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  Prologue


  The Algrand Empire’s capital planet is gray in color as the entire planet is covered in metal. There are numerous buildings on the planet, but they’re also painted gray.


  Everything on the planet is being managed through artificial means.


  As impressive as it may sound, I feel slightly uncomfortable because of the lack of greenery.


  A clear blue sky is being projected in the air.


  Natural disasters don’t occur in the Capital, and even the timing of rain is controlled.


  It’s comfortable living on a planet where everything’s being managed, so a lot of people wish to live in the Capital.


  As a result, the population density is extremely high.


  In my previous life, people showed a tendency to flock towards cities and away from the countryside. It’s the same here, but to a more extreme level.


  Many of the apartments only provide people with just enough space to sleep, and most hotels in the Capital are capsule hotels.


  Of course, this doesn’t apply to me, Liam Sera Banfield.


  Not only am I an aristocrat, I’ve built myself a huge fortune.


  Be it fame, money, or power, I have it all. While I’m at the Capital, I live in a well-established luxury hotel.


  Rather than renting out the best room like a typical person would, I’ve rented the entire hotel for myself to use.


  There’s not much point in doing so, but I’m enjoying the luxurious life at the Capital.


  It’s early in the morning right now, and I’m changing into a suit.


  As it’s my work uniform, there’s very little decoration.


  Everything I wear is custom made and ridiculous expensive.


  Standing in front of a mirror, I have Amagi check my appearance.


  “Master, your check is complete.”


  Amagi checks my appearance every morning.


  My clothes are disposable, but Amagi’s different. [1]


  “I like the one from before.”


  “Then I’ll prepare a new suit for tomorrow.”


  I don’t like it, so replace everything!


  I can give that kind of order on a whim.


  Why? Because I’m great.


  If there’s a shirt that I don’t like, I won’t so much as touch its sleeve.


  It may sound wasteful, but the aristocrats in this world are allowed to make such decisions.


  “Time to go.”


  It’s time for me to leave for work.


  I’m currently working as a civil officer at the palace.


  After graduating from the Imperial University and undergoing a two-year training period, I went ahead and took a break at my territory.


  There was that incident where I was summoned to some uncivilized planet, but it wasn’t that bad.


  Chino, of the dog tribe, is looking out the window restlessly in her maid uniform.


  “Woah~ we’re so high up. Are we above the clouds?”


  She’s looking at the scenery outside while making sure to not get too close to the windows.


  She hugs Ciel who’s standing next to Rosetta and asks, “Is the building gonna collapse?”


  What a cute fellow.


  “Chino, be careful not to fall off.”


  When I tease her lightly, Chino backs away with her ears and tail standing straight-up.


  “Y-y-y-y-you can fall from here!?”


  Her legs shiver uncontrollably in fear that she will suddenly fall.
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  Realizing that I’ve taken the joke a bit too far, I turn towards Amagi.


  “You’ll be safe next to Amagi. Amagi, can you take care of Chino for me?”


  “Understood.”


  Chino jumps towards Amagi in tears as the latter bows to me.


  “I-I want my room to be downstairs! In fact, the closer to the ground the better! I-it’s not because I’m scared of heights or anything. Alright?”


  Terrified, she expresses her desire to head downstairs


  Like I said, she’s really cute.


  “I’ll let you have one of the guest rooms downstairs. Ciel, prepare a room for Chino.”


  Being addressed by me must feel terrible for her, but Ciel replies without revealing any signs of hatred.


  “Acknowledged.”


  Yes, this! This is what I’ve always wanted!


  I can already feel the reluctance in her heart.


  She wants to get rid of me, but she’s helpless to do anything with her meager abilities.


  She’s apparently doing various things behind my back, but she hasn’t realized that the information is being leaked.


  I would’ve dealt with her already if she was truly competent.


  Considering her abilities, it should be fine to leave her alone.


  She’s only somewhat capable, which means she can only show a moderate level of struggle.


  She’s a rare find.


  As I’m celebrating in delight, Rosetta enters the room having finished getting ready.


  She smiles at me as she appears wearing a suit jacket and a skirt that goes below her knees.


  “Darling seems ready as well. Let’s leave together then.”


  My mood drops in an instant.


  “Right…”


  “Darling will be working at the same place as me. Just thinking about it gets me excited.”


  “The same place? I mean it isclose, but you can’t really call it the same place, right?”


  “The buildings are close enough, so that’s that.”


  That’s… a bit forced.


  Rosetta used to be a rebellious woman who hated me more than Ciel.


  Unfortunately, she’s like a domesticated cat now. No, is “dog” a better way to put it?


  Anyway, she’s practically a beast without fangs.


  Her rebellious spirit is nowhere to be found now.


  “Whatever. Amagi, call the car.”


  “It’s already waiting outside”


  Naturally, I ride a car to get to my workplace.


  “I guess I’ll put in just enough effort to get through my workload.”


  I don’t care about receiving high evaluations.


  After all, I’m a distinguished aristocrat.


  Just by sitting there silently, I’ll rise up the ladder.


  There’s no need to put in any effort.


  I leave the room with Rosetta, only to stumble upon the scene of Tia and Marie in maid uniforms glaring at one another.


  “I’ll clean the floor that Lord Liam has stepped foot on. Get out of my sight.”


  “As if. I’llbe the one to clean every corner of the floor that Lord Liam has visited. ME. Capiche?”


  It’s still early in the morning, yet these idiots are already so energetic.


  They’re kind of getting on my nerves.


  Why are so many of my subordinates so useless?


  I guess this is what happens when you prioritize appearance above everything else.


  I really should choose my knights based on their skills and loyalty.


  It’s not like these two are lacking in those departments, but they’ve got no common sense. Which makes them useless.


  “Don’t cause a scene so early in the morning. Since you guys enjoy cleaning so much, make sure to be finished with everything by the time I’m back.”


  The girls kneel before me in a hurry after hearing my words.


  It feels somewhat surreal watching them kneel in their maid uniforms.


  “Good morning, Lord Liam!”


  I ignore Tia’s greeting.


  “Who told you to kneel? I’ve taught you two how to greet me properly, have I not? Now, do it again.”


  As knights, they have no choice but to obey my order for a redo.


  They stand back up and greet me the way I taught them to with a blush on their faces.


  Tia curls up her hands and uses them as cat ears while sticking out her hip.


  “Master, good morning-nyan!”


  Meanwhile, Marie’s using her hands to mimic the ears of a rabbit.


  “Lord Liam, good morning-pyon!”


  It feels great to watch two grown-ups, that have climbed to the top as knights, greeting me in maid uniforms while they shake in shame.


  Rosetta looks away from them.


  It seems like she’s trying to be considerate.


  I guess she couldn’t bear seeing them in such pitiful states.


  I’m still far from satisfied.


  “That will do for today, but make sure it’s more refined tomorrow.”


  Tia and Marie’s shoulders droop when they hear my command.


  “As you command, Lord Liam.”


  “If that is your wish, Lord Liam.”


  I walk past the two regrettable idiots and head for the elevator.


  The elevator installed here is wide and has a sofa in it for me to sit on.


  Amagi and the others also enter just as I’m sitting down.


  It’s a pity, but only my fiancée Rosetta can sit next to me.


  I would’ve liked to have Amagi sit down as well, but she refused flatly and said; “That wouldn’t be appropriate”.


  Rosetta plops down beside me and starts a conversation as the elevator begins to descend.


  “Darling, can I ask you a question?”


  “What is it?”


  “I heard that the Kingdom of Dominion has attacked. Is Darling not going to fight in that war? Wallace seemed to have expected Darling to participate.”


  The Kingdom of Dominion.


  Officially, it’s called the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion, and it’s a country where might makes right.


  The kingdom is in a constant state of war, and it’s impressive how they don’t get bored of fighting.


  While the Empire wages a lot of war. It still falls short of the Kingdom of Dominion, it’s a country made for Asura. [2]


  It’s like hearing about the Shimazu Clan from the Warring States Period. [3]


  To put another way, it’s as if the warriors from the Kamakura period [4] have set up base in this Intergalactic Era.


  Sorry, but I’m not interested in fighting against those kinds of people.


  I refuse to fight against anyone strong. What I enjoy is trampling over the weak.


  I’d rather not get involved in fighting against battle maniacs that thirst for battle all year long.


  “I don’t feel like fighting right now, and I want to give my army some time to rest.”


  “You’re so kind, Darling.”


  That of course was a lie.


  I make them work like slaves when it’s necessary.


  The only reason they’re having a break is because I don’t want to make any moves right now.


  I’m not kind.


  In fact, I’m extremely selfish and prioritize myself over everyone else.


  My political enemy, Calvin, is the one who would be facing against the Kingdom of Dominion.


  The Crown Prince himself would be spearheading the army and subjugating the enemies.


  It’s because his position has become unstable after being pushed against the wall by the Cleo Faction.


  “The Kingdom of Dominion will be up against Calvin. Let’s see how he does in the war.”


  “Will His Highness Calvin be able to win? I get that he’s Darling’s political enemy, but I don’t want the Empire to lose.”


  Rosetta’s a good-natured girl.


  Taking into account the situation of the Empire as a whole, she thinks it’s better for Calvin to win the war.


  I beg to differ.


  I don’t care who wins or loses, so long as I don’t get hurt in the process.


  Heck, if I can benefit from the Empire’s defeat, I’d happily welcome it with open arms.


  Things aren’t that simple this time around.


  I don’t want the Kingdom of Dominion to gain too much momentum, nor do I want to see Calvin achieve a flawless victory.


  In other words, I want both sides to exhaust themselves through the course of the war.


  “Calvin’s a competent man. He’s probably going to listen to the advice of his military personnel. The Empire has the upper hand in terms of number, they should be fine.”


  Rosetta looks visibly relieved after hearing my confident words.


  I’m feeling really annoyed though.


  As I said, Calvin’s a competent man.


  He was able to shame me in front of everyone at the hearing.


  He made a fool out of me and mocked me for the child-making demo that was going on in my territory.


  That’s why I won’t make light of him.


  The elevator arrives the first floor, and I stand up from my seat.


  “I’ll quickly wrap up this civilian officer nonsense and finish my aristocratic training so that I can spend the rest of my life playing around.”


  The training that has lasted over 50 years is finally coming to an end.


  It was a long time coming, too long in fact.


  Back in my previous world, I would’ve been well beyond the halfway point of my life.


  “The training will be over in 4 years. W-when that time comes, we’ll finally…”


  Rosetta’s face burns bright red as she covers her cheeks with her hands.


  I wonder when she became such a disappointing woman.


  ◇


  The Guide was at the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion, the intergalactic nation which Liam had deemed befitting of the term “Asura”.


  He was at the capital of a country where the strong subjugated the weak.


  Compared to the Empire’s capital where everything was being managed, this place was far more chaotic.


  Fights on the street were normal, and even the so-called police officers were eager to watch them unfold.


  The Guide was amazed by what he saw.


  “What a barbaric bunch.”


  Strength was everything here.


  Anyone could rise up in status as long as they were strong.


  In a sense, it was a ‘fair’ country.


  The Guide was heading to an arena that looked similar to a colosseum.


  The blood of millions had been spilt in this fighting arena.


  This was where powerful men of the Kingdom of Dominion gathered to decide who was the strongest.


  For them, it was a sacred place… yet an eerie existence resided there.


  This eerie existence had a mouth which was thin and sharp. It was pressing it against the ground, sucking up whatever blood was soaked into the soil.


  “The blood of strong men is always so tasty!”


  Despite his facial features, he was an existence similar to the Guide.


  Unlike the Guide, he preferred bloodshed over human misery.


  As such, he controlled the Kingdom of Dominion from the shadows and ensured that battles would always occur somewhere.


  “I finally found you, Gudwar.”


  “What a rare occasion for you to contact me first. As someone that can travel between worlds, what do you want with this great me?”


  This prideful existence had the same name as the kingdom that it resided in.


  “I heard you’ll be attacking the Empire.”


  “Staying within the country is getting boring. What? You want me to stay out of your territory?”


  Gudwar stood up and readied himself for a fight, to which the Guide held up his hands in surrender.


  Liam had weakened him so much that there was no chance of victory.


  “Now, now. Hold your horses. I’m just here to inform you about someone strong in the Empire.”


  “Someone… strong? Stronger than my pawns?”


  The Guide had successfully piqued his interest.


  “Of course. There’s someone really strong in the Empire, the type of person that Gudwar likes the most. Want to try beating him?”


  “Who is it? Tell me his name!”


  “Liam Sera Banfield.”


  Hearing Liam’s name, Gudwar’s tentacle-like legs shivered in excitement.


  “I’ve heard of him before! Liam of the School of One-Flash! The man who defeated three Sword Saints! I see, so he’s as strong as the rumors say. I look forward to meeting him!”


  The Guide politely bowed before Gudwar who was raring to go.


  “Your help would be greatly appreciated. Together, let us bury Liam.”


  Thus, the Guide gained Gudwar as his ally.


  ————————————————————————————————————


  [1] O…kay? That was random. The transition here feels a bit strange throw her away.


  Editor: I think what he’s trying to say is that while Amagi is an item, he’ll never throw her away.


  [2] Asura’s are a demon or demigod from Hindu or Buddhist myths. https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Asura


  [3] https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shimazu_clan


  [4] https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kamakura_period


  Work


  Although I’ve been assigned to work at the palace, it’s so huge here that it feels like I’m checking in at a regular company instead.


  As I arrive at the excessively luxurious lobby of the building, I’m greeted by the sight of many newcomers wearing brand new suits.


  Some of the civil officers here are aristocrats like me, who didn’t have to take any exams to walk this elite path.


  The others are bona fide bureaucrats that climbed to their position after going through intense competition.


  Thanks to the caste system, these ordinary bureaucrats are at our beck and call.


  Hurray for the aristocracy!


  The bureaucrats gathered in the lobby begin to buzz just as I enter the room.


  I assumed for a second that it’s because of me, a rather renowned aristocrat, but it doesn’t seem to be the case.


  I look back and catch sight of a man in red suit, surrounded by some men in black, coming towards our general direction.


  Is that a white muffler around his shoulder?


  Based on his demeanor, and the reactions of those around him, it’s safe to say that he’s not a commoner.


  He’s probably an aristocrat and a legitimate heir to his household.


  He appears to be around 100 years older than me, but there’s nothing strange about that since we’re allowed a bit of leeway. As long as we finish our aristocratic training before turning 200 years old.


  In other words, it’s not unusual to be trained together with people from previous generations. This can be considered an opportunity to become acquainted with other families.


  The man in the red suit ignores my presence and walks past me.


  As I watch his back, I start regretting not bringing any subordinates of my own.


  “Damn it. Someone should’ve told me that we’re allowed to bring subordinates with us. I would’ve prepared twice the number as that man.”


  I have subordinates lurking in the shadows, but I haven’t brought along anyone that can be put in the limelight like that man in the red suit.


  Since today’s the first day, I thought people would think I came with a babysitter if I brought along an escort.


  Someone calls out to me as I’m wallowing in this sense of defeat.


  “It’s an honor to meet the famous Count Banfield.”


  The person that speaks to me seems to be the child of an aristocrat based on the pretentious looking pants that he has on.


  Not only that, he’s wearing a suit that accentuates his sex appeal and makes him look like a club host.


  Based on the gazes that the women around him are giving, they clearly have a good impression of him.


  On the other hand, the women look at me and quickly look away in fear.


  I’m fine with others being afraid of me, but why are we being treated this differently?


  “State your business.”


  With a set of smooth movements, the man gives me a deep bow.


  Even his gestures are pretentious.


  “My name is [Marion Sera Olgren]. Have you heard of Viscount Olgren’s household?”


  I comb through the names of aristocratic households within my memory and eventually remember learning about Viscount Olgren through the education capsule a long time ago.


  Viscount Olgren’s household should be a branch family of Margrave Olgren, which protects the borders of the Empire.


  Essentially, Viscount Olgren is Margrave Olgren’s subordinate related to him by blood.


  The official records state that the Viscount is a direct vassal of the Empire, but locally he’s the subordinate of the powerful Margrave.


  His position is like that of the Baron who was under me before I crushed him.


  “The one whose territory borders Gudwar’s?”


  “I’m relieved to hear that you’ve heard of our name.”


  He has short silver hair, purple eyes, and a long bang. My first impression of Marion is that he’s a cheeky kid with drooping eyes that’s surrounded by a strange sex appeal.


  “What business do you have with me, and where’s your master?”


  You don’t have what it takes to speak with me.


  At least have your master with you if you wish to speak to me.


  Catching my hint, Marion lets out a small laugh.


  “Unfortunately, the sons and daughters of the Margrave already received their training some time ago. Thanks to that, I’m here by myself, ready to serve the palace alone.”


  “Were you not called back because you didn’t graduate from a military academy?”


  Growing up, Marion probably attended preschool. Then entered the Imperial University, where he decided to walk the path of a civil officer.


  I’m assuming that he’s around eighty or so, which makes him my junior.


  “You’ve really hit me where it hurts. Right now’s a dangerous time for my family and the main branch. I wanted to help out as well, but they apparently don’t need a kid with zero military experience.”


  It’s clear now as to why he decided to approach me.


  He wants to receive support from powerful aristocrats, or at least request reinforcements.


  He’ll probably try to get close to influential figures during this period of training so that he can request their help.


  “Sorry, but I’m busy at the moment.”


  “You’re quite cold, aren’t you? Our workplace is the same, so I’m looking forward to getting along with you, Liam-senpai.”


  The friendly smile on his face reminds me of his young age, and it offers a stark contrast to the strange sex appeal surrounding him that is unbefitting of his age.


  The women around us seem to be very interested in Marion.


  “Apparently his family are Viscounts!”


  “The prestigious branch family of the Olgren’s!”


  “Things are looking quite amazing this year as well!”


  The department that I belong to, which is almost this entire building, is a gathering place for the elite.


  Talented bureaucrats and powerful aristocrats come here for their training.


  For an aristocrat, being here means being recognized as excellent by the Empire.


  This must be the result of never missing out on offering gifts to the higher-ups.


  Let’s continue to get along with the Chancellor.


  I start walking, and Marion follows a few steps diagonally behind me while playing with his long bangs.


  “As expected of a popular workplace. It’s like an aristocratic trade fair. The person over there is from a Count family.”


  “I’m currently a Count.”


  “Oh, and that person over there has connections to a Marquis. I’d love to be acquainted with him.”


  “I’m an up-and-coming Duke.”


  Being surrounded by all these famous aristocrats makes me sick.


  I try to compete with them by bringing up my own titles, but it feels somewhat meaningless to do so.


  Marion laughs at my behavior.


  “I take it that Liam-senpai hates losing?”


  “It’s because I don’t think I’m lacking compared to them. They’re not even the heirs to their households, right? They’re nothing special.”


  Aristocrats, and their associates, that have been secretly listening to our conversation turn towards me with stern expressions on their faces.


  Marion intentionally gives an exaggerated shrug before saying my name out loud.


  “Only someone like Liam-senpai can get away with saying that here. I expected no less from Count Banfield.”


  I guess he’s trying to be considerate towards our surroundings.


  Most of the aristocratic onlookers turn their eyes away from us after hearing my name.


  The idiots that haven’t heard of me continue to glare at us.


  I glare back at those few idiots, and the people around them drag them away in a hurry.


  “You’re quite tactful.”


  Marion becomes slightly flustered by my praise.


  “Anyone in my position would’ve done the same. Oh, but is it alright for a Count to move around without anyone accompanying him? Shouldn’t you at least have a few people following you around?”


  Rosetta, who’s also out for work, has an entourage following her.


  As for me, I don’t need one.


  To be more precise… I don’t have one.


  Recently, I sent them away for “re-education” to keep them on a tight leash.


  Not to mention I executed the Baron who made light of me, and my other subordinates who betrayed me as well.


  I threw their kids into a military re-education facility that is well known to be the most brutal out there.


  As a result, my entourage is now non-existent.


  I thought I’d at least have Wallace beside me, but he’s a member of the royal family now, even if it’s only a thing of the past.


  Because of that, he’s been assigned a special post at the palace. Which leaves me with no minions to command.


  None within sight at least.


  We enter the elevator and I’m left alone with Marion, who leans back on one of the walls. He brings up the topic of my preschool days.


  “There’s something that I’m curious about. Is it true that you killed one of your opponents at the mobile knight tournament while you were in preschool? I’ve heard lots of incredible legends about Liam-senpai.”


  “Legends? I don’t know about that, but it’s true that I killed a piece of trash named Derrick there.”


  “For real?”


  Marion expresses surprise towards my nonchalant reply.


  I thought a record of that match would be left somewhere, but maybe the instructors hid it.


  I suppose it’s because it’s considered a stain on the school’s name.


  “Then is it true that you laid siege on the second school building? I heard the second school building became strict after that incident.”


  “Don’t know about the second part, but it’s true that we attacked it.”


  I was free at the time, so I decided to barge in with Kurt and Wallace.


  Those are fond memories from my time at preschool, but Rosetta turned out to be such an easy woman that everything from that time period feels rather bland.


  She has no idea how much effort I poured into her.


  “I heard Liam-senpai was an excellent student, but it turns out you did a lot of bad things as well.”


  “The instructors stayed silent because of my outstanding grades.”


  “… Liam-senpai’s quite the interesting person.”


  Marion observes me as if he’s appraising a product.


  “I’m not interested in being an interesting person. Give up if you’re thinking of asking for support for the Olgren Family.”


  “Can’t you give it a bit of consideration?”


  “As I said, I’m busy.”


  I really ambusy. I don’t have the time to get myself involved with the Olgren Family.


  We step out as the elevator arrives at our destination.


  The newcomers of this season seem to be gathered here.


  Some of these newcomers have passed the exams and entered through legitimate means.


  There are also those who used connections and bribes to enter through the back door.


  Of course, there’s also us aristocrats who are winners from birth.


  We’re at a courtyard where the entrance ceremony is being held, but it feels more like a party venue.


  Preparations for a reception seem to be well underway. From the looks of it, today will be more like a banquet.


  As expected of the Empire!


  It seems like we won’t have to do actual work and go through formal briefings on Day 1.


  The man in the red suit, that ignored me at the lobby earlier, has surrounded himself with other aristocrats and is chatting away.


  Seeing my arrival, he raises the left side of his mouth and smirks.


  One of his subordinates approaches me.


  “Count Banfield?”


  “That I am.”


  “Lord Randy wishes to say hello, if you will.”


  “Randy?”


  Marion, who’s standing diagonally behind me, helps me out in a whisper.


  “He hails from the house of Marquis [Lengrand]. His name is [Randy Sera Lengrand], he’s heir of the Marquis household. He’s also the cousin of His Highness Cleo.”


  His Highness Cleo’s mother is from the Lengrand Family.


  In other words, the Lengrand Family who should’ve backed His Highness Cleo.


  Yet the one who’s actually backing him is me.


  “He’s asking a mere subordinate to greet the future Duke? Have your master come here himself.”


  Looking clearly upset, the man in black turns around to face Randy.


  The people around us are watching while holding their breaths.


  Randy, who failed to outlast me, eventually walks up to where I’m standing.


  “Excuse my manners, Count Banfield. As the prince’s cousin, I was curious about the person that His Highness Cleo is indebted to. I’m happy to finally meet you like this.”


  The Lengrand’s have refused to support Cleo up to this point, thinking that he didn’t have what it takes to be an Emperor. Yet he’s saying all this with a straight face.


  Well, I would’ve said something along those lines if I was in his shoes.


  “Please rest assured. I’ll make sure that he’s safe and sound.”


  I flash a smile at him.


  Randy also returns a smile… but with hostility mixed in.


  When someone gets to my level, it becomes easy for them to see through what others are thinking, especially if the opponent is someone as weak as him.


  Randy presents me with a glass that he receives from his subordinate.


  “From now on, the Lengrand Family will also give Cleo our full support. Until now, there was a misunderstanding between us that made it difficult for us to support him. It must have been difficult for Count Banfield as well.”


  Now that Cleo has a chance of seizing the throne, they’ve come to regret their earlier decisions.


  It’s understandable, I’d regret it as well if I were them.


  But I won’t hand him over.


  “It was no problem at all. His Highness Cleo’s faction is very well organized after all. The addition of the Lengrand Family will surely be a great boon for us. Let’s work hard together towards our goals.”


  There’s a catch though: you will be under me!


  After a toast with Randy, I down the drink.


  The house of Cleo’s mother has finally come into the picture.


  ….as I thought it would.


  The Workplace


  Even though our workplace is inside the palace, it sure doesn’t look like one.


  The building prioritizes functionality over appearance, and the people working inside are wearing suits as well.


  I thought they’d wear something that fits better with the palace setting, but they apparently wear suits except during ceremonies.


  Several departments exist within the palace, and it’s a mystery as to whether or not there’s anyone overseeing all of them.


  In fact, most of the people here have no clue what they’re doing.


  I’m currently at my desk, slowly organizing my work for the day and making the final touches so that I could leave right on time.


  It would be ridiculous for me to put in actual effort since I’m not even sure what it is that I’m working on.


  It’s like being shown a small portion of a bigger picture.


  As for what that bigger picture entails, I have not the slightest idea.


  Turns out this so-called ‘elite department’ is nothing more than a group of clueless people who have no idea what they’re working on.


  “It’s a department with nothing to it’s name beside its flowery reputation.”


  There’s a story that goes like this:


  There was once a serious and talented man who worked for the palace his entire life and was getting ready to retire.


  When he was summoned by his boss and praised for his years of hard work, the man said he only had one question that he wished to hear an answer to.


  What was that question, you ask?


  It was, “What was it that I’ve been working on for all these years?”


  He had done the job that had been assigned to him, but he had no idea what it was all about.


  Despite being a serious worker, and an excellent one at that, he had failed to grasp the bigger picture.


  What’s laughable is the boss’ response.


  “I don’t know either.”


  What a joke!


  “Using artificial intelligence would make things far more efficient.”


  It feels like they’re making us do some useless work.


  What a waste of talented personnel. I couldn’t help but wonder what I could have done with all this talent.


  The fact that they’re serving inside the palace is proof of their excellence.


  They would either have to be really skilled, have deep connections, wield immense authority, or possess extreme wealth.


  There are people out there that think nothing of connections, but that’s where they’re wrong.


  Having connections is a form of power.


  I would’ve also taken advantage of it if I could.


  Unfortunately, because of my parents and grandparents, the Banfield Family had no decent connections to speak of.


  Thanks to them, I’m in the middle of forging my own connections.


  They’re really a hateful bunch.


  Marion approaches me with a drink while I’m slowly working.


  “Liam-senpai, you’re so serious with your work.”


  I reply sarcastically to that remark.


  “You’re right. The others are slacking off so much that it looks like I’m serious in comparison.”


  The aristocrats around me are lazing around without doing what they’ve been assigned to do.


  The diligent bureaucrats next to them are going through mountains of paperwork while they’re chatting about where to play later in the day.


  I receive the drink from Marion.


  “How’s work on your end?”


  “I finished it already.”


  “If you finish too early, the boss might assign more work to you.”


  Either that, or others will beg him to help with their work.


  Never mind… I doubt anyone would ask an aristocrat, of all people, for help.


  It’s technically possible if there’s a huge difference in status and ability, but at that point it would be easier to make use of the people that have been hired here solely for their capabilities rather than their status.


  I also intend to make use of them at some point in time.


  “The boss is so scared of Liam-senpai that he hasn’t been coming out of his office. Senpai, you apparently wiped out your boss and your boss’ boss during your previous training?”


  “It’s their fault for trying to take advantage of me.”


  “–Will you be doing that here as well? The boss is a member of the Calvin Faction, so the people around us think Senpai will do something similar against him.”


  There’s a reason why I’ve been assigned here where members of the Calvin Faction reside.


  Most members of the Cleo Faction are local lords, which means there aren’t as many Cleo Faction officials working within the palace.


  That’s why I failed to enter a department that’s controlled by the Cleo Faction.


  I wanted to join a department under our faction to make life easier for myself, but there’s too few bureaucrats under Cleo.


  If I wish to expand my influence within the palace, I will have to take action.


  “If he goes against me, I’ll crush him. If he obeys, I’ll give him lots of love.”


  “I wonder if that statement is appropriate here. It almost sounds suggestive.”


  Our boss is a middle-aged man with a big belly.


  He should be able to slim down easily enough with all the education capsules and other pieces of technological equipment lying around, but he hasn’t done so.


  There seems to be a lot of people who think even that is too much of a hassle.


  There’s always a group of people that don’t care about their appearances and do nothing about it, right?


  Our boss belongs in that category.


  Saying that I’d give him lots of love does indeed sound inappropriate.


  “If he obeys, I’ll make sure to exploit him thoroughly.”


  Hearing me correct my previous statement, Marion smiles.


  “That’s better. Also, can I borrow some of your time tonight? Let’s go out for a drink.”


  Rather than inviting your colleagues, you should really be sucking up to your boss and your seniors.


  But then again, he’s not here to form business relationships. Rather, he’s trying to get close to those with enough authority to help his family.


  Randy’s voice rings across the room during the middle of our conversation.


  “You have problems with my work!?”


  “I-I’m terribly sorry! H-however, unless Lord Randy makes these corrections, the application forms cannot be passed. So please! Just this once!”


  “Hmph, how annoying.”


  It seems like Randy made some mistakes on his paperwork, but the one apologizing is the senior assigned as his workplace educator.


  He’s someone that’s been working in this department for decades and has shown definite results in the past. It’s just that his luck ran out after being selected as Randy’s educator.


  For some reason, Randy the newcomer, looks more imposing than the senior.


  The reason why excellent personnel do not flow out of this department, despite such a working environment, is because it comes with the status of being an official at the Capital.


  As officials, they’re respected by those around them. In return they cling on to their workplace, however bad the environment might be.


  Marion shrugs.


  “As always, Randy-san doesn’t seem to be in a good mood.”


  Shouldn’t they isolate the aristocrats and assign them to a separate department?


  –Or perhaps this department is serving that very purpose?


  ◇


  There was another building for officials near the building where Liam worked.


  Those in different departments worked in different buildings. Even within the same department, separate buildings were prepared for each section.


  Intergalactic nations were so huge that things tended to get out of hand rather quickly.


  Rosetta was working in one such building.


  However, unlike Liam, she had attendants around her that provided her with solid support.


  Her two female attendents arrived at her desk just as Rosetta was getting finished with her morning tasks.


  “Lady Rosetta, it’s lunch time. For today’s lunch, we’ve reserved a table at a nearby restaurant.”


  “You did? Is Darling coming as well?”


  “Lord Liam told us that he couldn’t come.”


  “Is that so. It’s a pity, but I guess it can’t be helped.”


  Just as Rosetta stood up from her seat, one of her workplace seniors called out to her, almost as if she’d been waiting for this moment.


  That senior of hers was a woman wearing a flashy suit, and she was accompanied by six attendants.


  “My, oh my. The newcomer has no manners. To think she’d take a break before I do!”


  She was the daughter of one of the aristocrats under the Calvin Faction, and she was hiding her face behind a heavily decorated fan.


  Even though her training period was over, she had decided to remain in the workplace and continue her career.


  The more diligent bureaucrats around her were annoyed by her presence, but it didn’t help that there were so many women in the deparment that Rosetta had been assigned to.


  As many aristocratic ladies were gathered here, their workplace contained very few men.


  In fact, men were forbidden from stepping foot on the floor where Rosetta and the others resided.


  If they tried to force their way in, they would be cut down by the knights guarding the elevator.


  As a result, it had a reputation of being a safe workplace where people can leave their daughters with peace of mind.


  Unfortunately… it was also under the control of the Calvin Faction.


  In essence, Rosetta had been thrown into enemey territory.


  “Oh, but no one told me that it’s a breach of manners. Shouldn’t you stop imposing your own rules on others?” Rosetta replied with a smile.


  If she backed down now, she would have a hard time in the future.


  “My… How fierce. Are you feeling assured because your reliable fiancé is nearby? Sorry to break it to you, but you don’t have many allies here.”


  The woman folded her fan and pointed it towards Rosetta’s chest.


  Those around them reacted very differently.


  Some women looked the other way.


  Others watched their interaction with a grin plastered on their face.


  Others still were observing them carefully.


  If it was the Rosetta from the past, she would have shrunken back, but she was different now.


  “That’s a shame. Anyway, girls, let’s go have lunch.”


  Rosetta left the office with her two attendants while having the woman glare at her from behind.


  The moment they left her field of vision, she let out a scream.


  “What’s with her attitude!? Who does she think I am!?”


  Her scream was loud enough for Rosetta and her attendants to hear from the hallway.


  “Lady Rosetta, was it alright to provoke her like that?” Rosetta’s attendants asked in worry.


  “This can’t even be considered ‘provoking’. She’s just easily agitated. Nevermind that, we should contact Eulisia.”


  Openly, she only had two attendants with her, but Eulisia had been tasked with supporting her as well.


  ◇


  While all this was happening, Eulisia was busy at work at her desk inside a hotel room.


  Several screens were being projected in the air, each displaying different information.


  One showed the screening process of selecting Rosetta’s personal guards.


  Another screen was about the orders placed for the fleet’s equipment.


  It was too much work for a normal person to handle alone, but Eulisia was a competent woman.


  She was easily forgotten, but nonetheless competent.


  She was handling various affairs by herself, and one screen displayed information about Rosetta’s workplace.


  She had been investigating during her free time.


  “A~a, it’s also problematic when a workplace is filled with only women.”


  Due to their unique status and position in society, things could easily devolve into a tangled mess within the workplace, which was essentially a gathering of many aristocratic ladies.


  Not to mention their position within aristocratic circles, they had to consider things like feuds between certain households.


  Conflicts and joint struggles happened for various reasons, and things were subject to change on a day-to-day basis.


  As for Rosetta, she was in a bad position as the fiancée of Liam, the leader of the Cleo Faction.


  “Lady Rosetta has been handed a lot of work, and it seems the amount of miscellaneous work is gradually increasing.”


  While checking the information about Rosetta’s workplace, Eulisia began to categorize the type of work that she was being given.


  It was clear that some of the work assigned to her were purely there as a form of harassment.


  “This, this, and that are unnecessary work. Ah, but this one’s necessary. Hmm~ these documents here have been tampered with. I wonder if I should contact them to have these fixed.”


  The six screens before her were being processed with incredible speed.


  It was then that Ciel, Rosetta’s aide, came into her room with her meal.


  “Lady Eulisia, I’ve brought your meal.”


  “Oh, can you put it over there for me? I”ll eat it when I’m done.”


  Her face was glued to the screen as she replied back.


  “So Lady Eulisia is someone capable?” Ciel asked.


  Eulisia’s hands jolted to a stop, but some of the screens continued to move as they were being processed by her thoughts.


  Eulisia turned back to face Ciel.


  “Eh? What are you trying to imply here? The fact that Lord Liam took me in is proof of my excellence.”


  To begin with, only those who survived fierce competition were given the opportunity to serve as adjutants for aristocrats.


  Those deemed incompetent had no right to become one.


  “But Lady Eulisia normally does nothing but play around inside the mansion.”


  “T-that’s only when I haven’t been given any orders.”


  Because of how terribly Eulisia behaved during her daily life, Ciel just assumed that she was incompetent.


  Ciel looked over at the screen where Eulisia was selecting the potential members of Rosetta’s personal guards.


  “Pardon me, but I think Lady Rosetta’s knights should be selected based on their seriousness rather than their skill with the sword! It would be in her best interest to select serious knights who do not tolerate injustice.”


  Eulisia reached out for the meal that Ciel had brought and contemplated while munching on a sandwich.


  (This kid’s been trying to chuck in her ideas here and there during the selection process. Is it because she’s from a military household? Well, I do agree that their personality is more important than their combat skills.)


  In the first place, Eulisia didn’t expect much strength from the members of Rosetta’s personal guards.


  After all, Rosetta’s ultimate goal was to assist knights who were in need of help.


  As she had once been in a position of helplessness, she wished to save those who were struggling to make ends meeet.


  “Fine, but it’s going to be a problem if you interfere too much.”


  Liam could very well order Ciel’s execution if he suspected her of trying to raise an army by manipulating Rosetta.


  Even at this critical juncture, Liam could have a fallout with Baron Exner, Ciel’s father, without facing much repercussion.


  Baron Exner’s household was pretty much being sponsored by Liam after all.


  Hence, cutting them off would only lighten the burden.


  “The knights under the Banfield Family are very powerful. This time, we should gather knights who are serious, however mediocre their skills may be.”


  Eulisia agreed with Ciel’s words.


  Rather than having knights like Tia and Marie, who were powerful but had problematic temperaments, it would be easier to take command of knights who were mediocre but serious.


  “I agree with your opinion, but I was going to choose based on their personalities anyway, so there’s no need for you to worry about it.”


  Rosetta was doing this as a means to provide the knights with relief, so she wouldn’t care much about their abilities either.


  Ciel looked visibly relieved hearing this.


  Eulisia began to suspect Ciel after seeing her expression.


  (She should have already heard about Lady Rosetta’s plan. Did she come here to check up on me? –This child is more dangerous than I initially thought. I should report this to Lord Liam.)


  Eulisia judged Ciel as a source of danger and decided to report her to Liam.


  Madam Annabell


  Contrary to most people’s expectations, the succession war that would decide who would become the next Emperor was proceeding in Cleo’s favor.


  His faction had begun to grow rapidly ever since Liam made the announcement that he would back Cleo.


  After overcoming many crises, Cleo had grown to the point where more voices were pushing for him to become the next Emperor than even Calvin.


  However, there was one person that wasn’t happy with such a development.


  It was Cleo himself.


  “It’s never about me. They always ask for Liam.”


  He was in his room relaxing by himself when he decied to voice out his complaint despite there being no one present.


  Lysithea, who had been in a good mood recently, entered the room.


  Although she was born into royalty, she chose the path of a knight in order to protect Cleo.


  With her orange hair tied into a ponytail, she happily gave Cleo a report.


  “Cleo, hear this! So many people came to visit today that it’s finally reached a point where they would have to wait a couple of years!”


  An increasing number of aristocrats and merchants were rushing over to greet Cleo.


  Furthermore, several organizations had reached out to Cleo hoping for a meeting.


  Lysithea was excited as such a situation would have been unthinkable given their previous state of affairs.


  “Everything’s smooth sailing now that the faction has come together. Besides, Elder Brother Calvin is absent at the moment, so a lot of aristocrats want to meet you. In fact, more and more members of the Calvin Faction are expressing their desire to switch sides.”


  Rumor had it that Cleo was now the person closest to the throne.


  However, the distance between Cleo and Calvin wasn’t that close.


  If something went awry, Cleo could still be blown away easily.


  “It’s not me that they’re seeking, but rather Count Banfield. Am I wrong?”


  Lysithea’s expression became slightly dark hearing his sarcastic remark.


  “I’m sure they’re here for Count Banfield as well, but that’s to be expected. He’s your biggest supporter and backer. Without the Count’s financial and military support, what would have become of us by now?”


  Cleo obediently backed down after being berated by his sister.


  “It was just a joke. That said, I’m really troubled by all the petitions that I must look through from early in the morning.”


  “That just goes to show how many people are relying on you.”


  “I guess it’s better than being ignored…”


  (Most people think of me as nothing more than the Count’s ornament.)


  In reality, he wasn’t happy at all.


  His current position was gifted to him through Liam’s power and not his own.


  He was aware of how vulnerable he was as a prince.


  “Count Banfield’s at the Capital as well, so we can rest assured regardless of what happens! Now, your schedule for today will be…”


  Just as Lysithea was about to recite Cleo’s schedule to him like a secretary would, a clamor began outside the room.


  The knights guarding Cleo confirmed what was going on.


  “Your Highness Cleo, a moment please.”


  “What’s the matter?”


  “A-actually… Your Highness’s mother will be arriving shortly.”


  “My mother?”


  Cleo shot up from his seat, and Lysithea’s mouth hung wide open in surprise.


  [Annabell Sera Lengrand], their biological mother, had personally come to visit them.


  Neither Cleo, nor Lysithea, could mask their shock after learning about their mother’s arrival given that she had never tried to meet her children before.


  Facing one another, Cleo asked for Lysithea’s opinion.


  “Sister, what should we do?”


  “Let’s first see what she’s here for… We can think of what to do with her afterwards. I’ll go welcome her, so Cleo should stay put.”


  Watching his sister rush out, Cleo sat down on a chair.


  “What is she here for after all this time?”


  ◇


  Cleo was shocked upon meeting Madam Annabell.


  Due to her access to anti-aging technology, she looked to be a young woman.


  No one would believe that she had three children and was old enough to even have grandchildren.


  She could even pass herself off as Cleo’s older sister.


  Madam Annabell was wearing a unique yet flashy dress which had a collar so large that she looked like a frilled lizard.


  Her hairstyle was also one of a kind, shaped and tied like an onion.


  She had always been indifferent towards Cleo and her other children, so it was uncomfortable seeing her smile as she spoke.


  “Cleo, you’ve grown so much that I could hardly recognize you. I’ve heard all about it. Your name precedes even that of His Highness Calvin within the palace.”


  Madam Annabell had practically withdrawn herself to the back palace and refused to get involved with the outside world.


  As such, she was unaware of what was considered fashionable these days and had a unique fashion of her own.


  Even though she had remained holed up, she had heard of Cleo’s giant leap.


  That appeared to be the reason why she had come all the way here to visit her daughter-turned-son.


  Lysithea who stood diagonally behind Cleo took a glance at Madam Annabell before turning her eyes away with a bitter face.


  Madam Annabell was all smiles for Cleo, but she didn’t even bat an eye at Lysithea.


  “From how things are looking, Cleo will no doubt become the next Emperor.”


  “No one knows what the future holds for us.”


  “Nonsense! His Highness Calvin might be the Crown Prince, but he’s away from the palace at the moment. He’s battling the Kingdom of Dominion, which has coincidentally given you the chance to solidify your position.”


  Madam Annabell was right.


  Now that Calvin was absent from the Capital, the Cleo Faction could expand its influence inside the palace.


  However, Cleo wasn’t involved in that matter.


  “I’ve left that task to Count Banfield.”


  Madam Annabell’s eyes became sharp.


  “Cleo… I understand why you’re giving Count Banfield preferential treatment. It’s because he was the only one that helped you during your darkest hours, right?”


  “Yes, that’s right.”


  (You, on the other hand, didn’t even pretend to help.)


  Cleo didn’t voice out his venomous thoughts as he wished to avoid getting into a conflict with his mother.


  However, it was as if Madam Annabell could see through his feelings.


  “It must have been tough for you. I’m really sorry. I should’ve asked my parents’ household to protect you.”


  Madam Annabell grabbed Cleo’s hands and offered a sincere sounding apology.


  Lysithea, who was watching from behind, frowned at how brazen her mother was behaving.


  “After all this time,” she muttered in a soft voice.


  Her whisper escaped the ears of Madam Annabell.


  “But it’s not good to rely too much on someone. If you’re too reliant on the Banfields, you will face a lot of problems during your reign.”


  “You’re right.”


  The problem was that he couldn’t cut off his ties with Liam even if he were to ascend to the throne and become the Emperor.


  Not only was he personally indebted to him, Liam was the one who had organized and gathered the members of his faction.


  If Cleo were to betray Liam, the aristocrats would no doubt call him an “Ungrateful Emperor” and distance themselves from him.


  That would put a severe strain on the Cleo Faction’s strength, and he would be hard pressed to reign as he wished.


  Cleo himself was already aware of this and had come to terms with it.


  “Make good use of the Lengrand Family here. I’m not telling you to cut off the Banfield Family completely, but start relying on the Lengrand Family little by little. By doing so, you can prevent the possibility of his dictatorship.”


  “What!”


  Lysithea raised her voice in horror.


  “Cleo, don’t lend her your ears! The aristocrats won’t be convinced even if you take advantage of the Lengrand Family’s name!”


  Cleo heard his sister’s advice, but he had his own thoughts on this matter.


  (Is it really alright for me to rely on Count Banfield so much? Shouldn’t I use the Lengrand Family and shave off as much of his power as I could?)


  The Lengrand Family decided to approach him the moment it became clear that Cleo might become the next Emperor.


  They weren’t trustworthy, but it didn’t seem bad to use them as a way to restrict Liam.


  He knew that the Lengrand Family wasn’t to be trusted, but he couldn’t help but be swayed due to Liam’s presence.


  He felt inferior to Liam, and because of that inferiority complex, he convinced himself to accept the Lengrand Family’s offer.


  “It should be fine. After all, I have the Lengrand Family’s blood flowing within me. The aristocrats won’t be too happy if they hear that I turned down my relatives.”


  Hearing his explanation, Lysithea hesitated.


  “You might be right, but how will you explain this to Count Banfield?”


  “I’ll personally give him an explanation. I’ll see to it that the Count is convinced.”


  (I’m in the weaker position at the moment, but one day…)


  This was how the Lengrand Family joined the Cleo Faction.


  ◇


  Marion walks up to me while I’m busy at work.


  “Senpai must have it hard as well.”


  I don’t know what his sources are and what he’s heard, but Marion is awfully familiar with my situation.


  “What are you on about?”


  “I’m talking about the Lengrand Family. I heard Randy-san was allowed a special visit to His Highness Cleo. Rumors are spreading not only here but throughout the entire palace.”


  Marion shows me a terminal which is displaying information like a bulletin board in my previous life.


  A lot of what’s written there is aimed at provoking me.


  I ignore them and go back to “my” own work.


  “I’m busy right now. Don’t talk to me.”


  “Liam-senpai’s so serious. Despite what you say, you can’t fake your serious personality.”


  He really doesn’t get it, does he?


  He doesn’t understand what I’m trying to do right now.


  “So? You came here just to show me this? What, you thought I’d go find them and show them what a bloodbath is? I’m busy as is, so I don’t have the time for that kind of thing.”


  “How disappointing. I thought you’d be furious.”


  I’m not that free.


  While the two of us are talking, Randy approaches us in his flashy suit.


  He seems to be very proud of himself.


  “Liam, do this too.”


  He throws the work which had been entrusted to him and his lackeys to me.


  “What do you think you’re doing?”


  “We should get along as members of the same faction. We’re busy, so do our job for us.”


  Randy leaves with his entourage while laughing as if to mock me.


  I’m honestly surprised that there’s still someone who would talk to me with such attitude.


  Especially when he’s in a worse position than me.


  Marion calls out to me.


  “Need a hand?”


  “No, I will do it. Focus on your own job.”


  I’ll stay quiet for now.


  ◇


  Madam Annabell had called upon Randy, and he was giving his reports on Liam while looking very nervous.


  “He’s displaying a calm attitude even when we behave arrogantly before him. It makes me wonder if he really caused a scene during his internship.”


  Randy had begun his training in a hurry as he was about to reach the age of 200.


  He couldn’t be described as serious even when using excessive flattery.


  Nonetheless, due to his time inside the education capsule, he could keep up with the talented bureaucrats around him.


  Still, a huge wall stood between Liam and him.


  Madam Annabell sighed at her disappointing nephew.


  “Make sure to watch Liam carefully.”


  “Rest assured, for he is already under my watch. So will the Lengrand Family be spearheading the Cleo Faction?”


  Randy was interested in the top seats of the Cleo Faction.


  Seeing this, Madam Annabell shook her head.


  He really doesn’t understand a thing.


  “What’s wrong, Aunt?”


  “Randy, why can’t you be a bit smarter? When did I ever state that we’ll be supporting Cleo? Our goal is to make the Cleo Faction collapse from within. That is what that person desires.”


  To begin with, Madam Annabell had no intention of supporting Cleo.


  “Then the Lengrand Family doesn’t stand to gain anything!”


  “Calm down. I’ll make sure that there’s profit to be had.”


  “Is this somehow related to His Highness Calvin? His Highness Calvin stands to gain the most with Cleo’s downfall, does he not?”


  Calvin would benefit the most by kicking Cleo down.


  As such, Randy assumed that his aunt was secretly connected to Calvin behind the scenes.


  “Randy… Just make sure that you keep an eye on Liam. Corner him if given the chance, but don’t leave any evidence. You know how many aristocrats he’s crushed so far, right?”


  Randy nodded while sweating bullets.


  “O-of course.”


  The Lengrand Family was beginning to show suspicious movements after being invited into his faction by Cleo.


  Randy


  
    
      
        
          
            
              

            

          


          
            Inside his home, Marion woke up in his bed next to a sleeping woman. She’d called out to him the previous day.


            Having woken up, Marion raised his hand. By doing so, the windows no longer blocked the sunlight from penetrating into the room.


            The room came to life and began to move on its own, preparing for whatever was in store for the morning.


            Marion climbed out of his bed and got ready for work.


            As the woman showed no sign of waking up, he called out to her.


            “My lady, it’s time for you to wake up.”


            Hearing his sweet and gentle voice, the woman woke up from her slumber.


            Then, she remebered what happened last night and covered her body in a hurry.


            “You’re cute.”


            Marion found the woman’s reaction to be rather lovely and reached out to touch her hair.


            The woman turned bright red and rushed to the shower room with her clothes which were scattered around her.


            “She was so enthusiastic about it yesterday… Now, I should really start heading to work.”


            He looked out the window that overlooked the gray scenery which was the Capital.


            “I don’t like how dark and squalid the Capital is… That said, I do like the fact that there are a lot of beautiful women here.” [1]


            That was his impression of the Capital.


            ◇


            “Good morning, Liam-senpai.”


            Marion greets me with a friendly smile.


            I’ve been meeting him at the elevator almost on a daily basis.


            “As always, you reek of perfume.”


            Marion whisks out his terminal to brag about his achievement from last night.


            “I found this cute girl and managed to lay my hands on her. Oh, this is the one I’m talking about.”


            It seems like the smell of perfume around him is from the woman.


            The picture of the girl that he’s showing me right now is different from the previous one.


            He gives off the impression of someone who always hits on women at night.


            Apparently, a lot of women are decieved by his cutesy appearance.


            All I can say to that is… He’s quite good.


            Marion then proceeds to show me his recent achievements.


            All his targets seem to be mature women. Is he into strong-looking beauties?


            “How ’bout it, Liam-senpai? Wanna do it as well? It’s pretty much an all-you-can-eat buffet.”


            The eyes of ordinary women change the moment you tell them that you’re an official working for the palace.


            After all, officials are considered winners among winners within the Empire.


            Hence, they’re extremely popular in the Capital.


            “Tell them that you’ll be returning to the countryside when your training’s over. I bet they’ll scatter the moment they hear that.”


            “I’ll do just that when I break up with them. Even so, does Liam-senpai have no interest in women? Is it because you feel bad for your fiancée?”


            Feel bad for Rosetta? Is he stupid?


            Why should I care about what Rosetta thinks?


            She belongs to me, not the other way around.


            It’s just that Amagi and Brian will start bugging me if I play around too much.


            Amagi will be like; “You laid your hands on them, so you should take responsibility.” While Brian will be like; “Lord Liam’s finally taking an interest in women! Oh… but please be careful of honey traps. Everything’s fine aside from that.”


            Wait a sec… Do they want this to happen?


            They’ll probably be noisy about it if I were to so much as touch a single woman, so I won’t be doing that.


            “None of the women here would suit my standard.”


            “That’s quite the bold statement. One night stands are quite fun, you know?”


            Seeing Marion being all smiles, I can’t help but think that he’ll be stabbed by one of those women eventually.


            Then again, he’s an aristocrat.


            If he really does end up getting stabbed by a commoner, he would be seen as a failure among the aristocrats.


            We get off the elevator once it arrives at our floor.


            As I’m heading to my seat, I stumble upon Randy and his goons chatting near my desk early in the morning.


            “Congratulations, Lord Randy.”


            “Thanks.”


            “By joining the Cleo Faction, the Lengrand Family will rise to an even more prominent position.”


            “Yeah, and things will only get busier from here on out, so I’ll need you guys’ help.”


            They’re hanging out near my desk and talking about the matter of the Lengrand Family joining the Cleo Faction.


            Marion stares at me with a look of interest.


            “They’re trying to provoke you.”


            “Let them be.”


            Ignoring Randy and his lackeys, I sit down, only to have a file dumped on my desk.


            “Hey Liam.”


            Randy drops the honorifics and puts his hand on my shoulder.


            “I don’t think we’re that close. Move you hand.”


            I give him a warning, but Randy simply smiles with a look of ridicule on his face.


            “His Highness Cleo has summoned me today. I’m busy, so I want you to do my portion of the work as well. We belong to the same faction, so it’s fine right?”


            Cleo reported a few days ago that the Lengrand Family will be joining the faction.


            That, in and of itself, isn’t all that surprising.


            As a matter of fact, I feel somewhat underwhelmed.


            “Sure. As someone that stands at the top of the Cleo Faction, it’s part of my responsibilities to take care of the newbies. Do your best to wag your tail before His Highness Cleo so that you can become well-liked.”


            Randy’s expression undergoes a minute change when I utter those words with a smile.


            He’s still smiling, but his cheeks are twitching.


            As an aristocrat, it’s baffling that he can’t even maintain his poker face… Such a thought flashes through my mind for a split second.


            Since he’s an aristocrat, the people in his territory and mansion must have always shown him respect.


            He’s not used to being mocked, which is why he’s having a hard time holding back.


            He was probably treated like royalty inside his territory.


            “Then I’ll leave you to it.”


            Frustrated, Randy and his goons leave the scene.


            Marion, who has been watching the situation unfold, speaks to me while sounding exasperated.


            “You’ve landed yourself in a tight spot. I didn’t think His Highness Cleo would accept the Lengrand Family into his faction. From how big the faction already is, I don’t think he should have rushed things.”


            The addition of one more inconsequential aristocratic family won’t change the situation by much in the grand scheme of things. Not to mention that these opportunists jumped ships only after analyzing the current situation.


            They’re very likely to betray us depending on how the future unfolds.


            It doesn’t make sense to accept someone into your fold when you can’t trust them… Or maybe it does.


            “Let’s sit back and watch how far the Lengrand Family can go.”


            I pick up the file that Randy has left.


            The file contains quite the bit of content. Despite how small the file is, the amount of data inside it is large.


            He probably piled up all his work, then threw it at me.


            Marion speaks to me as I’m closing the file.


            “With that much work, overtime is pretty much confirmed. Need some help?”


            “Nope.”


            I don’t intend to do overtime.


            I’ll finish things up before it’s time to leave.


            ◇


            Even though it was work hours, Randy and his goons came over to a resting area located inside the building.


            It was a cafe-like place with waiters and waitresses, and other aristocrats like them had been gathered there since the morning.


            Some of them even smelled of alcohol.


            The young aristocrats who were originally meant to be training were lazing around.


            Randy had stopped by to kill some time before his meeting with Cleo.


            His goons were mocking Liam, thinking that he was just putting up a front.


            “In the end, he has to do our work. That’s all there is to him.”


            “His military and personal combat skills are exceptional, but he’s just too slow when it comes to politics. Just what we’d expect of an aristocrat from the countryside.”


            “It’s our job to lead these stupid countryside aristocrats.”


            Looking at the Empire as a whole, the Lengrand Family, which Randy was a part of, was located relatively near the Capital.


            As such, it was well-developed.


            Due to this, they looked down on aristocrats like Liam who hailed from the countryside.


            However, Randy was slightly different from his entourage.


            “But it’s precisely these countryside aristocrats and their armed forces that are backing His Higheness Cleo and his faction. Make sure you never compete with them in anything other than politics.”


            “W-we’re already well aware of that, Lord Randy.”


            Randy did not belittle Liam’s personal skills and the Banfield Family’s military might.


            He knew that it was Liam who defeated the Berkeley Family, also known as the Pirate Nobles.


            Randy pondered about his future plans.


            (Liam will be expelled from the Capital in the near future. We just have to be patient until then.)


            With Cleo’s help, Randy was getting ready to kick Liam out of the Capital.


            (No matter how much military might you have, you won’t be able to survive in the world of politics.)


            Randy was picking a fight with Liam through political means, something which could not be swayed by military might alone.


            ◇


            In the back palace, there was a building dedicated to Cleo’s use, and Lysithea was fuming with anger inside it.


            “Cleo, why did you agree to Randy’s ideas!”


            Cleo was signing electronic documents in his office, documents which were petitions from poverty-stricken aristocrats asking for support.


            Some of these petitions looked clearly suspicious, yet Cleo signed them and promised support as if he was trying to splurge money.


            “What are you talking about, Sister?”


            Lysithea noticed the petitions and criticized Cleo for promising help so carelessly.


            “Y-you’re going to sign all of them? If you thoughtlessly give them support, more and more people are bound to come knocking on your doors!”


            “They’re in dire need of help after being attacked by the Kingdom of Dominion. It wouldn’t be right to abandon them.”


            Given these reasons, Lysithea couldn’t say anything back in return.


            “You should first consult Count Banfield about this.”


            Cleo let out a small laugh.


            “W-what’s with that laugh? Count Banfield’s the one who’s funding you. Don’t you think it would be unreasonable of you to not consult him?”


            Cleo continued to sign the documents, but gave a small nod to acknowledge Lysithea’s logic.


            “But of course, I’ll talk to Count Banfield about it later on. I’m thinking of giving him an important task while I’m at it.”


            Lysithea was relieved to hear that.


            After taking in the Lengrand Family, Cleo had been trying to set them up against Liam, and she had been feeling a sense of crisis from knowing that.


            “That’s good. It would be a bad idea to make light of Count Banfield.”


            “I know, I know. As nothing more than a pretty decoration, I need the support of a powerful aristocrat if I wish to survive.”


            Oblivious to politics, Lysithea took Cleo’s words at face value.


            “So, what important task are you going to give to Count Banfield?”


            Cleo’s eyes were on the electronic documents, and he was signing them without paying too much attention to their contents.


            “One of the aristocratic households fell to ruin. Their territory is under the direct control of the Empire, but because it’s located at such a remote area, someone needs to be dispatched there. I’m thinking of sending Count Banfield.”


            “…Huh?”


            Lysithea was so shocked by his words that her reaction was delayed.


            An aristocratic household has fallen to ruin. Since the lord was gone, someone had to be dispatched to take control of his planet… Everything made sense up to that point.


            The problem laid in the fact that Liam was being dispatched there.


            “You’re planning on removing Count Banfield from the Capital!? Y-you can’t! It’s because he’s here that nobody’s making any moves! Cleo, you must rethink this!”


            “Not only is Count Banfield very skilled militarily, he’s also good at governance. He was able to successfully revive his territory after all.”


            “Even if he’s the right fit, it wouldn’t do to dispatch such irreplaceable personnel!”


            Seeing that Lysithea was about to cry, Cleo described the situation of the planet which Liam was scheduled to be dispatched to.


            “Sister, that just goes to prove how important that planet is. Faced with the Kingdom of Dominion’s invasion, the Empire’s citizens are evacuating. It’s crucial that we hold onto a base which can provide logistical support to the army confronting our enemies. They’re begging for someone with both military experience and skill. I can’t refuse them.”


            Lysithea became silent after being told that it was necessary for the Empire.


            Cleo pushed on.


            “I’ve also received the Prime Minister’s permission. Although it won’t be easy on Count Banfield since he’s still young and in training, the Prime Minister believes that he will live up to our expectation. Besides, if he pulls this off, we can prevent Brother Calvin from claiming all the credit. We would be recognized as having played a part in the war.”


            Lysithea’s shoulders dropped.


            “I’m relieved to hear that Cleo’s thinking about things from various angles, but without Count Banfield, who will protect you and back you in his absence?”


            Cleo answered calmly.


            “I’ll have the Lengrand Family do their best.”


            ——————————————————————————————————


            [1] Liam should take a page out of Marion’s book.

          

        

      

    

  


  Traitor?


  There’s a planet near the Empire’s border with the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion.


  I say “near” loosely here as it’s only in respect to the sheer size of an intergalactic nation.


  In actuality, the distance between them is very far.


  However, it’s in a position that can be easily reached using warp technology.


  As such, the planet where I was dispatched to is considered a strategically important base, especially now that the front line has moved.


  It used to be one of the planets behind the front lines, but its importance has increased after the Imperial Army was pushed back.


  -On the bridge of a battleship-


  The floor beneath us has changed into monitors, showing us the planet which will be developed into an important base.


  It feels really nice to look down from a high place.


  “To think they’d dispatch me to build such an important base. The Empire must be seriously lacking in manpower.”


  Wallace, who’s been forced to tag along, yells at me after seeing me grin.


  I brought him with me since he was trying to finish his training at the Capital without doing any form of actual work.


  From his perspective, it’s like being banished from the safe confines of the Capital and being sent to the front lines.


  If I were to draw an analogy, it’s like being demoted and moved from the company headquarters to one of its remote branch offices.


  What’s more, it’s a branch office without any infrastructure to work with.


  “Liam, you moron! You should’ve refused this sort of work! You have enough authority to do so, do you not!?”


  “I do. In fact, I could slap it away whenever I wish to.”


  “Then why!?”


  “Just cuz. Now, don’t get so upset. I was getting bored of the Capital anyway. It’s not a bad idea to sit back and watch how Calvin’s doing here.”


  The planet beneath us doesn’t have a ruler as its former lord was an aristocrat that fell to ruins.


  The Empire has been thinking of dispatching a deputy in his place, but truth be told, developing such a remote planet doesn’t bring much benefit to the Empire.


  There’s no need to bother with such remote places as there are a lot of other undeveloped planets under the Empire’s direct control.


  Even if the Empire acquires a planet that’s already been exhausted, they don’t stand to gain much.


  I was dispatched here this time around to act as a civil officer so that this planet can be developed into one which could support the front lines.


  To this end, the Imperial Army has dispatched 3,000 of its battleships.


  Not only that, there’s a transport fleet containing the materials which would be used for the planet’s development with a Major General leading this fleet.


  I’m a civil officer at the moment, but if I were to return to the army, I’d be a Lieutenant General. Wait, no, I think I’m a General now?


  Either way, not only am I a future Duke, I hold a high position in the military as well.


  The Major General has no right to tell me what to do as I’m essentially the highest ranking officer here.


  I get contacted by the Major General while Wallace is complaining, and a 3D image of him saluting gets projected into the air.


  He seems to be in his mid-twenties, but what’s his actual age?


  The thing about living in an intergalactic nation is that it’s difficult to determine people’s age with their appearance alone.


  “Substitute Deputy Officer, the transport fleet has arrived safely.”


  “I see. Wait until given further orders.”


  “U-understood.”


  The call ends there, but Wallace seems to feel sorry for the Major General.


  He looks like he wants to say something.


  “Out with it.”


  “Usually, it’s the military officer that gets to act all high and mighty. It just feels weird that he’s behaving like your inferior.”


  Even if I’m an aristocrat, I’m probably just another brat who hasn’t finished his training in the eyes of the military officer.


  The Major General is supposed to be in command, but Wallace must be feeling sorry for him since he’s being led around by a kid like me.


  There’s a reason for this.


  Not only do I frequently give the army bribes and by that, I mean the usual greetings. I also purchase weapons from them whenever they’re selling things.


  Due to these reasons, the Imperial Army has a favorable opinion of me.


  As such, the Major General wouldn’t want to accidentally offend me.


  What’s more, since I knew that I’d be coming all the way to the frontier, I came prepared.


  In contrast to the 3,000 Imperial troops, I’ve brought with me 30,000 of my own ships from my private army.


  Even if the Major General tries to put up a front, he’d have no choice but to shut up in front of such a massive difference in numbers.


  I’ll crush you if you complain! That’s the message that I’m trying to convey.


  Oh, and I also brought Avid with me this time.


  That goes to show that I’m pretty serious about this mission.


  “More importantly, the planet’s situation is a bit…”


  I brush aside whatever Wallace was about to say midway, prompting him to say, “You’re just going to ignore this?”


  See, the problem on our hands isn’t the military officer.


  It’s the planet that is beneath our feet… it’s in a really terrible condition.


  It’s a desolate place, probably because the former lord was incompetent.


  I’m alright with him trying to be an evil lord and squeezing his citizens dry.


  The problem here is that the territory’s been exhausted and is on the verge of collapse.


  That’s just no good at all.


  The art of squeezing citizens dry is to leave them in a state where they could neither live nor die.


  Since the former lord couldn’t do something so simple, he’s worthless in my eyes.


  Villains must be strong.


  All else is worthless.


  “The planet’s in a horrible condition. This will take a while.”


  Wallace draws back after seeing me look down at the planet with a grin.


  He must be wondering how I could act so cheerful after being sent to the frontier, but I’ve brought my fleet with me, and within that fleet is the huge Fortress Class Mobile battleship.


  Thus, I can enjoy a luxurious life even if I’m in the countryside.


  Wallace droops his shoulders and looks at the data of the planet that we’ve been assigned to.


  “Are we really setting up base here? The population’s less than a hundred million, not to mention that the territory’s already exhausted.”


  The former lord apparently portrayed aristocrats as gods.


  If I were to reference my previous life, the people on this planet are living like those from the Middle Ages.


  It seems the former lord was a fan of watching people struggle, leading to this travesty of a territory.


  Nobody would be willing to develop this kind of territory.


  In fact, no one even bothered to lay their hands on this planet before we got dispatched.


  It would’ve been fine to leave things as is if this was any ordinary territory, but we must make sure this planet is equipped to support the front lines.


  This is quite the responsibility.


  “Worry not, for we have a good chance of succeeding. I’ll get some things done before that person arrives.”


  Hearing me mention someone else, Wallace tilts his head.


  “Someone other than us was dispatched here?”


  “Yeah… and they’ll be here soon.”


  ◇


  Liam had been sent to a remote planet.


  He had left with such hurry in the midst of his training that Rosetta, who was left behind in the Capital, became somewhat suspicious of what was going on.


  However, Rosetta couldn’t raise a fuss as Liam had happily accepted the transfer before heading to the distant planet.


  As a result, the Cleo Faction was lacking someone that could bring the people together.


  On the other hand, those who had laid low due to Calvin’s absence saw this as an opportunity.


  The same was true for Rosetta’s senior.


  She deliberately sat down on Rosetta’s desk while the person in question was busy working.


  “I’ve heard that your fiancé was sent to the frontier. What kind of mistake did he make?”


  For those working as officials inside the Capital, being sent to the frontier was seen as a form of punishment.


  Not a single aristocrat would willingly head there unless they’re guaranteed a decent position along with the promise to be welcomed back to the Capital.


  Being sent to the frontier was essentially a form of demotion.


  “I was told that it’s an important task where he provides His Highness Calvin with assistance. Are you implying that that’s a demotion?”


  Her senior’s face turned bright red after being told that Liam was there to wipe up the mess that their leader had made.


  “Is that all you have to say for yourself? Now that your fiancé isn’t here, we’re no longer scared of you.”


  They hadn’t been too blatant about how they got about doing things because of their fear of Liam.


  There were few aristocrats left in the Capital that dared pick a fight with Liam after his previous display of power.


  However, that wasn’t to say that there was no one left within the Empire.


  Some knights were eager for duels, and there were some aristocrats that haven’t heard of Liam’s name.


  Because of how huge the Empire was, many people were unaware of the happenings inside the Capital.


  Just as her senior was about to get off from the desk and yank Rosetta off her chair, one of the female knights guarding the floor called out to her.


  “Lady Rosetta, you have a visitor.”


  “Me?”


  Rosetta ignored her senior and left the office, only to find Marion waiting there.


  With a friendly smile on his face, he waved his right hand.


  As they were standing in the hallway, Rosetta brought him into one of the rooms where they sat face to face.


  “You’re one of Darling’s colleagues, right? Why have you sought me out?”


  Marion flashed a fearless smile, afterwhich he stood up from the sofa to approach Rosetta.


  Rosetta was hesitant at first about being approached so casually, but ultimately decided not to resist.


  Marion lift her chin with his fingers.


  “I’ll soon be chasing after Liam-senpai who has left the Capital. Even so, to leave behind such a beautiful fiancée… If you were mine, you wouldn’t have to experience such a thing.”


  Rosetta was somewhat bewildered by Marion’s sudden advances.


  “I’m sure Darling has his own ideas. Now, if there’s nothing else, I’ll be heading back. I’m quite busy, you see.”


  Marion let out a light sigh before distancing himself from Rosetta.


  “That’s a shame… Now then, to the matter at hand. I’d be heading to where Liam-senpai is at, so I was wondering if there’s any message that you want me to deliver.”


  In other words, he hadn’t come here for any particular purpose.


  If Rosetta wished to speak with Liam, she could do so easily through her terminal.


  “So, what’s your realreason for coming here?”


  “You’re slower than I thought. I came to seduce you.”


  Rosetta maintained an indifferent expression against Marion’s provacative smile.


  “Please stop with the jokes.”


  “Fine, for now that is. Leaving that aside, Liam-senpai might lose his life if nothing is done.”


  “…And what do you mean by that?”


  Marion played with his bangs using his fingertips and pretended to be clueless.


  “That’s a secret, but if you accept my invitation, I might tell you.”


  There was no way she could do that.


  Disgusted, Rosetta left, leaving Marion alone inside the room.


  Seeing her leave, Marion simply shrugged.


  After leaving the room, Rosetta leaned against one of the walls of the hallway, casting a shadow beneath her.


  From her shadow, one of Kukuri’s masked subordinates appeared.


  Rosetta handed down an order.


  “Can you investigate that person?”


  However, Kukuri’s subordinate refused.


  “Lord Liam has ordered to leave him alone.”


  “Leave him alone?”


  “Yes. If it wasn’t for Lord Laim’s order, I would have subdued him the moment he approached Lady Rosetta.”


  Kukuri had assigned a female subordinate other than Kunai to her.


  “If Lady Rosetta is displeased with him, should I give him a stern warning?”


  “Nevermind, I wouldn’t want to disrupt Darling’s plans.”


  “Understood.”


  Kukuri’s subordinate faded back into the shadow.


  ◇


  Marion was speaking to someone inside the room where Rosetta had left.


  “Yes, it failed… She’s a tough nut to crack. I didn’t have to be too serious about this, right? Especially since our main goal lies somewhere else.”


  The other party’s voice couldn’t be heard, and the small screen floating in the air was pitch black as well.


  Marion continued his monologue.


  “As planned, I’ll keep an eye on Liam. Have you ever seen me fail before? There’s no need for worries… Yes.”


  He had harassed Rosetta a bit, but he didn’t think it would succeed anyway.


  When the call ended, he loosened the area of the shirt near his neck.


  “It doesn’t matter either way, but it’s been a while since I was rejected so flatly.”


  He was slightly bothered that Rosetta didn’t even bat an eye to his advances.


  He was confident in his androgynous appearance that looked like an idol’s, and he had never failed to get a woman before.


  “It’s slightly frustrating… I’ll make Liam-senpai pay in full for this grievance.”


  Marion laughed with a smirk and left the room after fixing his appearance.


  —————————————————————————————————-


  Evil Deputy


  Augur, the planet where I was sent to, is quite worn down.


  An aristocrat used to rule over it, but I can only say that I don’t see them in the best light.


  “That lord must have been some sh*tty guy who’s not even third-rate. Trash like him fails even as a villain.”


  Looking at all the data around me, I can’t help but get frustrated over what the previous lord had done.


  Even villains don’t thoughtlessly squeeze their citizens dry.


  A true villainous lord doesn’t let their citizens realize that they’re being oppresssed.


  Yes, someone like me would be the perfect example.


  Just a while ago, I raised the tax rate as punishment for those that participated in the child-making demo, but the citizens failed to recognize what was going on.


  No, but for real.


  Why aren’t they getting angry!?


  You know what… let’s put that aside for now.


  See, even in my territory, the citizens don’t realize that they’re being exploited and require further education.


  In Augur, where people live like those from the middle ages, the use of educational capsules was previously banned.


  Wallace, who’s next to me, takes in the data while looking extremely reluctant.


  Even someone like him can tell at a glance that the situation is terrible.


  “Liam, are we really going to turn this planet into a military base? Even if we try to educate everyone simultaneously, wouldn’t it require quite some time?”


  Under normal circumstances, the natives will be put to work in turning the planet into a military base.


  However, with the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion right on our doorstep, we don’t have the time to slowly convert it into a base.


  Why would I be pressed for time, you may ask.


  Well, if I was Calvin, I’d lure the enemy towards my political rival who’s waiting in the rear. Have the enemy crush said rival, and then pretend I had nothing to do with what happened.


  From how nervously he’s behaving, Wallace must have come to the same conclusion


  “What if the Kingdom of Dominion directs its attacks here?”


  “I’ll crush them.”


  “Thank you for your oh-so-encouraging words. Liam, you can be really obstinate at times, you know that right?”


  Wallace doesn’t seem to trust me.


  Well, from a normal person’s standpoint, it would seem as if we’ve drawn the short end of the stick.


  Nobody would be willing to take on this task.


  However, I’m different, and I can see how we can win.


  My target this time isn’t Calvin who’s fighting in the front lines, but rather the people in the Capital that are loitering around.


  I’ve come to Augur to make some preparations, preparations that will bear fruit in the future.


  I stand up from my seat.


  “We’ve recruited some migrants from the Banfield’s Family, so our men will be doing all the work.”


  “Eh, you sure about that? This territory’s under the Empire’s management, right? Even if things become stable here, someone else will be dispatched to be its lord.”


  Once the crisis with the Kingdom of Dominion is resolved, the Empire wouldn’t bother itself with Augur anymore and either gift it, or sell it, to an aristocrat who wants to rise in rank or become independent.


  No matter how much time and effort I pour in, it would all be wasted in the end.


  But villains aren’t ones to let things go to waste.


  “It doesn’t matter. For the time being, I’ll build a spectacular military base for the Empire. We’ve brought all the necessary materials with us, so let’s get to building a spaceport immediately. — Now, Wallace.”


  I was jealous of Wallace, who was leisurely playing around in the Capital, and that’s why I had him come along.


  It was meant to be a form of harassment, but let’s have him do some work as well.


  “You’ll be heading to the surface.”


  “Eh!? Y-you’re kidding, right!? Liam!?”


  With a snap of my fingers, Wallace is dragged away from the bridge by my subordiantes.


  “We need to start construction on a community building on the ground. You’ve done it before, haven’t you? You’re just the person for the job. Rest assured– Once you’re done with this, I’ll make sure to put it down as your contribution and let you move up the ladder as a civil officer.”


  Wallace wants to be independent in the future, so becoming a successful civil officer makes no sense. I, of course, am aware of this.


  “W-wait a second! Living like a primitive man is impossible for me! Unless I’m guaranteed food, clothing, and shelter, I can’t sleep in peace—-!”


  Look at this guy comparing the middle ages to primitive times.


  Hmm, but this might be how the Empire sees things.


  From my perspective, Augur’s civilization seems to be in the middle ages, but from Wallace’s perspective, its civilization might seem primitive.


  The bridge becomes silent after Wallace leaves, and I address the knight who’s by my side.


  “You have work to do as well, Klaus.”


  “…Understood.”


  Having said his piece, he doesn’t say anything else.


  The silence is golden, it’s as if he already knows what he has to do.


  As I thought, it’s nice to have a talented knight with me.


  Those two idiots are talented, sure, but their personalities…


  Klaus, who’s not only capable but has a sound personality, is the number one among my knights.


  Now… it’s time to lay some poison on Augur.


  ◇


  The spaceships carrying the migrants split off from the Banfield Family’s fleet and descended to the ground.


  The local representatives who were royals-in-name watched anxiously as the spaceship descended carrying various equipment and materials.


  Although the royals were representatives of their countries, they never went against the lord of the planet who owned spaceships and was deemed a superior being.


  The previous lord had brainwashed the royals into worshipping him as their God, which led to them believing that the spaceships carried His messengers.


  A beautiful princess stood worriedly next to a king who had splendid, white beard.


  “Your Majesty, did something important happen? For so many of His messengers to come at once…”
“We do not know, but you are the offering this time. Make sure to fulfill your duties well.”


  “Yes.”


  The previous lord of Augur often made the kings provide offerings in the form of handsome princes, beautiful princesses, and treasures that they greatly cherished.


  He had a hobby of trampling them before the royals’ very eyes.


  A small boat descended from a luxurious-looking spaceship.


  From within, a tall knight with noble bearing stepped out to face the royal families.


  The royals knelt at the appearance of the knight who seemed fit to protect God.


  When the knight’s subordinates saw this, they were bewildered.


  “Klaus-sama, who are these?”


  “Are they the representatives?”


  The knight named Klaus explained to his confused subordinates.


  “It appears that the former lord of this planet had himself worshipped as ‘God’. They must have suppressed the spread of information and technology as well.”


  “What a horrible thing to do,” his men said in indignation.


  The royals were also confused at the men’s interactions.


  “I beg your forgiveness, but if I may have your permission to speak.”


  The white-bearded king spoke up on behalf of the royals.


  Klaus assented.


  “You may speak, but before that, have everyone stand. You do not have to address us in that manner.”


  There were whispers among the royals as they had never been treated this way before.


  Klaus continued upon seeing the royals hesitate.


  “From today onwards, Count Liam Sera Banfield will be in charge of this land and ruling as a deputy. Your former lord, who made you worship him as God, is no more.”


  Hearing that their God was no more made them even more worried.


  They raised their head to ask for clarification.


  “A-and what does that mean!?”


  Klaus gave a calm response.


  “Simply put, someone higher in rank than the one you revered as God will be ruling over this land.”


  The chaos only got worse as the royals learned that there was someone with a higher status than the God that they had worshipped until now.


  Klaus cleared his throat.


  “Oh, and a message from Lord Liam: he wishes to speak with the representatives. As such, you are all invited to his mothership.”


  They would be taken to heaven.


  Some royals were interested while others became dreadfully pale.


  ◇


  “What an idiot.”


  To pose as God and demand others to worship him. It’s in such bad taste that it’s not even funny.


  I’m aware that I always claim myself to be a villain, but even I’m not audacious enough to say that I’m God.


  For me, God would be… Well, that’s not what’s important here.


  After listening to Klaus’s report, I stop processing the paperwork.


  I’ve come to the decision that I should make some adjustments to our policies moving forward.


  “So, you told them that I’m an existence above their God and that the migrant workers are my messengers? I like being respected, but being worshipped? I’m not so keen on that idea.”


  Klaus appears somewhat relieved by that.


  “It’s not that surprising apparently. I’ve heard rumors that there are some lords that go about posing as God in their territories.”


  “That’s low.”


  Calling yourself God is an unforgivable sin.


  It’s such a vile act that even I wouldn’t do it.


  “I’m relieved to hear that Lord Liam thinks that way. Unfortunately, the news came as a bigger shock than what we had imagined. The royals, Augur’s royals, are discussing whether they should make this public to the citizens.”


  Sounds reasonable enough.


  After all, they’ve just been told that the existence they had always believed to be God was in fact something entirely different.


  Some would refuse to believe it.


  “Separate the living areas of the migrants and the living areas of the locals for now. Some idiots might let the worshipping go to their heads.”


  “Understood, and what about the support for the locals?”


  I originally planned on providing the residents of Augur with a generous amount of support.


  Your previous lord was a cruel d*uche! I, on the other hand, will support you guys, even if it’s only for a little while!


  I was thinking of restructuring the planet into a military base while showing them kindness, after which we’d leave.


  We can proceed with that, but trouble might arise between the migrants and the locals which could hinder my plans.


  “Proceed as planned, and gather the Augur royals. Ideally, if things have not gone south, I would’ve quickly converted myself into a district representative or something, but…”


  If too many changes are introduced to people’s lives at once, there are bound to be some that cannot keep up.


  There’s no choice but to take things slowly from here on out.


  What a mess the previous lord has left behind.


  I’m once again convinced that it’s a bad idea to limit societal development, especially if it’s done purely to entertain the aristocrats.


  “This is more troublesome than I thought.”
I would’ve preferred to swiftly develop the base, but it’s a pity that the Empire’s aristocrats are so useless.


  I’m also one of them though…


  ◇


  The Augur royals’ minds were blown by the party venue that had been prepared for them. Many became speechless when they learned the fact their planet was spherical in shape.


  Not only that, the outside world was dark all day long, and innumerable structures bigger than their castles were floating in the sky. [1]


  The white-bearded king stood restlessly before Liam as the latter spoke to him in a friendly manner.


  “You can relax… Is what I want to say, but you probably won’t listen. Just know that I won’t harm you in any way.”


  “W-we are grateful for your magnanimity.”The king could not stop shaking as Liam appeared much more divine than the self-proclaimed God.


  The former lord’s entourage used to look at them mockingly and laugh at them scornfully, but no one here was treating them like some spectacle.


  Furthermore, the servants that they had to bow down to before were bowing at them instead.


  Liam took a sip from the glass that he had in his right hand.


  The royals also followed suit and drank the liquor that had been served to them, only to realize that it tasted better than any liquor that they had drunk before.


  Liam opened his mouth to speak to the royals who were feeling deeply moved by the drinks served.


  “I’ll explain in an easy-to-understand manner. I’m someone who’s two ranks above your former lord. In fact, I’ll be promoted soon, which means I’ll be four ranks higher.”


  Someone with a higher status than the one they worshipped. It was a lot to take in for the royals.


  However, Liam had shown them enough to convince them of his words.


  “H-how will we be governed in the future?”


  The white-bearded king once again acted as their representative, to which Liam let out a soft chuckle.


  “I’ll only be staying here for a short amount of time. During that time period, I won’t take anything away from you all. Instead, I’ll bestow you various things.”


  “Bestow us? Then… How much will we be taxed?”


  “There’s no need for that. Take this chance to rest. Hmm, right… If there’s any young ones among the royalty, bring them forward. I’ll have them receive education under me.”


  The princess stepped forth when the king glanced at her, and she was introduced to Liam.


  “This is my daugther. I may be being biased, but she’s a very beautiful girl, so please accept her.”


  The princess curtsied, but Liam appeared somewhat displeased by her.


  The king panicked thinking he had done something wrong.


  After finishing his drink, Liam once again spoke.


  “Don’t get me wrong, she’ll be with me for less than a year. In other words, she’ll be returned to you very soon. You see, I don’t have any women troubles.”


  The people around him had faces that said “Say what!?”, but quickly turned away when Liam glared at them.


  Puzzeld, the kings cocked their heads, but Liam continued as if nothing had happpened.


  “Just think of it as coming over to play. I’ll show her how wide the world truly is. Having said that, if you encounter any problems, make sure you consult with us.”


  “T-thank you for your kindness.”


  They had never received such treatment before.


  The royals at the scene didn’t really understand what had transpired, but they were nevertheless relieved.


  That was when Liam decided to make a declaration before the royals.


  “I’ll be protecting you all from now on. There’s no need for anyone to worry.”


  His words that overflowed with confidence left a deep impression on the royals who had been taught to worship the higher-beings as Gods.


  ——————————————————————————————————


  [1]: Outside world-> Space. Structures -> Probably the ships


  Planet Augur


  “YOU ABSOLUTE FOOL!” I shout inside the ship’s office.


  The report that I received from the ground is paining me.


  The one who’s giving the report is Wallace, who seems to be enjoying his time on the ground.


  He complained a lot in the beginning, but he’s adapting quite well to the new environment.


  As for the content of his report…


  ‘Aren’t you glad you’re being worshipped by everyone?’


  “Have I ever said that I want to be worshipped? Also, what’s with the sacrifices! When did I ever ask for sacrifices!?”


  I will stay true to what I said to the Augur royalty.


  I’ll give them everything they need and protect their planet.


  Why, you ask?


  It’s because things will be more convenient for me that way. That’s all there is to it.


  ‘According to them, they’re just providing offerings to the new God. I tip my hat to your charisma, Liam.’


  Watching Wallace sipping tea gracefully while giving his report makes me want to beat him up.


  He should learn a bit from Cleo.


  “Makes me wonder if he’s really connected to Cleo by blood.”


  ‘Did you say something?’


  “Nothing. Anyway, tell them to stop with the sacrifices.”


  ‘They say they’re just some offerings.’


  “That’s the same thing! I don’t need them either way!”


  The former lord of Augur apparently had their citizens give beautiful young men and women as offerings.


  What horrible taste.


  I know I’m a villain and all that, but even I don’t stoop so low as to proclaim myself a god.


  I’d feel bad for the Guide otherwise.


  Anyway, that former lord was judged by the Empire’s law and had their household crushed.


  I don’t know what he did to deserve that, but the Empire would be better off with a large majority of its aristocrats dead.


  I’m on that list as well…


  ‘By the way, Liam.’


  “Yeah?”


  Everything’s proceeding smoothly, with the only thing slowing me down being the negative influences of the former lord.


  Or at least that’s what I thought…


  ‘It’s about your citizens. The migrants didn’t want to be left behind, and have sent a petition to host a Liam Festival. I approved it since it sounded interesting.’


  Wallace says this without batting an eye.


  This must be his payback for dragging him here.


  About the migrants from my territory competing with the locals… Are they dumb?


  They’ve been brought to such a remote place, and yet they’re competing with the locals over who can worship me better? What’s there to even compete over?


  “Rejected! We’re going to have to do something about their distorted view of religion! F*ck it with the aristocrats-are-gods bullsh*t! Absolutely repulsive.”


  If we’re talking about God, then someone like the Guide would fit that description.


  After disconnecting communication with Wallace, I plop down on a chair and lean my head against the backrest.


  “Ahh, this is the worst. Everything else is going well, so this is getting on my nerves more than it should.”


  Now that the call is over; Amagi, who’s been standing beside me quietly, opens her mouth.


  “Master, it’s necessary to invest a lot of time in developing Augur.”


  “You’re right, though I doubt their values will change much during my stay as Deputy. That said, I just need them to remember me as a kind and dependable Deputy while I’m here.”


  Taking into account the entirety of the Empire; Augur, which is now close to the Empire’s border with the Kingdom of Dominion, is quite a distance away from my territory.


  If I were to draw a comparison using my previous life as an example, it would be like the distance between Tokyo and Osaka.


  No, my territory’s also in the countryside. So, it’s more like the distance between Yamaguchi and Aomori.


  Either way, there’s enough distance between us that what’s considered common knowledge here is different from what’s considered common knowledge back in my territory.


  Back there, I’ve rampaged enough to have my name engraved in everyone’s mind. Here, it’s more along the lines of; “Liam? Ahh, I think I’ve heard of him?”


  You don’t bother remembering the names of governors outside your prefecture, right? It’s something like that.


  My fame in the Capital is shooting up, but the farther we are from it, the less I am known.


  That’s why I’ve decided to make a name for myself here as well.


  This may sound old fashioned, but it’ll be like those scenes in delinquent manga where a gang from a different prefecture invades a local town.


  In this case, we’d be the gang that’s invading.


  Of course, we’ll be the ones to emerge victorious.


  I hate losing after all.


  “I’m feeling rather irritated right now, so let’s go vent some anger. Amagi, call the army. It’s time to hunt some pirates.”


  “Understood.”


  The pirates back home no longer approach us, but not many have heard of me here. So, they’re bound to jump on us at every turn.


  Pirates are the type to swarm whenever they see a small fleet wandering around. They’re precious assets that bring me both wealth and fame.


  I’ll hunt as many of them as I can.


  “I’ll make them a part of the spaceport that’s under construction.”


  The wreckage that will be left behind in their wakes should be put to good use.


  Also, my hunch is telling me that I’ll be hitting three birds with one stone this time, instead of the usual two birds.


  ◇


  On that day, terror descended upon the pirates that traveled near Augur.


  “W-who are they!?”


  It came as no surprise that the captain of the pirates was upset.


  His pirate fleet was a large one, numbering in the thousands, and he was notorious enough that none of the aristocrats around here would be willing to fight him.


  He and his pirates had come across a small fleet with a family crest that they had never seen before.


  The designs of the battleships and the mobile knights looked foreign to them, so they treated them like second-hand goods and laughed them off.


  However, after they had engaged them, their ships and mobile knights were being shot down one after another.


  Though they outnumbered the enemy’s fleet, they were being overpowered.


  The pirates turned pale in fear.


  “Captain, we can’t hold on anymore!”


  “L-let’s surrender!”


  With his crews in the bridge confused and disoriented, the captain decided to send a message of surrender to the strange fleet.


  “Contact the enemy. Tell them that we surrender.”


  His crew on the ship were relieved to hear that.


  It was better than being killed, and they thought their opponents would forgive them if they offered up their loot.


  There were many such aristocrats, and most battleships that had family crests on them were their private armies.


  They thought they’d be given a way out, as long as they gave up their treasures.


  However, the mysterious fleet did not stop its attacks. The communication that was sent back showed a young man sitting proudly on a chair with a brazen attitude.


  ‘You’ll give up your treasures, you say?’


  The captain thought he was talking to the descendant of some great aristocrat and thus assumed a humble attitude.


  “Of course. We’ll give you everything we have, my lord.”


  The captain didn’t know who exactly he was speaking to.


  After all, there was no reason for him to remember the name of someone that he normally shouldn’t have met.


  ‘Then fork everything over. Everything, including your lives.’


  With a smile, the young man cut off the communication. The mysterious fleet’s attacks got stronger, sinking the pirate ships one after another.


  “That bastard plans to kill us all!”


  The captain beheld a sight that was like hell on earth.


  The aristocrat’s private army was ruthless as it sank the pirate ships that contained men that were begging for their lives.


  “Why would an aristocrat do this?”


  The aristocrats in this region would have let them go at this point.


  Dealing with a pirate fleet of their size would have caused trouble on their end as well. If given an appropriate sum of money, they would have overlooked the pirates.


  Yet their enemy this time was unrelenting.


  Soon, the captain’s ship was bombarded and blown apart.


  In the midst of it all, the pirate captain murmured, “Who in the world…”


  ◇


  I was able to decimate a decently large pirate group.


  “They latch onto whoever’s traveling in small numbers. Today’s catch was a big one.”


  I’m really pleased that the pirates here take whatever bait is thrown at them.


  I haven’t been earning much as of late because the pirates back home kept fleeing.


  Those pirates should grow some balls.


  Hmm… Should I take the initiative to go after large pirate groups from now on? Huh? That might actually work.


  Those large pirate fleets should have a lot of treasures.


  I should actively hunt them down in the future.


  I’ll have a lot of free time when my training is over, so it should be fine even if they’re a bit far away.


  Klaus, who has been standing next to me, speaks while I’m grinning.


  “Lord Liam, should we collect the debris from the battlefield?”


  “Naturally. Collect everything and bring them to Augur. Also, contact the Seventh Weapons Factory. They probably have a lot of leftovers in their inventory.”


  “The Seventh? Isn’t it better to contact the other Weapons Factories?”


  Klaus recommends the other Weapons Factories over the Seventh which heavily focuses on technology and performance.


  “It’s fine. I’m just buying some gifts.”


  “I feel like that’s all the more reason to contact the other factories…”


  Nias comes over from time to time and nags that she won’t go back until I buy some of their products. So, I’ve been buying them every so often, not to mention that Avid’s maintenance can only be done at the Seventh Weapons Factory.


  That’s why I’ve been employing their services.


  “Just trust me and contact Nias.”


  “–Understood.”


  Klaus relays the order to contact the Seventh Weapons Factory.


  A small window appears in front of me after a little while.


  A sleepy looking Nias gets projected on the screen.


  She must have prepared in quite the hurry, as she hasn’t fixed her bedhead.


  ‘Do you know what time it is, Lord Liam? I barely had a wink of sleep.’


  I check the timezone of the Seventh Weapons Factory. It should still be around noon.


  I thought it’d be fine to call.


  Never did I expect that she’d be asleep.


  “Did you work overnight?”


  ‘No, I was preparing some blueprints as a hobby until a while ago.’


  “A hobby, you say.”


  ‘I’m on vacation! I’ve been staring at blueprints for two days and was finally going to get some sleep!’


  She talks as if I’m the bad one here, but it’s clearly her fault.


  To begin with, all my transactions with the factory have to go through Nias. Which means it’s part of her job regardless of whether she’s on vacation, or not.


  That’s what she’s being paid for after all…


  “You should really just go to sleep.”


  ‘That’s what I was about to do!’


  Klaus holds his face with one hand, perhaps because he’s exasperated by her attitude.


  Having said that, Nias must have really been preparing to go to sleep.


  Her appearance right now lacks any sort of sex appeal, but the sense of daily life that’s overflowing from her arouses me a little. I decide to close my eyes on her disrespectful behavior.


  “All that aside, you have things left over in your inventory, right? I’ll buy them, so send it over to me.”


  ‘Huh? Really?’


  Her eyes change color the moment she hears that I’ll be buying their unsold weapons.


  She’s calculative, but I like how straightforward she is.


  “But do something about their outward appearance. They’ll be gifts, so don’t send over any old models, send the new ones.”


  The reason I went pirate hunting is because I wanted to relieve my stress and secure some materials for building the military base. It also served as a way to curry some favor with the local aristocrats.


  ‘Gifts? If I’m not wrong, Lord Liam was sent to a place near the Kingdom of Dominion, right?’


  “I thought it would be impolite to meet them empty-handed.”


  I’ll be gifting the weapons to local aristocrats that are in trouble.


  ‘I don’t know about sending weapons as gifts, but oh well. If it means emptying our inventory, anything goes I guess.’


  She’s not hiding her true intentions at all, but that’s fine.


  If she was anyone else, I would have had her executed immediately.


  “Make sure to send them over quickly.”
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  ◇


  -At the front lines of the war against the Kingdom of Dominion-


  Calvin, who had been dispatched to serve as the commander-in-chief, was surprised when he heard a certain report from his men.


  All the military personnel were inside a large conference room and discussing strategies to employ against the Kingdom of Dominion.


  “Liam-kun’s at the rear?”


  Calvin was surprised as he had never requested for Liam, and neither had any of the aristocrats and military personnel in his faction.


  The officials that he had brought with him wern’t involved in this either.


  The reason being…


  “How did we allow this to happen!?”


  Calvin never wanted to summon Liam to the battlefield as that was where he shone the brightest.


  Not only had he gained his fame through pirate hunting, he had won numerous battles in the past.


  Calvin didn’t want someone like him to be dispatched as logistical support as he would be stuck with the Kingdom of Dominion in front of him and Liam behind him.


  It was like being pincer attacked on the battlefield.


  While Calvin was thinking about what to do moving forward, a young aristocrat raised his hand and spoke with confidence and enthusiasm.


  “Your Highness the Crown Prince, all we have to do is crush Liam on this battlefield. Let’s have the Kingdom of Dominion go around us and attack Liam.”


  The people around him would agree to his proposal… Or so he had hoped.


  Both the military personnel, and the other aristocrats present on the scene, opposed this plan.


  “Utter foolishness! That would mean having the Kingdom of Dominion pass through the Empire’s territory!”


  “This is why the young ones are no good.”


  “Even if we beat Liam that way, it would all be for naught if we lose to the Kingdom of Dominion and damage His Highness’s reputation.”


  Faced with so much opposition, the young aristocrat looked disgruntled and unconvinced.


  However, Calvin was relieved by the others’ reactions.


  “For now, we must do our best to deal with the Kingdom of Dominion. We’ll keep an eye out, but won’t make any moves yet.”


  Calvin wanted to absolutely avoid fighting against Liam here.


  Gudwar Kingdom Of Dominion


  The Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion had challenged the Algrand Empire.


  As its name implied, the intergalactic nation was one where power meant everything.


  With enough strength, one could climb up the social ladder. But without it, even the royal family would lose its position.


  As such, competition within the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion was fierce, even more so than their wars with other nations.


  However, a prince managed to reorganize the kingdom and launch an attack on the Algrand Empire.


  He was one of the overlord’s many sons, and his status used to be very low.


  Not only was he one of several thousand princes, he was far from the line of succession to the throne.


  Nevertheless, he claimed that “We should not be fighting amongst ourselves. If we are to fight, it should be against foreign forces!”


  His theory was that rather than fighting within the nation over who was strongest, it would be better to attack other countries and expand their territory.


  [Izel] was his name. He used his fists to convince his brothers that he was right, and rapidly moved up the line of succession.


   


  In the Kingdom of Dominion, strength alone determined who had the right to succeed.


  Izel, who was still young, stepped forward for the future of his kingdom and seized the title of Crown Prince with his own hands.


  He was only 200 years old and looked as if he was in his early twenties.


  However, there were a number of scars on his well-trained body.


  There was even a cross shaped wound on his forehead, but as injuries were regarded as marks of honor inside the Kingdom of Dominion, it had not been erased.


  Such a man was leading the Kingdom of Dominion’s fleets, which was around 3 million strong.


  Confronting them was the Algrand Empire and its fleets, numbering around 5 million.


  Inside the command room of the Kingdom of Dominion’s fortress-class flagship, Izel was studying a simplified map of the battlefield.


  “Calvin shouldn’t have much experience on the battlefield, but he’s holding out against us quite well.


  There were many brave warriors around Izel, with most of them being his former rivals that decided to follow him after being defeated.


  Even the regular staff members were trained in some form of martial art, making them look buff and muscular.


  “I thought the Empire’s prince would be weak, but it turns out he has several promising warirors under him.”


  “But their Imperial Army is a mess.”


  “Yes, it’s as if they’re just there to fill the numbers.”


  Izel crossed his arms and analyzed the data he had of the enemy fleet.


  The battleships around Calvin were certainly state-of-the-art, but nearly 40% of the enemy fleet consisted of outdated ships that had been scraped together.


  Their battleships, on the other hand, were all the same model.


  As an intergalactic nation that prioritized strength over all else, they did not face any weapons-related issues.


  Izel stretched his right hand forward.


  “Let us continue defeating the Empire and gain control over a new territory!”


  Under the leadership of Izel, the Kingdom of Dominion’s fleet advanced towards Calvin’s fleet with high morale.


  ◇


  The Guide was also inside the battleship’s bridge where the warriors were getting pumped up.


  (So, this is what’s meant by ‘might makes right’. Really, it’s hard to understand them.)


  He glanced over at Gudwar, whose head was like that of a bright red octopus.


  The reason why the Kingdom of Dominion continued to wage wars was because of Gudwar, who was an existence similar to the Guide.


  The Guide was showing Gudwar a deferential attitude.


  “Wow, you have such reliable pawns. Is Izel, that young man, Gudwar’s favorite ‘at the moment’?”


  Gudwar glared at the Guide.


   


  “What is the meaning of this? I thought I’d get to see a match between warriors that could make my blood boil, but they’re all so disappointing!”


  “E-Even if you say that…”


  With the Kingdom of Dominion on the move, the Guide expected Liam to take part in the war.


  However, he had refused to participate, using his training as an excuse. Calvin was actively keeping Liam away from the battlefield as well.


  For some unknown reason, he was now in the rear, something that the Guide had not foreseen.


  He thought Liam would eventually make his appearance if the Kingdom of Dominion kept pushing forward, but Liam refused to come out.


  Gudwar had been looking forward to seeing the One-Flash in person, but it was taking forever.


  While battles between strong men served as some distraction, it wasn’t the main course he had been waiting for.


  “I want to see Liam! Will my Izel triumph, or will he be killed? I want to see them fight on the battlefield!”


  Growing agitated, Gudwar started slapping the Guide’s cheeks with its octopi tentacles.


  “I-It hurts. Please stop doing that, Gudwar.”


  (How dare he! If I hadn’t lost my strength, I would’ve erased him effortlessly.)


  Gudwar continued to slap both of the Guide’s cheeks and even grabbed his collar while he was at it.


  “Bring him here. Now.”


  “Eh?”


  “Bring Liam to the battlefield! Make him fight against my Izel!”


  “D-Don’t be unreasonable! He’ll erase me the moment I get too close!”


  “I don’t care! Just do it!”


  Izel had the blessing of Gudwar. Unlike with the Guide, Gudwar’s blessings were the real deal.


  The Guide wished to drown Liam in misery, but Gudwar was different.


  He would throw one challenge after another at Izel, giving him rewards whenever he overcame one.


  However, if he couldn’t overcome the challenge, he would lose Gudwar’s grace.


  Not only that, if he grew too strong, Gudwar would get bored of him.


  Being watched over by Gudwar was not always a good thing.


  The current Guide did not have what it took to pacify Gudwar and had to obey his words.


  “O-Okay, okay.”


  “Should’ve agreed from the beginning!”


  Facing Gudwar, who sounded angry, the Guide clenched his fists.


  (—After dealing with Liam, I’ll make sure to erase him.)


  The Guide disappeared from where he was after telling himself that now was not the time.


   


  ◇


  Just as the Kingdom of Dominion’s fleet began moving, Marion arrived at Augur.


  The reason for his late arrival was because he and Liam received their notices at different times.


  This, in turn, was because they had to find replacements for their posts.


  Marion was looking outside with his arms crossed as the spaceship drew near the spaceport built above Augur.


  What he saw was a magnificent spaceport that was still under construction.


  “—He’s a monster like the rumors say. It’ll be hard to find any faults in him now that he’s built such a grand spaceport in this short amount of time.”


  With how sudden the orders were, Marion expected to see a scantily built spaceport.


  As the mastermind behind him was thinking of using that as an excuse to pressure Liam, Marion had been sent as a minion to investigate.


  “Then again, every man has his faults if you look deep enough.”


  He had approached Liam while pretending to be an ally so that he could find out his weakness.


  “This is taking longer than I thought it would.”


  From the very beginning, Marion had been Liam’s enemy.


  When the ship arrived at the mooring of the spaceport, it was docked in place by several arms that extended out.


  The crew onboard gave way as Marion walked towards the spaceship’s exit.


  As an official from the Capital, Marion’s status was higher than the others.


  After all, officials commanded a lot of authority inside the Empire.


  He disembarked and stepped foot inside the spaceport.


  There, he found someone waiting for him.


  It was a knight that served Margrave Olgren.


  From Marion’s perspective, it was a meeting with a knight hailing from the main family.


  “Greetings, Lord Marion. It has been a while.”


  “Did you come all the way here to welcome me?”


  “Yes.”


  Knights and military personnel under Margrave Olgren surrounded him.


  The atmosphere was tense, but from what he knew, they were on his side.


  “I didn’t know you guys were here.”


  The knight smiled.


  “It’s all thanks to Lord Marion who convinced Count Banfield to send support. The Margrave is very pleased.”


  Hearing this, Marion had his doubts. Before he could process it any further, the knights and soldiers around him drew their weapons.


  “—What is this supposed to mean?”


  The smile on the knight’s face vanished, only to be replaced by killing intent.


  It was clear to Marion that he would be attacked if he resisted, so he raised both hands in surrender.


  “Count Banfield is waiting for you.”


  Cold sweat trickled down Marion’s forehead.


  (What’s going on? What has this got to do with Liam-senpai? I haven’t even introduced him to the main family yet!)


  While he had been meeting with the mastermind back in the Capital, Liam had been busy at work as well.


  The knight flashed a dark smile.


  “A change of clothes is in order. What you’re wearing doesn’t fit the Count’s taste.”


  “S-Stop!”


  Marion tried to struggle free with wide eyes, but the female knights seized him.


  ◇


   


  With the construction of the spaceport mostly done, what is there left to do, you may ask.


  The answer is: we must party.


  It matters not that our allies are fighting on the battlefield.


  Besides, there’s something that I’m looking forward to today.


  Although it’s a standing party, we’re taking advantage of the weightlessness to have people on the ceilings and the walls.


  It may appear baffling and somewhat incomprehensible, but it’s a common thing in an intergalactic nation.


  We can accommodate a lot of people since we’re using the walls and ceilings as well.


  Of course, Wallace was the one who prepared this party.


  “Wallace, isn’t this a little plain?”


  I speak to Wallace, who’s in a foul mood.


  He seems to have put quite a bit of thought into this.


  “If we go overboard, the people on the battlefield will come to resent us.”


  “What’s wrong with that? They’re our political rivals anyway.”


  “But we’re all part of the Imperial Army. Don’t you think we’d be in danger as well if we piss them off?”


  Wallace sounds fed up with all this, but the reason why I carried myself all the way to the frontier is because I wanted to sniff around.


  Unfortunately, it doesn’t seem like Calvin was the one who summoned me here. Which means he’s not connected to Madam Annabell.


  How disappointing.


  By the way, the drinks in our glasses are made so as not to fly away, even in zero gravity.


  When I shake the glass, the drink within trembles like jelly.


  The moment it enters my mouth, however, it turns back into liquid.


  After hydrating the inside of my mouth with a couple sips of alcohol, I tell Wallace about what’s to come.


  “It’ll be fine. He’s a talented man after all. Calvin, that is.”


  “What do you mean by that?”


  He must be too busy to set me up, meaning there’s someone else behind Madam Annabell.


  “Calvin has too much on his plate right now to bother with us.”


  “Then who could have sent you here to the frontier? Well, I know it’s Madam Annabell, but Cleo seems to have given his permission. What the heck is hedoing?”


  I turn to face Wallace with a look of sympathy.


  Wallace notices this and asks me angrily, “What is it?! Tell me if you know something!”


  I’d like to tell him to think for himself, but I’ll leave it at that.


  I look towards the entrance of the venue.


  “More importantly, today’s main guest is here. We must be ready to welcome her. Now, follow me!”


  A woman enters the party venue surrounded by escorts.


  She’s wearing a pretty dress, but as the skirt is short, her beautiful, thin legs are visible.


  It’s hard to notice because she usually wears pants, but things become obvious once her shoulders and legs are exposed.
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  Confused, Wallace tilts his head.


  “I think I’ve seen her somewhere.”


  Of course he has.


  Seeing us approach, the woman frowns, not bothering to hide her displeasure.


  “Long time no see, Marion.”


  Upon being called out, Marion the woman, makes a frustrated expression.


  She’s not crossdressing as a woman, or anything.


  Marion’s a woman to begin with.


  She looks away, but Margrave Olgren who’s standing besides her speaks to me.


  He’s a bit more friendly it seems.


  “Thank you for inviting me over, Liam-dono.”


  “To have the Margrave, who protects the border, at my party is my honor.”


  We compliment each other to show the people around us that we’re good friends, but my target audience is Marion.


  —It’s to show her that even without her, my relationship with the Margrave is good.


  The Margrave brings up the topic of the weapons I sent him.


  “Thanks to your support, we’ll be able to form a unit with the newest generation of weapons in a few months and send them as reinforcements to the front lines.”


  “That’s good to hear.”


  Hearing our conversation from the side, Marion shakes with anger and frustration.


  The Margrave glares at her with cold eyes.


   


  “—It seems Marion is indebted to you.”


  “Well, we’ve been hitting it off in the Capital. Isn’t that right, Marion?”


  I smile at her, but she refuses to even face me.


  She must be feeling humiliated by her current appearance.


  —She should be grateful that I’m only going this far, considering what she’s done to pit me against the Lengrand Family.


  The Margrave begins to grumble about Marion.


  “We sent her to the Capital to request for help. Of course, we were also planning on contacting the Banfield Family, but this troublesome girl just went off on her own without prior discussion.”


  Be it the relatives of Margrave Olgren or Viscount Olgren, they’re all staring at Marion with cold eyes.


  It seems to be because Marion acted on her own discretion and ignored the orders from her family and the main family, which was to negogiate with influential aristocrats for support.


  No, she was probably planning on making use of that order as an opportunity to show off her talent, thereby elevating her position inside the Olgren Family.


  Just by doing a little bit of digging around, I was able to get some interesting results.


  Well, to be fair, I wouldn’t have really minded if Margrave Olgren tried to sabotage me.


  I would’ve simply regarded him as an enemy and made use of the Kingdom of Dominion to hit his territory so hard he would never recover.


  I turn to address Marion.


  “Remember what I said when we first met? I asked for your master.”


  With a face full of hatred, Marion raises her right hand against me, but the people around us are quick to react.


  The Margrave’s knights try to suppress Marion, whereas Kukuri and his subordinates get ready to appear from my shadow.


  However, I grab her hand before anything happens.


  “It was fun, Marion. For a small fry, you danced quite well.”


  “…!”


  I let go of her and face the Margrave.


  “Well then, I think it’s about time that we part.”


  “I apologize for the trouble she has caused. How about this, I’ll punish her as Liam-dono sees fit.”


  “No, it’s fine. Rather—I prefer her this way.”


  The Margrave nods and looks at Marion.


  “You better not let Liam-dono’s kindness go to waste.”


  I leave the scene with Wallace in tow, but not before giving Marion one last remark.


  “You look cute in that dress, Marion.”


  “That was quite terrible of you, Liam” Wallace whispers.


  Well, I’m a terrible man to begin with, so I guess he’s not wrong.


  Liam's Right-Hand Man


  At the party venue, Marion was wearing a dress, and expressed her displeasure through a scowl on her face.


  “–Now you’ve done it.”


  She usually had an androgynous appearance, but she was currently attending the party as a beautiful woman.


  Her dress had been prepared by Liam.


  It wasn’t to Marion’s taste, and she didn’t like wearing skirts in the first place.


  Normally, she preferred wearing a suit.


  Liam was chatting away with the guests that had been invited to the party, and she was annoyed seeing Liam in a good mood after being praised for building such a magnificent spaceport.


  (I finally saw a chance at becoming the Family Head, and yet…)


  A girl since birth, Marion wanted to become the Family Head of Viscount Algren’s household.


  Now, however, it had become a thing of the past.


  The Margrave, who was the head of the main family, would never allow Marion to take this position.


  He spoke to Marion without looking in her direction.


  “We sent you to the Capital to ask for support from influential aristocrats. Who told you to meddle in the succession war?”


  Marion’s job had been to request support from powerful aristocrats.


  However, her greed got the better of her.


  “—By requesting cooperation from Liam, we would’ve been drawn in to the succession war regardless.”


  “The Capital isn’t bored enough to bother with the territories near the border. You should have ignored the succession war and focused on other influential aristocrats. You and your ambitious dream have caused so much trouble.”


  Marion had backstabbed Liam for a reason—she had planned on selling a favor during the succession war. Then she could promise immense support to the main family in exchange for her contribution.


  She was thinking of using that to become the next head of the Viscount’s household.


  Rather than receiving support from a Count like Liam, she had been looking for ways in which the main family would receive the support of the Empire itself.


  Unfortunately, the Margrave wasn’t so happy about this.


  “We got the support we needed, yes, but now we owe one to the Banfield Family. If anything happens, he’ll no doubt take advantage of us.”


  The Margrave knew that Liam wouldn’t throw in his support without having his own agenda, and as a matter of course, he was right.


  Everything that Marion had done in the Capital had now gone down the drain.


  Liam was about to leave the venue, and Marion hurriedly tried to give chase.


  When the people around her stepped in to hold her back, she pleaded to the Margrave.


  “Please give me another chance.”


  ◇


  After leaving the venue, I wait for a while in the hallway.


  Moments later, Marion rushes out in her dress.


  Realizing that I was waiting for her, she looks stumped for a second, but quickly tries to regain her composure.


  “—Liam-senpai, I’d like to have a word with you.”


  I lean back on the wall and laugh before giving my guess as to what she has to say.


  “I know. You want to negotiate with me, am I right? And your bargaining chip is the identity of the person who’s moving behind the scenes. I’m not interested in what you want in exchange, but sorry… I already know.”


  “Eh?”


  Marion seems to think I’m bluffing.


  “You do know it’s not the Lengrand Family, right?”


  Behind Marion stands the Lengrand Family, but there’s also someone behind the Lengrand Family.


  Marion must have arrived at this conclusion as well, but what I’m interested in knowing is the mastermind behind even them.


  “A pawn like yourself was probably only informed up to Madam Annabell. With a little bit of thinking, you would’ve also arrived at His Highness Cleo.”


  Cleo was the one who authorized my transfer to the frontier, so logically speaking, his name would pop up.


  But the reason I came all the way here was to identify the true mastermind.


  At first I thought it was Calvin, but being the honor student that he is, it’s unlikely to be him.


  Marion stares at me in surprise.


  “You knew?”


  “I just digged around for information about who could be behind Madam Annabell, and I got the answer. So, who did you think the mastermind was? Oh, it’s not His Highness Cleo by the way. I was the one who told him to send me to the frontier.”


  “—Why?”


  From the beginning, the information that Marion had was of no value.


  “Why? Well, it was more convenient that way.”


  To begin with, Cleo had been the one to consult with me about the Lengrand Family.


  I pass by Marion as she looks down.


  “It’s your fault for thinking that you can lead me around by the nose. You might have been able to become the head of the Viscount’s household if you had just stuck to your orders—it’s truly unfortunate.”


  Triggered by my words, Marion throws a punch at me.


  I take a step back to avoid her attack.


  Black shadows appear from the ceiling, the walls, and the floor, holding Marion down with knives pointed towards her.


  They’re Kukuri’s men.


  Slowly, Kukuri also appears from my shadow.


  Witnessing Kukuri and his subordinates, Marion’s eyes shoot open.


  “A Black Ops?”


  She sounds surprised by how skilled they are.


  While Kukuri and his tribesmen did struggle during that one particular fight against Calvin, they possess outstanding abilities that put them a cut above the others.


  “Return her to the venue without killing her.”


  That would serve as a greater punishment for Marion.


  ◇


  Around that time, the Calvin Faction was told of the line-up for Liam’s fleet.


  More so than Liam himself, they had a problem with one of his subordinates.


  Calvin narrowed his eyes.


  “I see. Klaus, Liam’s right-hand man, is here.”


  Calvin held Klaus in high regards, and for good reasons too.


  During the large war with the United Kingdoms, Klaus had been the Deputy Commander.


  For those that didn’t participate in the war, it was as if Klaus had taken command in place of Liam and Cleo.


  This was an upsetting news to the Calvinist aristocrats.


  “The man who hunted down the United Kingdoms in a short period of time.”


  “He’s said to have obliterated them without mercy.”


  “By bringing such a man with him, is he seriously trying to bring us down?”


  Klaus’s name was more well known to his enemies than his allies.


  Calvin couldn’t relax with Klaus at their rear.


  (With such a monstrous tactician watching us from the back, our soldiers would be too wary to fight properly.)


  Even he couldn’t predict what a tactician like Klaus would do.


  After all, Klaus was someone who brought the war to an end in an extremely short amount of time, bringing home a victory when everyone thought it’d last much longer.


  Not only that, he used the battlefield to clean up the Calvinist aristocrats within the fleet.


  For Calvin and his allies, Klaus was a highly dangerous knight.


  Worse yet, he couldn’t recruit this capable knight to their side.


  Many Calvinist aristocrats had been slain by his hands. As such, the others would not approve of Klaus’s entry into their faction.


  Calvin and his men came to the decision that they should be more vigilant of their rear, not noticing that a group of young aristocrats were gathered in one corner of the conference room.


  ◇


  “His Highness the Crown Prince is acting too afraid of Liam!”


  The young aristocrats gathered at the table were dissatisfied of Calvin’s attitude towards Liam, which they deemed cowardly.


  This group mostly consisted of young lords that just succeeded their households and representatives dispatched by influential aristocrats.


  A showy aristocrat put forth a proposal while he played with his bangs.


  “Rather than allowing Liam to do as he pleases, wouldn’t it be more interesting to have him clash with the Kingdom of Dominion?”


  The young aristocrats looked at one another after hearing the proposal.


  “But His Highness already rejected that plan.”


  “We’re not going to make it too obvious. We’ll lure the Kingdom of Dominion’s army and have them strike at our weak point. Then, we’ll purposely be slow in sending reinforcements, giving them the opportunity to break through and infiltrate.”


  One person noticed something as he was listening to the showy aristocrat’s plan.


  “Then does that mean the decoys would have to fight the Kingdom of Dominion seriously? Will we not be informing them of this plan?”


  “Our enemies have beast-like instincts. We’d need decoys who’d fight to the bitter end.”


  In other words, they’d be throwing their allies under the bus.


  The operation that Calvin had refused was going to be carried out by the young aristocrats.


  The Guide was also present at the scene.


  “Good, they’ll guide us to where Liam is. Let’s tell Gudwar about this and have his favorite prince take the lead in attacking. Hmm, but as things stand, these guys would probably forgo laying down the groundwork for this plan. Which means that Calvin would notice them sooner or later. —I guess I have to get involved.”


  In order to fulfill Gudwar’s request, the Guide decided to help the young aristocrats in their plan by keeping Calvin in the dark.


  The Guide watched on with cold eyes as the young aristocrats got riled up.


  “—You really think that’s enough to deal with Liam? They’re a useless bunch through and through.”


  Our plan will definitely work!


  The Guide was fed up by how optimistic these aristocrats were.


  ◇


  -Inside the bridge of the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion’s flagship-


  Gudwar was waiting for the Guide’s return, feeling deeply unsatisfied.


  Just as he was wondering when his favorite Izel would get to be deployed onto the battlefield, the bridge came to life as an intelligence officer of the Kingdom of Dominion arrived with some new information.


  Even Izel felt excited by this piece of news.


  “Klaus? THE Klaus Sera Monto is on the battlefield?”


  Klaus’ name had spread to even Izel, but he’d collected his information from the United Kingdoms, not the Empire.


  Izel’s subordinates were also thrilled.


  “I heard he’s a fierce man who crushed the United Kingdoms.”


  “Isn’t he a tactician though?”


  “That doesn’t matter. A man of such caliber should have some strong warriors under him.”


  Klaus, the man who one-sidedly beat up the United Kingdoms.


  Izel couldn’t help but express his excitement from hearing this knight’s name being mentioned.


  “I was starting to think that Calvin’s head wouldn’t be enough. However, with a bigshot like him, things have changed. So, where’s Klaus-dono?”


  The intelligence officer told them what he knew.


  “Rather than the front lines, he’s situated at the rear where a base is currently under construction.”


  “He’s not on the front lines? Why? With a knight like him, isn’t it common sense to place him on the front lines?”


  The members of the Kingdom of Dominion believed Klaus was more suitable as the commander than Calvin.


  It was baffling to them that Klaus wasn’t the one leading the fleet.


  The intelligence officer went on to report where Klaus was.


  “He’s located behind a fleet that seems unusually weak.”


  Izel came to an ephiphany after hearing that.


  “—So that’s his plan. He intends to lure us in before hitting us.”


  Deliberatly luring their fleet deeper into the Empire.


  Izel’s advisor cracked his neck.


  “Klaus, the man that trampled on the United Kingdoms, will be waiting for us once we take the bait. —It’s not a bad strategy. Izel-sama, what shall we do?”


  Izel closed his eyes and smiled.


  Then, his eyes shot open, and he raised his right hand forward.


  “There’s but one course of action! If there’s a trap, we just have to push forward!”


  No need for strategies!


  That was essentially Izel’s message, but his men showed great excitement over being told that they’d be attacking.


  Gudwar was watching everything transpire in the bridge, his octopi legs wriggling in anticipation.


  “Fufufufufufu! So, there’s a strong man like him. Liam and Klaus—the Empire has a lot of powerful guys as well! I’m looking forward to it~”


  Gudwar couldn’t wait to see Izel fighting against Liam and Klaus.


  As a cherry on top, people would die in the hundreds of millions along the way.


  It was an irresistible temptation for Gudwar.


  ◇


  At Augur’s spaceport, Klaus, who was working in his office, felt a strange chill.


  “I’ve been getting the chills lately. Am I just tired?”


  Klaus often suffered from Liam’s unreasonable behaviors, but normally, his days would finish after a round of serious work.


  Today was as normal as all the others.


  Lately, however, a feeling of unpleasantness had been surrounding him.


  “Is it because I got assigned to a planet near the front lines? I want to go home soon.”


  Klaus didn’t want to be the Head Knight. He just hoped for the peaceful days to continue.


  He knew himself that his abilities weren’t outstanding.


  He wasn’t particularly fond of fighting either, and he still couldn’t believe he was given the title of Head Knight by the Banfield Family.


  “I can head back once Lord Liam’s training is over. Three, no if nothing happens, then in two years I’ll be able to return safely.”


  When he first heard Liam saying that he would be heading to the frontier, Klaus was worried about what the future held for him, but he was now getting confident that everything would end peacefully this time.


  However, the unpleasant feeling wasn’t disappearing.


  “—Let’s just focus on work.”


  He received a report from his subordinate just as he was about to finish up for the day and leave.


  ‘Klaus-sama, the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion’s army is on the move! A large fleet is headed towards Augur!’


  Klaus gazed far into the distance with hollow eyes.


  (So this is what that unpleasant feeling was about.)


  However, reflected in his subordinate’s eyes was the figure of a Head Knight who was calm and collected.


  A massive fleet is approaching, but he’s so calm about it! The Head Knight is amazing!


  That was the kind of expression on his subordinate’s face.


  “I’ll report this to Lord Liam myself. Get the army ready to sortie, and don’t forget to start collecting information.”


  ‘Yes, sir!’


  Klaus got to work with a heavy heart.


  Battle Against The Kingdom Of Dominion


  Allied ships are gathering at the spaceport above planet Augur one after another, and I’m inside the bridge of the mothership overseeing the situation with a look of frustration…


  “’Your plans are brilliant. Knowing this, we would like to confront you head-on, and we intend to break through-Crown Prince Izel of the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion.’ —Klaus, you seem to be held in high regards.”


  That’s the reason behind my frustration, Klaus is standing out more than I am.


  He’s made a name for himself by playing an active role in the war against the United Kingdoms, and it seems like he’s especially popular in the Kingdom of Dominion.


  —How come Klaus gets to be a celebrity?! What about me?!


  Also, he’s being treated as someone who’s more important than Calvin!


  Basically, I’m irritated by our enemies’ reaction.


  Klaus stares far into the distance.


  “That’s because Lord Liam wasn’t there during our battle with the United Kingdoms. We can spread Lord Liam’s name through this war.”


  I didn’t participate last time because I didn’t think it was worth it against an enemy like the United Kingdoms, but now I’ve come to regret my decision a little.


  He’s right though.


  I’m really glad I put him by my side.


  He’s always there to give me decent advice. If it was Tia or Marie, they’d be shouting “I’ll go kill them!” without offering any real solution to the situation.


  It was the right choice to make Klaus my Head Knight.


  “You’re right. Make sure that Avid’s ready to head out. Oh, and how are things going with the fleet?”


  “All thirty thousand ships from the Banfield Family are ready to sortie, but the Major General who’s leading the fleet of the Imperial Army has refused to heed the call, saying that they must remain behind to defend Augur.”


  So now that the Kingdom of Dominion’s massive fleet is approaching, he’s busy securing an escape route instead of preparing for battle.


  Well, with only 3,000 ships, it makes sense that he’s feeling insecure.


  If I were in his shoes, I would’ve run as well.


  Klaus waits for my orders.


  “—Keep a record of their rejection.”


  “You won’t have them participate in the battle?”


  “I don’t need them. Besides, they’ll only get in our way. Connect me with the fleet under my command.”


  Many small windows appear around me, and the officer-class soldiers serving under the Banfield Family are projected onto the screens.


  I’ll be giving a speech to my subordinates, but normally, speeches given by people at the top tend to be long and unbearable.


  They try to be funny by cracking jokes, but when they fail, they are faced with insincere laughs that are done out of courtesy.


  Then again, people that enjoy giving speeches are happy with that because they get a sense of power from it.


  As for me, I don’t really care about what I say or how I convey my message. I’ll make sure that my subordinates put in effort proportional to their salaries, meaning they’d have to go along with my speech with a smile plastered on their faces.


  “Your arms must be getting rusty doing nothing else besides pirate hunting. Well, I have good news for you all. The folks over at the Kingdom of Dominion have decided to head towards us. Their target isn’t me, but Klaus over here.”


  Klaus maintains a blank expression.


  Ignoring what my subordinates have to say, I continue my speech.


  There’s no need for me to confirm whether or not they’re listening.


  If they aren’t, it’s their fault. It’s not as if I have anything important to say.


  Saying “Let’s do our best!” only works for a handful of people at the top. Most of the time, they don’t even realize that they’re failing.


  Things might be a bit different if I were to give a great speech, but I don’t plan on giving one.


  As long as I can have my sense of satisfaction, nothing else matters.


  “Waiting doesn’t suit our taste. Hence, we will be going on an all-out assault.”


  Seeing the soldiers salute, I get the impression that they want me to wrap things up quickly.


  But don’t rush me!


  It feels kind of unpleasant, so I decide to ignore them and continue my speech.


  I’ll drone on about some meaningless things!


  “Our enemy this time is the Kingdom of Dominion, and they’ve invaded the Empire without proper cause! We must punish them for what they’ve done! —Now, have a look of Augur.”


  Just in time, a minitature 3D holographic projection of Augur appears in front of me.


  I place my hand beneath the image of Augur to make it seem like the planet’s fate is in my hands.


  “This is a planet that I’m taking care of. In other words, it’s my territory at the moment! While I’m just a deputy here, an aristocrat must protect his territory!”


  Of course, that’s a big fat lie.


  The aristocrats tend to be the first to flee when the winds are not blowing in their favor.


  “You are my subordinates, my swords and shields!”


  I’m comparing them swords and shields with the intention of using them like tools.


  “Obey my words and don’t go against them, for I will bring you victory! Know that this planet will be overrun by the enemies the moment you decide to flee. We must not allow that to happen!”


  These guys must think I’m a great lord, who doesn’t abandon his territory even as a deputy, but my true intention lies somewhere else.


  I’ve invested so much time and resources into Augur, and I will not allow it to be robbed from me.


  I honestly don’t care about the residents of Augur, but it’s a sin to overrun a territory that I rule!


  And it’s not like I can lose.


  I’ve been blessed by the Guide, so it’s physically impossible for me to lose.


  In addition, the School of One Flash must never face defeat.


  I must let everyone know that it’s the strongest.


  “Spread my name to the Kingdom of Dominion. Let them know who’s the strongest!”


  The soldiers listening do not budge.


  —Well, I sort of expected this.


  They’re probably wondering when this speech will end.


  Some might even be saying, “Can’t you just send a message?” inside their head.


  At least that would have been my reaction if I were the one listening.


  We don’t have much time, so I guess I’ll leave it at that for today.


  “—All forces, forward! Crush the Kingdom of Dominion’s fleet!”


  Under my order, the fleet begins to move.


  ◇


  The Kingdom of Dominion was advancing towards Augur, but the Empire’s fleet that stood in its path was stuck in its position as orders weren’t coming down from headquarters or Calvin.


  The commander was at his wit’s end.


  “What is headquarters doing!? The enemy is right before our eyes!”


  To be fair, the enemy fleet wasn’t visible yet, but according to the information that they gathered they were rapidly approaching. They would soon be in range where the two sides could become embroiled in combat.


  From what they knew, the enemy fleet numbered around 600,000.


  The Kingdom of Dominion couldn’t bring their entire army with them as the rest of their fleet was in confrontation with the Imperial Army in some other places.


  Nevertheless, the Kingdom of Dominion had brought 600,000 ships to strike somewhere with less than 100,000 ships standing guard.


  Calvin, the Commanding General, wasn’t there, and neither were any of the important bases.


  Augur was still in development, so the Imperial Army didn’t expect their enemy to take it too seriously.


  “So they want Klaus-dono’s head over His Highness Calvin’s.”


  Klaus, Liam’s right-hand man, had earned a decisive victory against the United Kingdoms. He was well known even within the Imperial Army.


  His tactics were worth learning from, and his fame in the army was growing day by day.


  With a fleet numbering less than 100,000, the commander wondered what to do.


  “How’s the request for reinforcement?”


  The operator that answered the commander looked like he was about to cry.


  “I’ve been calling them since earlier, but the noise is so great that I can’t contact them.”


  Why couldn’t they connect? Were they being intercepted by the enemy?


  If that was the case, the Kingdom of Dominion’s response was too quick.


  Another possibility was that their allies were surrounded. In that case, fleeing could result in their annihilation.


  “Continue to request for reinforcements! The headquarters should be aware of what’s happening too!”


  With such a big movement from the enemy fleet, there was no way that they wouldn’t notice.


  Normally, headquarters would have already sent reinforcements or ordered for a withdrawal.


  The commander couldn’t figure out how this was happening.


  However, he knew how the aristocrats were and came up with a certain theory.


  (Once our line of defense is breached, they’ll be able to reach planet Augur. Are the aristocrats planning on using us like sacrificial pawns?)


  The military was aware of the conflict between Calvin and Liam.


  It was then that he realized they had been drawn into the political war.


  An alarmed shout came from one of the operators.


  “The enemy fleet has warped out! T-there’s more of them than we expected!”


  The commander swung his fist down onto his armrest.


  “All men—”


  He was about to order his men to earn as much time as possible when a different operator shouted with a voice that contained some excitement.


  “Allied troops have warped in! Their number—30,000! T-that family crest!”


  Allied troops warped in one after another from behind and continued to move forward without stopping.


  They passed through the Imperial Army and went into formation as they passed.


  The way they moved was enough to convince the Commander that they were a highly organized fleet.


  A highly organized fleet that wasn’t a part of the Imperial Army.


  Very few aristocrats had private fleets of such quality, and it was rare even among the Calvinists.


  However, the Commander recalled which force resided behind them.


  “It’s the Banfield Family!”


  Mixed with some noise, Liam’s figure was projected onto a screen, but the background was slightly peculiar.


  “He’s inside the cockpit of a mobile knight?!”


  Hearing the surprise in the Commander’s voice, Liam smirked and laughed.


  ‘So, you guys are still alive. Good—then follow my lead. Klaus will issue all the orders.’


  The communication was cut off afterwards.


  Even as an aristocrat, one would have to go through several procedures before having the right to order around the Imperial Army.


  The crew inside the bridge all turned towards the Commander.


  While looking like he had swallowed a bitter pill, the Commander ordered the operators to contact the Banfield Family’s flagship.


  He had come to the conclusion that they would face annihilation under his leadership.


  “Not like we can put up much of a fight with a fleet like this one.”


  As priority wasn’t given to the Imperial Army, its fleet was lacking in terms of training and quality of weaponry. It was essentially a fleet of only numbers.


  The Commander was deep in thought.


  (Were we positioned here to be thrown away from the beginning?)


  ◇


  Inside the bridge of the Banfield Family’s flagship, Klaus was issuing orders left and right.


  “Have the Imperial Army serve as support!”


  (NoWayNoWayNoWayNoWay!!! With a fleet like that, the Kingdom of Dominion would simply melt them!!!)


  Knowing the firepower of the Imperial Army, he hurriedly decided to gear them towards support, hoping that they could keep the enemy somewhat in check.


  “All mobile knights are to sortie while we charge towards the enemy fleet! Don’t let Lord Liam head out, and even if he does, it has to be later! Members of his Personal Guards, don’t let Lord Liam head out!”


  (Why the heck is the Commander-in-Chief aboard a mobile knight?! Charging straight towards the Kingdom of Dominion is madness!!!)


  His head was a mess as he gave out orders.


  Liam’s command had been exceedingly simple.


  It was “charge”, which was becoming a signature move of the Banfield Family.


  Liam’s strategy was to charge at the enemy general with their entire force.


  (There’s no way that will work! We’d lose even against a normal army, not to mention we’re facing off against the Kingdom of Dominion this time!)


  ‘Only their army is legit!’ was the reputation of the Kingdom of Dominion.


  It was hard to understand their nation’s culture, but one thing was clear. It was that their army was the real deal.


  Yet Liam was thinking of charging straight ahead against such an opponent.


  Klaus received a call from one of the Personal Guards.


  ‘We’ve failed you, Klaus-sama.’


  “Hm?”


  ‘Lord Liam pushed us away and set out after saying I’ll spearhead the charge.’


  “Huh?”


  He looked to the front and found a lone mobile knight standing in front of the Banfield Family’s fleet.


  The large shields mounted on its shoulders clearly indicated that it was Avid.


  Klaus’s cheeks twitched.


  (WHAT ARE YOU DOING LORD LIAAAAAAAAM!!! —There’s no saving this anymore.)


  —Klaus was glad he wrote down his will beforehand.


  ◇


  It feels nostalgic sitting inside Avid’s cockpit.


  “I haven’t had much chance to ride you recently.”


  Avid’s engine groans as if to reply.


  It couldn’t display its full potential against pirates, so it hasn’t had a turn as of late.


  Even if it had the chance, the battle would end in the blink of an eye, so Avid probably hasn’t had its fill of rampaging.


  As I grab onto the control stick, the enemy fleet and their mobile knights appear on the monitor.


  With the Banfield Family’s fleet about to charge into the enemy fleet, concentrated attacks rain down on Avid which is at the forefront.


  A barrage of lasers and shells from enemy battleships and mobile knights are flung our way, but they either get dispersed or blown away before reaching Avid.


  Avid continues its advance as if nothing has happened.


  “Your performance has gone up again. Rejoice Avid—against the Kingdom of Dominion, you may have to take things seriously.”


  With glowing eyes, Avid wields a laser blade in its hand and swings it down upon an enemy battleship that is several kilometers away.


  In space, a few kilometers is considered a close range, but it’s not a distance that a laser blade can cover.


  Usually, that is.


  “Avid, let’s show the Kingdom of Dominion who we are. Let us etch our names in their minds and tell them who’s the strongest inside the Empire!”


  The output behind Avid’s swing makes the blade of light follow the path of the slash like a folding fan that has been opened.


  Not only does it bisect the enemy ship, three mobile knights get dragged into it and are obliterated.


  The explosion of the enemy ship generates a large amount of debris that gets scattered around, with some hitting Avid’s force field and illuminating brightly.


  With Avid smashing apart a battleship, the Kingdom of Dominion’s attention lands on us.


  “Liam Sera Banfield. Come, I’ll face all of you.”


  Using its left hand, Avid makes a c’meregesture, provoking hostile mobile knights into rushing at us in flocks.


  Although their basic abilities seem to be higher than that of the Imperial Army, they’re still too predictable.


  When an interesting number of them has gathered, Avid hacks them all down with the laser blade.


  Dozens of mobile knights blow up into flames, and from behind Avid, the allied forces begin attacking the Kingdom of Dominion’s fleet.


  “Members of the Kingdom of Dominion, make sure to entertain me.”


  A number of magic circles appear behind Avid, and various weapons emerge from within.


  They’re fired simultaneously, destroying all the surrounding enemies.


  —I’ll make sure none of you forget my name.


  Liam Vs. Izel


  The formation of the Kingdom of Dominion’s army was collapsing under Avid’s assault.


  However, in the grand schemes of things, it meant very little. There was virtually no way for a troop of 30,000 to charge into an army of 600,000 and emerge victorious.


  The Kingdom of Dominion’s target was the Imperial Army which numbered at 100,000—and of course, Klaus, who was waiting behind them on planet Augur.


  Indeed, Klaus was the Kingdom of Dominion’s ultimate target.


  It was neither Calvin nor Liam, but Klaus.


  As for why, it had to do with Klaus being a very capable knight.


  Defeating him would guarantee fame and glory.


  It would be like a local celebrity becoming a national sensation.


  Not only that, if Klaus were to be defeated it would be a massive loss for the Imperial Army in terms of human resource, or so the Kingdom of Dominion thought.


  A knight like Klaus who could lead a fleet consisting of millions to victory was extremely valuable, and someone like him could not be easily replaced.


  Hence, the Kingdom of Dominion was shocked to learn that the Banfield Family’s fleet was moving under the command of Klaus.


  Izel, who was inside the ship’s bridge, was astonished by Klaus’ assault.


  “With only 30,000 ships, he’s challenging our fleet which numbers at 600,000? I was under the impression that he’d be the strategic type, but it seems he’s more of a fierce warlord.”


  His eyes were sparkling, showing how highly he thought of Klaus the knight.


  The Kingdom of Dominion had just declared that they would be breaking through their line of defense, and yet Klaus had stepped forth himself to confront them.


  More than anything else—


  “To use his master as a pawn if it means victory—I like it! A knight, no, a general like him is wasted on the Empire!”


  —Izel couldn’t help but desire Klaus.


  He didn’t like how Klaus was being treated as a knight and a vassal under Liam when he had defeated the United Kingdoms.


  The strong should be given a position proportional to their strength.


  That was Izel’s philosophy.


  It was then that one of his subordinates made a report.


  “Speaking of his lord, Count Banfield is on his mobile knight and causing great damage to our army.”


  “He falls short of Klaus-dono, but he’s a wonderful knight as well. He’s a worthy opponent for our army! The name of the Banfield Family will be engraved in my heart.”


  A powerful knight—that was the extent of his evaluation towards Liam.


  However, unexpected news began to arrive in rapid succession.


  “Your Highness Izel! Lord Hajiteme, one of the Twelve Heavens under your command, has fallen in battle!”


  “What?”


  The Twelve Heavens were knights that Izel had collected, and they were fierce warriors that had fought with him on the battlefield.


  They represented the cornerstones of his army and were first-class knights that had slaughtered countless enemies.


  As they were bestowed the newest model of mobile knights crafted by the Kingdom of Dominion, they weren’t ones to be easily killed.


  Izel raised the corners of his mouth.


  “Who killed him?”


  “Liam Sera Banfield!”


  The people around Izel looked at one another—and grinned.


  “He’s strong.”


  “Keeping him as a Count is almost wasteful.”


  “If I were a few years younger, I would have gotten rid of him myself.”


  Everyone was excited at the appearance of a powerful foe.


  Izel spread his arms and said, “We have ourselves a strong enemy! Let me deal with him personally!”


  Contrary to expectations, none of the crew on board tried to stop their commander, who declared that he’d head out. Instead, they cheered him on.


  “His Highness Izel is heading out!”


  “The strongest warrior of our kingdom is joining the battle!”


  “Notify the entire army!”


  The Kingdom of Dominion was raring to go.


  The ship’s monitors were featuring Avid as it defeated the Kingdom of Dominion’s mobile knights one after another.


  ◇


  I’ve noticed something while running around the battlefield riding Avid.


  “The Kingdom of Dominion, what a peculiar bunch they are.”


  They’re treated like the Shimazu clan, or better yet the samurais of the Kamakura period, and I can see why.


  Avid grabs an enemy mobile knight with its left hand, crushes it, and proceeds to throw it away.


  As it does so, more enemies flock towards us.


  Avid cuts them down with its blade, but even more of them are flocking to us.


  Despite being shown the overwhelming difference in performance, the mobile knights of the Kingdom of Dominion are still charging at us.


  Avid kicks the head of a mobile knight that’s approaching and shoots through its cockpit.


  A number of magic circles materialize behind Avid, and muzzles aimed at our enemies make their appearance.


  Enemies are being destroyed left and right around Avid, yet the enemies just keep coming.


  Pirates would’ve run away by now.


  “Is it because they’re aware that they have the numerical advantage? Still, aren’t they afraid?”


  With its laser blade, Avid slices apart an approaching mobile knight, and we leave the scene of the battle.


  After shaking off the enemies that try to chase after Avid who has a large body, I call forth our hidden card.


  “I can’t be bothered with you cannon fodders any longer. Avid—Connect.”


  ‘Connected.’


  A huge magic circle appears behind Avid as its eyes glow brighter than before.


  A giant battleship, which is in fact Avid’s main body, emerges from the magic circle.


  Avid merges with the giant battleship and intercepts the enemies that are flocking over with the weapons installed on the ship.


  The giant battleship then begins to change its appearance, and takes on a humanoid form.


  This is the hidden card that I used to destroy the Berkeley Family.


  “Blow them all away.”


  Attacks pour forth from every part of the battleship, which has now assumed a humanoid form, destroying enemy knights and battleships in its vicinity.


  With its massive arm, it’s swinging down its blade on enemy ships that try to get near us.


  The Kingdom of Dominion is concentrating its attacks on Avid, but Avid’s made of rare metals like adamantine and orichalcum. They often appear in games, and armor made out of these metals aren’t easy to penetrate.


  The armor around its chest opens up, revealing a vast amount of energy that has been accumulating there.


  “Discharge.”


  With that signal, Avid fires off the gun in its chest and sweeps it across the battlefield.


  Even the most distant enemies are swept away by the beam that’s unleashed.


  An overwhelming difference in performance.


  That is what it means to be strong.


  “You guys were never a match for me to begin with!”


  While laughing hysterically inside the cockpit, I notice a mobile knight that’s weaving past all the attacks coming from Avid’s body.


  It’s avoiding attacks from optical weapons, such as beams and lasers, and dodging missiles thrown its way.


  It’s movements are rather ridiculous, leaving only a trail of light in its wake.


  The path of light becomes exceedingly complicated, and just as I’m wondering whether it’ll get tangled up, I realize that the enemy is right before us.


  The person inside the mobile knight, that’s rapidly approaching Avid, announces his name through an open transmission.


  ‘I’m Crown Prince Izel of the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion! I request a one-on-one against Count Liam Sera Banfield!’


  With Izel declaring his name and requesting to duel, a lot of people might think a great opportunity has rolled in for me, but it really hasn’t.


  This is too unnatural of a situation.


  Why did the Crown Prince decide to appear before me?


  I was originally thinking of rushing to the place where the enemy commander might be and winning the war by defeating him, and yet the Crown Prince is here?


  He’s the enemy commander, you know?


  Not only that, said enemy commander has requested a duel.


  It almost sounds like a joke.


  “A one-on-one? Against me? Don’t get cocky.”


  The enemy is being so stupid here than it’s actually frightening.


  Can’t he tell the difference in our strength?


  Is he only a Crown Prince in name?


  Or maybe he’s just a look alike?


  I never thought I’d encounter an enemy where common sense doesn’t apply at all.


  ‘You want me to first prove myself? I don’t see why not.’


  Izel’s mobile knight is carrying a lance with a sharp, conical tip.


  He swings it sideways and makes a pose.


  ‘If it’s against you, I can display my full power! This is my—’


  “Oh, shut up.”


  Explosions occur as Avid fires beams and missiles at Izel.


  What kind of a naive fool does one have to be to declare his name on the battlefield?


  From the looks of it, the Kingdom of Dominion is no good as well.


  While I’m harboring such thoughts, Izel’s mobile knight appears from within the explosion.


  But there’s something off about its size.


  It seems bigger than before.


  ‘How petty you are to interrupt somone while he’s speaking.’


  “Ah?”


  There are some changes to the appearance of Izel’s mobile knight.


  It previously took on a humanoid form, but there are six extra arms sticking out from its back now.


  In addition to the increased size, Izel’s mobile knight now has a grand total of eight arms, and his spear is pointed towards Avid.


  Other than his spear, each one of his eight arms are carrying different weapons.


  ‘The ruler of the Kingdom of Dominion is the strongest, and the title of Crown Prince is borne by the warrior who can take up that mantle.’


  I was wondering what he had to say.


  Turns out he’s just saying he’s the strongest.


  “Isn’t that just inside your kingdom? The title of the strongest belongs to the School of One Flash—to Master Yasushi, my teacher.”


  ‘I’ve heard rumors about One-Flash. If you have that much to say about your school—prove it!’


  The mobile knight that Izel is on begins moving more quickly than ever before.


  So quick in fact, that Avid, with its huge body, cannot catch up to it.


  Avid pours down attacks as if to swat away an annoying fly, but none of them are hitting Izel and his mobile knight.


  “You little…!”


  ‘Fuhahaha! As expected of my favorite mobile knight! It’s the strongest!’


  Powerful attacks are thrown our way from each of Izel’s eight weapons.


  The spear that he throws has increased penetration due to the spin that it carries, and it pierces through Avid’s armor.


  “No way!”


  Avid’s armor is made of rare metals.


  It’s hard to believe that it could be breached.


  Another weapon that’s shaped like a ring multiplies itself midair after being thrown and slashes against Avid’s armor.


  Batteries, missile launch pads, and lenses for optical weapons installed in various parts of Avid’s body are destroyed by the attacks, then an alarm goes off inside the cockpit.


  ‘All the weapons equipped on my mobile knight are from the ancient era, not to mention the mobile knight itself was built using advanced ancient technology.’


  In other words, the mobile knight that Izel is on is a crytallization of ancient technology that can no longer be manufactured.


  ◇


  The Guide was thrilled.


  “A product of ancient technology that can’t be replicated in modern times—splendid! Its performance is definitely above Avid’s!”


  Avid was one heck of a humanoid weapon, but Izel’s mobile knight was even beyond that.


  It possessed a performance higher than that of Avid.


  Gudwar was also watching the battle next to the Guide, and his octopi legs were swelling up in anticipation.


  “I prepared that mobile knight just for Izel. He’s my best masterpiece yet.”


  The best masterpiece.


  To forge Izel, countless battles had been waged.


  For Izel, tens of thousands, hundred of thousands, nay, hundreds of millions were sacrificed.


  An environment where he could be forged.


  An environment where he could grow.


  Battlefields and rivals.


  Many a life had to be forfeited.


  Nevertheless, Izel managed to survive on the deadly battlefields arranged for him by Gudwar, he was the real deal.


  Other warriors behind him perished on the dangerous battlefields that had been prepared for them.


  Gudwar was excited.


  “I’ll make Izel my first chess piece once this battle is over. He’ll be the first to become one.”


  A warrior that Gudwar raised and favored.


  Izel was the product of that very ideal.


  It was no wonder when he was so strong.


  The Guide smiled, a crescent moon hanging on his mouth.


  He didn’t stop there and laughed while applauding.


  Watching Avid being dismantled was an irresistible sight for him.


  “EXCELLENTOOO! Finally, Liam’s end is near!”


  Gudwar praised Liam as well.


  “He’s a decent warrior too. A warrior who contributed in completing Izel.”


  Liam was being evaluated as a bonus stage for Izel, almost as if his life existed for that very purpose—and that was truly how Gudwar saw him.


  The Guide couldn’t stop laughing.


  “How’s that, Liam! Your opponent’s a strong one, and he possesses ancient weapons to boot! Even you and Avid cannot come out on top against him!”


  Avid was falling apart on the battlefield as the Guide and Gudwar were overseeing it all.


  ◇


  The Banfield Family’s fleet was in a state of emergency.


  ‘Avid’s damage has exceeded 30%!’


  ‘It’s a red alert!’


  ‘We can’t seem to damage the enemy knight!’


  Klaus also faltered seeing Liam and Avid, a duo that had never lost before, struggle against their opponent.


  However, as his deputy, it would be problematic for him to lose his cool.


  “Calm down! Immediately have Lord Liam recalled from the battlefield. I’ll disguise as him and buy time for him to retreat.


  Klaus wanted to immediately have Liam retreat from the battlefield.


  He wasn’t saying this out of loyaly.


  If Liam were to die here, problems will sprout up without end.


  There was the matter of the Banfield Family not having a descendent, and besides that, the faction war between Cleo and Calvin was still ongoing.


  If Liam perished here, chaos would ensue inside the Empire.


  Not that it would be any less chaotic with him alive, of course.


  (As long as Lord Liam is alive, the Banfield Family will not fall.)


  The Banfield Family’s fleet still remained standing, and there were other knights besides himself who were even better than him. So, there wouldn’t be any problems in terms of human resources either.


  As extreme as it may sound, everyone else besides Liam was replaceable.


  There was no replacement for Liam.


  “Have Lord Liam come back. Have him escape immediately—”


  That was when Liam’s voice was picked up by the ship.


  He had sent an open transmission to Izel.


  ‘—Look what you’ve done, you punk. Don’t get too conceited, I’ll deal with you for real now.”


  “Eh?! Lord Liam! You mustn’t! Please make your escape immediately!”


  Klaus panicked after hearing that Liam still planned on continuing the fight.


  Without knowing what Klaus had to say about this, Liam continued to address Izel.


  “I was originally thinking of capturing you and handing you over to the Empire—but now I’ll have you die here.”


  His declaration only served to motivate Izel even more.


  ‘What delightful news, Banfield! You’re the first one to show such an attitude after seeing what I can do when I’m serious!’


  Round two of Liam versus Izel was about to begin.


  Cheering


  —I’ll have Izel die here.


  With that in mind, I take a look at Avid.


  To be more exact, it’s the giant battleship that Avid has merged with.


  Its surface is in tatters, and a part of it has exploded after being pierced through.


  Inside the cockpit, red alarms are ringing incessantly, telling me that most parts are in a critical state.


  They’re being repaired automatically as I speak, but they can’t keep up with the damage.


  In other words, they’re in an extremely precarious situation.


  “How dare you.”


  Does he have any idea how much the maintenance cost is for Avid’s reinforced parts?


  One could prepare a fleet with that amount of money.


  It’s a huge battleship made of rare metals, not to mention the transformation mechanism that it has.


  With how damaged it has become, repairing it would take a few years.


  Avid’s engine roars.


  At the same time, requests for certain parts to be upgraded start appearing on the monitor.


  I raise my eyebrows after going through the content of the requests.


  “Is this because of the Machine Heart? —Do whatever you want. I’ll help you.”


  It seems Avid is angrier than I am.


  It’s probably because Izel is boasting about what a great weapon he has.


  Avid appears to be more pissed off than even me.


  Having obtained my permission, Avid disconnects from the giant battleship.


  The hatch opens, and Avid appears from inside.


  There, we see the figure of Izel and his mobile knight still attacking the huge battleship which is meant to be Avid’s add-ons.


  The knight is twice as large as Avid, standing at 48 meters tall.


  Izel notices Avid as well.


  ‘So, you’ve finally come out.’


  How annoying, he seems to be having a lot of fun.


  What does he think he’s doing to someone else’s toy?


  Avid’s joints are discharging excessive amounts of energy.


  “You’re Izel, right? I was thinking of dealing with you myself, but I’ve decided to make way for Avid today.”


  ‘Who are you talking about? Your secondary pilot?’


  Well, he’s not wrong in calling Avid my secondary pilot.


  “Yes. I’ll be acting as Avid’s support this time around.”


  ‘Are you trying to run away from the battle?’


  I laugh at his attempt at provoking me.


  “If you were the type of enemy that can make me flee, I would’ve fled at the first notice. Now, why do you think I’m still here and confronting you? —It’s because I’m confident that I’ll win.”


  I have been promised victory, and I have everything that’s required to achieve it.


  Cracks appear on Avid’s armor the moment I hold the control stick.


  Red lights are being emitted from the cracks, and the armor is threatening to blow apart.


  A time limit is displayed on the monitor screen.


  “Three minutes. I’ll kill you in the next three minutes.”


  I have three minutes as my time limit.


  One of the weapons held by Izel’s mobile knight is pointed at me.


  It’s a spherical weapon, and it shoots out hundreds of lasers with homing abilities.


  The lasers land on Avid’s armor, but they only cause the armor to glow red without doing much damage.


  That said, it’s impressive that they managed to pass through Avid’s defensive field and reach its armor.


  ‘So, you can withstand this level of attack? As expected of my prey!’


  Izel charges towards me.


  Let me correct one misunderstanding though.


  “It’s not me who’s being hunted, it’s you.”


  A magic circle appears on Avid’s right hand, and a sword handle reveals itself.


  Holding the handle, Avid pulls out the special sword that has been prepared for it.


  Izel’s mobile knight, which has eight arms attached, points two of its weapons at Avid.


  One appears to be a sword, and the other a staff.


  ‘That’s the spirit! Then I won’t hold back either! This sword can invalidate all force fields while this staff can control the army around us to crush you!”


  The blade of Izel’s sword shines, scattering the defensive field around Avid.


  Then mobiles knights, from both sides that have been floating about in space, begin to line themselves as if they’re under Izel’s command.


  A sword that can cut through everything, and a staff that can force destroyed mobile knights to move.


  Without a doubt, they’re both great weapons.


  —But it’s all for naught.


  Avid swings its sword, blowing apart the mobile knights that have gathered, and surprising Izel who’s watching.


  ‘You took an instance to slice them to pieces?’


  “I thought you weren’t going to hold back. What’s with you using only two of your weapons?”


  Izel finally becomes serious and readies all eight of his weapons before heading towards me.


  The 48-meter-tall aircraft closes in on Avid in the blink of an eye.


  It certainly feels very big—but that’s it.


  Avid avoids Izel’s attack by a hair’s breadth.


  ‘You’re reading my attacks? Unfortunately for you—’


  “Your aircraft can predict the future, is it?”


  With its advanced computational power, Izel’s mobile knight seems to be predicting Avid’s movements.


  It’s either that, or it’s being done through some sort of magical means.


  “Have you only fought against enemies that would lose to this kind of trick?”


  Predicting how the other party will move.


  That’s the basic of the basics for One-Flash.


  Avid kicks away Izel’s lance and chops down the other weapons with its sword.


  However, the frame of his mobile knight liquifies the next instance and latches on to the parts that have just been cut, restoring them to normal.


  “Self-restoration huh.”


  ‘Indeed, my mobile knight will regenerate no matter how many times it’s cut down. Half-baked attacks can’t even leave a scratch!’


  All eight of his weapons regenerated as well.


  No matter how many attacks it’s hit with, it’s all meaningless in the end.


  I must admit that the ancient weapon’s performance is exceptional.


  No matter how much power Avid puts into kicking and slashing Izel’s aircraft, our opponent would ultimately have the advantage.


  Avid hacks at the fuselage, but it gets regenerated immediately afterwards.


  The attack definitely tore through the cockpit, which means it should have reached Izel as well.


  — So, his body’s been tampered with.


  “You were consumed by it.”


  Izel’s mobile knight strikes a pose as if it’s some sculpture of a divine being with multiple arms.


  ‘Wrong, I’m the one who did the consuming. This aircraft has consumed and killed many pilots in the past, but I’ve made it submit to me.’


  Apparently, he’ll also regenerate whether he’s slashed or shot at.


  He’s basically become a part of the aircraft.


  —Not to mention he’s pretty powerful himself.


  There’s less than two minutes left until time runs out.


  ◇


  The Guide was cheering with his arms spread out in support of Izel, who was controlling the ancient weapon.


  “Go! Right there! Finish him!”


  Gudwar, who was next to him, was also cheering while swinging its octopi legs.


  Together, they looked like they were old men watching a boxing tournament.


  “IZEEEEEL!! PUT MORE STRENGTH INTO IT!!”


  Gudwar was lending its power to Izel, allowing his mobile knight to further increase its power output.


  Izel’s mobile knight, which was at a disadvantage until just now, suddenly started to overwhelm Avid in terms of both power and speed.


  Avid was gradually pushed back, exciting Izel greatly.


  ‘I’ve never felt stronger before! So, this is what it means to have your heart pumping before a powerful enemy!’


  Izel, who was feeling high, demonstrated power that exceeded what he was normally capable of showing.


  Nevertheless, it was still a step short of being able to defeat Avid.


  The Guide’s hands were getting sweaty.


  “Just a little more! Liam’s death is right around the corner! I refuse to give up on this hope!!! I’m counting on you!”


  The Guide channeled what little power he had remaining to Izel, bringing about a noticeable change to Izel’s aircraft.


  The multi-armed mobile knight was exuding an aura of the divine, and the weapons in its hands became even stronger than before.


  The mobile knights that tried to rush in to help Liam were all blown away, and the attacks from nearby battleships got dispersed before they could reach it.


  No one was able to interfere in the battle between Avid and Izel. They were only allowed to watch over as they fought.


  Izel had taken a step beyond the boundary of humanity.


  Gudwar was also thrilled to see this.


  “OOHHH! A transcendent is about to be born! And it’s a work of mine no less!”


  Delighted to witness such an occasion, the Guide cheered until his throat was sore.


  He was fine with anything as long as it could destroy Liam.


  “Pleaaaase! End Liam!!”


  —However,


  ‘Avid, there’s less than a minute left. It’s time to switch.’


  Liam was about to get serious.


  ◇


  A prompt showed up on the monitor inside the cockpit, refusing to switch and saying that it could still go on.


  It probably doesn’t wish to switch places with me, but—


  “I saidswitch. Don’t make me repeat myself.”


  Avid obediently hands over the command after hearing me speak in a lowered voice.


  “Now then, time to deal with them.”


  The ancient weapon is giving off light, its appearance was looking truly divine.


  ‘Save it. It’s too late for you to get serious now. —I have gone beyond the realm of humans.’


  He’s brought up some unpleasant memories that I wish to forget, but since he’s got no future left, he can say whatever embarrassing thing he wants.


  Heck, he can take his time to bask himself in the moment.


  “Are you saying that you, a human, has gone beyond the realm of humans? Are you mental? What do you even want to be after giving up being human?”


  Izel’s aircraft vanishes from its spot, to which I jump back and swing Avid’s sword sideways.


  The next moment, the sword clashes with a lance, giving off sparks in the process.


  Avid’s sword shatters, but it quickly gets regenerated.


  The mechanism for the blade is like that of a cutter knife, which can get its blade replaced one after another.


  ‘Beyond the realm of humans. A War God, that’s what I wish to become.’


  I snort at his words.


  “A War God?! You? With your skills?! Is the title of War God that cheap in intergalactic nations?”


  Angered by my taunt, Izel hurls attack after attack at me.


  I avoid them and cut down whatever’s sent my way before I spread Avid’s arms out.


  “You can’t call yourself a War God when you can’t even surpass me!”


  ‘I’ve already surpassed you, both as a pilot and in terms of aircraft performance!’


  To correct his misunderstanding, I place Avid’s sword on its shoulder.


  Izel becomes confused because of all the openings I’m showing.


  ‘Are you admitting defeat?’


  “You think so? Even after hearing everything I said? —The title of War God doesn’t suit you after all. Your aircraft’s crying.”


  The ancient weapon is great, don’t get me wrong.


  But—it’s not so great that I would desire it.


  ‘What are yo—’


  The arms attached to his aircraft gets torn to pieces the very next moment, turning into liquid and starting to gather back together.


  In the meantime, I have Avid hold its sword.


  “It was fun while it lasted, Prince of the Kingdom of Dominion.”


  It would put a lot of strain on Avid to reproduce a One-Flash in its current condition, but I trust it’ll endure somehow.


  “One-Flash.”
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  Immediately after I mutter it, Izel’s aircraft experiences a distortion.


  The space around it gets slightly distorted. The aircraft which was near it, ends up in a distorted state as well.


  Because of that, it fails to go back to its previous state, and ends up all twisted and warped.


  That said, Avid’s joints are screaming too.


  The Machine Heart is trying to heal them, but its speed couldn’t keep up.


  “All this after one swing. No, should I be thankful that it was able to reproduce even a single swing?”


  Unable to regenerate properly, Izel’s aircraft begins to collapse.


  An error must have occurred somewhere in its body because of the incomplete recovery.


  A small window appears on my monitor, and a man who appears to be Izel looks at me while spurting out blood.


  ‘—A wonderful slash. It is my loss. Let’s have one last talk.’


  “Whatever suits you.”


  I check our surrounding and notice that the morale of the Kingdom of Dominion has dropped tremendously after General Izel’s defeat.


  In fact, they’ve stopped engaging in battle and are backing down.


  They’re surprisingly clean about it.


  ‘The universe sure is wide. To think there’s someone as strong as you.’


  “Naturally. My Master’s even stronger.”


  ‘—Is that so. It would’ve been nice to meet him once.’


  From how much blood Izel’s coughing out, it’s clear that his wish won’t come true.


  Now that his mobile knight is destroyed, it seems he will share the same fate.


  ‘Why weren’t you serious from the beginning? Wouldn’t it have been better to fight in that form without having to merge?’


  Izel has noticed that Avid is better off without the giant battleship, which is meant to reinforce it.


  I’ve got many reasons, but the biggest of them all would be—


  “It was for fun.”


  ‘For fun? Haha—for real, the universe is wide. I didn’t think there’d be anyone that would fight against the Kingdom of Dominion ‘for fun’. Next time, let us fight with our real bodies—’


  Izel’s speech gets cut off there, and his mobile knight becomes liquified before being dispersed around us.


  Until the very end, he wanted to fight. I wonder, how do people like him view their lives?


  But since he was a battle junky, he should have no qualms about dying on the battlefield.


  “—What a troublesome person.”


  That said, he was determined until the very end and remained honest to his desires.


  I don’t know whether he was an evil lord or not, but just for that, he is a man worthy of praise.


  Avid’s barely able to move at the moment, and as we’ve reached its time limit, fighting anymore would be impossible.


  Nevertheless, despite all the creaking sounds Avid makes in the process, I raise its sword up in the air.


  “The enemy general, Izel, has been slain by Liam Sera Banfield!”


  With that information quickly spreading within the entire army, the Kingdom of Dominion begins retreating.


  I’d love to give chase, but the fleet under me is too small.


  The Banfield Family’s guards gather around Avid to protect us.


  ‘Lord Liam, are you alright?’


  “You’re late! Take Avid back quickly, and collect all the liquid from Izel’s mobile knight. I’ll have the Seventh Weapons Factory analyze it.”


  ‘U-understood!’


  It’s all destroyed now, but I’m sure there’s some data to be gained.


  ◇


  Izel had been defeated.


  Gudwar, who watched as this happened, fell into a daze.


  On the other hand, no one knew when, but the Guide had run out of energy and reverted back to his hat form.


  The Guide shook in anger.


  “Distorting dimensions? That’s cheating!”


  He destroyed an ancient weapon by distorting the dimensions!


  The Guide was unwilling to accept such an absurd ending.


  Izel was arguably one of the strongest people in the world.


  His skill as a pilot was top notched, not to mention that his aircraft had higher performance than Avid.


  Gudwar was even more furious than the Guide.


  It grabbed the Guide, who was in his hat form, with its octopi legs before giving it a tight squeeze.


  “Hey, what the heck was that?”


  “W-what do you mean?”


  “How did you raise someone like that?!”


  “E-even if you ask me, I’d like to know how this is happening myself.”


  Gudwar threw the Guide to the side, causing the hat to become all crumpled.


  “T-that was mean.”


  Wriggling its octopi legs violently, Gudwar didn’t hold back in expressing its anger.


  “I’ll kill him. I’ll kill him! Mark my words, for I will take revenge for killing Izel! He was my favorite!”


  Gudwar was now serious about having Liam’s life.


  The Guide couldn’t physically smile at the moment, but he was smiling in his heart.


  (Fufufu, we failed this time, but with this, Gudwar has become serious. Liam’s now bound to die eventually.)


  Liam wasn’t aware of Gudwar’s existence, meaning he didn’t feel any gratitude towards it.


  Unlike the Guide, Gudwar didn’t have to worry about receiving Liam’s gratitude, making Gudwar a strong enemy for Liam.


  The True Winner


  The Banfield Family’s fleet has returned to Augur.


  Out of the 30,000 ships that made up the fleet, a couple thousand of them have been lost, and we’re holding a funeral for them as we speak.


  Klaus talks to me as I’m standing in front of the war memorial in my mourning attire.


  “Lord Liam, what are you thinking about in front of the memorial?”


  I’ve been staring at the war memorial so intently that he must have grown suspicious.


  He must be wondering why a villainous lord like myself would act all serious at times like this.


  But see, it’s only when they are dead that I can fully trust them.


  They have laid down their lives for me and proven that their loyalties were genuine.


  I’m sure not all of them were willing to do so, but it doesn’t change the fact that they died for my sake.


  They have all the right to swear at me, to resent me.


  “It’s nothing.”


  Even if I told him “I’m praying for the dead”, I doubt he’ll believe me. Not to mention, it’s already too late for those that have died.


  I’m just doing this for self-satisfaction.


  “Make sure to properly compensate the families of the deceased.”


  “Of course.”


  Klaus and the other knight-escorts follow behind me as I turn my back on the memorial.


  Wallace comes over to me in his mourning attire.


  “Liam, bad news!”


  “What is it?”


  “A big problem has occurred in the Capital! Look, the department you were in has been accused of corruption, and it’s been decided that it’ll be crushed!”


  Wallace operates his terminal and shows me an article about a case of corruption within the Capital.


  It’s where I worked at before I was transferred here.


  “Ahhh, you mean that. Well, we’re approaching the end of our training after all.”


  “Huh, what do you mean? I’m telling you; your previous workplace is about to be crushed. Investigators from the Capital might rush over here if we’re unlucky.”


  Wallace is making a big fuss about it, but it’s nothing serious, so I keep walking.


  Dissatisfied by my reaction, Wallace demands an explanation.


  “I’m the one who made the report.”


  “Eh?”


  “I didn’t like the fact that I was getting chased out of my workplace, so I gathered evidence of corruption. I had quite a hard time getting it all done before the scheduled time.”


  That said, when I made up my mind to be the whistleblower, I became extremely motivated.


  There’s a saying telling us to leave everything neat and tidy when you leave, but I went ahead and crushed my workplace.


  I have no need for people that try to kick me out, and it’s their fault for allowing me to find proof of their corruption.


  Wallace’s cheeks are twitching.


  “You crushed them ‘cause you didn’t like them?”


  “There’s that, but it was done more as a harassment—Randy of the Lengrand Family will have a hard time because of this.”


  Just like me, Randy’s about to finish his training, but I’m looking forward to how these changes because of this incident.


  Normally, when someone’s found to be involved in a case of corruption, they’d have to restart their training.


  When he threw his work at me, I made sure to set him up.


  —Hmm, he should be receiving the information on this by now?


  When I say “restart” their training, I mean redoing everything except preschool, which is impossible to do.


  In other words—it means going to the military academy again.


  All the aristocrats that were in my workplace would have to restart their training.


  Wallace flinches.


  “You’re a devil. Given his age, Randy would look extremely out of place in the military academy.”


  “Worry not. Just the fact that he has to start over due to corruption would make him stand out.”


  Basically, if you don’t complete your training by the age of 200, the people around you would be like “That’s a bit…”


  This is especially the case if you have to start over as punishment for corruption.


  But this also means any act of corruption would normally be overlooked as long as that individual hasn’t finished their training.


  This just goes to show how lenient the Empire is with the aristocrats.


  As I thought, being in a position of power is the best.


  ◇


  At the Capital…


  The department that Randy had been assigned to for his training had been emptied of all equipment including desks and chairs.


  The official that investigated the case of corruption made an announcement in front of the aristocratic children that had gathered there.


  “Normally, as aristocrats of the Empire, this would be considered a serious offense. However, as you all haven’t finished your training, you’re only considered half-baked. As such, you will restart your training, and this incident will be swept under the rug.”


  Randy furrowed his brows in frustration in front of the officials, who reported directly to the Prime Minister.


  “You dare do this to me, someone from the Lengrand Family?”


  The officials laughed derisively at his words, greatly upsetting Randy, but what followed made him dismiss this small details.


  To be more precise, his anger was redirected to someone else.


  “A message from Count Banfield: ‘Just a little more, and you would’ve been done with your training. My condolences’. Unlike everyone else here, Count Banfield, who was transferred, has successfully finished his training and become a full-fledged aristocrat. He’s a fine man, isn’t he?”


  After throwing his former colleagues, juniors, and seniors under the bus and having them restart their training, he had gone off by himself after finishing it.


  Randy’s face turned red as he imagined Liam laughing out loud.


  “H-him?”


  “Indeed. Count Banfield was the informant after all. Oh, and he wanted to know what kind of expressions you guys will have when you learn of this, so please look over here.”


  Liam had only demanded one thing in exchange for being an informant: a picture of Randy and the others’ frustrated expressions.


  Everyone at the scene was furious that they had to go through the training again just for that.


  “You’re being too overbearing here. I have the support of a faction—”


  As Randy was about to finish his sentence, someone entered the room.


  It was Rosetta, who had remained behind in the Capital to move on Liam’s behalf.


  She was being protected on all sides by her escorts, which included Tia and Marie who were back in their knight uniforms.


  As Liam was absent, they had been released from maid duty and were tasked with escorting Rosetta.


  “Randy-dono, which faction are you talking about?”


  “Y-you’re Liam’s fiancée.”


  “It’s Rosetta, pleased to make your acquaintance.”


  Rosetta’s voice echoed in the barren room.


  When everyone’s attention was on her, she operated her terminal.


  “His Highness Cleo has something to say to you.”


  A stereoscopic image of Cleo sitting on a chair was displayed, prompting Randy to fix his posture in a hurry.


  “Your Highness Cleo, this—”


  Before he could make any excuse, Cleo raised his right hand to shut him up.


  ‘Randy-dono, I’m disappointed with you. Go redo your training.’


  “A moment, Your Highness! This is clearly Liam’s—”


  ‘Are you going to say that Count Banfield has set you up? If you aren’t perceptive enough to see through this level of trap, you don’t have what it takes to lead a faction.’


  Seeing how much disappointment he has caused, Randy looked down in vexation.


  ‘Count Banfield will be returning to the Capital now that his training is over. Good job working as his substitute.’


  The stereoscopic image disappeared, and Randy collapsed to his knees.


  “Why? I’m the Lengrand Family’s successor, you know? Is His Highness Cleo thinking of cutting off his relationship with the Lengrand Family despite the close bond they share?”


  Rosetta stared down on Randy.


  “I won’t criticize you for wanting to get on the winning horse, but your timing and attitude couldn’t have been more off.”


  If he had been humble and joined the faction while staying under Liam, none of this would have happened, but he had gone off and taken advantage of the fact that he was a member of Cleo’s maternal household.


  As for what would’ve happened if they had supported Cleo from the beginning—such an assumption wasn’t even worth considering.


  “—Not yet. It’s not over yet.”


  In spite of everything, Randy hadn’t given up.


  Now that she had completed her objective, Rosetta turned around to leave the room.


  “Is that so.”


  She no longer paid Randy any attention.


  ◇


  When Rosetta was outside the now-emptied building, Eulisia, who was acting as her secretary, opened her mouth to speak while operating her terminal.


  “The building’s reputation has hit rock bottom due to this case of corruption, and it seems it’ll be rebuilt because of that.”


  It was being rebuilt for a flimsy reason, but Rosetta wasn’t interested in any of this.


  “Rather than that, how are things progressing on our side?”


  Her eyes were on the building where her workplace was.


  She had been working on a floor where only women could enter, and she was also just about finished her training.


  As for the result—


  “Everything has gone well. The boss, who was from the Calvin Faction, has been demoted and replaced by someone from the Cleo Faction. In fact~ in just three years, we’ll be able to replace 70% of them with people from our faction.”


  —With the help of the talented Eulisia, the Cleo Faction was able to take control of most positions.


  While Rosetta and her retinue were returning to their workplace, they came across one of Rosetta’s former seniors who had been dismissed.


  “How dare you—!”


  Her hair was a mess, and she reeked of alcohol.


  Before she could reach Rosetta, Marie stepped forward to stop her.


  However, her former senior couldn’t hold herself back and shouted at her.


  “You better not think you’re safe after doing all this! You’re next to be kicked out! The Crown Prince’s faction won’t remain silent!”


  She had been dismissed because of the classic act of embezzlement.


  Aristocrats weren’t very perceptive, they usually behaved however they wanted, and did whatever they desired.


  She had just paid the price for that.


  “Is that so. The thing is, I’m not particularly attached to this workplace. So, I’ll be retiring now that I’m done with my training.”


  Her former senior was stunned to hear that Rosetta would so effortlessly retire from the workplace that she herself had clung so desperately onto. After a short pause, she began screaming.


  The knights dragged her away, and Rosetta returned to her workplace.


  Eulisia shrugged seeing this.


  “You’re quite hated now.”


  “You were the one who did everything though.”


  “I was told to take things seriously after all.”


  Eulisia was usually all goofy, but she would be able to accomplish most of what is expected of her once ordered to do so.


  Rosetta took this as a sign that Eulisia wasn’t taking things seriously.


  “From now on, take things seriously before being told to do so.”


  “I think it’s better to do everything in moderation. Lady Rosetta’s too stiff about everything.”


  “And you’re too lax about everything!”


  With her hands on her ears, Tia was receiving a report with a serious look on her face as the two ladies continued to argue.


  Rosetta noticed her behavior and asked, “Did something happen?”


  Tia let go of her ears and said with a somewhat impatient expression, “—It’s about the war with the Kingdom of Dominion. The Imperial Army has been defeated. The main army under His Highness Calvin has withdrawn, with great damage to the army.”


  “Pardon?”


  Rosetta’s face turned pale when she heard that the battle at the border where Liam had been dispatched to had ended with the Kingdom of Dominion’s victory.


  ◇


  Damaged ships are arriving at the spaceport above Augur seamlessly.


  Ships that have been wandering aimlessly in space looking for a place to receive supplies and maintenance seem to be gathering here.


  However, there are more of them than we were expecting, and the spaceport is becoming very crowded.


  Next to me, Wallace gulps seeing the state of the Imperial Army’s battleships.


  “How did they win after losing their commander? Liam already killed Izel, right?”


  The Imperial Army has lost.


  The battlefield I was on ended with the Empire’s victory, but the Imperial Army lost on the other battlefields.


  The aristocrats of the Calvin Faction appear to have fought hard, but they couldn’t resist the onslaught of the Kingdom of Dominion.


  Eventually they decided to withdraw.


  “Calvin, who was backed to a corner, made the decision to retreat.”


  News was arriving one after another, but from what I’ve gather, there were some unnatural movements.


  Some of the aristocrats seem to have purposely allowed the Kingdom of Dominion to approach Augur.


  I’m not about to forgive them just because we won, but there’s nothing I can do if the perpetrators are dead.


  Wallace clings to me.


  “Liam, let’s run away! This is no longer a base that’s in the rear. We’re at the front lines! Even my brother withdrew. No one will say anything if we run.”


  Calvin’s a capable man.


  The damage to the Imperial Army wasn’t that great, but he ordered a retreat to minimize the damage upon realizing that he couldn’t win.


  Thanks to that, Augur has become a base situated at the front lines, and Calvin’s even left behind a souvenir.


  “We can’t, an order has been handed down from the Capital.”


  A small window that’s used for displaying electronic documents is floating in the air.


  I gesture it towards Wallace, and the window slowly moves until it’s right before his face.


  Wallace confirms the content of the document, his eyes roll back and he faints.


  Now that I’ve finished my training and become full-fledged aristocrat, the document is telling me to go to the front lines and serve as a breakwater against the Kingdom of Dominion.


  “And here I was, preparing to head back to taunt Randy. What a bother.”


  After realizing that he couldn’t win, not only did Calvin run away, he pushed the matter of the border to me.


  Just as I’m wondering what to do next, Klaus rushes to my side.


  “Lord Liam, we were told that the Kingdom of Dominion would be sending an ambassador.”


  “From the Kingdom of Dominion?”


  “Yes, they wish for a ceasefire.”


  So now that they’ve shaved off a chunk of the Empire, they want to end the war?


  “And the Kingdom of Dominion has nominated Lord Liam, who defeated Crown Prince Izel, to act as the negotiator.”


  “They’re already acting like the victors? What an impatient bunch.”


  “What will you do?”


  Klaus is sweating profusely.


  Well—it sounds rather interesting, so I guess I’ll take part in the negotiations.


  “Contact the Capital.”


  I was under the impression that we won a large-scale battle, but from the looks of things, it was only one piece of the puzzle.


  Even if I win, it doesn’t mean anything if we lose on all the other battlefields.


  —But this must have been a dangerous wager for Calvin as well.


  If he can’t recover from this, he’ll probably lose his status as the Crown Prince.


  “—Oh, one more thing. Klaus, take Wallace back to his room.”


  “U-understood.”


  Klaus carries Wallace away.


  The Overlord's Daughter


  It took the delegation from the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion three months to reach planet Augur, and the people that arrived at the spaceport were more normal than I thought.


  I was fully expecting them to be Shura-esque individuals, but they look pretty ordinary, and the officials that the Capital dispatched have been negotiating with them over the terms for the ceasefire.


  What’s my role in this? —Nothing.


  This is a matter between the Empire and the Kingdom of Dominion.


  I’m just participating because the other side nominated me, so I have no real say in this.


  I’ve essentially been taking part every day in meetings where I can’t speak, but it seems like the officials that were sent here have successfully managed to pull off a ceasefire period of 30 years with the Kingdom of Dominion.


  They seem delighted by it, but it’s neither a long nor a short period from this world’s perspective.


  With the negotiation done and over with, what comes next is naturally a party.


  This is where I can truly shine. Rather, as the person in charge of the spaceport, I’ve been instructed to ‘prepare a party’. Of course, I had Wallace make all the necessary preparations.


  ◇


  Marion, who’s all dressed up, is standing next to me at the party venue with a grim expression on her face, perhaps because she feels uncomfortable in a dress.


  There’s also the fact that she finds me irritable.


  “If you hate being in women’s attire so much, just change your gender.”


  One’s allowed to freely choose their gender in this world, but Marion’s excuse for not doing so is very interesting.


  “I like myself as I am. I never had a problem with my gender to begin with.”


  “I thought you like women?”


  She kept saying things like “I’ll devour all the women!” So, I thought she wanted to be a man, but it seems I was wrong.


  “To love a girl as a girl. That is my wish.”


  “I don’t think I fully understand.”


  “No surprise there.”


  Marion doesn’t have any misgivings about being a girl, but she also likes other girls.


  Thus, she decided to aim for the position of Family Head as she was.


  “How silly of you. That position could have been yours if you had remained quiet.”


  “—It’s all your fault,” says Marion with a voice full of hate.


  She was really frustrated when she first heard of the mischief I performed on Randy, the heir from the Lengrand Family.


  Marion’s loss was confirmed the moment she bet on Randy’s victory.


  It feels nice to watch her bitter expression.


  I dislike women that try to take advantage of me, but it’s refreshing to see Marion’s look of frustration.


  —Not to mention she’s of use to me.


  “So, what’s the Kingdom of Dominion trying to do?”


  “We’re going to talk about work all of a sudden? You’re as serious as always.”


  “I kept you alive, so I expect you to work for me.”


  “What a way to phrase it.”


  “I’m counting on you kouhai, or should I say, Marion-chan?”


  “Stop calling me that.”


  “Then report what you’ve found.”


  It felt unpleasant being kept in the dark, so I’ve been doing my own investigation.


  That’s also why I called Marion to the party.


  She’s a local here and has various connections, so I had her investigate for me.


  “—It’s not only the Empire that stands to gain from the ceasefire. With the death of Crown Prince Izel, his relatives have taken hold of his army.”


  Despite their commander perishing in battle, the Kingdom of Dominion and its army kept pushing, defeating the Imperial Army in the end.


  I see, so it was all thanks to the hard work of Izel’s relatives.


  “Is this the work of brotherly love?”


  “You don’t understand a thing about the Kingdom of Dominion. What conclusion do you think their generals came to after hearing that their commander died? —It’s that they can become the next Crown Prince if they play an active role on the battlefield.”


  They didn’t mourn Izel’s death.


  Instead, they thought luck was on their side.


  As I thought, the Kingdom of Dominion is no good either.


  Marion turns towards the ignorant officials that have been dispatched from the Capital.


  She must be feeling ticked off by how delighted they seem over the ceasefire.


  “If they had done some prior research, we could have regained some of our territory.”


  This isn’t a case of the officials being incompetent.


  They may seem that way because of all the territory we’ve lost, but for them, it’s more important that we stop fighting with the Kingdom of Dominion. Even if that means losing some of the territories along the border.


  They must be more concerned about the borders we share with other countries.


  They’re probably thinking that they can take back the territories later down the line, or better yet, they might even think it’s alright without those territories.


  “They want Izel to be replaced?”


  “Soon, a bloodbath is bound to begin inside the Kingdom of Dominion.”


  That’s why they want a ceasefire?


  A tall woman approaches us as we’re talking.


  Instead of skirt, she’s wearing a black suit with pants, and she seem to have a well-trained body.


  Her long, silver hair sways as she walks, and her sharp blue eyes give off the impression of a strong woman.


  Not finding the woman to her taste, Marion turns away as the powerful-looking beauty walks up to us, but the new arrival doesn’t take heed of Marion’s attitude.


  “Sorry about that.”


  I apologize for Marion’s behavior, and the woman waves it off.


  Her interest seems to be on me instead.


  “In her, my interest lays not. My interest is on thee.”


  The woman speaks in a rather unique way that complements the atmosphere around her.


  It’s not just her outwards appearance. She must be a warrior through and through.


  “What do you want?”


  Thinking she’d be offended if I were to treat her like a weak woman, I change my tone when I speak to her, and she seems pleased by it.


  However, the smile on her face is like that of a ferocious beast.


  “I wanted to see the man who slew the prince with mine own eyes. A masterpiece he was, even in my, his sister’s eyes. He was a brother I was proud of.”


  Just as I’m wondering whether she’s thinking of challenging me to a duel for killing such an excellent brother—she says something that completely stumps me.


  “I’m grateful to thee.”


  “Say what?”


  Being thanked so suddenly leaves me utterly confused, and the same is true for Marion.


  For a moment, I even wonder if she made a mistake.


  “I thank thee for slaying my brother.”


  “You said he was a brother you were proud of just now, didn’t you?”


  “Thou art right. I greatly respect my brother. Even now, that hasn’t changed. He was supposed to fall under my sword, but someone even stronger than him appeared. What a big world we live in.”


  She sounds excited, and her eyes are burning with passion.


  While looking like a maiden who’s about to confess her love, she says, “Wait until I catch up. Thine life I will take. Also, give me thine genes.”
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  “—What the hell are you on about?”


  Inside my head, she immediately gets put in the same category as Tia and Marie.


  They have the looks, but why do they all have to be so disappointing?


  “I wish for the genes of a strong man.”


  “I refuse.”


  “Why so?”


  Marion clears her throat in front of the woman who seems genuinely curious.


  “It’s not a topic you’d typically bring up at a party. Continuing this conversation any further would be considered a breach of manner, princess of the Kingdom of Dominion.”


  I’m surprised by her words.


  Eh, this here’s the Kingdom of Dominion’s princess?!


  Sure, she’s referred to herself as Izel’s sister, but I thought it was more like a relationship between in-laws?


  For real?


  The woman lets out a small sigh of disappointment.


  “Pardon me, it is considered normal in our country. Is it not so in other places? This must be that thing called ‘culture shock’.”


  “I’m the one that’s shocked here.”


  What kind of a thought process must someone have to request a stranger’s genetic material during their first encounter?


  After such a long time, the woman introduces herself.


  “[Aruna] is mine name. If thee happen to change thine mind, come visit the Kingdom of Dominion.”


  With that, Aruna, Izel’s sister, takes her leave.


  “Never,” I mutter behind her back.


  That was the biggest shock I’ve had in recent days.


  The world is truly a big place.


  I’ve never had someone demand I hand over my genes before, though there was that one time when my genetic material was collected without me noticing it.


  Marion shows an unnatural smile.


  “I remember now. The Kingdom of Dominion likes to actively seek out genes of strong men.”


  “Say that beforehand.”


  “Well, it’s my first time interacting with them. Liam-senpai would no doubt be very popular if you go to the Kingdom of Dominion.”


  No.


  “So, when is Liam-senpai planning on returning to the Capital? Please take me with you. Because of a certain someone, I’ve lost my place at my parents’ house.”


  “You reap what you sow. But if you want to follow me back, get ready. I’ll be leaving soon.”


  ◇


  In the Inner Palace of the Capital, one furious Madam Annabel barged into the skyscraper which was Cleo’s residence.


  “I think you owe us an explanation!”


  She was indignant that Randy, her nephew and heir to the Lengrand Family, had to restart his training.


  She wasn’t particularly worried about Randy himself, but this was a scandal that could affect her reputation as well.


  Not only that, she was being faced with complaints from the Lengrand Family.


  Cleo, who had been processing electronic documents inside his office, stopped his work and raised his head.


  “Embezzlement is a crime, mother.”


  “Everyone’s doing it! You’d be a fool to throw away your backer just for something that’s considered a norm!”


  “Are you really that stupid?”


  Seeing Cleo laugh, Madam Annabel felt a shiver run down her spine, and her face turned from red to blue.


  Cleo slowly began his explanation.


  “I never counted on the Lengrand Family’s backing to begin with.”


  “What?!”


  “You approached us only when things got better on our end. Did you really think I’d trust you after seeing that? You thought I’d let bygones be bygones and accept your support?”


  Madam Annabel remained silent after noticing that the air around Cleo had changed.


  Cleo continued to address Madam Annabel.


  “If you really thought I’d be happy to obey you, there’s something wrong with your head.”


  “You’re talking to your mother here! In the first place, someone like you—”


  Lysithea, Cleo’s sister, entered the room before Madam Annabel could finish what she was saying.


  “Cleo, Count Banfield has arrived. He wants to have a meeting with you as soon as possible.”


  Realization dawned on Madam Annabel after hearing Lysithea mention Liam’s name.


  “Y-you tricked us?”


  What a slow person,Cleo thought as he explained.


  “That’s right. You probably genuinely believed I’d give the Lengrand Family preferential treatment over Count Banfield, but that would be illogical.”


  “You’re going to ignore the fact that we’re connected by blood and—”


  Cleo smirked.


  “—It’s precisely those that are connected by blood that are trying to kill each other here. What are you even getting at?”


  Cleo stood up to leave the room, leaving Madam Annabel behind.


  Incensed, she gave Cleo a warning.


  “The darkness behind the Empire is deeper than you think. When you realize who it is that’s trying to take your life, you will surely fall into the depths of despair.”


  Cleo and Lysithea exited the room while Madam Annabel drowned herself in her laughter.


  ◇


  “You really helped me out this time.”


  After his encounter with Madam Annabel, Cleo proceeded to meet with Liam, who was sitting on a chair and drinking tea.


  “The pleasure’s mine, toying with Randy was a blast.”


  This was a man who had crushed his workplace.


  Deep in his heart, Cleo couldn’t help but envy Liam.


  (You’re always so relaxed and unafraid of anything.)


  Cleo jumped straight into the topic at hand.


  He had never planned on even comparing the Banfield Family with the Lengrand Family, the latter of which hadn’t done anything for him until now.


  He had informed Liam about the Lengrand Family from the very beginning and had come up with countermeasures against them.


  “You told me to let them do whatever they want when I first informed you about the Lengrand Family stepping forth to support me. Did you expect things to progress this way?”


  Liam put down his cup and explained why he went out of his way to trouble himself.


  “I was trying to figure out who was behind the Lengrand Family. I thought it was Calvin, but it’s apparently not him.”


  “—Elder brother also has it rough. He’s in a bad position now that he’s lost the war even after you defeated the enemy commander.”


  It wouldn’t have been so bad for Calvin if he had only lost the war.


  Unfortunately for him, with Liam having defeated Izel, things became complicated.


  If Cleo had been in command from the beginning, wouldn’t the Empire have won the war?


  More and more people were starting to think in such a way.


  “Calvin’s been really unlucky. It’s almost as if he’s being followed by a plague god.”


  Cleo laughed at Liam’s joke, but what came next wasn’t so funny.


  “Oh, by the way. The force that’s backing the Lengrand Family—It’s the Emperor.”


  “—Come again?”


  “I had my Black Ops investigate. Madam Annabel’s behavior also makes sense if it’s the emperor that’s backing her up.”


  Liam was saying this as if it was nothing important, but Cleo’s surprise was evident.


  “My father?”


  “It’s nice that we finally know who our true enemy is.”


  “So, His Majesty the Emperor’s our true enemy huh~” Liam said casually.


  “—If we’re up against Father, whatever position I have right now can be blown away easily.”


  “And I’m here to prevent that. Then again, we’re not strong enough at the moment, so let’s continue to try and expand our power. —On that note, I heard you’re selling a lot of favors to poor aristocrats.”


  Liam’s eyes glinted, prompting Cleo to pour forth with the excuse that he had come up with.


  “It was all to trick the Lengrand Family’s eyes. I splurged on your support to make it seem like our relationship was getting worse. My sister was unaware of this as well since it was all part of my act. Having said that, I apologize for keeping you in the dark.”


  “I don’t really mind.”


  Cleo and Liam were allies, but there was a clear reason as to why he decided to support the weak aristocrats, and it had nothing to do with tricking the Lengrand Family.


  (You are really strong. With your power, you can do whatever you want. As for me—I’m just a figurehead. But some day—)


  Cleo did not rely on the Lengrand Family’s support as he didn’t think they could beat Liam.


  However, he had taken this opportunity to sell favors to poor aristocratic families.


  He was making preparations so that he could eventually increase his influence.


  Cleo maintained his smile in front of Liam who was drinking tea, but deep in his heart, his expression was cold.


  (There will come a day when I can beat you. I refuse to remain as a figurehead.)


  The Guide And Gudwar


  In the Gudwar Kingdom of Dominion’s Capital, the power struggle over who would succeed Crown Prince Izel’s position had already begun to heat up.


  Who would be fit to succeed as the Crown Prince, and by extension, who would become the next Overlord?


  Not only was the Royal Family involved, aristocrats and commoners, who were confident in their strengths, also joined in the fray. So, skirmishes were happening all over the place.


  Since they had just had their war with the Empire, the scale of these fights was not large, but everyone in the kingdom knew that things were about to become rough in the near future.


  At the Capital, there was an arena that closely resembled the Coliseum. Gudwar was there with its eight legs extended out, shaking them as if they were whips.


  The target of the whipping was the Guide, who had regressed back into his hat form.


  “No! It hurts! Stop!”


  The Guide was being beaten and struck so many times that he was all dirty from rolling on the ground after being thrown around.


  Gudwar was in a state of rage and refused to listen to the Guide.


  “Izel was just one step away from becoming my servant, and yet…! This is all your fault! It’s all because of you!”


  It blamed the Guide for interfering needlessly in their situation.


  Not only were its legs swelled up, even its octopus head had turned red from anger.


  The Guide, however, begged to differ.


  (What a joke. I had my hopes up after seeing how confident you were, but in the end, that treasured child of yours couldn’t even beat Liam. Strongest my foot! My effort was wasted.)


  He was furious as well, but he couldn’t beat Gudwar in his current state.


  Knowing this, the Guide tried to placate Gudwar.


  “I understand where you’re coming from, but—”


  “What would you know?! Do you have any idea how much effort I poured into raising Izel?! Do you understand the excitement I felt every time he overcame challenges that I prepared for him, challenges that he could barely pass at the time? He was even able to overcome some that appeared impossible!”


  An existence like Izel could only be born when multiple miracles overlapped.


  For some reason, the Guide felt a bad premonition after hearing this.


  (Then what about Liam who’s survived all the outrageous trials that’s been thrown at him?)


  Gudwar had to undergo a lot of trouble raising Izel.


  In comparison, Liam had always overcome the impossible without ever being fazed.


  To the Guide, this was nothing short of horrifying.


  (Wouldn’t it be better to leave him alone?)


  The Guide was about to arrive at the correct conclusion, but his thoughts were interrupted by attacks from Gudwar’s octopi legs.


  “Eyaa—?!”


  The Guide shivered and let out a weird scream.


  Then, Gudwar issued him an order.


  “I expect you to cooperate with me. First, we’ll prepare warriors that can kill Liam. Then, we’ll equip them with the best weapons!”


  If one Izel wasn’t enough, they’d simply equip mass-produced versions of Izel with excellent quality weapons and overwhelm Liam with numbers.


  Or at least that was Gudwar’s plan.


  The Guide fixed his crumpled hat and dusted it off with his small hands.


  (If that’s all it takes to beat Liam, I wouldn’t be so troubled in the first place.)


  He was thinking of running away and staying quiet until Liam passed away, but he couldn’t do that anymore now that Gudwar had caught him.


  “Liam must die!”


  Despite feeling scared, the Guide asked Gudwar a question.


  “I thought you like people that are strong? Liam would fit the bill, wouldn’t he?”


  The Guide was planning on handing Liam over to Gudwar before making his escape. However, he was denied this option.


  “—It’s different. He’s not a warrior that I raised.”


  “I-is t-that so.”


  Apparently, it only acknowledged warriors that it raised itself.


  Gudwar lifted the Guide with its outstretched legs.


  “I’ll say it once again. I expect you to cooperate. If you try to run away—I’ll hunt you down and erase your existence.”


  “Hiii!”


  Due to his previous obsession over Liam, the Guide couldn’t escape anymore, further deepening his hatred towards him.


  (Why did things turn out this way!? This is all Liam’s fault. Curse you Liam!)


  His thirst for vengeance was rekindled, the evil hands of both the Guide and Gudwar were about to approach Liam.


  ◇


  Having returned to the Capital, I had a meeting with His Highness Cleo before coming back to the hotel.


  At the hotel, I’m greeted by none other than Rosetta.


  “Welcome back, Darling!”


  She jumps me and puts her arms around my neck, effectively latching onto my body.


  I can feel her big breasts touching me, and she smells rather nice—but that’s not the problem here.


  She’s embarrassing the heck out of me.


  It makes me uncomfortable whenever I’m faced with such unconditional kindness.


  “Let go of me.”


  “Darling, I have something to tell you!”


  “Later. I’m going to my room, so don’t let anyone in.”


  The look of disappointment on her face after she separates from me reminds me of the feeling known as guilt, something which I thought I’d forgotten.


  I really hope she returns to her strong former self.


  “—If it won’t take long. I’ll listen to what you have to say in 30 minutes, so have some tea prepared for us.”


  Rosetta’s expression visibly brightens, and she smiles at me.


  “Right away!”


  Then she scurries away.


  Wait, is she going to brew the tea herself?


  Are you okay with that? You’re a frickin’ Duchess-to-be, you know?!


  Ciel, Rosetta’s servant, hurriedly chases after her.


  —Shoot. I was thinking of teasing her, but she’s already chased after Rosetta.


  Amagi, who’s been listening to us, steps in.


  “Then I will ensure no one enters Master’s room.”


  “Amagi’s free to enter, though.”


  I head to the office that’s been prepared for me.


  Inside, there are people already waiting.


  —One of them is Kukuri.


  He’s waiting on one knee along with Kunai, who I’ve personally named.


  When I sit down, Kukuri begins his report.


  “The result of our investigation matches that of the information provided by Marion. The Kingdom of Dominion has its hands full trying to handle the civil war that’s erupted over who should become the next Overlord.”


  Obviously, I didn’t take Marion’s information at face value. I had Kukuri and his men investigate its authenticity.


  “We would win if we were to fight them now.”


  “Only if it’s against the Kingdom of Dominion.”


  Kukuri seems to think there are other sources of danger besides the Kingdom of Dominion.


  “Which force is on the move?”


  Kukuri must have received intel of other intergalactic nations eyeing the weakened Empire.


  “For now, we are only certain about the Parallel Federation.”


  The Parallel Federation—a massive intergalactic alliance formed by a number of independent nations. It can be seen as a gathering of intergalactic nations with a common set of laws.


  It’s similar to the United Kingdoms in that sense, but the difference is that a presidential system is in place, meaning aristocracy isn’t a thing.


  This may sound like what the Lustral Unified Government has in place, but the Parallel Federation isn’t as unified. As mentioned before, it’s more a gathering of independent nations.[1]


  “The Parallel Federation… Hmm, I don’t have any connections there.”


  “It’s situated very far from the Banfield Family’s territory, so there’s no need to worry about being called to the battlefield even if there’s a war, Lord Liam has already participated in the battle against the Kingdom of Dominion.”


  I’ve fought with the Kingdom of Dominion and racked up some achievements, so it’s highly likely that I’ll be exempt in the next war.


  However, if I am asked to participate, I’ll refuse. I’ll only provide funds and resources for the war effort.


  “Now I can return to my territory and hole up.”


  I’m finally done with my long training, so I can do whatever I wish from now on.


  Amagi dumps cold water on me just as I’m getting excited over all the things to come.


  “Indeed. Master has yet to wed Lady Rosetta, so a wedding would be in order when we return to the territory. Once the wedding is over, the Banfield Family will be promoted to a Ducal household.”


  “—Eh?”


  “Now that Master’s training is over, you’re considered a full-fledged aristocrat. Once you marry Lady Rosetta, you’ll become a Duke.”


  “Y-you’re right.”


  I forgot. I totally forgot that I had to marry Rosetta.


  I’m interested in her family’s title, but do I have to marry Rosetta as she is now?


  Will I truly be satisfied with marrying the current Rosetta, who’s acting like an easy woman, and not the previous Rosetta, who was a woman of steel?


  But if I were to abandon Rosetta now, my reputation among the aristocrats would hit rock bottom, never to recover.


  Seeing my reaction, Amagi looks at me with squinted eyes.


  “Master, you aren’t thinking of running away from the marriage this late in the game, right? That would be unforgivable.”


  Kukuri and Kunai remain silent, perhaps because they don’t wish to get involved in such a silly topic.


  Y-you guys should be helping your Master!


  It’s not like I can go against Amagi though.


  “O-of course not! We’ll host the wedding when we’re back. Yup, when we’re back!”


  I couldn’t go out and play during the training period because of the various inconveniences along the way, so I want to enjoy being a bachelor for a little longer.


  Sorry Rosetta, but I’ll have to ask you to put up with it for a couple more years.


  I’ll come up with some excuse to remain in the Capital so that I can play around!


  A knock on the door is heard as I’m thinking hard about my plans for the future.


  Eulisia’s voice is heard from the other side of the door.


  “Lord Liam, Baron Exner and Lord Kurt are here.”


  The Baron’s here? And Kurt?


  ◇


  I meet Baron Exner inside the reception room that I rent from the hotel.


  Kurt, who has officially become a soldier after finishing his training, is there as well.


  He’s as tall and handsome as always, but he’s making a bitter expression.


  Baron Exner performs a dogeza in front of me.


  “Liam-dono, I’m truly sorry!”


  Baron Exner bangs his forehead repeatedly on the ground and apologizes.


  Kurt, who’s standing next to him, glares at Ciel. She’s also in the room, and looking down with teary eyes.


  I’m utterly confused as to why Baron Exner’s performing a dogeza.


  “What’s wrong, Baron? Please, take a seat on the sofa.”


  “That, I cannot do!”


  Baron Exner keeps apologizing profusely. I turn towards Kurt, who’s still glaring at Ciel, for an explanation.


  Kurt is also wearing an apologetic look.


  “I’m sorry about this, Liam.”


  “What’s the issue here?”


  “—Ciel was doing things behind your back and interfered in matters regarding Rosetta’s personal guards.”


  “I-is that so.”


  Kurt must have scolded Ciel before I arrived.


  She’s keeping her head down while looking like she’s about to cry.


  —Sorry, but I knew about that… Is what I would like to say, but it doesn’t seem like it’s the right time to say it.


  To begin with, no matter what she does, I’m informed about it.


  Ciel makes up for the rebellious attitude that Rosetta lacks.


  She heals me in a sense.


  But how did Baron Exner and Kurt become aware of her actions?


  No, there’s a bigger problem that must first be addressed—


  “I understand that apologizing won’t be enough, so I’ll take responsibility for what has happened! Please allow Kurt to succeed me, and I’ll make sure that he properly compensates you.”


  I wouldn’t be bothered all that much if he just intends on giving up his position as the head of family, but based on how he’s phrasing it, I think Baron Exner intends on taking responsibility with his life.


  Thatwould be a problem! After all, he’s a fellow villainous lord!


  Kurt scowls at Ciel.


  “To think she’d be up to this sort of mischief inside the house that’s taking care of her. Liam, let me also apologize on her behalf. I’m really sorry that this has happened— Ciel, you should apologize too.”


  Ciel bows her head with tears in her eyes, but I can see that her rebellious attitude is still there.


  Fantastic, you should stay that way!


  However, it appears Kurt has already made up his mind about what to do with her.


  “If you’re willing to forgive her, we’re thinking of banishing her from the family and sending her somewhere remote. If you can’t forgive her for what she’s done—we’re willing to accept whatever punishment you have in store for her.”


  You mean to say that you’re going to take her away from here?!


  Among all the girls that I have right now, there’s no one capable of healing my soul like Ciel!


  Chino has her own role, and Ellen’s role is that of my disciple—no, this won’t do.


  No one can replace her.


  While my mind is in a state of disarray, Rosetta, who’s been listening to our conversation, pleads for my mercy.


  “Darling, can you at least spare her life? I’m also partly responsible and was involved in teaching this child, so please.”


  Rosetta’s asking me to spare Ciel, but that was never the problem here!


  The only thing on my mind is what I should do to make sure Ciel remains within my grasp.


  I approach Baron Exner before calling out to him.


  “Baron—how much will it be?”


  “The compensation? Well, I was thinking of discussing that with Liam-dono as well—”


  “No, no, no. How much will it cost to pardon Ciel?”


  “Huh?”


  Baron Exner seems to not understand what’s going on, so I give him a polite explanation.


  “I’m willing to forgive Ciel. On top of that, I ask that you continue entrusting your daughter’s training to my household. Throwing her out like this will damage my reputation, you see. —So how much will it take for me to convince you, Baron? 5,000? 10,000?”


  Obviously, I’m omitting a couple of zeroes at the end when I say 5,000.


  “Eh? But why are we receiving compensation? Normally, it would be the other way around…”


  You just have to nod your head!


  “Then how about 20,000? Oh, and I have a lot of acquaintances in the army, so I can put in a good word for Kurt.”


  Baron Exner shakes his head.


  “No, no, we can’t possibly receive that. Allow us to take Ciel away and provide you with a formal apology.”


  “And I’m asking if you could do something about that! Please just continue to entrust your daughter with us! —Okay, let us settle at 50,000. I’ll also speak to the military about Kurt. I’ll put pressure on them if that’s what it takes! He’d be guaranteed a double promotion at the very least!”


  “Stop, this is getting scary” Kurt says, but this is all to keep Ciel by my side.


  Ciel seems bewildered as well.


  Rosetta admonishes her for what she’s done.


  “—Listen carefully, Ciel. You were forgiven this time because Darling is just that nice. Normally, you’d be kicked out, no questions asked. That’s how serious your offense was, so make sure you reflect on your actions.”


  “Y-yes, ma’am.”


  Ciel doesn’t appear convinced, but with Rosetta beside her, she has no choice but to acquiesce.


  Good thing too, since if she has a change of heart or something along that line, I will kick her out just like that. [2]


  Please keep up with your rebellious spirit.


  “That will do, yes?”


  “—If Liam-dono is fine with that.”


  The baron still doesn’t sound like he fully understands, but he accepts my proposal.


  —Phew, that’s a relief.


  Now, how did the information about Ciel get leaked?


  ————————————————————————————————————


  [1] It’s more like the EU, or European Union.


  [2] Change of heart like Rosetta’s “change of heart”


  Epilogue


  That was dangerous.


  I almost had Ciel, who’s rebellious against me, taken away.


  Who on earth leaked the information?


  I don’t think Kukuri and his subordinates would go against my orders, and it’s not like anything would’ve happened by leaving Ciel alone.


  Although she hates me and tries to get in my way, there’s only so much she can do with her abilities.


  Being the good person that she is, her actions are very limited.


  If she was evil, I would’ve eliminated her already since those that can throw caution to the wind are dangerous.


  From my perspective, Ciel is the perfect woman to have rolling on my palm.


  It would’ve been tough to find a replacement, and it doesn’t sit right with me to go out of my way to search for one.


  Ciel’s worth is precisely because she’s all-natural.


  —Basically, it’s a matter of taste.


  “In the end, where did the information get leaked from? Should I have Kukuri and his men look into it?”


  A sense of crisis takes hold of me due to the info leak that has occured.


  Just then, Eulisia enters my office with some documents in hand.


  “Lord Liam, there’s something I wish to consult with you. It’s about Lady Rosetta’s personal guards.”


  Unlike her usual self, Eulisia in work mode is wearing a skirt suit, and giving off the vibe of a competent woman.


  She should really take things more seriously on a daily basis.


  “Rosetta’s?”


  I browse through the documents and find nothing interesting about the personal guards that are being assembled.


  It’s neither good nor bad.


  As dull as it is, it’s a solid selection.


  “As one would expect of Rosetta. Her personal guards are so unremarkable that it’s almost boring.”


  “Even so, that’s the best we could do.”


  Giving it your all means nothing.


  “What’s important in this world is the result, not the effort that you put in. Show me results.”


  “So, mean! —Oh, in that case, please praise me.”


  “Huh? You? Why?”


  Why do I have to praise her?


  She’s living off my money, so there’s nothing weird with her working for me.


  It’d be a waste to keep her otherwise.


  “I’m talking about what happned to Ciel-chan. You see, I was the one who figured out that she’s moving behind the scenes to interfere with the selection of Lady Rosetta’s personal guards!”


  Eulisia sticks her chest out and declares with confidence and pride.


  Stunned, I shoot up from my chair and approach her.


  “Oh, feeling like praising me? Then be gentle with—hey, that hurts!”


  I give her a good flick, prompting her to crouch down with both her hands covering her forehead.


  “What gives?!”


  “What have you done, you disappointing woman!”


  With teary eyes, Eulisia complains about the mistreatment.


  I didn’t expect the traitor to be right next to me.


  This girl must have found evidence of Ciel moving behind the scenes and tattled to Baron Exner!


  “Take this! And this! And this!”


  I jab her cheeks with my index finger.


  “S-stop with the mistreatment!”


  “You should be grateful that I’m willing to forgive you with just this. Don’t poke your nose into Ciel’s business from now on.”


  Holding her cheeks with her hands, Eulisia stares at me, shocked.


  Just as I’m wondering what she’s surprised about, she says something completely out of the blue.


  “Y-you’re getting angry with me, but you’re willing to forgive Ciel even when she’s betrayed you?! You like her that much?!”


  It seems she’s unwilling to accept the fact that Ciel’s loved more than herself.


  —What happened to your plan of casting me aside and breaking up with me?


  And to begin with, I don’t think there was any love between us.


  “She’s indeed better than you.”


  Compared to Eulisia, Ciel can heal my wounded soul.


  She’s valuable in that she has what Rosetta lacks.


  “You keep moving on to other women!”


  “When was I ever into you?”


  I call B.S.! Amagi’s the only one I’m crazy about!


  Eulisia causes a scene, and Rosetta joins us in the midst of that.


  “Darling, are you done discussing with her? I want to speak to you about my personal guards—”


  Rosetta enters the room with a smile, but upon seeing Eulisia bawling with tears in her eyes, her expression turns cold.


  However, the target of her cold gaze is Eulisia, not me.


  “Eulisia-san, what are you doing?”


  “Me?! So, I’m the problem now?! It’s clearly Lord Liam’s fault! He’s cheating on me with another woman!”


  —Why does she think I’m interested in her?


  Truly, she’s being overly self-centered.


  If she was less disappointing, I might’ve considered treating her a bit better.


  Also, it’s scary how Rosetta doesn’t suspect me one bit after seeing what’s going on.


  Normally, one would take the side of the crying woman.


  Her blind trust in me is quite burdensome.


  “From the looks of things, you’re troubling Darling. Also, taking into account your normal behavior, what else do you expect?”


  Since she knows how Eulisia normally behaves, she’s come to the conclusion that I’m not the one at fault here.


  Rosetta… why are you such an easy woman?


  You should be more suspicious of me.


  “Enough. You need me for something?”


  “Oh, right…it’s about Ciel.”


  Ciel?


  ◇


  Ciel, after being scolded by her father and brother, had been told to reflect on her actions in her room.


  Baron Exner had exclaimed, ‘You won’t find a finer aristocrat anywhere else! How could you call him a bad person!’


  On the other hand, Kurt had said, ‘Apologizing won’t be enough. Now that things have come this far, I’ll undergo sex reassignment surgery and—’
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  Ciel’s pillow was wet from her tears.


  “Brother’s an idiot! No one’s aware of that person’s true nature!”


  What made things worse was that she had to receive the help that Liam had offered for her offense to be overlooked.


  He had bowed down before Baron Exner, saying that he was willing to “pay however much is needed for her pardon”.


  With Liam’s help, Ciel’s education was once against entrusted to the Banfields.


  She was crying because of how pathetic she felt and how her brother was seriously considering changing his gender despite having a fiancée.


  While her eyes were swollen red, the door to her room opened.


  The door should have been locked, but she found Liam standing there.


  “Yo.”


  Liam, who was grinning, probably knew how she felt.


  He was having the time of his life watching her cry in frustration.


  “I-it’s you.”


  “Since you’re a maid, you should greet your Master.”


  “As if! Besides, I’m currently under house arrest!”


  Normally, her status didn’t allow her to talk back, but Liam looked like he was enjoying himself.


  In fact, he seemed to very much welcome the retorts.


  “What did I say? Nobody’s going to trust your words.”


  “Ku!”


  As things stood, she would be yelled at or asked if she was okay if she went around calling Liam a villain.


  However, Ciel wasn’t about to give up.


  “—I’ll definitely expose your true nature to the world.”


  She was determined to prove to the others that they were misunderstanding him and that Liam wasn’t the good person they thought he was.


  Hearing this, Liam brought his face close to Ciel’s.


  “I very much look forward to it. I’ll be rooting for you, Ciel-chan.”


  “I’ll defintely make you regret what you’ve done today! I’ll make you regret ever helping me!”


  Ciel wasn’t about to forgive Liam for tricking her brother.


  Kurt was seriously debating whether he should change his gender.


  If he did, he would go from being her dear brother to being her dear sister, and Ciel absolutely refused to accept that.


  She was going to unmask Liam and open up her brother’s eyes.


  “I’ll give you plenty of praise if you manage to do that.”


  Liam beamed in happiness seeing Ciel maintain her stubborn attitude.


  He turned around and left the room.


  Ciel wiped off her tears with renewed determination, knowing that it wasn’t the time to be crying.


  “—I’ll definitely expose your true nature to the world.”


  In the corner of her room, a faint light that resembled a dog cocked its head as it watched Ciel yell, “I won’t let my dear brother become my sister!” towards the ceiling.


  Then, it too exited the room.


  ◇


  Back in my room, I’m drinking the tea that Amagi has prepared for me.


  This is the time of day when I can have my peace.


  Amagi asks a question as she prepares sweets for me.


  “Is Ciel-san back on her feet?”


  “My heart went cold when I heard she was feeling down, but it seems her spirit isn’t broken yet. She’s a rare talent.”


  She keeps saying she’ll expose me even though she can’t, and I find that really cute.


  It’s like watching a chihuahua trying to initiate a fight against a tiger.


  “Master, I don’t think it’s a good idea to tease her so much.”


  “Don’t worry about it. Putting that aside—I heard Cleo’s also moving about a lot behind the scenes.”


  “His Highness Cleo?”


  “He’s using the money that I’ve provided him with and distributing it to poor aristocrats. I had Kukuri and his men investigate, and it appears he’s gathering people that can act as his arms and legs.”


  Will he remain satisfied as a figurehead, or—


  Amagi looks towards me. She’s as expressionless as always, but there’s a hint of worry in her eyes.


  “Rest assured. He’s not my enemy.”


  “Master seems pretty relaxed despite being up against His Majesty the Emperor.”


  Against the entire Empire, a puny lord like myself would normally be obliterated.


  However, the fact that he’s sneakily moving behind the scenes proves that he can’t publicly make a move against me.


  That, or he’s toying with me.


  —All things considered; it does bother me.


  The Guide mentioned something about my ‘true enemy’.


  Everything would make sense if it was His Majesty the Emperor was controlling the Berkeley Family from the shadows, but that would also mean he’s much more powerful than the likes of Linus and Calvin.


  “I’ll leave the Empire intact if Cleo remains as he is, but if he doesn’t—”


  I don’t finish my sentence.


  It’s become highly likely that my true enemy is this country’s Emperor, but that just means I have to do what it takes to beat him, and I fully intend to win.


  Seeing that there’s still some uneasiness in Amagi’s eyes, I reassure her.


  “There’s nothing to worry about. We have a good chance of winning.”


  “But enemies keep appearing one after another.”


  “Well, you’re right on that one.”


  I want to remain cooped up inside my territory and play around, but I haven’t had any time for that.


  Like seriously, I wasn’t given any time to play around, even back when I was in university.


  That’s why I’ll remain in the Capital for a while and enjoy myself.


  Since it’s the Emperor that’s moving behind the scenes, even if I were to defeat the enemies that I have right now, more would pop up in due time.


  Amagi asks how I’ll deal with Cleo.


  “Is Master thinking of giving His Highness Cleo a warning? I don’t recommend leaving him alone.”


  “I’ll let him be for now since it will be more interesting that way, and what he’s doing is commendable. Don’t you see? To stand against me, he’s gathering everyone that opposes me.”


  Those that oppose me are generally good people.


  Since my group consists of evil lords, those that oppose us should be made of virtuous ones.


  Cleo’s basically gathering them all in one place and acting like a vaccum cleaner.


  Once they’re all nicely gathered—I’ll erase them.


  “I should save up my strength for a while. There’s the matter of nurturing successors for the School of One-Flash, not to mention—”


  My One-Flash still falls short of my Master’s.


  There’s something missing to it.


  “—Should I seek out Master?”


  It’s about time I seek his guidance once more.


  I was able to defeat Izel, but I’m not sure whether this is the answer to cutting down the uncuttable.


  Amagi reports to me as I think about various things.


  “I believe His Highness Cleo is doing the same thing as Lady Rosetta.”


  “The same as Rosetta?”


  “Yes. To establish her personal guards, she’s calling out to knights and aristocrats that are in distress and providing them with support.”


  “Hmm.”


  No surprise there. She’s a nice person after all.


  As expected, it was the right decision to establish her personal guards.


  With just Eulisia alone, she’ll only be able to maintain the appearance of an army.


  “However, Lady Rosetta seems to be doing a lot of careful investigation, meaning she’s not randomly selecting people.”


  “I don’t care about the details. Just notify me if any problem occurs.”


  “Understood.”


  Amagi bows before looking at me.


  “Anything wrong?”


  “No, but standing beside Master like this reminds me of the past.”


  “The past?”


  “Yes. I have been serving Master for a long time after all.”


  Now that I think about it, has it been over a hundred years?


  Indeed, we’ve been acquainted for a long time.


  It just irks me that I’ve known Brian the longest.


  “I’ll be counting on you in the future as well.”


  “—Of course.”
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