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      Chapter 1: Special Ambassador Extraordinary and Plenipotentiary

      September came to a close, and Allen was about to turn sixteen. Beast Crown Prince Beku’s revolt in Albahal had been quickly suppressed, but he had stolen the Symbol of the Beast King and fled. The Symbol was a set of orichalcum knuckles and armor, along with the Holy Orb of Quatro, and inheriting these items officially marked one as the ruler of Albahal.

      There were reports that some merfolk had fled with Beku, leading to Allen’s assumption that they had escaped to the Prostia Empire. The Symbol of the Beast King was necessary for either Beast Prince Zeu or Beast Princess Shia to inherit the throne, and so, the No-life Gamers had decided to go to Prostia.

      However, only merfolk were permitted to enter the empire, and it was difficult for outsiders to receive visas. A visa was vital, as it contained the Blessing of Aqua, the Goddess of Water, and allowed those who lived on the surface to breathe underwater, where the Prostia Empire was located.

      Beast Princess Shia and the Gamers had headed for the Crevelle Kingdom, a nation of merfolk on the Galiatan Continent. This kingdom, which had been founded to allow the merfolk to trade with those above the water, was dependent on the empire and could only issue visas without the Blessing of Aqua. As everyone racked their brains to find a solution to that problem, Allen suddenly revealed that the Awakened Ability of his Fish A Summon allowed one to change their appearance as they pleased and transformed into a merfolk right in front of everyone’s eyes. Those who had gathered in the Crevelle audience room were stunned speechless.

      “Allen, does that change your appearance and body composition?” Cecil asked.

      “Yep! Take a look at my streamlined body!” Allen replied.

      He struck a pose where one could practically hear a cool sound effect as he showed off his merfolk form, and Meruru clapped, her eyes sparkling.

      “Awesome! That’s so cool!” she cried.

      “That’s right! It’s very cool!” Allen replied proudly.

      
      He struck a few more poses to show off before Cecil broke the silence.

      “A-Allen, can you revert to your normal form?” she asked gingerly.

      “At most, the effect lasts up to twenty-four hours,” Allen answered. “Don’t worry, I’ve already tested everything out.”

      In truth, this had been his plan for quite a while—ever since Shia had reported that Crevelle was officially unable to issue visas for Prostia. Allen had played a ton of games before coming to this world, and he had encountered regions that were unable to be reached via foot or horseback. Often, one required a ship, plane, or other special method of transportation to head to these restricted areas, or they needed to visit another location that would provide them with the tools to finally enter said area.

      Because Allen had retained his memories from his past life, he had expected a roadblock to his travels and asked Captain Rarappa of the Magus Smith squad to create a tool that allowed the user to breathe underwater. But Rarappa had replied that even if the creation of such a tool were possible, the clothing they wore would need to be completely waterproof and able to endure the extreme water pressure, and would be coupled with a tool that provided the wearer with oxygen. While that would theoretically enable the party to wade through the waters, the unusual clothing and curiously large magic tools on their backs would draw the suspicion of the merfolk and thus hinder their activities. It was then that the Summoner had recalled his Fish A’s Awakened Ability, Mimic.



      Effects of Awakened Ability Mimic

      ⚫︎ The smoke expelled by this Ability envelops its target and allows them to take on the form of either a monster no higher than Rank A or a human.

      ⚫︎ The smoke can cover a radius of up to one kilometer, and anyone within this range can be affected by Mimic.

      ⚫︎ Allen can choose who will be affected by Mimic, such as selecting one person within range.

      ⚫︎ Users can only mimic things that Allen has seen before.

      ⚫︎ Mimic lasts up to 24 hours but can be undone before the effect wears off.

      ⚫︎ Those affected by Mimic can replicate the look and characteristics of whatever they are taking the form of.



      Allen had predicted that he would run into this situation one day and had continued to test out Awakened Abilities on himself or his Summons. He had found that Mimic could turn him into not only humans but also merfolk, beastkin, elves, dark elves, and even the three demons he had faced in the battle of Rohzenheim, including Glaster. In any case, this power would allow Allen and his party to enter Prostia with a visa from Crevelle alone.

      “How long will it take to issue visas for us?” Allen asked as he turned to the Crevelle king.

      I’d like it as soon as possible, please, he wished. The Crevelle king had already promised that the visas would be issued, and Allen did not want him to go back on his word just because the Summoner could transform into a merfolk.

      “I-Indeed, I shall issue them right away,” the king answered. He was clearly taken aback, but he still honored his oath.

      “Thank you,” Allen replied.

      “O-Of course,” the king said with a nod.

      The Summoner, still in his merfolk form, quietly stared at the king. Though Crevelle was under the rule of Prostia, a king was still a king—it was undoubtedly insolent for Allen to be staring so much, but he believed his actions paled in comparison to the request that he would soon make.

      “I-Is something the matter?” the king inquired.

      “Actually, I’d like to make another request,” Allen said.

      “I see... You’re a hero who saved our citizens, so I shall accommodate you however possible. What might your request be?”

      “Would you please allow us to enter Prostia as ambassadors to Crevelle?”

      “Ah, I see...” Shia murmured.

      The Beast Princess immediately understood why Allen was so fixated on entering through Crevelle. Just because they got into Prostia, it did not mean that they could easily search for Crown Prince Beku. If Prostia was truly lending its aid to Beku, the entire empire would do its utmost to protect him. Perhaps a faction of the empire was lending him support unbeknownst to the empire and its wishes, but even so, it implied that Beku’s aid wielded impressive power and influence. If that were the case, a simple visa would do very little to aid their search.

      “You would like us to enter Prostia as messengers of the Crevelle royal family,” Sophie echoed, reaching the same conclusion as Shia. “Is that not so, Lord Allen?”

      “That’s right,” Allen replied, nodding.

      “An ambassador?” Cecil muttered wearily. “It’s always been on my mind, but how could you make such audacious requests?”

      Don’t make me out as some sort of villain, Cecil. And this isn’t gonna be the only request that I make.

      “Oh, and as an ambassador, I would like you to allow me to wield full authority,” Allen added.

      “What?! F-Full authority?!” the king cried.

      His Majesty stood up in shock, knocking the chair behind him with a loud clatter. Even the princess, who had remained silent, was astonished by her father’s astonishment.

      “F-Father?” Princess Carmine gasped.

      “Is it possible?” Allen asked. “I have no intention of troubling the Crevelle Kingdom. I hope that you will consider the idea.”

      Allen did his best to calm the king, but the royal only grew more confused. Was the Summoner in his right mind? In short, Allen wanted to become the special ambassador plenipotentiary. This role allowed him to hold the same level of power as the king, albeit solely for diplomatic affairs. While the king did not have the faintest clue what the No-life Gamers were up to, could he truly trust Allen, who claimed he did not wish to trouble the kingdom?

      Allen was capable of controlling massive bees the size of dragons and had eradicated tens of thousands of daemonic incarnations and monsters. He had fought a duel against the Beast King in front of a group of representatives of nearly a hundred nations, and during it, he had eviscerated the arena. Clearly, the boy wielded immense power, but his use of it was completely unpredictable.

      “Hmm...” the king groaned as he tried to overcome his shock.

      “The shadow of unrest looms over the Prostia Empire,” Allen said. “Should anything occur, my army shall provide its full support.”

      Crevelle’s king worked to organize the series of events within his mind. The Prostia Empire had tried to use its army to invade the conference that would decide whether the Beast Crown Prince would claim the Albahalan throne. In fact, it seemed like Prostia had assisted in seizing the Symbol of the Beast King, so there was no doubt that Albahal would try to pin the blame on the empire.

      Even if some shady group of individuals had lent their aid to Beku, simply getting rid of them would not put an end to this ordeal. From Albahal’s point of view, merely allowing these individuals to attack was an act of aggression by Prostia. It was not out of the ordinary for this sort of issue to escalate into a full-blown war between the involved nations.

      The king recalled the message he had received via magic tool from Albahal hours ago. The purpose of it had been to discern whether Crevelle had aided Beku instead of Prostia. When merfolk were mentioned, those on the surface immediately deemed Crevelle, the land of merfolk, the primary suspect. Albahal was aggressively searching for the person who had ruined the royal castle and hindered their choosing of an heir. Their rage might ultimately have been pointed at Prostia, but the king of Crevelle desperately wished for his kingdom to be out of the line of fire.

      The monarch knew that Beast Princess Shia, who was not just connected to the royal family but had direct claim to the throne, was in the room with him. It was in his best interest to do more than simply express that Crevelle held no animosity; cooperating with her to retrieve the Symbol of the Beast King would likely prove more beneficial to Crevelle than maintaining the status quo of being under Prostia’s rule. The king closed his eyes as a myriad of options flooded his mind.

      “You would like to be the special ambassador plenipotentiary, would you?” the king inquired.

      “Correct,” Allen replied.

      After mulling over his decision for several moments, the monarch opened his mouth once more to state his decision. But just then, his daughter, the princess, intervened.

      “Why not allow it?” she asked. “I shall also head to the Prostia Empire.”

      “What?! Carmine!” the king cried. He widened his eyes and whirled to face his daughter, who sat next to him.

      Allen also gazed at the princess when she jumped into the conversation. Oh? Is she coming to our defense? he thought. Carmine then stood up, walked toward Allen, and turned around to face her father.

      “The Church of Gushara was created by the Demon Lord Army,” she said. “We not only failed to notice that this religion worshiped the Daemon God and allowed them to do as they pleased, which led to the Galiatan Continent being threatened, but we also weakened faith toward the great Lady Aqua, the Goddess of Water, who protects us merfolk. For that, we must take responsibility as the Crevelle royal family. I believe that explaining as much to our suzerain, the Prostia Empire, is our nation’s duty. And should we visit the empire for this purpose, if I were to go instead of you, father, dispatching a special ambassador plenipotentiary as well would make much sense.”

      “Indeed. You’ve got a point...” the king mused.

      Hmm, it’d be useful if the princess came along with us. We’d be able to disguise ourselves better. Allen’s plan was to become the ambassador and utilize his authority to fulfill his goal. Sure, they might stand out because they lacked the common sense and knowledge of merfolk culture, but if he could retrieve the Symbol of the Beast King from Beku, Allen cared very little about any potential consequences. However, if Carmine tagged along, the group could act more naturally.

      “We also must hasten our discussions with His Grace Doresskarei,” Carmine added.

      Who?

      “Um...” Allen started. He was unfamiliar with the name and cut into the conversation with a puzzled expression.

      “Ah, you don’t know of him, do you, Sir Allen?” Carmine replied. “Duke Doresskarei is a noble of the Prostia Empire and my future husband. We’ve been discussing plans for him to marry into the Crevelle royal family.”

      In divulging her situation, the princess had revealed that as a kingdom dependent upon Prostia, Crevelle’s next monarch was obligated to marry Prostia’s royalty or titled nobility. Since the only child of the Crevelle royal family was Carmine, she had to marry a man from Prostia, who would become the next king.

      Her husband-to-be was Duke Doresskarei, but while they had begun talks of marriage, the Gushara ordeal had forced the Crevelle royal family to temporarily flee from the royal capital alongside the citizens. As a result, the marriage discussions had come to a screeching halt.

      “I believe we must report back to His Imperial Majesty sooner or later,” Carmine reasoned. “And if I join Sir Allen, I can investigate whether the empire was involved in the Albahal revolt. That information will allow us to solidify our future actions as a kingdom.”

      “You’re quite right,” the Crevelle king relented. He gave a firm nod and turned to Allen. “Very well. As the princess’s attendant, I declare you special ambassador extraordinary and plenipotentiary.”

      Nice. This went well.

      Allen remained on his feet as he nodded in response. “Thank you.”

      For a split second, the king looked slightly odd, but he quickly whirled around and called for one of his guards.

      “Knight Captain Iwanam, please step forward.”

      A merfolk knight stepped out from behind the king before kneeling behind Princess Carmine.

      “I appoint you the princess’s guard,” the king ordered. “You are the oldest and wisest amongst the knights, thus I’d like you to fill this role. Please protect and support Carmine.”

      “Your wish is my command,” the knight captain replied. “I, Iwanam, shall give my all to protecting Her Highness.”

      The older Knight Captain Iwanam gave a deep bow. Ooh, this is rare. We don’t get a lot of middle-aged guys. Allen’s party was comprised of young people. When they visited various royals, people often looked surprised by their youth or were suspicious of their age. It could certainly happen again, but if several middle-aged Crevelle knights were tagging along, Allen felt like it would solidify their credibility and believability. This was convenient.

      Since he was called the wisest, I might as well ask him about Prostia’s customs and traditions on our way there. And so, the No-life Gamers became ambassadors who were to head to Prostia with Princess Carmine.

      After five days of preparations, they were finally ready to head to the underwater empire. It had taken a lot longer than Allen had expected, but Crevelle had to pack after contacting Prostia and receiving a reply; the kingdom was undoubtedly working as fast as it possibly could. One of the factors that had made that clear was the colossal ship docked right in front of Allen’s eyes. Countless oars that would propel the vessel forward stuck out from the sides, and other than the fact that they were located well above the water’s surface, it looked like a common ship.

      Hmm, a ship this big must carry a lot of supplies. This hundred-meter-long vessel was responsible for carrying offerings from Crevelle to Prostia, along with trade goods that the kingdom had received from those on the surface. Crevelle was solely responsible for trading with countries on land for the Prostia Empire.

      If the empire required any resources from above the water, it first sold its own ores and precious metals to the kingdom, which in turn sold or traded them to terrestrial nations. The empire then had the kingdom use some of those profits to purchase resources, which were later delivered to the empire. The Crevelle Kingdom would purchase items in the empire’s stead, sending them off several times a year.

      But the Crevelle royal capital was fairly close to the port. Even when the daemonic incarnations were running amok, the king didn’t make any attempt to flee across the ocean. When the believers of the Church of Gushara in Crevelle had turned into daemonic incarnations and attacked the citizens, the king had strangely refused to head out to sea.

      Allen had met the citizens of Crevelle and Shia’s beastkin squad in the inland region of the Galiatan Continent. The citizens fleeing the Crevelle royal capital did not represent the entire population, but there had still been a couple tens of thousands of people seeking refuge. Perhaps the citizens had not been able to board the docked ship, but even so, surely they, as merfolk, could have escaped into the sea. Water was no obstacle to them. But the sea monsters are a cause for concern. Ultimately, the kingdom had prioritized saving as many citizens as possible. Therefore, they had chosen to fight in the rear with the assistance of Shia’s beastkin.

      But if Shia wasn’t there, the merfolk might not have been able to hold the line until we arrived. That reminds me, Shia apparently headed for Galiat because of some sort of divination, just like Zeu did once. Is some sort of God of Fate involved here? Both Zeu and Shia had received prophecies about their future from Beast Astrologist Temi, a member of the Ten Heroic Beasts and a royal advisor. Those words had propelled the two royals to act.

      If Zeu had not been told that he would become the Beast King in the future, he would never have gone to challenge the Rank S dungeon. Likewise, had Shia not been informed that the trial given to her would take her to the Union’s continent, she would never have run into the merfolk leaving the royal capital to escape the daemonic incarnations. Allen would never have met Shia either.

      Temi’s divination had brought Shia and Allen together. Maybe one of the main deities of this world, the God of Fate, put together an elaborate quest and we were forced into it—along with Beast Prince Zeu—through Temi.

      “There you are, Allen. We’re about to head out,” a merfolk said. Her body was mottled with brown and black, resembling her usual beastkin form.

      “Already? Got it,” Allen replied. “Will the Country of Beastkin be all right, Shia?”

      “According to Rudo’s report, they can hold for a while.”

      For the past five days, the Beast Princess had gone through Rudo to check up on her home country. According to him, things in the royal capital and castle had settled down, and talks of preparing a team to retrieve the Symbol of the Beast King from Beku had begun. Unfortunately, they had no means to track Beku down—they assumed that he had gone to either Crevelle or Prostia, but that would be a rather long and costly expedition. It was also difficult to act while Albahal was a part of the Five Continent Alliance, and greenlighting such an endeavor implied that they were considering leaving the Alliance. It would take a few more days of serious debate to finalize a decision.

      Beastkin were generally short-tempered and eager to fight, and some ominously claimed that the blood of the merfolk was essential to purify the blood that had already been shed. As for Beku, three days after the revolt, he had been officially stripped of his title of crown prince and his claim to the throne. He had not even been present to defend himself.

      “So, I guess we still don’t know where Beku has gone,” Allen said. Since the royal had been deprived of his title, Allen decided that there was no need to refer to him with one anymore.

      “A few days before Beku...before my brother, raided the castle, there were accounts that a large ship was docked on the eastern coast,” Shia replied. “It disappeared the moment my brother fled.”

      “And we don’t know where that ship went,” Allen concluded.

      “Besides, if we cast suspicion on our allied nations and invade with our army, it means we must leave the Alliance. Should that happen, we would struggle against the Demon Lord Army should they choose to attack, and if our forces were weakened before that, our position within the Garlesian Continent would be in danger. For that reason, many have concluded that we must approach this situation with the utmost care.”

      When the Demon Lord Army had invaded Rohzenheim and the Central Continent, the armies of the Five Continent Alliance had been joined by Beast Prince Zeu and the Ten Heroic Beasts. The allied forces had thus assumed that Albahal was finally opposing the Demon Lord Army and joining the war. If Albahal dared to attack Crevelle, a member of Galiat’s Union and the representative for the current year, the worst-case scenario was the dismantling of the Alliance.

      An idea popped into Allen’s head. Maybe if the suspicion were cast on the Crevelle Kingdom, our foes hoped it would confuse the Five Continent Alliance. Currently, no one had a clue as to why Beku had stolen the Symbol of the Beast King, so Allen thought that it was important to carefully test any and all hypotheses.

      “Then I’ll tell the queen of Rohzenheim to be extremely cautious when dealing with Albahal,” Allen said.

      “That seems wise,” Shia replied. “Oh? It looks like everyone is boarding.”

      Allen and Shia headed for the pier to board the large ship’s tender. The Gamers had split into two groups and were awaiting the pair.

      “Good luck. I’ll do my best as the captain of the Special Attack Force,” Krena said with gusto. She was in the team farther away from the pier, bidding the others farewell.

      This time around, the Gamers were divided into two teams. Allen led one team, which consisted of Cecil, Sophie, Volmaar, Shia, Luke, and Pelomas. Their group would head for Prostia. Meanwhile, Keel led the other team, whose members were Krena, Dogora, Meruru, and Merus. They would remain on land and take charge of the floating island and the Allen Army while Allen was away.

      “I’m counting on you, Krena,” Allen said. “Lead the Allen Army. And Dogora, don’t forget to level up.”

      Dogora gave a slight nod in response. Slung across his back was Kagutsuchi, Fire Goddess Freyja’s divine vessel.

      “Got it,” he said.

      He hadn’t gotten to his max level yet, so he would need to hunt iron golems until he did. He was in Extra Mode now, and while his level cap was unknown, he had already reached Lvl. 96, surpassing Allen.



      

      Name: Dogora
Age: 16
Blessing: Goddess of Fire (Mid), Absorbs Fire-type Attacks
Class: Destroyer
Level: 96
HP: 8,249 + 5,000 (Blessing) + 4,800 (Super Fighting Soul)
MP: 3,791 + 5,000 + 2,400
Attack: 8,508 + 5,000 + 4,800
Endurance: 7,755 + 5,000 + 4,800
Agility: 5,865 + 5,000 + 4,800
Intelligence: 3,629 + 5,000 + 2,400
Luck: 5,680 + 5,000 + 4,800
Skills: Destroyer {5}, Super Full Might {5}, Super Explosion {5}, Super Peerless Slash {5}, Super Slaughter Strike {5}, Heart and Soul {3}, Super Fighting Soul {1}, Axe Mastery {6}, Dual Axe Mastery {3}, Shield Mastery {4}
XP: Approx 900,000,000,000/5,000,000,000,000



      Skill Levels
Destroyer: 5
Super Full Might: 5
Super Explosion: 5
Super Peerless Slash: 5
Super Slaughter Strike: 5
Heart and Soul: 3



      Skill Experience
Super Full Might: Approx 250,000/1,000,000
Super Explosion: Approx 200,000/1,000,000
Super Peerless Slash: Approx 200,000/1,000,000
Super Slaughter Strike: Approx 200,000/1,000,000
Heart and Soul: Approx 150,000/1,000,000



      Equipment
Divine Vessel Kagutsuchi: +20,000 Attack
Orichalcum Greataxe: +12,000 Attack
Adamantite Armor: +6,000 Endurance
Ring 1: +5,000 Attack
Ring 2: +5,000 Attack
Necklace: +3,000 Attack

      

      Name: Krena
Age: 15
Class: Sword Emperor
Level: 60
HP: 4,150 + 3,000
MP: 1,832 + 3,000
Attack: 4,150 + 3,000
Endurance: 3,968 + 3,000
Agility: 3,510 + 3,000
Intelligence: 2,250
Luck: 2,688 + 3,000
Extra Skill: Limit Break
Skills: Sword Emperor {6}, Slash {6}, Phoenix Smash {6}, Healing Blade {6}, Supreme Ruling Blade {6}, Valor {2}, Sword Mastery {6}



      Equipment
Orichalcum Greatsword: +12,000 Attack
Adamantite Armor: +6,000 Endurance
Bracelet 1: +5,000 HP, +5,000 Endurance, halves cooldown time, increases attack skills by 20%
Ring 1: +5,000 Attack
Ring 2: +5,000 Attack
Necklace: +3,000 Attack

      

      Name: Cecil Granvelle
Age: 16
Class: Wizardess King
Level: 60
HP: 2,470 + 2,400
MP: 3,974 + 2,400
Attack: 1,640
Endurance: 1,686
Agility: 3,382 + 2,400
Intelligence: 4,138 + 2,400
Luck: 2,541 + 2,400
Extra Skill: Petit Meteor
Skills: Wizardess King {6}, Fire {6}, Ice {6}, Thunder {6}, Light {6}, Abyss {2}, Sparring {4}



      Equipment
Rod of the Wizardess King: +4,000 Intelligence, +20% Magical DamageAncient Robe: +8,000 Endurance, Magic Damage Resistance (High)
Ring 1: +5,000 Intelligence
Ring 2: +5,000 Intelligence
Bracelet: +5,000 MP, +5,000 Intelligence, halves cooldown time, halves magic activation time
Necklace: +3,000 Intelligence

      

      Name: Keel von Carnel
Age: 16
Class: Saint King
Level: 60
HP: 2,740 + 2,400
MP: 4,100 + 2,400
Attack: 1,580
Endurance: 1,786
Agility: 2,893 + 2,400
Intelligence: 4,030 + 2,400
Luck: 3,634 + 2,400
Extra Skill: Drops of God
Skills: Saint King {6}, Healing {6}, Exorcism {6}, Purify {6}, Holy Wall {6}, Pray {2}, Sword Mastery {3}



      Equipment
Rod of the Saint King: +4,000 Intelligence, +3,000 HP, +20% HealingVestment of the Saint King: +4,000 Endurance, Magic Resistance (High), Curse Resistance (High)
Ring 1: +5,000 HP
Ring 2: +5,000 Endurance
Necklace: +3,000 HP, +3,000 Intelligence, halves cooldown time, doubles healing power

      

      Name: Sophialohne
Age: 51
Blessing: God of Spirits
Class: Grand Spirit User
Level: 60
HP: 2,834 + 2,400
MP: 4,156 + 2,400
Attack: 1,933
Endurance: 1,719
Agility: 3,011 + 2,400
Intelligence: 4,243 + 2,400
Luck: 3,453 + 2,400
Extra Skill: Grand Spirit Manifestation
Skills: Spirit Manifestation {6}, Water {6}, Wind {6}, Earth {6}, Wood {6}, Bow Mastery {4}



      Equipment
Rod of the Sovereign of Spirits: +6,000 MP, -10% MP consumption
Spiritualist’s Cloak: +10,000 Endurance, +5,000 HP, +5,000 MP, Physical Damage Resistance (Mid), Magical Damage Resistance (Mid), Poison Defense (Mid)
Ring 1: +5,000 MP
Ring 2: +5,000 Endurance
Necklace: +3,000 MP

      

      Name: Meruru
Age: 16
Class: Talos King
Level: 60
HP: 3,199 + 2,400
MP: 3,570 + 2,400
Attack: 2,161 + 2,400
Endurance: 1,957 + 2,400
Agility: 1,571
Intelligence: 3,570 + 2,400
Luck: 2,522

      Extra Skill: Union (Right Arm)
Skills: Talos King {6}, Flying Arm {6}, Oscillating Punch {6}, Freezing Shot {6}, Super Repair {6}, Sorcery Cannon {6}, Super Alloy {2}, Spear Mastery {3}, Shield Mastery {3}



      Equipment
Claw Arm (Crystal)
Talos King’s Cloak: +6,000 Endurance, +3,000 MP, Physical Damage Resistance (Mid)
Ring 1: +5,000 HP
Ring 2: +5,000 MP
Necklace: Magic Disc

      

      Name: Volmaar
Age: 69
Class: Bow King
Level: 60
HP: 3,736 + 2,400
MP: 1,949
Attack: 3,965 + 2,400
Endurance: 2,960 + 2,400
Agility: 3,428 + 2,400
Intelligence: 1,566
Luck: 1,972 + 2,400
Extra Skill: Arrow of Light
Skills: Bow King {6}, Keen Sight {6}, Fire Dragon Shot {6}, Strongbow {6}, Power Shot {6}, Angled Shot {2} Bow Mastery {6}



      Equipment
Adamantite Greatbow: +3,800 Attack
Garment of the Chief Protector: +4,000 Endurance, Breath Damage Resistance (Mid)
Ring 1: +5,000 HP
Ring 2: +5,000 Attack
Necklace: +3,000 Attack

      

      Name: Shia van Albahal
Age: 16
Class: Beast Fist King
Level: 60
HP: 3,211 + 2,400
MP: 1,721
Attack: 3,640 + 2,400
Endurance: 3,211
Agility: 2,991 + 2,400
Intelligence: 1,485 + 2,400
Luck: 2,139 + 2,400
Extra Skills: Beast Mode
Skills: Beast Fist King {6}, Heavy Blow {6}, Instant Kill {6}, Throat Chop {6}, Pulverizing Strike {6}, Super Explosive Fist {2}, Sparring {6}, Fist Mastery {6}



      Equipment
Adamantite Knuckles: +4,000 Attack
Adamantite Armor: +4,000 Endurance
Ring 1: +5,000 Attack
Ring 2: +5,000 Attack
Necklace: +3,000 Attack

      

      Name: Luketod
Age: 16
Blessing: Sovereign of Spirits
Class: Dark Wizard
Level: 60
HP: 1,839
MP: 2,552 + 600
Attack: 1,067
Endurance: 1,067
Agility: 1,544 + 600
Intelligence: 2,902 + 600
Luck: 1,307
Extra Skill: Starvation Hell
Skills: Dark Wizard {6}, Fire {4}, Ice {4}, Mud {4}, Specter {1}, Dagger Mastery {4}



      Equipment
Adamantite Dagger: +3,000 Attack
Giant Rat’s Mantle: +3,000 Endurance, Poison Resistance (Mid)
Ring 1: +5,000 Intelligence
Ring 2: +5,000 MP
Necklace: +3,000 MP

      

      Name: Pelomas
Age: 16
Class: Magnate
Level: 60
HP: 1,662 + 600
MP: 1,421
Attack: 948
Endurance: 1,185
Agility: 1,362
Intelligence: 1,866 + 600
Luck: 2,193 + 600
Extra Skill: Libra
Skills: Magnate {4}, Calculate {4}, Analyze {4}, Negotiate {4}, Youth {1}, Sword Mastery {4}



      Equipment
Ancient Wood Abacus: +2,000 Attack, +1,500 Intelligence
Arrow Shark Cloak: +4,800 Endurance
Ring 1: +5,000 Endurance
Ring 2: +5,000 Agility
Necklace: +3,000 Endurance

      

      Allen checked his grimoire to see his party members’ Statuses. Dogora’s looking really reliable. The reason the two main attackers and Meruru, all three of who used physical attacks, were staying on land was that it was unknown just how well they could fight underwater. If Meruru switched out her slates, she could attack or defend, making her very versatile, hence Allen had decided to put her on that team. The ones headed for Prostia were able to fight in cleverer ways. As for Merus, he was staying behind so that Allen could keep tabs on the situation above the water, and to use Summons if anything occurred. Allen glanced at him, and he nodded.

      “You better have a balanced diet and eat well,” Shia, who had transformed into a merfolk, said to Dogora, sounding as worried as usual.

      “Yeah, I know,” Dogora replied.

      This time around, Dogora did not at all sound weary over the nagging. He gave an obedient nod as Allen and the others boarded the tender. When the small boat approached the massive ship, a rope ladder was lowered for the group, and they used it to climb aboard. Their sights were set on Prostia.

      Chapter 2: The Voyage to the Prostia Empire

      When Allen and the others got aboard the ship, they were guided to a decently lavish room. Allen sat on the table and looked around.

      “The interior looks pretty normal,” he remarked.

      Hmm, is it normal to walk around the ship during the voyage? Allen wondered. He had flown on magic ships before, but this was his first time on a seafaring one. He had never been on a cruise in his previous life, but he had utilized ships to head to other continents in video games. Oftentimes, the player was encouraged to investigate the ship, where they would run into a variety of events.

      “Awesome!” Luke shouted. “Is this really gonna glide across the ocean?!”

      “Yeah, seems like it,” Allen replied.

      The dark elf pressed his face against the thick window with excitement, and Allen also peered through it. In the distance was the port, but he could not see the Allen Army team that had stayed behind. Merus had used his Ability, Angel Halo, which allowed him to call forth Allen’s Summons, and activated Bird A’s Awakened Ability, Homing Instinct, to move the group to the Gamers’ base within the Rank S dungeon. When Allen glanced around, he noticed that Shia was gazing toward the port as well, with Cecil beside her.

      “I’m sure that they’ll be fine,” Cecil reassured.

      “Quite right,” Shia replied. “Dogora is with them, so I’m sure there won’t be any issues.”

      One of the reasons the party had been split in two was to strengthen the Allen Army. Six months had passed since the army was assembled, and Allen had asked his troops to prioritize class promotions and clearing Rank A dungeons. As a result, the soldiers had all received class promotions, and the beastkin, elves, and dark elves could all train together now.

      From here on, Allen wanted them to take down iron golems, which required Dogora and Krena, the party’s main physical attackers, as well as Meruru, who could be a shield if needed. In addition, Keel was a powerful healer and the perfect support.

      Allen did more than just assist his army. He had also helped Knight Captain Zenof and Vice-Captain Leibrand, who served Viscount Granvelle, receive class promotions. The Summoner had provided the two knights with a set of adamantite weapons and armor each, just as he had done for his army, and they had become considerably stronger.

      The Summoner had also wanted them to lead the joint training sessions with the Hero Army, a force of a thousand troops led by Helmios. Sword Lord Dverg, too, was a part of this army, which the emperor of Giamut had created to serve as a symbol of hope for the world in the war against the Demon Lord Army.

      It had been nearly six months since the class promotion dungeon’s opening in April, and the Empire of Giamut still would not let just anyone clear it. Its leadership had carefully formulated a plan with future formations and usages in mind. The first step of this plan was the Hero Army. Once everyone in the force had received a class promotion, they were to visit the Rank S dungeon. Before they did so, Helmios wanted to have a joint training session with the Allen Army, which was already using the Rank S dungeon as a training site.

      The Hero Army had been formed after the Five Continent Alliance conference, during which Dogora had forced the Beast King to his knees after a clash. When Helmios had asked about how Dogora became so powerful, Allen had given a proper answer and spoken of the Allen Army’s movements.

      This was the same exact information he had provided to the Adventurer’s Guild when he had first wanted to clear the Rank S dungeon. Additionally, he had provided insight on the class promotion dungeon and how to defeat Rank A monsters and Demonic Deities. He was in charge of an army now, not just a party, so he needed to think and act accordingly. To that end, he had provided all the information he could and was prepared to fight alongside the Five Continent Alliance until the Demon Lord was defeated, as doing so would help keep casualties to a minimum.

      That was why, when Helmios had stated that the war against the Demon Lord, which had ended in April, could start again anytime and claimed that it was imperative to strengthen the Five Continent Alliance for when that happened, Allen had agreed. The Hero had asked for a joint training session, and Allen accepted his request.

      Allen could not entrust such an important joint training session to Field Marshal Lukdraal or General Rudo, nor anyone else of the same rank. His party members would take command, and he believed that Dogora’s involvement was imperative. It would be their chance to showcase Dogora’s power to the Hero Army. If they saw how he handled the golems in the Rank S dungeon and that he could deal massive damage to the boss of the final floor, the Hero Army would see that he had not used his full power when he had fought the Beast King. If people began to fear him, Allen hoped that they would also begin to have faith in Fire Goddess Freyja.

      Due to these opportunities, even Shia, who was often near Dogora as of late, had agreed to act separately from him. The team leader will be Keel, though. Thanks to Extra Mode, Dogora was Lvl. 96, the highest in the party. Even so, Allen had not made him the group’s leader. Dogora was strong, but he was inept when it came to commanding others.

      Now then, no use rummaging through a room that doesn’t have a vase or a set of drawers. A room prepared for travelers generally had vases or drawers, or so Allen had thought. This room, however, was sparsely decorated. There was a table but no chairs, thus he had been left with no choice but to sit atop it earlier. He returned to the table and called out to his friends standing by the window.

      “We’ll head out soon,” he said. “Why not talk about our plans for a bit?”

      “Yeah!” the rest of his party replied.

    

  

    
    
      They all sat around the table, surrounding Allen.

      “Shia, is it safe to assume that Beku isn’t doing anything right now?” Allen asked. He turned to Shia, hoping to use this conversation to convey the contents of General Rudo’s report to the rest of the No-life Gamers.

      “Yeah,” Shia replied. “My older brother escaped Albahal, but he hasn’t done much since. Needless to say, we don’t know where he is, leaving our kingdom at a loss for what to do.”

      “I see... While Beku is likely the reason Albahal is hesitant to act, do they also expect the Prostia Empire to join in? More specifically, does Albahal fear that the empire might use military force?”

      “Precisely. The nobles predicted the use of military force long ago. They believe that because Beku was the first to be eliminated from the battle to become the next Beast King, he went to the Prostia Empire to get help with his invasion of Albahal. He may have retreated for now, but he took the Symbol of the Beast King with him—he could use that as proof that he’s got claim to the throne and invade Albahal once more. Naturally, because the chance of that happening isn’t zero, the more timid and careful folks are convincing with their arguments.”

      “Either way, Albahal can’t make any moves for a while.”

      “I suppose it depends on Beku.” Shia scowled as she thought back to her older brother.

      “But Allen, Crevelle and Prostia aren’t the only merfolk countries, right?” Cecil asked. “Isn’t there a chance that there are other nations helping Beku?”

      Prostia was a massive empire on the ocean floor. Its territory covered about half of the world’s southern oceans. More precisely, the oceans touching the Galiatan Continent, the home of the Union; the Garlesian Continent in the south, which Albahal was a part of; and the Central Continent, where the Empire of Giamut was located, were all under Prostia’s control. Furthermore, this vast region of the ocean was not all under Prostia’s direct reign or among its provinces. There were several vassal states, such as Crevelle, that served the empire as well.

      That was precisely what Cecil had been referring to. It was possible that a vassal state or two could have supported Beku, against Prostia’s wishes.

      “Yeah,” Allen agreed. “We’ve gotta do some investigating on that end too.”

      Just then, an announcement came over the magic tool near the ceiling.

      “This vessel will soon submerge.”

      The No-life Gamers gazed out the window, but countless bubbles obscured their view, and they realized that they were going deeper and deeper into the water. When the bubbles gave way, they were replaced by darkness like the silent night. A hole then opened in the wall, and seawater slowly gushed into the room. The Gamers sat on the table as they looked around nervously. I see now. There aren’t any drawers, vases, or seats in the room because the water would ruin them. All the while, the water level in the room rose.

      “Will we really be all right?” Cecil, who had transformed into a merfolk, asked, unable to hide her anxiety.

      “We’ve already tested our ability to breathe underwater. We were just fine, remember?” Allen replied.

      Allen and the rest of his party had had five days to make preparations for their journey. They had used that time to take the form of merfolk and test if they could breathe underwater. Most of the lakes and rivers in this world were freshwater, while the ocean was saltwater with a fair level of salinity.

      “Since Lord Allen deems it safe, I’m sure we’ll be fine,” Sophie said. She had taken the form of a merfolk clutching a shrimp. Despite her words, however, her voice was also tinged with uncertainty.

      The Gamers all remained seated on the table as the water rose above their chests. Each of them instinctively closed their eyes and took a deep breath as the water went above their heads. They held their breath for a few moments, but once they could do so no longer, they gingerly exhaled. Nothing rushed out from their mouths, however. Instead, they felt water flow through the slits on the sides of their necks. Hmm, so they really did fill the ship with water... Guess we’ll be living underwater for a while.

      Prostian law dictated that all ships must be filled with water as a means to filter out any nonmerfolk who would try to infiltrate the empire. But Allen and his friends, who were under the effects of Mimic, could live underwater without issue. As proof, their eyes had seemingly switched into underwater mode, acclimating to allow them to see clearly within the dark room.

      “Ha ha. When I’m with you, Allen, I never get bored,” the shrimp in Sophie’s arms said. He was none other than Rohzen, the God of Spirits, and he, too, had been transformed by Mimic.

      “I’m happy to hear that,” Allen replied. “And it seems you can breathe underwater just fine, Lord Rohzen.”

      “I don’t usually breathe anyway.”

      “It’s getting awfully dark outside,” Faable, the Sovereign of Spirits traveling with Luketod, remarked. She had been turned into a crab.

      “We’re going to a place where the sun won’t reach us,” Luke replied.

      “You’re knowledgeable, aren’t you?”

      “Heh heh heh.”

      The boy had simply said what he had just learned, but he was all smiles at Faable’s praise. How deep can sunlight penetrate the water? A hundred meters? Two hundred? The capital of Prostia, Patlanta, was said to be located deep underwater, implying that perhaps it was in a perpetual state of darkness. Was it always nighttime there? Just then, light trickled in through the window.

      “Huh?! What’s that?” Luketod cried as he swam to the window.

      Allen headed there as well and saw that they were no longer shrouded by darkness, but enveloped in light. They were already at the bottom of the ocean, but a plant that sprouting from the seafloor was giving off a bright light.

      “Is this the crystal flower? It’s beautiful!” Luke exclaimed.

      “It truly is,” Sophie agreed. “How breathtaking.”

      They gasped with awe at the mesmerizing sight. At times like this, he felt like elves and dark elves weren’t all that different.

      The corals of this world glow, huh? The ocean floor was covered with these light-emitting plants, which were decorated with glass-like petals. Schools of fish swam around them like they were doing an elegant dance, and Allen learned that the Prostia Empire was a place of stunning beauty.

      ＊ ＊ ＊

      The ship that carried the Gamers sailed forth, only a few dozen meters above the ocean floor. A few days passed since the beginning of their travels, and everyone had gotten rather used to life underwater. Allen felt his body move around a bit clumsily because he was underwater, but if he did not pay too much attention to it, it was not all that bothersome. One morning, he entered the living room of their guest space and spotted a merfolk Luke swimming round and round, approaching the ceiling before gliding across the ground. The rooms of the ship were similar to rooms above water, and he was enjoying the feeling of floating around wherever he pleased.

      “It’s still morning, Luke,” Cecil said. “What in the world are you doing? Is that even fun?”

      “Sure is,” Luke replied. “Wanna give it a try?”

      “No, thank you. Breakfast is soon, so don’t be late.”

      The two had often bickered while on land as well, and over the past few days, everyone had been slowly adapting to their new life and conversing as they usually did. Outside the window was the usual breathtaking ocean floor, but the novelty of the sight had worn off long ago. No one gazed out, stunned by the beauty anymore. Allen, the first to get bored of the scene, had realized that no matter how beautiful it was, one would gradually get tired of seeing the same thing for days on end. All right, today’s the day I reach Summoning Lvl. 9.

      For the past few days, Allen had remained in the ship, He had not teleported to the surface, though he could easily do so at any time using Homing Instinct, Bird A’s Awakened Ability. He certainly could have gone to fight Goldino or the iron golems of the Rank S dungeon alongside Team Keel, but the Summoner had stayed put. He had already obtained valuable items from Goldino, the final floor boss, and even if he managed to defeat it, everyone had leveled up so much that it would hardly provide enough XP to make the effort worthwhile. And so, Allen had decided that it was best to focus on leveling up his skills.

      The Pelomas Whaling Company was able to source magic stones from across the world, so Allen had a steady supply coming in. Pelomas had managed to do so thanks in no small part to Allen’s help; the Summoner hunted down golems and allowed the merchant to sell off expensive equipment, magic tools, and items to gain funds. As Pelomas gained fame, he used his network to the fullest and established routes through which he could purchase magic stones.

      Allen could now gather stones from around the world, which he would use to level up his Summoning skill while having Merus work around the clock to make Seeds of Magic and pop them into Storage. And so, the Summoner and his Angel A had formed a tag team in hopes of Allen reaching Summoning Lvl. 9 by December. However, recently, Allen had noticed that Merus would gaze pensively into the distance.

      The doors of the living room opened, and the servants of Crevelle brought in breakfast. A loaf of bread that was quickly turning soggy floated atop the plate that had been set on the table.

      “Ah, you’re all together,” a servant said. “We’ve brought you breakfast.”

      “Yep!” Luke replied energetically.

      He took his seat—or more precisely, took up a sitting posture since there were no chairs—at the table. Everyone else headed over as well and followed suit.

      “Allen, happy birthday,” Cecil said. “We have to celebrate tonight, don’t we?”

      “Huh? Oh, yeah. Thanks,” Allen replied.

      Today was the first of October. Allen was now sixteen.

      “Ah, she’s right!” Sophie exclaimed as though she had just remembered. “Happy birthday, Lord Allen!”

      High elves lived for over a millennium, so the concept of birthdays was lost on them, but she nevertheless clenched her fists in front of her chest happily.

      “How old are you now?” Luke asked.

      “Sixteen,” Allen replied.

      Most of my party members are the same age, so everyone’s turning sixteen. While no one was sure if it had been God’s intention for Allen to attract people of the same age to his party, naturally, they all had different birth dates.

      Everyone’s Birthdays

      Allen: October 1

      Krena: December 30

      Cecil: September 1

      Dogora: September 9

      Keel: July 1

      Sophie: March 1

      Volmaar:November 30

      Meruru: September 9

      Shia: August 30

      Luke: March 3

      Pelomas: June 15

      “Ooh, sixteen! Congrats!” Luke said.

      He munched on his breakfast as he spoke, and food floated in the water around him. Etiquette for dining underwater dictated that one must keep conversation during meals to a minimum so that food wouldn’t go everywhere. In addition, it seemed people were keenly aware that air and water acted differently and affected food differently. Soups that land dwellers might generally enjoy had not been served during this journey. Only relatively solid foods were served on this vessel.

      Every room, the living room included, was also equipped with a water purifier in lieu of an air purifier. If dirty and unsanitary water remained stagnant in an enclosed environment, it became a breeding ground for certain diseases. For that reason, enclosed spaces like the inside of this ship required a water purifier to keep the water clean and moving.

      That was precisely why a large water purifier magic tool could be found in the city of Crey on Hardcore User Island. One had to respect the lifestyle and culture of the merfolk. The magic tool had been supplied by the Empire of Baukis, one of Prostia’s major trade partners. The two had been conducting business through Crevelle for decades.

      Now that Allen and the rest of his party had taken the form of merfolk, they were worried about the quality of the water—a factor that they had never been overly concerned about when they were humans. Perhaps this was the norm for merfolk.

      “Hmm? What’s wrong?” Shia asked, noticing Allen lost in his thoughts.

      “No, just... Sixteen, huh?” Allen replied. “In my previous world, when someone turns sixteen, their mother forces them to get out of bed and head to a castle. I guess I’ve reached that age.”

      “Oh? A castle at sixteen?”

      Shia had heard that Allen had originally lived in a different world, but Elmea’s powers had forced the Summoner to be reborn in this one so that he could defeat the Demon Lord. She assumed that was why Allen would occasionally mumble about his life in the old world or ramble on about puzzling things with presuppositions that she had never heard of. The Summoner was known for suddenly talking at length about mysterious topics, and that was likely due to his memories from his previous life.

      Furthermore, when he was on Hardcore User Island, the island in the sky, he had fought Kyubel, a Greater Demonic Deity, and spoken with him. Back then, Shia had received all the proof she needed to agree that Allen’s mind, at the very least, was in a completely different realm, separate from the rest of this world. If Allen had been called to a castle in his previous life, Shia knew that there must have been some purpose behind it. She was dying to find out.

      “Yeah. When you go to the castle, the king gives you some money, but you’re ordered to use it to defeat the Demon Lord,” Allen joked. “And then you’re chased out of your hometown.”

      Only after putting it into words did he realize that life had basically been a version of Hell Mode. It seemed this current world did not have any reincarnators or people from other worlds aside from Allen. He had frequented the library at the Academy and looked into several heroic tales, but none of them had had any mentions of reincarnation.

      “Is that the norm for the people in your previous world?” Shia asked.

      “Oh, not everyone’s forced to head out,” Allen replied. “Only when your father’s a hero.”

      “Ah, so that means in your previous world, you hailed from a household of heroes. That reminds me, you did mention that you defeated the Demon Lord of your prior world.”

      Allen had told Shia and the rest of his party that there was not a Demon Lord he could not defeat. Naturally, he had been referring to the video games he had played and had not actually gotten into a physical fight with the Demon Lord. The reason he had said that was to give his friends hope that the Demon Lord, an existence that had terrorized the world since before they were born, could be stopped.

      “I’m just kidding,” Allen said. “It’s only a joke.”

      “Then I guess you don’t have a knack for comedy,” Shia replied. “Sure, that custom might not be of this world, but it’s certainly something to be proud of regardless.”

      Allen recalled the father he had had during his time on Earth, when he had still been Kenichi. Kenichi had done nothing but play games all day while his father was hard at work until ultimately, Kenichi was whisked away to a different world at the age of thirty-five. Allen no longer knew what was taking place on Earth, but if his father was doing well, Allen hoped that the man could retire and live a peaceful life.

      Emotions filled his heart and he grew solemn. Seeing this, Cecil could tell that Allen was partly affected by his previous world, as he had immense respect for his current father, Rodin, and treasured his family.

      “Your father from your prior world must’ve been a hero too,” Cecil said.

      “Yeah, he sure was,” Allen said. “Unlike me.”

      “What are you talking about? I’m sure you can be a hero one day too. In fact, you might already be one.”

      He had stopped the Demon Lord Army’s invasion of Rohzenheim, and he had put an end to their secret Daemonism plot as well. His feats did not pale in comparison to Helmios’s, and he was surely worthy of being lauded as a hero. Yet, Allen did not call himself one. The rest of the Gamers wondered just what sort of family he had first been born into and what kind of people he had been surrounded by. What kind of environment had he been raised in to make him find all these heroic feats so trivial? Another announcement from the magic tool broke the silence.

      “Thank you for sailing with us and we thank you for your patience. The ship is on schedule and will soon arrive in Patlanta, the imperial capital.”

      This magic tool, which was usable underwater because it had been specially tweaked to make it waterproof, had been installed on the ship courtesy of Baukis. The king of Crevelle claimed that it had cost them a hefty sum.

      Even Allen could tell that the ship had clearly changed directions as it descended vertically toward the ocean floor. The moment the announcement ended, Luke flew—or swam, rather—to the window and shouted so loudly that the water in the room shook.

      “Whoooa! Awesooome! There’s a city above the flowers!”

      Curious, Allen also went to the window, peering through it to catch a glimpse outside. When he did, a colossal crystal flower with petals that were a hundred kilometers in diameter appeared before his eyes. I see... So, Prostia’s imperial capital sits on top of the coral. If Allen’s presumption was correct, over a million merfolk lived atop this titanic crystal flower. The ship sailed around the flower, and when it was halfway around the city, it gradually slowed down and approached the edge of a petal.

      They had reached the port. As the ship approached, dozens of merfolk approached it with a massive chain. It seemed the chain would act as an anchor, preventing the vessel from being washed away by the current. When Allen and his friends debarked the ship, he stumbled upon Crevelle offering gifts to Prostia. A red, stout merfolk was haughtily taking charge and giving out orders.

      “Good grief... Was there a need for you to come now?” the merfolk grumbled. “Come on, don’t dawdle! The next ship’ll arrive soon!”

      To help with their endeavor, Allen and his friends had a few hastily prepared gifts to give on behalf of Crevelle. It gave them an excuse to visit Prostia. But Crevelle was not the empire’s only vassal state, and these gifts would ultimately be sent to Patlanta, the imperial capital. Other provinces and domains under Prostia’s control were arriving with their own offerings and dues, meaning the port was always bustling. The red merfolk was able to stand at the helm of this busy port and give out orders, implying that they were of fairly high rank. Maybe they’re in charge of this port or something. With that in mind, Allen flashed a mischievous smirk as he approached the commanding merfolk.

      “Oh, thank you so much for helping us out despite our sudden visit,” Allen said.

      “Huh? Who are you?” the merfolk asked while glaring at the Summoner, who was unfamiliar to them.

      “Hello. My name is Alec, and I’m the special ambassador plenipotentiary from Crevelle. I’ll be joining you when you present the offerings we’ve brought.”

      Gotta make sure to have a fake name.

      “Alec, the special ambassador plenipotentiary?” the merfolk repeated with a dubious scowl.

      “That’s right. You see, I’ve arrived on behalf of the king of Crevelle,” Allen explained.

      And so, Allen began to speak with the merfolk in charge of the offerings for Patlanta.

      Chapter 3: The Offerings from Crevelle

      “Oh? You seem awfully young for the role,” the merfolk observed.

      Allen had received a set of formal attire befitting a special ambassador plenipotentiary and taken the form of a merfolk, but the boy had just turned sixteen. He looked quite young, even by merfolk standards.

      “Quite so,” Allen replied. “I heard from His Majesty that the kingdom is losing the empire’s trust, and so, I’ve been dispatched in his stead to offer a formal apology. A pleasure to make your acquaintance.”

      The motive behind Allen’s fake name, Alec, was that he was known throughout the Five Continent Alliance. He wanted to investigate former crown prince Beku’s whereabouts within Prostia, and that meant that he would need to sneak into the imperial palace. If he used his real name loudly and proudly, he worried that some of Beku’s subjects would recognize it and flee.

      Though Allen was unsure whether Beku had a contingency plan in place if he failed to take the throne, since the former crown prince had been able to formulate such an elaborate plan, one could safely assume that every area he had been in had coconspirators of his lurking about. In fact, there was a chance that some of the soldiers in the Allen Army were acting as Beku’s eyes and ears.

      Scared that was the case, Allen had immediately asked Shia to do some investigating. Perhaps some of her subjects had ties to Beku. She had ultimately concluded that no one had such ties and that they could be trusted, but that did not assuage all of Allen’s concerns. It was better to be safe than sorry, and his trip to Prostia was known only to a select few generals and captains outside of his party. Even so, as an extra precaution, he had adopted a fake name. And it was not just him. Every member of the No-life Gamers would be operating under a fake name to hide their actions.

      Team Allen’s Fake Names

      Cecil: Seraphi

      Sophie: Solanis

      Volmaar: Volnix

      Pelomas: Peloniki

      Shia: Joanna

      Luke: Luti

      Shia and the other beastkin had a law where everyone’s names had two syllables. Because of that, Allen had purposefully chosen a longer name for her. The Beast Princess, perhaps either never having expected to operate under a fake name or not used to using or being called by a name with more than two syllables, had been somewhat hesitant at first. However, Allen had been able to convince her by pointing out that there was no law stating that fake names must be two syllables as well.

      “Alec...” the red merfolk said. “That’s not a name I’ve heard before. I find it hard to believe that a young’un like you is the special ambassador plenipotentiary. Do you have any sort of proof?”

      “Of course,” Allen replied, swiftly producing a letter from the Crevelle royal family. “Here you are.”

      The document was written in waterproof ink and claimed that Allen’s special role allowed him to have the same rights and claims as the king. It referred to him by his fake name, of course, but as long as he was not found out, there was no issue.

      “Mm... This letter is indeed from Crevelle,” the merfolk acquiesced. “It says, ‘Princess Carmine has been sent to provide offerings to the Prostian emperor in addition to the usual delivery of goods, to receive an audience with His Imperial Majesty, and to meet with Duke Doresskarei. She will be escorted by the special ambassador extraordinary and plenipotentiary as my representative.’ Does this mean that Princess Carmine is here as well?”

      “Indeed, I am,” the princess replied, appearing behind Allen. Her guard, Knight Captain Iwanam, was with her. “I am Carmine, princess of Crevelle Kingdom. I have arrived in hopes of being granted an audience with His Imperial Majesty.”

      The red merfolk immediately changed his tune in front of the princess, exhibiting the utmost politeness.

      “Ah, I apologize for my belated introduction. I am Tainomay, the director of the Immigration Bureau of the Prostia Empire. I am also in charge of this port. I was the one who received contact from your ship.”

      Whoa, he’s pretty high up on the ladder. Wait, did he say “Tainomay”? This guy denied our request to enter the empire. The imperial capital was built on a massive crystal flower that was a hundred kilometers in diameter. Each petal represented a district of the city, and one of the petals was dedicated to a massive port. The sea bream merfolk in front of Allen was the person in charge of this port.

      Allen recognized the name. He had seen it when he had received a letter denying his request to enter Prostia. He was annoyed at the merfolk, assuming that he could have taken a different course of action had the director allowed him entry. But Tainomay, while polite and subservient to Princess Carmine, was even more annoyed with Allen. The No-life Gamers had pushed their way through and forced a schedule onto the Immigration Bureau to enter Prostia. Until now, whenever Crevelle went to send offerings to the empire, they had to wait about a month until they had received the proper permits.

      However, while Allen had sent the paperwork, he had set sail within two weeks of doing so. Even before receiving any sort of permit, he had one-sidedly insisted that he would enter the empire, and only after the group was well on its way was their entry finally approved.

      Needless to say, the Immigration Bureau, in charge of a tight schedule, had been required to make some hefty changes. Director Tainomay and his subordinates had hurriedly shifted around the schedule for the past two weeks to squeeze in Allen’s ship. The merfolk was thus infuriated with the boy, but Allen was none the wiser about such thoughts.

      “Director Tainomay, I apologize for all the hardship we put you through,” the princess said affably, offering her gratitude.

      “It’s quite all right,” Tainomay replied. “Your kingdom went through quite a bit as well, didn’t it? You already had your hands full with the rebels advocating for independence from the empire, and then they became the Demon Lord Army’s pawns and transformed into monsters that attacked your kingdom. It’s nothing short of a calamity. You must speak of it in detail to His Majesty. I’ve taken enough of your time, so please, go right in.”

      The director then turned back to Allen, expelling the anger that he had kept pent up until now.

      “Ambassador Alec!” he barked. “Move the offerings at once! You’re holding up our schedule!”

      “B-But—” Allen started.

      “Don’t make me repeat myself! I only greeted a young sap like you because you claimed to be the princess’s attendant! We’re done here! Carry the cargo to the warehouse!”

      When Allen tried to fight back, he was yelled at once more. Furthermore, Director Tainomay’s knights surrounded Allen, eager to get into a fight. The fact that the director had only quickly scanned the letter before roughly shoving it into his pocket was telling—it showed exactly what he thought of Crevelle.

      It was no surprise that he felt that way, though. After all, Crevelle had allowed the rebelling followers of Daemonism to do as they pleased and loudly protest in favor of independence from Prostia, only for them to transform into monsters of some sort and dominate the kingdom. The damages incurred were devastating, so Crevelle was exempted from the taxes it paid to Prostia and even received the empire’s support. Now, the kingdom had the gall to disturb the Immigration Bureau’s workflow and forcibly enter the empire, much to the director’s displeasure. Tainomay’s attitude made it clear that Crevelle was losing Prostia’s trust.

      At this rate, it would be difficult for Allen to stay in the empire for a long time, thereby preventing him from investigating Beku’s whereabouts and supporters. In fact, it might be difficult for Princess Carmine to meet with Duke Doresskarei. But I guess this is all going as planned. Allen had expected to be treated poorly; for the past few years, whenever Crevelle delivered offerings and goods to Prostia, its people were ordered to unload the cargo at the port. Any documentation was quickly scanned before they were ordered to head back home. They never got the chance to visit the palace, and at times, once they had unloaded the items, they were made to leave within the day. At worst, they stayed a mere few hours before making the trip back home.

      Crevelle was treated very coldly by the empire, but this time around, Allen could not be treated as such. He knew that now was the time for change, and he silently stepped forward, forcing the knights to make way so that he could line up beside Director Tainomay.

      “Hmm?” the director asked. “Did you not hear what I said?”

      Tainomay voiced his anger, but Allen did not react. The Summoner only had power while he accompanied the princess, but for now, he was the special ambassador plenipotentiary and held the same authority as the king of Crevelle. Tainomay could not force him to leave, and though the knights had surrounded him, they could not attack him.

      He gazed solemnly at the goods being delivered from the ship’s hangar and into the warehouse. Among the goods was a black object about as tall as a person. Ten merfolk were carrying this item, including Pelomas and Volmaar.

      “Hey, that goes over here!” Allen commanded. “That shouldn’t go to the warehouse! It should head to the palace with Her Highness! Knight Captain Iwanam, how did this slip your notice?! If that were sent to the warehouse along with the other offerings, whatever would I say to the king?!”

      “Yes, sir!” the merfolk carrying the square magic tool, which was three meters long on each side, all replied.

      Then, right on cue, merfolk Pelomas fell to one knee.

      “Whoa! Ack!” he cried. The merchant had a ring that raised his Attack by +5,000 equipped, allowing him to help carry the item.

      The way he’d spoken and lost his balance had seemed awfully staged to Allen. Aw, come on. Act a bit more natural, please. Pelomas had lost his balance on purpose, causing the massive magic tool to lean to one side. Volmaar, who was beside Pelomas, made a show of offering his support.

      “Uh-oh. Are you all right, Peloniki?” Volmaar asked. “You’d best not drop it.”

      “Huh? Oh, yes,” Pelomas replied. “Thank you, Volnix.”

      The two spoke loudly, as per Allen’s plan. He wanted their conversation to be overheard. But the two were poor actors, and it sounded like they were reading off a script. The other eight merfolk were not in on the act; they genuinely believed that one of their helpers had lost their balance. They decided to set the item down.

      “H-Hey, keep a good grip on it.”

      “No, let’s set it down for now.”

      “Be careful. Easy does it. I’ve heard this is valuable.”

      Just then, Allen raised his voice like never before.

      “What in the world are you dunces doing?!” he bellowed angrily. “Do you not understand how valuable that is?!”

      The director was so surprised by this that his fin stood on end.

      “What?!” he cried. “Wh-What’s wrong?”

      Allen ignored those words and swam over to Pelomas, Volmaar, and the other merfolk.

      “No, no!” he snapped. “If you lot are going to set this item down, do it with the utmost care! Do you not know how valuable this magic tool is?!”

      His face was dyed red with anger, and he was screaming at the top of his lungs. It was as if he had become one of the haughty higher-ranked officials that he generally despised. He then pointed his anger at the knight captain.

      “Iwanam! You were appointed as the princess’s guard, were you not?! How in the world did you allow these fools to carry this priceless magic tool?! Surely, it’s not lost on you that this is an offering to the Prostian emperor from Baukis, an empire that I am close with?!”

      Tainomay was stunned by Allen’s threatening attitude, and the red merfolk began to find it most unusual that the young Summoner was able to thoughtlessly scold Knight Captain Iwanam, a man who had been serving Crevelle’s king for many years. The director also learned that the item in question, which required ten merfolk to carry, was something so precious that it would be offered directly to the Prostian emperor.

      After Allen screamed at Iwanam, he swiftly turned toward the director.

      “What? What’s going on?” Tainomay asked. “And you said you’ve got friendly ties with Baukis?”

      “Director Tainomay, I offer you my deepest apologies,” Allen replied. “Should this purification tool break, Baukis wouldn’t be satisfied with merely offering my and the king’s heads! Oh, I sincerely apologize! I shall check on it immediately and ensure there aren’t any issues.”

      Allen gave an exaggerated bow of apology and immediately checked up on the precious magic tool. Slowly but surely, Tainomay’s face filled with anxiety.

      “I-Is that...” he started.

      Someone had lost their balance a little, but the item had not even been dropped. It was puzzling to see the special ambassador plenipotentiary panic so much over it. As Director Tainomay stared at the massive magic tool, he recalled Allen’s words about how damaging the item would cost more than just Allen’s and the king’s heads. If both had to pay for such a mistake with their lives, naturally, the one in charge of this place, the director himself, would be held responsible as well. It was no wonder that Allen had apologized profusely.

      “It looks fine,” Allen reported, having returned to the director’s side. “But perhaps we should activate it once to be doubly sure...”

      He frowned and mumbled to himself while the director grew more and more nervous by the second.

      “Th-This magic tool looks to be a rather large water purifier,” Tainomay said. “How vast is its area of effect? Or does it have some sort of amazing effect?”

      Even if two magic tools operated the exact same way, their area and type of effect differed greatly. Some purifiers only affected the rooms they were in, while others could purify an entire enormous palace by themselves. Since Allen kept claiming how precious it was, Tainomay assumed that a tool of this size must be equipped with an incredibly powerful effect. Could it purify the entirety of this massive port that the empire was so proud of? The director immediately shot down his own assumption, deeming that to be an impossible feat.

      “Ah, yes, this tool has been developed with an engineer from Baukis,” Allen explained. “I have friendly ties with the empire, you see. The engineer claimed that, using Patlanta as a reference...this tool can easily purify the waters ten times the size of the city.”

      Allen had already consulted Captain Rarappa of the Magus Smith squad about the tool’s effects. More precisely, Rarappa had claimed that the purifier’s area of effect was ten times larger than the imperial capital of Baukis. While Allen was unsure of the exact size of Baukis’s and Prostia’s imperial capitals, he guessed that they were similar.

      “Pardon?” Tainomay asked. “I’m sorry, could you say that again?”

      The director failed to understand Allen’s words. If his claims were to be believed, this tool could purify the waters of ten round, crystal flowers that were a hundred kilometers in diameter, all by itself.

      “I’m saying that this one tool can purify the waters of ten Patlantas for the next three centuries,” Allen explained. “To think that Baukis is sending you such an important item! I’ve no doubt that the emperor must really trust Prostia. Ah, yes, truth be told, before I became an ambassador for Crevelle, I was graciously allowed to serve as a liaison procuring magic tools from Baukis. Fortunately, I became friends with one of the emperor’s confidants...”

      “Th-Three centuries?!” Tainomay stammered. He had never heard of an item lasting for such a long time and was overwhelmed by the sheer scale of the time frame.

      Allen had lied as easily as he breathed underwater, and the director struggled to wrap his mind around it all. Now, Tainomay understood Allen’s anger. He was relieved that the item was safe. At the same time, he realized that he had gotten involved in a terrifying situation, and the irritation on his face became more apparent. Good. Seems like he understands the value of the most widely imported magic tool in Prostia.

      “As I mentioned earlier, this is a gift from the Baukis Empire,” Allen went on. “I’d like to explain how I was able to procure this item.”

      Allen flashed a discreet smirk. It doesn’t look like he’ll scurry off to report this to someone else. He isn’t the director of this massive port for nothing. And this is convenient for me. It had become apparent that Director Tainomay wielded a fair bit of power and had the capacity to act on his own. Allen had been wanting to speak with someone of decent rank about the emperor of Prostia as soon as he could.

      “The followers of Daemonism within our kingdom transformed into daemonic incarnations—monsters that hardly resemble humans,” Allen explained. “They wreaked havoc on our land, and that kicked off a series of events.”

      “That, I know,” Tainomay replied. “What does it have to do with the magic tool?”

      “Because of how severe the damage to our kingdom was, we had no choice but to implore other nations for assistance.”

      “What do you mean? I fail to understand what you’re implying.”

      “Our kingdom resides in the Galiat, the same continent as the Union. Did you know that they fell victim to the Daemonism debacle as well? This led the Five Continent Alliance to hold a conference. Around three months ago, we joined this conference, as we were selected to be one of the leaders for the year.”

      Allen had purposefully neglected to explain why the Holy Land of Elmahl and the Kingdom of Calvarna had not been selected to be the leaders this year. Elmahl, the home of the Church of Elmea, could receive support from across the globe even if they did not become the leader of the conference. As for Calvarna, the nation had very little to offer. It had struggled to prove its merits to the Five Continent Alliance and enlist the group’s help.

      There had been a meeting between the Union’s member nations, during which they had concluded that the two countries could not pull in much support from the other four continents of the Alliance, even if they begged for aid. As harsh as it seemed, international support was not given for genuinely humanitarian reasons. When it was offered, it came at the price of the receiver being greatly indebted to the lender; if the lender was ever in any sort of trouble, they could turn to the nation they once helped. That was why Calvarna, which struggled to repay any sort of debt it incurred, was unlikely to amass any sort of support for Galiat. If Elmahl took the helm instead, people would be quick to point out that the nation could easily receive plenty of donations via the Church and thus required no aid. Therefore, Crevelle was deemed the perfect fit for the role of the continent’s representative.

      “Oh? And I suppose you used your time at that conference to tearfully beg for assistance,” Tainomay said.

      “Precisely,” Allen replied. “Crevelle’s king spent his time at the Five Continent Alliance conference talking about the wretched state of Galiat. The other four continent leaders naturally began to discuss aid and restoration efforts. Thanks to them, we were able to obtain several support lines for goods. Donations have been divided among the Galiatan nations as well. As for the money Crevelle received, I’ve drafted a report to provide to the Prostian emperor.”

      Crevelle was a vassal state to the Prostia Empire, but above the water, it was also a member of the Union. That it had cooperated with its fellow members had already been reported. These reports were essential to backing up the lies Allen was about to tell.

      Everything I’ve said has been true. So far. Lying was not easy. If one were to lie too much, they would struggle to keep their story straight. To fool someone, it was ideal to keep the number of lies to a minimum, mixing some truths in with the falsehoods. Allen knew just how important that was.

      “I see...” Tainomay said. “I suppose one of these support efforts is this magic tool?”

      “There’s a bit more to this story,” Allen continued. “A class promotion dungeon has appeared above ground, and the Rank S dungeon in Baukis has become more crowded than ever before.”

      “Crowded? I thought the Rank S dungeon was virtually impregnable. How could people flock there?”

      “And yet, they do. The Beast Prince of Albahal and his party have conquered the Rank S dungeon, and their helpful tips and advice have allowed other challengers to test their luck. They’re all hard at work to overcome the Trial of the Gods and receive class promotions. Among these adventurers was a party of dwarves from Baukis, who managed to transport this purifying magic tool from the dungeon back to their empire. This happened just before the Five Continent Alliance conference began.”

      That was the first lie Allen had told. In truth, he was the one who had prepared the purifier tool. He had then gone to the Magus Smith squad, which had moved from Baukis to Hardcore User Island, and asked Captain Rarappa to make a few tweaks. However, Tainomay did not seem all that interested in the origin of this tool.

      “You seem awfully well-versed about adventurers,” he observed. “And you speak of your own nation, the Crevelle Kingdom, rather...gruffly.”

      The director narrowed his eyes with suspicion, unsure if Allen was truly a citizen of Crevelle. Whoops, I think I said too much. He had carelessly told a bit too much of the truth, so he swiftly came up with another lie.

      “I’ve been in charge of Baukis for a long while, and you will often see me spending long periods of time away from Crevelle,” Allen said. “I fear I’ve picked up the habit of treating Crevelle as any other kingdom instead of my own. I’ve also personally visited the Rank S dungeon numerous times during my trips, and naturally, I’ve picked up on some intel about the beastkin of Garlesia and the adventurers who’ve ventured to the place.”

      “Ah, I see...” Tainomay nodded with disinterest. “I suppose living above water comes with quite a few troubles.”

      “As I was saying, I was present for the Five Continent Alliance conference. It was then that the emperor of Baukis asked me what kind of support the Crevelle Kingdom needed.”

      “Oh? The emperor came to you personally?”

      “Correct. Emperor Pupun van Baukis III has always treated me very well. And since I’m the one who’s been purchasing the magic tools to send to the Prostia Empire, I revealed to His Majesty that the Crevelle Kingdom has lost a great deal of Prostia’s trust as a result of the Daemonism incident. I asked him if he would be willing to yield the water purifier he’d obtained just the other day to Prostia as a show of goodwill and friendship, connecting the nation above water with the one below. If Crevelle were to offer this item to Prostia, I told him, it would be a big step toward repairing our eroding relationship with the empire.”

      “Alec, I find the way you’ve been talking rather insolent. I’m quite surprised that you were able to negotiate with the emperor, but I see that it ultimately went well. Perhaps the emperor allowed such disrespect because he found you unusual and interesting.”
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