
  
    [image: Cover]
  

  
    [image: Front Image1]
  

  
    [image: Front Image2]
  

  
    [image: Front Image3]
  

  Table of Contents


  
    	Cover


    	Color Illustrations


    	Prologue: Day Two Tournament


    	Chapter One: Tournament Day Three


    	Interlude: Tournament Day Four


    	Chapter Two: Tournament Day Six — He Who Lost His Other Half


    	Interlude: Lunchtime


    	Chapter Three: Miss Zeta’s Expository Lecture—Job Builds


    	Chapter Four: The Invited Immortals


    	Interlude: Tournament Days Seven and Eight


    	Chapter Five Opening: The King of Plagues Incident


    	Interlude: Records and Memories


    	Chapter Five Closing: Godslayer


    	Interlude: A Story That Was Spoken and a Story Untold


    	Conjunction: From the Depths


    	Afterword


    	About J-Novel Club


    	Copyright

  


  Landmarks


  
    	Color Images


    	Table of Contents

  



  
    
      Prologue: Day Two Tournament


      Sorcerer, Ray Starling


      It was the day after Lei-Lei thoroughly defeated me, and I’d somehow ended up fighting an Overlord.


      I’d gotten my clan to come pick me up from the forest and had a Bishop of the national faith treat the wounds covering my body. I still had some lasting injury-based debuffs after all the treatment, but apparently they’d go away in a few days if I just used healing items regularly. The men of faith there said that the Lunar Society’s clinics could treat my wounds better than they did, but I was afraid of getting deeper into debt with Miss Eldritch, so that was a “no” from me.


      Also, I couldn’t help but note how magnanimous they were being. Not everyone would recommend their clients go to their direct competition.


      So yeah, my wounds didn’t end up being a big deal, and Silver had suffered so little damage that it was covered by his auto-repair—he’d be able to gallop again in just a few days.


      The way we’d been thrown into a sudden predicament had gotten me pretty worried for a bit there, but I’d say it ended well.


      Anyway, I would be watching The Tournaments starting from today—which was day two.


      The member of our clan participating today was B3, and she was currently waiting for the duel to start, clad in her usual combat gear—full-body armor and shields in both hands.


      I was also familiar with her opponent—a wolf-eared woman dressed like a barbarian and holding a spear.


      “This is the finale of The Tournaments’ second day! It’s Rosa the Bone-Eater versus Barbaroy Bad Burn the Crushing Canopy!” said the announcer.


      Yes—B3 was up against the subleader of Altar’s third place clan, K&R—Nobushi Princess Rosa.


      “I know these two well,” I said.


      “Indeed,” said Nemesis. “We’ve fought alongside B3 many times, even before we formed our clan, and we fought Rosa once before going on to watch her fight Juliet.”


      Nemesis and I truly knew what the two combatants were capable of.


      “Fight!”


      But that was exactly why I gasped at their immediate movements following that announcement.


      Rosa used Gashadokuro’s ult to equip an exoskeleton that enhanced her STR and AGI, and followed it up with her job ult as Nobushi Princess—A Kill Supreme, the super powerful attack that could only be used as a first strike.


      However, B3 saw it coming and used Heaven’s Weight to shave off some of Rosa’s power and speed. Then she used Astro Guard to increase her defense and ultimately sacrificed her shield to protect against the attack.


      As Rosa’s movements became sluggish, B3 used Atlas’s ult to retaliate with an obscenely powerful strike using her remaining shield. However, Rosa avoided it by using the MVP reward she’d used in her fight against Juliet—the one that let her evade fatal attacks and teleport—to get behind B3 and attack her with Backslayer, a skill which enhanced attacks from behind.


      As though she’d been expecting it, B3 aimed her left arm behind her and used Gauntlet Trigger—a skill possessed by her full-body armor MVP reward, Magnum Colossus—to fire the gauntlet and offset Rosa’s attack.


      With a loud clash, the two were flung apart.


      Not even a minute had passed since the duel had begun, but the battle was already at peak intensity as they played each and every ace they had hiding up their sleeves. They each knew the cards that the other had on hand, and as a result they didn’t hold anything back.


      This was an exchange of blows where a single mistake could spell the end of the duel, but I felt like they’d expected everything that had happened so far. They only used moves they were both aware of, making this battle kinda align with standard shogi tactics.


      And so, I expected that from this point on, they would abandon that standard and start to use moves their opponent hadn’t seen.


      “GRAAAH!” Once again, Rosa was the one to move first. Using Instant Equip, she summoned a spear into her empty hand and threw the newly equipped weapon at B3.


      Given the choice between evasion and defense, B3 chose her usual approach and braced herself to endure the attack. She also used Instant Equip to take out a new shield—a massive shield meant for giants that she’d used before—and held it up like a wall straight in the path of the spear hurtling toward her.


      When the attack and defense met, the audience—myself included—expected a loud, high-pitched clang...but it never came.


      The source of the sound had vanished.


      My attention still fixed on the stage, I saw B3’s eyes widen in shock.


      This was something that I wouldn’t normally be able to see, since her head was always completely hidden by her helm.


      Basically...her face was fully exposed now. Her shields, her armor—all of her equipment had been removed.


      “A spear that removes gear?!” I exclaimed. Was this a new MVP reward? Maybe an item custom-made from rare materials?


      Rosa’s spear had vanished—but in exchange, all of B3’s gear had been removed and was now lying on the stage.


      B3, now clad only in her underwear, was completely defenseless. Rosa accelerated toward her.


      B3’s Armor Giant and Shield Giant were sturdy tank jobs, but they relied heavily on the defense of her equipment. With all of that removed, her toughness was greatly reduced.


      Rosa had been planning since the start to end this battle with this gear-removing weapon. She’d played the known cards in her own hand to bait out B3’s—including her Embryo ult—and then used the spear. Rosa must’ve guessed that if B3’s armor was removed from the equation, their respective job configurations and her own Superior Job would give her the advantage in sheer physical ability, and that would allow her to win.


      As Rosa approached, B3 held up both her hands as though putting up whatever meager resistance she could manage, but...


      “Oh,” Nemesis and I said in unison, knowing full well what that stance meant. We also understood the look on B3’s face, which had shifted from shock to a savage grin.


      Thus, Rosa came within just three metels of B3...


      ...and, still leaning forward in her charging stance, she was slammed straight onto the floor of the stage.


      “HUH?!” Now, Rosa was the one overcome with shock. The spear that was supposed to run B3 through had instead been shoved to the ground, along with the arm holding it. Try as she might, she couldn’t raise it up—in fact, it just continued to sink farther.


      I could tell by Rosa’s expression that if she were able to, she would’ve said the extra gravity from Heaven’s Weight should be easy for her to overcome.


      But this wasn’t that—or rather, it wasn’t the Heaven’s Weight that Rosa knew.


      This was the result of Territory compression—a trump card passed down to B3 by Fuso, and one that she’d used during the peace conference, in the battle against King of Beasts...and Rosa had no idea it existed until now. With its range narrowed, the gravity field greatly exceeded the normal five hundred times multiplier—making the gravity five thousand times stronger.


      Faced with such an immense increase in weight, even a vanguard SJ like Rosa was stopped in her tracks and afflicted with the Binding debuff.


      B3 looked down at her opponent, saying nothing. Using this compression technique also fixed her in place as well.


      But the duel was already as good as over.


      “Nnghh...ugh...ghhh...?!” Rosa spat out blood and sank farther down onto the stage.


      Unable to put up any resistance against the massive increase in gravity, her body was gradually being destroyed.


      Back when this effect was used on King of Beasts, it had slowed her down, but ultimately didn’t have much of an effect. That was because King of Beasts was an exception among exceptions. The bodies of animals weren’t that tough normally.


      Nobushi Princess might have been an SJ, but she was specialized in ambushing and thus didn’t have the toughness to withstand this level of gravity.


      Rosa wasn’t the only one who’d been trying to force her enemy to play everything in her hand.


      B3 must’ve been planning to end the battle like this from the moment Rosa shed the STR-enhancing exoskeleton she created with her ult. Rosa might’ve been able to weather the five thousand times stronger gravity if she’d still had it on, but alas.


      Both of them had been hiding aces up their sleeves.


      However, while Rosa’s was meant to bring her closer to victory, B3’s was meant to ensure her victory.


      You could say that that was the real deciding factor...


      “Down, doggy.”


      ...and, following that insult from B3, Rosa was crushed to death.
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      ◇


      “Is it just me, or did Rosa go out wearing the kind of face you should never show in public?” Nemesis asked.


      “That clearly made her snap,” I said. “Though B3 was also stripped to her underwear in public, so they’re kinda even, I guess.”


      “Hrmm...both of them just keep getting their prides wounded.” This would probably be added onto the long list of grudges between them. From what I could tell, a lot must’ve happened in their shared past as PKs.


      The duel’s over, but they’re still holding their weapons and glaring at each other, I thought.


      “Dear me...hm? Ray, what is that in your hand?”


      “A betting ticket. I put money on B3.” Just like you could at every event in the City of Duels, you could also gamble on who would win The Tournaments.


      In standard duels involving just two people, you would only bet on one or the other right before the match began, but for The Tournaments, the betting took place when the preliminaries ended and the finals started. You essentially voted on who of those remaining would be the ultimate winner.


      Here on day two, the absolute favorite to win was Rosa, since she was a high-ranking duelist and an SJ—but the actual winner was B3.


      As a result of betting on someone who wasn’t a favorite, I got a pretty big payout. Specifically, the hundred million lir I bet became over five hundred million.


      “I fear for our financial sense,” said Nemesis.


      “Well, I still had a good bit of the lir I got by selling that metal material,” I objected.


      “You are so... How many times have you spent such large sums on gambling at this point?”


      “I mean, if I save up enough money, I might be able to actually buy the base we’re just renting right now.”


      “You do understand that claiming you will save up money to buy a house via gambling is blatantly absurd?”


      “Good point.”


      Regardless, with B3 securing victory without issue, there would now be a closing ceremony for day two, after which we would form a party with her and challenge the UBM she won.


      “We were unable to make it to yesterday’s battle. Let us make up for that today.”


      “Yeah.” There were eight more Tournament days left. I didn’t know how many times we—Death Period—would get to challenge the UBMs, but I would give my all to help the members who were doing what they could in this contest.


      Silently, I reaffirmed that the best we could do right now was improve ourselves as much as possible. That was what was necessary to seize the future we wanted in the coming rematch against Dryfe.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter One: Tournament Day Three


      Gideon the City of Duels, Central Arena


      The results of the first and second days of The Tournaments were, to put it bluntly, within the realm of expectation.


      The person who had won the right to challenge Stern Face-Tender Heart, Sasage, on the first day was a Superior, Lei-Lei the Prodigal of Feasts, who had gone on to fight it right away and won the MVP reward with little effort on her part.


      On day two, the right to challenge Fortcrushing Mawdragon, No Mercy, had just been decided in a heated battle between two of the kingdom’s strongest PKs. Ultimately, the combatant who’d managed to eke out a victory was Barbaroy Bad Burn.


      In the UBM fight after that, she fought alongside her clan leader, Ray Starling the Unbreakable, and four other Masters who seemed to be newbies. They went on to win and acquire the MVP reward.


      Indeed, there had been two UBM battles so far, and both of their MVP rewards had been claimed by Death Period.


      Because of this, not to mention the way Lei-Lei and Barbaroy had fought, the power and fearsomeness of the clan became known across the kingdom. On account of the name and their combat style, though, a lot of people mistakenly assumed they must be a pretty shady group.


      But despite all of that, common opinion held that there was no chance of Death Period winning on the third day too. After all, the Master they’d sent to fight on that third day was nothing like the two who claimed victory in the others.


      He was neither a Superior nor a well-known PK—merely a Master who could still be called a newbie. He may have won the four preliminary battles and made it to the finals, but most thought that he wouldn’t go beyond that.


      The third day’s final lineup boasted names like AT WIKI, holder of the magic-focused Superior Job King of Glaciers, as well as Adham “The Thousand and One Night,” and Bolhead “The Mythbeast Circus.”


      Because of this, the odds of this nameless Death Period member winning were believed to be low—and the possible payout for anyone who bet on him was so high that he could have been considered a potential dark horse.


      However, almost nobody thought he was capable of defeating anyone else in the finals.


      Interestingly, though, a few people were still placing large bets on this nameless member of Death Period.


      One of them was the clan’s leader who’d won big on the previous day—Ray Starling.


      The others were four Masters who had no connection to Death Period.


      All of them had been defeated by this same nameless Master in the preliminaries.


      ◇◆


      A caster clad in a white robe panted with ragged breath, deeply drained by his battle against the opponent before him.


      But it wasn’t his body or his magic that had been down the most—it was his mind.


      The white-robed man was King of Glaciers, AT WIKI.


      He was the leader of the fifth-ranking clan—Wiki Editors: Kingdom of Altar Branch. Just as the name suggested, this was a branch of the clan that had set up shop in many countries for the purpose of editing Infinite Dendrogram’s wiki. As someone who’d reached as high as sixth in the kill rankings, AT WIKI was no doubt a force to be reckoned with.


      He had also managed the impressive feat of forming a party that went all the way down to the 45th floor of the Tomb Labyrinth—and recently, after the throne of King of Glaciers was suddenly vacated, he’d taken up the mantle and acquired the power of a Superior Job.


      AT WIKI possessed a wealth of combat experience and knowledge, and thanks to his status as an SJ and an impressive set of gear, he was a combatant who could rival any common vanguard. In today’s Tournament, he was undoubtedly the favorite to win.


      And yet, here he was, at a loss for how to proceed against a nameless newbie.


      Nine attempts, all of them failed, he thought. Trying to affect his vision did nothing.


      He knew that he was up against a member of a high-ranking clan, Death Period. But according to his investigations, Death Period was a clan that was so high up because it was made up of—no, because it just had a few elite members.


      Four Superiors. Famous PKs. And the Unbreakable, who stumbled across unusual incidents and had so far been lucky enough to deal with them.


      The other members were either excess baggage or simply there to inflate the member count—newbies who only joined the clan because they simply happened to be accompanying the leader during Franklin’s Game.


      However, this particular member—the one AT was fighting right now—was nothing like that.


      “White Field.” The moment AT prepared to use a spell, his opponent snapped his fingers.


      That single action made the ultimate skill of the high-rank Cryomancer job vanish like mist.


      “I’m sorry,” said AT’s opponent—a boy so beautiful you could mistake him for some kind of snow fairy. “I’m not very fond of ice.”


      Clad in brass-colored clothing, accompanied by his Embryo—a succubus Sentinel—and commanding a landdragon called Hexahorn Grand Dragon, the boy was smiling.


      “It reminds me of a rather unpleasant person...and more importantly, if you used that on me, I would lose.”


      He maintained that likable smile even as he said that, but it made AT’s insides freeze.


      He has no trouble shutting down even a high-rank job ult, huh? This wasn’t the first time the boy had canceled AT’s magic. He’d done this a total of ten times now.


      AT knew that he was capable of this feat because of the MVP reward on his hands. He couldn’t read any details of the item with Identification, but it was clear that it canceled magic whenever he just snapped his fingers.


      If that was all it was, though, AT would be able to counter it. The move didn’t cancel magic automatically—instead, the user had to deliberately perform an action to use it. This meant that AT could circumvent it simply by casting magic when his opponent didn’t expect it.


      The gap between their stats was obvious, and a single spell that connected would be enough to snowball into complete victory.


      However, that one single spell AT needed to connect hadn’t done so even once.


      His opponent somehow grasped when he was using magic even if AT didn’t say a word—even when he cast after using an item skill that hid him from sight, the boy still snapped his fingers at the most optimal time to make the magic scatter.


      He was reading AT like a book, forcing him to waste MP over and over. How does he know exactly how I’m playing my cards...?!


      “I knew you would climb up the ladder of this third Tournament, so I watched every single one of your matches up until this point,” the beautiful boy replied as though he read AT’s mind. “Unless you use something you haven’t used in any match so far, don’t think you can outsmart me.”


      AT was silent. It was clearly a provocation, but he knew he couldn’t act on it.


      After all, AT had also seen his opponent’s matches—and in all of them, this boy was the one who negated the enemy’s attacks and emerged victorious. The boy’s combat style could be described as “antioffensive.”


      In competitive card game terms, he played with what was called a “lock deck” or “permission deck.” That was how much he restricted his opponents’ freedom in combat.


      AT could clearly see that in the three battles he’d witnessed, starting with the boy’s fifth. In that battle, the boy’s opponent was Bolhead the Mythbeast Circus, a High Tamer who commanded monsters, just like he did. The monsters Bolhead had were slightly stronger than the boy’s, and he also had an Embryo that enhanced tamed creatures.


      Everyone felt Bolhead would come out on top if they clashed directly...but they never did.


      The boy made the first move and Charmed Bolhead’s own monsters into killing him.


      His opponent in the quarterfinal was Pyromancer Adham the Thousand and One Night.


      After seeing the previous battle, Adham entered the arena equipped with gear that countered Charm. However, he had his magic negated, just as AT was experiencing right now, and was trampled when the boy’s succubus and landdragon closed the distance between them.


      In the semifinal, he fought Pound Boxer Hellmask, who’d been a nobody before this Tournament, but showed great prowess as he clawed his way up the ranks. He had a fighting style focused on closing distance with nimble footwork and pulverizing the opponent’s head. Like Adham, Hellmask had also equipped something to counter Charm, and it was widely believed that the boy would certainly lose this time.


      Clad in body-enhancing Type Arms armor, Hellmask flanked the boy and threw a single punch that could kill him instantly.


      However, the fist was stopped by the boy’s brass-colored coat—or, rather, the Orichalcum Armory Slime that was disguised as an ordinary coat.


      The liquid metal slime negated physical attacks completely and stopped Hellmask’s hand. It couldn’t be destroyed even by this deadly fist.


      That was when the succubus showered Hellmask in a multitude of debuffs besides Charm—and when they had all affected him, the slime sliced him apart.


      Thus, the boy reached the finals.


      And now that he was actually facing him, AT clearly understood...


      It’s better not to think of this as fighting a newbie. This boy read his opponent’s moves ahead of time, stole the pawns his opponent brought to the field, canceled magic, blocked physical attacks, showered his enemies in debuffs, and finally finished them off.


      He was a monstrous being who crushed his enemies before they could even show a fifth of their power.


      He was a monstrosity who might not have had a Superior Job, but had truly taken his place in the realm of pre-Superiors.


      In a way, he might’ve been even less like a newbie than the Unbreakable.


      I need to carefully look for a way to win, AT thought. I still have the stat advantage.


      There was no need to respond to the boy’s provocations, and the debuffs that he’d used on the previous opponents wouldn’t work on AT.


      AT’s Embryo was called Pale Night’s Falling Light, Tianren Wushuai.


      It was based on the five signs of a heavenly being’s decay described in Buddhist scriptures, and its core trait was countering debuffs. A Type World Embryo, Tianren Wushuai negated all debuffs afflicting AT himself and five nearby targets selected by him. Additionally, it built up the debuffs and returned stronger versions to the ones who sent them.


      Tianren Wushuai was debuff-focused retribution-type Embryo in its sixth form. This Embryo was what had allowed his party to make it so far down in the Tomb Labyrinth, which was full of fearsome debuffs.


      And because AT had this Embryo, using debuffs on him was a mistake that would ensure the aggressor’s defeat. The main reason he’d even gone after the Orb offered on day three was because he thought he could win against the monster contained within it, which used curse-based debuffs.


      However, it was because the boy knew AT had this power that he didn’t use any actual debuffs. You couldn’t fall into someone’s trap if you knew what they were capable of.


      Thus, the battle between Masters had turned into a repetitive exercise. AT used magic in the hopes of finally landing a blow, while the boy prevented him from doing so.


      The only thing that could break this equilibrium were their monsters, aiming straight for them.


      “MHOOOOOO!” One creature let out a bellow, while the other was silent. The landdragon tried to charge toward AT, but a giant lump of ice stopped it.


      The ice was actually a Permafrost Golem AT built using a skill. Golem creation as an art was the forte of jobs practicing earth magic, and this was the ice version of that. This golem was on the higher end of Pure-Dragon tier in stats and was specialized in endurance, making it capable of acting as a wall against the landdragon’s attacks.


      AT WIKI’s magical attacks were negated, but so were the physical assaults of the boy’s landdragon.


      One could say that this battle was a stalemate, and that they were equally matched.


      The succubus, the landdragon, the slime... I see that their stats are enhanced, but even with the buffs, they don’t surpass Permafrost.


      Just like the boy’s passive skills enhanced his creatures, so too was AT’s ice golem, Permafrost, enhanced by AT’s passives as King of Glaciers, and he could heal it by transferring some of his own magic to him.


      Additionally, Wallvisage Mind, Banwall, an MVP reward he’d acquired a while ago, had a skill that enhanced the defense of anything defending him.


      AT silently looked at his opponent. AT was the head of the fifth-ranking clan and specialized in group battles, but even as a solo unit he was a jack-of-all-trades who could fulfill the roles of tank, attacker, and healer.


      And that was exactly why the boy, who could fight him as an equal, was so menacing.


      Based on what Identification tells me, he’s not hiding much in terms of gear. Besides the antimagic MVP reward and that slime, every item just gives a bonus to his minion capacity. Makes sense—without those, it would be difficult for him to field two Pure-Dragon-tier monsters.


      Duel rules prevented using party slots for monsters—any creatures used in duels had to fit within one’s minion capacity. With The Tournaments being no different in that regard, the boy’s gear was heavily focused on increasing minion capacity to overcome this problem.


      If you take away what they got from buffs, the two monsters have stats that are below average for their species, AT thought. They must’ve only recently evolved into a higher form.


      During the stalemate, he used Reveal to read the boy’s cards as thoroughly as he could.


      I know about his jobs. The only mystery...is that Embryo.


      The succubus standing at the boy’s side—she could fly, but didn’t seem to be using that ability to fly over Permafrost to attack AT. She was only casting healing magic on the landdragon.


      But she was wary of AT and would be prepared if he came close.


      She used Charm, healing magic, and a bunch of other skills, didn’t she? Her core trait isn’t clear. Maybe she has a learning or stocking skill? That would make their power pretty low, though...


      Embryos had a tendency to lose output strength in compensation as they became able to do more things. And if they didn’t become weaker, they began demanding higher costs from their Masters.


      So far, it didn’t look like the boy was paying much of an external cost, which made it safe to assume that the skills themselves had a weak output.


      Is he hiding something? The Embryo hadn’t done much in the matches so far, but that was exactly why AT suspected she was holding something back. This was the final, so AT also expected the boy would play some trump card related to her—perhaps a skill that required time before it could be used.


      In that case, I should probably act first. This means responding to his provocation...but I have no choice.


      AT extended his hands toward Permafrost’s back—as well as the landdragon and the boy behind it.


      The boy prepared to snap his fingers, but then stopped.


      He realized that AT wasn’t casting a spell.


      A moment later, something scattered before the boy’s eyes.


      It was the slime that the boy wore as clothes. It had moved to protect him, and a part of the creature had been blown away.


      “...I see,” the boy said in sudden understanding, looking at AT’s hands—and the things that were clutched in them.


      AT had used Instant Equip to take out two guns.


      They were not normal guns, however—they were magic guns.


      The job that had focused on crafting these kinds of weapons had been lost to time, so they were in limited supply—a treasure that could only be unearthed as archaeological finds from ancient ruins.


      And AT was now holding such a rarity in each hand.


      The one on the right fired light magic—lasers—while the one on the left fired wind magic—invisible bullets.


      He’d acquired these magic guns using the money he’d earned from countless quests and kills, and there were two reasons why he’d gone for weapons imbued with elements that weren’t ice, his usual speciality.


      The first reason was that he wanted to be prepared against anyone his element didn’t work on. Second, he wanted to have a means of attacking in situations where magic itself was unusable.


      And as had just been proven, the boy wasn’t able to stop these magic guns from firing.


      This meant that AT now had a means of attacking him.


      It was worth keeping these a secret until now. Even this won’t be enough to finish him off, though.


      The gunfire had basically taken the boy by surprise, but he’d remained unharmed himself by getting his slime to protect him. This meant that even if he couldn’t negate the actual firing, he was still able to read what AT would do.
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Ray

Ray Starling / Reiji Mukudori

A college freshman who gets caught up in various
incidents within Infinite Dendrogram. Though he is
generally mild-mannered, he has a strong will that
causes him to fight for his goals and never give up
on them.

Nemesis

N

Ray's Embryo manifested as this girl. Nemesis acts as

Ray's weapon by taking up the form of armaments such
as a greatsword, halberd, shield, pinwheel, mirror, and
twin swords. She is also a notable glutton.

is

Marie

Marie Adler/Nagisa Ichimiya

A player who accumulated a wealth of knowledge through her
work as a Journalist for DIN—the Dendro Information Network.
She is role-playing as the main character of her own manga,
Into the Shadow.

Candy

The King of Plagues who destroyed a country and shook the
world of Infinite Dendrogram. Though this act sent him to the gaol,
he recently broke out alongside King of Crime.
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