to be met and some restrictions.


  After learning that the person teleporting over was Yuri, Aura slowed her pace. Still, even though she had slowed down, she was still a level 100 NPC and thus far swifter than Yuri.


  “Are~ what’s wrong, Yuri? Heading out to the first floor to work as usual? Or did you come to play?”


  “No, I came here today to find you, Au—”


  Yuri told herself that she had to say this.


  “—Aura-sama.”


  Aura’s eyebrows shifted. The change in the way she was addressed told her whether or not Yuri had come on personal or official business.


  Aura, Mare, Pestonya, Eclair and Yuri were close enough that they could refer to each other with nicknames outside of work. That was because the Supreme Beings who had made them were close to each other, and they felt similarly close to each other. They would occasionally gather on this floor. The fact that she had not addressed her by a nickname meant—


  “I see. So its work today? Were you passing through? Or is there something important you have to do here? Oh, and sorry Mare isn’t around.”


  While she was curious as to where Mare — who rarely wandered outside — had gone, that was not the first question Yuri should be asking when she was carrying out a task.


  “Yes, it’s fine. I did not come here to seek out the two of you, but I have business with Shizu, who should be here.”


  “...Shizu? Ahhh, yes, she’s on this floor.”


  The tone with which she said those words turned Yuri’s mood dark.


  Had her little sister been causing trouble for people here too?


  Yuri felt her gut ache again. How many times had she experienced this sensation in less than an hour? Perhaps she ought to gather all her sisters and train them up properly.


  Yes — I have to be strict!


  Yuri struggled to to keep her eyebrows from knitting up, and she asked Aura a question with an unnatural-seeming smile on her face. While she did not want to ask it, she had to. Then, if it turned out that something had happened, she was prepared to apologize on behalf of her younger sisters as their eldest sibling.


  “Eh, ah, d-did something happened?”


  “H-m~ well, I suppose we do have something to talk about. Could you come with me for a while?”


  I hate this, Yuri thought as she followed Aura’s lead.


  They left the Colosseum and entered the forest.


  Walking in primeval jungles was extremely annoying. In particular, Yuri’s long skirts meant that she had to slow down in order not to get them caught onto things. Of course, the maids’ uniforms were magic items and would not be torn by mere branches. Even so, she had to take care of the clothing which the Supreme Being Yamaiko-sama had bestowed upon her.


  Aura seemed to have understood this, given that she was leading the way at a pace slower than her usual speed.


  We would be fine if we were riding Fenfen...


  The mighty beast with the comfortable pelt had the ability to pass through the earth, so he would not get caught up on thorny paths or environments like this forest, and that effect also extended to his riders and their possessions. She held the idea in her heart but did not give voice to it, because that would be too wilful.


  In the end she was led to a corner of the forest, where was a lifeform which looked like a white ball of fur about two meters across, in the shadow of a tree. There was no sign of Shizu at all. There was nobody else besides the furry ball lifeform. However, Aura had brought her to this place, which meant that there was something here which was connected to Shizu.


  No—


  If it was Shizu, isn’t it possible that she could be hiding? Or is she invisible?


  Shizu was not on the level of a professional, but she could conceal herself and turn invisible. In addition, there was also—


  Yuri took off her ornamental glasses and changed it for another pair.


  These glasses could see through invisibility.


  “—Ggh!”


  Yuri’s eyes went wide as she discovered Shizu.


  Aura must have seen Yuri’s expression. She went “Mm, mm” and nodded, her expression seeming to say, “that’s how it is.”


  “I am very sorry,” Yuri apologized.


  Shizu was on top of the white ball of fur — a Spear Needle. She was buried face down in the fur of what resembled an angora rabbit. If one considered Shizu — whose arms and legs were spread wide open — to be a giant hand, it would be tightly gripping the white ball of fur.


  “Yup, that’s how it is. This poor kid was calling for help, saying ‘ahhhh, she’s doing it again’ or something.”


  “Doing it again? Ah, no, has it always been like this?”


  “Always, Well, this is the first time she’s clung so tightly, though.”


  “I shall immediately recover her.”


  Yuri reached out, grabbing Shizu by the collar and planning to pull her out of the Spear Needle’s fluffy fur. However, she could not budge her. Shizu was clinging tightly to the Spear Needle, as though she were hugging it.


  “Shizu! Let go at once!”


  “...Denied. Denied. Denied.”


  “What do you mean by ‘denied’?”


  Though she planned to use force to pull her away, she ended up grabbing the Spear Needle’s fur too, and the magical beast yelped in pain.


  “Mmm, it hurts.”


  “Really now…” Yuri let go as she heard Aura speak on the beast’s behalf. “Shizu, I‘m going to get mad at you.”


  “...Yuri-nee, you are already angry.”


  “I’m serious. I’ll tell her that you’re not allowed to come here any more.”


  “...if you do that by yourself, Ainz-sama will be angry.”


  “I am here to see you on Ainz-sama’s orders. I trust you understand my meaning?”


  Shizu hopped off the Spear Needle in the blink of an eye.


  What Shizu had taken away from Yuri’s words was most definitely what her master had intended. While she had misunderstood, there was no need to correct her.


  Shizu touched her scarf and deactivated her invisibility spell.


  Her scarf was a legendary-class item imbued with several specialized stealth and ambush-type spells. It could even turn her invisible for a short while.


  In the moment Shizu jumped off, the Spear Needle ran off, as though to say “so long, I’m out of here.”


  Shizu watched it leave with regret in her eyes. While her expression had not changed much, as her elder sister, Yuri could pick out the minute differences on her face.


  “...Shizu, why did you do that?”


  “...”


  She looked aside, like a kid. It would seem she did not intend to answer.


  Then what should I do? As Yuri thought that, someone extended a helping hand from the side.


  “Well, Shizu often comes by and plasters herself to the magical beasts. Do you like them?”


  “...Mm.” After Aura said that, Shizu looked Yuri straight in the eye. “...They’re cute, so I like them.”


  “Yes, that’s how you are.”


  That was the kind of girl Shizu was. She liked cute things and furry things.


  “Ah~ It’s as I thought~ Well, I figured it’d be this way~”


  “...I want to raise one. Eclair’s been running from me recently.”


  “Umu~”


  Yuri looked into the sky. The 9th Floor had no cute creatures.


  For a moment, she wanted to ask Eclair to offer himself up here as a sacrifice, but that would be too cruel.


  How about something like Ainz-sama’s pet, Hamsuke? While its fur would stiffen on impact, said fur was quite soft under normal circumstances —yes, in that case, once I report what happened here to Ainz-sama, he’ll be able to come up with a good idea, I’m sure!


  In that case, one task would be dealt with.


  Shizu’s discontent stemmed from her desire for cute pets.


  Is that really alright? She had considered whether or not she should ask questions related to work like how the Guardians had been questioned, but she could not think of a way to allay Shizu’s frustration, so all she could do was ask her Master for help.


  “I understand. I will discuss how to satisfy you with Ainz-sama.”


  “Ahh, that’s right. If it’s Ainz-sama, it’ll be fine.”


  “...Mm.”


  The name of the Supreme One was very powerful. While her expression had not changed, her mood seemed to have changed from overcast to a sunny day.


  “...Ainz-sama. In that case, I want Hamsuke.”


  “I understand. That fur must be great.”


  “...Mm.”


  While Hamsuke might be a rarity in Nazarick, there might be many of her kind in the outside world.


  “...After Ainz-sama has finished what he’s doing, I’ll be able to go outside too.”


  “I do look forward to that. When the time comes, shall we visit the city which Ainz-sama rules together?”


  After smiling to her seemingly excited little sister, Yuri’s expression turned serious.


  “Come with me, Shizu.”


  “...Where are we going?”


  “To Entoma… Aura-sama, I apologize for the trouble Shizu has caused you.”


  “Hm? Oh, it’s fine. It’s not like when she pasted the one-yen stickers from before.”


  Yuri sighed, “Haaaaaah.”


  “Please paste the stickers which show you like something on your own things… Then it would seem she also gave you trouble back then. I do apologize.”


  “It’s fine, she didn’t paste any more after that. That stuff doesn’t come off with water. I thought it’d be easy, but it gave me quite a surprise.”


  “...Specially made by the Professor. They’re gone once they’re used, but Ainz-sama said he would mass produce them for me.”


  “Is that so, how nice.”


  Ainz-sama is really kind, Yuri thought as she sighed, and then she noticed the same look on Aura’s face. After that, it appeared that Aura had noticed her noticing, because they ended up looking at each other.


  “Ainz-sama is truly compassionate.”


  “Mm, I think he’s the nicest person after Bukubukuchagama-sama.”


  “...Shouldn’t that be after Yamaiko-sama?”


  “...It’s Bukubukuchagama-sama.”


  Yuri glared at Aura, and Aura did not shift her gaze.


  “...Ainz-sama is the nicest of all the Supreme Beings because he stayed behind.”


  They stared dumbly at Shizu after she said that. Nobody could object to her words.


  “Indeed.”


  “Yeah, er — hm? Looks like someone came in from above through the door. I didn’t get an intruder notification, so it should be someone from Nazarick, which means I can probably ignore it… But it wouldn’t be good to let them wait, so I’d better go over and take a look. How about the two of you? Entoma’s topside today, right? Shall we go together?”


  There were no objections to Aura’s suggestion.


  Both of them nodded and followed behind Aura. A glance behind the door that led to the 5th Floor revealed that there was someone — something — there.


  “A-ra~ It’s been a while, Aura. And Yuri and Shizu too.”


  While the tone made people think that each sentence ended with a <3 mark, the voice in which those words were spoken was hoarse and defied easy identification as male or female. This being truly deserved to be described as “monstrous”.


  It had a human’s body, but its head resembled a distorted squid. Said head sprouted six tentacles which reached all the way down to its thighs, and they writhed and twitched.


  Its body was the ghastly white of a drowned corpse. Its body was similarly swollen up like a drowned corpse and wrapped in many black leather straps in lieu of clothing, cutting deep into the skin like the string used to tie up sides of meat.


  The monster had four slender fingers on each hand, with webs between each finger. Its fingernails were very long and painted with pretty lacquer, and further decorated with bizarre nail designs.


  This was the Special Intelligence-gathering Officer of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick — known as Neuronist Painkill.


  “Are~ it’s rare to see you here, Neuronist. Is something the matter?”


  “Kukuku, someone mentioned that it had been a long time since the Worsts had met up, so I came here. I believe Kyouhukou will be coming along too.”


  “Ueeehh~”


  A look of clear disgust crossed Aura’s face.


  “Worst Job, Worst Personality, Worst Homebase, Worst Looks and Worst Lewdness?”


  “That’s right. Yuri, you’re — on — the — mark.”


  Neuronist nimbly closed one of its slimy-looking eyes. Had it come from someone better-looking, that movement might have been taken as a wink.


  “...What are you holding there?”


  “Ara~ Shizu, you’re interested in this? Kukuku, it’s an essential item for a lady. It’s perfume~”


  Neuronist waggled the cute bag in its left hand.


  “Well, this one’s for men. Did you notice Gashokukochuuou built a new home? This is a housewarming present.”


  “Perfume is essential for ladies? Isn’t it just for stinky people?”


  Yuri concealed her smile at Aura’s childish reply.


  “Kukukukuku, that’s still too early for you, Aura. But should the day come when you need it, onee-chan will personally impart all sorts of essential knowledge for ladies to you. That disgusting freak won’t teach you that sort of thing.”


  “Really? ...Ah… Well, I don’t quite get it, but is it stuff that’ll make people happy?”


  “...Ara. Make who happy? Kukuku, it feels like things are more interesting now. Say, Aura. Want to chat with onee-chan? ...There’s some time before the meeting.”


  Neuronist brought its massive face close to Aura’s, which twitched. Aura raised her hands to Yuri and the others, and then ran like a fleeing hare. The others could not help but be impressed by her speed, which was to be expected of a Floor Guardian.


  Neuronist could not possibly catch up to her, and so it rested its chin on its slender fingers as it muttered to itself.


  “Ara ara, I’ve been dumped.”


  After saying so in a voice that did not seem particularly disappointed, Neuronist shrugged to Yuri and Shizu.


  “...Well, I’ll be going, then. See you next time.”


  “Yes, see you next time.”


  They watched Neuronist wave lightly as it turned to walk off, and then Shizu asked a question.


  “...Neuronist is androgynous and thus has no gender, but why does it call itself ‘onee-chan’?”


  “Who knows? Perhaps the Supreme Beings decided that it should be that way.”


  “...I see, I can accept that.”
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Part 5



  


They would be looking for Entoma after this, and so Yuri led Shizu from the 4th Floor to the 2nd Floor. Then they went back down to the 3rd Floor, then ascended to the 1st Floor through the 2nd Floor. At last, they had reached the surface. They had taken several shortcuts along the way, but they had still walked a very long distance.


  If they had asked Shalltear the Floor Guardian, they could have shortened their journey, but Yuri had a hard time dealing with Shalltear, excusing herself hastily after a quick greeting.


  There was no way she could not feel uncomfortable after being eyed like a prey.


  On the surface, Yuri saw the log cabin.


  The most important task of the Pleiades members stationed here was to receive their Master who had returned from the outside while not wearing his Ring.


  A secondary task was to divine the enemy’s intent in case of an invasion. In addition — when the enemy was too strong, they were to allow themselves to be slaughtered without putting up any resistance. A sacrifice like this would give Nazarick the moral high ground, and it would also allow them to see how far the enemy would give way during negotiations.


  For instance, the opposition might claim to have just cause, and they might have the strength to oppose Nazarick. In that case, they could request that the opposition pay for the lost items and resurrection costs of the deceased Battle Maid, and from there they would be able to observe the opposition’s attitude. If the enemy was really powerful enough to put up resistance to Nazarick, then depending on the circumstances, they might abandon requests for compensation and try to sue for peace. If they did not account for negotiations and give and take from the beginning, it might end up spiralling into a full-scale war, and the bystanders would end up reaping the benefits of such an engagement.


  Yuri recalled the iron tones of her Supreme Overlord as he had handed down those orders.


  Those orders had been given by the Master who led those two Guardians — the Guardian Overseer Albedo, and Demiurge of the 7th Floor.


  However, Yuri could not understand why her Master had to say “sorry”.


  Dying for their Master — a Supreme Being — was the highest honor of all Nazarick. Therefore, Yuri and the others were very envious of the various Floor and Area Guardians who had died gloriously in battle against the invaders of the past, those whose power had rivalled the Supreme Beings themselves.


  The maids — who were the last line of defense — did not have the chance to fight, but that implied that the filthy feet of the enemy had not had the chance to tread the ground of the 10th Floor. Yuri was glad for that, but at the same time also a little sad.


  And then, when someone politely came to the log cabin to visit, the maids’ final task was to politely give them a final warning — which was considerable generosity on the part of Nazarick’s members.


  There was no trace of anyone on the silent surface. While more powerful vassals than Yuri and Shizu patrolled this place regularly, they did not seem to be around at the moment.


  The Guardian Overseer Albedo had designed the patrol system, deliberately leaving gaps in the surface patrol routes to create opportunities suitable for invasion.


  This was because it had been considered that the enemy would immediately pounce on any weaknesses in the security system once they were found and draw up plans designed to capitalize on them. Of course, any such gaps in Nazarick’s patrols were under remote observation, which meant that there was no actual weakness. In other words, this was a strategy to make the enemy think they had exploited a vulnerability and thus lure them into a trap.


  Yuri walked up to the door of the log cabin and knocked, and she sensed Entoma moving inside.


  However, Entoma had not opened the door, but was hurrying about inside for some reason.


  Yuri narrowed her eyes, and opened the door.


  It was not locked.


  Inside the cabin’s plain interior, she saw Entoma frantically stuffing something under the chin of where a human face would be.


  Surprised, Yuri’s face turned stern.


  First Lupusregina, now her...


  Why were all the Pleiades’ members so gluttonous? Yuri, as one of the undead who did not need to eat, could not understand that sentiment.


  In Shizu’s case, she likes drinks.


  “Yu-Yu-Yuri-neesama. Is something the matter? It’s still too early for a shift change, and the next shift is not yours either, nee-sama.”


  Perhaps she should try to deal with her little sister’s attempted diversion first.


  “Yes, that’s right.”


  “Then why?” Entoma tilted her head.


  Entoma’s face was a bug and not her real face. It displayed no emotion, and so there was no way to tell what she was thinking through the subtle changes in her expressions.


  Therefore, there were times when she had to use her body language to express what she meant, for instance, by shrugging or tilting her head.


  “And then—” Entoma turned to look at Shizu “—Isn’t that our little sister (Shizu) over there?”


  Yuri heard a crack, like something hard had broken.


  “...That’s wrong, Entoma. You’re the little sister.”


  The crack from just now resounded in her head again.


  The members of the Pleiades called each other sisters, but unfortunately they were not true sisters, since they were made by separate creators. They were simply designed to be that way.


  However, Yuri could confidently say that they loved and cared for each other like true sisters.


  Among them, the Supreme Beings had designated Yuri Alpha as the eldest sister, and Lupusregina Beta as the second-oldest. However, it was less clear when it came to the others. Solution Epsilon and Narberal Gamma were both treated as the third-oldest.


  If they were designed as twins like Aura and Mare, then that would be the end of it. However, that was not the case.


  Perhaps Solution and Narberal really were twins, since the two of them interpreted that to be “as close and caring as twins”. Thus, they became a pair of siblings who disregarded seniority


  The question now was the remaining two.


  “You’re, the little sister.”


  “...No, you are.”


  The two of them glared at each other.


  Nobody knew their relative seniorities.


  Even the sole remaining Supreme Being did not know, and so every now and then they would argue about the matter.


  They had pleaded with Ainz-sama to make a decision, but Ainz-sama had replied, “My old friends might have left it undecided for some special reason. I cannot casually make a decision without knowing the details,” and that had been the end of it.


  However, both of them always fought like this because neither of them wanted to be the little sister.


  Entoma put up her hands in a threatening display.


  She was making herself seem bigger to cow her foe, but that movement did not possess any special properties. To Shizu, the target of this intimidation, it was little more than a gesture.


  In contrast, Shizu put up her fists under her chin, in a boxing stance. However, Shizu was a gunner, and not skilled at melee combat. In a real fight, Shizu would not be able to touch Entoma.


  They were basically just playing with each other.


  Yuri understood this. Thus, she said nothing and did not act to intervene.


  After staring at each other for a while, their eyes — in Entoma’s case, her entire face — turned away to look at Yuri.


  Knowing what they had in mind, Yuri sighed internally, and then said:


  “That’s enough from the two of you. I’ll get angry, you know?”


  “It can’t be helped sInce Yuri-neesama said so. I’ll let you off this time round.”


  “...Hmph. Thank Yuri-nee for this. You got lucky.”


  “What?”


  “...What?”


  Yuri squeezed herself in between the two of them as they started to glare at each other again. If she did not do this, she would only end up having to mediate for the two of them later..


  It would be better not to argue at all, Yuri thought as she shook her head.


  “Entoma, we came here for a reason. Ainz-sama has given me an order to see if there is anything the Battle Maids are unhappy with.”


  “Unhappy?”


  Entoma tilted her head again.


  “I’m not unhappy with anything. And I can eat delicious food.”


  While she had no idea what kind of food Entoma was talking about, Shizu silently covered her mouth.


  Yuri frowned internally.


  If only she wasn’t like that...


  Or rather, it would be better to say she ate strange things...


  While she wanted to say that there was no need to eat Kyouhukou’s familiars, Entoma continued, “They go crunchy crunchy like desserts, crispy on the outside and soft on the inside.”


  If it was only a matter of preferences, she could still tolerate it.


  But at the very least, could she not do it while holding the food in question?


  Yuri decided not to think about these weird things. All these could be discussed later. She could not mix up her priorities. Yuri was here by order of the Supreme One.


  “—Entoma.”


  “—Yes.”


  “I’ll ask you again, is there anything you are dissatisfied with?”


  “There is nothing.”


  “Is that all? Then I will report that. But you don’t have to hold back.”


  “...In that case, could you ask Ainz-sama if I could weave webs?”


  “Don’t you have webs on several floors already?”


  “No, they’re just temporary.”


  There were several large spiderwebs in Nazarick. For instance, on the 3rd and 6th Floors. She knew that Entoma would go to those places too, and apparently, one of those webs had been personally made by the Supreme Being who had created Entoma. Yuri had thought of them as something like a private home for Entoma, but that would not seem to be the case.


  “For starters, it’s near Our Lady — Grant’s territory.”


  Grant was one of those whose levels were second only to the Floor Guardians, a rare Guardian who protected areas scattered over many floors.


  “While I think it would be allowed, I can’t weave a web in Mother’s domain.”


  “I see…”


  “After all, I feel—” Entoma’s stomach area began to make pinching motions. “I can’t just eat all the time, so I’d like to weave webs to capture prey.”


  If she wanted to capture prey, then she should not be weaving underground, but on the surface.


  “Does that mean your first choice is this log cabin?”


  “Yes.”


  “...I’ll ask for you, but I don’t think it’ll be allowed. This place is shared by the Pleiades, after all.”


  “That’s true…” Entoma said with a hint of regret in her tone. “I’d like to personalize this place more.”


  “...Spiderwebs stick to the hair. They’re annoying.”


  Yuri agreed with Shizu’s assessment.


  That said, she still had to relay Entoma’s requests to her Master.


  “I understand. I will tell Ainz-sama about this. If there’s nothing else, I’ll be going.”


  “Mm—”


  Entoma thought for a while, and then shook her head.


  “That’s it, there’s nothing else.”
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Part 6



  


“Thank you for your hard work.”


  While she had rushed back as quickly as she could, her Master had already finished speaking with the other two. On the way back, Yuri received a [Message] to go to her Master’s personal quarters.


  After meeting her Master did not have a bad impression of those two, so it would appear that the meeting with them had gone well.


  Yuri’s impression of the two of them went up slightly.


  Just as Yuri thought, looks like the job’s almost over, her Master spoke.


  “Now then, tell me what you think.”


  She must have accidentally let a look of surprise appear on her face.


  With what seemed like a wry grin, her Master repeated:


  “You are also a member of the Pleiades. Should I not hear your opinion out as well? Tell me, is there anything which displeases you?”


  “N-no, there is nothing which I am unhappy with.”


  “Hm~ Is that so. Then, I shall ask something else. Have you been busy lately?”


  How should she answer that question? Either response she could give — being busy or not busy — seemed very disrespectful.


  Yuri struggled to find an answer, but she could not.


  “...Really now. Then, I shall rephrase my question. Yuri, I would like to give you a new task. Will you have the time to complete it?”


  “If it is your order, then I shall make as much time for it as need be, Ainz-sama.”


  “I see. Then, your — no, I came across a suggestion. And that suggestion said—”


  Her Master unrolled a piece of paper on the desk.


  “I believe that we need child education services which can scout out talented individuals and cultivate them. This way, we might be able to strengthen Nazarick. Even if it does not work out, we can still use it to develop technologies for ourselves, which can also be used as a foundation to strengthen Nazarick as well,’ or something like that.”


  Yuri was familiar with that suggestion.


  After all, she had written it herself.


  “That is a good suggestion. I reached a decision after discussing the matter with Albedo. Yuri Alpha.”


  “Yes!”


  “You will be in charge of the orphanage we will be building in E-Rantel.”


  “An, an orphanage?”


  “Indeed. Children will be educated there. I will entrust the founding and administration of that orphanage to you. You need only discuss the details with Albedo. —Now then, are you up to the task?”


  Her eyes full of determination, Yuri replied:


  “Yes! Please leave it to me!”


  “Very good,” her Master nodded.


  “You will be in charge of this matter, and I will guarantee you the full support of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick. Build the orphanage of your dreams — you may tell Albedo that those are my words. Do not allow yourself to regret anything. However, like I said just now, we have other goals in mind, so we might not be able to perfectly fulfil your desires. However, we will not be able to obtain good results if we abandon things from the start. Do you understand what I am trying to say?”


  “Yes!”


  Yuri understood her Master’s intentions. However, she did not understand why he had to explain everything to her in such detail and in such easily-understood terms.


  “Then… if you are to be in charge of the orphanage, you will need the help of capable people. If you feel anyone in Nazarick is up to the task, you may pick as you see fit. Naturally, people who are already busy are exempt from selection. ...Do you have anyone in mind?”


  Yuri blinked for a moment, unable to comprehend her Master’s intentions. Had the Supreme One’s peerless instinct and intellect seen through her confusion?


  Yuri decided that she would need to clarify, even if it could be taken as disrespect. Just as Yuri was about to speak, a flash of inspiration flashed through her mind.


  “Does, does that mean I may pick people who are in confinement?”


  “Of course. If need be, they can even be freed from confinement.”


  In other words, the two of them were fine. Yuri struggled to resist the urge to smile and maintained a poker face while bowing respectfully to her Master.


  “I understand, my Supreme Lord!”


  As she realized the great mistake she had made, Yuri made a mental note:


  —The Master before me is as kind as Yamaiko-sama.


  


♦ ♦ ♦


  


As he watched Yuri leave, overflowing with passion, Ainz spoke to the people in the corner of the room.


  “Now then, you may dismiss the spell.”


  “Yes, Master. My apologies.”


  The forms of two of the Battle Maids revealed themselves.


  They were Narberal Gamma and Lupusregina Beta.


  “We are deeply grateful to you for bestowing an important task upon our sister Yuri.”


  Ainz looked back to Lupusregina, who had spoken in behalf of the two of them.


  “...I had already considered having Yuri handle the management of the orphanage. It was no trouble at all to go along with your suggestion. Then, do either of you have any other requests?”


  “No, Master.”


  While he could be said to be studying Lupusregina’s expression, Ainz was not good at reading the thoughts of others. All he saw was the same earnest face Lupusregina always had, the girl who had earnestly pleaded with him to give her elder sister work to do.


  “Hm~” Ainz leaned back in his chair. “...Then, if anything happens or if you notice anything, notify me immediately.”


  After hearing their answer, Ainz dismissed the two of them.


  He watched the two of them leave, and then Ainz looked at the regular maid Decrement, and spoke as though he was seeking her approval.


  “It is a good thing for sisters to get along. Indeed… it is a beautiful thing.”
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The Undead King Oh!


  AINZ’S AMBITION


  


The regular maid stood in front of the door. As usual, her back was ramrod straight, her posture immaculate, with no signs of crumbling. In truth, he could not shake the notion that she had used some kind of spell to freeze herself in position. And then, her eyes were trained directly on Ainz. Ainz sighed in his heart. This has become a part of his daily routine, and not seeing her there made him feel a little uneasy. Even so, he felt like he was being watched over. The same went for the Eight Edge Assassins who were always clinging to the ceiling. It only served to intensify the feeling Ainz had of being watched. This constant observation ― even though it was not enough to overcome the ruler of Nazarick ― was like torture for Suzuki Satoru, who was but an ordinary man. More to the point, they were even monitoring him all the way to his bed. When would Suzuki Satoru be able to find relief? And there was one more thing. The maids were given one day to rest out of every 41 which they worked. Still, these utterly unethical and torturous conditions had not been imposed by Ainz himself. The maids had strongly opposed the rest scheme he had initially proposed. Instead, they said, we’d rather continue working. Ainz had awarded them those rest days for their hard work. That had taken a lot of bargaining. Still, Ainz had to consider things from the maids’ point of view. In YGGDRASIL, one could negate bad statuses like fatigue with items or skills, and removing them with spells was hardly a big deal. These maids who adored him so possessed items like that. Still, he had his doubts over whether those items retained their effects in this world. In addition, he wondered if their mental exhaustion remained, even if their physical fatigue had been eliminated. There were too many things he did not know. It was not Ainz’s intention to cruelly use them. Thus, he had loaned them the undead he had createin order to lighten their burden. Even so, that did not decrease the workload the maids had to shoulder throughout the sprawling 9th Floor and the 10th Floor. Moreover, while he had thought lending them the undead would be a good idea, the maids had not taken more breaks. Thus, Suzuki Satoru’s heart craved time to rest. Of course, he could simply order the maids not to enter any room he was in. However, that would be doing them a disservice. Ainz was very happy that the maids were working so hard for him. Isn’t there something I can do which won’t make them sad… As he idly pondered that problem, his eyes fell to the report in front of him. The reports which Albedo submitted were very difficult to understand. He could still understand balance sheets, income statements and cash flow calculations, but all he could do was go

“hmph”

when faced with a national- level budget. Well, if Albedo and Pandora’s Actor signed off on it, then the estimates shouldn't be too far off. Which means putting my seal of approval on it shouldn't be a problem.  

( TL note: the JP term is hanko 判子, or chop/seal used for signature) 

The fact was that he rarely looked through the documents that he stamped. In the instant that Ainz raised his stamp, a devilish flash of inspiration raced through him.

“Holidays ― ahem!”

As the word slipped unconsciously from Ainz’s mouth, he panicked and tried to cover it up with a fit of coughing.

“Ainz-sama! Is something the matter?” 

The duty maid for today flew into a panic as well and stepped up.

“No, nothing’s the matter. Ahem! Just having a bit of trouble with my throat.”

Surely something was very amiss if a skeleton could have throat problems.

“My sincerest apologies! I will adjust the humidity right away!”

“Ahh, it’s fine. Nothing to be worried about. Although, I wonder if someone’s been talking about me....”

“Is that alright? In that case, if you permit it…”

If he attributed the sneezing to being caused by someone speaking about him, then the maid would not blame it on the humidity, and that would be the end of it.  After watching the maid return to her position in front of the door, Ainz refocused on the flash of inspiration that had popped up in his mind. That’s right. How about implementing a block of holidays in Nazarick? Three days would do… The arcology megacorps handed out holidays for summer, and Ainz’s company typically gave three days of block holidays.  

(TL Note: the old Japanese trope of people sneezing when others talk about them) 

We could make a calendar for Nazarick, and then mark off holidays from there. That said, it kind of frightens me to lose defensive strength, so I’ll probably need to rotate the rest periods for each Floor… Hm. How about bringing back the wage system I scrapped in the past? They’ll need something to use for recreation if they have days off… Ainz felt a thrill of delight as his plans came together. The dream he had once had, the plan for making Nazarick an ethical organization which he had to discard as unworkable, once more surged to the forefront of his heart. And if there’s a holiday, maybe I should send the maids on a trip. ...Hm , maybe I should set up a tour agency… E-Rantel Tours, maybe… Come to think of it, there aren’t many tourist spots in my country. Looks like I’ll need to consider this for the future; should I discuss the matter with Albedo? No, no… that’s right… As he pondered the matter Ainz noticed that there was something different about the maid standing in front of the door from just now. She had been alert and at attention just now, but currently she was even more so. It was as though she was tensed up in preparation for a battle. 

“What, what is it? Is something the matter?” 

“No, I simply thought you wanted to give me a command, Ainz-sama.”

“Oh? Ah, so that was what you thought. No, don’t worry. I was simply thinking about the future of Nazarick.” 

Ainz rubbed his face. He could not feel anything from his unmoving features. Still, had something changed there? Umu, I don’t get it. Well, that’s fine, I guess. More importantly, there’s my idea from earlier… even if I drew up a list of sightseeing spots, the plan would be doomed to failure… for starters, I ought to think about the How-To-Get-The- Ordinary-Maids-To-Take-A-Break-For-A-While Plan. Still, how should I do it? If he told them to take a vacation straight to their faces, they would flatly reject it, and if things went poorly, they might end up crying. 

“Do you not need us, Ainz-sama?” 

they would say, no― There ought to be a better way than that. The worst thing would be if they swallowed their feelings and harbored them inside until they finally exploded. That would be scary. In his former friend Herohero’s company, there had once been somebody who committed suicide by jumping off a building. Herohero had once mused that maybe things would not have gotten to at state if only he had the chance to blow off steam earlier. As Ainz recalled those words, his body trembled. The concept of fear was alien to the undead, but the dread he felt from inside him refused to go away. I need to institute a system of taking holidays which the maids can accept. No, would that be too much to ask for? How should I phrase it to them? As a reward for good service or something?...It won’t work. If I only pay attention to the maids, then I won’t know what the Floor Guardians and the Area Guardians are thinking. Should I conduct a test here with relatively low stakes? Umu, Ainz nodded. The important thing was for them to understand that this was not a punishment. regular maids, who hated resting, would not be able to accept that. Therefore, he would have to change the maids’ way of thinking at the same time. Similar thoughts had come to him during his days as a salaryman. It would be strange for someone to take a day off if nobody else took a day off as well. However, if many people were on vacation, then it would be hard to take a vacation day as well. Therefore, he had to pay attention to who would be applying for a holiday. That said, he could not force any of the maids to do so. The subordinates ought to be more willing to take a holiday if they see their superiors openly doing so. In this case, their superiors are Pestonya and Sebas, and… 

“―And me. Maid!”

 Ainz rose from his seat and turned around. The regular maid listened attentively, her eyes wide open… 

“I will be taking a long holiday of three days. Call for Albedo!”

 “Yes! I shall summon her right away!” 

As he watched the maid hurry off, Ainz nodded. Taking a holiday out of the blue would incur dissatisfaction. One had to inform the others ahead of time. For that reason, it was important to arrange for a replacement to cover your duties in the meantime. While going on holiday for too long would mean that nobody would be able to fill the gap he had left in the organization, going on holiday for about three days or so ought to be acceptable. Fufu. Being able to take a three-day holiday on any occasion other than the New Year shows what a big shot I am. Still… even with a holiday, what should I do? In the past, he would have just spent it all on YGGDRASIL. He could not do that now. Ainz thought about the matter. However, he could not think of any other interests he had other than YGGDRASIL. If he went strolling around Nazarick, that would be like the boss of a company going on a walk around the office while he was on vacation. Should I go shopping? Watch a movie? Read books? Listen to music? None of that really interests me… As I thought, there was nothing else for me in life other than YGGDRASIL…



  


♦ ♦ ♦


  


All the maids were gathered in one of the rooms of the 9th Floor. This was an emergency. For starters, being Ainz’s duty maid was a very important task. The regular maids of Nazarick valued that duty above everything else, as did the person assigned to that role. Therefore, the fact that Ainz’s duty maid was present as well meant that they had abandoned their duty. Naturally, the person who had gathered them here was none other than the Guardian Overseer Albedo; in other words, the second highest ranking person in Nazarick. As the boss of their boss, it only made sense that they would obey her orders, but even so, Ainz’s duty maid had refused the summons. That only made sense, because serving Ainz Ooal Gown, the absolute ruler of Nazarick, took priority over everything else. Thus, when they saw the duty maid, the other maids all froze in shock. She was the maid who was on break today. She was not alarmed by the fact that she had been called here. In the days before taking on the role of Ainz’s duty maid, she had thoroughly prepared and composed herself. Normally, she would not be around, but she could not refuse Albedo’s orders. 

“...Hey, what’s going on? Isn’t Etoile the duty maid today? This must be something really big…”

“That’s true. All the other maids are gathered here too, so who’s accompanying Ainz-sama today?”

The maid who asked the question looked over at Pestonya, who would be standing beside Albedo. 

“Even Pestonya-sama is here… I’m getting a little worried.” 

Talking among themselves was strictly forbidden when they were gathered on orders. That said, they were free to speak until Albedo arrived, or until Pestonya told them otherwise. Neither were those maids the only ones to do so. There were other maids speaking here and there, and some of the manservants were talking among themselves as well. Still, it would seem the two of them had been overheard. Etoile approached the two maids who were talking to each other.

“It’s fine. Today, Yuri-neesama is taking my place by Ainz-sama’s side.”

“Eh? Onee-sama?” 

The topic seemed to have garnered everyone’s interest. Snippets of startled, whispered conversation came from all around. The Pleiades were maids, but they were combat maids. As battle maids, they were not assigned to the same duties as the regular maids. That was why the Pleiades had little contact with the regular maids.

“If Yuri onee-sama is on the job, then she’ll perfectly cover our duties… so does that mean she’s taking our jobs?”

“That worries me too…” 

Several similarly-concerned voices could be heard as well. 

“In any case, how are we going to proceed from here? Are we going to be reassigned?”

“The manservants are here too. And then there’s Eclair-sama.”

One of the manservants was holding Eclair as he spoke to Pestonya. 

“Well, I can accept that for now… huh? Isn’t that human here?” 

There was a human maid being trained in Nazarick for the time being. The regular maids had a strange relationship with her and none of them had spent much time with her. 

“You mean the woman that Ainz-sama took pity upon? Isn’t she in a human city now?” 

The maids giggled to each other. They had many superiors, but only one supreme ruler. That was the ruler of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick, Ainz Ooal Gown. These maids would kneel before him, obey any order he gave, and dedicate their hearts to him, the one who stood over all the maids of the world. Therefore, it was truly pitiable for someone so close to him to not be allowed to work for him. Just then, the door opened, and Albedo and Sebas entered the room. Tension filled the air in an instant. The levity in the air from earlier was now gone. After looking over everyone, Albedo explained the reason that everyone had been gathered here today. 

“Ainz-sama will be on vacation for several days. You have all been gathered here to prepare for that.” 

The assembled regular maids looked at each other. After that, one of them asked a question: 

“A moment please, Albedo-sama. If that is the case, then the maid assigned to Ainz-sama―” 

Albedo held up a hand to quiet her before she could finish. 

“It is only natural that you should have questions. However, I would like you to listen to me before you ask them.”



  


♦ ♦ ♦


  


This was the beginning of Ainz’s three days of vacation. 

“So, Albedo, can I leave the rest to you?” 

“Yes. I will manage Nazarick in your place.” 

Albedo bowed her head deeply. 

“Umu. In truth, I have always been fully confident that you could handle that duty, Albedo.” 

That was why he could rest easy in his role as a ruler. If this goes well, maybe it would be a good idea to take regular vacations like this, Ainz mused. 

“Thank you very much. May I know what you plan to do now, Ainz-sama?” 

“Uh, umu. I was thinking of rolling around in my room for a while before going for a walk around Nazarick.” 

“Indeed,” 

 Albedo smiled. Hm, does she think it’s a boring way to spend one’s vacation? Maybe Touch Me- san would spend his time with his family… So should I go somewhere with Pandora’s Actor? Ainz furrowed his brows. It was not that Pandora’s Actor was a bad person, just that dealing with him was quite mentally exhausting. That said, he disliked how he would suddenly shout 

“ahhhh” 

for no reason at all. Well, rolling around in bed is a good way of using one’s free time. Fufu… Maybe I could spend a day practicing how to be a ruler. I’ve got all kinds of ideas I want to try out… 

“That being the case… what’s with those maids over there?” 

There were 40 maids lined up in the room, and Pestonya stood at their head. 

“Since we did not know how many maids you would need to help you out during your vacation, I felt it prudent to have everyone take part. I have entrusted the daily tasks to the various Floor Guardians and if need be, I can have key personnel dispatched to assist ~wan.”

“...?”

Unable to comprehend her meaning, Ainz tilted his head. What on earth’s going on? I’d like you to tell me. But of course, that was not in keeping with the image of Nazarick’s ruler. 

“Ah… surely there’s no need for that, is there? I just want to roll around in my room…” 

“I sincerely apologize for this ~wan. While I do agree with what you have said, we have calculated that this amount of people will be needed to provide the optimum assistance for your three days of vacation ~wan. If you wish to roll around in your room, then I feel we must ensure you move around in perfect comfort ~wan.”

“For rolling around?” 

“Yes ~wan. We have already decided who will help move your body around ~wan.” 

“...?” 

“For instance, if you wish to roll on your back, we will have eight maids to turn you ~wan. In addition, if you wish to read a book, we will have one person hold the book while another watches where you look and turns the page ~wan.” 

“...What did you say…?” 

Ainz looked at Albedo in search of salvation, but the look he received from her was not what he hoped for. 

“Ainz-sama. Will you not permit this? If we decrease the number of people allocated to you, then we will be disgraced in the one in a thousand, one in a hundred million chance that your rest is not as perfect as it could have been.”

As Albedo replied, Ainz’s brain worked furiously. However, he noticed it. Ainz ― Suzuki Satoru ― had many duties as the ruler of Nazarick. However, the maids and the other followers of Nazarick were bound to serve Ainz. Therefore, even when Ainz was on vacation, he was still their absolute superior. It was just like how a company’s president continued to be its president even when he was on leave. What… is this… He could sense a tremendous pressure from the maids as they contemplated his three days of vacation. ...This is bad. 

“I am grateful that you have accepted our goodwill. ― Now then, maids. Let us not shame the kindness Ainz-sama has shown us! Let us ensure Ainz-sama is fully satisfied during his rest!” 

 The maids replied in unison, an overpowering force unleashed in response to Albedo’s words. This forceful shout was one that he had never heard before. And so, Ainz’s gut-cramping three-day vacation began. It felt like he was in a retirement home, and it was a hellish experience. At the same time, he decided to put the maids’ vacation plan on hold. Still, Ainz did not give up. He would make Nazarick into a kind, ethical world for his beloved children―



Albedo Settings


  She is a demoness who holds the title of Guardian Overseer, which is the highest-ranking position in the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick. With flowing raven hair and golden pupils, her beauty could bewitch a nation. She is proud of her position and confronts intruders as a confident, dignified superior being. Regardless of how brilliant or brave her foes are, or whether she considers them strong, she will never acknowledge them as being equal to herself. This is because she understands the meaning of the position bestowed upon her. Her abilities befit the title of Guardian Overseer, with outstanding intelligence and combat ability. That said, she is not omnicompetent. For instance, in pure wits, Demiurge is her superior, while Shalltear is superior in fighting ability. Yet, nobody in Nazarick can rival her administrative ability. In addition, her feminine skills -- particularly those pertaining to being a housewife -- are excellent, and during her free time, she can be seen sweeping, sewing, and so on. Though the reason is unknown, she enjoys cleanliness and her desire for such frequently drives her to clean things up. In particular, her ability to sort out bookshelves knows no peer. However, she recognizes the possessions of others as belonging to them, so she rarely insists on cleaning up. That said, the items accumulated through her collector’s habit are typically very messy. Therefore, it remains to be seen whether she actually likes being tidy. This might well be an act -- in order to appear as the perfect woman -- though the truth of that is unknown. It is too scary to confirm. She always has a gentle smile on her, and her elegant way of speech has made many people think she is a goddess or an angel. That mistake is not particularly laughable, given that she is surrounded by that sort of atmosphere and acts in an appropriate way. The fact is, it would not be wrong to view her in that way. She was originally planned to be an angel of the highest order, but she ended up with a greatly distorted appearance after being fused with a monster from the land of dreams. Because of that, her personality is similarly twisted, being merciless and cruel, cunning and savage. She gives her enemies despair and revels in their agonizing deaths. Her usual expression seems to be there to suppress the urges which flow from her heart -- a mask which exists to conceals her desire to perform ruthless acts upon the weak. If the mask breaks, she would probably end up being like Empress Lu Zhi or Empress Wu Zetian. However, that only applies when dealing with those not of Nazarick. Fortunately for those who do not serve Nazarick, one can take comfort in the fact that the mask is very sturdy and will not break easily. She feels very strongly about her duties as the Guardian Overseer of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick. Naturally, the fact that she has ears everywhere listening for information goes without saying. In addition, she smiles all the time -- to the point where one might say she does not show any other emotion. Her smile is nothing more than a poker face to her. She can also show emotions like anger, grimaces and fake tears. Her sophisticated lady’s face will not break, even when she is torturing the fools who oppose her. By her appearance alone, she is a perfect beauty. Incidentally, she is a slut She is in love with Momonga.



Twitter Side Story


  Momonga sat on the throne, looking over the room with eyes that held a little satisfaction, but mainly embarrassment. He noticed the maids and Sebas Tian standing in the corner. They seemed lonely, standing by themselves like that.


  After making sure that he could give the command that came to his mind, Momonga recalled the order format that had been programmed long ago, and motioned lightly with one hand, moving from top to bottom.


  “Kneel.”


  Albedo, Sebas, and the six maids simultaneously dropped to one knee, bowing to their lord. Momonga raised his left hand to check the time.


  [23:55:48]


  It was nearly time.


  If he tried calling for a Game Master now, they might be too busy setting off fireworks to respond to Momonga.


  Momonga leaned his back against the throne, and lazily gazed at the ceiling.


  Since Nazarick had been praised as the most difficult dungeon in the game, some people might think of challenging them on the last day of the game.


  When that happened, he intended to be there to meet them, as the guildmaster.


  Momonga had sent mails to all his former friends, but only a handful had come.


  He was here, waiting for them too. A guildmaster had to welcome his members.


  “Relics of the past, huh—”


  Momonga lapsed into silent contemplation.


  He felt empty now. Still, it had been fun.


  He moved his eyes, counting the large flags which hung from the ceiling. There were 41 of them in total, the same number as there were guild members, and each of them bore the members’ unique symbols. Momonga pointed to one of them with his finger, but then stopped halfway.


  “—I can’t waste my time idling here!”


  Momonga thought about how he had been preparing to celebrate the end of the game in a flashy way. Yet, nobody had come. The reason was obvious enough -- everyone would prioritize their real lives over a game. It was a sensible conclusion, but at the same time it was also very lonely for Momonga. Therefore, he decided to abandon his plans for tonight.


  With a gata sound, Momonga forcefully rose to his feet.


  “I can’t stay still here! At the very least, I’ll go out with a bang!”


  There was no more time.


  Momonga raised his right hand, and funneled power into the ring on his right ring finger.


  He touched the Ring of Ainz Ooal Gown, and looked over the list of teleport destinations which popped up. The first to appear was his own room, and Momonga wondered why he had put that in there in the first place. Annoyed, Momonga scrolled through the rest of the destinations.


  “There we are!”


  His exclamation was filled with joy. He highlighted his desired destination — the surface — and selected it.


  He was teleported into a larger room in an instant.


  There were long, thin stone tables — or at least there used to be— on either side of him. The floor had been polished until it was like white marble. Behind him, a flight of stairs continued downwards, leading to a pair of large double doors which opened into the first floor of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick.


  This place was the closest to the surface that the ring could take him, to the central mausoleum of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick.


  “I need to hurry!”


  Momonga made haste as he said that.


  He glanced at the time on his left hand—


  [23:58:03]


  —There wasn’t much time left.


  It was as though the train bell had rung and the train door was hissing air in preparation to close.


  Like a salaryman rushing at full speed down the stairs to catch his train, Guildmaster Momonga cast the ‘Flight’ spell, and soared out of the Great Underground Tomb of Nazarick into the sprawling swamps that surrounded it.


  It was surprisingly difficult to maneuver while flying. It felt like a kind of aerial dogfighting game. However, after long experience with flight, it was easy to control one’s movement through the air. As such, there was no need to concentrate on flying. However, one could not move without using the in-game console.


  The foggy swamps came into view almost immediately. He could see the silhouettes of monsters in the mist. Because it was the last day of YGGDRASIL, all the monsters were deactivated. As a result, they could not attack Momonga, nor could he attack them.


  That’s why, I thought that intruders might come. Today, they could pass through the Gurenbera Swamps without expending any resources.


  However, nobody came.


  Momonga narrowed his eyes — though his expression did not change — and landed on his chosen destination, an island floating in the middle of the swamp.


  It was a strange little island. Cylindrical objects were lined up in a row upon it.


  Momonga withdrew a small rod with a push-button on the end from his pocket space.


  “Let’s go!”


  As though rebuking himself, Momonga forcefully pressed the button down.


  In that instant, the tubes in the ground below him launched a series of glowing balls up into the air all at once.


  These were cheap fireworks.


  In preparation for this, Momonga had bought 5000 rounds of these fireworks and set them up on this island.


  Because they were grouped so closely, the rising fireworks looked like a single big cluster as they soared into the sky.


  Ideally, he would have liked to watch this with any of the guild members who had come with him. However, there was nobody beside him.


  “…I need to wake up at 4…”


  Momonga murmured that to himself as he watched the fireworks ascend on plumes of white smoke.


  And then, there was a vast explosion. This was no longer a fireworks display. It looked more like the super-tier spell ‘Fallen Down’ in action.


  The brilliant white light flared in a huge mass of radiance which enveloped Momonga.


  Ah…


  He didn’t think this was the last DMMO game he would play. Momonga, no, the person called Suzuki Satoru had not played any other games like this apart from YGGDRASIL. However, he was still hopeful for the future. Suddenly, he felt a desire to stay here and not return to the real world.


  But still—


  I guess it feels good like this for now, with the light surrounding me.


  Reality resumed several seconds later. Those few moments were the incarnation of Satoru Suzuki’s joy.


  It seemed he had closed his eyes from the brightness. Momonga frantically opened them.


  It was strange.


  Because the brain was directly connected to the Megacon, he could close his eyes in the game. Momonga was worried. He thought he might have lost his sight.


  “What’s this?” Momonga muttered to himself


  He had no idea what was going on.


  An unexpected landscape stretched out beneath his feet.


  Momonga was floating in the sky, but that was understandable. After all, he had cast a flight spell on himself some time ago.


  However, the land below his feet was not a swamp.


  It was a ruin.


  It wasn’t just one or two ruined buildings. Was it an abandoned village? No, this was larger. It looked like an entire city had been reduced to ruins beneath him.


  “Hah?”


  With an unexpected lack of panic, Momonga calmly checked the time on his left hand.


  [0:03:45, 46, 47]


  “Hah?!”


  Momonga surveyed his surroundings over and over again. The sky was covered in thick, dark clouds, and it was definitely nightfall. Below his feet were the ruins of a destroyed city.


  “What, what’s this?”


  It was definitely past midnight. He considered that the time displayed by the system clock had gone haywire.


  “Did they delay the server shutdown?”


  Countless possibilities popped up in his head, but he was still a long way from coming a definitive conclusion. However, the most likely possibility was that they had delayed the server shutdown.


  If that was the case, he might be able to open a ticket with a GM. Momonga hurriedly activated the call function which he had left unused until now — and his hand stopped.


  The console did not appear.


  “What the…?”


  He couldn’t feel anything.


  It was as though he had been cut off from the system entirely.


  “…What the hell is this?”


  As he said this, he felt that he should land before doing his thinking. The use of the ‘Flight’ spell would cause a console to appear to control one’s movements, but Momonga realised that he could not find it, nor did he need it.


  Momonga slowly descended from a great height and landed easily on the ground.


  “This is…”


  Momonga looked at his hands, and saw nothing but bones. He was keenly aware that these were his own hands.


  “What, what the hell’s going on?!”


  Earlier, Momonga had been flying very skillfully. He moved through the air almost unconsciously, as though he were moving his right hand. He realised that he had been controlling the ‘Flight’ spell with his thoughts.


  This was a very strange situation.


  However, despite finding himself in a strange situation like this, he felt surprisingly calm, and only a little afraid.


  He suddenly remembered the words of one of his comrades.


  Impatience is the seed of defeat, while constant, calm and reasoned thinking is a necessity. Calm your heart and widen your vision. Take in everything within your thoughts and you can turn the situation around.


  The first thing to do was to find out where he was.


  If only someone else was here…


  He used the ‘Flight’ spell to observe his surroundings from the air. Well, there were a lot of ruined houses all around him.


  He had a bad feeling about this. It was as though he could sense something peeking at him from the narrow gaps in between the destroyed houses.


  Being in an open area would give him a clear line of sight to the region around him, but at the same time he was completely exposed to any opponents who cared to look.


  Momonga considered that someone might try to PK him under these strange circumstances. Therefore, until the mystery was unraveled, it would be better to travel stealthily.


  That being the case, he began the first step towards that.


  ‘Complete Invisibility’.


  Momonga cast the spell. It was a spell that was far superior to ‘Invisibility’. He would be completely invisible to anyone unless they used specialized magic to see him.


  After that, Momonga considered using a skill that he had relied on when he had played Yggdrasil. Although it had many advantages, it was not very useful when used by an undead creature which had gone invisible. Still, it would be useful as a decoy, since he could not be sure that his encounters with other beings would be amicable.


  Should I hide my face? Maybe… but then, wouldn’t I be suspicious of anyone who hid their face in YGGDRASIL? Oh, almost—


  After that, Momonga activated one of his passive skills. It was a skill which could detect the undead.


  As he worried about whether or not the skill might work, it activated. In that moment, Momonga suddenly had a bad feeling.


  “Cheh!”


  Momonga crouched down against a nearby wall. To be precise, he moved himself so he would be concealed from the direction of the nearest undead reaction.


  What? An undead reaction from the side, moving randomly? Where did it come from?


  Momonga clung tightly to the wall and froze there. The undead reaction did not tell him anything about the strength of his opponent. The highest-ranked undead could even see through ‘Complete Invisibility’.


  He had two options.


  One was to move away from here, or to be more precise, from the undead reaction. The other was to check the undead’s level and see if he could deal with it.


  However, there was no guarantee that he would be able to find a safe place if he moved away from here. In that case, it would be safer to stay here, where he could keep track of the undead.


  In addition, Momonga was also undead, and if his opponent was of a lower level than him, he would not have to worry about fighting it.


  Well, as long as there’s nothing other than undead out there…


  Momonga tried to recall the feeling he had while using ‘Flight’. His confidence increased.


  I can do it. For some reason, I’m also confident that I can use attack magic without problems. …Feels kind of bad, like I’m not myself any more — No, that’s a question I’ll worry about later. In any case, as long as I can ‘Teleport’ I have a way to escape, even if it’s just teleporting straight up into the sky.


  Momonga looked around his surroundings, making sure to cover all the blind spots in his vision. In a stroke of luck, he found a nearby ruined house with walls that were were just the right size to conceal him.


  Momonga dashed toward it, slipping in through a crack in one of the walls.


  The ceiling had collapsed and its remains were around his feet, but the four walls of the house were still sturdy.


  As Momonga thought about casting a spell, he noted that the technological level here seemed very low.


  The houses weren’t made of reinforced concrete. At least, that was the conclusion he came to after seeing the wood debris at his feet.


  “As I thought… is this YGGDRASIL?”


  What he saw now didn’t resemble anything he had seen in the real world. However, that still left a lot of questions in his mind.


  Momonga shelved that question aside for now and cast another spell.


  “‘Distant Vision’.”


  He took control of the scrying sensor and steered it into the air. The worst case scenario was if his opponent was an undead which could see through invisibility, and he had to pray that his opponent did not possess any means of blocking and counterattacking against information-gathering magic.


  “What’s this…”


  It wasn’t anything like what he had used in YGGDRASIL at all.


  In YGGDRASIL, the ‘Distant Vision’ spell would display what it saw on a flat, magical screen. That screen could be expanded or shrunken at will.


  Now, instead, the scrying sensor’s field of vision overlapped his own.


  It was a strange and bizarre feeling. However, it did not present any problems in the spell’s use. He controlled it naturally and freely, and the expanded sensory abilities he had seemed like part of him.


  Momonga ignored the slight panic he felt and directed ‘Distant Vision’ to put the undead in his sight.


  It was a ‘Zombie’. Its name was blue, which meant that it was a trivial opponent for him. With that done, Momonga continued looking for more undead in the vicinity.


  Momonga ended the ‘Distant Vision’ spell with a “whew”, as though he had given up. After all, sustaining ‘Total Invisibility’ was a major drain on his mana reserves.


  He wanted to make sure of his own strength. If his spells were as potent as they were back then, he wouldn’t have any problems here.


  If he could, he would like to destroy that zombie in order to test his strength, but that ran the risk of aggroing all the undead in the zone.


  Since Momonga was also an undead creature like the zombie, there was a high chance it would not attack him. Thus, he could focus on gathering information, and not defending himself.


  After deciding his course of action, Momonga moved out to investigate the ruined city.


  From his investigations, he confirmed that the tech level in this place was low. It resembled a movie set, with its complete lack of modern machinery. There were no cables or pipes buried in the ground, although it still looked like this was a civilized place.


  This was the first time he had seen a wood-burning stove outside of Yggdrasil.


  “—Is this Yggdrasil? Ah, no, it’s far too different.”


  Slowly, Momonga began to realise the truth.


  He was definitely not in the game. However, if that were the case, what of himself? His body was a skeleton, yet he could still move.


  The common sense he had lived with over the years was suddenly shattered, and the new logic of his current state had yet to sink into Momonga. He advanced onto the main street, and as he looked down its length, he saw what might have been gates once, but which were a pile of rubble now.


  “Still, what happened here? If there was an explosion, it wouldn’t have brought a whole city down like this. Did a typhoon pass through here or something?”


  As Momonga was musing on the city’s history, he suddenly flinched.


  “What?”


  There was an undead reaction in the distance.


  “…This is…”


  It wasn’t moving slowly, like a zombie. It was running away from him at top speed.


  Momonga’s eyes narrowed.


  This was no zombie. Whatever it was, it was intelligent.


  “I won’t let you escape, information source.”


  His body floated lightly into the air, and then surged forward at great speed. His opponent was moving in a zig-zag pattern, which showed its familiarity with the layout of the city. However, the speed of Momonga’s flight more than made up for that advantage.


  Momonga single-mindedly charged after his opponent, and eventually managed to catch a glimpse of it. It wore a hood and a mantle, and it turned its head to look behind its small body many times as it ran through the narrow alleys of the city.


  Eventually, Momonga descended in front of the figure. Because it had been looking behind itself just as Momonga landed in front of it, it didn’t see Momonga and crashed right into him.


  The short figure bounced off Momonga and fell on its butt with a dosun sound. The hood shifted, and he could see golden hair beneath it.


  “…Good evening. It’s a cloudy night out, it seems.”


  “…”


  The short figure did not reply to the greeting, only panted heavily as she tried to catch her breath.


  “I have a few things I’d like to ask you. Would you mind answering my questions?”


  Under the hood, Momonga saw that her eyes were deep crimson in color.


  A child? A street rat… no, she doesn’t stink. Well, she’s undead so I don’t think she’d stink much anyway… and she’s too tidy for that, in any case.


  “…I’ll say it again. I have some questions I’d like to ask you. Do you mind answering them?”


  The child nodded her head vigorously.


  “…I am… Suzuki Satoru. What is your name?”


  Her crimson pupils widened into circles.


  “…a,u…a…a”


  Her voice was barely audible, and he couldn’t understand her words at all.


  Is she not Japanese? Is that child not a player?


  “Your name is?”


  “…a, u…a…a”


  He felt a little foolish as he realised that she might be a foreigner, and that might have been her name.


  “AuAa? That’s a strange name… is it?”


  The child shook her head.


  “That’s not your name? Then, does that mean you can’t pronounce your name?”


  Again, she shook her head.


  The child was desperately trying to speak, but Momonga could not derive any meaning from her words.


  “Where are your parents…”


  As she said that, Momonga remembered that she was undead, and he wouldn’t be likely to have parents. Still, the child’s reaction was a little strange.


  The child hung her head, then shook it.


  She seemed to be saying, “they’re gone”.


  I should think of how to say goodbye, then, Momonga thought as he looked over the child who spoke with queer pronunciation. Suddenly, she spoke again in a very small voice, but this time, he could understand her,


  “—ino —asrith Inberun.”


  As she repeated herself, Momonga could finally understand what she was saying.


  “My name is Kino Fasrith Inberun.”


  That was the girl’s name.


Altina X Overlord


  


● Strategist Ainz ●


  


The stage was set at the north of the Belgaria Empire where Altina was situated―


  Bordertown Tuonvell.


  The sky was covered in dark clouds.


  Freezing gales chilled the air.


  As the commander of the border regiment and princess, Altina came to welcome a certain person.


  She harboured great expectations for this person. Coming from a commoner family with a low military rank, there was a rumour of a talented strategist being exiled to the borders. Maybe this person could become Altina’s strategist.


  Her current situation could be described with the term ‘blockage’.


  After being chased from the imperial capital by the nobles and becoming the commander of a border regiment, her subordinate general Jerome look down on her because she was a girl.


  Although the soldiers held her in high regards and address her as princess… they also didn’t treat her like a commander.


  And the forces deployed to the fortress in the frontlines would not be enough to affect the empire.


  This northern borders was just like a cage to Altina.


  Because she had the wish to become the empress, she would need a strategist to advise her no matter what.


  Although she needed one, she only heard about that person through rumours and had never seen him before; his character and capabilities were both unknown to her.


  To get to know his character, Altina disguised herself as a wagon driver to pick him up.


  Someone she had never seen before was standing in the middle of the streets.


  With a book clutched in his chest, he was a gentle young man who won’t even kill a fly-- Not. It was a man who was wearing a long robe and a mask for unknown reasons.


  This man was the Overlord of Death, Ainz.


  Altina who didn’t know about this approached with a strange expression.


  “Erm.. You are…?”


  “...... My name is Ainz.”


  A heavy voice.


  Maybe it was the mask, it sounded a bit muffled.


  Altina thought, it can’t be this guy right?


  Maybe her doubtful expression was obvious, prompting Ainz to continue.


  “Don’t worry, this might sound unbelievable, but I have a good idea what we need to do.”


  “Huh?”


  “You are looking for a strategist right? The reason― well, let’s not talk about this here.”


  He turned his gaze to the people walking in the streets.


  Altina opened her eyes wide in surprise.


  She heard he was good, but not this good!


  “Were you really transferred here from the imperial capital?”


  “Transferred… If you mean someone ‘exiled from a world’, that is probably true.”
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The wagon passed through the town of Tuonvell


  “Just call me Altina.”


  Although no one around her addressed her this way, she still told him the nickname she liked very much.


  “Okay.”


  Ainz acknowledged.


  He then surveyed the area with his mask own.


  “... The scenery of this world looks about the same.”


  Both sides of the road was full of maize fields. As it was winter, the fields were all brown. The view was separated into two distinct colours with the grey evening sky above the horizon.


  Passengers would normally sit in the back, but Altina was sitting in the center of the driving seat while Ainz sat to her right.


  This was because it was easier to converse this way.


  Even if she looked to the side, she couldn’t see Ainz’s expression that was covered under the strange mask that seem to be either angry or crying.


  “I think the scenery is very different from the imperial capital… are you talking about your birth place?”


  “The city I lived in was full of skyscrapers, you couldn’t even see the horizon.”


  “...Skyscrapers?”


  “Something like a tower. This place full of the scenery of nature is closer to… some other place.”


  “Erm… I heard normal people won’t understand what smart people are talking about, so it’s true.”


  “Well, I’m not lying.”


  Ainz shrugged.


  A white shadow flashed before Altina’s eyes.


  It had started snowing.


  “And so… we are rushing for time, so hang on tight and don’t fall off!”


  “I see, no problem.”


  Altina urged the horse to go faster.


  At that moment, an accident happened― they skidded because of the snow, the wagon barely avoided toppling over...


  However the horse sprained its leg.


  Altina jumped down from the driver’s seat, patting the head of the horse to soothe it.


  “It will be difficult to carry on… It is possible to keep going… But if the leg injury worsens it might get put down.”


  “Really, I should have used ‘Gate’ from the start.”


  0% chance of failure with no distance limit. For Ainz who could used the highest level teleportation spell, meeting with such incidents was just a waste of time― He was just accompanying Altina to understand this world better.


  There was no way Altina would know that…


  Ainz alighted from the driver’s seat.


  He extended a hand from his black robes.


  Altina jumped.


  It looked like bones.


  Human bones


  And it was not a replica. The skeletal hand holding a thin flask reached for the horse’s right hind leg.


  He poured the green liquid within the flask onto the injured area.


  A white light that differs from the illumination of oil lamp or gas lamp enveloped the leg of the horse.


  Altina rubbed her eyes.


  Ainz had already withdrawn his hand into his robes.


  “It’s healed now.”


  “Huhhh!!”


  Just like he said, the right hind leg that was obviously swollen had turned back to normal in an instant.


  Altina agitatedly drew near to Ainz.


  “What, what did you do!?”


  “Nothing special. Just a low level healing potion. I can’t use healing magic. The recovery amount might be low, but it will bring normal people and animals on the verge of death back to full health.”


  Ainz said that matter of factly and returned to the driving seat.


  Altina couldn’t understand what he did.


  “... Magic?”


  “It seems that doesn’t exist in this world.”


  “It appears in stories… you, you really can use… magic?”


  Altina stared at Ainz with a mix of fear and curiosity.


  He said calmly as if he had lost his emotions.


  “What I can use is… hmmm?”


  “Eh!?”


  Altina turned her head back.


  With the wind getting stronger, the snow was turning into a blizzard. In this white fog of snow, a group of grey beast appeared.


  The back of the girl shivered.


  “Loup Gris!”


  Five snarling wolves surrounded the wagon in a semicircle.


  Ainz said nonchalantly.


  “The animals are cute… it is about time to go right?”


  “Wh, what are you saying!? Loup Gris are ferocious beast even a knight will have trouble with!”


  “...... So what?”


  Ainz didn’t understand at all.


  Altina said in frustration.


  “We are about to be attacked!”


  “I see! I didn’t notice. In this world without magic and warrior skills, even wild animals can become a threat. Speaking of which, this appears to be the middle ages.”


  “Enough! Stop saying things I don’t understand!”


  “Alright, we can set off after disposing of these beast.”


  “... Hah?”


  Altina who didn’t understand what he was saying was dumbstruck.


  Ainz who seemed rather frail swing his right hand casually.


  “Dragon Lightning.”


  A sudden dragon shaped lightning covered Ainz from his arm to his shoulders. It flew out from his straightened finger.


  A loud bang as loud as thunder.


  The largest wolf fell lifelessly to the ground and stopped moving.
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With that bang, the wolves that saw its leader dead ran in panic.


  Ainz withdrew his hand into his robes.


  The threat was gone. No, it wasn’t a threat to Ainz at all.


  “Will this be enough?”


  “Ugh!”


  Altina charged to the driving seat with burning eyes and grabbed Ainz’ robes.


  “What have you done!”


  “... What?”


  She was obviously angry.


  Ainz was puzzled.


  After being saved from danger, she should be grateful, so why was she angry.


  Did I mess up because I am not used to this world? Ainz thought―


  His unease wasn’t conveyed to Altina.


  Ainz couldn’t express himself through his face.


  And he was wearing a mask.


  Altina who was grabbing his robe stared deep into his eyes…


  The eyes behind the mask― were so dark it seemed to be bottomless. As expected, he was not human. Even so, it didn’t faze the spirited girl.


  “You are strong.”


  “Hmm?”


  “I don’t really get it, but if you use that magic, you won’t have to worry about the wolves taking your life right!?”


  “... That is so.”


  “Then, do you have to kill it?”


  “What strange words, Loup Gris will attack people. That means they are harmful creatures. For the soldiers protecting this land, lessening their numbers should be a good thing correct?”


  “Loup Gris might attack people, but they also hunt animals that damage the fields. If there are no beasts in the forest, it will become a haven for criminals.”


  “It’s just one wolf…”


  “Most importantly, it’s so pitiful! This is the habitat of the wild beast you understand? Paving a road and cultivating the field is just us borrowing the land. It would be fine if it is in the towns or villages, but don’t kill indiscriminately on the roads!”


  “... Hmmm.”


  Ainz thought about it.


  He got what she meant.


  Her thinking wasn’t illogical.


  In order to accomplish his mission here and return to his original world― where the Great Tomb of Nazarick was. He can’t let Altina shun him.


  Ainz wanted pull Altina away from his robes.


  “You can’t understand this logic!?”


  “No…”


  The warrior of the highest level in the DMMO-RPG YGGDRASIL could pulverise a city wall with a punch. Even the relatively weaker Ainz could lift a carriage with one hand.


  Altina seemed stronger than most girls, but Ainz should be stronger.


  However, he couldn’t pull the hand grabbing his robes away.


  “... I understand how you feel, I will use my offensive magic carefully from now on.”


  The people and creatures in this world were too weak.


  He might kill them accidentally even with the lowest level magic in his arsenal.


  To smoothen the process he has to watch himself.


  He doesn’t like to waste mana anyway.


  Altina released Ainz’ robes.


  And suddenly smiled.


  “Thank you for your understanding, and thank you for saving me.”


  “It’s fine.”


  So far, Ainz only felt her features was straight, and didn’t have the chance to judge her beauty―


  Even Ainz who had lost almost all his human emotions could tell that Altina’s smile was really charming.


  Of course, in terms of style and perfection, she couldn’t compare to the NPC Albedo made painstakingly by a member of his guild.


  He wasn’t referring to that kind of beauty, but the energetic smile that shone brightly.


  She tilted her head.


  “Hmm? Is something the matter?”


  “...No, there is no problems. Let us be off.”


  After getting Ainz’ response, she sat beside Ainz and held the reigns.


  She shouted and pulled the reigns, and the horse that was shocked by the lightning and Loup Gris started walking slowly.


  The wheels of the wagon made rolling sounds again.


  “Speaking of which― Magic is awesome! Strong and convenient. Just like a cannon!”


  “... I don’t know how powerful the cannons of this world are, but it definitely can’t compare to nuclear weapons. Even the highest tier magic couldn’t compare with it.


  “Nuclear? I don’t get what you mean. Where did you learn magic Ainz? You have a teacher?”


  “Teacher…”


  Ainz remembered the members in his guild.


  Teaching each other skills and exchanging information as they grind large amount of experience points.


  “...... They are no longer around.”


  “I see… Sorry for asking that.”


  “Please don’t mind, it is all in the past.”


  “Can I use magic too?”


  “If you have a magic caster type job, you will learn it in no time if you keep earning experience points...But you have a warrior type face.”


  “Wait…!? Learning magic depends on your face!?”


  Ainz was just kidding but Altina seemed to be taking it seriously.


  Magic doesn’t exist in this world, Altina who was part of this world probably can’t use magic.


  “That isn’t so… But Altina is one of those direct types who will act before you think right?”


  “How rude. I think I am the cautious type who thinks before I act.”


  “From our interaction earlier, how are you cautious? You saw that lightning and still grabbed my robes without thinking.”


  It actually made him wonder if she was mentally normal.


  She was totally the type that didn’t consider the consequences.


  Altina blushed.


  “Ughhh…”


  “But that’s why you need a strategist…”


  “How did you know that?”


  “Of course I know. That’s why I came to this world.”


  “So… You know my objective too…?”


  Altina had a face of unease.


  This was top level secret.


  Ainz shrugged.


  “I didn’t hear about that… But I can guess what it is. Definitely not looking for someone to play chess with.”


  She sighed.


  It wasn’t clear if she did so out of relief or disappointment.


  “... Is that knowledge related to magic?”


  “Even if I explain, you who are from this world won’t understand. More importantly, I will help you, just rely on me― but things will be different if you reject.”


  “It’s fine. My objective is to liberate the citizens from tyrannical rule. To achieve that I want to become empress!”


  “No problem― I am not sure if making you empress will liberate the people though.”
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Ainz kept his promise.


  He avoided casting offensive spells freely.


  Fort Sierk―


  The base of the Beilschmidt Border Regiment Altina was in command of.


  However, it was an empty title of commander as the entire regiment was under General Jerome’s management.


  The fourteen year old princess Altina was just a decoration that needed to be protected.


  Ainz turned his head.


  “It would be easy for me to defeat General Jerome… But it would be difficult for others to acknowledge Altina as the commander that way.”


  “Ea, easy? He might look like that, but Sir Jerome is very strong.”


  “Indeed, his physical ability and combat experience is near the upper limit of a warrior. But I am confident that without equipment and items, it wouldn’t even be a contest. If both sides reach the upper level limits, the rest will be dependent on the strength and effects of buffing spells.”


  “Magic again…?”


  “He is as good as naked while I am fully armed. If I lose under such conditions, I won’t be fit to be a guild master.”


  Ainz also have top class passive skill that nullifies physical attacks.


  The ability to negate low level weapon and magic attacks.


  Even if the user had excellent skill, he won’t be able to harm Ainz with the weapons of this world.


  “His mental strength seems strong. Charming spells will be a bit… and the period of effect isn’t long. Let’s use support magic.”


  “Hmmm?”


  Ainz stood up and cast spells on Altina.


  Greater strength.


  Physical defence increase.


  Accelerate.


  Envelope in a mysterious glow, Altina’s face looked troubled.


  “Erm… I was thinking, if that is the case… I should use my own power…”


  “Since you employed me as a strategist and your subordinate, you should view my magic as your own power. Or do you want to reject my assistance entirely?”


  Altina showed a troubled expression.


  “Ermmm… is that really fine?”


  “It will be alright. And with the vast difference in prowess, it is less likely for the other party to get injured.”


  And just like Ainz predicted, the fight was finished in an instant before the stupefied crowd.


  After being buffed by high level enchantment from Ainz, Altina was strong on a totally different level.


  She made Jerome groan in pain with just one hit.


  “Ugh… how could it be? That is impossible for humans!”


  “Yes you are right. My magic can not be emulated by humans. Well, due to some reason, I can’t use lethal spells on people.”


  In the parade square before Fort Sierk—


  Ainz placed his hand on the victorious Altina and declared:


  “I have decided to assist this person on her road towards domination. If the soldiers are willing to help us, you are welcome to. If not, please leave the fort.”


  “Don’t say anyone could leave as they pleased, Ainz.”


  “Hmm? But there is no point in letting people who will affect our unity stay.”


  In the end, as far as fighting forces were concerned, the numbers of normal soldiers don’t matter.


  Altina raised her sword high.


  “Anyway, I am the commander of this border regiment!”


  “Ku… It can’t be helped. Since I lost, I will acknowledge you. Even if you won using dubious magic!”


  Suddenly, the bell signalling an enemy attack sounded.
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The ones attacking Fort Sierk under the cover of the blizzard were the barbarians.


  They were few in numbers, but proficient in sneak attacks.


  Ainz stood on top of the fortress wall.


  Altina and Jerome were by his side.


  “What should we do? We can’t charge out and fight them at this distance.”


  They discovered them too late, resulting in the barbarians had reaching the walls and firing arrows in.


  With Ainz magic, the arrows were deflected by an invisible wall, so the area was safe.


  Jerome snorted.


  “Hmmp, can’t you do anything with that dubious magic of yours?”


  “May I?”


  “Well… If this goes on, we will lose a lot of soldiers, but I want to avoid killing the barbarians.”


  Altina said with a resigned expression.


  Jerome responded unhappily.


  “Nonsense! We should kill all the barbarians!”


  Since Ainz was acting as the princess’ subordinate, what Altina said took priority.


  With the barbarian group as the target.


  “I will avoid killing them then.”


  “Gravity Bound.”


  Within a designated boundary, he shook the ground with the impact of an earthquake.


  They probably never experienced earthquakes before and fell into chaos.


  They scampered away in twos and threes.


  Jerome and the soldiers laughed at this sight, but Altina looked uneasy.


  “Is it fine for us to do that…?”


  “Well done, what’s next?”


  When they heard Altina employed a powerful strategist, the imperial capital sent them the order to attack Fort Volks.


  Although it was faster for Ainz to go alone—


  An inspector also tagged along, so they had to bring half the unit for the expedition.


  After seeing the steep cliffs and the cannon platform, she sighed.


  “It will be hard to attack the fort. It lives up to the name of invulnerable fortress Volks— although I just heard about it from Jerome yesterday.”


  “If destroying it is fine, just one…”


  “If you do that, wouldn’t it cause massive casualties?”


  “Hmm. And we need to use it as a base after taking the fort. Let us go about it normally, I will hang the flag at the cannon platform about an hour later. Launch the attack then— it should be conquered by then.”


  “Wait…!? I, I will go too!”


  “Just bringing one more person is fine, I will cast high tier physical attack negation magic.”


  After Ainz finished chanting, a white light enveloped Altina’s body.


  He then waved his hand lightly.


  “Gate.”


  They suddenly appeared in the office of the commander of Fort Volks.


  Their meeting on the measures to take against Belgaria’s attack was in progress.


  The hot blooded young knight— Zechmeister drew his sword.


  “Who are you!?”


  He shouted as he thrust his blade over.


  It hit Ainz’ body, which made Altina screamed.


  Even the blade made from the latest steel technology won’t have magic effects. Naturally, its damage was negated.


  It was pressuring to fight without killing low level enemies.


  “Well, I can only do this under such restraints.”


  Ainz used a ‘Harden’ spell to turn Zechmeister into a statue.


  The enemy staff officers screamed.


  Among them was an elderly man in uniform taking a stance with a steel staff.


  His hair was turning white, but his eyes remained sharp.


  “I am the commander of Fort Volks from the Varden Duchy.”


  “I am the commander of the Beilschmidt border regiment from Belgaria, Marie Quatre Argentina!”


  “Hmmp. I heard reports of Belgaria hired a demon king and dismissed it as a joke… So it’s true.”


  “I’m not a demon king. I just know some magic.”


  Altina raised her sword.


  And of course, because of the buffs from all sort of support spells, she emerged victorious easily.


  The rest of the soldiers were hit by Ainz’ ‘Mass Paralysis’ and couldn’t move.


  They took Fort Volks much earlier than expected.


  Ainz took out a staff with a strange aura from his robes.


  “Where to next? No, it’s a bother fighting these skirmishes. Let’s take down the Imperial Capital straight away.”


  “Hmm!? But the first army is…”


  “1st army or 2nd army, they are not a problem for me. Come, let’s go!”


  After taking down the Imperial Capital of Belgaria, Altina became the new empress.


  Be it the nobles, commoners, and even foreign nations, everyone feared the new empress who gained the power of a demon king—
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“Ughhh… No, you can’t… Altina!”


  Regis yelled as he raised his head.


  The girl chopped him on the head with her hand.


  “You are the one who can’t! If you want to sleep, do it on your bed. You’ll catch a cold!!”


  Seemed like Regis fell asleep reading a book. Because he slept in a weird position, his back hurts.


  “Hah… I had a weird dream.”


  “Are you okay? We will be leaving for the capital tomorrow right?”


  “Ahh, I made the preparations. Well, there is no one it could be that easy…”


  There are all sorts of problems piled up in the capital, and it seemed that a powerful being that could solve everything with magic didn’t show up.


  Although he felt disheartened, he was relieved at the same time...


  Altina wore her coat with a wry smile.


  “What did you dream about?”


  “... It seemed to be a dream of you becoming empress with the help of magic from a demon king.”


  “Ara, sounds interesting. What did the magic achieve?”


  Altina said as she offered him a cup of warm milk.


  Regis took the cup and showed the black book jacket of the story he finished recently.


  “It’s powerful, enough to change the world… This book is called ‘Overlord’—”
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