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      Chapter 1: Heading to Rohzenheim


      “We will go to Rohzenheim.”


      Rohzenheim, the country of elves that was currently under attack by the Demon Lord Army, had issued a request for aid to Allen. When the headmaster had confirmed that the capital had already fallen and the nation was on the verge of being entirely overrun, Allen decided to accept the request.


      “Guys, we have to go to Rohzenheim,” Allen repeated.


      Sophie, who had just learned that the whereabouts of her mother, the queen of the elves, was currently unknown, blinked back tears of relief. “Lord Allen, thank you so much!”
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      “Hold on, Allen!” Cecil interrupted. “You’re just going to leave the Central Continent high and dry?”


      Her concern was understandable: two million monsters were about to march on the northern fortresses of Giamut just as the elves who served as a crucial source of healing magic were being recalled from the front lines.


      The headmaster offered a reply. “The Central Continent does have the Hero...”


      “Just how long do you think the front line is?!” Cecil yelled back, letting her emotions get the best of her.


      It was true that there was a significant distance between the western end of the Giamutan front line and the eastern end. More than fifty fortresses dotted the border, each built to withstand the Demon Lord Army’s invasion and able to station over a hundred thousand troops. It was precisely because there was a limit to the Hero’s abilities that Mihai, Cecil’s flesh-and-blood brother, had lost his life. It would not matter if the Hero managed to protect one fortress when the rest of them fell—it would still spell the end of both the Empire of Giamut and the Central Continent as a whole.


      “But we... Rohzenheim doesn’t even have a Hero!” The headmaster could not help raising his own voice. Judging by his haggard face, perhaps he too was desperate to return to his home country.


      Cecil turned to Allen. “Are we really going to Rohzenheim?” She peered into his eyes as if trying to glean his thoughts.


      “In this situation, saving Rohzenheim is the only viable option.” I do want more info first, though.


      “So you will go?! Thank you, Allen! I’ll immediately arrange for a high-speed magic ship that’ll depart tomorrow!” the headmaster promised, clearly aiming to make all the necessary arrangements before Allen changed his mind.


      Oh right, there are high-speed magic ships made for traveling between different countries’ capitals and other continents.


      There were two varieties of magic ships: normal and high-speed. Due to the urgency of the situation, the headmaster intended on arranging the latter for them this time, even though it required exponentially more magic stones to run. Allen and his companions were currently in the Kingdom of Ratash, which was located south of the Empire of Giamut and somewhat near the heart of the Central Continent. Their magic ship would be a direct flight to the neighboring continent of Rohzenheim.


      “By the way, headmaster, may I ask you more questions about the present state of the battle?”


      “O-Of course. Ask me whatever you want.”


      “You mentioned that Rohzenheim is being attacked by a force of three million and that there is another force of two million on standby ten days north of Giamut. What about Baukis?”


      The Demon Lord Army was supposedly dispatching ten million troops, but only five million had been accounted for. Allen was therefore trying to figure out what was going on with the remaining five.


      The headmaster nodded, then proceeded to share that there was indeed a force from the Demon Lord Army approaching Baukis. It had been at sea, standing by a slight distance off the continental shore, and fighting had not broken out yet.




      The Demon Lord Army’s Deployed Numbers


      
        	Rohzenheim: 3 million


        	Central Continent (Giamut & Allied nations): 2 million


        	Baukis: 1 million


        	Reserves: 4 million

      


      Meruru, who was from Baukis and had been looking worried this whole time, murmured softly, “One million to Baukis...” Her father was a low-ranking military noncombatant who was aboard a naval vessel at that very moment.


      “I see. So Baukis is getting double the usual annual numbers,” Allen mused aloud. And unlike the Central Continent and Rohzenheim, the battle with Baukis is on open water.




      Current Situation of the Empire of Baukis


      
        	A force of 10,000 golems is preventing the Demon Lord Army from landing on the continent.


        	The Demon Lord Army’s intention is to overwhelm the golems with numbers. The engagement will take place at sea (with Meruru’s father involved).


        	Fighting using numbers exhausts the Demon Lord Army too, but the fact that they’re attacking with twice their usual number indicates just how serious they are this year.


        	Baukis also wants reinforcements.

      


      After sharing everything he knew about Baukis’s current situation, the headmaster turned to Meruru. “And Meruru...”


      “Yes, sir?”


      “Your country has ordered your return.”


      “But, sir!”


      Apparently, Meruru had intended on heading to Rohzenheim with the rest of the No-life Gamers. However, the royal edict issued by Ratash had only listed Allen, Krena, Cecil, Dogora, and Keel by name. There was no mention of Sophie or Meruru, who came from Rohzenheim and Baukis respectively.


      The headmaster had used the term “request” to avoid offending Allen, but there was no changing the fact that this was an express command from his king. Allen could not care less about the king, but he saw no particular reason to go out of his way to turn him down, and he did not want to undermine Cecil’s family’s identity as nobility either.


      Not that saying no is an option when this is a literal royal decree.


      Back when the current king had been the crown prince, Allen had caught his attention—in the negative sense. Only nobles were duty bound to fight on the battlefield, but the king had gone to the trouble of issuing a royal decree to ensure that Allen would also head for the now-crumbling Rohzenheim.


      Does he seriously hate me that much?


      In truth, it likely made no difference to the king if Allen died fighting. Given this, Allen decided he would absolutely come back safe and sound so that he could pay the king a visit and rub it in his face.


      After an internal sigh, he turned to the headmaster. “Am I correct in assuming that the order to return is not only for Meruru, but for all dwarven students?”


      “That is correct. Rohzenheim has ordered all elven students to return home as well.”


      The elven and dwarven students on exchange in the other Central Continent Academies—each signatory nation of the Five Continent Alliance had been required to establish one—had also received the same order via their own headmasters. Considering the crisis that Rohzenheim was in, the elven students were most likely going to be dispatched to the front lines as soon as they got home.


      Okay, now I understand the situation on each of the three fronts. “So then, what is the Demon Lord Army really aiming for?”


      “Their...aim?” After a pause, the headmaster asked, “What do you think is their aim?”


      C’mon, don’t tell me they don’t have one. Not after they’ve gone to the effort of gathering such numbers and timing everything so precisely.


      The headmaster looked so mystified, Allen almost blurted out his thoughts in response. However, he managed to swallow the words back.


      Thankfully, Cecil always caught on quickly when it came to talk of strategy. “I’m not sure, but do you think the Demon Lord Army’s assigned an order of priority to the three fronts?”


      Allen nodded. “Their army is huge, but it’s still a finite number. I have no idea how many troops they have in total, but they’ve now gathered ten million over the past five or so years since the appearance of the Hero. If the Army were to fail this time, it would mean they wasted just that much time and effort. So it only makes sense that they want to keep their losses minimal.”


      “In other words, they’re being smart with their deployment.”


      “Exactly. Ten million might sound like a lot, but that’s nowhere near enough to wipe out all three northern continents. I suspect that the Demon Lord Army knows this, and it also knows how difficult it is to make headway into the Central Continent when it’s still fully supported by squads of elven healers.”


      Allen went over his analysis of the situation based on the facts as a way to remind everyone not to be blinded by sheer numbers. In terms of fighting strength, Talented soldiers were more powerful than Rank B monsters, which made up the overwhelming majority of the Demon Lord Army. There were around two million Talented soldiers in Rohzenheim. Of course, the average one-star soldier would be hard-pressed to fight Rank A monsters, but such beings made up only around one percent of the entire Army.


      Cecil nodded with understanding. “I see. So you mean they’d need far more to wipe out the world.”


      Consequently, the Army had come up with a strategy focusing their attacks on Rohzenheim first. Doing so would prompt the elves to all return home—which was happening as intended—and effectively abandon the Central Continent. After destroying the elves, the Army could then take its time finishing off the Central Continent.


      This would in turn lead to the collapse of the Five Continent Alliance. After all, though Rohzenheim was on the brink of annihilation, there was no changing the fact that it had decided to call its troops back without due process. Doing so was basically a declaration that it was withdrawing from the Alliance. Even if it managed to survive this crisis, its relations with the other nations of the world would still have been irreparably crippled. It might not ever receive aid again, even if it were to become embroiled in war once more.


      Once the Five Continent Alliance collapsed, the Demon Lord Army would likely focus its efforts on Giamut, the Alliance leader that represented the Central Continent. After losing its elven healers, this superpower would be a lot easier to destroy.


      This saved Baukis, the country that had put up the stiffest resistance to date, for last. Although it had sent quite a few golems to the Central Continent to support the war effort there, the large majority of Baukis’s golems were still in position to defend their home continent. But after taking out Rohzenheim and Giamut, the Demon Lord Army would be able to consolidate all its forces and simply overwhelm this one last bastion through sheer numbers.


      Allen had lost Krena and the others quite a while earlier into his explanation—the sole exception was Cecil, who had been attending war tactics and strategies classes with him. “And the four million in reserve will be sent to the three fronts as needed?”


      “I think so,” Allen nodded. “If the current forces attacking Rohzenheim and the Central Continent prove enough, I suspect they will send all four million to Baukis to bolster the one million that’s already there.”


      “And if those reserves were to aid the Central Continent front, Giamut would be fighting a total of six million?”


      “If it comes to that, then yes.”


      The reserves would most likely be dispatched in order of priority. If Allen and his friends simply twiddled their thumbs while the Demon Lord Army obliterated Rohzenheim, then those very same forces would set their sights on the Central Continent next.


      This was why Allen decided to go to Rohzenheim. Saving Rohzenheim could very well be the key to saving the Central Continent—and by extension, the known world.


      Keel, who had remained silent this whole time, finally spoke up. “But still, how is Giamut supposed to face two million monsters without any healers?”


      He was not against going to Rohzenheim, but it was not lost on him that if nothing was done, an enormous number of soldiers at the Giamutan front would soon be losing their lives. Even if the No-life Gamers brought Rohzenheim back from the brink, there was a chance they would return home only to find Giamut already in ruin.


      “About that...I have an idea.” Allen grinned.


      Dogora recognized the look on his face. “We can’t help out the Central Continent in person, but you think there’s something else we can do for them?”


      “Exactly. It’s far from a foolproof plan, but I’m planning on sending recovery items to the Central Continent front.” Allen took out a Frond of Life made from a Rank E Summon and showed it to everyone.


      Comprehension dawned on Cecil’s face. “Ah, so that’s going to heal them in place of the elves.”


      “I see. Recovery items.” The headmaster examined the leaf closely when it reached his hands. “The front line already has recovery items, though.”


      “Sir, that single leaf you’re holding is capable of healing enough soldiers to fill one of the school’s training fields by 1,000 HP.”


      “A thousand?! And over such a large area?!”


      There was a reason the headmaster was so surprised. The higher level a Cleric was, the wider an area they could heal all at once. However, even a Cleric with Healing Magic Lvl. 6 could only heal a crowd the size of a twenty-five-meter-long swimming pool. And yet, Allen had just claimed that a single Frond of Life could heal multiple times that area. Of course, as Healing Magic was dependent on the Intelligence stat, a max-level Cleric would be able to heal much more than 1,000 HP.


      “I have 600,000 of these, sir,” Allen added. “If these were all sent to the Giamutan front, I imagine they’d help the troops continue fighting for quite a while.”


      “You have six hu— Do you mean it, Allen?!”


      Over the past year and a half, Allen had actually made 650,000 Fronds of Life. There was a point in time when he was sourcing more magic stones than he could use to create the Fronds, but that only lasted until he obtained Quick Summoning. Of the 650,000 that he had created since then, he was now offering to send 600,000 to the Central Continent to stand in for the withdrawing elven squads.


      “Yes, sir,” Allen confirmed, nodding. “I will transfer them over later.”


      “Understood. I’ll make arrangements for a large open area.”


      “Thank you, sir. In order to use them effectively... May I use the map? So, there are more than fifty fortresses along the front line. However, I predict that only ten of them will need the extra healing—well, subtracting the one where the Hero’ll be stationed, nine places. And all nine can be reached in eight days via magic ship.”


      If the Demon Lord Army was at least ten days away, it would be possible to deliver all these Fronds of Life to the appropriate fortresses before the fighting broke out.


      Allen then continued his explanation. He hypothesized that the push by the Demon Lord Army this time included all the forces they had accumulated over the past few years. The reason he had been so sure about the number ten was because if the Army was actually serious about taking down the Giamutan capital, then the route of their advance was mostly decided for them and that it would involve only ten fortresses at the most.


      The Hero was capable of using wide-area Healing Magic and had an MP Recovery Ring, so the fortress he would be stationed at would not need recovery items. As a rough approximation based on the effective range of the Fronds, the fortresses would probably use around ten thousand per day.


      He now understood what Allen was getting at, but the headmaster still had a frown on his face. “Those numbers mean your items would only last two months at the most.”


      “That is the case,” Allen agreed. “And that’s why we have to turn things around in Rohzenheim within two months.”


      Rohzenheim was on the brink, Giamut’s fate was up in the air, and Baukis had its hands full. Even after sending so many recovery items to Giamut, Allen knew that he would still need to resolve things quickly in Rohzenheim. If the Demon Lord Army’s top priority really was Rohzenheim and the situation changed on that front, then it would inevitably affect the Central Continent.


      Of course, we’re fighting against opponents who can do their own thinking and scheming. For all we know, the Central Continent could be their top priority and it’s just been sheer luck they’ve been making such smooth progress in Rohzenheim. And of course, everything could change based on how Giamut acts. I don’t expect it to just sit back and wait for its demise.


      Real battles involved real people. And it was impossible to perfectly predict how others would behave.


      “Has Giamut declared a state of emergency yet?” Allen asked the headmaster.


      “Indeed. The emperor of Giamut declared it some time ago.”


      Rulers such as kings and emperors had the power to declare a state of emergency. Once they did, the duty to fight that had previously applied only to nobles would apply to commoners and serfs as well. This carried the risk of fostering explosive resentment among the masses, possibly even leading to a revolt; it was invoked only when the nation was truly in danger—just as Giamut currently was. In other words, it was an ace up a country’s sleeve.


      The Empire of Giamut was currently gathering all its reserves, retired and volunteer soldiers, and conscripts in an effort to bolster its forces. Those who did not need further training, such as the reserves and retirees, would be stationed within a month.


      So the entirety of Giamut already knows it’s in a state of emergency. As expected of a world with magic tools for instantaneous communication. Hmm, so the front lines will be reinforced within the next month.


      “Still, to make six hundred thousand of such miraculous items... Is this due to your power as a Summoner?” The headmaster asked Allen. If true, it meant a single Summoner had the power to single-handedly overturn the outcome of a battle.


      “No, sir, these were not made by my power.”


      “Huh?! The heck’re you saying, Allen?!” Dogora shouted.


      Although he had not been capable of understanding the majority of what had been said just now, Dogora as well as the rest of the No-life Gamers knew without a doubt that Allen had made these Fronds of Life. Even while dungeon delving, they had seen him take out a plant pot during breaks to continue making more of them. Currently all of the Gamers—Dogora included, of course—were carrying quite a few inside the storage magic tool they each kept on their person.


      “This is an elven elixir created by the elves of Rohzenheim,” Allen said, enunciating carefully. “They managed to find a way to mass-produce them, although doing so has greatly lowered their efficacy.”


      “Elven elixirs? These?”


      Back when Allen fought Helmios, Helmios had seen Allen use a Blessing of Earth and had mistaken it for an elven elixir. Allen was now taking advantage of the leeway he had from the fact that no one else was familiar with a Summoner’s abilities.


      If the Hero’s reaction had been sincere, then the real elven elixir can probably heal lost limbs for real too.


      However, as a member of the elven royal family, Theodojiil knew what the real elven elixir looked like. He was about to question Allen’s claim when Sophie suddenly spoke up. “Lord Allen speaks true,” she confirmed. “This is undoubtedly an elven elixir.”


      “Your Highness, what—”


      With perfect timing, Sophie added, “In exchange for calling all its people back, Rohzenheim is now sending these elven elixirs to take their place. Isn’t that right, Lord Allen?” She looked at him with upturned eyes as if she were a student waiting for a teacher to check her answer.


      “That’s exactly it, Sophie. Rohzenheim did not forget its role as a member of the Five Continent Alliance.”


      The Demon Lord Army was hoping that the withdrawal of elven forces would lead to the collapse of the Five Continent Alliance. Once this international cooperative body was gone, each country would be that much easier to invade. However, the introduction of these so-called elven elixirs would give Giamut a very different impression.


      With the Demon Lord still at large, I figure it’d be best to keep the Alliance intact for now. The way Allen saw it, once the Demon Lord was gone, this organization would become one where a handful of superpowers lorded it over countless other less powerful countries. At the moment, however, it was still necessary.


      “How brilliant, Lord Allen!” Sophie gushed. “Rohzenheim is saved, Giamut is saved, and even the Alliance is saved!”


      “Of course, the plan I described is a countermeasure based only on what I’ve heard so far,” Allen cautioned. “The situation could still change at the drop of a hat.”


      Things would likely go the Alliance’s way at first. After all, the Demon Lord Army would be attacking with the assumption that the Central Continent now had no healing support without the elven healers, but they would instead face Giamutan forces with six hundred thousand Fronds of Life on hand. The Demon Lord Army would catch on sooner or later and adjust their tactics accordingly. Similarly, if Allen and his friends managed to help Rohzenheim make a comeback, the Central Continent front might also end up affected somehow. It would be foolish to expect everything to go well.


      And that’s why we need insurance.


      As Allen mulled over what else he could do, the headmaster now fully understood what Allen and Sophie were getting at. “Thank you. These recovery items will be an enormous help.”


      “Think nothing of it. All I ask is that these are called ‘elven elixirs’ going forward.” Allen then turned to Meruru, who had been looking down ever since she had heard she was to return home. “Meruru, we’re still coming to Baukis in April. We made a promise, and I intend to keep it.”


      “Huh?”


      “We’ll deal with the Demon Lord Army as fast as we can, then hit the Rank S dungeon in Baukis together!”


      “O-Okay.”


      “Since you’ll probably also be dispatched to the front lines—here, take some more elven elixirs.”


      The dwarven girl possessed the Talos General Talent, which enabled her to pilot golems up to mithril grade. This made her a one-in-ten-million prodigy. At the same time, that very Talent made it very likely she would be deployed to battle as a soldier. Therefore, Allen handed her some more Fronds in addition to the number she usually received as a member of the Gamers. He made a point of calling them “elven elixirs” as he did so.


      Oh right, I should give her MP recovery items too. I’m sure the war situation would change with a thousand Seeds of Magic.


      What the soldiers fighting on the Central Continent needed most was HP recovery items. In contrast, Baukis was protected by golems that ran on MP from their pilots and therefore needed items to recover MP instead.


      “Thank...you...”


      When Allen handed her a pouch bulging with Seeds of Magic, she thanked him once more as tears streamed down her face. She felt greatly indebted as, on top of not having been able to contribute in any significant way to their dungeon dives so far, she was now temporarily leaving the party.


      Keel spoke up again. “I need to explain things to Nina.”


      “That’s a good point.” Allen nodded. “We should bid a proper farewell to those at the base.”


      The No-life Gamers decided to return home and first say goodbye to Nina—Keel’s younger sister—and the servants who had basically become family before they headed out to the battlefield.


      ＊ ＊ ＊


      A day passed, most of it spent bustling around preparing for the journey to Rohzenheim. The headmaster had promised to arrange foodstuffs and additional necessities, but there were other things that Allen needed to prepare.


      It was possible that, after spending almost two whole years in this city, the party might not ever come back to it again. The thought seemed quite poignant somehow. There were no absolutes in war, and no guarantee that they would win. The large majority of residents in this city had not the faintest idea about the Demon Lord and were simply living their lives as usual. And Allen wanted to do what he could to keep it that way.


      Keel explained the situation to Nina and his servants. Nina looked quite shocked, but managed to smile and say, “Please come back safe and sound!” with tears in her eyes. As a result of his departure, Nina and the servants would be entering Count Hamilton’s care a year early.


      Allen intended to end things in Rohzenheim as quickly as he could, but he had no way to ensure everything would go the way he wanted. Consequently, as soon as he had left the headmaster’s office the day before, he had gone and explained everything to Rifol, his classmate of two years and Count Hamilton’s son. Rifol had replied, “You know how close we are. There’s no problem at all,” then promptly headed off to make the necessary arrangements.


      Allen understood this to mean he had incurred a favor with Rifol. He made a mental note to repay it after the war was over.


      ＊ ＊ ＊


      Allen made his way to the outskirts of Academy City and opened his grimoire to do a thorough check of the stats, Abilities, and Awakened Abilities of the Rank B Summons that had become available to him upon obtaining Summoning Lvl. 7.




      


      Status of Insect B (Ant)


      Type: Insect


      Rank: B


      Name: Antsy


      HP: 2,600


      MP: 1,000


      Attack: 2,400


      Endurance: 3,000


      Agility: 3,000


      Intelligence: 2,000


      Luck: 1,800


      Buffs: Endurance 100, Agility 100


      Ability: Formic Acid


      Awakened Ability: Spawn


      


      Status of Beast B (Cerberus)


      Type: Beast


      Rank: B


      Name: Cerby


      HP: 3,000


      MP: 1,000


      Attack: 3,000


      Endurance: 2,700


      Agility: 2,800


      Intelligence: 2,000


      Luck: 1,400


      Buffs: HP 100, Attack 100


      Ability: Triple Bite


      Awakened Ability: Ninefold Crunch


      


      Status of Bird B (Griffin)


      Type: Bird


      Rank: B


      Name: Griff


      HP: 2,000


      MP: 1,000


      Attack: 2,000


      Endurance: 2,300


      Agility: 3,000


      Intelligence: 3,000


      Luck: 2,400


      Buffs: Agility 100, Intelligence 100


      Ability: Fly


      Awakened Ability: Jet


      


      Status of Grass B (Peach)


      Type: Grass


      Rank: B


      Name: Peachy


      HP: 100


      MP: 3,000


      Attack: 100


      Endurance: 100


      Agility: 100


      Intelligence: 100


      Luck: 3,000


      Buffs: MP 100, Luck 100


      Ability: Blessing of Earth


      Awakened Ability: Blessing of Heaven


      


      Status of Stone B (Mithril Armor)


      Type: Stone


      Rank: B


      Name: Mirror


      HP: 3,000


      MP: 1,000


      Attack: 2,800


      Endurance: 3,000


      Agility: 2,300


      Intelligence: 2,000


      Luck: 2,500


      Buffs: HP 100, Endurance 100


      Ability: Reflect


      Awakened Ability: Total Reflect


      


      Status of Fish B (Archelon)


      Type: Fish


      Rank: B


      Name: Genbu


      HP: 2,900


      MP: 3,000


      Attack: 2,000


      Endurance: 2,900


      Agility: 1,000


      Intelligence: 3,000


      Luck: 2,600


      Buffs: MP 100, Intelligence 100


      Ability: Turtle Shield


      Awakened Ability: Turtle Barrier


      


      Status of Spirit B (Blonde Girl)


      Type: Spirit


      Rank: B


      Name: Ellie


      HP: 2,600


      MP: 3,000


      Attack: 2,600


      Endurance: 3,000


      Agility: 2,600


      Intelligence: 3,000


      Luck: 1,800


      Buffs: Endurance 100, Intelligence 100, High Physical Damage Resistance


      Ability: Gravity


      Awakened Ability: Black Hole


      


      Status of Dragon B (Winged Dragon)


      Type: Dragon


      Rank: B


      Name: Dora


      HP: 2,800


      MP: 1,000


      Attack: 3,000


      Endurance: 2,900


      Agility: 3,000


      Intelligence: 1,800


      Luck: 1,600


      Buffs: Attack 100, Agility 100, High Breath Damage Resistance


      Ability: Fire Breath


      Awakened Ability: Hellfire of Fury


      


      A blonde teenage girl beside Allen asked, “So, you would like us to eviscerate these monsters that call themselves the Demon Lord Army?” This was Spirit B. Her body was translucent and she was floating in midair. Her tone was respectful, but what she was saying sounded rather disturbing.


      “That’s right. Go only for the monsters. They’ll be fighting a lot of human soldiers, and you’re all expressly forbidden from attacking the humans, even if they attack you first.”


      “Your will is our command, Master.”


      Allen had no idea how much his Summons could do against two million monsters, but in a battle, every little bit helped. This was why Allen was now silently bringing out a whole slew of Summons that he planned on dispatching to the Giamutan front. Thanks to Sharing, he would be able to see the situation there for himself once they arrived.


      If Giamut were to fall, the next country that the Demon Lord Army would target on the Central Continent was very likely to be Ratash, Allen’s homeland. Keeping an eye on the state of the war in the north would allow him to immediately react to any changes in the situation. This time, he had been caught unawares by news of Rohzenheim and needed a whole day to get things in order; he wanted very much to avoid having to go through this again.


      Allen’s Summons were able to stay Summoned for a month at most. So far, he had only ever used them for tasks that could be accomplished within a month, such as farming dungeons, serving as a method of communication with Granvelle City, and helping out with Rodin Village’s development. This time, however, his Summons needed to traverse the entire longitudinal breadth of the massive Empire of Giamut. As such, he was restricted to sending Summons that could fly through the sky—and quickly, at that.




      Summons Being Sent to the Giamutan Front


      
        	Bird E x 2


        	Bird D x 2


        	Spirit B x 5


        	Dragon B x 5

      


      This seems about right if I want the group to be capable of scouting, fighting, and information gathering. And I’ll have them carry some recovery items too.


      Allen gave his Summons one more order. “Oh, and if you encounter a demon or Demonic Deity, try to send back as much information as possible.”


      I did try to look into them, but couldn’t find anything at all. I want to at least know how powerful they are.


      Representing the rest of the Summons, Dora replied, “Gotcha, Master. We’ll do what it takes to gather all the info we can.”


      According to the headmaster and Allen’s homeroom teacher, the Demon Lord Army had an internal hierarchy and a chief commander, but they did not sound too sure. Allen wanted to confirm these facts for himself.


      “All right, I’m counting on you all. I might send reinforcements depending on the situation on the front line, but don’t count on it.”


      “We will eviscerate every last one of them, Master.”


      “Hell yeah. We’ll burn ’em to embers!”


      After Spirit B and Dragon B—the only two kinds who could speak the human language—gave Allen their replies, the whole group flew off together, heading northward while constantly Sharing their vision with him.


      ＊ ＊ ＊


      “Thanks for waiting,” Allen said as he rejoined his friends in front of the high-speed magic ship. The vessel measured a hundred meters from bow to stern.


      Krena waved at him cheerfully. “You’re done, Allen?”


      “Yep. I just sent them off.”


      Hundreds of elven students stood huddled in small groups around the No-life Gamers, clearly shaken by the sudden order to return. Sophie was going around to each one and reassuring them, saying, “There’s no need to worry. Lord Allen is with us,” as if it was supposed to mean something.


      Keel, who had just finished saying his final farewells to his family, appeared to be arguing about something with the oldest servant. As it turned out, he was trying to hand over the entirety of the hefty sum he had earned from dungeon delving, but the servant was adamantly refusing to accept it. They had done this same thing the night before. Eventually, it was the servant who folded, promising to only use it for Nina’s sake.


      Allen approached Dogora. “You sure about this?”


      Although the king of Ratash had issued a royal decree, Allen still made a point to confirm how Dogora felt about the situation. If Dogora did not want to go, Allen was confident he could make the decree go away—especially since Dogora was a commoner.


      “Huh? Sure about what?”


      The way Allen saw it, Dogora was the one who would be in the greatest danger in the coming battles. After all, his class was one that fought in close quarters, and he would be up against Rank A monsters—possibly even Rank S ones. This was significantly different from Cecil and Keel who, despite having relatively low HP and Endurance, could stand in the back behind Allen’s Summons. Krena was also in the vanguard, but her stats were a good deal higher than Dogora’s.


      I’m not sure I’ll be able to properly protect everyone if we suddenly encounter a Rank S enemy.


      Currently, Dogora’s weapon and all his armor were adamantite. This was enough to protect him against most things, but the enemies they would be meeting could very well be even more powerful than the dragon boss in the Rank A dungeons in Academy City that they already had such trouble fighting.


      The worst-case scenario flashed through Allen’s mind, prompting him to ask, “You know you don’t have to stick with me, right?”


      Dogora grinned. “The hell you sayin’? The royal decree had my name on it, didn’t it? We’re gonna raise hell on that battlefield and wrangle up all the rewards we’re worth,” he said, copying Allen’s tone.


      “You’re damn right we are. Do your best up front with Krena, then.” Though we still don’t know exactly how we’ll be joining the fight.


      “You got it, boss.” Dogora propped his greataxe on his shoulder, gripping it tightly.


      All right, first stop: Nest.


      The high-speed magic ship that they would be riding was scheduled to arrive in Nest, a massive port city at the southernmost tip of the Rohzenheim continent, in four days.


      “Ah, looks like they’ve started boarding. Guys, let’s go.”


      And so the magic ship took off, carrying the No-life Gamers to the battlefield.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 2: Gathering Information from Ratash Palace


      A solitary bird was perched on a branch, peering inside one of the windows of the resplendent Ratash Palace. Suddenly, the door on the far side of the room opened, and a noble, a knight, and a butler entered. When the knight noticed the bird, he opened the window, allowing the bird to slip inside.


      “Pardon the intrusion, Viscount Granvelle,” the creature said as it bowed toward the noble. This was of course Allen’s Bird G Summon.


      “Apologies you had to wait so long. The audience with the king lasted some time.”


      “I understand. What have you learned?”


      The very day Allen had received word from the headmaster, he reached out to the viscount via the Summon permanently stationed at the Granvelle mansion. When the viscount had heard about Allen and his group’s sudden dispatch to the front lines, he had immediately headed to the royal capital to demand an explanation from the king. However, the most he was told was that “His Majesty is currently occupied,” all the way up to the end of the day. The next morning, he had changed his approach, saying that Allen and his group had already boarded a high-speed magic ship and that he was there to seek a thorough explanation for their deployment. He was immediately granted an audience.


      “I shall start with the situation on the front lines,” the viscount said. “Supposedly, the Demon Lord Army began marching on Rohzenheim a month ago.”


      Allen had previously asked the viscount to dig up as much information as he could regarding this war. While waiting for his audience with the king, the viscount had done his own investigation, reaching out to high-ranking officers in the army and other nobles. Since the House Granvelle Affair, he had developed cooperative relationships with various government factions. Many nobles were more than happy to help the viscount out.


      In so many words, the northernmost fortress of Rohzenheim had already fallen to a force of three million monsters. The elves were particularly proficient at providing support and healing. Their weapon of choice was the bow, making them perfectly suited for fighting defensively behind castle walls. It was unthinkable for them to lose a fortress in such a short time.


      However, the Demon Lord Army had apparently achieved the impossible. The northernmost fortress of Rohzenheim, said to be a massive bulwark that stood impregnable for decades on end, was taken down in a matter of days. It was clear just how serious the Demon Lord Army was about decimating the country.


      The Demon Lord Army had attacked the Central Continent, Baukis, and Rohzenheim concurrently. However, Baukis had its golems, and Rohzenheim had the protection of the Sovereign of Spirits, so the demons had concentrated their efforts on the Central Continent up until this year. After decades of assaults, it had finally managed to establish a solid foothold on the Central Continent, something that it had yet to achieve on Rohzenheim’s or Baukis’s continents.


      When the Hero appeared, everything had changed. The weakest amongst the three was no longer the Central Continent, but Rohzenheim. Despite having the protection of the Sovereign of Spirits, Rohzenheim had far fewer soldiers compared to the other two continents. In exchange for having long life spans, elves had greater difficulty having children. To make matters worse, they had a strong aversion to allowing those of other races within their borders. This exclusionary mindset, along with all their other weaknesses, suddenly came to a head when they found themselves the easiest target amongst the three major forces.


      Rohzenheim had then issued an urgent request for reinforcements through the Five Continent Alliance, but by then, the Demon Lord Army was already knocking on the doors of the capital city, Fortenia. Ratash attempted to send its reply, but it did not go through, indicating that Fortenia had already fallen. So another message—“Allen and his companions have been ordered by royal decree to answer your summons”—was sent instead to Nest, a major city in the south of Rohzenheim.


      “Rohzenheim is currently in a very precarious situation. The fighting has reached the southern part of the country, and multiple cities are doing what they can to slow the advance of the Demon Lord Army,” the viscount continued.


      It had taken the Army some time to completely bring down the capital—enough for all the residents to evacuate. Now, practically the entire surviving elven population was packed into several major settlements in the south. Ratash did not know just how far the Demon Lord Army had reached, but chances were that those southern cities were embroiled in combat at this very moment.


      “Thank you for finding all this out, sir.”


      “It was no effort. Now, as for His Majesty...”


      The viscount changed the topic to his audience with the king of Ratash just now. He repeated the king’s exact words: “This is a grave crisis where an entire country’s fate hangs in the balance. As a fellow signatory of the Five Continent Alliance, we have a duty to help where we can. And while our nation highly values Allen’s fighting strength, we still think accepting Rohzenheim’s request and sending him to their aid is the right thing to do.”


      Furthermore, Allen’s entire party—including Cecil Granvelle, the daughter of Viscount Granvelle—was ordered to accompany him to ensure that he could exercise his abilities to their fullest extent. The viscount plied the king with numerous questions during the audience, but the king refused to acknowledge any of them.


      I see, so he’s sticking to the line of moral superiority, but his true intention is probably to feed my entire group to that army of three million.


      “I’m sorry, sir. This might be due to the bad impression I left His Majesty with after the tournament.”


      The memory of the ceremony held after the martial arts tournament at the Academy came to Allen’s mind. As a result of that incident, Cecil was now caught up in what was clearly the king’s reprisal.


      After a pause, the viscount managed to say, “It is fine. However, Allen...please help ensure that Cecil comes back home safe and sound.”


      “I swear it, sir,” Allen replied with confidence.


      ＊ ＊ ＊


      The No-life Gamers gathered in a room inside the magic ship they were aboard. Allen briefed them all on what the viscount had told him. After Allen finished, Dogora still looked quite bewildered. In contrast, Sophie had grown despondent ever since she had heard that Fortenia had fallen.


      “So...what does that mean?” Dogora asked.


      “The elves are still fighting hard,” Allen answered. “They haven’t given up yet, so we can’t give up either.”


      Sophie looked up, light returning to her eyes. “Lord Allen...”


      “However, I admit that what happened this time is my fault. I didn’t expect the king to be so blatant with his retaliation.”


      Although the king did say he planned to send Keel and Krena to “the part of the front lines with the most fighting” during that dinner. Looks like he’s switched his target to me instead.


      Dogora frowned. “Huh? Why’re you apologizing? You did that for our sake, right?”


      “Dogora’s right,” Cecil agreed. “And everything’s gone well so far. Just do what you think is best, and we’ll follow you.”


      “I have a feeling you’re my fastest ticket to restoring my House,” Keel grinned, implying that he had no problem either.


      Representing the others, Cecil said, “You get it now, Allen? We’re all fully committed.”


      Ever since she had lost her brother, Mihai, to the war, Cecil had resolved to dedicate herself to the cause. All this meant was that the war she was supposed to join next spring had come a little early.


      I’ve heard that Rank S monsters show up on the front lines, so I had wanted to first gear everyone up in orichalcum equipment before we got there. I guess there’s no point worrying about that now.


      Everyone seemed ready to join the fray, and naturally, Allen was as well. His sole regret was that he still had no clue how to remove his party members’ level caps. He was not holding out much hope, seeing how even Hero Helmios and Sword Lord Dverg had failed to do so. This was why he had wanted to at least procure full sets of orichalcum weapons and armor for his companions, but it was a moot point now. They would have to make do with what they had.


      “By the way, what do you plan on doing when we reach Nest?” Cecil asked Allen so as to take stock of the situation. The party had spent the past three days on the magic ship, during which they had discussed things such as battle formations. However, they had yet to hear about the big picture that Allen was envisioning.


      “Nest is located at the southernmost tip of Rohzenheim. We’re simply going to fight our way northward and do a clean sweep of the Demon Lord Army.”


      He had every intention of ridding the continent of every last invading monster. So much for being sorry for causing everyone trouble. His companions gawked at him with astonishment and disbelief.


      Unable to hold back, Cecil exclaimed, “Isn’t that aiming a bit too high?!”


      “You... You intend on wiping out all three million of them, Lord Allen?” Sophie asked in a fluster, peering into his eyes for confirmation.


      Allen shook his head. “Not three million. If possible, I want to take care of the four million reserves too, so that’s seven million total.” He predicted that depending on how the war developed, the reserves—likely on standby north of the Central Continent at the moment—would also be mobilized.


      After struggling a while to get her words out, Sophie asked in a trembling voice, “Is... Is that even possible?”


      “Well, we’re currently heading over in response to a summons—I have no idea exactly how we’ll be taking part in the war. Sophie, do you think you can do something about that?”


      At the moment, the No-life Gamers had yet to be told what their orders would be when their boots hit the ground. All they knew was that they had been sent for. Would they be assigned to a squad? Serve as a commando unit? Or was it something else? From the information he had on hand, Allen had been able to come up with a few strategies, but everything was based on the assumption that they would have the freedom to act freely.


      “There’s no need for worry, Lord Allen.”


      “You sure?”


      “You will be free to fight however you wish. I swear it on my name as princess. Right, Volmaar?”


      “O-Of course, Princess Sophialohne.”


      Sophie knew full well that the way Allen fought was unconventional and there would be no point shoehorning him into the elven army. She now burned with a sense of purpose in ensuring that Allen got all the freedom he needed. She felt assured that this was the reason she had been born the crown princess of the elves.


      The magic ship would be landing in Nest the next day. Allen and his friends mulled over the coming fight in their own way as time and the ship marched on.


      ＊ ＊ ＊


      At long last, the Rohzenheim shoreline came into view the following evening.


      “We’re finally here,” Cecil murmured.


      “Right on schedule,” Allen replied.


      Whew, Nest isn’t burning. That’s a relief.


      The No-life Gamers would soon be landing in Nest, a city located at the southernmost tip of Rohzenheim. If this city had been ablaze, it would have meant the entire continent had already fallen to the Demon Lord Army.


      Sophie stayed glued to the magic ship window, her expression anxious. According to the intel from the king of Ratash, no one yet knew whether her mother was safe or not.


      Before long, the magic ship touched down on the city’s landing pad. There, Allen and his companions disembarked alongside hundreds of elven passengers.


      Rohzenheim’s landmass was around a third the size of the Central Continent, but its population was equal to the relatively tiny kingdom of Ratash at only twenty million, even though Ratash had a mere fraction of the land that Rohzenheim did.


      Whoa, that’s a lot of luggage.


      The landing pad was flooded with wooden boxes packed with people’s possessions. It felt as though all the belongings of the entire elven race had been gathered in this one place. A closer look revealed that many crates were partially burned and charred, likely having been carried quite literally through the flames of war. People hurried to and fro sorting through everything while those who looked like elven military officers barked out orders.


      The elven students peered around anxiously before many took off running, spurred on by their worry for their families. They were searching for their parents, but this proved to be a frustrating challenge with how chaotic the situation was.


      Without warning, a carriage approached the Gamers. When it came to halt before them, an elf got out and bowed reverently toward the group.


      “We are beyond relieved to have you back with us safe and sound, Your Highness. The Elder Council wishes to meet with you. Please allow me to accompany you there.”


      Sophie’s eyebrows twitched once in response to the word “Elder,” but she quickly prompted the party to join her in the carriage. “Let us go, Lord Allen, everyone.”


      As the carriage clattered on, Allen stared out the window. “What will become of the elven students we arrived with?”


      “They will be taken care of,” Sophie replied. “They were notified ahead of time where to gather.”


      Soon, the carriage left the landing pad site. What they saw outside made all the No-life Gamers gasp in shock.


      “This is just... It’s horrible.” Cecil was at a loss for words.


      Countless elves were desperately healing other elves covered in blood. The shrill screams and wails of children pierced the air. The scene was exactly that of a field hospital.


      Just how far does this extend? The wounded and refugees are spilling out the city walls. The number of refugees... There’s more than a million here.


      When the magic ship had landed, Allen immediately sent out two Bird Es to scout the area from the air. Once he had a thorough grasp of the city’s layout, he planned on sending them north to scout out the way to the front line.


      Nest was a sprawling commercial metropolis encircling a large bay. Through Hawk Eye, Allen observed that its streets were completely filled with the wounded and displaced. Many were receiving treatment out in the open—there was likely no more room inside the buildings. Many had lost limbs. The elves seemed to have given up completely on their most severely wounded, either because they did not have the resources or the MP to tend to them. The fact that the elves, who were exemplary healers, had so many wounded spoke volumes about how fierce the fighting on the front lines was.


      As his companions stared in shock at the graphic scenes passing by their carriage, Allen checked his stock of recovery items and continued scouting ahead.


      “Allen, we have to help them!” Krena cried out, unable to bear it any longer.


      However, Allen shook his head. “We don’t have the time right now. And I only have a limited number of recovery items.”


      Indeed, they could not simply turn a blind eye to this situation, but they would be putting the cart before the horse if they wasted time here and let the whole country fall in the end. They had yet to know just how many wounded there were or how many recovery items would be needed to heal them all. If they dedicated attention to this problem, it might delay everything else, and by then it would be too late. This was why Allen insisted on forging ahead.


      “But I can’t just leave them be!” Krena insisted, her face red. She clearly had no intention of backing down.


      Keel stepped between the two. “How about this, then?” He suggested that Krena, Dogora, and Keel go around helping as many people as they could with the recovery items they had and Keel’s Healing Magic. The No-life Gamers all kept a few inside their personal item pouch for when they went dungeon delving. “And while we do that, you go and finish having that talk with the Elders, boss.”


      “All right, that works for me.” Allen took off the MP Recovery Ring he received from Helmios and handed it to Keel. “Once our next step is decided, I’ll come pick you guys up.”


      “Then we ain’t got time to just dillydally here! C’mon, let’s go!” As soon as the discussion was over, Dogora immediately leaped from the moving carriage.


      “Go!” Krena grabbed hold of a flustered Keel and immediately followed suit.


      “Wai— Krena?!” Keel screamed.

    

  

  
    [image: insert2]
  

  
    
      “Well, I’m sure the three of them will be fine,” Cecil said.


      “That’s true.” Allen nodded.


      In a matter of moments, they could spot the light of Keel’s magic through the back window of the carriage. Even if it meant the group going two separate ways, Allen wanted to respect the wishes of his companions.


      After proceeding for a while more, the carriage came to a stop before a large wooden structure in the center of the city. Allen and the rest of his group disembarked, and a buzz of voices sprang up all around as the elves recognized Sophie. Many even put their hands together and started praying. This scene vividly illustrated just how much of a presence she, as their crown princess, had in the hearts of her people.


      Sophie had been stricken at what she saw in town, but she now gathered herself. “Come, Lord Allen. This way.” Sharing Allen’s sense of urgency, she turned to her attendant. “Volmaar, look for the Elders.”


      “Yes, Your Highness. Right away.”


      A short while later, Volmaar returned. He guided the group inside the building, and they eventually arrived at a pair of doors that opened to a large conference room. It was occupied by twelve elderly elves as well as those who appeared to be the generals and other high-ranking officers of the elven army. One of them was missing an arm—everything about him indicated that he had just recently returned from the battlefield. Everyone was huddled around a map spread over a massive round table in the center of the room, locked in heated discussion.


      Sophie strode into the room with the remaining No-life Gamers following behind.


      “Thank Rohzen you are back, Princess Sophialohne!” One of the Elders threw his arms up with joy.
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