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      Chapter 1: Abyssland


      When my party arrived in Abyssland, the realm of the demons, we found ourselves in the middle of a desert filled with bizarre purple sand. The portal itself was located within an oasis protected by a barrier that kept conditions comfortable, but the heat hit us as soon as we stepped out. We struck out into the desert as the two suns in the sky beat down on us without mercy. Normally, we could move at breakneck speed and zip through locations with similarly adverse conditions in no time at all, but we unfortunately could not do so at the moment. The drudgery of traveling at normal walking speed weighed down on us as the going got harder and harder.


      “Next would be...this side. Please watch your footing.”


      One reason we were going so slowly was that we were following the sole survivor of a demon army, someone who knew the least poisonous path through the sand. After Sera lifted Blood Dominion and we negotiated with him properly, he readily agreed to serve as our guide.


      What a gentleman. If only his superior could take a page from his book. What? The smile on his face seems forced? I’ve no idea what you’re talking about.


      Of course, if Rion went ahead of us, she could purify the poisonous sand and make us a path. We didn’t want that to happen, however, so I was now carrying her on my back.


      I will never let go of this hand! Okay, I half meant that as a joke.


      “Ehe heh. Sorry for troubling you, Kel-nii.”


      “You sure are in good spirits for someone who’s apologizing.”


      It didn’t take a genius to come up with the idea of relying on Rion’s Absolute Purification, and we actually did try it for a while. However, we stopped after giving it more thought. Yes, Absolute Purification did work as expected, and the poisonous purple sand turned into beautiful, pristine white sand in a large radius wherever Rion stepped. If she continued doing that, however, she would be creating a path directly to the portal. This desert, which prevented demons from invading the overworld with its extremely harsh conditions, would lose its function.


      We had Rion try to suppress her ability as much as possible but learned that there was no way to entirely cancel its effects. In short, we had to prevent her from touching the sand. It would get tiring using Sky Walk for the entire journey, so we reached the conclusion that someone had to carry her. Per her request, it turned out to be me.


      “Hm, hm, hm!”


      Despite how hot it was, I still thought the body heat from Rion to be nothing but comfortable. Of course, we will be completely ignoring the fact that I was barely feeling her chest on my back. It was a small problem that was more than made up for by her periodically rubbing her cheek against my back in the cutest way ever.


      Hey, who just called her chest small?! Name yourself!


      “My king, are you tired yet? Do you not want me to switch with you?” Gerard asked in an extremely envious voice behind me as he lifted his hands and put them back down restlessly. This was the fifth time he had asked me this question since we’d set off from the portal. It almost felt like once every five minutes.


      “You know that this heat and the sun has superheated your armor, right? Do you plan on burning Rion’s skin?”


      “Grrr, never have I cursed the fact that my body is a suit of armor more than today!”


      There was no way that I would pass Rion to the guy who insisted on maintaining his pride as a knight and keeping his full body armor on even on a blazingly hot day like today. His armor was probably hot enough to fry an egg on at the moment. As such, I did not hesitate in turning him down.


      “Wearing black from head to toe isn’t much better, is it? Ughh, it’s so hot...”


      “Don’t say that, Ange,” Sera replied. “I read in a book somewhere that it’s hot only when you think it’s hot! It’s cool. Yes, if I can convince myself that this is cool, I’ll be all good!”


      “Sera-san, you’re drenched in sweat. It’s not good to force yourself.”


      The heat was starting to get to my companions one by one. Sera was putting up a strong front, but just as Ange had pointed out, there was no way to hide the sweat coursing down our foreheads. Efil and Red Mdo were the only ones who did not look uncomfortable. Oh, and Melfina.


      “Everyone, you sorely lack training. Look at me: I’m even carrying Shutola and I’m still fine.”


      “Sister Mel, generating cool air around yourself is cheating.”


      “Don’t misunderstand, Dahak. I am doing this solely for Shutola’s sake. I’ll repeat it one more time: this is for Shutola’s sake.”


      “Then the rest of us—”


      “Have you already forgotten the explanation given by our guide, Dahak? Drastic changes in temperature would trigger large-scale environmental upheaval. As such, I can only create enough cool air to surround one person. And it only makes sense for that one person to be me, since I am carrying Shutola.”


      “Ugh, can’t really argue against that...”


      Although Melfina’s explanation sounded overly convenient, her reason was quite solid this time. The second reason we were traveling so slowly was Shutola. The young princess was currently sleeping on Melfina’s back, groaning every once in a while. Just before we had set out into this desert, Shutola and Alex had fallen ill out of the blue. We had all been very worried, naturally, and put a pause on heading out. However, it did not take long for us to figure out what was going on, as we had witnessed the same phenomenon happening to the rest of us in the past.


      “Who’d have thought they’d both Evolve at a time like this,” I murmured.


      “It’s our first time having so many in our group Evolve concurrently,” Efil agreed. “Boga-chan’s still sleeping, right?”


      I had thought it was about time, with their levels being what they were. Those of us who had Evolved after killing Demon Lord Zel had also been in that ballpark. Boga was obviously going to become the Flame Dragon King, but we had no idea what Shutola and Alex would turn into. I was looking forward to seeing the changes in Boga’s and Alex’s appearances. Humanoid species rarely changed appearance in any significant way when Evolving, so for Shutola, I was looking forward to seeing what abilities she would obtain.


      “Those who are Evolving are supposed to get complete bed rest. Since Shutola isn’t my Follower, I honestly think we should have remained inside the barrier until her Evolution finished. But, well, she just wouldn’t listen.” I sighed.


      Efil nodded. “She did say ‘I don’t want to drag everyone down’ before she went to sleep.”


      “And we rarely see Shutola asking for something and insisting on it. She really didn’t think about how we’d then need to go slowly in order to avoid causing undue burden on her body, ha ha.”


      “You say that, Master, but you looked happy. You didn’t put up much of a fight.”


      “I mean...when a child who rarely asks for something suddenly does, you end up wanting to grant the request, don’t you?” I don’t really want to be lumped in with the doting grandpa who is always all over his grandchildren, but I suppose I do get a little bit of how he feels. It’s like, when one of the girls asks for something, I really want to give it to them.


      “Princess, are your arms tired yet? Do you not wish for me to take over this heavy responsibility for you? If you wrap Shutola up in cloth and direct the cool air my way, then even I—”


      “Gerard, have you forgotten that my stats are higher than yours? Furthermore, I feel like you might start skipping if I entrust her to you, so I’m afraid I have to turn you down.”


      “Wh— I won’t! I’ll dedicate the entirety of my attention to providing her with the smoothest and most comfortable ride ever!”


      Ah, he’s at it again. Yeah, I seriously don’t want to get as bad as that.


      “Oh, right. Hey, Subordinate Demon.”


      “Um, is that my name going forward? N-Not that I will complain, of course. How may I be of service?”


      “Is the country once ruled by Demon Lord Gustav close to here?”


      “Gustav? Oh, do you mean Redbeard? The one who used to be a Demon Lord?”


      “Redbeard?”


      “Yes, that was Gustav’s alias. I heard he got it because of his long, red beard. The way it fluttered around made it exceptionally conspicuous on the battlefield.”


      “Interesting.” I guess it’s sort of like Sera’s side ponytail. Then again, even though they’re both red, an old man’s beard and a pretty girl’s hair are very different things. Rugged and cute are definitely not the same.


      “So, what happened to his country?” Sera asked in a curious tone, popping up next to me.


      “Umm, what do you mean?”


      “He lost to the Hero of his time, right? What happened to the country after that?”


      “Well, Gustav’s nation, the Empire of Grebarelka, had half of Abyssland under its control at its peak. After he died, however, other countries slowly chipped away at its land. Now, it’s a tiny country consisting only of the capital and the area immediately around it. The capital was once on the verge of being taken over too, but...”


      “But?”


      “For some reason, it remains unconquered to this day. Many countries tried to take it, from those with long histories to newly founded ones, but all of them failed without even knowing why. No matter the composition, all armies sent to attack the city ended up practically obliterated. After that, the capital gained a name for itself as the Impregnable City-State, and no country has marched on it recently. Its position isn’t particularly strategically important either, so I guess countries just don’t think there’s any point wasting resources trying to take it. There’s a rumor that the city is protected by Demon Lord Gustav’s ghost. Some claim that it’s a swaying red form and that they’ve seen it.”


      Demon Lord Gustav’s ghost? Swaying red form? Sounds interesting.


      ◇ ◇ ◇


      We continued trudging through the scorching desert, heading for the closest settlement, as rivers of sweat coursed down our faces. Our top priority was to gather information. Thanks to Sera’s Blood Dominion, it wasn’t as if we were entirely in the dark, but we still knew far too little about this underground world. Is it actually even underground? Furthermore, we had another problem on our hands.


      “Uh, you use a different currency here?” I asked.


      “Y-Yes, sir,” Subordinate Demon replied. “I’m very sorry, but I’ve never seen the coins you possess. So, this is money from the overworld? In Abyssland, each country issues its own currency. We’re now in my country, and we use this paper currency here. There are also villages so tiny, they don’t even use money and simply barter for things.”


      Each country has a different currency?!


      Our guide explained that the countries of Abyssland were permanently locked in war with each other, with particularly belligerent nations strongly condemning the use of foreign currencies. Naturally, there was no way to exchange money, and these countries did almost no trading whatsoever. What a manly way of doing things. That said, there were some more “peaceful” countries that shared a common currency.


      “Is this usable, then?”


      “I’m sorry.”


      Apparently, we should not be showing our overworld money here in our guide’s country. He was avoiding looking into our eyes while sweating a different kind of sweat from the rest of us. As it turned out, my enormous fortune was entirely useless in this place. What a predicament. I was back to not having a single penny to my name after so long in a position where I thought I would never have to worry about money again. We couldn’t live like this.


      Can we make do with what we have on hand?


      By way of food, Clotho’s Storage was now overflowing with meat from poisine, a species of poisonous cow we had encountered in Boundless Poison (Efil had already removed the toxic part), and meat from the countless fire dragons we’d killed on our way to the Nest of the Flame Dragon King. If we found a body of water, Sera would surely be able to grab some fish for us, and as for vegetables, we had Dahak—no further explanation was necessary. Efil had already procured a full assortment of condiments such as sugar and salt ahead of time, and I could erect a camping ground wherever I wanted using Adamantine Fortress.


      Oh, we actually can live just fine. If we remain frugal, we’ll be able to last three whole days.


      Of course, even though we were more than capable of being self-sufficient, not being able to eat at restaurants was going to suck. We wouldn’t be able to enjoy local delicacies, and sightseeing was going to be nearly impossible. We needed to do something, stat.


      “How about selling unnecessary items we have on hand?” Efil suggested. “Doing so would also help clear out Clo-chan’s Storage.”


      “I think we would earn much more if we opened a stall selling your food, dearest sister Efil,” Shutola replied. “Even if we set the price a bit higher, we only need one person to buy it, then I’m sure that person will spread the word and we’ll have enormous lines in no time. We have plenty of meat for you to use too!”


      The two were huddled over abaci, bouncing ideas off each other and predicting how much each would earn. Shutola had just finished Evolving and, having made a complete recovery, was extremely spirited. Alex and Boga were still asleep.


      Does the time it takes to Evolve depend on the size of the individual?


      “I feel like either method would give us enough money. This time, however, we might not need to do anything too fancy.” I placed a hand on our guide’s shoulder. “Subordinate Demon, where is the closest settlement?”


      “Um...”


      “Yes?” I sensed Sera raising a fist behind me, but it was not a threat. She was just preparing to help improve his circulation a little.


      “That would be my country’s capital, sir.”


      “I see. Look, you’ve been so nice to us, it wouldn’t be right if we don’t help escort you home. Go on, lead the way.”


      “Y-Yes, sir...”


      In short, I was thinking of leaning on Subordinate Demon’s country for some aid. Although we had annihilated their entire army—except for one—the fact remained that this race possessed the ability to cross Boundless Poison. The head honcho still had no idea what had happened, and for all we knew, he was gathering another force that he would send through to the overworld without our knowledge. Such a turn of events would be no joke, so we needed to leave a bit of a warning. And while we were at it, we could also ask for a token gesture of sincerity.


      Um, thinking about it this way, the Flame Dragon King nesting right beside the portal was probably really helpful in preventing such invasions, as he would have incinerated or bitten off the heads of any demons that got through. Oh well. I suppose we can set up something else in his place.


      ◇ ◇ ◇


      We eventually reached the capital of Doktoria—the name of Subordinate Demon’s country—and found it quite similar to cities in the overworld. The difference lay in a darker color palette and a large variety in the appearances of the individuals walking around. Some seemed humanlike, some looked like monsters, and some were very clearly inorganic beings. As a Summoner, none of it surprised me, of course. At one point, I turned a corner and nearly bumped into a zombie person, and that made my heart fly into my mouth, but that was about it.


      On our way there, we had encountered quite a few monsters. All of them were at least Rank B, making them quite powerful compared to those from the overworld. Behind the city walls, however, we also found very weak demons. I had gotten the impression that even lesser demons were at least Rank B, but this was apparently incorrect. Despite their terrifying appearances, these people corresponded to normal, everyday citizens in the overworld. There was a strict distinction made between them and the mindless monsters roaming about outside the city walls. It was extremely confusing to me, as some of them sported truly bizarre appearances.


      Gotta make a mental note not to attack first and to check properly if I ever meet anyone—anything?—outside.


      “Strangely enough, I see quite a few who seem really humanlike, but no one who looks completely human,” I noted.


      “We demons think that the more human someone looks, the more powerful and noble they are,” Sera explained. “And those who look entirely human are pretty much only members of long-standing royal families, so it’s considered extremely rare to see one in person.”


      Ah, that explains why we were getting so many stares.


      Currently, my party was scattered across the city, with Sera being the only one walking with me. The two of us were wearing deep cowls that covered our faces because we had attracted so much attention that it was as if we were international stars walking the streets downtown. Apparently, even the demons could appreciate Sera as a drop-dead beauty, so I had been on the receiving end of quite a few very jealous glares. Sera herself, however, was not particularly affected by such attention and therefore paid it no mind.


      To think she would jump if someone looked at her sideways when we first rescued her... I guess humans really do adapt and grow. Oh wait, not human. Demon.


      “You said you had something you wanted to say. What was it?” Sera asked, then clapped her hands together. “Oh, I get it! It was an excuse to go on a date with me, wasn’t it?” She happily grabbed my arm and hugged it.


      Wait, your chest— Okay, yep, never mind. I like this. Please continue.


      “I’m always up for a date with you, but unfortunately, I do actually have something serious I want to ask you this time.” I turned into a dimly lit alleyway while keeping an eye on the map on the Network. “What did you think when Subordinate Demon mentioned there are people who claim to have seen Gustav’s ghost?”


      “My father’s ghost? Well...there’s a chance he might have come back to life out of hatred for his daughter’s boyfriend!”


      “Uh, I’m being serious h—”


      “There is a chance!”


      “Uh...” Seriously?


      “Jokes aside, I don’t really know. After all, I was never allowed to step outside my mansion anytime in my life. Ah! Maybe one of the Four Demonic Generals is still alive and disguising as father?”


      “Oh, I suppose that might be a possibility.”


      We walked past an unconscious skeleton in a nook in the wall.


      “Do you have any theories, Kelvin?”


      “I do think there’s a chance that Gustav might actually be alive, though the method is different.”


      “What method?”


      We walked past a demon buried up to his waist in the wall.


      “Well, I also considered the possibility that it’s someone else entirely. As in, not one of the Four Demonic Generals.”


      “Someone else? Um, what method and who?”


      “That’s— Oh, we’re here.”


      At the end of the alleyway was the hideout of one of the city’s gangs. It was the perfect place to get out of the public eye. Not great for a date, but not the worst either, with all the gang members who had been messing the city up all peacefully sleeping like babies. And the person responsible for this scene of carnage was right before our eyes.


      “Heave...ho! Here you go; I’ve brought him. It was quite challenging not being seen, with how uselessly big he is.”


      Ange lowered a large sack tied with so much rope that it looked like a joke, and made a show of wiping off sweat from her forehead with an arm. Honestly, she did not look like someone who had just handled a challenging job, especially considering the “I finished a big job!” smile on her face. The countless people lying on the ground behind her had clearly had a much more difficult time.


      “That’s not a good line from someone who wiped out an entire gang in an alleyway.”


      “And that’s not a good comeback from someone who ordered me to do all this. Wait, you were on a date with Sera-san?! That’s so unfair! Unfaaaair!”


      “It wasn’t a date, so put that dagger back in its sheath.”


      I thought I noticed the sack twitch a little from the shiiing sound that rang out when Ange had drawn her dagger.


      ◇ ◇ ◇


      The ancestors of the citizens of Doktoria had taken a very unique evolutionary path to adapt to the harsh conditions of the poisonous desert right at their doorstep, eventually developing a natural resistance to poison that protected them even from poisonous drugs if consumed in small doses. Consequently, their race had been highly esteemed as poison tasters and doctors for generations. And yet, during the reign of the previous king, their country had started focusing on developing its military strength.


      “We will tread onto the forbidden land and head for the overworld. There are as yet unknown resources, riches, and blessings ripe for the taking!” the king had proclaimed, almost as if he had received a revelation from a deity.


      His subordinates had their doubts. However, this was a time when their country had to bolster its military anyway, partly due to the war-torn state of Abyssland and partly due to how few resources their country had, being right on the edge of Boundless Poison. Therefore, the top brass of Doktoria at the time had gone along with their king’s plans, albeit in a half-hearted manner. They only saw this as increasing the options available to their country in the future.


      At the same time, the king had also ordered men to scout out Boundless Poison and find the best path to send a large force through safely. Despite their resistance to poison, even the Doktorians could die with prolonged exposure, and the sand of Boundless Poison was extremely toxic. The desert was actually composed of dozens of patches of sand with varying degrees of potency, so it was the scouts’ job to find the least dangerous path.


      Furthermore, Boundless Poison was not entirely devoid of life. There were monsters living there, and they ate the poison for sustenance. Everything about them was superior to the Doktorians, be it poison resistance, fighting strength, or speed, so the future army would have to avoid them if it was to have any hope of reaching the overworld. For both of those reasons, charting the path to take turned out to be a long, arduous process. The task had lasted beyond the passing down of the crown and had only recently been finished.


      A short while before Kelvin headed into that alleyway with Sera, a minister of Doktoria was addressing his king, a giant purple figure with the top half of a fierce bull and bottom half of a lamia.


      “Are you sure about this, Your Majesty? Sending half of our forces on this expedition?”


      “I did give my word to my predecessor. Also, this is a good time to be building up our strength in preparation for war, what with Grebarelka having lost all its power and the other countries currently in a cease-fire. I’m sure that when war breaks out again, the other countries will ignore Grebarelka, seeing as it’s being protected by its unidentified ghost. Instead, they will be attacking each other, and that’s going to need a lot of resources. We’re included in that ‘each other,’ and we’re surrounded on all sides, so trading’s not an option for us. The overworld is our only possible source of resources.”


      “Do you think our previous king foresaw how things would be today?”


      “He was someone with ambition and foresight. Many countries have been founded since the death of Demon Lord Gustav, with our Doktoria being one of them. If we do not build ourselves into a superpower, it is only a matter of time before we are swallowed up by one. Just as Gustav did, I plan on becoming a Demon Lord through conquest.”


      “Ha ha, to think that that young Galia-sama has grown up so much. I’m sorry, a bit of dirt got in my eye. Please allow me to step out for a brief moment.”


      “Gramps, you seem to be getting along in years. Go on; take your time and wash your eyes as needed.”


      After the subordinate that Galia called “gramps” stepped out, the Doktorian king was left alone in his large room. He closed his eyes and cast his thoughts to his past.


      “To think the day would come when I would see gramps, the man who has been so strict with me and whom I feared so much since I was young, shed tears. This expedition must succeed.”


      “Aww, I’m sorry. That’s not happening.”


      “Wh—?!”


      Galia reacted swiftly to the female voice that suddenly spoke up behind his back. He immediately reached for the greataxe propped up against his throne, having every intention of slicing even the throne in half. However, before he could utter a word, he found his snout gagged and his hands and snake tail all trussed up. Galia could move fast, but his opponent could move even faster.


      “Judging by the previous conversation, you must be the king of this country.”


      “Mm?!”


      The king had no way to speak with his mouth tied. When he tried to tear the threads off with brute force, he realized that his opponent was far stronger than he was and that, for some reason, he couldn’t feel his tail. The only things he could move were his eyes. Right beyond his field of vision, he spotted what looked like black cat ears. If the situation had been any different, it was a sight that would have brought a warm smile to his face.


      “Oh, you felt shaken just now. You did, didn’t you? Gosh, your security was so lax, I seriously thought you were a body double. I’ve always been quite unlucky, so it’s really crazy that I found you right away. Whew, you sure are big. You’ve got at least three meters to you, don’t you?”


      Despite her words of surprise, the woman’s voice maintained a casual and light tone. At the same time, it was underpinned by an indescribable strength that made Galia break into a cold sweat.


      “Oh well, I’m sure I’ll manage. Probably.”


      By now, Galia’s entire body was refusing to do what his brain ordered, not just the bottom half. When he managed to look down at himself, he realized he had been stabbed with many needles.


      “Just gonna put him in the bag, hoist him up, and make sure I stay out of sight. Yep, totes easy. Oh, wait, but I should do the girly thing and at least pretend that I had a tough time—”


      Galia eventually lost consciousness with the voice chattering on right in his ear.


      ◇ ◇ ◇


      “Okay, that’s a cow,” I said plainly.


      “Yep, it’s a cow!” Sera agreed.


      “How rude!” Ange protested. “He’s the king of this country!”


      You say that, but when you opened up your sack, it was a bull’s head that popped out. Even if you tell me this guy is the country’s king, I can’t really tell if you’re pulling my leg or not.


      “Sera, didn’t you say that royalty have humanoid appearances?”


      “Not all of them do. And my knowledge is only from what I learned through textbooks.”


      “Don’t worry, Kelvin-kun. Depending on your viewpoint, a minotaur is humanoid! I mean, ones that don’t have snake tails, that is.”


      So the part of him still inside the bag isn’t even a bull?! You know what, let’s drop this. I won’t let it bother me.


      “M-Moo...”


      “Hey, he won’t be able to speak with his mouth all tied up. Wait, Ange, did you drug him? He seems kinda out of it.”


      “Yep. He supposedly has resistance to poisons, right? So I pumped a whole bunch of sleeping and paralyzing agents into his system. Just in case.”


      “Dude, ‘a whole bunch’?” I saw him twitch just now. Was that a survival instinct? Or just a spasm?


      “It’s fine! Your White Magic will nullify it anyway, right? So it’s all the same!” Ange assured me, sounding as if she had planned this out from the start.


      Are you sure? Are you really, really sure?! Billy the bull’s gonna be fine, right?!


      Still doubtful, I cast my spell. “Benediction Cure.”


      Immediately, the bull gasped and came to. “Wh-Where am I?”


      Oh, it really worked.


      “I told you so.”


      “Kelvin’s a bit silly sometimes. Ange, it’s up to us to keep a level head!”


      “Agreed, Sera-san!”


      “I strongly protest the conclusion you two arrived at! But that’s neither here nor there. We need to have a serious chat with His Majesty here.”


      “Sure, do your thing!”


      “’Kay, ’kay.”


      Leaving aside the two who definitely did not think they were in the wrong, I turned to the bull with only his head protruding, which looked quite troubled.


      “Hi there, king of Doktoria. Galia Kudo-sama, yes? My sincere apologies for requesting an audience so suddenly and in such an unconventional manner. There’s something I just had to ask for, you see.”


      I brought out my staff with a flourish, manifested Death Scythe Boreas, and held the blade at his neck. With a smile, I continued, “Please take responsibility for your attempt to invade the overworld.”


      “Take...responsibility? Who are you?”


      Despite having just regained consciousness, the king of Doktoria returned my gaze with steady eyes. Sure, I was threatening him in a pretty nice way, but I imagine part of his composure came from him being the king of a country here in Abyssland. Analyze Eye told me that his race was archdemon, which meant he had surely seen his fair share of bloodbaths. I wasn’t too worried about him not cooperating, though, as we did always have Sera’s Blood Dominion to fall back on.


      “I suppose you can consider me an envoy from the overworld who’s here in response to your army’s attempt to invade us.”


      “The overworld! So you came from beyond the portal and crossed Boundless Poison? Wait, you’re talking like the expedition force I sent—”


      “Is all dead, yes. They attacked us at first sight, so we wiped out every last one of them.” At least, our young ones did. As practice.


      I started. “Oh, I’m sorry. To be exact, we did leave one alive so he could guide us to this country. He gave us really useful info, so we haven’t harmed him. He should have reached the royal palace by now.”


      “But that’s impossible. Humans besides the Hero possessing such power is unhea—”


      “You gotta get with the times, Your Majesty. You can throw a rock and find someone stronger than the Heroes in the overworld these days.”


      Like me and every other Rank S adventurer out there. Look one tier down and you’ll find Azgrad, Dan, Jereol, and even Grostina, the fairy butterfly with poison and an appearance that dealt me equal parts of damage. I’m pretty sure that if I searched seriously, I’d find quite a few more names.


      “Someone stronger than the Hero?! No, but...”


      “Honestly, Your Majesty, it doesn’t really matter whether you believe me or not. The important thing is that your army crossed into our world. They’re gone now ’cus we killed them in self-defense, but that doesn’t change the fact this was an act of aggression. Claiming that it’s how things are normally done in Abyssland isn’t gonna help you. We have testimonies from those on your side as well, so you aren’t getting out of it. We’re holding you to what you’ve done.”


      The blade of my scythe dug a little deeper into Galia’s neck. He had a thick, muscular neck that looked as firm as iron, but my blade easily drew blood.


      “Hmph, is that your idea of a threat? Unfortunately, we demons don’t sell our souls. We’re all too avaricious for that.”


      I could tell that Galia meant it. His eyes were not dead; there was a strong will there, propped up by his pride as a demon or some other motivator. This guy was the real deal.


      “Guess you leave us no choice. Sera.”


      “Oh, it’s my turn?”


      I’m sure that with Blood Dominion and just a little bit of the food Efil had cooked for Mel, we can get this bull king to give us a little allowance from the country’s military budget and information on the surrounding countries. Being the king and all, he’s probably the best authority on the subject around here, right? I’m making this call entirely at my own discretion, but I suppose this would be enough as compensation for what he did. When we left Boundless Poison, I asked Mel to trigger an enormous environmental upheaval by whipping up a massive amount of cold air, completely ruining that “least poisonous path.” Of course, we won’t be so lenient if this country tries the same thing again.


      “Wait a minute, what did you just say?”


      “What was that?”


      “I asked, what did you just say?!”


      I had no idea what had brought it on, but Galia suddenly seemed really flustered and was leaning all the way forward, alarm coloring his voice.


      What’s going on? This is weirding me out a little. He didn’t even flinch at my scythe just now; why’s he suddenly so worked up? Okay, you’re leaning forward too mu— Ah, I knew it. He fell over. The rest of your body is still tied up inside that sack, so of course you would fall over.


      “Who is th-th-that esteemed lady at your side?!”


      Despite now lying on his side, Galia somehow managed to roll over until he got a good look at Sera. For some reason, he had even adopted a respective tone.


      “Those fiery hair and eyes, that astounding beauty unimaginable for normal demons, and most of all, that sublime name... Are you perhaps Sera-sama?!”


      “Uh, you’re being kinda gross.”


      Galia was staring up with bloodshot eyes and breathing heavily in a way that, to be blunt, was really disturbing all of us.


      ◇ ◇ ◇


      “I’m terribly sorry for my unseemly display earlier,” Galia apologized. “I was so emotional that I lost myself.”


      Sera shot me a look, but I gestured for her to reply. “Uh, sure. Don’t, uh, worry about it.”


      When Galia calmed back down, we resumed talking. We couldn’t very well keep him lying on the floor looking up at us, so we helped him up and let him out of the sack, though we still left his bindings as they were.
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A country that worships the Goddess of Reincarnation. Headed by the Pope. Connected to the
Rizean Empire on the Western Continent through Crux Bridge, but is at odds with them.

Colette

Oracle of Deramis. Summoned the
Heroes. Her fanaticism makes her
abit sick in the head.

Shiga Setsuna

A Hero summoned from Japan.
Serious and diligent. Cleans up the
problems that Touya causes.

Kuromiya Miyabi
] A Hero summoned from Japan.
ol One quarter Russian. Her
thoughts are a complete mystery.

Kanzaki Touya

A Hero summoned from Japan.
Lucky pervert. Dual wields. Very
oblivious to signs of affection.

Mizuoka Nana

A Hero summoned from Japan.
Partnered with Mun-chan, a flame
dragon. Has a comforting aura.

An organization that worships Elearis as the Goddess of Reincarnation and
schemes to resurrect her and bring her back to this world.

The First Seat: Arbitrator

Real name is Iris Deramilius.

Elearis’s proxy. Resurrects those she thinks would be useful
as Apostles.

The Third Seat: Creator

Real name is Jildora.

Possesses the Unique Skill Eternal Return. Has a deep history
with Gerard.

The Fifth Seat: Analyzer

Real name is Riold.

The real identity of former guildmaster Rio. Possesses the
Unique Skill God’s Eye.

The Seventh Seat: Reviver

Real name is Estoria Kranweltz.

Currently tasked with protecting Sister Atra while in her
Sister Ria persona.

The Ninth Seat: Survivor

Real name is unknown.

The swordsman who fought Rion in the Beast King Festival.
Possesses a powerful ability to survive no matter what.

The Second Seat: Selector

Real name is unknown.

Only Arbitrator knows his location, but even this info is un-
certain.

The Fourth Seat: Protector

Real name is Serge Flore.

The previous Hero. Defeated Demon Lord Gustav. Possesses
the Unique Skill Absolute Gospel.

The Sixth Seat: Condermner

Real name is Bell Baal.

Possesses the Unique Skill Color Corvosion, which allows her to
manipulate the intensity of the attributes of those she touches.

The Eight Seat: Empty
This is the Seat previously occupied by Ange. No one has
assumed it since she left the organization to join Kelvin’s group.

The Tenth Seat: Empty
This Seat was empty when Ange was a part of the Apostles.
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Rion Celsius

A hero summoned by Kelvin who became
his half-sister. Has a rather skewed view
of what it means to be a little sister.

Ellie

A maid in Kelvin’s house who applied for
the job in order to repay him for rescuing
her and her daughter, Ruka.

Alex

Kelvin’s huge shadow wolf Follower.
Rion’s partner. Gets a thorough brushing
every day.

3

Kelvin Celsius

Summoner who gained powerful skills in exchange for mermories of his past life
while transmigrating from Japan. Constantly seeking battle with powerful foes.

Alias: Grim Reaper

Efil

A half-elf girl purchased by Kelvin as a
slave. The perfect maid. Loves her
master deeply.

Clotho

The first monster Kelvin ever took on as
a Follower. Its Storage and ability to
create materials make it a key player!

An apprentice maid in Kelvin’s house.
Full of energy. Loved by the whole
neighborhood. Quite good at fighting.

Shutola Trycen
Trycen’s princess. Currently freeloading
at Kelvin’s place. Every day is a blast!

Abeautiful demon in Kelvin’s service.
Daughter of the previous Demon Lord.

Ignorant and knowledgeable in equal

measure.

Melfina
Goddess of Reincarnation (currently on

| leave). Refers to herself as Kelvin's wife.

The dark knight who serues Kelvin.
Dotes on Ruka and Rion as if they're
his own grandchildren.

& Ange
. Former Apostle. Now happily

enslaved to Kelvin.
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