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  Chapter 1: The Curtain Rises

"We shall now proceed with the execution of the Rebel Summoner—Reima Kariya!"

Life was a joke.

That was the conclusion reached by the Transferee, Reima Kariya.

In the winter of my final year of middle school, I thought I’d been crushed in a rockfall. Instead, I was summoned to another world. Since I possessed the talent of a Summoner, I set out on a journey to subjugate the Demon King, all for the sake of returning to my original world.

I spent three years on that journey. I saved the world alongside the Summoned Beasts who had contracted with me—and now, at this very moment, I was about to be executed.

Magic items imbued with weakening curses weighed down my arms, and a magic-sealing collar was clamped tight around my throat. They were using heavy-duty equipment to keep me suppressed.

What did I do wrong? I wondered, but the answer came to me immediately.

A Summoner powerful enough to kill a Demon King was a liability. To the people of this world, it was only natural to be afraid. 

I understood that, logically. But I still wasn't used to the sheer hostility radiating from the very people I’d spent years protecting. I didn't know how to respond.

Yeah. My life really was a piece of trash.

"Hey, King. Get on with it. There’s no point in dragging this out, is there?"

There was no overturning this sentence now. I had no reason to struggle; I just wanted to go home.

Still, even for someone like me, there was one regret.

I wonder if they’ll be okay.

I was worried about my Summoned Beasts. They were a lonely bunch; I hoped they weren't crying. I just hoped they wouldn't grow to hate the people of this world. That was my only prayer.

"Then, farewell—Lord Reima."

The sword swung down in a slow arc.

It was strange. I was about to die, yet I felt no real resentment. I was just worried about my friends. My only regret was that I wouldn't see them again.

"I’m sorry I was such a pathetic master, everyone."

I’d always thought my life was a pointless waste. But when I thought of the comrades and Summoned Beasts who had traveled with me, I felt like there had been a reason for me to come here. A reason for me to be born.

With a sincere apology echoing from the bottom of my heart, my consciousness flickered and died before I could even feel the pain.



"The afterlife is... warmer than I expected."

I stared up at a white ceiling. Looking at the familiar scenery, that was the first thought that came to mind. I had clear memories of the moment of my death, so why was I still conscious?

My memory wasn't clouded. I remembered being summoned, saving the other world, and being executed. I remembered it all.

Which only made this situation weirder.

The question of why I was still alive filled my head. I looked around and realized I was in a hospital room. The interior looked exactly like the one I’d been in back in Japan.

Does this mean I’m back?

It felt like everything that happened might have been a dream, but the experiences were carved into me. Most of all, I couldn't forget the sensation of dying.

"Well, no point overthinking what I don't understand."

After being summoned to another world and living through something out of a light novel, I wasn't about to be shocked by a little bit of weirdness. Besides, the things my Summoned Beasts could do were far more nonsensical than this.

"First, I need to check the situation."

I tried to sit up, but a dull ache shot through me. My joints screamed in protest. I wasn't going anywhere like this.

"Wait... are these broken bones?"

I’d wondered why I was in a hospital, but the injuries explained it. Before I was summoned, I’d been at death’s door after that accident. It made a certain kind of sense.

"...[Heal]."

I tried the recovery magic on a whim. It worked perfectly.

No way.

But the glow of the spell confirmed it: everything that happened was real. Even if the end was a disaster, I didn't want to believe the path I’d walked was just some delusion.

"By the way, what's the date?"

I’d been gone for three years. It wouldn't be strange if a lot of time had passed.

I stretched my stiff limbs. The mountain of questions was starting to get to me, so I walked over and pushed open the hospital window.

"……What?"

The word slipped out before I could stop it.

The view outside wasn't a city. Spread out before me was a landscape that looked exactly like the Dungeons I’d grown used to in the other world.

And that wasn't all. Soaring through the sky were monsters that definitely had no business being in modern Japan.
Episode 2: ...Modern Japan?

"Wait, how is he moving with those injuries!?"

Thirty minutes after waking up, I was still staring out the window, trying to make sense of the surreal landscape, when a nurse caught me. One thing led to another, a doctor was summoned, and... well, I didn't know how to handle it.

"Um... who are you?"

I opted for the amnesia gambit.

"So... you're saying I was caught in a rockfall and spent five months in a coma?"

"That's right. You were essentially brain-dead. Waking up at all is nothing short of a miracle."

The doctor's explanation matched my memories of the accident, which meant I was back in the world I’d left three years ago. Or so it seemed. 

It was a wonder I’d survived the initial impact, but apparently, this "modern" world now possessed magic. That was what had kept me alive—barely. My body hadn't been recovering; it had been on a slow, steady march toward the grave.

"If you don't mind, we'd like to run some tests."

The hospital wasn't about to discharge a miracle patient just because he could stand up. They insisted on a battery of examinations. The results, however, were... problematic.

"Unbelievable," my attending physician muttered.

No external injuries. No internal disease. Aside from the "memory loss," I was the picture of perfect health. 

As a former Summoner, I specialized in support and recovery magic. Fixing a few broken bones and internal hemorrhaging was a Tuesday for me in the other world. Of course, I couldn't exactly tell him that. I kept my mouth shut.

"To heal injuries of that severity... it would take a high-tier Healer. Someone at least A-rank or S-rank."

Watching the doctor's eyes widen with shock, I felt a pang of regret. I shouldn't have been so reckless with the healing.



An hour later, my parents arrived.

It had been years since I’d seen them. I’d honestly thought I never would again. Since I was playing the amnesia card, I couldn't exactly break down in tears, but the relief of seeing them was real.

"Um... hello. I'm sorry."

"Why are you apologizing?" my father asked, his voice thick with emotion. "That accident wasn't your fault."

He pulled me into a tight embrace, and my mother joined him, clinging to me as she sobbed. They were so genuinely happy, so overwhelmed with relief, that the lie tasted bitter in my mouth. Right. They were always like this. A wave of nostalgia washed over me.

"I'm really sorry. I just... I don't remember you at all."

"It doesn't matter," my father said. "You're alive. You woke up. That's all that matters. We have you back."

"Yes... thank God. I'm just so glad you're alive, Reima."

Hearing those words, I realized just how much I’d been loved. 

I was home. But even as I felt the warmth of my family, I couldn't shake the image of the world outside that hospital window.



After a few more tests confirmed I was "perfectly healthy," I was officially discharged. I sat in the back of my parents' car as we drove home.

I spent the next few tens of minutes staring out the window, looking for the monsters I’d seen earlier. The world looked more advanced than the Japan I remembered. It made me wonder if this was even the same country.

Since the drive was going to take a while, I pulled out my smartphone to do some digging. A few terms kept popping up: Adventurer, Dungeon, and Dungeon Streamer.

I pulled up a news clip.

"—Japan remains peaceful today thanks to the Adventurers currently clearing the Dungeons! Furthermore, the recent boom in Dungeon streaming continues to grow, with more and more Dungeon Streamers entering the field—"

The audio played over footage of monsters rampaging through modern cityscapes and humans fighting them off. I opened a familiar-looking streaming app and searched for "Dungeon." The results were endless.

"...What?"

"Something wrong, Reima?"

"No, it's just... what is this?"

"Good grief," my father chuckled, though his eyes were misty. "Waking up and immediately checking Dungeon streams? Even with your memory gone, some things never change."

He seemed happy, but I felt a cold knot of unease in my stomach. The things on the screen—the Goblins and Orcs—were the exact same creatures I’d fought in the other world. 

Beings that should have been fictional were now a part of reality. It felt like a manga had been forcibly superimposed onto my world. The disconnect was jarring.

"Did I... like these?"

"Yeah. You were obsessed with Dungeon streams. You always admired Adventurers. For the last few years, you were working yourself to the bone, saying you were going to become one yourself someday."

"I see..."

I didn't know how to respond to that. 

At the very least, it seemed Adventurers and Dungeons were common knowledge. My amnesia was proving to be a very useful shield. It gave me an excuse for my ignorance. Nice move, me.

I was just starting to relax into the rhythm of the car when a familiar sensation prickled my skin.

Bloodlust.

Then, a shadow blurred across the distance, heading straight for us.

"Whoa!"

"Eek!"

My father yanked the steering wheel. The car swerved violently. At this speed, we were going to slam into a concrete wall. We wouldn't survive the impact.

I didn't hesitate.

"[Protect Shield]."

The support spell was second nature. A shimmering barrier enveloped my family.

"Ugh... Reima, are you okay?"

"Wait... it didn't hurt?"

"Dad, Mom, are you both alright?"

"Y-yeah..."

"I think so..."

"Good."

I didn't drop my guard. I squinted through the window at the massive shape looming in the distance. People were screaming, scattering in every direction.

"A monster escaped the Dungeon!"

"Hold the line until the Adventurers get here!"

The creature was a four-meter-tall monstrosity with the head of an eagle. In the other world, it was a B-rank threat known as a Griffon.

"Reima, we have to run!"

My father grabbed my hand. Even in the face of death, they weren't going to leave me behind. 

In the other world, a Griffon was a serious threat. It took a squad of trained knights or veteran Adventurers to bring one down. To an ordinary human, it was a walking death sentence.

But to me—the man who had stood against the Demon King—it was a bottom-tier pest. I could kill it without even tapping into my Summoned Beasts.

But should I?

My power was the reason I’d been executed in the first place. The "me" of this world was supposed to be powerless. If I showed them what I could do, my parents would be terrified. 

I didn't want to be feared anymore. 

I should just run. I should be a normal person and get out of here. I turned to follow my parents, but then—

"Someone! Help!"

A child's voice.

I looked back. A small child was frozen in place, right in the Griffon's path.

Damn it.

Before I could think, I was moving. 

I cast an enhancement spell on my legs, blurred across the pavement, and stepped directly between the child and the beast.

You idiot. Why did you jump out?

I didn't have an answer. By the time the thought even crossed my mind, my body had already made the choice.
Chapter 3: Childhood Friend

The Griffon’s lethal claws bore down on me. In a few seconds, they would tear me apart. 

I knew I wouldn’t die from the strike. In fact, at this range, I could have easily countered. But my experiences in that other world—those memories—made my body feel heavy and sluggish. Jumping out had been a foolish move; if I had just abandoned the child, I would have been safe. I wouldn't have had to use my power at all. I could have just run away and remained a bystander.

I only had two choices: defeat it or take the hit. There was no time to deliberate. I just had to choose.

"—Reima!"

I heard Mom’s voice. It sounded like she was on the verge of tears. Seeing her face made my thoughts freeze even more.

You idiot. There’s no point in all this if I just make them worry again.

I made a split-second decision. If I could use magic, then... I spoke the words.

"[Summon]!"

I didn't have time to designate a specific target. I just needed one of my contractors to show up. A shadow leaped from the magic circle in my hand. I felt a familiar presence and a sudden, biting chill. The environment transformed in an instant as the cold overflowed.

"[Shihyou]."

I felt the trace of a different spell from somewhere else, and the Griffon froze solid. A third party had intervened. This was bad. I immediately gave an order to the being I’d just called.

Sorry. I can’t explain right now, but hide.

I looked ahead. The monster had become an ice statue in an instant. It looked as if it had been made of ice from the very beginning. Within seconds, it shattered into pieces.

"That technique just now..."

"It's the Ice Princess! The Ice Princess is here!"

The crowd erupted in cheers, praising her arrival. 

"Um... are you okay?"

I was still shielding the child, stunned, when a girl with white hair approached me. Her hair was as white as fresh snow, and her eyes were a deep red—she reminded me of a rabbit. Her face was strangely familiar. It tugged at the edges of my memory.

While I was trying to place her, the girl’s red eyes suddenly widened.

"—Reima? Why are you here?"

She spoke my name with a look of pure, unadulterated shock.



"Thank you, Ayane-chan. Thank you for saving Reima!"

"It was the natural thing to do. I'm just glad you're safe too, Soya-san."

We were away from the scene now, the incident with the monster escaping the Dungeon having been suppressed. Dad was thanking the white-haired girl. She looked troubled, glancing at me repeatedly while she accepted his gratitude.

Master, when should I come out?

The telepathy came from my Summoned Beast, who was still hiding.

Sorry... stay hidden a bit longer. This box—the car—is going to move soon. Just follow us.

Understood, Master.

I looked at the girl again. Ayane. The name finally clicked. She was Ayane Yukisaki, my childhood friend. The last person I’d seen before I vanished to the other world.

"Soya-san... so Reima really did wake up."

"Yeah. I was planning on letting you see him once we got home."

"I couldn't wait... but I'm glad I came."

She smiled. She had grown since I last saw her, but it was definitely her. The sight of her—unchanged except for the fact that she could now use magic—only made the sense of wrongness I’d been feeling since I woke up grow stronger.

"Hey, Reima... it's been a long time."

"..................I'm sorry."

While being tormented by the premonition I’d been carrying all along, I offered a short apology.

"Why are you apologizing?"

"Sorry, Ayane-chan... there's something we haven't told you yet," Dad started. "Reima is currently—"

"I'll tell her, Dad." I cut him off. "Look... I have amnesia. I don't know who you are."

I didn't want to say it to her. But until I figured out what was going on with this world—and because I’d already committed to the lie—I had to stick with it for my parents' sake.

"You're... joking, right? Is that true?"

Her voice trembled, a complete shift from a moment ago. When Dad nodded solemnly, Ayane looked down, her expression pained.

"I see... sorry for being so familiar. I'm Ayane. Ayane Yukisaki. I'm your childhood friend."

The guilt gnawed at me. I hated making her say that, but I had to maintain the act for now.

"Anyway... Soya-san, you're heading home now, right? Can I hitch a ride?"

"Of course, but... are you sure you're up for it?"

"Yeah. Just knowing Reima is alive is enough for me."

An awkward silence settled over us as we got into the car. We drove home without another word.
Chapter 4: Taking Stock of the Situation

And so—on the night of the day I woke up, having returned to my own room, I spent my time scouring the internet to figure out what kind of world I’d landed in.

"Let’s see... fifty years ago, [Dungeons] appeared, and monsters flooded the world... Humanity supposedly developed through the 'blessings' of the [Dungeons]?"

That was the gist of what a cursory search told me.

The moment I read those words, my bad premonition shifted into high gear. I pulled out a diary that had been tucked away in my desk—or rather, the desk that belonged to the 'me' of this world—and that premonition hardened into cold certainty.

The diary provided the evidence for the persistent sense of wrongness I’d been feeling.

It was filled with a longing to become an [Adventurer] who delved into [Dungeons]—memories and aspirations I didn't share. When I factored in the events I’d witnessed, the scenery of this city, and the information on the screen, the conclusion was unavoidable.

Is this what they call a parallel world?

In my original world, monsters didn't exist. There was no such thing as magic, and fantasy hadn't encroached upon daily life. Yet everything else was identical—my family structure, the era, and above all, my one and only childhood friend. Everything.

"Heh... so I didn't actually make it back after all."

This world was a mirror image of my own, save for the fantasy elements. Which meant... there was a high probability that this body belonged to the Reima of this world, and I had effectively hijacked the shell of a version of myself who had lost consciousness in an accident.

Stop. There’s no point in spiraling into dark thoughts.

For now, I understood the basics: this was a parallel world, an [Earth] that had been transformed by fantasy.

"Luna. You’re there, aren't you?"

Having gathered enough information, I called out to the companion I knew was likely using [Stealth].

A presence flickered into existence where there had been nothing before. She appeared... but not exactly how I expected.

"What are you doing...?"

"Just a safety check, Master."

She had revealed herself inside my bed, looking entirely too relaxed. In fact, she was currently burying her face in my pillow.

"Master looked anxious, so I performed a confirmation. Result: this bed is safe."

"Right... thanks, I guess?"

"It is only natural. After all, I am the smartest."

She didn't sound particularly 'smart' saying that, but her usual antics were enough to make me feel a flicker of genuine relief.

"By the way, Master, where are we?"

Finally voicing the obvious question, she climbed out of the bed and sat on the edge. She was a girl with blue hair, wearing little more than a thin, translucent scrap of cloth. She was strikingly beautiful, but she possessed a pair of wolf ears that no human should have, and a tail that swayed behind her as I shifted my gaze.

"It’s hard to explain, but... it’s the world I was originally from. Sort of."

"The one you mentioned before?"

"Close enough."

"That explains why the bed smells like Master... I understand now."

She nodded sagely. This was [Luna Managarm]. She could be a bit of a space cadet, but she was the first companion I’d met—a reliable ally who had traveled by my side for three years.

"Hey, Master. I’ve been hiding all this time. I think I deserve a reward. Pet me."

"I don't mind petting you, but why so sudden?"

"Because I’ve been in hiding for six hours since you summoned me... and it’s been so long since I’ve had my Master."

"Fine. Just wait a second, Luna."

I reached out and stroked her head. The familiar, nostalgic texture of her hair hit me harder than I expected. Without realizing it, tears began to blur my vision.

"Master? Why are you crying?"

"It’s nothing... I just... I realized this isn't a dream."

The gnawing fear I’d felt until she appeared—the terror that my entire life in that other world had been a hallucination—evaporated the moment I touched her. My friends from that world were real. They were here. The dam inside me finally broke.

"Master is a crybaby as always. It’s okay... I’m right here."

"Sorry. Just... let me stay like this for a bit longer."

"Mhm. As long as you want. You can cry."

I stayed there until the tears stopped, stroking her hair to anchor myself to reality. To prove to myself that she was truly there.

"Sorry you had to see that, Luna."

"Not at all. If anything, I’m happy because now I have a story I can brag about to the others."

"Don't you dare. Keep this a secret."

"Hehe. Understood. It’s a secret between the two of us, Master."

She gave me a meaningful look. I really hoped she meant it. If the others found out, they’d tease me relentlessly, and it was embarrassing enough as it was.

"Anyway, Luna... are the others okay?"

"Ah... yes. They’re safe. Everyone is inside Master."

"Good. That’s a relief."

My companions, the [Summoned Beasts], reside within the [Soul World] of a [Summoner]. I’d feared that my death meant losing them forever, but if I could call Luna, the rest were likely safe as well.

"Anyway, it’s been a long day. I’m going to sleep. What about you, Luna?"

"I... think I’ll stay out a bit longer. I’m still worried about you."

"Thanks. Goodnight, then."

"Goodnight, Master."



I watched Master sleep.

He looked a bit younger than I remembered, but his soul was the same. My precious person, sleeping with such an innocent expression. I had been suppressing the sheer joy of reuniting with the lord I thought I’d lost forever, but I was at my limit.

"Thank god... I’m so glad you’re alive, Master..."

I remembered everything from our old world. The way it ended after he defeated the [Demon King] and saved everyone. The moment he, the kindest man I knew, was betrayed. The hollow void when our connection snapped. The despair of believing I’d never see him again.

But we were together again. He had petted me, just like he used to. That warmth wasn't a dream. It was the one thing I had craved above all else.

"This unknown world... I won't let them kill you again. Never."

We didn't destroy that world only because he didn't wish for it. But we had learned the price of that mercy... and I refused to lose this warmth a second time.

I slipped into the bed beside him. As I clung to him, feeling his heat, my resolve hardened.

"If this world tries to hurt Master again, I’ll become whatever I need to be to stop it. I’m sure the others feel the same."

The companions resting within him... they surely shared my conviction. Even if this entire world turned against us, I would protect this man to the very end.

"Sorry... everyone..." Master murmured in his sleep.

He was still blaming himself. I whispered back to him.

"It’s okay... Everything is going to be okay, Master."
Chapter 5: Off to the Dungeon

It had been about two days since I woke up. While I spent that time gathering information on this world, the concept of Dungeon Streaming kept bugging me. I finally dragged myself out of bed to look into it.

"So... basically, it’s just a real-life version of a gaming Let's Play? That the idea?"

Since the fantasy tropes that should have stayed fictional had become reality, people in this world treated the combat of the gifted as a form of entertainment—a way to experience the unknown from a safe distance. 

Does that mean the Dungeons at the heart of this society hold that much mystery and adventure?

"Right... so every single Dungeon is essentially a miniature pocket dimension."

As I dug deeper, I started to grasp their characteristics. To put it simply, each Dungeon was an independent, isolated world, containing monsters and materials unique to that specific environment.

"And to get inside, you have to be an Adventurer. The Dungeon Streamers the other 'me' liked were just a subset of that... I think."

I muttered the facts I’d gathered aloud while summarizing them in a notebook, weighing my options. To understand this world—and more importantly, to figure out why I’d ended up in this parallel reality—there was a good chance I’d have to set foot in a Dungeon. However...

"I don't know how far everyone's power will go here."

The only thing I’d seen so far was that Griffon that had attacked us. I wasn't sure if I should use something my childhood friend, Ayane, had killed as a benchmark, but if I applied its species to my old world, it would be a B-rank. If things that strong were just wandering around, this place was dangerous. Still, my gut told me that specific Griffon hadn't actually been B-rank level.

Man, I miss the Griffons from the other world. They'd whip up storms, they were tough, fast—actually pretty strong. I remember hunting them all the time because they were Luna’s favorite snack.

Wait, speaking of which... wasn't Ayane called the Ice Princess?

Judging by the reactions of the civilians back then, she seemed like a major celebrity. Curious, I looked her up on the internet. I found her details summarized in a news article.

"[Ice Princess] Ayane Yukisaki—A current S-Rank Adventurer belonging to the major guild Valsia since her second year of middle school... Also active as a Dungeon Streamer. Between her adorable, rabbit-like appearance and her overwhelming combat prowess, her channel boasts over two million subscribers, making her a top-tier figure in the modern era..."

Reading the article aloud gave me a slight headache. 

The Case Where I Went to a Parallel World and My Childhood Friend Had Become an Insanely Famous Celebrity... The phrase drifted through my mind. I read the article one more time, and the headache returned with a vengeance.

"Seriously, Ayane? What are you even doing?"

The magic I’d seen her use was certainly high-level, but I never imagined it had come to this. I checked a streaming site just in case; sure enough, her subscriber count was sitting right at the two-million mark.

"Well, for now, I want to know more... but I might as well try heading to a Dungeon myself."

I never wanted to go through what I did in the other world ever again. But before anything else, I needed to know exactly what my companions were capable of in this environment. If I got dragged into something, I didn't want to be caught off guard.

"I read that the Dungeons are open to the public. If I hide my appearance, I should be able to slip in."

Having made my decision, I used [Summoning Magic] to manifest a [Hidden Helmet]—crafted from the remains of an otherworld monster—and a robe with [Perception Inhibition] effects. My parents were both at work today, so it was now or never.

With [Perfect Stealth] masking my sound and scent, I figured I’d be fine. I headed for a nearby spot classified as a C-Rank called the Black Iron Dungeon.



I wondered why there weren't any security guards, but I kept the [Hidden Helmet] on and dove inside. Immediately, a complete otherworld spread out before me.

I was supposed to have entered a cave-type Dungeon, yet I was staring at a vast blue sky. There were cliffs and mountains; it was as if a single world had been carved out and placed here. I was captivated by the sight—it looked exactly like the world I’d come from. It even felt nostalgic.

But at the same time, I felt a slight... no, a very distinct, bad premonition.

"I checked this on the way here... Black Iron Dungeon is supposed to be a cave-type, right? And I read that there aren't supposed to be any Orcs here."

No matter how I looked at it, there were mountains. And above all, there were things like Wyverns circling above that gave me a terrible sense of déjà vu.

"Wait... did I walk into the wrong Dungeon?"

『GAAAAAAAAAAAAAA！』

This is bad.

The thought had barely crossed my mind when a roar ripped through the air. A massive fireball suddenly streaked toward me, obliterating the ledge where I’d been standing.

"Whoa—hey! Right out of the gate?!"
Chapter 6: The Wolf Sisters

"Whoa, shit, I’m actually falling!?"

The ground had crumbled beneath me. As I plummeted, I fought back the rising panic, channeled my mana, and spat out the incantation.

"[Summon]!"

A summoning circle flared from my hand. Two massive wolves emerged from the light directly beneath me.

The first to appear had fur as blue as the moonlight; she acted as my cushion. The second, slightly smaller but otherwise identical with fur like the sun, landed right beside her.

"Mm... Master, are you safe?"

One moment, I was feeling the softness of her fur; the next, I was tucked firmly into Luna’s arms. She was cradling me.

"You saved me, Luna. Seriously, thanks."

"Hehe. It’s my duty to protect Master, after all."

Being held like a princess was embarrassing, so I had her set me down. But before I could even catch my breath, another voice chimed in.

"Unreliable as ever, Reima... You’re going to get yourself killed like that, you know?"

"Sorry for almost dying, Sol. Actually, I only intended to call Luna. Why the hell are you here too?"

The speaker shifted into a human form. This was Sol, Luna’s twin sister.

They had identical faces, but Sol was about twenty centimeters shorter. At a glance, you might mistake Luna for the older one, but Sol insisted she was the elder twin.

She had golden hair with an orange tint, like the sun, and heterochromatic eyes—one black, one white—that looked like they could swallow the world. There was also a certain... physical difference between her and Luna that she was quite sensitive about. I was glad to see her usual attitude hadn't changed, but her immediate taunting was a bit of a blow to my ego.

"Well, Luna’s too unreliable on her own. Besides, I wanted to play with Reima!"

"Don't hijack a single summoning circle. It drains way more mana..."

"I don't care. It’s Reima’s fault for not calling me in the first place, right?"

"My bad. But I can't just go around summoning you two whenever I want in this world."

She spoke with her usual teasing lilt, treating me like a toy. 

Maybe it was the guilt of not seeing them for so long, but I ended up being a bit blunt. We’d always interacted like this, so I figured it would be fine. Or so I thought.

"Huh? I don't care about that. I’ve wanted to see you this whole time, you know? Not calling me for a reason like that... it’s just wrong. Besides, you called Luna. Why didn't you call me? Hey, Reima... do you not need me? Answer me. Hey... answer me."

The light died in her eyes. Her voice took on an emotional weight I’d never heard before as she looked up at me, the words spilling out in a frantic rush.

Wait, what? I don’t know this side of Sol. What the hell is going on?

She’d spent three years teasing me without ever breaking character. I had no idea why she was acting like this now. I didn't know the "correct" way to handle this, but she clearly wasn't okay. I couldn't just ignore her.

A heavy, dark mana began to roil around her. This was bad.

I racked my brain for a solution. Then, I remembered something one of the male Summoned Beasts had told me: If a woman gets like this, just apologize properly.

"I’m sorry, Sol. I was lonely without you, too. And don't say I don't need you. You’re an important comrade. It hurts to hear you say things like that."

"...Really? You need me, Reima?"

"Yeah, I do. I’m going to be relying on you from now on. So please, go back to your usual self. I like that version of you better."

"H-Humph. You like the usual me that much? Reima, you really are a pervert. Fine, then. I guess I’m the only one who can put up with a pervert like you."

Crisis averted?

She was back to her old self, and that dark mana had vanished. I breathed a sigh of relief, only to feel a heavy, judging stare directed at me.

"Master really never changes," Luna muttered.

"What's with that look?"

"Nothing. I just thought you were exactly the same as always."

"I feel like I'm being insulted..."

"Don't worry about it, Reima," Sol interrupted. "More importantly, pat my head later—"

GAAAAAAA!

A roar cut Sol off mid-sentence. It was the same sound I’d heard when I first entered the Dungeon. A moment later, I felt dozens of presences closing in.

"So noisy. These feel like lizards... but they interrupted me. That’s a death sentence."

"Big sister, no fair getting a head start..."

"You’re one to talk, Luna. I can smell it on you. I know Reima was already patting your head."

"I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Whatever. Hey, Luna, let's have a contest. Whoever hunts more lizards wins."

"Fine. If I win, we’re even."

"So you did confess. Fine by me. But if I win, I get Reima all to myself for a day."

The two of them were suddenly fired up. Based on the presences, there were hundreds of Wyverns surrounding us, and every single one of them was locked onto us.

"Hey, listen... this is just a test of my strength, so be careful—and they’re not listening."

They were already in full combat mode. There was no stopping them now, and trying would only lead to more trouble later. I decided to just stand back and stay neutral.

"Uh... good luck, Sol. You too, Luna."

"Here we go!"

"It's a match!"

And so, the battle between the two sisters and the Dungeon's Wyverns—or rather, the massacre—began.
Chapter 7: Dungeon Exploration

"...They really are strong," I thought, the sentiment echoing from the bottom of my soul as I trailed behind them.

The Wyvern swarm was relentless, but Luna and Sol were dropping them with single hits. It had been a non-stop production line of frozen and charred corpses for a while now. My two starting summons possessed the [Authority of the Moon and Sun]. Their powers were too broad to explain easily, but the gist of it was that Luna controlled [Absolute Zero] while Sol wielded the [Flames of the Sun]. 

The more they used their abilities, the more the environment buckled under the strain. The terrain itself was warping. Despite standing in the middle of a blizzard, it felt strangely warm.

"Hey, don't overdo it, you two!" I called out. 

It was a half-hearted warning. They were completely lost in their competition, my voice failing to reach them over the sound of Wyverns being slaughtered in droves. Actually, are they too strong, or is this Dungeon just weak? I’d come here to test our limits, but it was hard to verify anything when every fight ended in a single blow.

"There were even some dragon-types mixed in... though they're probably just piles of dust by now," I muttered. 

Anything tougher than a Wyvern had met an even more gruesome end—frozen solid and then shattered into a million pieces. It made me wonder if the monsters in this world were just underwhelming. Maybe I was being too cautious?

I continued talking to myself as I navigated the forest at the base of the cliff. I tried to keep up, but they were moving at such a ridiculous pace that I eventually lost sight of them. 

"Typical. Where the hell did they go?" 

I scanned the snow-covered trees. The area was safe enough since they’d killed everything in their path, but I didn't let my guard down. Suddenly, I felt a presence from below and leapt backward. Seconds later, a dragon with a body like a green gemstone erupted from the earth.

"—What is this thing? Never seen one like it."

It was an emerald-encrusted monstrosity that defied common sense. Despite its bulk, it lunged at me the moment it registered my presence. It was fast. I was glad I’d stayed alert, but I also felt a prickle of curiosity. I wonder how strong this one is. This might actually be a struggle—

"Ah! Found a big one! Hey, you! What do you think you're doing to my Reima?"

"[Kill]."

Sol emerged from the treeline and erased the thing's head with a blast of fire. "Erased" wasn't quite the right word; its head had been completely liquified. To make matters worse, an [Ice Battleaxe]—undoubtedly Luna's work—caved in its torso.

"Is the contest over?" I asked.

"Mostly. There are no monsters left nearby, Master," Luna replied.

"Hey, hey, Reima! I got the finishing blow, right? That means I get a reward!"

"I've got a decent handle on how strong the monsters are, but you two are overdoing it," I sighed. 

I didn't know enough about how Dungeons worked to be certain, but the environment was totally trashed. If there were no monsters left to spawn, that could be a problem. I knew from my research that [Dungeon Streaming] was a big deal here, and people treated these places like farms for gear. Wiping out the entire ecosystem was probably a major taboo.

"...But I worked so hard," Sol whimpered, her eyes welling up. 

I immediately regretted saying anything. This was her first summoning in a long time. She was a hard worker by nature; she’d probably just been trying to show off for me.

"My bad. Thanks, Sol. You helped me find what I needed to know."

"Ehehe, really? I knew I was the best! So, let's go on a date tomorrow!"

"No. We'd stand out too much." 

Sol's human form was about 148 centimeters tall and impossibly beautiful. I couldn't think of a single excuse if any of Reima's acquaintances saw us. According to his diary, he had a few friends. If I ran into them, the act would fall apart.

"Tch."

"Don't click your tongue at me. Maybe some other time."

"Wait, really? You're not lying?"

"I wouldn't lie to you."

"Promise? Absolute promise, Rei—"

She didn't get to finish. A fireball, much like the one that had targeted me earlier, streaked toward her. Sol noticed it instantly and simply absorbed the flames.

"[Kill]."

She snapped. The temperature spiked so sharply it actually felt hot to me. Reverting to her wolf form, Sol bolted toward the source of the attack.

"...Right. There was something else spitting fireballs."

"What now, Master? Once Big Sister gets like that, there's no stopping her."

"Give me a lift, Luna. We're going after her."

"Mm. Leave it to me."

I climbed onto Luna's back and we gave chase. When we finally caught up, the scene was... something else.

"Wow. Talk about a [Ragnarok]."

Sol was unleashing the full extent of her solar power on a massive [Black Dragon] covered in obsidian scales. It was clearly on a different level from the others. I’d heard Dungeons had bosses; looking at the sheer pressure this thing gave off, I knew this was it.

"Luna, get in there. I'll provide the strategy."

She shifted into a combat stance. I began deploying magic circles around us, ready to take on the [Black Dragon].
Episode 8: The Nuisance Streamer

"Alright, everyone! I’m about to charge into the off-limits [Ryuzuka]! Here we go!"

The man spoke with a tone that practically broadcasted his smug, punchable grin.

[Ryuzuka]. It was an A-rank dungeon, one of the most notoriously dangerous zones in existence. It had remained unconquered for decades, and the difficulty was so absurd that the authorities had officially banned entry six months ago.

The place was a literal otherworld—a realm of endless blue skies and jagged mountain peaks. It was a death trap teeming with Wyverns and various other dragon species, a frozen hell that had claimed the lives of countless Adventurers.

The ban wasn't just because the dungeon was unbeatable; there was a legitimate fear that the resident dragons might migrate into the outside world. Of course, despite the risks, the rumors of treasure hidden within its depths meant that idiots like this man never stopped trying to sneak in.

[I don’t care if you’re a nuisance streamer, this is crossing the line!]
[You’re going to get more than just a fine. Get out of there!]
[Have some respect for the people who actually died trying to clear Ryuzuka.]
[Go home, moron. This place is on a different level from other dungeons!]
[What happens if a Wyvern follows you out?!]

The comment section was a non-stop riot of outrage.

Ignoring the vitriol, the man kept his camera rolling. "Are you guys stupid? Who do you think I am? I’m an A-rank Adventurer from [Illegal], one of the biggest guilds around. A dungeon like this is a walk in the park for a guy like me!"

His tone was mocking, punctuated by a vulgar laugh. With a completely flippant attitude, he crossed the threshold into the forbidden dungeon... and immediately lost his voice.

"—Huh?"

He was using a high-end magic device specialized for streaming. The image it broadcasted to his viewers was a landscape of mountains and forests buried under a violent blizzard.

The man was an A-rank—a first-class Adventurer, at least on paper—and he had done his homework on this dungeon before coming. That was exactly why he couldn't process the anomaly in front of him.

Dungeons were independent pocket dimensions. While the internal environment and weather could vary, they strictly adhered to one rule: the environment always catered to the monsters living inside. Most monsters classified as Wyverns or dragons were notoriously weak to the cold.

According to his research, there shouldn't have been a single ice-attribute monster in this entire dungeon. This environmental shift was impossible.

"...An Irregular?"

It was the only logical conclusion. Either the dungeon itself had transformed, or a monster had undergone a sudden, massive mutation.

But there was something even stranger. Despite the blizzard, despite the fact that he should have been shivering, he was sweating profusely. A bizarre, intense heat was bleeding into the sub-zero air, as if midsummer had been forcibly shoved into the middle of the arctic.

[Is this dungeon supposed to have blizzards?]
[An Irregular?]
[Someone needs to report this to the government, fast.]
[An Irregular in a forbidden dungeon? That’s bad news.]
[Isn't this S-Rank territory now?]

The sheer wrongness of the situation shifted the chat's focus from the man’s stupidity to the phenomenon on screen.

"Wait, if I resolve an Irregular, doesn't that make me a hero? Hey, check it out—I’m going in. If I clear this, I’m basically guaranteed a spot in the S-Ranks!"

Whether he was truly that much of an idiot or just blinded by greed, the man leaped down from a crumbling ledge. The comments screamed for him to stop, but an Adventurer blinded by the prospect of the unknown rarely listens. He marched forward, his head in the clouds as he fantasized about his future fame.

The further he went, the more the scenery changed. 

He began to see them: a staggering number of corpses. Some were frozen solid; others were charred to a cinder. The bodies of Wyverns and dragons lay scattered like refuse, their life signs completely extinguished. 

In this environment, no other monsters appeared. Normally, this dungeon was home to a near-infinite population of B-rank Wyverns that hunted in swarms, yet there was nothing here but silence and death. He reached the deeper layers without facing a single attack.

"What the...? An [Emerald Dragon]—and it’s stone dead."

[An A-rank monster?!]
[That’s an [Ore Dragon]! They’re incredibly rare!]
[Who leaves a corpse like that behind? It has to be an Irregular...]

The [Emerald Dragon] was a rarity even among the [Jewel Dragon] species. For any Adventurer, it was a jackpot—a monster you’d kill for just to harvest its materials.

The green-scaled beast lay before him, its head completely missing. Its body was a mess of frozen flesh and deep, gouged-out craters. The man couldn't even begin to fathom what kind of attack could kill an A-rank dragon so brutally, but he did understand one thing: a fortune in high-grade materials was sitting there for the taking.

"God bless the Irregular! My era has finally arrived!"

[Are you serious right now?!]
[Something killed an Emerald Dragon! You need to run!]
[He’s actually going to die. He’s too stupid to live.]

In inverse proportion to the chat's concern, his viewership numbers skyrocketed. People were drawn to the rare sight of the unknown.

"Oh, I see you guys are as hardcore as I am! Fine, I’ll give the people what they want. Let’s go deeper!"

Using his enhanced physical abilities, the man pushed into the heart of the dungeon, snatching up rare drops and treasures along the way without meeting any resistance. He offered a silent prayer of thanks to the "Irregular" as he finally reached the innermost sanctum.

"This dragon is unexpectedly tough... Luna, do you guys need reinforcement?"

There, in the one place where no one else should have been, he heard a voice.
Chapter 9: VS the Black Dragon

The altar sat at the deepest reaches of the dungeon, nestled within the mountains.

I stood there, facing down the black dragon that likely served as the boss of this place. I kept a close eye on the situation, issuing commands and providing support to Sol and Luna. We had been at it for a few minutes, but the dragon was nothing special—just the standard type I’d encountered back in the other world.

Still, this one... it’s pushing the upper limits of its kind.

It was a high-ranking specimen: massive, fast, strong, and capable of wielding magic. It even seemed to have a handle on dark-attribute spells. Within the context of this dungeon, it was clearly in a league of its own.

This thing was likely the patriarch of the Wyverns and other Dragonkin I’d seen earlier. It was visibly livid, directing its fury at Sol and Luna for bringing the monsters of this dungeon to the brink of extinction.

Under normal circumstances, I probably should have been more cautious, proceeding with the battle with a bit more vigilance. But to me, this enemy was an unknown variable. I didn't know its true strength, and there was always the chance it was holding back. It was a dangerous monster, and its traits might differ from the ones I’d hunted in the other world.

"But whatever," I muttered. "It’s a decent enough test of strength."

An unknown entity in an unknown dungeon. Faced with this reality, I found myself wanting to see just how far my companions could go. I might eventually need to keep my head down in this parallel world, but I needed to know my limits before I started hiding them.

"[Weapon Summon]."

I decided to stop playing the passive observer. My combat style usually involved acting as a supporter while my Summoned Beasts did the heavy lifting—mostly focusing on utility and buffing magic. I didn't usually need a staff for basic support, but if I was going to test their limits, I might as well get serious.

"Come, Laevateinn. It’s been a while since we’ve seen a battlefield."

I called forth the [Staff of Scorching Flames]. It was a weapon that doubled as a sword, capable of incinerating everything in its path with a single swing. Its magical efficiency was top-tier, making it my favorite tool for high-end support. With this in hand, I could weave magic exactly as I envisioned it, without a hint of lag.

"You two, I’m going all-in on the support. Go wild!"

The moment the words left my mouth, their presence shifted. They’d been holding back for the sake of the 'test,' but hearing they were allowed to cut loose flipped a switch. I didn't expect them to go at a hundred percent, but I could feel the shift in their intent—from testing to hunting.

Well, I suppose it’s the master’s job to keep up.

Sol and Luna began to tear across the battlefield with total freedom. Until now, they’d been restricted to the ground, but my staff changed the game. With my support integrated into their movements, they began attacking from all directions, using the very air as a platform.

"GUGAAAAAAA!?"

The dragon let out a confused roar. Hardly surprising. Two creatures without wings were suddenly lunging at it from the sky as if they were flying. The trick was simple: I was manifesting invisible footholds of mana, perfectly synchronized with their movements. It was a basic technique, but it was bound to baffle anyone seeing it for the first time. Not that I intended to give it any breathing room.

"[Strength]. [Defense]. And... let’s give [Fire Resistance] to Luna."

The Black Dragon’s most annoying attacks were its fireballs and breath. Sol could absorb flames entirely, so he didn't need the buff, but Luna was a bit vulnerable to heat.

"Not bad, you two. Holding the advantage against a member of the Dragonkin is no small feat."

Under their coordinated assault, the Black Dragon was being systematically dismantled. Holes riddled its once-majestic wings, and its hide was gouged and scorched. Normally, Dragonkin possessed incredibly high resistance to fire, but it seemed the dragons of this world couldn't handle Sol’s flames.

"—This is impossible! Wh-what the hell is this!?"

As I watched the fight, a voice drifted over from the shadow of the rocks. A third party. I turned my head to see a black-haired youth collapsed on the ground, staring at us in shock.

Great. This is bad.

The sheer aura coming off Sol and Luna was already freezing the ground around the kid’s feet. If this kept up, he’d be caught in the crossfire. I doubted anyone inside a dungeon like this was a complete amateur, but if he was already freezing just from Luna’s proximity, he wasn't going to survive the actual battle.

"Tch. Don't you dare spit a fireball now!"

The moment I turned to help the kid, the dragon unleashed a massive sphere of flame, large enough to swallow a man whole, right toward the rocks.

"[Vis Reflexio]!"

I reacted instinctively, throwing up a reflection spell. The magic manifested in front of the man, catching the fireball as it began to melt the surrounding stone. It sent the blast screaming back the way it came, slamming the dragon’s own flames right into its face.

I closed the distance to the man in an instant. I tried to speak, but he was pale as a ghost, stammering before I could get a word out.

"I... I almost... died..."

"You’re alive. Now stay put," I told him. "Move and you’re dead."

I threw up a light barrier to keep him safe. He looked like he was struggling to process the situation, but the sight of the molten rock seemed to drive the point home.

"Sol, Luna! Wrap this up. We’re out of time."

The Wolves of the Moon and Sun gave a firm nod. Their mana began to swell in response to my command. To push them over the edge, I funneled my own magical energy into them.

"[Radieren Sol]!"

"[Destructio Luna]!"

In the next heartbeat, their finishing blows tore into the Black Dragon.
Episode 10: The Message Board, Part 1

[Breaking News] Ryuga Watarai, the nuisance streamer, has illegally trespassed into Ryuzuka. Repeat: Illegal entry into Ryuzuka.

1: Common Anonymous
That guy was a total train wreck.

2: Common Anonymous
Seriously, what was that moron even doing?

3: Common Anonymous
Did he go in already?

4: Common Anonymous
...Not yet, but he was on the verge of crossing the line.

5: Common Anonymous
Anyway, what were the guards doing?

6: Common Anonymous
There weren't any guards at Ryuzuka. There was a barrier in place; anyone with magic power below a certain threshold simply couldn't enter.

7: Common Anonymous
Wait, wasn't that incredibly dangerous?

8: Common Anonymous
Since anyone with enough magic to pass was at least the cream of the crop among B-rank Adventurers, the system basically relied on their common sense.

9: Common Anonymous
Besides, if they made a barrier that was completely impenetrable, it would have caused nothing but trouble during an emergency.

10: Common Anonymous
...And thanks to that, we had a moron currently trespassing.

11: Common Anonymous
That was just how he was. He had just enough talent to make him impossible to restrain. A real pain.

12: Common Anonymous
Seriously though, what did he plan to do if the Wyverns escaped? That place was way too close to the city.

13: Common Anonymous
It was a disaster waiting to happen. A Wyvern on its own was only B-rank, but they swarmed in massive numbers. If even one got out, it would have been a catastrophe.

14: Common Anonymous
Was he actually going to get arrested this time?

15: Common Anonymous
No way. Depending on how it played out, he’d probably just get a rank demotion or some minor restrictions.

16: Common Anonymous
One way or another, powerful Adventurers always got preferential treatment for the sake of national security.

17: Common Anonymous
It was just another side effect of the law failing to keep pace with Dungeon exports. Typical.

18: Common Anonymous
We reaped the benefits of the Dungeons, so I suppose it was inevitable, in a sense.

19: Common Anonymous
If I recalled, that idiot was roughly mid-tier A-rank in terms of strength. Wasn't he just going to die?

20: Common Anonymous
No, knowing him, he’d probably done his research. He’d just grab some high-quality materials like he always did and then tuck tail and run with a Teleportation Stone.

21: Common Anonymous
He had a cult following because he fought in such a needlessly flashy way. Plus, the guild he belonged to was [Illegal], one of the most notorious in the country.

22: Common Anonymous
That was the place where all the outlaws gathered, right? I never could stand them.

23: Common Anonymous
He was young, and since he actually had the skill to back it up, no one could stop him. It was the worst possible combination. To make matters worse, the guild master there was rumored to be a total hedonist.

24: Common Anonymous
Because he was so needlessly popular, his Super Chats were enabled, and there were even people egging on his nuisance behavior in the comments.

25: Common Anonymous
He was acting like he didn't have a care in the world, but he was probably panicking deep down.

26: Common Anonymous
Especially since the Ice Princess was around.

27: Common Anonymous
Ayane-sama really was incredible, wasn't she?

28: Common Anonymous
She was far younger than that idiot and actually had a future. She was a beautiful Adventurer who was kind to beginners—a true hero who achieved the feat of reaching S-Rank at only fifteen.

29: Common Anonymous
She hadn't seemed very energetic lately, though.

30: Common Anonymous
It was worrying.

31: Common Anonymous
We were getting off-topic. Though, I suppose I understood why everyone would rather talk about the Ice Princess than that moron.

32: Common Anonymous
My bad. So, what was the situation now?

33: Common Anonymous
Wait—what?

34: Common Anonymous
What happened?

35: Common Anonymous
This was bad. There was an Illegal in Ryuzuka!

36: Common Anonymous
There was no way. An Illegal in an A-rank Dungeon was a matter for S-Rank Adventurers.

37: Common Anonymous
I was serious! It was an environmental change type, too. There was a real chance a mutant monster had been born!

38: Common Anonymous
...Monsters that could actually influence the environment? Hadn't only a handful of those ever appeared in history?

39: Common Anonymous
That was why it was so bad! Hey, someone report this to the government immediately!

40: Common Anonymous
On it.

41: Common Anonymous
That idiot was planning to use the Illegal as an excuse to push all the way to the boss.

42: Common Anonymous
Someone seriously needed to stop him. If an Illegal monster made it outside, it would have been a literal Disaster Class event!

43: Common Anonymous
If the footage wasn't a fake, it was currently snowing in a Dungeon full of Wyverns—creatures that were notoriously weak to the cold.

44: Common Anonymous
An ice-type was the worst possible scenario.

45: Common Anonymous
Ice was a nightmare to deal with. It was strong and incredibly dangerous.

46: Common Name
Wait, looking at the idiot's stream, all the Wyverns along the path were already dead!?

47: Common Anonymous
That didn't make sense. They were Wyverns; they were supposed to be the strongest swarm-type monsters, after a fashion.

48: Common Anonymous
There were burned corpses mixed in with the frozen ones... Was it a double-attribute of ice and fire?

49: Common Anonymous
What did "double" mean?

50: Common Anonymous
It was the term for a monster with multiple attributes. Basically, monsters could only use one attribute, but mutant monsters sometimes manifested multiple traits like this.

51: Common Anonymous
Whoa, thanks for the info.

52: Common Anonymous
Anyway, Ryuzuka was a Dungeon where the monsters were at least B-rank, right? A mutation of that... at a low estimate, wouldn't that be an A-rank monster?

53: Common Anonymous
No, that wouldn't have been enough. The moment it could affect the environment, it was at least an A+ rank monster. Being a double-attribute only increased the danger level. We didn't even know if it existed yet, but... there was a possibility it was S-Rank.

54: Common Anonymous
I didn't really get how the monster ranks worked. Could someone explain?

55: Common Anonymous
There was always someone who didn't know, so I had the copy-paste ready. Hold on.

56: Common Anonymous
Competent.

57: Common Anonymous
Well, the rank classifications were always a bit confusing.

58: Common Anonymous
I didn't have much time, so I only summarized B through S+. It went like this:

B [Man-made Disaster Class] ... A level where a single entity could destroy a village. ... A level where a single entity could destroy a village.
A [Disaster Class] ... A level where immense damage would be dealt to a town. ... A level where immense damage would be dealt to a town.
A+ [Calamity Class] ... A level where damage on the scale of a national collapse was expected. ... A level where damage on the scale of a national collapse was expected.
S [Catastrophe Class] ... A level that could be dealt with by mobilizing the full power of a major nation. ... A level that could be dealt with by mobilizing the full power of a major nation.
S+ [Natural Disaster Class] ... A level where several major nations would have to mobilize their full power to deal with it. ... A level where several major nations would have to mobilize their full power to deal with it.

59: Common Anonymous
By the way, it was a bit late to ask, but how did heat-resistant Wyverns burn to death?

60: Common Anonymous
—Wait, what!? An Emerald Dragon!?

61: Common Anonymous
Huh?

62: Common Anonymous
This was seriously insane. How could something like that be defeated so easily?

63: Common Anonymous
No one would just leave those materials behind. It was definitely an Illegal monster.

64: Common Anonymous
We were doomed.

65: Common Anonymous
Please, someone get an S-Rank Adventurer here fast!



170: Common Anonymous
[Urgent Report] The Ryuzuka boss, the Black Dragon, was currently fighting two wolves.

171: Common Anonymous
—Huh?

172: Common Anonymous
What were those wolves!?

173: Common Anonymous
And who was the guy in the black robe?

174: Common Anonymous
Thanks to the idiot's high-performance Magic Device, I could actually see what was happening, but what the hell was this!?

175: Common Anonymous
The black robe was supporting the wolves with multiple magic circles?

176: Common Anonymous
That deployment speed was insane. No human should have been able to do that.

177: Common Anonymous
????

178: Common Anonymous
Wait, was it a fake?

179: Common Anonymous
No, I ran it through a verification tool; it was real. Besides, there was no reason to go out of the way to fake an Illegal.

180: Common Anonymous
Then what was this? Was this actually reality?

181: Common Anonymous
That Black Dragon was just getting one-sidedly beaten?

182: Common Anonymous
Wait, I heard something just now. [Weapon Summon]...

183: Common Anonymous
Then that guy in the black robe was a Summoner?

184: Common Anonymous
That was impossible. That was an underpowered job!

185: Common Anonymous
But... looking at the battle, that was the only possibility.

186: Common Anonymous
Then what? Were we saying a Summoner existed who could command two wolves capable of overwhelming an S-Rank Black Dragon?

187: Common Anonymous
It was impossible otherwise.

188: Common Anonymous
It was confirmed. I barely heard it, but he was definitely using Summoner magic!

189: Common Anonymous
Then was everything up until now done by these Summoners?

190: Common Anonymous
Who was he? I thought there was a Summoner among the S-Rank Adventurers.

191: Common Anonymous
You meant Hyakuma, right? But that person was a woman. This guy’s voice was definitely a man’s.

192: Common Anonymous
Then who the hell was it?

193: Common Anonymous
I didn't know. But—seriously, he was way too strong.

194: Common Anonymous
Wait, wasn't it just that the wolves were strong?

195: Common Anonymous
The moment you contracted with Summoned Beasts of that caliber, you had to overcome trials of the same level yourself. That was exactly why Summoners were considered an underpowered job.

196: Common Anonymous
His support was flawless. The fact that he was keeping his Summoned Beasts unscathed against a Black Dragon was what was truly terrifying.

197: Common Anonymous
Ah, a fireball was heading for the idiot... wait, he reflected it!?

198: Common Anonymous
Wow—that was insane.

199: Common Anonymous
It was probably inappropriate to say, but that guy in the black robe was way too cool. And the idiot looked pathetic by comparison.

200: Common Anonymous
The atmosphere changed even through the Magic Device!

201: Common Anonymous
He was going to finish it in one go—what was this magic power? I could feel it even through the stream!

202: Common Anonymous
Wait, the Black Dragon was just blown away?

203: Common Anonymous
Seriously?

204: Common Anonymous
Had it... been cleared?
Chapter 11: Dungeon Conquest Complete

"Hey, you alive?"

The Black Dragon was gone, erased by the finishing moves of my two summons. 

In the sudden silence that filled the dungeon's altar room, I called out to the man currently losing his mind on the floor.

"Wh-who the hell are you!?"

"Uh, well... just a Passerby Black Robe?"

I couldn't exactly give him my real name, so that was the best I could come up with on the fly. He looked shaken, but he also gave me a look that said he wasn't buying my bullshit for a second.

[Ryuzuka has been conquered. The Dungeon will disappear in ten minutes.]

It happened right at that moment. A voice rang out, echoing through the interior of the dungeon.

"...Wait, disappear? Dungeons can do that?"

"That's right—this is an Otherworld-type! If we don't move, we're going down with the ship—"

The man started spouting terms I didn't know, panicking to a degree that seemed physically impossible. I didn't really grasp the gravity of the situation yet, so my tone was a lot flatter than his.

"So, uh... what actually happens if we get caught in the disappearance?"

"Are you stupid!? You'll die! Obviously!"

"Well... that sounds bad."

"Where's the [Warp Gate]!?"

I had a million questions, but finding this [Warp Gate] seemed like the priority. If the entire space was about to be deleted, even I was out of options. I felt a prickle of genuine anxiety.

[Concurrent viewers have exceeded 200,000!]

Just as we were about to start searching, a mechanical voice chirped from the smartphone-like device floating near the man.

Concurrent viewers? As in, live viewers? Was that the abbreviation for the number of people watching a stream?

"Look, I know you're busy panicking, but... are you streaming this?"

"Does it look like I care about that right now!?"

"Wait, hold on. This is a massive deal for me. Is this going out to the whole world? Am I being dumped into the ocean of the internet as we speak?"

"Yes, I am! Now shut up and find the [Warp Gate]!"

The blood drained from my face.

I'd been so careful about hiding my strength, and now I was being broadcast to the entire planet. This was bad. I was panicking so hard I was losing my ability to form coherent sentences.

I forced myself to focus and scanned for mana signatures. In a dungeon stripped of its monsters, one spot stood out like a beacon.

"The mana is pooling behind the altar. Use that."

"H-how did you—?"

"Never mind that. Just go. As for me... I'm out of here!"

I kicked [Physical Enhancement] into high gear and bolted in the opposite direction of the [Warp Gate].

I didn't know if my summons understood my plan, but they followed my lead. I hopped onto Luna and ordered her to use [Stealth]. Since Sol couldn't hide, I unsummoned him. We tore through the dungeon, Luna's speed approaching the sound barrier, a sonic boom echoing behind us as we raced for the exit.

"The entrance—alright, out, and we're... done!"

We cleared the entrance and—shit. A massive crowd was waiting outside. I could sense a lot of high-level mana signatures in the mix. I even spotted Ayane among them.

I put all my faith in [Stealth] and made a beeline for home. Please don't let me become a trending topic, I prayed. I slipped through my bedroom window and collapsed onto the bed, bone-weary.

"I'm exhausted... Was that guy really a Dungeon Streamer? I hope he made it out."

That floating phone was something else, I thought, as my consciousness slipped away into a deep sleep.



At that moment, Reima was being incredibly naive about the reality of Dungeon Streaming.

〔Who the hell was that guy in the black robe?〕
〔A Summoner just bullied a Black Dragon!?〕
〔His name and his vocabulary are... unique.〕
〔The sheer energy of that guy.〕
〔His power level and his IQ are definitely not proportional.〕

The man he had saved was Ryuga, one of the most notorious "nuisance streamers" of the younger generation. His stream, titled "Illegal Entry: Conquering the Forbidden Dungeon," had already pulled in tens of thousands of viewers. By the time the dust settled, the recording of the entire incident had pushed the concurrent count over 200,000.

Clips of the "legendary" and "idiotic" moments were already being uploaded in droves. While Reima slept, they racked up millions of views. He had snatched the number one trending spot. Every social media platform and internet board was obsessed with the "Passerby Black Robe."

More importantly, he had conquered Ryuzuka—a feat no one else had managed. There was no way the world was going to let that slide. While the [Identification Team] worked through the night to unmask him, Reima remained blissfully unaware, dead to the world in his bed.
Episode 12: Message Board Thread, Part 2

【Identity Unknown】 Discussion Thread for the Passerby Black Robe #5 【Summoner】

147：Generic Anonymous
Honestly, this thread was moving so fast it was a joke.

148：Generic Anonymous
We’d already burned through five threads on this guy alone, and the count was still climbing.

149：Generic Anonymous
The Summoner community in particular was losing its collective mind.

150：Generic Anonymous
By the way, what happened to that moron?

151：Generic Anonymous
He whined the whole time, but he used the [Warp Gate] exactly where the Black Robe said it would be to get out. Then, the moment he tried to make a run for it, government Adventurers and some S-Rank guys they probably called in for backup nabbed him. Stream over. The end.

152：Generic Anonymous
Serves him right.

153：Generic Anonymous
Wait, did the Black Robe not get caught?

154：Generic Anonymous
That topic came up a while ago, but based on the audio caught on the stream, he apparently vanished. He suddenly disappeared in the final frames, so people were guessing he had some kind of teleportation ability.

155：Generic Anonymous
That was way beyond the scope of what a Summoner should be able to employ. If he was at least S-Rank equivalent, he was legitimately insane.

156：Generic Anonymous
By the way, why were Summoners considered such an "unfortunate" job? Judging by the way he used his Summoned Beasts and that Hyakuma thing, they seemed plenty strong to me...

157：Generic Anonymous
Summoners, man... they really did have it rough.

158：Generic Anonymous
There were a lot of reasons. First, the stat bonuses you got when you awakened were garbage compared to other jobs. More importantly, the only way to get a Summoned Beast was to dive into a Dungeon.

159：Generic Anonymous
That was why newbie Summoners usually ended up as glorified pack mules. And since every Summoner was desperate for a [Summoning Stone], they almost always got put up for auction. Most people couldn't afford to get them for themselves.

160：Generic Anonymous
Wait, how did the Adventurer system work again? I learned it in elementary school, but my memory was hazy.

161：Generic Anonymous
Well, it was a complicated mess.

162：Generic Anonymous
It was off-topic, but I figured I’d explain it for the tourists who came here looking for info. In exchange, this was the only time I was doing it.

163：Generic Anonymous
Seriously, my bad. Thanks.

164：Generic Anonymous
Basically, you took a [Job Aptitude Test] in the fourth grade. If you had an aptitude for a job, you could become an Adventurer. The kids with high specs got scouted by elite middle schools, so their future was basically set.

165：Generic Anonymous
Whoa, thanks for the info.

166：Generic Anonymous
The reason Summoners were unfortunate was, like I said, you couldn't get beasts. Plus, your first Summoned Beast changed based on your life experiences up to that point, but nobody actually understood the logic behind it.

167：Generic Anonymous
Didn't that make it a total garbage job?

168：Generic Anonymous
Yeah, that’s exactly why they were considered unfortunate.

169：Generic Anonymous
Then what on earth was that Black Robe? Even through a screen, that Summoned Beast was terrifying, wasn't it?

170：Generic Anonymous
He froze that idiot Ryuga, and he was a [Magic Swordsman] with magic resistance. Not to mention, he managed to land fire damage on a [Dragonkin]. That was just broken.

171：Generic Anonymous
The guy was a monster.

172：Generic Anonymous
I just realized we were all calling him "Black Robe" now.

173：Generic Anonymous
Well... that was what he called himself.

174：Generic Anonymous
And there weren't any other identifying features to go on...

175：Generic Anonymous
Judging only by his statements in the clips, we didn't know for sure, but he seemed weirdly ignorant about Dungeons.

176：Generic Anonymous
I laughed when he seemed more panicked about being on the stream than the Dungeon collapsing.

177：Generic Anonymous
I got it. It wasn't actually something to laugh at, but his priorities were so skewed it was hilarious.

178：Generic Anonymous
Was he still trending at number one? It became a topic at 8:30 PM and it was already morning.

179：Generic Anonymous
The impact was just that massive.

180：Generic Anonymous
Violence was the answer after all.

181：Generic Anonymous
He was so strong it was almost comical. And that wolf was stunning.

182：Generic Anonymous
Strongly agree. Out of all the wolf-types I’d seen, it had the most elegance and badassery.

183：Generic Anonymous
The concurrent viewer count was stupid, too.

184：Generic Anonymous
Didn't it eventually top 300,000?

185：Generic Anonymous
That was a number even the biggest streamers couldn't touch.

186：Generic Anonymous
The trending speed was crazy, but conquering Ryuzuka was the real headline.

187：Generic Anonymous
Was Ryuzuka really that dangerous?

188：Generic Anonymous
Dangerous enough that the government banned entry.

189：Generic Anonymous
The Black Robe was going to be the only thing people talked about for days.

190：Generic Anonymous
The current trends looked like this:
1. Passerby Black Robe
2. Summoned Beast
3. Summoner
4. Ryuga Arrested
5. Sea of the Internet

191：Generic Anonymous
Lol.

192：Generic Anonymous
The fact that they were all related to the Black Robe was gold.

193：Generic Anonymous
Bad news? Breaking news? The clip of the [Reflection Magic] just hit a million views.

194：Generic Anonymous
"D-did I... die?" 
Watching that part on loop was the best thing ever.

195：Generic Anonymous
Just how much was that idiot hated?

196：Generic Anonymous
It was a magnificent pathetic move. He got exactly what was coming to him.

197：Generic Anonymous
I didn't feel sorry for him—it was karma—but looking at it objectively, wasn't it terrifying?

198：Generic Anonymous
It was so crazy you'd think it was a fake.

199：Generic Anonymous
In addition to the Summoned Beast's power, there was the speed of the support and the deployment speed of the [Magic Circle]. And that mysterious [Reflection Magic].

200：Generic Anonymous
None of it made sense, even if you broke the clips down frame by frame.

201：Generic Anonymous
Apparently, it was discovered thanks to the clips, but that Black Robe was doing something else, too.

202：Generic Anonymous
What did you mean by "something"?

203：Generic Anonymous
...Apparently, it was a technique that was impossible to analyze. You see how the wolf's movements changed halfway through and it started kicking the air? Apparently, that was some kind of nonsensical technique.

204：Generic Anonymous
So, basically, we confirmed that we didn't know anything.

205：Generic Anonymous
Works for me!

206：Generic Anonymous
His voice sounded young. I wondered who he was.

207：Generic Anonymous
It was scary to think a Summoner of that caliber was just flying under the radar in Japan.

208：Generic Anonymous
He was a complete enigma.

209：Generic Anonymous
A literal supernova.

210：Generic Anonymous
I wondered if he'd start streaming.

211：Generic Anonymous
It was possible, right?

212：Generic Anonymous
With this much hype, he had to know he'd be an instant hit. He'd probably start a channel.

213：Generic Anonymous
Part of me wanted him to stay a mystery, but the other part wanted to see a stream... I was torn.

214：Generic Anonymous
Did he really not have a channel?

215：Generic Anonymous
Nowhere. I searched like crazy, but I couldn't find a single thing.

216：Generic Anonymous
I was too curious to sleep.

217：Generic Anonymous
It was already morning, though.

218：Generic Anonymous
Whatever. For a while, I was just going to enjoy the clips until his identity leaked.

219：Generic Anonymous
You used the wrong character for "enjoy."

220：Generic Anonymous
But watching that moron's pathetic face was funny...

221：Generic Anonymous
Fair point.

222：Generic Anonymous
Anyway, well... let's just see how this plays out.

223：Generic Anonymous
If he was an Adventurer, he'd show up in a Dungeon again eventually.

224：Generic Anonymous
I guess so.

225：Generic Anonymous
Aaaah—I don't want to go to work—
Chapter 13: The Unidentified Black Robe (lol)

"So... sleepy."

It was the day after I’d cleared the dungeon. I woke up around noon, and while I was still fighting off the lingering urge to drift back into oblivion, I tried to roll out of bed—only to realize someone was clinging to me.

School starts tomorrow... I really need to fix my sleep schedule.

I muttered the words to force my brain into gear, still half-dead to the world. After blinking a few times, I tried to kick off the covers, and that was when the weight registered.

There was something on top of me besides the comforter. It was leaning against my chest, a light but firm weight, gripping me so tightly it refused to let go. A faint, sweet scent wafted toward me, accompanied by a strangely cool sensation. I already had a pretty good idea of who it was, but I lifted the blanket to confirm my suspicions anyway.

Curled up there, breathing softly in her sleep, was Luna in her human form.

She was usually the reliable, level-headed type, so I doubted she’d come in here on purpose. She’d probably just wandered in while half-asleep.

"Wait, did I leave her summoned?" I muttered.

This was a problem. I was confident I could slip away without waking her, but her tail was currently serving as a top-tier pillow. It was cool, soft, and honestly, leaving felt like a crime. It was a sweltering June day; letting go of a natural cooling pillow like this would be the act of a total moron.

"No... stop it, me. Get a grip."

I wasn't making excuses to anyone in particular, but I whispered the reprimand to myself anyway.

The more I assessed the situation, the more I realized how bad this was. She had me in a literal death grip. I’d claimed to be confident about slipping away, but Luna’s strength was several magnitudes higher than I’d anticipated.

The sweet fragrance and the soft sensation were making me flush, but if anyone saw this, I was finished. If my family in this world caught us like this, it would be a total disaster.

"Hehe... Master... so warm..."

Give me a break. Her destructive power is off the charts.

What was with this girl? She was completely defenseless.

As I writhed in internal agony, Luna stirred slightly, rubbing her face against my chest. Then, to make matters worse, her "twin hills"—which possessed a very real amount of mass—pressed firmly against me with a soft, squishy sensation. I tried my best not to think of my Summoned Beasts in that way, but this was crossing a line.

"...Sorry, Luna. Return."

My movements from that point on were lightning-fast.

I decided she was effectively trying to kill me. I activated [Enhancement Magic], bolted out of the bed at full speed, and immediately canceled her summons the moment I was clear.

I spent the next while practicing mental discipline to calm my thumping heart while I whipped up lunch for the family.



"Different world, same habits... I still end up checking social media, don't I?"

I had some downtime after finishing the meal prep. Back in my old world, patrolling the Sea of the Net had been a bit of a habit. Some days you just have an itch to see what’s happening, and checking the trends is always the easiest way to kill time. Or so I thought.

Japan Trends


	Passerby Black Robe

	Summoned Beast

	Summoner

	Ryuga Arrested

	Sea of the Net



"Wait, what?"

A list of words that were far too familiar for comfort stared back at me. I felt a pit form in my stomach.

...Wait, seriously?

I stared at the screen, my brain stalling for several seconds. I tried to stay calm as I clicked the top trend, only to find a clipped video of me and Luna fighting.

"Oh, you're up, Reima. Did you make lunch again? ...Wait, Reima, are you okay?"

"Ah, no... Mom, what's the deal with these Tsumitter trends?"

In my state of pure confusion, I reflexively showed the screen to my mother, who shouldn't have known anything about this stuff.

"That? Apparently, some incredible Adventurer showed up in a dungeon. I looked into it a bit... he looked really strong. But you know, his voice sounded a little familiar."

"Surprising, isn't it?" she continued.

I was stunned by how much she knew, but I couldn't face reality yet. I scrolled down the trends in a desperate attempt at escapism, only to find that ranks six through ten were also entirely about me. After lunch, I retreated to my room to do some proper digging.

"The internet is terrifying..."

I checked DanTube, and it was the same story. Clips of me were everywhere.

Thanks to the Perception-Blocking Black Robe, my identity hadn't been leaked, but the view counts were astronomical. There were even articles dedicated to "deep-dive" theories about who I was.

"I really should have come up with a better name for myself..."

Looking back, "Passerby Black Robe" was incredibly lame. To make matters worse, every little reaction I’d had was being picked apart in these clips. It was a total "dark history" moment.

Watching the footage, I saw myself making plenty of stupid mistakes. I was ignorant of how things worked, and I’d basically broadcasted that ignorance to the world. My vocabulary sounded weirdly off, too.

...Is that really how I look to other people?

Feeling thoroughly depressed, I made a silent vow never to appear on the internet again. I spent the rest of the day hiding from reality by burying my nose in the world-specific textbooks that had arrived yesterday.
Chapter 14: High School Life Begins!

I finished getting ready for school and choked down my breakfast. Just as I was about to step out the door, the intercom buzzed.

"...Who the hell is it this early?"

7:40 AM. A weirdly specific, inconvenient time. 

I couldn't think of a single person who’d bother me at an hour like this... actually, scratch that. I knew exactly one.

Assuming it was her anyway, I checked the monitor. Sure enough, a familiar face was staring back at me—a girl with white hair and red eyes who looked vaguely like a rabbit.

"Morning, Ayane. What do you need?"

"We’re going to the same school, so let’s walk together, okay?"

"...I’ll pass."

"—Wait, why?"

I’d turned her down without a second thought, and she was clearly reeling from the instant rejection. 

My reasoning was simple: after yesterday, I finally understood the sheer weight of the influence held by Dungeon Streamers—or rather, Adventurers. Ayane was an S-Rank, the absolute peak of that world. Walking to school with her was a one-way ticket to being the center of attention, and I wanted no part of it.

...But I couldn't exactly tell her that, so I had to pivot to an excuse.

"It’d just be awkward, wouldn't it? Walking to school with a guy who has no memories."

"Reima is Reima. You haven't changed a bit. Besides, I don't care."

"Well, I care. I'm the one who feels awkward."

"Muu... just get used to it."

Don't be ridiculous, I thought. But while we were going back and forth, the clock was ticking. Based on my research, the commute to my new high school took about twenty minutes. I’d wanted to leave with time to spare, and if I didn't move soon, I was going to be late. 

However, if her personality was anything like the version of her from my world...

"By the way, Reima, do you even know where the school is?"

"...Mostly? I looked it up, at least."

I knew it. Even if this was a different world, as long as I was Reima and she was the childhood friend who’d spent every waking moment with me, she was going to go for the jugular.

"Hmm. But you've never actually been there, right? Do you really know the way?"

"...............What are you getting at?"

"Soya-san told me. You went for a walk the other day and got lost, didn't you?"

"...Dad, why the hell are you leaking my secrets?"

I felt the need to defend myself, if only for my own pride. 

The layout of this neighborhood was technically the same as my original world, but because of the whole "fantasy merger" thing, certain landmarks were different from my memories. Fine, I’ll concede that I have a bit of a poor sense of direction, but it’s not like I’m that hopeless... though, to be honest, I had zero confidence I’d actually find the school on my own.

That was why I’d prepared early. I wanted a margin for error.

But as I weighed the options—walking with Ayane versus being late on my very first day—I found myself genuinely hesitating.

"...What do you want from me?"

"Let's go together."

"............N-fine."

I reached the grim conclusion that being marked as a problem student by the teachers on day one would be a bigger pain in the ass than walking with her. A garbled mess of a syllable—somewhere between a "no" and an "okay"—escaped my throat.



We set off through the residential district toward the high school. I kept pace with her to make sure I didn't get separated, but I made a conscious effort to avoid eye contact.

"Hehe. It’s been so long since we walked to school together."

"...Good for you."

She was in a strangely good mood. I understood why, technically, but was it really something to be this happy about? 

In my original world, we’d walked to school together every day until the end of middle school. I wasn't sure how things worked on this side, but for this Ayane, it clearly felt like a long-overdue reunion.

"............Hey, Ayane. What kind of guy was the 'old' me?"

"...You want to know?"

"...A little."

"Let's see. You were a clumsy dungeon geek with no sense of direction. You'd sulk the second you were in a bad mood, you were an idiot in the weirdest ways, and you were just a bit of an eccentric kid."

"—Wait, is that really me? Are you sure you aren't just messing with me?"

Everything coming out of her mouth was negative. I couldn't detect a single "good" memory in that description. What was I in this world? A complete moron? What did I even do to her? My mind raced as I tried to process the character assassination, but Ayane sounded like she was having the time of her life.

"Fufu... yeah. That’s definitely Reima."

"Great... so I haven't changed at all, then?"

"Hmm... well, you are Reima, after all. But you know—"

She picked up her pace, walking a few steps ahead of me. She looked up at the sky as she continued.

"The way you match your stride to mine when we walk... the way you’re strangely considerate even though you’re dense as a brick... the way you put up with my selfishness... Most of all, your kindness. That hasn't changed."

Satisfied with her little speech, she slowed down to rejoin my side.

It was embarrassing. I didn't know how I was supposed to respond to something like that. I didn't know the history between the Reima of this world and her. After all, I was...

"Ehehe. To be honest, I was scared. When I heard you had amnesia, and you wouldn't really talk to me... you seemed so awkward that I didn't know how to approach you. But walking together like this... it makes me feel relieved. You really are the same Reima."

"————Sorry."

"Wait, why are you apologizing?"

"No reason..."

"See? That hasn't changed either. Apologizing is a bad habit of yours. Anyway, this is the start of our new school life. I'll be in your care starting today."

"I guess so. Yeah... I'll be in your care too, Ayane."

"Yes! I look forward to it... fufu, this is a little embarrassing, isn't it?"

...No kidding.

I finally turned to look at her. Her eyes were as striking as ever. She kept her expression relatively neutral, but her cheeks were dusted with a faint, telltale pink.

"............I'll have to pay you back for that eventually."

"Hm? Did you say something?"

"Nothing. Just wondering what school is going to be like."

"It'll be fun."

"Then I'll look forward to it."

I kept walking toward the school with her by my side. It was only later that I would realize my initial instinct had been right: walking to school with her on the very first day was a massive mistake.
Chapter 15: Starting School Out of Season is Pretty Awkward

Upon arriving at school, I was ushered into the principal’s office. I found myself sitting across from Yuuji Kazama, the principal of Meikutsu High School.

He looked young for a principal—somewhere in his late twenties or early thirties—and he served me a cup of tea.

"Again, I’m grateful you decided to enroll at Meikutsu High, Reima-kun," he said.

"Ah, yes... Thank you. If you don’t mind me asking, why did you let me in? I know I missed the start of the year because I was unconscious. I appreciate the opportunity, but the reason is a bit... unclear."

This had happened right after I woke up. The principal had gone out of his way to visit my house, pleading with me to enroll if I still had the will to learn. 

I had recognized the name "Meikutsu High School" from a diary I found in my desk. It was the school the original Reima had intended to enter. After some deliberation, I had decided to go through with it.

However, after doing some research, I realized this school was incredibly famous. I couldn't fathom why the principal would personally recruit me. I’d been wondering about it ever since.

And then, I got my answer.

"—What are you saying!" he exclaimed, suddenly standing up. "Why would we ever reject a genius like you just because of a late start? The accident was unavoidable. If anything, I should be the one thanking you for still choosing us!"

What is this guy on about? My reputation is weirdly high. Did the "me" of this world actually accomplish something? 

I’d only grasped the bare minimum from the diary and hadn't really dug into my own past. I’d been pushing through with the amnesia excuse, but if I had friends here, I probably needed to investigate a bit more. I wanted to ask him for details, but since I hadn't told him about the memory loss, I wasn't sure how to phrase it.

"Above all else! You’ve been Ayane Yukisaki’s exclusive Supporter since middle school! You’re the genius who pushed her to S-Rank! Even without magic or a Job, you established an entirely new Supporter theory through sheer wit and knowledge of Dungeons and monsters! There is no way we wouldn't welcome Reima Kariya. You were the top applicant for the Support Department!"

He was practically vibrating with excitement as he laid it all out.

He recounted my supposed achievements with agonizing detail, even mentioning my lack of magic and a Job. He looked at me with sparkling eyes, like he was staring at an idol.

"I-I see. Well, I’ve always wanted to attend Meikutsu High, so... I’m happy to be here," I managed, leaning back to escape his intensity.

I had intended to keep a low profile to avoid slipping up, but that was looking impossible now. If what he said was true, the original me was a professional Supporter with a massive amount of Dungeon knowledge.

In contrast, I knew absolutely nothing about the Dungeons or monsters of this world.

I’d been leaning on the amnesia excuse and avoiding the books, but it looked like I had a lot of work to do before I could ever hope to return this body.

Seriously, what was the "me" of this world? Was he some kind of superstar?

I felt a fresh wave of guilt wash over me, even as I felt a mounting sense of secondhand embarrassment for the over-excited adult in front of me.

"Yes! Please, by all means, devote yourself to your studies here! I have high expectations!"

After receiving that "splendid" encouragement, I was led away by a teacher who had been waiting outside. I followed them toward the Support Department classroom, wondering how I was going to survive this.

I was told to wait until I was called. After a few moments, I heard my name and stepped inside.

I stood at the front of the room, pinned by a barrage of curious stares. I felt like a specimen under a microscope. It wasn't exactly stage fright, but I honestly didn't know what to say for a greeting.

Still, I couldn't just stand there in silence.

I decided to just brace myself and go with something safe, mimicking the transfer student scenes I’d seen in manga and anime.

"Um, I'm Reima Kariya. I'm joining late, in June, but I hope to fit in. Nice to meet you."

I’d dealt with royalty and nobles in the other world, so I liked to think I could handle basic communication. I chose the most innocuous, middle-of-the-road greeting possible to avoid causing friction.

"Right. Kariya-kun, please take the empty seat by the window," the teacher said.

"Understood."

"Also, since we're here, let's make today's first period a Q&A session for Kariya-kun! Is that okay with everyone?"

The teacher probably thought they were being helpful, but it was a disastrous move. Wait, what am I supposed to do? I can't answer anything.

My current knowledge was limited to monsters from a different world. In this world, I was effectively a newborn. What am I trying to say? I am ignorant.

"—This is stupid. There's nothing to ask a guy who showed up late."

The moment the Q&A was supposed to start, a student kicked his desk and stood up.

He glared at me for a second before storming out of the classroom. Silence fell over the room.

As I stood there wondering how to handle the awkward atmosphere, a single figure approached me.

"Don't let it get to you, best friend. That guy's always like that."

The guy grinning at me was a handsome student with red hair and a bandana.

He was someone who lived in the corners of my memory—my best friend from my original world. He was one of the people I thought I’d never see again when I was in the other world. 

It was Shiki Amagase.
Episode 16: A Turbulent First Day of School

"……Shiki?"

The face was exactly as I remembered it, though he’d grown a bit. The voice, too, was unmistakable. He was my best friend, someone I’d known since the fourth grade... and there he stood.

"What’s with the look, best friend? You look like a panda that just had its bamboo snatched. It doesn't suit you."

"What kind of metaphor is that? You’re as weird as ever."

"I don’t want to hear that from a Dungeon nut. More importantly—everyone’s dying to hear from you, so let’s get this show on the road. There are thirty-two people in this class, you know?"

His attitude hadn't changed a bit. He was blunt, but he had a natural knack for taking charge. Even in this world, he possessed that same sense of leadership—or perhaps he just liked to meddle.

My thoughts wavered for a second, but I managed to steady myself. I steeled my resolve and prepared for the Q&A session.

"……Right. One at a time, then."

"Ah, yes! Um, excuse me! What exactly is your relationship with Ayane-sama!?"

Wait, what? I’d been told this was the Support Department, so I’d braced myself for technical questions about Dungeons. What was this? I’d been on the defensive for nothing.

"Wait, I wanted to ask that too! You were walking to school together this morning. Are you two dating!?"

"I get it! The rumored genius Adventurer and Supporter duo from middle school! I heard your coordination is legendary. Give us the details!"

...And with that, the floodgates opened. Every single question was about Ayane. I’d prepared myself to answer questions about monster types or Dungeon architecture by feeling my way through the conversation, but the class had other ideas.

"Ah, well... Ayane and I are just childhood friends. I’m sure she feels the same way... We aren't in that kind of relationship... probably."

My voice trailed off into a whisper at the end. Since I genuinely didn't know the truth of our history in this world, that was the only answer I could give.

"Seriously!? With the way you two were acting this morning!?"

"……Incredible. So this is the 'Genius Supporter.'"

"Maybe it’s a strictly professional relationship?"

Good. Judging by their reactions, that was the safe choice.

I felt like I’d earned their respect in a very strange, unintended way, but I blamed the whole thing on Ayane for forcing her way over to me this morning. Curse you, Ayane. I won't forget this. I sat there hoping for at least one decent question, but it was just more of the same—until a short, androgynous male student spoke up.

"Um, Reima-san... have you watched that Black Robe video?"

"——Cough! Pfft—wha? Oh, uh... yeah, I saw it."

The kid had dropped a literal bomb on me. I choked on my own breath, my face contorting into a subtle, melting grimace as I forced out an answer.

"I knew it! Of course you’d watch it! Those movements from a Summoner Job with Supporter aptitude... that perfect timing on the buffs for the Summoned Beast! A video like that is a goldmine for research!"

"Yeah... I guess. I get it... He’s amazing, that Black Robe guy. And, uh, the Summoned Beast was really beautiful and impressive too. Yeah. Seriously amazing."

Because that video was still going viral and racking up views, I was being eternally haunted by my own "dark history." I’d already gone as far as adding "Black Robe" to my muted words list on Tsumitter and DanTube. The "bomb" had been so sudden that my entire vocabulary had been incinerated. I had effectively transformed into a bot that could only say the word "amazing."



Eventually, the clock ran out and the questions ended. Since we only had two periods on the first day, we sat through an hour of a standard lecture before it was finally time to head home.

"……Yo, you free, best friend? If you’ve got time, let’s grab some food at the school store."

"Heh. They actually have a store here?"

"Yeah, and the food is top-tier. I recommend the bread. Specifically, the cream bread and the curry bread are god-tier."

"Seriously? Now I’m curious. But where are we going to eat? It’s probably going to be packed."

"Heh. I figured you’d say that, so I borrowed the key to the rooftop. The view is great. Let’s head up."

"……You’re a genius."

"Praise me more. I want to see some high-energy wotagei dancing."

"Not happening."

Trading quips like that, the two of us headed to the roof. We lined up the various breads we’d bought to compare them. The selection at the school store was insane—they even had specialty items like apple pie and croissants filled with red bean paste. I’d ended up buying way too much because of the unusual lineup, but it looked like it would be worth the calories.

"……Hey, best friend. Did something happen to you?"

"……Where is this coming from? Nothing happened."

The question came out of nowhere. Shiki was sharp; a part of me worried he’d already noticed something was off. However, I couldn't afford to let the mask slip yet. I had to play it cool.

"Hmm. If you say so. It’s just... you seem different. Like you’ve been constantly on guard."

"Ah... I’m just nervous because it’s the first day. You know how I am."

"Haha, true. You’ve got those weird social skills where you can step up when you have to, but deep down you’re a total wimp. I guess getting interrogated by that many people would do it to you. I was worried since it’s been a while since we hung out, but I’m glad to see you haven't changed."

It seemed I’d managed to dodge the bullet. More importantly, it didn't seem like he knew about my amnesia. Knowing him, I’d assumed he would have heard the details from Ayane. I’d have to make sure to tell him not to mention my memory loss to her later; with his intuition, trying to fake my way through amnesia in front of him would be a losing move.

Still...

"……I see. Sorry, Shiki. Didn't mean to make you worry."

"Forget it. Oh, and you probably don't know the ropes around this school yet... so feel free to ask me anything, anytime."

"Oh, I plan to. Don't worry, I’m going to rely on you for everything."

"……Sigh. Keep it within reason, will you?"

We shared a wry smile and were just about to dig into the bread when a loud alarm suddenly blared across the campus.

【EMERGENCY SITUATION. MONSTERS HAVE ESCAPED FROM THE UNDERGROUND DUNGEON. ALL STAFF MEMBERS, PLEASE PROCEED TO INTERCEPT. ALL STUDENTS RANKED C-RANK OR HIGHER REMAINING ON CAMPUS, PLEASE LEND YOUR ASSISTANCE. THIS IS AN EMERGENCY. THIS IS NOT A DRILL. I REPEAT, THIS IS NOT A DRILL.】

As the broadcast echoed, I felt it—the unmistakable presence of monsters within the school walls.
Chapter 17: Assassin Mission

Alarms blared, a frantic accompaniment to the growing presence I felt nearby.

I’d heard rumors of a Dungeon beneath Meikutsu Academy, the school I’d somehow ended up attending. If the emergency broadcast was telling the truth, the monsters had finally broken loose from the Underground Dungeon.

"Hey, Shiki. This is..."

"Yeah, a real incident," Shiki cut me off, his expression grim. "Stay here, Reima. I’m going to go see if the Adventurers need a hand."

"Shiki... can you even fight?"

"I’m an Enchanter, remember? I don’t need to swing a sword to be useful." He paused, squinting at me. "Wait, you’re pale. You okay?"

"Ah... sorry. It’s just been a while since we last saw each other."

Even here, I can’t escape it, I thought. That lingering sense of alienation from being part of a different world.

I was reminded once again of the obvious: Shiki belonged to this world. I didn't.

"Look, you don't have a weapon and you're still recovering, right?" Shiki said, already moving toward the edge of the roof. "Just wait here. I’ll start guiding people to the rooftop—it should be safe enough. I’ll leave the explaining to you. Don't let me down, best friend."

"...Yeah, I got it. Just don't do anything stupid, Shiki."

"I won't. Besides, I’m not so pathetic that a few monsters from a Meikutsu Dungeon are going to take me out."

With that, Shiki vaulted over the railing and dropped out of sight.

I blinked, momentarily stunned, before a weary sense of relief washed over me. This was a world of magic and monsters; a jump like that was probably standard procedure.

To be honest, I was flying blind. I didn't know the scale of the outbreak or the threat level of this particular school's dungeon. More importantly, I had no idea how strong the average student here actually was. If I just sat on my hands, there was a real chance people were going to die.

I spent a few minutes questioning the students who trickled onto the roof, but the more I heard, the more my skin crawled. My anxiety wasn't going away.

"Sorry, Shiki," I muttered to the empty air.

I reached into my storage and pulled out a pale silver robe woven from Luna’s fur. As soon as I threw it over my shoulders, the world seemed to ripple, and I vanished. The robe was a masterpiece, imbued with her essence to provide a high-grade [Stealth] effect that could keep me hidden for hours.

"Right. [Search]."

I cast a wide-range mana detection net, mapping the school’s layout in my mind. I marked every pulse of hostile mana I could find. It was a trick I could only pull off because the school was a finite, enclosed space—unlike the sprawling, chaotic depths of a true Dungeon. I offered a silent, begrudging thanks to my past self for bothering to learn these basics.

"Forty-five... That’s a lot of pests."

I whispered the number to myself and started moving.

I sprinted through the halls, weaving through the shadows. I targeted the isolated signals first, heading toward a lone monster lurking where no students were in sight. It was a Goblin.

"[Weapon Summon]—Angrist."

A dagger appeared in my hand, its blade shimmering with a lethal edge. It was made of a material that could slice through orichalcum back in the other world. Using it on a common Goblin was overkill, but I didn't have the luxury of time. I needed efficiency.

"Nothing personal," I whispered. "You're just in the way."

I channeled [Physical Enhancement] into my legs and lunged.

The strike was a blur. The blade passed through the Goblin’s neck so cleanly that the creature didn't even have time to bleed before its head hit the floor. I quickly incinerated the remains to erase the evidence and moved on to the next target.

I repeated the process six times.

I kept a close eye on my mental map, watching the red dots vanish one by one. I stuck to the shadows, picking them off where no one could see. It was going well, but something felt off. They were too spread out. It didn't feel like a natural breakout from a single point.

It’s almost as if someone placed them here individually, I thought.

I was behind the school building, near the woods, where I’d just finished off my seventh target—an Orc. I paused to consider the implications, but my thoughts were cut short.

A massive spike of mana erupted from the rooftop. Right where the crowd was gathered.

"Teleportation magic?!"

I didn't know who had cast it, but the signature was unmistakable. This was bad. The people on the roof were mostly non-combatants or Supporters. If a high-level monster appeared there, it would be a massacre.

I didn't have time to calculate the distance. I just ran. If I pushed myself, I could make it in a straight line. As long as I kept the robe on, no one would see me interfering.

"[Haste]. [Strength]."

I felt the surge of speed and the raw power in my legs. I leaped, clearing massive gaps, kicking off the walls to maintain my momentum as I scaled the building toward the roof.



"Hold the line until the upperclassmen get here!" a voice screamed as I crested the roof. "We have to survive!"

The scene was chaos. A group of student Adventurers was desperately trying to hold back a massive, Ogre-like creature.

No one was dead yet, but they were losing. Fast. I hovered at the edge of the crowd, my mind racing. I couldn't just jump in. If I summoned Luna or Sol, the whole world would know I was here because of that damn viral video.

Most of my other Summoned Beasts were too large or too flashy. Magic was out of the question—the risk of collateral damage was too high. I had my dagger, but taking down an Ogre in one hit with a knife would look suspicious as hell.

I hesitated. My experience from the other world was working against me, making me overthink the consequences of revealing myself.

People are going to die, and I’m standing here doing math.

I needed a scalpel, not a sledgehammer. And I had just the one.

"[Summon]—Come, Lycoris."

In the middle of the panicked crowd, I called her forth.

She appeared in a flicker of shadow—a young girl with amber eyes and purplish-black hair, dressed in a black gown that looked like mourning clothes. I projected my intent directly into her mind. She gave a single, solemn nod and began to walk toward the Ogre.

She walked right through the crowd, yet no one saw her. Of all my Summoned Beasts, Lycoris was the master of the silent kill. She didn't just hide; she simply ceased to exist in the minds of those around her.

"[Halahala Anthos]."

Her voice was cold, dignified, and utterly lethal. She produced a dagger shaped like a delicate flower. She leaped, a graceful arc that brought her level with the Ogre’s face. With a movement as smooth as a caress, she drew the blade across its throat.

That was it. She landed softly and drifted back to my side before anyone could blink.

"It is done," she whispered.

"Thanks. You saved them."

The Ogre, which had been a whirlwind of violence only seconds ago, began to falter. Its movements grew sluggish, its strength draining away.

When one of the students landed a desperate blow, the Ogre collapsed like a marionette with its strings cut.

It wasn't the student's strength that killed it. It was the [Halahala Anthos]—a delayed-action curse-poison. Lycoris had timed the lethal trigger to coincide with the student’s attack, making it look like they had delivered the finishing blow.

"W-We won?"

"Did we actually take that thing down?!"

"Hell yeah! Did you see that, you piece of garbage?! That’s the power of Meikutsu students!"

The rooftop erupted in cheers.

I watched them for a moment, then quietly slipped off the robe, intending to blend back into the crowd. But the moment the fabric left my shoulders, my heart hammered against my ribs.

My blood felt like it was boiling. My breath hitched, coming in shallow, ragged gasps. A wave of profound exhaustion crashed over me, and I realized exactly what was happening.

Mind Down? Already?

It was the classic symptom of mana depletion. I’d felt it a hundred times in the other world, though this felt... different. Heavier. My vision blurred, and the world began to tilt.

"Lycoris... I'll call you later. Go back for now..."

I couldn't even finish the sentence. The darkness rushed in, and I hit the floor before I could say another word.
Episode 18: Equinox Girl

I woke up in a room I didn’t recognize.

There was a shelf stocked with various medicines, and a quick look around revealed an interior that resembled a makeshift clinic.

Did I pass out?

I was lying on something soft, and there was a ceiling overhead. I concluded that I must have collapsed. Digging through my memories, I recalled the sensation of Mind Down hitting me like a physical blow.

"[Analyze]... Great, I have a fever."

It wasn't quite a status ailment, but the skill told me my temperature was significantly elevated. I didn't have a thermometer to check the specifics, but I figured I should probably stay put for a while.

"Huh? Wait... it’s not because I’m out of mana?"

According to my Analysis Magic, my mana capacity was still mostly full. I had enough left to fight at full strength for at least thirty minutes. I felt a nagging sense of incongruity, but I didn't have the energy to dwell on it. I stopped thinking and scanned the room again.

"Lycoris... you there?"

I hadn't been able to unsummon her before I went under. As soon as I called her name, her presence manifested from the void.

She was a girl with purplish-black hair and amber eyes that left a hollow impression. She was somewhat tall, dressed in the black dress I had given her, her face a mask of expressionlessness. However, I could see a slight tremor in her eyes. She was worried.

This was the first time I had met her in this world. Her name was Lycoris Hydros. According to her, her race was Arche Hydra—a somewhat unique variation of a Hydra.

"I’m here... Are you alright?"

"Probably. You already looked me over anyway, didn't you?"

"Yes... I did. Your symptoms are a wisdom fever caused by your Magic Circuit opening. It’s the kind that usually happens to children."

"...Ah. That thing I went through right after I got to the other world."

I remembered it well. It was one of the very first things that happened after I was summoned. It was like a severe flu that triggered when your mana first awakened. I recalled it being incredibly painful.

"But isn't that weird? I could use magic the moment I woke up in this world."

"I think it’s because your soul has finally acclimated to this body... probably."

"I don't quite get it."

"Just think of it as your magic becoming a little easier to handle."

"Right. Got it."

After that, I fell silent. To be honest, I just didn't know what to say. It was the first time we’d actually spoken since my time in the other world. As expected, it was awkward.

"Hold my hand."

As I sat there in silence, she sat on the edge of the bed and made her request.

"Where is this coming from?"

"Please."

There was a certain pressure behind her words that made it impossible to refuse. I reached out and took her hand. Her skin felt cool against mine. It was a nostalgic sensation, and Lycoris looked satisfied by the contact.

"It really is warm."

"I always wonder, but what’s so great about this?"

"It’s a secret."

"...Fine. But hide yourself if someone comes in."

"I know. Of course."

Lycoris offered a small smile. I was caught off guard; it was rare for her expression to shift like that. A few moments passed in silence. I opened my mouth to say something, but she beat me to it.

"Hey... you won't die again, will you?"

"...Yeah. I won't."

"Then it’s fine. I hated not being able to see you. It was lonely when I couldn't hold your hand."

"............Sorry."

The guilt hit me hard. I didn't know what Lycoris had gone through the moment I was executed, but seeing her face and hearing the sadness in her voice, an apology was all I could offer.

"Then promise me. Hold my hand again. Let me feel your warmth."

"...I promise."

"Good. That’s enough for now."

We spent a little more time together, but the awkwardness was gone. Eventually, a knock sounded at the door, followed by a familiar male voice.

"Hey, best friend! You awake in there?"

"I'm up! ...See you later, Lycoris."

"I'll stay hidden until you get home."

"Right. Understood."

Lycoris erased her presence using a technique distinct from Stealth just as Shiki and Ayane walked in. Ayane was clutching a convenience store bag that seemed to hold drinks.

"Here, a sports drink," she said, handing it to me. "Are you okay, Reima? Should you even be sitting up?"

"Yeah. I’ve got a bit of a fever, but my head is clear."

"Thank goodness... I was so shocked when I heard you collapsed on the roof."

"My bad. I just sort of went down before I realized what was happening."

"And you seemed so fine this morning, too..."

I took a sip of the drink and thanked her. Then I turned my gaze toward Shiki, who was uncharacteristically quiet.

"...Hey, Shiki. You okay?"

I wondered if he’d been hurt. I peered at his face, but he just looked sheepish.

"No, I’m fine. It’s just..."

"Just what?"

"Well... I feel responsible."

"For what? Did you do something?"

I genuinely had no idea what he was talking about. Responsibility? If anything, I was the one who had ditched them on the roof. I should have been the one feeling guilty.

"Sigh. That’s so like you... I mean, I felt bad for leaving everything to you when you were clearly coming down with something."

"That’s it? Don't sweat it. I didn't even know I was sick, let alone that I’d pass out. Besides, they say idiots don't catch colds, right? It’s rare for me to get hit like this."

"You probably just didn't notice it... Man, I wasted my time worrying about you."

"As if a little cold could take me out."

"True. You really are a monster."

"More importantly, can I go home today? No one’s come by to check on me."

That was my main concern. I’d spent quite a while with Lycoris, but there was no sign of a teacher. I wanted to know if I was cleared to leave.

"Oh, it’s fine. I got a message saying you can leave once your fever drops. Looking at you now, we can probably just walk you home."

"...You sure?"

"Of course. Come on, best friend. Let’s get out of here."



I watched him as he interacted with the humans of this world.

He was the only human who had ever found me. He was my precious master, the one who poured affection into me when no one else could even touch me. He was the beloved person who brought warmth to my perpetually cold world.

The moment he died in the original world, I thought everything was lost. I had intended to destroy that world. But we were able to meet again, like this.

Reima was the one who gave me the joy of conversation and the warmth of a physical bond—me, who was capable of nothing but slaughter. I never want to lose him again. Never.

I will kill his enemies so that I never have to see that sight again. I will devote everything—my soul, my life, even the Authority of Poison I once loathed—to protect him. Even if I must drown the world in venom, even if the soul that makes him a hero becomes clouded, I will give everything to keep him safe.

"Reima is too kind. I’ll be the one to handle the rest."

I am the Primordial Slayer of all living things.

I am nothing more than a hopelessly rotten piece of trash... but I want to be the one who takes on all the defilement for the person I love.
Chapter 19: Bulletin Board Thread Part 3
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391: Average Anonymous
"I... want... to... see... Black Robe... stream..."

392: Average Anonymous
"You sound like an Orc who just learned how to speak."

393: Average Anonymous
"Maybe a Goblin."

394: Average Anonymous
"Lmao. I get the feeling, though."

395: Average Anonymous
"The guy was a ghost. No one could find a trace of him."

396: Average Anonymous
"No tracks, no sightings for four days, and zero history. He didn't exist before this."

397: Average Anonymous
"A true cipher. It was almost impressive."

398: Average Anonymous
"And yet his clips kept trending. The view count on that idiot Ryuga’s original stream just wouldn't stop climbing."

399: Average Anonymous
"I never understood what goes on in that moron's head, but it was surprising he didn't try to milk the situation."

400: Average Anonymous
"I agreed. Knowing that scum, I expected him to use the Black Robe as clickbait to fund his next bender."

401: Average Anonymous
"Speaking of which, what happened to the idiot?"

402: Average Anonymous
"His monetization was stripped temporarily. He hadn't streamed in four days, and his Tsumitter went dark. People claimed they saw him in the Dungeon, though."

403: Average Anonymous
"That guy in a Dungeon without a camera? I couldn't even picture it."

404: Average Anonymous
"Probably a government quota."

405: Average Anonymous
"Conspiracy theories already? Pathetic."

406: Average Anonymous
"Whatever. Let’s move on to the Black Robe or literally anyone else."

407: Average Anonymous
"Fair enough. Talking about that guy was a waste of breath anyway."

408: Average Anonymous
"So, did anyone have their eye on any particular adventurers or streamers lately?"

409: Average Anonymous
"The Black Robe. Obviously."

410: Average Anonymous
"We already covered that. My fault, I phrased the question poorly. Give me some newcomers or veterans."

411: Average Anonymous
"Popular streamers... who was even left?"

412: Average Anonymous
"There were too many adventurers to keep track of these days."

413: Average Anonymous
"It was inevitable. The number of people awakening increased every year."

414: Average Anonymous
"Just the way the world worked now, I guess."

415: Average Anonymous
"Let’s stick to the classics. Should we talk about the [S-Rank] Adventurers?"

416: Average Anonymous
"Finally━(・∀・)━!!!!"

417: Average Anonymous
"I'd been waiting for this."

418: Average Anonymous
"I had plenty to say."

419: Average Anonymous
"I figured as much. I put together a summary of the [S-Rank] Adventurers."

420: Average Anonymous
"Competent."

421: Average Anonymous
"A genius."

422: Average Anonymous
"This helped."

423: Average Anonymous
"Are you a handsome guy? I bet you are."

424: Average Anonymous
"I suppose I could take a look. If I had to."

425: Average Anonymous
"Here was the list of [S-Rank] Adventurers who streamed. Japan only, obviously."

【[Ice Princess]】Ayane Yukisaki
【[Burning Blade]】Kagura
【[Dragonewt Cavalry]】Kaiser Dragonia (Real name: Goro Tanaka)
【[Hyakuma]】Hakuno Tougen
【[Carnage]】Ouma
【[Ex Machina]】Mad Doctor☆
【[Ritter der Nacht]】Laura
【[Guardian]】Yamato

426: Average Anonymous
"The usual eight."

427: Average Anonymous
"The regular lineup."

428: Average Anonymous
"There was a certain sense of security in seeing those names."

429: Average Anonymous
"So, who was the first victim of our scrutiny?"

430: Average Anonymous
"It had to be Tanaka."

431: Average Anonymous
"Show some respect. Call him Kaiser-san."

432: Average Anonymous
"Wasn't it Tanaka-kun?"

433: Average Anonymous
"The kid was only a high school sophomore, after all."

434: Average Anonymous
"High school sophomore, Goro Tanaka-kun."

435: Average Anonymous
"Note: Suffering from a severe case of Sophomore Syndrome."

436: Average Anonymous
"He was strong, though. That was the annoying part."

437: Average Anonymous
"He held the special [Job], [Dragon Rider]."

438: Average Anonymous
"For a variant of a [Summoner], his stats were absurd."

439: Average Anonymous
"He could summon dragons and use [Dragonification] on himself. It wasn't fair."

440: Average Anonymous
"Pick one and stick to it, kid."

441: Average Anonymous
"He was already a menace riding a dragon. He didn't need a self-buff."

442: Average Anonymous
"The poster boy for chuunibyou."

443: Average Anonymous
"He was just a guy with a painfully normal name who happened to be needlessly strong, cool, and a total airhead."

444: Average Anonymous
"A good person. He didn't have a single malicious bone in his body."

445: Average Anonymous
"The biggest idiot of the bunch, but also the most decent."

446: Average Anonymous
"Everyone loved Tanaka. It was a fact of life."

447: Average Anonymous
"There wasn't anything to hate."

448: Average Anonymous
"His fan service was top-tier."

449: Average Anonymous
"He was cute, in his own way."

450: Average Anonymous
"Fine, Tanaka was a saint. Who was next?"

451: Average Anonymous
"Kagura-sama, the [Burning Blade]."

452: Average Anonymous
"The swordswoman!"

453: Average Anonymous
"A classic beauty."

454: Average Anonymous
"She was the personification of a student council president."

455: Average Anonymous
"But she was a bit ditzy. That was the charm."

456: Average Anonymous
"The way she forced herself to use 'gozaru' was great. Right?"

457: Average Anonymous
"A top-tier samurai girl."

458: Average Anonymous
"Elegant, refined, and a lady. She was designed to be popular."

459: Average Anonymous
"She was flat, though."

460: Average Anonymous
"That was the best part, you philistine."

461: Average Anonymous
"You want to go, punk? Step outside."

462: Average Anonymous
"Calm down. Both aesthetics were supreme."

463: Average Anonymous
"You're the one who needs to calm down. Anyway, let’s talk about My Lord."

464: Average Anonymous
"Laura-sama! Laura-sama!"

465: Average Anonymous
"Banzai! Banzai!"

466: Average Anonymous
"She was a lady born in Romania, wasn't she?"

467: Average Anonymous
"Her face belonged in a museum. A national treasure."

468: Average Anonymous
"A literal cultural heritage site."

469: Average Anonymous
"They were huge. She was huge. A simple observation."

470: Average Anonymous
"The contrast when she stood next to Kagura-sama was brutal. Lol."

471: Average Anonymous
"The Void vs. The Mountain."

472: Average Anonymous
"Stop it. You’re going to make Kagura-sama cry."

473: Average Anonymous
"It was nice that they were actually friends, though."

474: Average Anonymous
"Childhood friends, apparently."

475: Average Anonymous
"It was terrifying that both of them were that strong."

476: Average Anonymous
"The combination of flames and style was always a treat to watch."

477: Average Anonymous
"Pure aesthetics."

478: Average Anonymous
"They provided a sense of security."

479: Average Anonymous
"They just didn't die. They were the cream of the crop, even among [S-rank]."

480: Average Anonymous
"Impressive, considering their age."

481: Average Anonymous
"Watching beautiful girls interact was the only medicine I needed."

482: Average Anonymous
"Wait, Laura-sama only reached [S-Rank] recently, right? How did that go down again?"

483: Average Anonymous
"The usual protocol. She conquered an uncleared Dungeon of Rank A or higher. Specifically, she cleared the Old Castle—an [S-Rank] Dungeon crawling with vampires."

484: Average Anonymous
"That was legendary. It felt like a myth unfolding in real-time."

485: Average Anonymous
"Kagura-sama wasn't lagging behind either!"
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835: Average Anonymous
"So, we were all in agreement that Laura-sama was the strongest and cutest?"

836: Average Anonymous
"No. It was the Ice Princess."

837: Average Anonymous
"Kagura-sama, obviously."

838: Average Anonymous
"I stepped away for five minutes and the usual waifu war broke out. Typical."

839: Average Anonymous
"A. Regular. Occurrence."

840: Average Anonymous
"The. Usual."

841: Average Anonymous
"Predictable. Unavoidable."

842: Average Anonymous
"I knew this would happen."

843: Average Anonymous
"It was Tanaka."

844: Average Anonymous
"Don't make this more complicated than it already is. Lol."

845: Average Anonymous
"Anyway, changing the subject. I heard there was some incident at Meikutsu Academy."

846: Average Anonymous
"Heh. That was rare for them."

847: Average Anonymous
"Supposedly, some monsters managed to reach the surface."

848: Average Anonymous
"That’s a massive failure. Lmao."

849: Average Anonymous
"The students supposedly stepped up and handled it."

850: Average Anonymous
"Impressive. The future looked bright, I guess."

851: Average Anonymous
"I heard there was even an Ogre."

852: Average Anonymous
"If they resolved that, whoever killed it was a monster themselves."

853: Average Anonymous
"I’m surprised the school didn't get roasted harder online."

854: Average Anonymous
"There were no casualties. Besides, monster escapes happened occasionally."

855: Average Anonymous
"Just handling it was enough to earn my respect."

856: Average Anonymous
"A school specializing in Dungeons really was on another level."

857: Average Anonymous
"Normal people couldn't hope to imitate them."

858: Average Anonymous
"Well, they were planning a project. Probably to distract everyone from the incident."

859: Average Anonymous
"I was listening."

860: Average Anonymous
"Meikutsu Academy was going to host a Dungeon conquest stream featuring their first-year students."

861: Average Anonymous
"They were really leaning into it."

862: Average Anonymous
"As expected of a national institution."

863: Average Anonymous
"And—get this—Tanaka and Kagura-sama were going to collaborate with Meikutsu as guardians."

864: Average Anonymous
"Seriously?"

865: Average Anonymous
"Wait, if it was Meikutsu, wouldn't the Ice Princess be there too?"

866: Average Anonymous
"Exactly. That was why everyone was hyped."

867: Average Anonymous
"Thanks for the info."

868: Average Anonymous
"A collab between three [S-Rank] Adventurers. Unreal."

869: Average Anonymous
"My schedule was officially cleared. I wasn't missing that."
Chapter 20: Absolute Dungeon Conquest Note

School was canceled today, a side effect of yesterday’s incident. It was a short-lived start to my academic career, but it gave me time.

I sat in my room, reopening the diary I’d first discovered the day I woke up in this world. The cover was worn, the pages holding the weight of three years of someone else’s life.

"Let’s see... I only skimmed it before, but looking at it like this, it’s actually impressive."

The entries were mostly about his childhood friend and his best friend. They were filled with memories of diving into Dungeons together. Toward the end, the ink seemed to dance with the joy he felt when Ayane finally reached S-Rank.

The writing was meticulous, summarizing every event with painstaking detail. I could understand the logic behind his actions—after all, he was "me," even if we were from different worlds. If I studied his behavior in these pages, I could probably mimic him well enough to avoid slipping up around people who didn't know about my "memory loss" cover story.

I needed to stay at Meikutsu Academy. To do that, I had to avoid drawing unnecessary suspicion. That school was the front line for high schoolers conquering Dungeons. It was bound to have archives and data I’d never seen before. It only made sense to utilize every scrap of knowledge available.

"So... according to this, I really was just a Supporter."

The principal had said as much, but seeing it in writing was different. The diary didn't explain how I—a person with zero magical power—managed to function as a Supporter in a lethal Dungeon environment. But one thing was clear: the original Reima had been capable.

I still didn't fully grasp the sheer scale of an S-Rank Adventurer’s power, but if I translated it into the power scales of my old world, the absurdity became clear. Pushing someone like Ayane to that height wasn't something a mediocre person could achieve.

"Is there anything else?"

Information was the only currency that mattered right now. I stood up and began scouring the room. If my parents were home, I could have just asked them, but they were both at work. I was on my own.

"I was hoping for a weapon, at least. Oh, right. [Summon]."

When it came to detecting mana, my companion Lycoris was far more efficient than I was. Given the popularity of Dungeons and the state of this world, the "me" of this reality should have been making a decent living. I was betting on him having a hidden stash.

"Reima. I found something."

Lycoris appeared, handing me a small, empty tin case.

"That was fast... Wait, is this an invisibility ward?"

I opened the tin. To the naked eye, it looked empty, but my fingers brushed against something solid. Based on the texture and shape, it felt like a notebook. It was smooth, almost silky to the touch.

Usually, these things came in pairs. If it was a notebook, there had to be a specific tool to read it. I searched the desk and found a pen sitting in a case, humming with a faint magical resonance.

The moment I gripped the pen, the object Lycoris was holding flickered into view.

It was a cheap notebook, the kind a middle schooler might buy at a convenience store. On the cover, written in clumsy, unrefined script, were the words: Absolute Dungeon Conquest Note.

He had even been diligent enough to date it.

The first page was dated 2015. He’d started this in the sixth grade. The first entry was blunt: No magic! Studying is hell, I’m so tired! I let out a short, dry laugh, but the next line caught me off guard: But it’s my dream. It was almost painfully wholesome.

As I flipped through the pages, the tone shifted. The entries became detailed logs of Dungeon conditions. It was a record of blood, sweat, and tears shed so that he, Ayane, and Shiki could become Adventurers together.

To be the best Supporter, I need knowledge first! And stamina! one entry read. Another followed: I lied and said I could handle it. I really regret that. I have to work twice as hard for the next two days to catch up. Lying is bad...

The habit of bluffing to save face is the same, I see.

But as I kept reading, the evidence of his effort became overwhelming. The "me" of this world had pushed himself to the breaking point, over and over again.

"This is the fourth one already? I wrote way too much."

Studying, interviewing experts, physical conditioning, endless practice... he did it all for those two. Reima’s emotions bled through the paper. He wanted to be able to look his childhood friends in the eye and tell them everything would be okay. He wanted to be the one to pave the way for them. He knew he lacked the mana to stand beside them as an equal, so he dedicated himself to ensuring their overwhelming talent reached the future it deserved.

A dark, bitter feeling began to pool in my chest. It felt like I had reached into this boy’s life and stolen the fruits of his labor. The guilt gnawed at me, but I couldn't stop reading. I had to know where his path led.

The fifth notebook: Dungeon Characteristics.
The sixth: Monster Encyclopedia.
The seventh: Efficient Support Methodology.

Finally, I reached the eighth notebook, written around his second year of middle school.

It hurts. It’s not enough. To get Ayane to S-Rank, I’m not enough as I am now. I’m dragging them down... What do I do? It’s simple. I just have to work harder. I’ll do it until I can stand tall and say "I’ve got this."

The page was warped, stained by dried tears.

Because it had been written with a mana-imbued pen, Reima’s lingering will resonated through the paper. This kid had spent his whole life fighting off the urge to say "it can't be helped."

I’m not trying hard enough. I wonder if I can be a hero like them... But the only thing I’m missing is effort. The heroes of the old stories didn't have magic either. That means I can be one, too. I can be a hero.

"...This is the last page."

Finally. We’re taking the S-Rank trial. We’re the youngest ever to try. Our party—me, Shiki, and Ayane—is finally being recognized. It’s all paying off. After this, I’ll finally...

The notebook ended there.

Lycoris was peering over my shoulder, silent. The air in the room felt heavy, suffocating. I didn't know exactly what happened during that trial, but since Ayane was currently an S-Rank, the mission must have been a success.

"Hey, Lycoris. I’m going back to my original world. No matter what it takes."

"...Reima?"

"I’m going to dive into the Dungeons. I have to find a way to give this body back to him. To the real Reima."

Dungeons were repositories of the unknown. There had to be a way to reverse this. But until then, I had to keep my identity a secret. If the truth came out, it would trample all over that kid’s hard work.

He was me. But he was a hero—someone who lived and breathed for the sake of others. He wasn't like me. In the other world, I was a man who only knew how to take and how to kill. He was a hero who moved for the sake of everyone else.

"I’m giving it back. I swear it."

The words slipped out before I could stop them. Lycoris looked at me, her expression strangely lonely, but she didn't say a word.

"Alright. We still have time. Let’s head to a Dungeon. I need to start putting in the work."

My mind was made up. There was only one way forward.
Chapter 21: Testing the Waters in a Cave Dungeon

Draped in the black robe now synonymous with [Perception Inhibition], I arrived once again at the Black Iron Dungeon. It was a beginner-level crawl, classified as a cave-type. I stepped inside and moved at a full sprint, keeping to the shadows to avoid being spotted.

The place had become a sensation on the internet, so there was a real chance someone might recognize me. I still couldn't quite wrap my head around the scale of my own popularity—I suppose the common sense of my old world was still holding me back.

"We should be safe enough here," I muttered. "This is probably the deepest level."

"Reima, what are we doing here?" Lycoris asked.

"Just gauging my strength. It’d be a help if you kept watch."

"Understood. Just don't overdo it."

"I know. If things get ugly, I’m counting on you to bail me out."

I went over what I’d learned about Dungeons from Reima’s notebooks. Unlike the first one I’d supposedly cleared, cave-type Dungeons were characterized by monsters spawning from every conceivable direction. 

The mechanics were essentially those of an RPG; the types of monsters shifted depending on the depth. Apparently, there were also floor-type Dungeons that functioned more like a roguelike game.

"Let’s see... what else did he write about cave-types? Right, they drop magic stones."

Even in the other world, monsters had dropped magic stones. In this world, they were only found in cave and floor-type Dungeons, which was why most Adventurers flocked to them. It was their primary source of income. Those stones were packed with mana and served a variety of purposes, effectively acting as the backbone of modern technology.

"Here they come. [Weapon Summon]."

I called forth a straight sword. I wasn't sure how the rules worked for everyone else in this world, but those with an aptitude for being a Summoner could house their contracted Summoned Beasts within their souls. As an extension of that, they could also store equipment and items.

The downside was the heavy mana cost required to pull things in and out. The more magical power an object possessed, the more it drained the user.

"Well, let's get to work."

Standing before me was a gorilla-like monster covered in silver fur. It was a Silverback—the same name they used in the other world. I decided to use it as my first test subject.

As we traded blows, I mentally flipped through Reima’s strategy notes. Naturally, he’d documented this creature. I remembered how he’d written out the counter-tactics in exhaustive, meticulous detail.

"Long arms," I whispered, observing the beast to verify the knowledge. "Those abnormally developed limbs are specialized for destruction, but..."

I wanted to prove his theories. I wanted to confirm that the effort the original Reima had left behind wasn't in vain. I closed the distance.

"Because of that massive physique, it can only throw wide, heavy swings. It’s vulnerable once you slip inside its guard."

I combined his knowledge with my own combat experience from the other world. Without even needing magical support, I slid right under the monster's reach. Back in the other world, I’d never been much for finesse; I’d mostly relied on brute-forcing my way through problems with an ever-increasing mana pool and support spells.

But this world was a different story. It was full of unknowns, and I didn't know how far raw power would take me. That was why I had to rely on Reima’s legacy—the knowledge of a man who had never stopped trying to understand this world and its Dungeons.

"And the weak point is the magic stone in the left chest—"

I drove the straight sword home. The Silverback died instantly, its body dissolving into nothingness. I confirmed the magic stone drop and scanned my surroundings, refusing to let my guard down.

"More of them, huh?"

A pack of black dogs known as Hellhounds spawned alongside their masters, the humanoid shadows called Shadow Humans. The dogs breathed fire, while the shadows boasted razor-sharp claws that belied their murky forms.

I spent the next hour fighting my way through the Dungeon. Eventually, I decided to call it a day. It wasn't that I was tired; I’d simply cleared out all the high-ranking monsters in the area. Besides, my parents would be home soon. It would be a headache if I wasn't there when they arrived.

"I only saw one... I guess Minotaurs really are rare."

There were six types of high-ranking monsters in the Black Iron Dungeon: Silverbacks, Hellhounds, Shadow Humans, Red Panthers, Killer Limberas, and the Minotaur. I’d only encountered the one.

"Reima, something’s coming," Lycoris said, manifesting beside me. "Three sets of human footsteps, and one big one."

"Copy that."

A moment later, the owners of the footsteps burst into the deepest chamber. It was a party of three Adventurers—one man and two women. They looked at me and panicked.

"A solo?!"

"Run! Get out of here!"

Seconds later, their pursuer emerged from the shadows: a Minotaur. Unlike the brown-furred one I’d killed earlier, this one had blue fur. It was clearly on a different level.

I could have escaped easily. And honestly, fighting in front of witnesses was a terrible move if I wanted to avoid becoming a headline. But...

I can't just leave them to die. "Hey! Over here, you lot!"

I didn't see any floating cameras, so they probably weren't live-streaming. That meant I didn't have to worry about a video going viral.

There was no time to talk. Fortunately, the man—likely the leader—made the right call and led his team straight toward me.

"Good choice. Now, leave the rest to me. [Weapon Summon]."

A standard straight sword wasn't going to cut it here, especially since it was already chipped. I called for something else.

"Come, Lycoris Death Scythe."

A massive scythe appeared in my grip, its blade adorned with spider lily motifs. It was a gift from Lycoris back in the other world—a weapon imbued with poison and soul-eroding properties. It was designed for a single, terminal strike.

The Minotaur brandished its club. It recognized the scythe as a genuine threat and locked its gaze on me. 

Minotaurs were bull-headed monsters with physical strength that defied human logic. Their style was similar to a Silverback's brute force, but their humanoid frames made them far more agile. Some were even capable of using actual techniques.

The beast lunged, swinging its club in a massive arc. I didn't even think about blocking it; taking a hit like that would be suicide. I dodged, kicked the club upward to throw the monster off balance, and used that split second of diverted vision to vanish into its blind spot.

"It's over."

I swung the scythe, cleaving the Minotaur in half from the head down to ensure it stayed dead.

Silence returned to the cavern. I turned toward the Adventurers, only to find the man staring at me with stars in his eyes. 

What now? I opened my mouth to speak, but he beat me to it.

"That was incredible! Uh, my name is Rin! Please, can I have your autograph?!"

"Gratitude first, Rin," one of the girls snapped. She looked at me apologetically. "I'm so sorry. He's an idiot, but thank you for saving us."

"It's fine. Are you all unhurt?"

"We're okay! But man, that magic... you're a Summoner, right? How do you even get that strong?!" Rin was practically vibrating with excitement.

I was starting to feel overwhelmed by his energy when the other girl, who had been silent until now, narrowed her eyes.

"Wait... that look. Are you the Black Robe?"

Crap.

"Uh... [Summon]!"

The moment I realized I’d been made, I called for Luna. I barked a command through our telepathic link and bolted from the depths of the Dungeon before they could say another word.
Chapter 22: Extracurricular Lesson

"Reima—you haven't forgotten anything, have you?"

"I'm fine, Mom. Really. That’s the third time you’ve asked."

It was a typical morning. I was at the front door, tugging on my shoes to head to school, when my mother called out to me. She hovered nearby, her face a mask of maternal anxiety. She’s a bit of a worrywart, I thought, but I kept the conversation going to put her at ease.

"Your lunch box?"

"I’ve got it."

"…Then I suppose it’s alright."

"You’re worrying too much."

"But it’s been so long since you’ve been to a Dungeon, hasn't it? I’m just afraid you’ll get hurt again…"

She meant it from the bottom of her heart. I understood her concerns, and honestly, hearing her say that made a wave of guilt wash over me for having already sneaked into a Dungeon. Still, for the sake of my goals, it couldn't be helped.

"I’ll be fine. I heard an S-Rank Adventurer is being assigned to my group. Besides, it’s just an extracurricular lesson. It’s not supposed to be that difficult."

"…So they say. I suppose you're right. Wait just a moment, Reima."

She scurried off somewhere deeper into the house. I waited, wondering what she was looking for, until she returned carrying a somewhat large box.

"I’ve been debating when to give these to you, but please, take them as a lucky charm."

She opened the box to reveal a pair of handguns, one black and one white. One look at the worn grips and the weight of the frames triggered a flash of memory. These were dedicated armaments, custom-made specifically for the original Reima.

The [Absolute Strategy Note] contained detailed instructions on how to fight with these. I’d wondered where they’d gone, but it seemed my parents had been keeping them safe. Thanks to the notebook, I technically knew how to use them, but I felt a flicker of hesitation. Is it really okay for me to be the one using these?

"Do your best, Reima. Just… don't get hurt again."

"I promise, Mom. I won't do anything reckless. I’ll come home in one piece."

I didn't have much time to linger. I left the house and immediately met up with Ayane, who was waiting for me. We walked to school together as we always did, then parted ways for our respective classrooms to start the day.

"Reima-kun, I’m looking forward to working with you today!"

The voice belonged to a student from the Support Department who had been placed in my group. It was Asahi Yugiri, a short, androgynous boy—the kind of person often described as an "otokonoko"—who had previously tried to gossip with me about the Black Robe. 

He seemed quite fond of me for some reason. Thanks to him constantly chatting me up during breaks, he had officially become my first friend in this world.

"Yeah, same here. Come to think of it, Asahi, you use a staff, right?"

"Yep. I’m an Enchanter, technically. I’ll do my best not to be a burden."

"That makes two of us. It’s been a while since I’ve stepped foot in a Dungeon."

The chime rang just as we finished talking, and the teacher arrived. After a brief explanation regarding the destination for the day’s lesson, we gathered our group members and boarded a bus. Our destination: the floor-type Dungeon known as the [Beast's Lair].



"…Why? Why am I not in Reima’s group?"

We arrived at the Dungeon entrance, but the scene was already being dominated by a shadow slumped over in utter despair. Or rather, a familiar girl was sulking with enough intensity to darken the atmosphere.

I’d intended to say hello if I saw her, but her current state made it difficult to approach. More importantly, there was a girl I didn't recognize with a katana strapped to her waist standing nearby, so I decided to observe from a distance for a moment.

"Is Ayane-dono… actually moping?" the girl with the katana asked.

"Why are you so surprised, Kagura? I’m human too, you know."

"No, it is just that the Ayane-dono this one knows is an expressionless monster-slaying machine, de-gozaru…"

I felt a headache coming on as I eavesdropped. Monster-slaying machine? That was a hell of a dishonorable alias they’d pinned on her.

"…Isn't that just a bit prejudiced?" Ayane muttered.

"No, I share that sentiment. It’s an accurate assessment," a new voice added.

"Wait, even Goro is saying it? I’m really not like that!"

The newcomer was a handsome, black-haired guy who had just walked up. Ayane looked genuinely shocked by his betrayal.

"Tch. Who are you calling Goro? I possess the glorious name of Kaiser Dragonia!"

"It’s too hard to remember, so Goro is fine. Besides, your stream listeners all call you Goro anyway."

"Those are only a few of my subjects! You will address me as Kaiser!"

My first impression of him had been a taciturn, cool-headed beauty. However, listening to him speak, it was clear he was just… a lot. Is Kaiser actually his real name? Between the "subjects" talk and his use of archaic pronouns, the guy was a walking goldmine of things to nitpick.

"Honestly, Goro was the last person I wanted to talk to today," Ayane sighed.

"Why?! Did I do something to offend you?"

"…You childhood-friend-stealing crap dragon."

"Wha—! What kind of disgraceful nickname is that?! I’ve never been called that in my life! Is that really how you see me? Kagura-san… do you have any idea what she’s talking about?"

"…This one is just as confused, I suppose… ah, de-gozaru. Also, your tone has slipped back to normal, Goro-dono."

What a chaotic mess, I thought. While I was distracted by their bickering, Ayane spotted me and beckoned me over.

"What is it, Ayane? Why the sudden summons?"

"I saw you watching. I figured I should introduce you to these two properly."

"Hm? Ayane, who is this person?" Kaiser asked.

"…He is exceptionally well-trained, de-gozaru," Kagura noted, her eyes narrowing slightly.

"He’s my childhood friend," Ayane said, putting a very specific emphasis on the first word.

Since she neglected to actually provide my name, I was forced to introduce myself.

"Uh, I’m Reima Kariya. I’m a Supporter. It sounds like Ayane is always in your care. We might not be in the same group for long, but I look forward to working with you."

"Hmph. So you are the one called Reima? I am Kaiser Dragonia! It seems we are in the same group for this exercise. I shall expect great things from your support today!"

"Shut up, Goro. Keep your voice down."

"…I see. Hehe. Greetings, Reima-dono. This one goes by the name Kagura during my broadcasts, de-gozaru. My real name is Tsubaki Kanna. My Job is [Katana Oni]. As you might guess, I specialize in the way of the blade."

That was my first encounter with the S-Rank Adventurers. It was the moment I met the cream of the crop of this world—the people who would eventually become my long-term associates.
Chapter 23: The Exploration Begins

"Reima, if that chuunibyou gets too annoying, you’re welcome to join my group whenever you want."

I watched Ayane stomp off toward her own group, looking thoroughly displeased. Once she was gone, I turned to my temporary teammates to get the introductions over with.

"Right. Once again, I’m Reima Kariya. It’s only for a day, but I’ll do my best to back you up."

"Hmph. I should say the same. I am Kaiser Dragonia... the seeker who rules the dragons and inherits their ancient power! You may call me Kaiser!"

"Sure. Nice to meet you, Kaiser."

"……You’re actually going to call me that? Just like that?"

"That’s how you introduced yourself, isn't it?"

"You—you’re a good guy!"

He was being called Goro earlier, but if he wants to go by Kaiser, it’s easier to just play along. Besides, the name is actually kind of cool.

"I guess I'm next... Um, I'm Asahi Yugiri, an [Enchanter]. I specialize in strength and speed buffs, but... I'm not great in a chaotic fight. I'm nowhere near as strong as you two, but I'll try my best not to be a burden."

Asahi finished his introduction by laying out his strengths and weaknesses. With that, the formalities were out of the way.

We had a bit of free time before the dive officially began. I considered trying to socialize more, but then I realized I hadn't infused my guns with mana yet. I quickly funneled energy into them, trying to be discreet about it.

"……Hm. Reima, what is that weapon?"

"This? Custom gear. They’re guns designed to be loaded with mana from others. I’ve got various spells packed in there for support... since I don't have any mana of my own."

"No mana? What do you—"

"Wait, it’s time. Everyone’s moving. Um, we’re supposed to be streaming this, right? How does that work again?"

This extracurricular lesson was essentially a practical class where each first-year group had to run a [Dungeon Streaming] session. It was a new initiative by Meikutsu High School, but since I didn't remember a single thing about how to actually operate a stream, I was already lost before we’d even started.

"Leave that to me. Activating the device... alright, we’re live. Now, behold, my subjects! Today’s stream begins!"

Kaiser activated a mechanical dragon equipped with a camera. Its eyes glowed as it began to circle us, and translucent text started scrolling through the air around the device.

〔Ah, thanks for the stream!〕
〔Yahoo, Kaiser!〕
〔Morning, Tanaka.〕
〔Yo, Goro.〕
〔Are those two the group members for the project?〕
〔Kaiser is teaming up with a girl... wait, what?〕
〔……Hold on, have I seen that other guy somewhere before?〕

The comments began to flood in. Watching them fly by at that speed was giving me a migraine. I decided to just let Kaiser handle the talking.

"Indeed! These are Reima and the [Enchanter] Asahi, who will be joining me for today's dive! They both belong to Meikutsu High School’s [Support Department]!"

〔Wait, the department with that insane competition rate?〕
〔I get it’s a collab with Meikutsu, but the Support Department is legit.〕
〔I heard their curriculum is actually harder than the Adventurer Course.〕
〔Actually, the visuals of these three are insane.〕
〔Total visual violence, lol.〕

I could probably track every single comment if I used magic to enhance my vision, but I couldn't exactly go around flaunting my mana usage. I’ll just ignore it.

"Now then... I’ll give a brief overview of the project. Today, myself and Kagura will be conducting a [Dungeon Streaming] session alongside the students of Meikutsu. You can watch the stream from the students' perspective over on the [Meikutsu Official Channel] linked in the description. Go find yourself a promising future [Adventurer] or a new favorite to root for!"

Kaiser delivered the pitch perfectly. As he led us toward the entrance, he pulled out a stone pulsing with mana.

"Hey, Kaiser, what’s that?"

"This? A [Teleportation Stone] for this [Dungeon]. If I stayed with the other students, I’d just end up stealing their spotlight, wouldn't I? So I prepared this. It’s a fairly rare item that can jump straight to the 15th floor. Not bad, right?"

I remembered seeing something about those in Reima’s notes. They were incredibly rare drops. Depending on the difficulty of the dungeon they were linked to, one of those could be worth enough to buy a house. Using one just to skip a few floors for a school project felt like a massive flex.

"……Well then, we’re jumping! Brace yourselves!"

Kaiser crushed the stone in his hand. Light enveloped us, and a moment later, the school grounds were gone. We were standing inside a massive cavern.



The atmosphere was heavy, quiet, and eerie. Looking up, I could see bat-like monsters clinging to the ceiling of the cavern.

"From this floor onward, we are in the middle layers. This is where the [Cyclops], our target for today, begins to spawn. I’ll be the primary combatant, but for those watching the stream, please keep an eye on Reima and Asahi’s movements!"

〔Understood, my King!〕
〔Being teamed up with Kaiser is a lot of pressure. I’m curious to see them.〕
〔They’re Supporters, but can they even keep up with Kaiser’s pace?〕
〔I get the Enchanter, but what is that Reima guy doing?〕
〔He’s just holding guns. How is that support?〕

"I was actually wondering that myself," Kaiser said, glancing back at me. "You mentioned it earlier, but what exactly can those cool weapons of yours do?"

"……The black one is [Noir]. It’s specialized for debuffs. The white one is [Blanc], which is loaded with support magic. I switch between them depending on the situation. My effective range is about forty meters. Within that circle, I can provide support freely."

〔Wait, isn't that actually kind of cracked?〕
〔……Hard to tell without seeing it, but it sounds strong.〕
〔What kind of [Job] does both debuffs and buffs?〕
〔Is he a [Magic Gunner]?〕

"Well, it’s probably easier to just show you," I said. "And look at that—perfect timing. Asahi, buff Kaiser. I’ll handle the debuffs."

A swarm of gargoyles and a pack of [Orcs] had emerged from the shadows of the cavern. As the horde rushed toward us, I raised [Noir] and fired a mana bullet designed to lower defense as a preemptive strike.

〔Wait, what?〕
〔The Orc just exploded.〕
〔'Debuff Specialist' my ass!〕
〔LOL〕

...Maybe I messed up the mana adjustment. The attack that was supposed to merely lower the target's defense had instead completely erased the [Orc's] upper torso.

"……Eh?"

I was the one who had pulled the trigger, but I was also the most surprised person in the room. My dumbfounded voice echoed through the vast, silent cavern.
Episode 24: Kaiser Dragonia (Real Name: Goro Tanaka)

The Orc was gone before the stream had even properly started.

Kaiser, who had been watching the spectacle, turned to me with a slightly apprehensive look.

"Reima... is that weapon of yours capable of actual offense?"

"I suppose? I mean... yeah, it can... do that?"

I knew the original Reima used a bit of mana for his attacks, so I could probably bluff my way through. Or rather, I had to. Otherwise, I’d just look like some kind of mana-obsessed freak.

"I see. I was merely startled. I have never seen a gunshot with the same destructive power as my own fist. Tell me, just how much mana did you pour into that shot?"

〔It’s rare to see Kaiser actually surprised.〕
〔But Kaiser can do that much too, right?〕
〔Well, maybe if he’s in dragon form.〕
〔Being able to rapid-fire shots like that is a total cheat.〕
〔Suppor...ter?〕

"W-well... we have enemies to deal with, don't we? Let's focus on the task at hand."

Forcibly changing the subject, I decided to dial my mana adjustment down to the absolute limit for the next shot. I was never very good at fine-tuning my output, but if I didn't get it under control, everyone was going to mistake me for a dedicated attacker.

A swarm of Orcs, enraged by the death of their comrade, came charging in alongside a flight of Gargoyles. 

Getting swarmed by that many targets would be a pain, so I swapped to area-of-effect rounds and fired off a speed-reduction debuff. The shot triggered just in front of the Orc pack, deploying a thick, mist-like shroud for a few seconds.

"Kaiser, can you charge in?"

"Is it safe to enter that mist?"

"The mist itself will dissipate in two seconds. The debuff will stick, though, so don't worry."

The Orcs were still trying to move forward, but they were visibly sluggish, unable to muster any of their natural speed. Based on the amount of mana I’d used, it probably felt like they were being crushed by five or six times the force of normal gravity. In that state, there was no way they could dodge Kaiser’s attacks—especially since he was currently buffed. His arm shifted into a monstrous, draconic shape, and he tore through them with a single horizontal sweep.

"That leaves the Gargoyles... My turn, then."

Flying Stone Demons. 

They were high enough off the ground that I’d usually have to rely on my gun or some other long-range method. However, if I relied on my mana for another direct attack, I’d stand out too much. I decided to fire a buff at Kaiser instead.

"Hm? An increase in leg strength?"

"Yeah. Take out the ones in the air."

"Consider it done. [Dragon Leg Transformation]!"

It was a magic spell—or more likely, a skill. As Kaiser activated it, his arms returned to their human form while his legs began to mutate. 

Using nothing but raw leg strength, Kaiser launched himself into the sky. He used the nearest Gargoyle as a literal stepping stone, crushing it underfoot before leaping to the next, systematically shattering every opponent in the air.

"Combat over. You’re incredible, Reima! I’ve never met anyone who could support me so effectively."

"No, you’re the impressive one. I’m just glad you trusted me."

"It is only natural, given what I was told beforehand. Besides, Asahi’s buffs were a great help as well!"

"Ah, ehehe... I’m just glad I could be of use."

〔Cute.〕
〔A top-tier beauty, as expected.〕
〔Isn't Reima-kun’s debuffing a bit too cracked?〕
〔Debuff (Orc Obliteration).〕
〔You mean he debuffed them out of existence?!〕

"Um, Asahi is a boy... for the record."

I’d been bothered by it for a while, but the comment section was treating Asahi like a girl. I figured I should probably set the record straight.

〔What?〕
〔Wait, a real-life femboy?〕
〔They actually exist...〕
〔Cu...te!〕
〔New favorite character unlocked.〕
〔Hey, Asahi-kun, how about joining our guild?〕
〔A precious Enchanter... and a cute one at that. Come to our guild.〕

"Fueh... R-Reima-kun, what do I do?!"

"Sorry. I shouldn't have said anything."

"That’s not an answer!"

Despite the mounting chaos, we pressed on. 

Cyclopes were known to spawn in the middle layers, but they were considered high-ranking monsters even for this Dungeon. Apparently, they were more common the deeper one went. We continued through the tunnels, clearing out trash mobs while making sure Kaiser didn't have to do all the heavy lifting. Eventually, we reached a massive clearing that looked like the [Underground Temple Ruins].

"This is the final floor of the middle layers," Kaiser noted. "If no one else has been through here, there’s a guaranteed Cyclops spawn. Since Ayane and her group are streaming from the lower layers, it should still be here."

He was right. Standing at the far end of the ruins, guarding the stairs that presumably led to the lower layers, was the target. Or rather, targets.

They were one-eyed giants with sickly green skin. One held a greatsword, another carried a massive bow. Standing between them was an exceptional specimen, wielding a blade in each hand.

"Three of them? I’ve never seen a spawn like this. And they’re supposed to use clubs, aren't they?"

The moment the words left Kaiser’s mouth, the archer Cyclops drew its bow and loosed a massive arrow at us. 

The projectile moved at an absurd speed. The arrow was at least three meters long; a direct hit would be catastrophic. Kaiser and I might survive it, but Asahi was finished if it hit him.

If I recall... there was a shield spell recorded in Reima’s White Gun.

The moment the thought crossed my mind, I poured a generous amount of mana into the gun to ensure the block.

"[Protect Shield]!"

The barrier held, completely neutralizing the attack. However, while the shield stood firm, the sheer kinetic energy transferred into the ground, spider-webbing the floor beneath our feet.

"Tch. Kaiser, let's end this quickly. Can you go all out?"

"Understood. I shall call upon the strength of my sworn ally! [Summon]!"

Wait, this guy has Summoner powers too?

I watched in surprise as he invoked the familiar magic.

"My sworn ally, the [Silver War Dragon], [Valkyria]! Now, let us show them the true worth of a [Dragon Rider]!"

A mystical dragon appeared, covered in shimmering silver scales. It possessed piercing blue eyes and radiated an overwhelming aura that seemed to heavy the very air. It spared me a brief glance. I didn't know what it was thinking, but I knew one thing for certain: this dragon was powerful.

〔Val-sama! It’s been so long!〕
〔She’s too beautiful.〕
〔Wait, isn't this overkill for the middle layers?〕
〔No way, look at those Cyclopes. They’re definitely variants.〕
〔Can the other two even keep up with that?〕
〔They should probably just stay back...〕

"Asahi, give Kaiser every buff you’ve got."

"Eh? What about you, Reima-kun?"

"I’m the support and the debuffer, right? I’ll just do enough to keep from being a burden."

Since this is being broadcast, I have to mimic Reima’s fighting style. For the sake of the guy I’m borrowing this body from, I can't use my actual power. I need to see how well I can fake it. "Support" is a broad term, anyway. I can probably fudge the details.

If I provided hidden support for the Summoned Beast while pretending it was all the gun’s doing, no one would suspect a thing. Operation: "Reima and his Magic Items are Amazing" was a go. I was going to clear this floor using nothing but imitation.

"Here comes the second wave!"

"[Dragon Arm], [Dragon Leg]! It has been a while since we faced a worthy foe. My heart dances, Valkyria!"

Kaiser’s limbs shifted into their draconic forms once more. Alongside him and his dragon, I charged the Cyclopes.
Episode 25: VS Cyclops

Seriously, this weapon was insane.

That was my honest impression after spending ten minutes wrestling with Reima’s personal armaments, Noir and Blanc.

I’d initially pegged them as simple tools specialized for buffs and debuffs, but I couldn't have been more wrong. Having actually put them to use, I was currently at the mercy of their sheer absurdity.

Under normal circumstances, you’d want to keep buffs and debuffs active for as long as possible. It was easier that way, and far more efficient. However, these two handguns possessed a trait that placed an automatic time limit on any magic they fired, causing the debuffs to expire on their own.

The duration could be adjusted based on how hard I pulled the trigger, allowing for some rough control over the clock, but it was a nightmare to manage. What made it truly ridiculous was that even at full power, the effects only lasted three minutes at most.

In short, I had to constantly refresh every single debuff and support spell. There was simply too much to keep track of.

"Refreshing debuffs! Kaiser, take the lead!"

"Leave it to me!"

I could understand the logic to an extent. Short-duration debuffs saved mana. For the original Reima, who possessed no mana of his own and had to rely on magic stones for fuel, this was likely the most efficient solution. It was a pinnacle of tactical design he’d reached through necessity, and I had no intention of disparaging his work.

But this was a weapon built exclusively for Reima. Without my experience from the other world, I wouldn't have been able to even mimic his movements. This gear was designed solely to maximize his specific knowledge and experience; no matter how I looked at it, an ordinary person wouldn't stand a chance of wielding it.

"Your support precision is staggering, Reima! Are you truly an unknown!?"

"…I’ve still got a long way to go."

"Hmph. Humility is a virtue, but at this level, it starts to sound like a taunt."

He showered me with praise, but I couldn't bring myself to feel particularly pleased. This was only possible because I’d memorized Reima’s notes and possessed an abnormal amount of mana to supplement my movements. Based on Reima’s logic, he must have fought by perfectly reading the patterns of mindless monsters and providing support to counter them.

To put it simply, it was a combat style that relied on memorizing a monster’s behavior through raw experience, obstructing them, and maintaining a cycle of optimal debuff windows. It was a method of fighting that no one could truly understand without seeing the world through his eyes.

The Cyclops swung its greatsword in a massive arc. The moment it bore down on Kaiser, I deployed a shield with Blanc to intercept the blow, then used Noir to shot through the creature's legs to create an opening.

"Nice, Reima! I’ll follow your lead, sworn friend—take this!"

The Cyclops, its legs crippled by the debuff, collapsed forward, leaving itself completely exposed. Kaiser wasn't the type to miss such a chance. Perched atop his draconic partner’s back, he made his move.

"[Valdrago Spear]!"

Utilizing his overwhelming momentum, he drove a summoned spear into the creature, snuffing out its life with absolute certainty. The Cyclops dissolved into ash, leaving a magic stone behind. The remaining two variants grimaced, but only the archer began to move.

"Two left… Well, my friend, how do you read the situation?"

Kaiser returned to my side on dragonback, addressing me with a new level of familiarity. I felt a small spark of joy at being acknowledged, but I didn't have the luxury of savoring it. I accelerated my thoughts.

"The one in the back with the dual swords is the boss. It probably won't move until we take down the archer. Kaiser, your Valkyria is at a disadvantage against ranged attacks, so a direct assault will be tough."

"We are of one mind. It would be a different story if we had another heavy hitter, but there is no use wishing for what we lack. What is the plan?"

As we conferred, Asahi continued to provide us with buffs.

"Sorry, you guys. If only I could fight too…"

"What are you saying? Your buffs are incredible, Asahi. They’re the only reason we’re standing. Be proud of that."

"He’s right. You’re a huge help. Because of you, I can stop worrying about Kaiser’s buffs and focus entirely on my debuffs."

I wasn't lying. If Asahi hadn't been here, I would have reached my limit long ago. My old way of thinking wasn't enough to replicate Reima’s style; I was having to rebuild my combat logic from scratch. Being able to focus solely on the enemy was a godsend.

"Hey… can you entrust your partner to me for a bit?"

"…Ho? And what do you intend to do?"

"You handle the archer alone. I’ll take Valkyria and bring down the boss."

"…You believe someone other than myself can coordinate with Valkyria?"

"Let me try. It’s the only way."

Kaiser stared at me for a moment. That look in your eyes… it isn't a bluff. "Kuhahaha! Very well, I’m in! My friend, I entrust my partner to you. She should be able to withstand your support. But mark my words—if you show me something pathetic, I’ll kill you myself."

"Understood. I know the value of a [Summoned Beast] better than anyone. Leave it to me."

My true profession was a [Summoner]. When it came to supporting summons, I had the pride of knowing I was second to none. Besides, I had a dragon of my own. I wasn't about to provide subpar support to one. I knew how dragons fought—their skeletal structure, their habits, their strengths—it was all etched into my mind.

〔Is this really the [Middle Layer]?〕
〔This is getting way too hype.〕
〔Seriously, who is this guy? Even Kaiser is acknowledging him!〕
〔Wait, he’s lending out Val-sama? That’s unprecedented!〕
〔Hyakuma is gonna be so salty when he sees this.〕
〔He must have really proven himself in this fight.〕

Comments flickered across the dragon-shaped device hovering at the edge of my vision. Apparently, Kaiser acting like this was a rare sight. If people were expecting that much of me, I’d have to deliver. Besides, this encounter and the experience gained here would surely benefit Reima in the long run. It would be a solid connection for him to rely on after I was gone.

"Valkyria, was it? Don't worry about me. Just go all out—I’ll make sure I keep up!"

The mystical dragon gave a single nod and began her charge toward the boss. I ran alongside her, firing off a barrage of support spells in quick succession.

"[Breath Power Up], [Range Expansion], [Claw Attack Enhancement], [Speed & Attack Power Up], [Holy Attribute Doubling]!"

Duration: three minutes.

Given how the floor was already crumbling from the first encounter, this had to be a blitz. I would settle everything before these buffs expired.

The archer variant attempted to level its bow at Valkyria, but Kaiser was faster.

"Kuhah! Archer! Your opponent is I!"

Kaiser’s fist slammed into the creature, interrupting the shot and pinning it to the ground. He had things under control. I turned my attention back to the dual-wielding boss and charged.

"Finally decided to join the party, have you, Cyclops!?"

The boss opened with a massive horizontal sweep. Given its size, the blade moved with terrifying speed—far too fast to dodge normally. But I had my guns.

"[Speed Reduction], [Material Slowdown]!"

I hammered Noir’s trigger, slamming debuffs into the incoming blade. The weapon slowed just enough for me to slip past it. Simultaneously, I used Blanc to pile artificial weight onto the sword, dragging the boss off-balance.

"Breath! Now!"

The moment I gave the command, Valkyria unleashed the signature move of all dragons. She had already been charging it. The holy-imbued blast incinerated the boss’s flesh, dealing catastrophic damage.

The boss wasn't finished, however. Howling in rage, it fixed its glare on Valkyria—but I wasn't about to let it focus.

"Don't forget about me, you overgrown runt."

Valkyria wasn't the only one fighting. Each of my weapons had a high-tier attack spell engraved into them. They required a long charge time, but with the boss’s attention diverted, I had all the time I needed.

"Eat this. [Tonnerre Infernix]!"

A dual discharge of ultimate flame from Noir and ultimate lightning from Blanc. Reima’s finishing move erupted from the barrels, swallowing the Cyclops whole and snuffing out its life in a flash of blinding light.
Chapter 26: Irregular

“Did we do it, my friend?”

“Take a look for yourself... You did good over there, too.”

I turned toward the voice to find Kaiser laughing, completely unscathed. Aside from a thin layer of dust on his gear, he wore a smile that suggested he hadn’t broken a sweat.

“You as well—though I must say, I’m surprised. I didn’t know you could use Summoner magic.”

“...I’ve got it registered to these guns.”

Well, that was a lie.

But considering what lay ahead, I figured I’d better actually register a spell soon. The process involved infusing a magic stone, so I just needed to find an empty one with a decent capacity.

“Still, your support capabilities are staggering. You backed up Valkyria perfectly. I doubt even the guys from Hyakuma could pull off a stunt like that.”

〔Kaiser acknowledges him that much?〕
〔Well, he’s not the kind of man who’d deny talent after seeing a feat like that.〕
〔I N C O M P R E H E N S I B L E〕
〔What do you mean, infusing multiple buffs into a single bullet?〕
〔Normally, the thing would just explode in your face.〕
〔That support was so unhinged I couldn't stop laughing.〕

The comments were full of praise, but I couldn't bring myself to enjoy it. I’d only pulled it off by brute-forcing the process with my massive mana pool. The original Reima would have manually adjusted the timing of every single variable; when it came to pure technical skill, the version of him that lacked magic was far superior.

I’d only been able to mimic him because of my raw stats and the fact that I’d read his theories. When I realize this praise actually belongs to him, it leaves a bad taste in my mouth.

“You’re one to talk, Kaiser. I’m impressed you took yours down alone. I doubt it only used that bow.”

If it had been a simple archer, Kaiser would have finished the job much faster. The fact that he’d been fighting for as long as we had meant there was more to the story.

“Indeed! The fellow had mastered martial arts despite that massive frame! It’s been a long time since I’ve had such fun. I’d wager he was an A-rank, at least.”

I had no reason to doubt him. According to Reima’s notes, a Cyclops shouldn't scale higher than the top of B-rank. If they were being buffed this much, then these "variants" were even more dangerous than I’d feared.

“At any rate! We’ve achieved our goal. Shall we return to the surface? The archer dropped a [Teleportation Stone], so we can head back immediately!”

〔Ah, so the mission's over.〕
〔I wanted to watch this party for longer.〕
〔They were too strong, that’s the problem.〕
〔What even is a Supporter anymore?〕
〔That was a hell of a show!〕
〔Kaiser! Get to the lower layer right now! Lady Ayane and the others are in trouble!〕
〔Please, Kaiser! The Stampede is—!〕

With the objective cleared, the comments began to take on a "good job" vibe—until one appeared that I couldn't ignore. Then, as if a dam had broken, similar comments began to flood the feed.

“...Give me the details. My subjects, just for this moment, I will permit the pigeons.”

My heart hammered against my ribs, but I stayed silent, watching Kaiser’s face to see how he’d handle the situation.

〔The party in the lower layer with Lady Ayane hit a Stampede equivalent to S-rank.〕
〔They’re holding the line so it doesn't reach the surface, but they’re at their limit.〕
〔Kaiser, please help them!〕
〔There are unknown variants mixed in, it’s getting really bad!〕

Processing the information, Kaiser seemed to realize the gravity of the danger Ayane and the others were in. He handed us the [Teleportation Stone].

“My friend Reima, and Asahi... I shall march to the lower layer with Valkyria. Go to the surface and report the danger. Since you’re streaming, the word should already be out, but call for reinforcements regardless. I cannot predict the scale of this.”

Without another word, he mounted Valkyria and took off toward the depths. The [Mechanical Dragon] acting as his camera followed suit, leaving only the two of us behind.

I stared at the dark tunnel for a moment.

“...There’s no time. I’m going too.”

“Wait, that’s reckless!” Asahi cried. “I know you’re strong, Reima-kun, but an S-rank scale is—”

“Yeah. That’s why I need you to keep this between us. Especially Shiki and Ayane—don't tell them I was there.”

Normally, jumping into a fight like this—and more importantly, letting anyone know about it—was something only an idiot would do.

But if my precious childhood friend and my best friend are putting their lives on the line... I don't have a single reason to stay behind. I might be exposed. I might be killed again. But if I couldn't protect the things that Reima held dear in this world, then being here meant nothing.

The scale was unknown. It was entirely possible they could handle it themselves, which made my choice a foolish one. But since I didn't have any other options I could live with, I would simply have to finish this without being caught.

That was my job. Besides, Asahi wasn't the type to go blabbing to the world.

“What are you going to do...?” she asked, her voice trembling.

“[Tria Summon]—Sol Skoll, Luna Managarm, Lycoris Hydros.”

Three [Summoned Beasts] materialized in the dim light. 

The god-slaying wolf sisters who had once swallowed the sun and moon. And the primordial Hydra, a Deadly Sin species said to be capable of drowning the entire world in poison. They stood before me, manifesting in their beastly forms.

“Well... you know. I’m just going to go help them out for a bit.”

I threw on my [Robe of Perception Inhibition] and charged into the darkness of the lower layer.
Episode 27: Stampede

I rode Luna as we tore through the dungeon.

This was the first time I’d ever shown myself like this in front of people I actually knew. A heavy, pointless sort of anxiety kept pooling in my gut, but I pushed it down. I wanted to save Ayane and the others. That was the only thing that mattered.

"Tch. A mana reaction... No, sensing anything specific inside a dungeon is a fool’s errand."

I’d hoped to gauge the scale of the threat beforehand, but trying to find a specific mass of mana inside a dungeon—which was itself a construct of mana—was like trying to find a specific cup of water in the middle of the ocean. I had other Summoned Beasts who could have managed it, but they were currently giving me the cold shoulder, so I couldn't exactly call them out.

"Kaiser is moving fast, though."

I’d headed out only a few minutes after he did, yet I still couldn't see his back. The sheer specs of a Dragonkin—specifically a high-tier Valkyria—were enough to make me feel a bit pathetic.

"I can hear the clashing, though. We’re close."

I strained my ears. The sharp cracks of magic being unleashed and the ring of steel against bone reached me, followed by the guttural roars and death rattles of monsters.

"Gah, this is getting tiresome, I say!"

"Kaiser joined in, but these numbers... this might be a bit much, even for us."

"I’m starting to wish Reima was here to support us..."

"Kuhahaha! If you have time to whine, you have time to fight, you lot! —Wait, what is it, Valkyria!?"

The voices were frantic, but they were familiar. I heard Ayane, then Kaiser’s boisterous tone. It seemed his Valkyria had sensed my approach. I decided that was for the best as I dove into the lower layer, immediately setting to work wiping out the swarm surrounding them.

Dozens of monsters had filled the chamber, but they couldn't withstand Sol’s flames. They vanished into ash in seconds, buying us a brief moment to breathe.

"Tch! Who goes there, I say!?"

"Wolves? And... a dragon?! If that’s more reinforcements for the monsters, we’re in trouble."

"They came from behind!"

"Wait, someone’s riding them... Hm? You... you are The Mysterious One Clad in Jet Black!?"

The party was as sharp as I expected. They noticed me immediately and called out. 

Seriously, Kaiser? What kind of nickname is that? It tells you absolutely nothing about who I am.

"...Do you know this guy, Baka-Kaiser?"

"Stop calling me an idiot, Shiki... This is the Black Robe who’s been all over SNS lately. Given the situation, I assume you’ve come to help!?"

"............Are they really here to help? The timing is a little too convenient—"

"—Regardless, that Black Robe is magnificent. I find myself wanting one."

"...You really are a moron. Don't start coveting the gear of someone who might be an enemy."

"But... he did just help us. I’ll ask, just to be sure—who are you?"

Ayane’s question put me on the spot. I hesitated, searching for an answer. We didn't have time for a long-winded explanation, so I went with the first thing that came to mind.

"...Uh, Dungeon Black Robe?"

"With a name like that, you sound like a monster."

"Ah, nice retort, Red Bandana."

"Alright! I don't know who this guy is, but he seems safe enough! We don't have the luxury of being picky, so let’s get back to it!"

"Is Shiki not the greatest fool among us?"

"He’s been maintaining buffs non-stop. He’s exhausted. Don't lump me in with him."

"...Moving on. Jet-Black Dungeon Robe, you were a Summoner, were you not?"

Despite his theatrical behavior, Kaiser was actually the most composed of the lot. I gave a curt nod of affirmation and kept the conversation moving.

"I saw the stream on the surface and came to assist. I don't intend to be a burden."

"Reliable. What else can you do?"

"Support, attack magic, and I can hold my own in a melee... You probably don't trust me yet, but leave this to me."

"Oops, the enemies are closing in again, I say! Less talking, more fighting, I say!"

"Understood. Luna, Sol... don't hold back. Overrun them."

At my command, Sol unleashed her radiance, conjuring a miniature sun near the ceiling. Luna followed suit, venting a wave of frigid air that turned the entire area into a frozen wasteland.

"...And Lycoris. Charge. Drown them in your venom."

I gave the order, and Lycoris lunged into the enemy swarm alone, beginning her rampage. The moment she engaged, a thick mist spread five meters around her. Any monster that touched it either succumbed to the poison instantly or simply dropped dead.

There were still over five hundred enemies left, but at this rate, we’d manage.

"Leave the right flank to us. We’ll clear them out. Just stay away from the mist. I’ve told her to keep it non-lethal for humans, but it’s still dangerous. Now then—[Weapon Summon]."



The man in the black robe was a force of nature.

We stood there, momentarily stunned. His combat potential was absurd. The monsters we had been struggling so desperately against were being slaughtered in heartbeats.

"Aren't those wolves a bit much, I say?"

"Indeed. They are likely the highest tier of beast I have ever laid eyes upon... No, I have never even heard of anything on that level."

"And the centerpiece... that Nine-Headed Dragon. The monsters we were fighting were A-rank or higher, yet that poison kills them instantly. It’s insane. Ayane, what do you think? That guy is dangerous."

Shiki Amagase spoke up, addressing the party member who had been staring silently at the man in the robe. Shiki usually deferred to her sharp intuition, and he wanted her take on this unknown entity.

"He seems like a good person, I think. If he were an enemy, we’d already be dead, right?"

"You’re really going to trust him that easily? What about Baka-Kaiser?"

"He looks cool, therefore he is a good man!"

"You really are an idiot. Fine, whatever. I’ll stay on guard. Lastly, Kagura... yeah, of course. She didn't even wait for an opinion. Battle maniac."



"Sir Black Robe! You are quite fast, I say!"

"Wait—how are you keeping up with me?"

I was darting across the battlefield, picking off enemies, when Kagura-san pulled up alongside me. I was genuinely taken aback. How was she matching my pace? I was an S-Rank Adventurer, and I had used magic to buff my speed to its absolute limit.

It was, quite frankly, a little terrifying.

"I am very fast on my feet! More importantly, what are you doing now, I say?"

"Preparing a spell. I’m gathering the residual heat Sol left in the air."

"So, you are collecting flames, I say?"

"Essentially, yes. Wait, what are you doing?"

The moment I answered, she began to coat her katana in black flames. I watched, bewildered, as she tilted her head with an innocent expression.

"Assisting...? You seemed to need fire, so I thought I would lend you mine."

"Is that even fire? It looks incredibly ominous..."

"It is a secret technique of my house, I say! It is quite cool, is it not?"

"...Fine. As long as you leave the mana behind, I can control it. Give me everything you've got."

The fire looked like something out of a nightmare, but mana was mana. That was my theory, anyway. She unleashed a strike that cleaved a Chimera-like monster clean in two, and I funneled the lingering mana into the sun hovering above us.

"That’s more than enough. This should wipe the floor with them. [Cruel Sun Lancea]!"

The Merciless Sun Spear.

I narrowed the target parameters to monsters only and let it fly. The spear of light pierced through every remaining enemy in the chamber.

"Alright. It’s over."

Silence fell. The room was empty of life, save for us and the carpet of magic stones left behind. I turned back to the party, only to find them staring at me in total silence.

I wondered what I should say. I was already thinking about making a quick exit when I felt a sudden, violent surge of magic.

"Tch! Everyone, get back!"

[Breakthrough of the Stampede confirmed... Threat level increase recorded. Commencing trial.]

The magic stones littering the floor began to glow. It didn't stop there—the stones began to liquefy, melting into the floor to form a massive Magic Circle.

[Summoning optimal entity based on threat level. It is the origin of beasts. It is the one born on the fifth day of creation to oppose the gods. It is the primordial beast that lays waste to the earth: [Terminus Summon].]

The mana swirled into a violent vortex as the summoning chant echoed from nowhere. Finally, the system announced the result.

[...Its name is the Calamity that Rules Magic Beasts: Behemoth.]

The creature manifested—a catastrophe given form.
Chapter 28: VS the Magic Beast of the Land

The thing that crawled out of the magic circle was far too large to be called a mere animal.

No... it was a monster in the truest sense—a living disaster given flesh and bone.

Even from a distance, I estimated the thing stood well over twenty-five meters tall. Then, the existence roared.

「GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!」

The sound hit us like a physical wall. It was a shockwave that threatened to burst my eardrums and made my entire body vibrate.

We weren't blown away, but that roar alone was enough to tell me just how far outside the realm of common sense this thing was.

In the midst of the noise, I found myself reflecting on my time in the other world—specifically, an absolute truth I had learned there.

「It’s coming! Stay close to me if you want to live!」

That truth was simple: being big is, in and of itself, a form of absolute strength.

A massive arm swung toward us. It wasn't a calculated strike, just a simple swipe, but it pulverized everything in its path as it bore down on us.

「Ngh—[Aegis]!」

I threw up the highest-grade defensive spell in my repertoire.

I managed to catch the blow, but the sheer, overwhelming force of the impact shattered the magic instantly.

Great. In terms of raw power, this thing is Demon Lord Class. While I felt a surge of self-deprecating irony, I also realized that letting this thing reach the surface would be a catastrophe.

The second strike approached—another simple swing—but the others had already grasped the level of threat we were facing and moved into action.

「Shiki-dono!」

「Leave it to me! [Strength Increase], [Attack Power Increase], [Durability Increase]!」

「Let's coordinate, Kagura! Valkyria, finishing move!」

「...I'll handle the reinforcements.」

Ayane conjured a wall of ice while Shiki dumped every buff he had onto Kagura and Kaiser. In response, the two of them prepared what were undoubtedly their ultimate techniques.

Mana swirled around them, the power manifesting so intensely it was visible to the naked eye.

「Kamisari-ryu Secret Art—Mumyou Tokoyodachi!」

「Eat our ultimate technique! [Valkyria Catastrophe]!」

The twin attacks slammed into the beast’s arm, wounding it deeply and repelling the limb. But that was the problem—that was all they did.

「Ngh, only a parry? That was my secret art... I’m actually a bit depressed now.」

「Repelling it is better than nothing! Besides, doing this every time is going to be a nightmare!」

「We’re going to run out of mana at this rate anyway.」

I sent out mental commands to Luna and the others, but the opponent’s skin was so thick that their magic didn't seem to be getting through. Normally, Lycoris would be the best fit for this, but...

「It has poison resistance. And based on the vibe, its own poison is a different breed than mine.」

Lycoris, who had shifted back into her human form without me noticing, gave her report. The situation was officially garbage. I made my decision.

「Kaiser, Kagura... and you, the Freezing Girl Group. Get out of here. I’ll buy you some time.」

This was apparently being broadcast, and there was a chance I’d need to bring out more Summoned Beasts to handle this guy. It had been a long time since I’d fought something at this level; I wasn't sure how far I’d have to go.

The monster was pure, simple violence. I could probably kill it, but I wouldn't be able to hold back. I couldn't risk catching Ayane and the others in the crossfire.

I told them as much, but they threw the idea back in my face.

「Are you an idiot, Black Robe?」

「I know you’re strong, but you’re severely underestimating us.」

「I know your type—you’re the kind to do something reckless. Besides, we’re plenty strong ourselves. We can’t let this thing reach the surface, right?」

「Leaving it to you is probably the logical move... but I figured they’d say that. Hey, Black Robe. Based on that tone of yours... do you actually have a way to kill this thing?」

They spoke without a trace of fear.

It was as if they refused to let me shoulder the burden alone. More than that, they were wearing bellicose smiles, looking almost excited by the threat.

「Maybe. But the opening I need is huge, and if it fails, we’re all dead.」

「Good enough for me. Change of plans, everyone! We’re buying him time!」

「Understood. If it can bleed, I can fight it.」

「My affinity is bad here, so I’ll stick to support. I should probably help that silver wolf.」

「I shall provide a distraction from the air. Looking at its movements, it doesn't even seem to recognize us as threats yet. How annoying.」

「...Are you really going to trust the word of some guy in a suspicious black robe?」

The question slipped out before I could stop it.

I couldn't understand them. They didn't look at me with skepticism for trying to take this thing on alone; they just chose to believe me.

「Of course. You don't seem like an enemy... and more importantly, you didn't try to run.」

「Black Robe-dono is the kind of massive idiot who chooses self-sacrifice without hesitation. You couldn't be a bad person if you tried.」

「As a fellow Summoner, how could I not trust someone so beloved by his own Summoned Beasts? Besides, your aesthetic is to my liking.」

「............You guys are total idiots.」

I muttered the words under my breath and made up my mind.

We were going to survive this. I was going to put this thing down.

「[Weapon Summon]—Laevateinn.」

I called forth my favorite staff. While watching the Behemoth lumber toward the surface, I laid out the plan.

「This is a one-shot deal. I’m going to use the most powerful God-Slaying Magic this weapon can handle. Between gathering mana and the incantation, I need five minutes. Buy me that time. And if you can stop it from moving, that’d be great.」

「That’s a big ask... but I guess it’s our only shot.」

「Shall I just take its legs off, then?」

「I’ll use ice walls to slow it down. I need more mobility, though... can I ride the silver wolf?」

「Fine. Luna, take care of her.」

Luna looked incredibly annoyed by the request, but she knew the stakes. She gave a reluctant nod.

「By the way... who’s the beautiful girl just hanging out?」

「That’s the Hydra. It’s just her human form. Obviously.」

「I feel like my common sense is going to melt if I keep talking to you, so I’m going to stop asking questions.」

「Um...?」

I wasn't sure what he meant by that, but we didn't have time to chat. We began the operation.

「We’re winning this!」 Shiki shouted.

The life-or-death struggle began.

「[Toujin Shura-yadoshi]—it’s been a while since I had to use this.」

「[Full Body Dragonification]. That’s only natural; adventures like this don't happen often.」

Red patterns etched themselves across Kagura’s skin, while Kaiser transformed his body into a dragon.

「They’re both going all out. Luna-chan, please look after me?」

「............Hmph.」

I hope those two are going to be okay.

I pushed the thought aside and began kneading my mana, focusing entirely on the preparations to destroy the Behemoth.

Ayane and the others charged.

They threw everything they had at the beast to halt its progress. At first, the monster just tried to push through, but eventually, the irritation of the constant attacks got to it. It stopped and began gathering mana.

「It’s coming!」

A mass of energy condensed in its maw, aimed directly at Kaiser. I instinctively started to weave a defensive spell, but—

「Unnecessary! Concentrate, Black Robe!」

Kaiser’s shout stopped me. I let the spell dissipate and watched him.

The Behemoth spat a tracking magic bullet that screamed toward Kaiser. High in the air, he maneuvered Valkyria with expert precision, staying just ahead of the projectile.

「Kagura! Now!」

「Leave it to me. I’ll settle this.」

The beast was wide open after its attack. Kagura didn't miss the window. She took her stance at the creature's feet, her katana humming with power.

「Kamisari-ryu Secret Art—Ittou Senpuu Amatsu!」

She unleashed a storm of slashes, a whirlwind of overwhelming mana designed to rend that massive hide.

The attack was perfect. It severed the beast’s legs, sending its gargantuan body crashing into the dirt.

「Black Robe!」

「I’ve got it. [Existence Release].」

I had spent the entire time they bought me accumulating a massive reservoir of mana. Now, I wove the words to let it all out at once.

「Scorching sky, falling world, let all return to ash. This is the blade that sunders the earth—the sword of Surtr.」

The moment the incantation ended, the flames of the apocalypse flooded the world.

This strike was a reproduction of the giant sword used by Surtr, a being that had rampaged through the other world I once called home. It was an attack capable of erasing an entire kingdom in a single blow.

And now, I unleashed it on the thing in front of me.

「—Muspelheim Laevateinn!」
Chapter 29: What is the Reward for Slaying a Magic Beast?

The [Sword of Surtr] I unleashed sliced the Behemoth’s body clean in two, reducing its massive form to a magic stone. As the flames died down, all that remained was a giant, pitch-black gem.

It pulsed with enough mana to make my skin crawl, radiating an overwhelming presence even in death—undeniable proof of our victory.

"...Did we do it?" someone muttered.

It was over. In this world, turning into a magic stone was synonymous with death. The battle had reached its conclusion.

[Don’t you dare say that now, Bakaiser!]
[Goro, read the room.]
[I get how he feels, though!]
[That was insane.]
[So this is what an S-Rank Adventurer looks like.]
[So cool.]
[Classic Goro.]

The comments were scrolling at a nauseating speed, likely because the fight was being broadcast through both Kaiser’s and Ayane’s devices. Seeing the text flood the air around me made my head spin.

"...Hey, Bakaiser. That’s a total flag... or it would have been."

"Good work, everyone!" Kagura shouted.

"Yeah," I replied. "Good work."

I felt a strange sense of detachment. I was dazed, honestly. It had been a long time since I’d fought alongside anyone. Back in the other world, by the endgame, I’d stopped relying on anyone but my Summoned Beasts. I didn't quite know how to process a victory shared with others.

"Hey, man of the hour! Don't just stand there, get over here!" Kaiser called out.

"That’s right, Black Robe—actually, won't you teach me that incantation? Your style was incredible. Yeah, that’s the word. Do it one more time!"

"That magic was truly on the level of the gods. You were magnificent, Black Robe-dono!"

"Are you okay?"

They all called out to me. They weren't afraid or intimidated; they simply treated me as a comrade who had fought by their side. To me, that was—

"No, sorry... I just realized you guys are still streaming."

"Ah, that is true... I wonder how it—wait, what?"

Kagura seemed to have forgotten as well. She checked Ayane’s device—the little thing that looked like a flying snow-fairy—and immediately let out a bewildered cry.

"Um... Kaiser-dono, please check your own channel immediately."

"Why? I know the comment speed is unprecedented, but... what? Isn't this a bit much?"

"What’s wrong, you two? ...Whoa. I have five hundred thousand concurrent viewers on my side alone."

Five hundred thousand?

What did that even mean? People watching? Before I could process the number, the comments accelerated even further.

[They finally noticed lol]
[Well, can't be helped.]
[The numbers have been exploding since the Stampede started.]
[Is Black Robe really a Summoner?]
[He’s stronger than any Caster I’ve seen.]
[The power scaling for Casters just broke.]
[The usual Job fraud.]
[I can't see his face under the robe, but it's crazy that I can imagine exactly what kind of expression he’s making.]

It was probably my fault for not understanding the scale of Dungeon Streaming in this world, but the numbers were nonsensical to me. I caught a few comments in foreign languages, making me realize the entire world had just watched that fight.

This is bad... I thought, though I didn't really regret it.

I had protected Ayane and the others. I was definitely going to return this body to Reima eventually, so protecting the things he cared about was the least I could do. If nothing remained after the dust settled, the whole thing would have been pointless.

Besides, as long as I had this Black Robe, my identity was safe. Thanks to the [Perception Inhibition], people only saw me as a vague figure in a dark cloak. My existence was more famous than ever, but I chose to trust in the robe’s power.

"...So, what are we doing with the magic stone? There’s other loot dropped around here, too."

"I only took off a leg," Kagura said. "I do not require it."

"I was just providing buffs," Kaiser added.

"I only provided a distraction... I didn't actually deal any damage," Shiki noted.

Every pair of eyes in the room turned to me. The sudden attention was awkward, but I knew what they were getting at. I wanted to decline.

"I don't really need it either... I mean, I couldn't have won without you guys."

"...That’s our line, isn't it?"

"No, seriously, I don't want it. I can store it, but a stone this size is just a nuisance. And more importantly... doesn't this thing look weird to you?"

I pointed at the magic stone to deflect the conversation, but then I actually looked at it. It was a shape I’d never seen. The exterior was a standard, massive gem, but something was floating inside as if sealed in amber. It looked like... a humanoid girl.

"Ah, this is bad. Um... the battle’s over, so I’m just gonna head home, okay?"

"Like hell you are! What are you panicking for—"

That [God-Slaying Magic] had been fueled by my own mana. The Behemoth had taken the full brunt of it. Given its rank, I probably hadn't managed to kill it completely. I remembered a note in Reima’s journal about the specific conditions for a monster to turn into a stone in that state.

"Anyway, goodbye! You can sell the stone! Bye!"

I shouldn't have hesitated. My dallying gave it the time it needed.

The magic stone began to glow. From within, a girl appeared, her presence even more intense than the monster’s had been.

"Why... are you trying to run?"

At a speed that defied perception, she lunged and pinned me to the ground.

"...Um, just for the record... who exactly are you?"

A beautiful girl with gray hair and hollow eyes peered down into my face. She wore a collar and had those same massive, familiar horns. Her clothes were oversized and baggy.

"Behemoth."

Yeah, I figured. I’d asked because I didn't want to believe it, but reality was rarely kind.

Wait, there’s still a chance. There was another Summoner here. Maybe she had contracted with Kaiser.

"Um, who is your Master?"

"You."

I’m running out of exits. To make matters worse, I could feel the murderous intent radiating from Luna and Sol inside me. Lycoris was literally leaking poison.

"Can I get a cooling-off period on this contract...?"

"You forced something so big and powerful into me while I was resisting... it’s pretty low of you to refuse to take responsibility now."

"Watch your phrasing! You're going to give people the wrong idea!"

"It is a fact... besides, your mana is higher quality than Mother's. There are one, two... so many others at my level inside you. It’s a very high-end property. I contracted with you for the mana."

"That’s cold. At least ask for permission. You can't just force a contract without consent."

"You did the same to me. I only wanted to see the sky... but you toyed with me, slashed me, and finally... poof."

Can we please stop with the suggestive metaphors?

It was a disaster. Because nothing she said was technically a lie, the comment section was currently branding me a "brutal fiend." The heroic image from five minutes ago was gone; I was being treated like a total pervert.

"Besides... I finally found someone who can kill me. I have no intention of letting you escape. Your mana was gentle... it felt very good. I’ll be in your care from now on, Master."

My other summons were rampaging inside my soul. A few of them were trying to force their way out. If I didn't control my mana, this cavern was going to be overflowing with angry monsters in seconds.

"Hehe, this looks like it’ll be fun—my Master."

"............ [Spell Summon]: [Teleport]!"

Deciding that staying here was a recipe for a heart attack, I borrowed a spell from one of my partners and warped out of the Dungeon, reaching the surface before anyone could catch me.

But the contract was already signed. There was no escaping it. As I stood on the surface, I could feel the Behemoth dwelling within me. And that was that.
Chapter 30: Message Board Thread IV
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98: General Anonymous
Has it finally... calmed down?

99: General Anonymous
The posting speed has definitely slowed.

100: General Anonymous
Yeah, it’s not like a few minutes ago when everything was being buried in the archives the second you hit refresh.

101: General Anonymous
Anyway, can we get a summary of the info?

102: General Anonymous
TL;DR in three lines:
The Stampede happened.
A Summoned Magic Beast appeared.
Black Robe is insanely strong and got a power-up.
Got it?

103: General Anonymous
That’s the gist of it.

104: General Anonymous
Wait, I’m only following the clips, so I’m out of the loop. What actually happened?

105: General Anonymous
A Stampede broke out during that Meikutsu project stream. Black Robe joined the fray and absolutely steamrolled them. Then the Dungeon summoned a magic beast—the biggest "something" we’ve ever seen.

106: General Anonymous
The S-Rank Adventurers teamed up just to stall it, and Black Robe finished it off with the Leva-ken.

107: General Anonymous
Thanks for the details. That helps.

108: General Anonymous
We’re already calling it the Leva-ken? lol.

109: General Anonymous
I mean, it’s Laevateinn. What else are we gonna call it?

110: General Anonymous
It was unmistakably a Leva-ken.

111: General Anonymous
Honestly, there’s just too much to process.

112: General Anonymous
Between the "Will of the Dungeon," Black Robe’s incantation magic that’s light-years beyond anything we know, and that humanoid Summoned Beast... where do we even start?

113: General Anonymous
The government is in a total state of emergency because of all this.

114: General Anonymous
Work... is hell... someone... save me...

115: General Anonymous
I appreciate the hard work, but should you really be browsing this thread?

116: General Anonymous
Hey, I passed out from exhaustion, so they’re "letting" me rest.

117: General Anonymous
Just go to sleep, man. lol.

118: General Anonymous
Four consecutive all-nighters! Woohoo!

119: General Anonymous
Yeah, that guy’s a goner.

120: General Anonymous
If we’re summarizing the recent news, it’s basically that Black Robe’s existence has permeated society more than ever before.

121: General Anonymous
In the Dungeon community, you’d have to be living under a rock not to know him by now.

122: General Anonymous
Even people overseas are starting to take notice.

123: General Anonymous
Are the foreign S-Rank Adventurers talking about him too?

124: General Anonymous
Obviously. The guy is in a league of his own.

125: General Anonymous
Just look at his specs: he uses top-tier magic and techniques that defy common sense, has at least four Summoned Beasts that are S-Rank or higher, possesses unmeasurable mana, and has the skills to solo-block attacks from that massive magic beast.

126: General Anonymous
Was that beast really that strong? Wasn't it just a giant target?

127: General Anonymous
Are you stupid? Its size alone guaranteed its power, and almost no attacks worked on it except for Black Robe’s.

128: General Anonymous
Even Kagura-sama in serious mode only managed a single cut. Word is she burned through her entire mana pool just for that one strike.

129: General Anonymous
I thought they had a chance when its leg got taken off, but apparently, that was her absolute limit.

130: General Anonymous
Size is strength. There are rumors that Japan would’ve been wiped off the map if that thing had reached the surface. It could tank two S-Rank finishing moves just by swinging its arm. The thing was a walking glitch.

131: General Anonymous
Then what does that make Black Robe, the guy who sliced it in half?

132: General Anonymous
A hero.

133: General Anonymous
No doubt about it.

134: General Anonymous
His firepower is just stupid.

135: General Anonymous
That incantation was so cool, though.

136: General Anonymous
The realism through the screen was insane. Since they used the latest Magic Device for the stream, you could actually feel the mana... being overwhelmed like that was terrifying.

137: General Anonymous
I’m rewatching the stream now, but didn't that Behemoth appear because of Black Robe?

138: General Anonymous
Ah—well, yes and no.

139: General Anonymous
What’s that supposed to mean?

140: General Anonymous
It means it’s like that, but it’s also not like that.

141: General Anonymous
Are we doing philosophy now?

142: General Anonymous
Just explain it properly. lol.

143: General Anonymous
Look, the moment an S-Rank scale Stampede happens, Japan is in a crisis. Shiki mentioned that the monsters there were all A+ Calamity Class... meaning every single one of them was capable of causing national-level destruction.

144: General Anonymous
We should be grateful they held them back at all. If that hadn't been settled, six hundred of those things would be roaming the surface right now.

145: General Anonymous
Game over.

146: General Anonymous
Exactly. We only won because Black Robe was there. There’s no way we can paint him as the villain.

147: General Anonymous
The "Voice of the World"—or the Dungeon—probably didn't expect that outcome, which is why the Behemoth was summoned as a final boss.

148: General Anonymous
I get it now. My bad for doubting him.

149: General Anonymous
Though the very end of the stream got cut for being... a bit much.

150: General Anonymous
Fair enough.

151: General Anonymous
That Behemoth was pretty erotic, wasn't she?

152: General Anonymous
That outfit was dangerous. All of Black Robe’s Summoned Beasts are cute, honestly.

153: General Anonymous
A beautiful girl with horns, a collar, and that much skin showing? What is even happening?

154: General Anonymous
And she calls him "Master." That’s a straight-up death sentence for him.

155: General Anonymous
Hero or not... the guy seems like he’s got his hands full.

156: General Anonymous
First rule: don't form a contract with a Behemoth.

157: General Anonymous
It looked like he didn't expect it either, so let’s give him a pass.

.

.

.

.

348: General Anonymous
I wonder if Black Robe will ever start streaming himself?

349: General Anonymous
There’s way too much I want to know.

350: General Anonymous
I’d be happy with just a stream introducing his Summoned Beasts.

351: General Anonymous
So far we’ve got: the purple-haired beauty (probably a poison user), the Behemoth (a total fetish pile-up), and the two wolves who can probably turn into girls too (wishful thinking).

352: General Anonymous
Keep your delusions to yourself.

353: General Anonymous
Based on the voice, he’s definitely a guy. I’m so jealous.

354: General Anonymous
I’m betting my life on the "Black Robe is a woman" theory.

355: General Anonymous
Don't throw your life away so cheaply.

356: General Anonymous
By the way, it’s been buried by the other news, but what happened to the Meikutsu project itself? If it hadn't happened, the Stampede wouldn't have been stopped. Were there any promising rookies?

357: General Anonymous
There was one.
A "Supporter" (lol).

358: General Anonymous
Oh... the guy who was with Kaiser?

359: General Anonymous
Yeah, that black-haired handsome guy.

360: General Anonymous
Was it Reima Kariya?

361: General Anonymous
Yeah, the Supporter Fraud.

362: General Anonymous
"Fraud"? Is he a bad guy?

363: General Anonymous
No, the opposite. He’s a Supporter who’s so "bugged" it feels like a scam. The stuff he can do is just too diverse.

364: General Anonymous
Buffing abilities, perfect combat awareness, and he’s probably strong himself. Most importantly, he can kill C-Rank monsters with "debuff" bullets.

365: General Anonymous
Debuff (Instant Death).

366: General Anonymous
That’s broken.

367: General Anonymous
If he’s that good, why didn't he join the fight against the Stampede?

368: General Anonymous
Kaiser sent him back to the surface as a messenger. He probably didn't have much mana left anyway.

369: General Anonymous
Reima Kariya... wait, that Reima Kariya?

370: General Anonymous
Someone here knows him?

371: General Anonymous
He’s a legend in the Supporter community!

372: General Anonymous
Details, please.

373: General Anonymous
He’s currently the only Adventurer known to not have a Magic Organ. No mana means no Job, but despite those limits, he’s the one who carried Ayane-sama all the way to S-Rank.

374: General Anonymous
Plus, he wrote a recognized thesis on monster characteristics based on his own research and combat experience.

375: General Anonymous
If he’s that amazing, why hasn't he been in the news?

376: General Anonymous
...Because of the incident.

377: General Anonymous
Reima Kariya... incident?
Wait, the Hero of the Curse Dungeon?!

378: General Anonymous
That’s the one. The Shibuya Curse Dungeon collapse. He volunteered for the rescue team when that dungeon suddenly appeared. He saved everyone, but the monsters went berserk and the dungeon started collapsing. He was buried under the rubble...

379: General Anonymous
I heard he was in terrible shape when they finally found him.

380: General Anonymous
The hero who never gave up and protected everyone until the end. It was a huge story because he did it all without any mana.

381: General Anonymous
How is that even possible? Is he a monster?

382: General Anonymous
I met him once at a Supporter meetup. He’s a genuinely great guy. Don't call him a monster.

383: General Anonymous
The Curse Dungeon... that’s the one where every floor is cursed and anything can happen, right?

384: General Anonymous
Yeah. He was supposed to be in a coma after protecting people from an irregular event in there.

385: General Anonymous
I guess he finally woke up recently.

386: General Anonymous
I’m just happy he’s back. I was one of the people he saved.

387: General Anonymous
You too? He was so cool back then... it was heartbreaking to hear what happened to him.

388: General Anonymous
Alright, enough with the heavy stuff. It’s enough just knowing Reima Kariya is alive and back on the field!

389: General Anonymous
True. I’m just glad he’s okay.
Chapter 31: A Holiday with a Summoned Beast

It had been about three days since the world turned upside down. School was closed for a five-day stretch, leaving me with nothing but time—and yet, absolutely nothing to do. I spent most of it holed up in my room.

Actually, it was more like I was under house arrest. The "Black Robe" was the only thing anyone talked about on SNS or DanTube. Stepping outside would have been a death sentence for my privacy.

"The influence is insane," I muttered.

I spent my day practicing magic, wishing the hype would just die down already. I needed to reclaim the skills I’d possessed as the original Reima. I’d begun to understand the mana I brought back from the other world, but it still hadn't fully synced with this body. Honestly, it might have been better if it never did, but if Behemoth-class monsters were going to keep popping up, I needed to reach my peak again—and fast.

To call the Summoned Beasts I consider my real trump cards, I need the same level of mana I had when I took down the Demon King.

I needed to use more magic to force the acclimation, but I wasn't sure if this body could even handle the strain.

"Whatever. I’m bored out of my mind. Let’s see who I get. [Random Summon]."

Ever since Behemoth unilaterally forced a contract on me, I’d been too terrified of the others' reactions to call anyone. But I was curious about how that girl was settling into her new life, and I figured I’d call someone to get the lay of the land. I rolled the dice.

"Reima! You finally called me! You’re late!"

A beautiful girl appeared, her floor-length purple hair tied back in a high ponytail. She wore glasses and possessed golden, serpentine eyes. Her features were so perfectly proportioned they could have been a work of art, though she radiated a restless, hyperactive energy. She was dressed in a chiton—ancient Greek attire, if I recalled correctly. The second she manifested, she tackled me to the floor.

"...Oh, it's Algol."

"Hm? What’s with that reaction? Are you dissatisfied with me?"

"No, not at all. I’m just glad you’re actually wearing your glasses."

"Of course I am. It was my turn for the next [Summon] anyway... and the collateral damage is a nightmare when I’m looking with the naked eye."

"Good. In this world, you probably would have turned the entire neighborhood to stone."

"Hey, I’m one of the sensible ones. I’m the self-proclaimed conscience of the snake-types you’re contracted with, you know?"

Self-proclaimed or not, Algol really was the most rational of the bunch. I couldn't argue with her. Since I’d used a random summon, there was a high chance I could have pulled someone truly dangerous. In terms of getting a situation report, she was the perfect choice.

"Wait... what do you mean by 'your turn'? This was supposed to be a random call."

"That’s a secret. I’ll explain the rest, though... Oh, but before that, do you have any sweets? I’m starving for something sugary."

"Sure. I think I got some cake yesterday. Let’s eat that."

I headed down to the first floor, grabbed two slices of cake from the fridge, and brought them back to my room. One of them happened to be a fig cake—Algol’s favorite. I handed it to her, and we settled in to talk.

"Okay... so, the story starts when the newcomer arrived," she began.

"Ah. Behiko."

"Yeah. Because she forced that contract, a few people got pissed. Baal Wild Hunt tried to pick a fight with her... and, well, he got wrecked. Obviously."

Baal... you idiot.

Among my Summoned Beasts, Baal Wild Hunt was a man of severe delusions, even if he was generally sensible. He was one of the few males in the group and usually reliable, but his actual track record was... lacking.

Algol continued her report between bites of cake, twirling her fork as she described the chaos that had unfolded inside my Soul World over the last three days.

"Then, the shockwaves from their fight woke up Ouroboros and Jormungand. They started rampaging, which triggered a full-blown Ragnarok. Apophis and that Azi bastard thought it was hilarious and egged everyone on to hold a tournament. It turned into a war—a regular Titanomachia. That idiot Meryl and her crew even built an arena. They decided the winner would be the one you called next."

"What the hell are you guys doing inside my head? Wait... does that mean you won, Algol?"

"Not a chance. Even if I stood on my head, I couldn't beat the top tiers. You can probably guess how it ended. Baha-nee woke up because everyone was being too noisy, trampled every single participant, and that was that."

"......Gram didn't overdo it, did she?"

"Well, she’s Baha-nee. Of course she overdid it."

Baha-nee—also known as Gram—was one of my ultimate trump cards. It was a relief that the strongest individual in terms of raw combat power had settled the dispute, but the idea of a war that would make the Apocalypse look pale happening inside my own body wasn't exactly funny.

"Wait, if she won, shouldn't Gram have been the one summoned?"

"You know how she is. When the time came to be called, she got cold feet like she always does. I just came in her place."

"That sounds... exhausting. Good job, Algol."

"It was fun to watch, and I got to see you, so no complaints here."

"That’s very you."

"Oh, right. A message from Behiko: apparently, a nasty Dungeon is about to appear. She called it a Mythology Dungeon."

"A 'Labyrinth of Myth'... sounds bad. Is it?"

Behiko didn't talk much, but having been birthed from a Dungeon herself, she knew things. The problem was that she had a hedonistic streak; she rarely shared information unless it amused her.

"Who knows? But... my origin is aching. If that Dungeon shows up, call me. I might be able to figure something out."

"Got it. If you’re asking, I’ll do it. Though I really didn't need another bombshell like a new Dungeon appearing."

"Well, it can't be helped. Anyway, according to Behiko, it should be starting just about—"

The moment the words left Algol's mouth, my smartphone erupted with a high-volume alert. It was an Emergency Dungeon Bulletin. A mysterious Dungeon had just manifested in the airspace above Shibuya.

"...Safe to assume that's the one."

"Yeah... looks like it. What’s the plan, Reima?"

"...For now, we watch. Diving in now would be a mistake."

"Roger that. Give me the signal when it’s time to go out, and I’m there."

I sent Algol back to the Soul World and booted up my PC to start gathering every scrap of information I could find on the new arrival.
Episode 32: Formation of the New Dungeon Investigation Team

A week had passed since the appearance of what Behemoth called a Mythology Dungeon, and Japan was absolutely obsessed with the topic. It was a relief that the spotlight had shifted away from me, but the news reports were grim.

"New Dungeon: [Sea of Stars]... Minimum danger level: S-Rank. Four government-contracted A-Rank investigation squads were wiped out, leaving only two survivors. Entry is prohibited for Adventurers below A-Rank. Government permission is required for any attempt to clear it."

I knew any Dungeon Algol warned me about would be dangerous, but I hadn't expected this. Since it wasn't open to the public, Dungeon Streaming was banned, and information was scarce. The only thing the survivors could say was that by the time they realized something was wrong, their comrades' heads had already been severed.

If what I’m looking for is in there, I’ll have to clear it... but I can’t exactly walk in there wearing my Black Robe.

As I sat there grumbling and weighing my options, a notification popped up on my messaging app.

"...Kaiser?"

The message was from Kaiser Dragonia, a guy I’d met through a school project and kept in touch with. His message was blunt: "Let's clear the [Sea of Stars]."

Talk about a godsend. The timing was almost too convenient. I sent a quick reply asking if I could call him. He gave the okay, and he picked up on the second ring.

"Kaiser? What’s this about?"

"Exactly what I wrote. The government ordered me, Ayane, Shiki, and Kagura to investigate the [Sea of Stars]. We decided we were short on support, so I thought I’d invite my friend. I’d like you to come if possible. I’ll work around your schedule... will you join us?"

"I’ve been curious about that Dungeon myself, so I’m in. But are you sure? Is it really okay for me to tag along?"

"Hmph. A foolish question. If I have acknowledged you, there is no issue. Besides, Ayane and Shiki recommended you as well. Even the government was pleased to hear 'Reima-kun' might be involved."

"Got it. I’m in. I’m free whenever, so what’s the plan?"

"Can you make it by noon? That’s two hours from now. Kagura is already getting restless; I’m afraid she might go on a rampage if we wait any longer."

What is Kagura-san even doing?

I’d gotten a feel for her personality when we fought together, but still... What were they going to do if I said no?

"Fine. Meeting in Shibuya?"

"Yes, Shibuya will do. I’ve reserved a restaurant so we can discuss our strategy in private."

I hung up and began channeling mana into my magic guns, Noir and Blanc. After resting for an hour to recover, I headed for Shibuya.



Following the location sent to the app, I stepped into the restaurant Kaiser had rented out. Everyone was already there.

"Hm? Ah, Reima-dono has arrived de gozaru!"

"...Right on time. Morning, Reima."

"Yo, best friend. Look at you, wearing your gear properly. Good boy."

"My friend! The food is already served. We must build our strength!"

It was an Italian place. The table was covered in an impressive spread. I’d seen royalty rent out entire establishments in the other world, but I hadn't expected to experience it in modern-day Japan. It was a bit surreal.

"Now that my friend is here, let’s talk strategy. Though, it’ll likely just be a matter of managing our pace while we brute-force our way through. Oh, before that—take a look at this."

Kaiser handed me a folder containing data gathered by the government’s investigation teams. It was a detailed report on the explored areas, specifically mentioning three monsters that looked like old hags and a giant of impossible proportions.

Their names hadn't been finalized yet. The hags were estimated to be A+ Rank due to their highly advanced magic. The giant was a confirmed S-Rank. Based on their appearance and abilities, the government had assigned them names from myth. The hags were the Graeae Sisters, and the giant was Atlas.

"...The Graeae and Atlas? As in, the myth of Perseus?"

In my first life, I’d been a total game geek. I knew the lore. And considering Algol’s true nature, I couldn't just write this off as a coincidence. Behemoth had called it a Mythology Dungeon. We had myths, monsters from those myths, and then there was Algol. If I put the pieces together...

"What is it? Did you notice something, Reima?"

"No... probably just my imagination."

"No, my friend. Have you reached the same conclusion? The creatures appearing in this Dungeon are, as you said, related to the legend of the hero Perseus. Many Dungeons in this world mirror stories and myths. Furthermore, look at this."

Kaiser pointed to a section of the report. It contained testimonies from the survivors stating that several team members had been turned to stone.

"Petrification... plus Atlas and the Graeae. If we consider all that, the boss of this Dungeon is highly likely to be the monster of legend: Medusa."

"Wait... Goro, since when did you become so smart?"

"Shut up, Shiki! This is general education! My friend knew it, didn't he?"

"Are you a mythology buff, Reima?" Ayane asked.

"Well... I’ve been looking into it lately."

"Ah, for Dungeon research, right?"

"Yeah, something like that."

I kept my answer vague while my mind raced. Medusa... the very monster that served as the source for Algol. I’d fought her once before, so I knew how lethal her petrification was. However, thanks to my contract, I had a natural resistance to it. I’d be able to hold my own.

"I’ve heard about your fighting style," Kaiser said. "I bought some magic stones imbued with anti-ailment spells. If you load those into your guns, you should be fine."

"It’s your first time seeing them, but we all chipped in," Shiki added. "We figured you’d be okay if it was you."

"You guys have a lot of faith in me. Fine, I’ll do my part."

"Then it’s settled. We don't know the full scale yet, but the danger level is top-tier, and it’s been classified as an Otherworld-type. If we screw up, we’re dead. Let’s give it everything we’ve got."

"...Right. Yeah, I’ll do my best."

"By the way," Ayane said, "Kagura, you’ve been quiet. Is something wrong?"

"Mm... I was just thinking how delicious this food is de gozaru! This might be our last supper, so filling one's belly is of the utmost importance de gozaru!"

She either had nerves of steel or just didn't care. Either way, her resolve was clear. I looked at the spread of Italian food and started eating, silently vowing that I wouldn't let Ayane or the others die.
Episode 33: S-Rank Dungeon [Sea of Stars]

A building resembling a Greek temple floated in the center of Shibuya. Its stairs stretched all the way to the pavement, indifferent to the chaos it caused the city. The surrounding area had already been cordoned off by the authorities.

"The atmosphere is quite something, degozaru," Kagura remarked.

"It’s about what I expected," Kaiser said, his voice level. "More importantly, are you lot ready?"

"No problems here. My mana is fully topped off," Shiki replied. "Besides, I’m backline support. I’ll just follow your lead."

We climbed the stairs toward the [Dungeon] entrance, the others chatting as they went. I trailed behind Shiki, Kaiser, and Kagura, keeping a steady pace. Ayane slowed down to match me.

"I’m the one who invited you, but are you sure about this?" she asked, her voice low. "Your memory... it hasn't come back, has it?"

"Ah, well... I’m fine in a fight," I said, offering a half-truth. "The version of me from before I lost my memory left plenty of notes behind."

"Notes? I don't really get it, but does that mean you've remembered a bit?"

"I’ve learned enough. It’ll be fine. I’m going to give you guys full support today. I’ll protect everyone. I promise."

"Heh. You really haven't changed. 'I promise' was always your favorite phrase. And you really do keep your word. Well, except for that one time."

One time?

I tilted my head, wondering what she meant by that loaded comment. But we were at the threshold of the [Dungeon]; there was no time to press her for details.

"Alright, let's go. Operation start!"

We stepped inside. Before us lay a vast ocean beneath a sky choked with countless stars. I expected to sink the moment my boots hit the water, but I didn't. I could walk on the surface. It was an unsettling, impossible sensation.

"Anyway... the government wants us to stream this," Ayane said, pulling out a device. "Should I use my channel?"

"Ayane-dono has the largest following, and her device is top-of-the-line, degozaru," Kagura noted.

"No objections here," Shiki added. "It’s effectively a collab stream!"

Ayane activated her device—a small thing that looked like a snow fairy—and the chat began to scroll past.

〔A surprise stream?〕
〔The lineup is insane.〕
〔Where even is this?〕
〔It’s beautiful... never seen this place before.〕
〔The title... [Sea of Stars] Conquest?!〕
〔The new Shibuya dungeon? Wait, did they get a permit?〕

The comment section exploded. News of the raid on the most talked-about [Dungeon] in the country spread like wildfire. Within seconds, the concurrent viewer count cleared sixty thousand. The weight of their expectations was palpable.

"Yeah, it’s a government request," Ayane explained to the camera. "This is the team for the job."

"One must not call this 'overkill' after seeing the previous [Behemoth], but it means this place is dangerous enough to require our full party, degozaru," Kagura added.

"Just a warning: don't try to sneak in here for the 'gram," Shiki said. "We seriously can't guarantee you'll come out alive."

They were pros at this. While they handled the PR, Kaiser summoned his partner, [Valkyria], while scanning the horizon.

〔Val-sama right out the gate?!〕
〔Reima the [Supporter] is there too.〕
〔This is a serious raid.〕
〔Finally seeing the dream team from the last stream.〕

We started moving. A few minutes in, I felt a spike of abnormal mana.

"Heads up! [Protect Shield]!"

A massive sphere of water tore through the air. It was fast—dangerously so. I managed to throw up a barrier just in time, but I realized immediately that I couldn't let it drop.

Why? Simple. There were over twenty more of those water balls hovering in the sky.

"Kaiser, focus on detection! Shiki, enchantments! Kagura-san, once we have a visual, charge!"

They didn't waste breath on a reply. They just moved. Ayane, whom I hadn't had time to direct, took the initiative.

"I’ll freeze the projectiles. Reima, move up."

"You sure?"

"I’m an S-Rank too, you know. I’m tired of being the girl who needs protecting. I’ll handle the defense."

Reliable as always. I didn't say it, but I trusted her. The old Reima had trusted her with his life, and I saw no reason to do otherwise. I pushed forward.

I used mana perception—a bit of a cheat since the 'original' Reima couldn't do it, but I kept it subtle. I picked up three signatures.

"Found them! Kagura-san, to the right! Kaiser, full-power attack below!"

"As expected of my friend! [Valkyria], use Breath!"

"So they were hiding there... I shall reap them, degozaru!"

With Shiki's buffs active, I didn't even need to use my own. His magic was potent enough to make me feel invincible.

"My turn. I’ll take the one with the highest mana."

I came face-to-face with a one-eyed crone. She was already weaving a spell, a dagger clutched in her withered hand. She unleashed a volley of fireballs. I danced through them, firing [Noir] to keep her pinned with debuffs.

"Take this."

I loaded a mix of defense reduction, magic resistance down, and [Speed Reduction] into my mana bullets. I peppered them with standard shots to keep her guessing, steadily chipping away at her.

"You can't win on raw power alone. Also... watch your head."

"How did you know I was coming, best friend?" Shiki's voice rang out from above.

"Just a hunch. Finish it."

"You're a real slave driver, you know that? Fine. [Inferno]!"

It was Shiki's signature spell, just like the notes said. The [Graeae Sisters] were caught completely off guard. The flames consumed them, leaving nothing behind but magic stones. Nearby, Kagura had already decapitated her target, and Kaiser was approaching, looking bored.



"That’s the first wave done," Kaiser said. "Next is [Atlas]."

"Will he just spawn in?" Ayane asked.

"Who knows—wait. What is this mana?!" Kaiser shouted. "Reima, shield!"

The ground beneath us didn't just shake; it groaned under the weight of an impossible pressure. A mountain erupted from the sea, pulsing with a terrifying vitality. If the myths were right, this was [Atlas] himself.

"This wasn't in the briefing," Kaiser muttered. "And is that... a temple on top?"

"Only one way to find out," I said.

"I have a really bad feeling about this," Ayane whispered. "The boss is probably waiting."

"A dungeon is a battlefield. If the boss is waiting, we'll just have to introduce ourselves, degozaru!"

I tried to use mana perception again, but something slammed into my senses, blocking me. It was a first. Whatever was up there was on a completely different level of existence. I couldn't even maintain the scan for a second. But in that brief flash, I felt something. It wasn't [Algol]. It wasn't [Medusa].

The signature should have been similar, but this was... higher. More ancient.

I kept my mouth shut, hoping I was just being paranoid. I followed the others into the structure.

"Ah... you're finally here."

A figure stood in the center of the hall. It looked like a man, yet it clearly wasn't. A demon.

"Come on," he said, a predatory grin spreading across his face. "Let's have ourselves a death match."
Chapter 34: Versus the Unidentified Demon

...It spoke?

In that moment, my brain failed to process the reality of the situation. 

The thing standing before us was a grotesque, black-skinned entity. It brandished a sword shaped like a scythe, a weapon so alien in its design that it defied logic. It wasn't Medusa or anything like her—it was something that, for all intents and purposes, appeared to be male.

"Atlas isn't much of a trial for a group like yours, so I decided to come out myself," he said with a casual air. "Anyway, let's keep this friendly, shall we?"

He sounded almost neighborly... if you ignored the overwhelming, suffocating bloodlust. Then, he moved.

He closed the distance in a heartbeat, swinging his scythe toward the neck of Ayane, the member of our party with the lowest physical durability. Only Kagura-san and I managed to react in time. I threw myself forward to intercept the blow, but...

"—Reima!?"

Even though Shiki’s enchantment should have had a barrier deployed, the blade sliced right through it and bit into my flesh.

I’d succeeded in shielding her, but the weapon was so unnervingly sharp that it carved through my skin like paper. I immediately tried to fire a recovery bullet from [Blanc] to close the wound, but the results were non-existent.

...It’s not healing?

"Ah, yeah. This thing is a custom job," the demon said. "Half-baked recovery magic won't do a damn thing against it."

He wasn't lying. I could feel the truth of it in my own body. More importantly, the weapon possessed a certain 'weight'—a status. It was a cheat-tier weapon, just like my [Laevateinn].

"Still, it's a bit of a surprise to see the main attraction get hurt so early," he continued nonchalantly. "Well, I’m relieved to see your personality is exactly what I expected."

"—[Hyoutou Fuusetsu: Sakura]!"

Ayane unleashed her magic, her rage palpable even as she maintained her focus. 

Blades of ice shaped like cherry blossom petals swarmed the demon, seeking to shred him. He simply took to the air, effortlessly evading the frost.

"Oh, I like that one. That spell... it’s hard to dodge, and the bloodlust and mana quality are top-tier! I assume the potency is thanks to that support magic. Not bad at all—and here comes the next one!"

As he laughed with genuine enjoyment, Kaiser closed in. Mounted on his dragon and undergoing a full-body [Dragonification], Kaiser’s charge was a force of nature. The demon stopped him with a single hand, then slammed him into the ground to kill his momentum.

"Kuha! I love a straightforward attack. Same goes for the beauty over there."

"—To think he could block that!" Kagura-san hissed.

She had followed up with a leaping overhead slash, but the demon parried it with his scythe. In one fluid motion, he drove a fist into Kagura-san’s stomach, sending her flying.

"Now then, let's try this—who can block it?"

He smoothly produced a helmet-like object and pulled it on. The moment he did, the world went silent. His existence, his presence... the mana and bloodlust that had been saturating the air a second ago vanished as if they had never existed. I recognized this phenomenon. Better than anyone, in fact—because I had used it myself.

"Alright, I think I'll take that head now."

The monster’s voice hissed directly into my ear.

I ducked instinctively, narrowly avoiding the follow-up. But I knew the truth. If he hadn't spoken just now, I would be dead. There was no 'probably' about it.

"Even with the warning, dodging that with a wound like yours is impressive. I'd expect nothing less from the Hero of [Mythologia]."

The whisper sent a chill straight through my marrow. 

He knows? He knows about the world I came from? 

I told myself not to waver. I needed to think. Who was this guy? No, thinking could wait—I couldn't let him keep talking.

Remaining in my low stance, I fired a mana bullet at point-blank range with everything I had. 

He blocked it with a mirror-like shield he’d pulled from nowhere.

"Close one! If that were anyone but me, they’d be dead, you know?"

Wait. Based on what I just saw... 'blocked' was the wrong word. 

He had completely negated the mana. If that was the case, magic was a losing move. We had to rely on physical attacks, yet his technical skill was high enough to shut down even Kagura-san. The situation was insane.

"[Toujin Shura-yadoshi]—I'll have you know I haven't yielded yet!"

"I haven't forgotten you, gorgeous. In terms of pure skill, you're the best of the lot."

They clashed. Blades met and were parried—dozens of exchanges occurring in the span of a few seconds. 

Kaiser returned to the fray, throwing himself into the melee with martial arts, but even with the two of them attacking at once, the demon held them off. I clutched my wound and tried to fire debuffs to support them, but he was wise to me. He focused entirely on neutralizing my specific attacks.

Our party was balanced with two physical attackers and three magic users. 

The only reason we were even standing was thanks to Shiki’s enchantments and the sheer technical prowess of Kagura-san and Kaiser. Ayane was fighting hard, but her magic was being dodged, and my debuffs were being negated. I kept firing support bullets at my teammates to keep them going, but I knew the score. If I miscalculated the timing by even a fraction of a second, it would all be over.

"Good! This is great! I was only expecting something from the hero, but the people of this world are surprisingly capable too!"

"—I appreciate the sentiment, but would it kill you to let one of us hit you!?" Kaiser shouted. "Even I’m starting to feel inadequate!"

"I can't exactly let myself get hit on purpose, can I? That would be boring."

"If you're capable of reason, I would prefer to settle this without further bloodshed," Kagura-san added.

"Ah, that’s not happening. See, if you guys lose, I’m planning on taking the [Graeae] and [Atlas] out of the [Dungeon] with me."

He said it so casually. 

But having fought him, I knew he wasn't lying. He meant every word. That was the one outcome we couldn't allow. This was an opponent that our top-tier party was barely holding back—I couldn't even begin to imagine the carnage he would cause among the general public.

"—Ha. You panicked."

The moment he spoke, a momentary gap appeared in the vanguard's coordination. Simultaneously, I felt a familiar magical signature. It was [Algol]’s... no, it was the signature of the version of her from that other world.

"[Gorgon Pandemonium]."

Massive serpentine heads manifested in the sky. In an instant, the world turned to stone.
Chapter 35: The Choice You Make

“So, what’s the plan, best friend? Our guy is hunting for us.”

The moment that magic was unleashed, the three people closest to the front lines—excluding me, who had resistance, and Shiki, who had been positioned further back—were turned to stone. Thanks to Shiki’s buffs, we’d managed to scramble away and hide within the crags of Atlas... but against an opponent like him, being found was only a matter of time.

“What do you think he is?” Shiki asked.

“Ten to one... he’s Perseus.”

“Wasn't he a hero?”

“Yeah. The one who received more divine blessings than any other god-slayer. A total cheat-tier monster.”

Perseus. Like I’d just said, he was a hero positioned at the very top of Greek mythology, the man who slew Medusa. I didn't know why he looked like such a freak now, but he was the real deal. He possessed the original [Hidden Helmet]—the same one I’d used in the other world—the immortal-slaying [Harpe], the [Talaria] bestowed by Hermes, and the [Shield of Reflection] gifted by the goddess Athena. He was a walking collection of rule-breaking artifacts.

“...So, what now? He said he’s heading for the surface once he’s done with us.”

“We have no choice but to win,” I said, my voice sounding flatter than I felt. “We have to save the others.”

“That’s just like you... Hey, you really are Reima Kariya, aren't you?”

“I am. Why the sudden question?”

Thump. My heart skipped a beat.

What did Shiki just say? He’d heard I had amnesia? If that was the case, then my entire act—pretending I still had my memories—had been a disaster from the start.

“I’ve been observing you since that day,” Shiki continued. “I thought maybe someone had hijacked Reima’s body. I watched every move you made, looking for even the slightest hint that something was off.”

“Shiki, I—”

“But you were still Reima. You were the hero that Ayane and I looked up to, always trying to save everyone. Your actions, your personality, your thoughts... they were all him. I couldn't bring myself to think of you as a fake.”

My best friend trailed off. Perhaps he was reflecting on everything we’d been through since my return. He gave a small, sad smile.

“So, who are you? You aren't the guy I knew, yet you're him to the core. You keep saving us... but you won't call me ‘best friend.’ Who the hell are you?”

I couldn't give him an answer. If I admitted here that I wasn't the Reima he grew up with, I had no idea how he’d react. To say that to the friend I’d finally reunited with—one of the people I thought I’d never see again after being sent to that other world—was more than I could manage.

“You’re Reima too, aren't you? A Reima Kariya who knows a version of me that I don't.”

“What are you—”

“Look, I’ll ask just to be sure, but the [Black Robe] is you, isn't it? You tried to hide it, but your vocabulary and your flair were just too Reima.”

That’s how he figured it out? I was stunned, but seeing the teasing look in Shiki’s eyes, I decided to just listen.

“I don't know why you’re inside the Reima of this world. If you want to keep it a secret, fine. You probably have your reasons. But...”

Shiki paused, his expression hardening as if he’d reached a final resolution.

“If you say that you are Reima Kariya... then fight with everything you’ve got. I know it’s wrong to dump this on a ‘different’ version of you, but please. Save my friends.”

That was Shiki’s wish. He wasn't blaming me. He was looking at me, truly seeing me as Reima. And in that moment, he was exactly the same person I’d admired in my original world—the kind of guy who would swallow his pride and bow his head for the sake of his comrades.

“I’m sorry,” he added. “I don't know what you’ve been through, and I hate to make the same Reima shoulder another burden... but they’re precious to me. So... please.”

He’d given me a choice. Fight him as a [Summoner], or keep my head down and hide my power like Shiki had suggested earlier. Two choices, both weighing on me like lead. I didn't know if the stream was still live. People might be watching. The idea of showing my real face and fighting in front of others terrified me. 

I’ll be feared again. I’ll be betrayed again.

But my soul—my instincts—wouldn't let me pick anything else.

“Hey, best friend... I have a favor to ask, too. Don't be afraid of me, okay? It’d really bum me out if you started acting weird.”

For the first time since returning to this world, I called him my best friend. I forced a smile as I said it.
Chapter 36: Are You Heroes?

“[Tria Summon].”

Perseus was a demigod. 

Considering that fact, the most suitable companions for this fight were Luna and Sol. And since our opponent was a hero of Greece, Lycoris would likely be the most knowledgeable about his weaknesses. 

I poured more mana into the spell than ever before. Then, mounted atop Luna, I manifested before Perseus.

“Yo. It’s been a while, ‘Sir Hero.’”

“...The same to you. You seem different. Did your mood change?”

“I guess. I just had a little heart-to-heart with a best friend. Well, whatever… this is my full power as I am now. Try to keep up, okay?”

The moment the words left my mouth, I flooded my summoned beasts with mana. Seeing this, the hero’s face split into a deep, genuine smile—one that seemed to come from the very bottom of his soul.

“Haha! Now this is more like it!”

“Twin Wolves of God-Slaying, devour the Authority of the Moon and Sun—[Origin Burst]: [Mode Ragnarok]!”

As I chanted the command, their forms began to warp and shift. They transformed from giant wolves into humanoid shapes. Cold air and searing flames wreathed the limbs of Sol and Luna, while the moon and the sun themselves manifested behind their backs.

This was their final form, the one they had achieved in the other world. It was the manifestation of their origins—Skoll and Hati, the wolves who swallowed the sun and moon during the twilight of the gods.

“And Lycoris—give me your poison.”

“Mm. Leave it to me. I’ll sink everything into the abyss. [Equinox Flower Field of Blooming Madness]!”

I’d already handed Shiki an antidote and made sure he retreated a significant distance. 

There was no reason to hold back.

The world of the equinox claimed the battlefield. Crimson flowers bloomed in riotous profusion across the [Sea of Stars]. A toxin so potent it would have dissolved an ordinary person in seconds began to leak out, corroding every inch of the Dungeon’s localized reality.

“[Weapon Summon]: [Lycoris Death Scythe]. Come on, Perseus. Let’s dance until one of us stops breathing.”

“Ah, hero of [Mythologia]! The one you challenge now is a living myth—Perseus, the Slayer of the Serpent God! Come! Let’s kill each other to our hearts' content! Prove you can overcome the trial that is my life!”

Perseus’s form shifted again, changing from his monstrous, demon-like appearance back into that of a human hero. 

And so, in this world, my life-or-death struggle began in earnest.



Flames tore through the air as a localized ice age filled the world. The [Flames of the Sun] and the lunar frost pulsed rhythmically, single-mindedly intent on murdering the hero who had once slain the Gorgon.

“The flames of Helios?! And a chill like Selene’s?! Those wolves of yours are insane!”

“Too bad—this fire is all mine. Anyway, you went and hurt Reima, didn't you? Hurry up and die.”

“Fighting a hero is honestly such a pain, Big Sis. Oh well. We're still going to kill him.”

The power of god-slaying—the very essence of their beings—dwelt within the girls' fists. That power was infused into every spell they cast; even a grazing blow was enough to shave away at the existence of the man known as Perseus.

“If you’re a god, then just die already. You should savor the fangs and claws of the Fenrir bloodline to your heart's content.”

“Hah! That’s foul play, and you know it.”

“Hey,” I interjected, swinging my scythe, “you’re the last person I want to hear that from.”

“True enough! No hero in history has ever received as many blessings as I!”

I continued to harvest his life force with the scythe. Unlike me, who possessed a natural resistance to poison, Perseus shouldn't have been able to move this well within Lycoris’s field. It was unexpected, but then again, he was a hero. I suppose that level of absurdity was to be expected.

“Guh… So Heracles actually endured this? As expected of the strongest. I suppose I’ll have to try and grit my teeth through it, too!”

It’s ridiculous that he’s still standing… 

“Just die already. I’m running low on mana.”

His demon form hadn't been his strongest state. This human form was his true self, his serious side—the actual peak of a hero’s ability. I couldn’t afford to go easy for even a fraction of a second. If I let my guard down, I was dead. 

That realization made my past experiences in the other world feel vividly close.

“My shield is derived from divinity, so it can’t actually block your attacks, can it? What’s the matter, Hero?”

“Shut up… if you know that, then stop using the damn thing.”

“Fair point! Then let’s pick up the pace! [Talaria]!”

Though he wasn’t quite flying, Perseus began to sprint through the air. He unleashed magics I had never seen—shimmering starlight that tore at us—while wielding a harpe in one hand to whittle us down. 

My recovery magic mended the wounds in the blink of an eye.

“Ha! You can even heal a wound from [Harpe]?!”

“Well, I’m a professional genius [Summoner], after all. This much is easy.”

“Then this time, I won't give you a warning. Let’s see how you handle this.”

He donned his helmet again. His form vanished, and his very existence was erased from the world’s perception. Ordinarily, he would be undetectable, but the current flower field wouldn’t allow it.

“Sol, Luna—you can see him, right?”

“Of course!”

“...Leave it to me, Master.”

This area was saturated with a poison that corrupted the very world itself. In a place like this, using [Perfect Stealth] to cut oneself off from the environment actually made one’s presence stand out like a void in a painting. Normally, a man of his caliber wouldn't have made such a mistake, but I’d gambled on him using it. I believed that if I cornered him, he would take the risk to try and crush me for certain.

After all, I almost got killed by Lycoris using that exact same logic. It’s the kind of move anyone would make when they’re desperate.

“...Forget that happened. It’s a dark chapter of my life,” Lycoris muttered.

The moment our enemy vanished, the two girls sensed him immediately. They slammed their full-power attacks into the space where the invisible Perseus lurked.

“Tsk—taking that head-on is a nightmare! The potency is insane!”

“Still not dead? Then, Lycoris, you’re up.”

“Right. Bloom in all your glory, flowers of the equinox.”

The poison that had been thickening in the air finally bared its fangs. The toxin coalesced into the shapes of countless weapons, impaling his body from every direction. It was the manifestation of the very concept of ‘poison’ that exists in this world, and it began to relentlessly strip away Perseus’s life.

“—Ggh! Agggh! But… I’ve been waiting for this exact moment!”

Just as we slammed our finishing move into him, he shouted and unleashed his own magic. It was the same attack that had nearly annihilated us earlier—the head of the Gorgon. 

However, I had been waiting for that specific attack the entire time.

“[Gorgon Pandemonium]!”

“—[Summon].”

I spoke the word quietly. 

There was a slight lag when activating that particular magic. Furthermore, for the briefest of moments while he was using it, he couldn't use his shield. I had been holding back just for this window of opportunity.

“[Algol Gorgon].”

“Perfect timing, Reima! Look, I don’t really have a grudge against you, but… well, you are technically the guy who killed me. Get petrified, Perseus!”

Algol manifested, her eyes uncovered. The moment her gaze met his, the hero’s legs turned to stone.

“—It’s over.”

A tiny, infinitesimal opening had been created. I wasn't the type of man to let such a moment slip by. I unleashed a killing blow that could not miss.

“[Death Lycoris].”
Chapter 37: The End of Perseus

That sight was the literal reincarnation of a myth.

Black Robe... no, it was likely just a glimpse of Reima’s true power from that other world. It was so far beyond my comprehension that it made me wonder about the kind of journey he’d endured to reach this point. 

The phrase "Hero of Mythologia" he’d uttered right as he challenged him... I didn’t know what it meant, but I was certain that Reima had saved something back then, too.

"Heh... look at him. He’s damn cool."

The only thing I could feel was a simple, raw sense of admiration. 

Commanding those [Summoned Beasts]... challenging a legendary hero, and fighting for our sakes with everything he had—he was the image of the hero we’d all looked up to when we were kids.

"Um... exactly what is happening here?"

It happened in an instant.

Kaiser was the first to wake up, the effects of Perseus’s petrification finally wearing off. He stared at Reima’s battle, eyes wide with genuine shock, before turning his gaze toward me.

"Basically, Reima—or Black Robe, I guess—is fighting as a [Summoner]. His opponent is that Perseus guy we were just dealing with."

"I... I don’t understand a word of that."

"I don’t have the full story either. Let’s just ask him later. Ayane, you awake?"

"Yeah... My body is still stiff, but... where’s Reima?"

"Over there. He’ll explain it all eventually, so just... ditto to what I told Kaiser."

For now, I just wanted to witness his fight. 

I’m going to watch my best friend’s true form—this version of him that released the power he’s always been terrified of. I’ll watch him as a human being, and as his friend.

"It’s over," I muttered.

Magic power surged from Reima as he leveled his scythe. Then, with a single stroke, he carved a diagonal rent across his opponent's chest.



"A splendid performance, Hero."

"Same to you. You were incredible, Perseus."

That was the extent of our conversation. This man was a hero. He was a legend of myth who had survived against a monster like me for this long. Having dealt him a fatal blow, I quietly withdrew my weapon back into my soul and waited for the others to approach.

"Good work, Reima."

"My friend! If you were hiding such power, you should have said something! I was nearly startled to death!"

"I doubt it was a simple matter of keeping secrets... but you have my thanks, Reima-dono."

"Um... good job, Reima?"

Everyone ran up to me, showering me with words of praise. But their reactions weren't what I had expected. I probably looked incredibly awkward as I stood there facing them.

"Hey, what’s with the face, best friend? You look like you just stepped on a Tibetan sand fox."

"I didn't step on anything. There aren't even any foxes in this [Dungeon]... Anyway, aren't you guys scared of me?"

"Hm? Why should we be afraid? I don't know why my friend was hiding his power, but it’s thanks to that strength that we escaped petrification and cleared the floor. There is only room for gratitude here, not fear!"

Kaiser spoke as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. He truly didn't seem to care about the nature of my power; he was just his usual self, accepting me for who I was.

"He's right, Reima. We're only alive because of you. Thank you, seriously."

"I have a million questions... but thanks for saving us."

"More importantly, if you possess such strength, I would be honored to request a duel. Are you free anytime soon?"

"Read the room, Bakagura."

"I thought we agreed that name was forbidden!?"

"It does have a nice ring to it, though."

The atmosphere returned to its usual rhythm, and I felt a wave of relief wash over me. Seeing them like this made me realize that fighting had been worth it. It was good that I could protect them. As I stood a step back from the group, Luna and the others approached.

"I’m glad, Master."

"What’s this, Reima~? Are you gonna cry~? Hehe, it’s okay to cry, you know?"

"Good work, Reima. Let’s get some rest later."

The comrades who had joined me in that other world offered their own comforts. A strange sentimentality hit me. I hadn't been feared. I had been accepted, even if only a little.

I was just about to head toward the others when a frantic series of notification sounds echoed through the [Dungeon].

『The concurrent viewer count has exceeded one million!!! This is a legendary achievement, Ayane-sama!』

A high-pitched, cute voice came from a device shaped like a snow-child as it zipped around us, announcing the news.

"Ah... I forgot the stream was still live..."

"Seriously?"

〔Everyone was petrified, so we didn't have time to look.〕
〔Good work!〕
〔That’s a clear, right? It’s gotta be a clear!〕
〔Congrats on the new Japan record!〕
〔Wait, Reima-kun is way too strong. GG.〕
〔What was that boss even made of?〕

The comments I had been ignoring flooded in all at once. Because of the massive audience, the chat was scrolling at a suicidal speed. I couldn't even keep up with the text.

"How much of that did they see?"

"Probably... everything from the start?"

"Oh... man..."

I stared at the device, wondering how it had avoided the petrification, and all I could manage was a half-strangled groan.

"Um... I am Black Robe. Are you... okay?"

Since my identity was basically outed anyway, I tried to give a cool introduction, but it only succeeded in making the atmosphere incredibly awkward.

〔We already figured it out, lol.〕
〔That English is so fake.〕
〔His personality is kind of a letdown, huh?〕
〔Wait, give me back the 'cool' version from five minutes ago.〕
〔We knew the second we saw the Summoned Beasts.〕
〔Thanks for saving everyone!〕

Even in the comments, there was no sign of fear. There was only pure praise and appreciation. It was itchy and embarrassing. I didn't know what to say, so I just stood there, lost for words.

"Hah... sorry to interrupt the celebration, but I’d like to hand over your rewards. Will you come closer?"

In the midst of the accelerating comments, the hero—Perseus—spoke.
Chapter 38: The Price of Toppling a Hero

“Right then, time for the rewards!”

Perseus stood up as he spoke. A thick surge of mana flared for a split second, and Ayane’s streaming device was forcibly shut down. 

I didn't think he had that much strength left. But looking at his battered, bloodied frame, it was clear that the stunt had been his final act.

“Aren’t you taking this a bit lightly?” Shiki asked, her voice flat. “We nearly died because of you.”

“You’re still breathing, aren’t you? That’s just how it goes when you’re gambling with your life.”

“Perhaps, but… is that really all there is to it?”

“Yep! It’s my policy to be friendly with the legends who manage to take me down.”

He was casual to the core, but there was a weight to his words—a genuine acknowledgment of our victory. Even with wounds that should have killed him ten times over, he didn't let his dignity as a hero slip. He stood there and spoke to us as equals.

“Anyway, the first thing I can offer is information. Beyond that, I’ve got some gear. I’ll give the [Harpe] to the hero, and the [Talaria] to the ice-user over there. As for the black-haired beauty, I wanted to give her the [Hidden Helmet], but I don’t think it’d suit her, so I’ve decided against it.”

“Do I get nothing?!” Kagura barked.

“You want a shield? If you’re aiming to be a Dragon Knight, it’ll suit you well enough.”

“To receive the [Hero's Shield]… I am overwhelmed. Are you truly certain?”

“Yeah. It’ll be useful for the trials ahead. Now, about that information... From here on out, more people like me—heroes of myth, gods, sinners—and monsters from other worlds are going to start showing up. This world is going to be hit with trial after trial.”

It was a cold, ruthless revelation. I knew he wasn't the type to lie. That only made his words feel more real, and a heavy silence settled over us.

“Well, look on the bright side. You beat me. Don’t go losing to some half-baked amateur, alright? I’ve got a reputation to maintain. For now, consider this a ‘job well done.’ I’ll grant you the blessing of Perseus.”

He directed a warm current of mana toward us. I couldn't tell exactly what it did, but the sensation it carried wasn't malicious.

“This protection will keep you safe. If my stupid old man ever shows up, it’ll serve as your qualification to stand before him.”

“Your father… you don’t mean…”

“To me, he’s just a philandering piece of trash, but his strength is the real deal. Without that qualification, you wouldn't even be able to face him. Consider it a gift. I’m also giving you the right to summon me once. Just one time, though. Think carefully about when you use it.”

We were speechless. The reward was absurd, but the threat he was describing was enough to make anyone’s blood run cold.

Perseus coughed up a mouthful of blood, his limit finally catching up to him. He looked us in the eyes one last time.

“Now, O heroes! O champions who brought me low! I leave you with these words from Perseus himself. No matter how many tens of thousands of trials come your way, I guarantee this—humanity will win!”

[The Mythology Dungeon, [Sea of Stars], has been conquered. Bestowing armaments upon the conquerors and teleporting them to the surface.]

The system message echoed through the chamber. Armaments materialized in our hands as my companions began to vanish one by one. Shiki, Kaiser, Kagura, and then Ayane. I was the only one left.

“...I'm not teleporting?”

“I had something I wanted to say to you privately,” Perseus said. “Can you give me a moment?”

“I don’t mind, but… are you going to be okay?”

“Man, it hurts! You really didn't hold back, did you?”

“You would’ve been pissed if I did.”

“Fair point. Anyway, I’ve wanted to say this since the moment I learned who you were. You really did it, didn’t you? You saved Mythologia. That’s incredible.”

In the heat of the battle, I’d forgotten that he knew about that world.

“A perfect world of myth, overrun by monsters and evil gods… and the Great Hero who saved it. I wondered what kind of idiot you’d be, but to think you actually made those things your allies… You’re genuinely insane.”

“Hey. Watch how you talk about my friends.”

“I’m praising you! Especially that [Medusa] over there. I know her personality is different, but I’m impressed she joined you. You fundamentally hate humans, don’t you?”

Algol scoffed. “Of course. Humans other than Reima are just prey or toys.”

“She hasn’t changed a bit. It’s a bit shocking to see a 'Big Bro' like me get outdone by a kid who can keep a thing like that on a leash. Some hero you are.”

I suppose he has a point. When I first met Algol, she looked down on everything in existence. But now, she was a vital ally. One of my most precious friends.

“One last thing. What’s your name? Let me hear the name of the man who beat me.”

“...It’s Reima. Reima Kariya, Perseus.”

“I see. Good work, Reima. As one whose story was told in the myths of old, let me give you a piece of advice.”

“What now?”

“Just listen. Sigh. You’re a hero. No matter what anyone else says, I’ve acknowledged you. So… maybe try believing in humans a little more, okay?”

So that’s what he wanted to say.

His body became translucent, beginning to fade into motes of light. He laughed as if a great weight had been lifted, reaching out to ruffle my hair with a carefree, boyish grin. This blonde-haired, blue-eyed legend of myth gave me one last smile—a smile of genuine acceptance.

“See ya, Reima. Next time we meet, we fight as comrades!”

With that, the teleportation magic finally claimed me. When I opened my eyes, I was outside the Dungeon.



Author’s Note:

Hey there, Kido Airaku here!

I originally planned to update this over three days (Saturday, Sunday, and Monday), but based on the poll I took around 10:00, I decided to do a mass release of three chapters today.

I wanted you all to see the conclusion as soon as possible, and since I had the chapters ready, I figured I’d take the plunge. This battle was honestly the hardest thing I’ve had to write, and I put everything I had into making it the best quality possible.

If you enjoyed it or want to say "Good job!", please follow the story, give it some stars, or leave a review! We’re currently ranked 2nd overall, and since we’ve come this far, I really want to hit 1st place! Your support really means a lot.

The next update will be the forum/bulletin board chapter to wrap up the first arc, and I’ll post a bonus story this coming Monday. To everyone who has read this far, thank you so much for your support!
Episode 39: The Bulletin Board, Part 5

【The Hero】 Reima Kariya Discussion Thread #8 【The Black Robe!!】
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213: Common Nameless
Two days since this thread went up. It had been a total disaster.

214: Common Nameless
Only been two days, and we were already on the eighth thread. People needed a hobby.

215: Common Nameless
It couldn't be helped, though.

216: Common Nameless
There was too much to talk about, but since the audio was a total loss, we were stuck in a bugged-out loop of pure speculation.

217: Common Nameless
It was unavoidable, but still a massive waste of potential.

218: Common Nameless
Everyone was petrified, after all. At the distance Ayane-sama was forced to maintain, we were lucky to get any video at all.

219: Common Nameless
Every single clip had already passed a million views and was still climbing. It was a genuine feat.

220: Common Nameless
That battle was just... on another level. I didn't even know what to call it anymore.

221: Common Nameless
The Summoned Beasts were cute, but they were terrifyingly strong.

222: Common Nameless
Come to think of it, Reima didn't have any magic power to begin with, right? How was he even functioning as a Summoner?

223: Common Nameless
No one knew. There were too many theories, but "Acquired Magic Awakening" seemed like the lead contender.

224: Common Nameless
It had happened before. They said Dungeon exposure or long-term contact with magic tools could trigger an awakening.

225: Common Nameless
Maybe, but that level of power with it was a literal glitch in the system.

226: Common Nameless
He was too strong. He didn't just hold his own against an opponent that Kagura-sama and the other S-Ranks couldn't touch—he actually beat him.

227: Common Nameless
I enjoyed seeing the "Black Robe isn't actually strong" theory get completely dismantled. That was hype.

228: Common Nameless
Only a handful of idiots ever actually believed that anyway.

229: Common Nameless
If you saw someone slice a Behemoth in two with magic and still thought he was weak, you were beyond help.

230: Common Nameless
A Summoner with that much martial skill was just a scam.

231: Common Nameless
His support performance was already a joke. This just felt like overkill.

232: Common Nameless
The fact that the final reward exchange got jammed was a tragedy.

233: Common Nameless
Kagura-sama’s channel mentioned the loot, though. Every single item had bugged-out stats.

234: Common Nameless
A scythe-sword that prevented healing, a [Shield of Reflection], and boots that granted flight. Absolutely disgusting.

235: Common Nameless
So the opponent really was Perseus.

236: Common Nameless
He was a powerhouse straight out of the myths. He lived up to the name.

237: Common Nameless
The real worry was whether Dungeons of that class were going to keep popping up.

238: Common Nameless
Don't even go there. That was the scariest part of all this.

239: Common Nameless
S-Ranks couldn't even clear them. If more showed up, what were we supposed to do?

240: Common Nameless
Reima would handle it.

241: Common Nameless
The blind faith was real. I got it, but still.

242: Common Nameless
Didn't a random "awakened" person with that much power make anyone else nervous? Especially with that kind of strength.

243: Common Nameless
Were you some kind of "air-player" who hadn't seen the clips? The guy was a saint to an incomprehensible degree.

244: Common Nameless
He was the idiot who tried to stay behind faster than anyone else during the Behemoth fight. He only won because he was a freak; his actual odds of survival should have been zero.

245: Common Nameless
He killed it in one hit, though?

246: Common Nameless
That [Leva-ken] definitely required a charge-up time. It probably needed a chant, and he likely needed even more Summoned Beasts out to manage the field.

247: Common Nameless
Wait, there were more of Reima's Summoned Beasts than that?

248: Common Nameless
That’s what the Behemoth claimed, anyway. Who knew if it was true?

249: Common Nameless
"There are many of my class," was it?

250: Common Nameless
He was just way too much of a "strongest Summoner."

251: Common Nameless
The strongest Summoner: he could support, heal, use magic, and handle melee.

252: Common Nameless
A real-life bug.

253: Common Nameless
The camera couldn't even track the movement toward the end.

254: Common Nameless
And who was that overwhelmingly beautiful woman who appeared at the very end?

255: Common Nameless
The one who paralyzed Perseus? I couldn't even see her clearly.

256: Common Nameless
All I knew was that her face was top-tier.

257: Common Nameless
I wanted her to step on me.

258: Common Nameless
——Hey, you guys. The government just dropped an announcement!

259: Common Nameless
That was sudden.

260: Common Nameless
What did it say?

261: Common Nameless
Effective immediately, Dungeons S-Rank and above were classified as "Mythology Dungeons." To challenge them, a minimum of four S-Rank Adventurers was... required. And Reima Kariya had been officially certified as Japan’s tenth S-Rank Adventurer.

262: Common Nameless
That was way too fast.

263: Common Nameless
It was only natural.

264: Common Nameless
A new Hero was born. Wonderful.

265: Common Nameless
Reima was basically at the level of the [Guardian], wasn't he?

266: Common Nameless
The man who first conquered a Dungeon fifty years ago? The strongest of the modern era?

267: Common Nameless
I was genuinely curious which one of them was stronger.

268: Common Nameless
I didn't know if they’d ever fight, but Reima’s strength was in his sheer numbers.

269: Common Nameless
He was a Summoner, after all.

270: Common Nameless
A one-man army of the highest caliber (complete with a lot of Summoned Beasts).

271: Common Nameless
Truly beyond comprehension.

272: Common Nameless
Think he’d start his own channel?

273: Common Nameless
He’d probably have to.

274: Common Nameless
Honestly, I was fine with him just clearing Dungeons without a stream.

275: Common Nameless
They’d need a specialized camera crew just to keep up with him anyway.

276: Common Nameless
It would take time.

277: Ritter der Nacht
"Excuse me. Is this the correct bulletin board?"

278: Common Nameless
A fixed handle?

279: Common Nameless
Wait, isn’t that Laura-sama’s title?

280: Common Nameless
Was this the real deal?

281: Ritter der Nacht
"...Even if you ask if I am the real one, I am Laura. The Doctor prepared this for me."

282: Common Nameless
Oh. It was the real deal.

283: Common Nameless
The "confirmed appearance" flag just went off.

284: Common Nameless
I could practically see the scene in my head.

285: Common Nameless
What business did Laura-sama have on a place like UNDER GRAPH?

286: Ritter der Nacht
"Ah, right. Well... regarding Reima, who is currently being discussed. When I meet him... what sort of outfit should I wear, and what should I give him? Kagu-chan arranged the meeting for me... but I am very nervous and quite at a loss."

287: Common Nameless
Wait, wasn't that a massive bombshell?

288: Common Nameless
It was Laura-sama, so I shouldn't have been surprised. But... what?

289: Common Nameless
Why? How? What?

290: Ritter der Nacht
"The Doctor told me to take an 'Anka'? Can I rely on you for this?"

291: Common Nameless
Mad Doctor☆... that magnificent bastard. He was definitely a member of the Pleasure Club.

292: Common Nameless
Deceiving an innocent girl like that. Unbelievable.

293: Common Nameless
So, what were we doing? Were we doing this?

294: Common Nameless
She was the one asking. We couldn't exactly turn her down.

295: Common Nameless
Alright, Laura-sama. Pick a number after 295.

296: Ritter der Nacht
"Hmm. Is 299 acceptable?"

297: Common Nameless
Armor.

298: Common Nameless
Too slow.

299: Perverted Gentleman
A naked apron.

300: Common Nameless
You absolute— Wait, what?

301: Mad Doctor☆
"Ahyahyaha! You guys on the thread are the absolute best!"
Commemorative Character Profiles: The Protagonist and His Summoned Beasts (Act One Conclusion)

Name: 〖Reima Kariya〗 — The Hero who saved another world, and the singularity of its ruin.
Race: Human
Age: 15
Gender: Male
Job: [Summoner]
Appearance: Black hair and blue eyes. He was reasonably handsome, for what it was worth.
Notes: 
He was a victim, plain and simple—plucked from his third year of middle school and dropped into another world. Because of his innate aptitude, he became a [Summoner], eventually forging contracts with the strongest entities that world had to offer. To call him the strongest was an understatement. The world he had been summoned to was so absurdly hostile that he was forced to master every discipline just to survive, eventually allowing him to mimic the abilities of almost any other [Job].

He spent three years exploring every corner of that world, eventually slaying the [Demon King] alongside his companions. He was a Hero. But when he returned to the kingdom that had summoned him, they repaid his service with betrayal and an execution. That experience left him obsessed with concealing his true strength in this new parallel world. He viewed himself as a monster—a tool designed only for slaughter.



Name: 〖Luna Managarm〗 — The Moon-Devouring, Deicidal Divine Wolf
Race: [Divine Wolf]
Age: 16 (Human equivalent)
Origin: The twin of [Fenrir] from Norse Mythology. A [Divine Wolf] whose name translated to "Hatred" or "Enemy" in Old Norse. Myth claimed she pursued the moon, [Máni], without rest; eclipses occurred whenever she finally managed to sink her teeth into it. 
Gender: Female
Appearance: A striking girl with silver eyes and pale, silken hair that reached her waist. Her attire consisted of thin, draped fabrics. Unlike her older sister, certain aspects of her physique were quite... generous.
Notes: 
A [Divine Wolf] born with the authority to slay gods and command the moon. Feared for her deicidal nature, she was hunted by the masses until Reima rescued her and her sister. She was his first companion, his first true ally. Her dependency on him was moderate. Her primary ability was the absolute manipulation of cold air.



Name: 〖Sol Skoll〗 — The Sun-Devouring, Deicidal Divine Wolf
Race: [Divine Wolf]
Age: 16 (Human equivalent)
Origin: The offspring of the demon wolf [Fenrir] and a giantess from the [Ironwood]. Her name meant "The Mocker" or "Loud Laughter" in Old Norse. Other etymological interpretations suggested "Noise" or "Delusion." In the [Edda]’s [Gylfaginning], it was said that the sun and moon traversed the sky only because they were being hunted by [Hati] and [Skoll]. Solar eclipses were the result of [Skoll] catching the sun chariot of [Sol] and inflicting harm upon it.
Gender: Female
Appearance: Golden hair that shimmered like a sunset. She possessed heterochromatic eyes of black and white that seemed to swallow the light around them. I won't specify where, but unlike her sister, she was notably... lacking in certain proportions.
Notes: 
A sun-aspected [Divine Wolf] who had sacrificed everything to protect her younger sister. She spoke in a bratty, "mesugaki" dialect. Reima was the first person she ever truly trusted, and she had followed him ever since. Her power was the sun itself, and her fangs carried the conceptual weight of god-slaying. Her dependency on Reima was, frankly, extreme.



Name: 〖Lycoris Hydros〗 — The Primordial Nine-Headed Dragon of World-Blight, [Equinox Girl]
Race: [Arche-Hydra]
Age: Secret
Origin: A keystone monster of Greek Mythology. She was one of the trials overcome by [Heracles], and even in death, her venom claimed the hero's life. "[Hydra]" was Ancient Greek for "water snake." Some legends suggested she was a manifestation of the goddess [Hera]’s spite.
Gender: Female
Appearance: She had purple-black hair and amber eyes that felt strangely hollow. She took a particular liking to a black dress Reima gave her—one that resembled mourning clothes—and she refused to wear anything else when meeting him.
Notes: 
The original [Hydra] from the world Reima had been summoned to. Her very existence was toxic; she had spent centuries in total isolation because her presence alone would drown the world in poison. Reima only managed to recruit her by using his massive mana reserves to [Heal] himself through the constant organ failure, eventually building up a forced immunity to her presence. Because he was the only one who could ever touch her, her dependency was absolute. When Reima was "executed," she nearly abandoned all self-restraint to erase the world from existence. She only stopped because she realized Reima would have been disappointed in her.



Name: 〖Algol Gorgon〗
Race: Former Goddess
Age: Dig for it, and I'll kill you.
Origin: A monster from Greek Mythology and one of the [Gorgon Sisters]. A woman of peerless beauty who possessed the power to turn anyone who gazed upon her into stone.
Gender: Female
Appearance: A purple-haired beauty in glasses. Everything about her was... substantial. She stood at roughly 210 centimeters.
Notes: 
An "ore-ko" who used masculine pronouns, yet she was surprisingly the most sensible member of the group. She fell in love with Reima because he treated her with sincerity even after she had transformed into a monster. As a former goddess, her love was heavy; she was the type of girl who would petrify the entire world if it meant helping Reima. She also had a soft spot for cute girls. She was known to drink blood—specifically Reima’s. In fact, many of the [Summoned Beasts] had a taste for his blood... but that’s a story for another time.



Future Summoned Beast Teasers:


	The [King of Storms], a sovereign over a legion of spirits and the dead. (The Consummate Butler).

	The greatest giant of Greek Mythology, a monster that made even the heavens tremble. (A princess with a very dangerous mouth).

	One of the [Eleven Calamities]... the primordial goddess who birthed monsters and spoke for dragons. (The Ultimate Mother).

	A metaphor for immortality and the infinite cycle of logic; a pair of serpents presiding over rebirth. (A cruel Shota-Loli duo).

	The beast of the constellation that slew the archer. (A junior-type poisoner).

	The crimson sea dragon that served as the source for a demonic spear. (A total battle-maniac).

	The three-headed dragon-snake with wings that blot out the sun, carrying the world's malice. (A tan-skinned, arrogant beauty).

	The giant fish upon which the bull, the bedrock, and the angel stand. (The Big Sister).





[Afterword]

That was a brief look at the [Summoned Beasts] joining the roster. If any of them caught your eye, I hope you'll stick around to meet them properly.

With this, Act One is officially in the books. It took twenty-four days to get here. I'm genuinely grateful to everyone who stuck with it. This novel was born from a sudden inspiration I had while reading other dungeon stories, and I’ve poured everything I have into it. It’s been the most fun I’ve ever had writing, even when the plot got complicated.

I did learn one harsh lesson: I really should have had a backlog. I was writing these chapters almost in real-time as they were posted. Anyway, setting my poor planning aside, a final request to my readers: if you haven't followed the story or given it a star rating yet, please do. It helps more than you know.

I've loved reading every single comment. They’re the reason I keep pushing forward. Feel free to leave your thoughts on the first act as a whole.

And I know I said Act Two would start on Tuesday. I lied. I’m moving the schedule up. See you sooner than expected.
Chapter 40: A Nostalgic Dream

I was dreaming.

It was a dream of a fleeting moment spent with my comrades... back in the other world where I had been summoned.

"Tell me, Reima. Why do you push yourself so hard?"

"Where is this coming from? We’re fighting the first of the Four Heavenly Kings tomorrow, remember?"

It was the night before the decisive battle against the first of the Demon King's Army’s Four Heavenly Kings. A silver-haired girl with crimson eyes had cornered me with that question. I remembered giving her a blunt, half-hearted answer; everyone else was fast asleep, and I was exhausted.

"Forgive me. It’s just... I cannot help but wonder. Why does a man from another world strive so desperately for our sake?"

"I don't know... I mean, I want to go back to my own world, obviously, but..."

"But what?"

"Maybe... I just want the people I’ve contracted with—and all of you—to be able to smile."

It was a simple wish. 

That world was overflowing with tragedy. Compared to the modern era I came from, it was nothing but endless war. Monsters were everywhere, life was cheap, and the world was utterly indifferent to those struggling to survive. It was a world living under the shadow of a Demon King said to be the strongest in history.

I wasn’t some saint with a bottomless well of kindness. I didn't help people just because they asked. But I did have one selfish desire: I wanted the people I had shared a connection with to be happy.

"I don't have any real talent. The only reason I can even stand on a battlefield is because of Luna and the others—and because of you guys. This is my way of paying you back. I’ve decided to give it my all until the day I finally go home."

According to the kingdom that summoned me, I was the first successful case of an extra-dimensional summoning. Even then, it had apparently been an accident; they had intended to summon a monster to contract with. Technically, I had no duty or obligation to fight their war. But when I thought of the Summoned Beasts I had met and the comrades I was traveling with... I couldn't stand the thought of doing nothing.

"Anyway, that's all there is to it. Seriously, what's gotten into you? You're acting weird."

"Hmph. The answer is simple. I merely wondered what thoughts occupied the mind of a man as foolishly honest as you. Nothing more."

"There’s the girl I know. So? Did I pass the test?"

"I am satisfied. It was an idiotic reason, quite befitting of you."

"That’s a bit harsh, don't you think?"

"It is a fair assessment. However... I do not dislike it."

"Heh. Well, I’m glad I could satisfy the great Ritter der Nacht!"

I wasn’t one of those protagonists who was conveniently deaf to subtext. Besides, my hearing had been magically enhanced thanks to Luna; I could hear a whispered mutter clear across a room.

"Wh—! Do not just listen to whatever you please!"

"I think the person who said it is the one at fault here."

"Reima? Aren't you sleeping? The big fight is tomorrow."

Perhaps because of our bickering, my Beastman comrade-in-arms had woken up, rubbing his sleepy eyes. I turned to tell him what was going on.

"Oh, sorry. Hey, listen to this. This girl just—"

"Ugh, just kill me already!"

The dream cut off there.

It was a nostalgic memory of that other world. A faded fragment of the past... a conversation with precious, irreplaceable comrades that I would never be able to have again.



"Ugh... My head feels heavy."

Four days had passed since the battle with Perseus. That was my first thought the moment I opened my eyes. 

Why the hell did I have to dream about that world now?

Feeling a bit melancholic, I dragged myself downstairs to start on breakfast. 

"Wait, it’s already noon? I slept way too long."

I checked the clock. 11:00 AM. It was basically lunchtime. I must have been more exhausted than I realized. It was Saturday, and since my parents were already at work, I was looking at a lonely meal.

"Let’s see, what’s on the schedule for today... Ah, right. The celebration party."

Between the government red tape regarding the Dungeon and the flood of media requests, the last few days had been a blur. I’d almost forgotten that we were supposed to meet at Kagura’s house today to celebrate clearing the 【Great Sea of Stars】.

I also intended to use the occasion to explain my situation to Shiki and the others. It was an important day—which made the weight of that dream feel even heavier—but I had to push through it.

"Wait a second... I think the party was supposed to start at twelve. Crap, I don't have time to cook!"

Realizing I was cutting it close, I threw myself together. I summoned Luna, activated [Stealth] to vanish from sight, and bolted toward Mount Takao.



Afterword

And so, Act Two begins.
I’ll be continuing the daily updates, so please look forward to what comes next.
Good Work, Everyone

It was a bit late for this, but I had to wonder—where exactly was Kagura’s house?

I’d heard the party was being held at the home of Kagura... or rather, Tsubaki Kanna. I’d heard that the house was somewhere on Mount Takao. The problem was, I’d completely forgotten to ask for the actual address. I’d been told it was on the mountain, but I’d failed to get any specifics.

"It's easy to find!" she’d told me. But there was no way I was going to find a single house in a place this vast.

...I guess I’ll just ask Shiki.

There was no point in agonizing over it. I gave up immediately and sent a message to Shiki, who informed me the place was right at the summit. I decided to have Luna carry me the rest of the way.

"Alright, we're here. Is everyone else... already inside?"

I sensed everyone’s presence in the plaza at the summit and headed toward them. As I approached, Kaiser—dressed in black casual clothes—spotted me and waved.

"Hm? Oh, my friend Reima! You’ve arrived safely, I see!"

"Goro, you’re too loud for this early in the day. Reima, I’m glad you made it. I was about to send someone to come get you."

"It hasn't even been five minutes since I said I was on my way," I noted. "Your wolf is way too fast, man."

"Luna is my pride and joy," I replied. "More importantly, where’s Tsubaki’s house?"

"Over there. See that huge thing?"

Shiki gestured with his chin. I looked, and my eyes widened. It was a samurai-style estate so massive I thought it was a theme park. I couldn't even guess how many normal houses could fit inside that footprint. To a commoner like me, it looked like the kind of place I’d be arrested just for looking at.

"Wait, we're going in there?"

"Well, yeah. That’s Tsubaki’s place."

...Really?

"Seriously. Come on, we’re keeping her waiting."

I am not prepared for this...

Despite my reservations, I knew it was rude to keep everyone waiting. I had Luna shift back into her human form and followed the group into the colossal mansion.

"Welcome, everyone! I hope you did not lose your way, degozaru!"

"Well, I’ve been here plenty of times. I was worried about Reima, but he seems to have managed."

"Hmm... is my friend perhaps directionally challenged?"

"It’s practically a talent," Shiki remarked. "He’ll head in the opposite direction as a matter of course."

"That is... quite impressive."

"The maps are just too complicated," I defended myself. "I can find my way fine once I’ve actually been to a place."

I should probably clarify: it wasn't that I was "bad" with directions; I just couldn't reach a new destination on the first try. I was just terrible at reading maps. Even in the other world, I’d relied entirely on my comrades. Once I’d visited a location, I had [Teleport], so I’d managed to get by.

"Regardless, the food is ready, so let us eat! I have much to tell you, and there is a childhood friend I wish for you to meet, degozaru."

"Oh, right. Who is this person you wanted us to meet? You were being pretty secretive about it."

"I apologize, but that was at her own request. She mentioned she would be a little late as she needed time to prepare, degozaru."

"Someone who actually wants to meet me... she must be an eccentric."

If she was an acquaintance of Tsubaki’s, I trusted her well enough, but I couldn’t imagine what business a stranger would have with me. I’d been told she was a foreigner, which made the connection even more baffling. Maybe she’s one of those people who refuses to acknowledge me as an S-Rank? No, Tsubaki wouldn't introduce me to someone like that.

Lost in thought, I walked down a hallway lined with decorations that looked far too expensive to touch. We eventually reached Tsubaki’s private room, where we were greeted by a spread of food that would make a Manchu Han Imperial Feast look like a light snack.

"Wait... we’re supposed to eat all this?"

"Is it not enough? I can have them prepare more, degozaru..."

As Tsubaki happily began introducing the various dishes, I leaned in and whispered to the others. They all looked back at me with dead eyes.

"Guys... isn't this a bit much?"

"Ah, I’m glad you still have some common sense, my friend," Kaiser muttered.

"Reima... after a meal with Tsubaki, you have to go on a strict diet," Shiki whispered.

"If Valkyria were not here, we would all be obese. And since she does this out of the goodness of her heart, it is incredibly difficult to refuse."

"Right... I think I’ll call Sol and the others."

Before us sat a table long enough to belong in a Hollywood movie, and it was piled high with mountains of food. It was far beyond what a normal group of humans could consume. I figured if I called out some of my [Summoned Beasts], we might stand a chance.

"[Summon]: Algol, Lycoris, Sol... and Behiko."

These four were relatively efficient with mana and had substantial appetites, so I figured they were the best choices. However, Shiki gave me a look as they appeared.

"You really do have nothing but beautiful girls, don't you? Aren't Summoned Beasts supposed to be, you know... beasts?"

"They’re a bit of an exception. Honestly, even I don't know why Behemoth looks like that."

"This is my original form," Behiko grumbled. "I only took the beast form because my mother told me to."

"I see... So, as your best friend, who’s the frontrunner?"

"There isn't one. Why would I look at my precious comrades that way?"

"Life is hard for you, isn't it, Luna-chan?" Shiki sighed.

"I wonder if this dense Master will ever change..." Lycoris added.

I felt like they were being unnecessarily harsh, but we sat down to eat regardless. Despite the overwhelming quantity, the food was spectacular. My Summons—who were used to the cuisine of another world—ate with sparkling eyes, which was a relief to see.

"Ah, I’m going to go grab some water."

"I shall get it for you, degozaru!"

"No, it’s fine. I can find the kitchen."

"If you insist... It is just down this hall and to the right, degozaru."

I thanked her and stepped out. It took me about six minutes to actually find the kitchen, which was fine—the problem was the return trip. The hallways were so identical that I was lost within seconds.

This is pathetic.

Deciding to "cheat" just this once, I used mana detection to locate the others and headed back to the room.



"Everyone, close your eyes, degozaru! Especially Goro and Shiki!"

"What happened, Laura?"

"Gah! Stop trying to stab my eyes! Who is that?!"

"Bandanas are the best... I’m so glad I had this on, seriously."

"F-Fueh... someone... kill... me..."

"Why are you here?!"

Just as I approached Tsubaki’s room, I felt the unmistakable ripple of teleportation magic. Suddenly, the air was filled with panicked shouting. Worried that something had gone wrong, I rushed inside.

The scene was pure chaos.

"Reima-dono, now is a bad—"

"Alright. I’m going to die. Thank you for everything, Tsubaki."

Kaiser was writhing as Algol’s snakes snapped at his eyes; Shiki was desperately pulling his bandana down to shield his vision. And there, standing in the middle of the room, was a former comrade I hadn't seen since my time in the other world.

She was wearing nothing but a single apron.

Her pure silver hair caught the light, and her deep crimson eyes were brimming with tears of pure humiliation. The moment she saw me, she seemed to accept her fate. She used her ability to manifest a blood-red dagger—and pressed it against her own throat.

"Wait, wait, wait! Hold on, Laura! Calm down! I didn't see anything, I swear!"

"That’s a blatant lie, Master," Luna said with dead eyes.

"Wow, this is chaotic! How fun!" Sol chirped, happily stuffing her face.

Sol and Luna were taking this very differently, but as for me, I just wanted someone—anyone—to explain what the hell was going on.
Episode 42: Meeting an Old Comrade is Always Awkward, Isn't It?

For the time being, we were kicked out of the room until the girl who had teleported in finished changing. I spent the time waiting for the clock to tick by while casting [Heal] on Kaiser, who had taken critical damage to his retinas.

"Hey... best friend."

"What is it, best friend?"

"You... you’ve never met Laura-san before, right?"

"...This is completely off-script, but I’ll explain that part later, too."

If things were going according to plan, I would have preferred to explain things in order. However, if Laura was here for some reason, that changed things. She could probably help with the explanation, so it was likely for the best to bring it up early.

"This has something to do with why your Summoned Beasts were so enraged, doesn't it?"

"Well... yeah. But let's set that aside for now. You doing okay, Kaiser?"

I gave a wry smile at his characteristically sharp intuition while checking on him. Kaiser was still clutching his eyes.

"It hurts. A lot."

"Sorry. Algol... he’s a bit of a stickler for propriety."

I’d heard the gist of what happened. The moment she had teleported in, Algol had used his snakes to gouge Kaiser’s eyes. I understood his reasoning—he was strict about that sort of thing—but I honestly just felt bad for Kaiser. I took full responsibility for his treatment.

"You may enter, degozaru!"

Just as I finished treating Kaiser, Tsubaki’s voice called out from inside. When we stepped back into the room, we were met by the women, all dressed in kimono.

My Summoned Beasts were also dressed differently than usual. Seeing them in traditional Wakuni attire for the first time in a while felt... well, striking.

I’d wondered why they were taking so long, but it turned out Tsubaki had prepared kimono for everyone.

Seeing Laura in a kimono was particularly shocking. In the other world, she had worn nothing but dresses or armor. Seeing her in traditional Japanese clothing was a first for me.

"…………What is it, Reima? Do you have a complaint?"

"No... I just thought you looked different. In a good way."

"I never got to go to Wakuni with you... so I suppose it would look different to you."

"……………………Yeah. I guess so."

Her silver hair was tied up, contrasting with her black kimono. It was decorated with moon and rabbit motifs, and it suited her perfectly. 

I remembered her saying she had always wanted to wear one. I didn't know what to say to her now that she finally was—the words just wouldn't come out.

"Um, excuse me, but aren't Laura and Reima-dono supposed to be meeting for the first time?"

"In this world, yes, Tsubaki-chan."

"………………Is this related to the 'other world' you mentioned before?"

"Yeah. That’s the gist of it."

I’d heard they were childhood friends in this world, but was Laura actually talking about Mythologia? If so, the explanation would be easier, but Shiki and the others were currently standing there with metaphorical question marks floating over their heads. I’d wanted to wait a bit longer to explain, but it seemed I’d have to lay it out now.

"Look, I know you all probably have questions. Who wants to start?"

"…………Your relationship with Laura-san."

"Wait, Ayane... you’re starting there?"

"Ignoring whatever 'prior information' you have, you two seem far too close. Reima, you don't open your heart to anyone besides me and Shiki, do you? Even if you're technically a 'different' Reima."

I know she found out I’m from another world after the fight with Perseus, but that's a difficult question to answer.

"……We were comrades, Ayane."

"……'Were'?"

"Yes…… I am a fool who failed to see things through to the end."

Laura gave a meaningful, self-deprecating smile. As usual, her lack of explanation left me scrambling to fill in the blanks. More importantly, I still didn't know why she was even in this world.

I knew I had to ask eventually. I steeled myself and spoke up.

"Hey, Laura. When did you come to this world?"

"Eighteen years ago. After we parted ways, I realized I had been reincarnated here. I was reborn as a human, given the same first and last name."

Hearing that, I was at a loss for words. 

The last time I had seen her in the other world was a year before we defeated the Demon King. I still remembered her disappearing right in front of me.

"Since you're asking, why are you here? From what I've heard, the world you lived in didn't have things like Dungeons, did it?"

"I was planning on explaining that today. You're as sharp as ever, Laura."

"……Should I not have brought it up?"

"No, it's fine. I’ll tell them myself."

While I was talking to Laura, the rest of the group looked completely left behind. They were reaching their limit. I took a breath and addressed everyone.

"First off, you all realize I’m not the 'Reima' of this world, right?"

"Well, yeah. The original Reima had no magic power... which meant he couldn't have a Job."

"It doesn't feel weird at all, and based on Shiki's judgment, we already knew you were a Reima from another world."

"Right. If you've accepted that much, it helps. As for who I am... I’m a Reima from a world where magic and Dungeons don't exist."

"…………No Dungeons? Is such a world even possible? If so, why can my friend use magic?"

It was a natural question for someone from this world. And because Kaiser was the one asking, he had immediately spotted the contradiction. He really is quick on the uptake, I thought as I clarified.

"……That part is complicated. When I was in my third year of middle school, I was summoned to a different world. That’s where I learned magic and became a [Summoner]."

"And that world was the Mythologia where Laura lived? It was quite the place, wasn't it?"

"Yeah. It was a 'The Fantasy' world where common sense meant nothing—a place full of mythological evils, dark gods, and monsters."

"…………Thinking back on it, Reima... since you’re in this world now, were you able to save it?"

"—That’s enough. I’m at my limit."

Luna, who had been watching in silence, finally snapped. 

"I don't care if you're ignorant—I won't forgive you for asking that! You, who left first! You, who vanished on your own! You, who are still a scar on Master's heart! The fact that you’ve been living a carefree life in this world makes me nauseous!"

Ignoring the others, Luna dropped her guard and released her power. The entire room began to plummet into a freezing glacier. I tried to step in to stop her, but Sol held me back. I realized then that all of my Summoned Beasts felt exactly the same way she did.

"Hey, Kagura, was it? This house has a place for fighting, doesn't it?"

"—We have a training ground, degozaru..."

Tsubaki answered, clearly suppressed by the sheer weight of Luna’s bloodlust. 

Luna’s voice was thick with rage, yet she remained eerily composed, ensuring her aura didn't harm the bystanders.

"…………Lend it to me. I won't be satisfied until I’ve beaten her at least once."

"Hey, Luna…… that’s going a bit far..."

"Sorry, Master…… but I'm not backing down on this. Well, Laura? Are you going to fight me or not?"

She threw the provocation directly at Laura, her gaze sharp enough to kill.

"—Challenge accepted. I have a few things I want to ask you, too."
Chapter 43: The Vampire Lord vs. The God-Slaying Ice Wolf

What sticks with me most is the final memory I have of her—the moment I had to say goodbye to a comrade who meant everything to me.

It happened about two years into our journey, during the decisive battle against the third of the Four Heavenly Kings. She had thrown herself in front of an enemy’s strike to shield me. The cost of that protection was the lower half of her body.

"[Summon]! Phoenix! Caduceus! [Heal], [Heal]—[Heal]!"

I summoned the undying bird I was contracted with and brandished a staff possessing the highest recovery potential in existence. I tried everything to mend her, but there wasn't a single sign of recovery. Her life force was simply draining away, faster than I could chase it.

“It’s no use, Reima. She’s a vampire. My holy-attribute blood and recovery magic won’t work on her.”

"Then... then take my blood—"

“Are you a fool? Even for me, a wound like this is terminal. Don’t spill your blood in a lost cause. I have no desire to see you hurt yourself on my account.”

"Don't give me that! You said we'd finish this journey together! You said we'd take down the Demon King as a team! You can't just end it here!"

“...You’re far too loud, you know? Besides, if my life was the only sacrifice needed to bring down a Demon King Seed... isn't that a fair trade?”

"Like hell it is! Hey, Phoenix... tell me! Who can save her?!"

I clung to the bird, desperate for an answer from a creature whose entire existence revolved around the arts of medicine and preservation. But the Phoenix remained silent. Instead, it focused its efforts on knitting my own minor wounds, pouring its power into me rather than her.

“Your companion is wise. Truly, she is the Divine Beast Phoenix. And besides... I can’t be saved. I know that better than anyone.”

Even as death claimed her, she wore a smile.

True to her nature—noble to the very end, always the one protecting us—she maintained a dignified expression despite the agony. She reached up, gently resting a hand against my cheek.

“I’m leaving the rest to you, Reima. You save the world. If you could save a wretch like me, the world should be easy. I’m counting on you. Goodbye... my Hero.”

"—Heh. Fine. I hear you. It’s a promise, Laura. I’ll kill the Demon King. I’ll save the world. I’ll make sure everyone hears the stories of what you and the others did. So... just rest easy. You know how strong I am, right? I’ll have it finished in no time. Hey... answer me..."

That was the scar I could never forget. The record I wished I could erase—the memory of the first time I lost a friend in that other world.



Tsubaki-san led us to the training grounds, where Luna and Laura were already squared off.

Luna stood empty-handed, while Laura used her own abilities to manifest a scythe made of blood. The signal to begin hadn't been given yet, but the air was already thick with an overwhelming tension. This wasn't going to be a mere sparring match.

Personally, I didn't want them to fight. But I knew they both had things they needed to settle, so I chose to stand by and watch it through.

I asked Algol to act as the referee, trusting his lack of favoritism to keep things fair. The rest of us waited inside the Sun Barrier Sol had erected.

Luna's probably going to go all out without my support...

Apparently, Sol had realized this as well, and he was working hard to ensure the spectators remained unharmed by the fallout.

"Don't hold back, Laura," Luna said. "If you do, you'll die."

"I am well aware that I cannot afford half-measures against you. [Origin Burst]: [Vampire Lord]!"

Laura wasn't playing around. She unleashed the full power of her Mythologia origins. This was her true form—a scion of the True Ancestor bloodline, a vampire who commanded the night and was hailed as the King of Monsters.

Sensing the shift in the atmosphere, I quickly asked Sol to expand the barrier’s scale to prevent the estate’s buildings from being leveled.

"Let the match begin," Algol announced. "But for the record—try not to kill each other."

"I'll do my best, Algol..." Luna murmured.

"As for me," Laura added, "I'll be satisfied as long as we clash."

In an instant, the freezing air radiating from Luna coalesced into physical weaponry. Swords, axes, spears—every conceivable blade materialized and rained down on Laura, leaving her without a single inch of space to maneuver. Luna wasn't being creative; she was simply generating tools for slaughter and launching them with lethal intent.

"[Tomesis]!"

However, Laura was a veteran of Mythologia as well. While the onslaught was formidable, she had the means to counter it. By using her blood scythe as a catalyst, she invoked a phenomenon of pure severance, cleaving every weapon within her sight in two.

"Your fighting style hasn't changed a bit," Luna observed.

"Is that so? Perhaps you’ve forgotten that I was the one who drilled close-quarters combat into you and Reima?"

Firing ice wasn't the extent of Luna's repertoire; her specialty was actually brawling. Even as she pelted Laura with ice, she closed the distance to deliver a flurry of strikes. Laura dodged them all, however, and moved for a counter.

"[Gouen]!"

Flames erupted from Laura’s hand—one of her primal authorities. These were hellish embers that would never extinguish unless she willed it. It was a "cheat-level" magic that could incinerate even Luna's ice—ice so cold it made the traditional concept of hell feel lukewarm.

"Hey, Kaiser... was Laura always that strong?" I asked.

"If my memory serves, she never used power like this before. She usually stuck to shadow manipulation magic."

"I’d heard the stories," Tsubaki added, "but even as a childhood friend, I've never seen her like this. It’s a bit frustrating, honestly."

"I wouldn't feel too bad," I noted. "Laura needs specific conditions to get this serious. Given her personality, it's not the kind of thing she could easily achieve in this world."

"Conditions?" Ayane piped up, her eyes narrowing. "Now that you mention it, you were talking to her right before the fight started... and your finger is bleeding."

"You're too observant for your own good, Ayane. She'll probably explain it herself later. Anyway, watch—things are about to move."

As we spoke, the battle continued to evolve at a dizzying pace.

My words drew everyone's attention back to the center of the yard just as Laura charged. Gripping a pair of scythes, she tore across the ground in a straight line. She was likely using [Physical Enhancement], as her speed was almost enough to catch Luna off guard.

"Finally. You're actually going on the offensive," Luna said.

Luna didn't back down. Anticipating the charge, she threw up a wall of ice to intercept.

Wait—it wasn't a defensive wall.

On closer inspection, the ice was covered in thousands of jagged needles. If Laura finished her charge, she’d be shredded. A split second later, the yard erupted.

The impact against the ice wall caused a massive explosion, shrouding the training ground in a thick white mist.

"You're as much of a muscle-brained meathead as ever," Luna's voice drifted through the haze.

"I recall Reima complimenting me for that quite often."

"You do realize that wasn't a compliment, right?"

As the mist cleared, I saw a massive hole punched through the center of the ice wall—it looked like it had been pried open by brute force.

The two combatants put distance between themselves again. Apparently, the blood had completely rushed to their heads, because they both began to chant. I could tell they were fully immersed in the fight now, which was exactly why this was becoming dangerous.

“The mouth of the abyss lies to the northeast, a garden of ice and mist where darkness reigns. Born of the frozen prison is the demonic legacy that feasts on lifeblood. Now, let all things be frozen.”

Luna’s chant gave birth to a black sword. I couldn't even fathom how much mana had been compressed to create that thing; it felt like a concentrated mass of barrier magic. It was a reproduction of one of the [God-Slaying Magic] spells I usually invoked through my equipment. Even if the output was lower than the original, the sheer power was terrifying.

Just breathing the air made my lungs ache with the cold. I realized that if I stayed here much longer, my body would freeze from the inside out. I immediately reinforced Sol’s barrier. It was a pure survival instinct—even without being the target, the ferocity of that spell was enough to make me prioritize everyone's safety.

“Twilight sky, chaos unto the world—destruction unto the earth... Cast the multitude of all things into the abyss.”

Laura countered by manifesting a single spear. It was saturated with demonic and chaotic mana, vibrating as if it were on the verge of a catastrophic meltdown.

Both of those spells were bad news. Even if they were blocked, the sheer kinetic energy would level the entire area. My current barrier wouldn't stand a chance.

But just as the two were about to release their spells, something leaped out of my Soul World and positioned itself directly between them.

"[Niflheim Dáinsleif]!"

"[Abyss Collapse]!"

"Alright, you two are overdoing it. Let's think about the strain you're putting on Reima, shall we? So... let's just stop all this magic right now."

A single word of power echoed out. The moment I heard it, I knew who had forced her way out. I felt a wave of relief that we were saved, but my soul practically withered at the thought of the sheer mental exhaustion I was about to endure.

The newcomer was a beautiful girl with pearl-colored hair and eyes like polished rubies, topped with a pointed hat. She had the ears of an elf but the tail of a demon. She beamed a smile at me while effortlessly neutralizing both world-ending strikes simultaneously.

"Yoo-hoo, Reima! A different big sister came to save you, not just little Baha-chan! It’s your dear Merli-oneesan, back at last! You’re free to pamper me as much as you like!"
Episode 44: Just Your Neighborhood Mage Big Sister

...The one who appeared—or rather, the mage who just had to make an appearance—was something else entirely.

Far from simply shutting down the magic, she repaired the decimated training ground in the blink of an eye. Before I could even process the fact that she’d warped, she was already right in front of my face.

"My disciple! It’s been so long! Guhehehe... A live Reima! A real, live Reima—the body heat, the soul, the vitality, it’s all exactly the same! Hey, Reima? I stopped them, didn't I? So, where’s my reward?"

She smashed right through our barrier, blowing me back against the wall, yet she never stopped clinging to me. 

The idiot started sniffing and groping me. She even casually sank her teeth into my neck to start sucking my blood. Naturally, Sol and the others lost their minds, unleashing [Petrifying Gaze] and [Solar Flame]—but she wasn't having it.

"Muu. Anyone who gets in the way of a long-awaited tryst with my disciple deserves to be kicked by a horse!" she declared.

Suddenly, a gray horse she had likely conjured manifested as a shield. It caught the [Petrifying Gaze], turned to stone, and effectively neutralized Sol’s flames.

"Lycoris, stop trying to sneakily pull Reima away, okay?"

"…………A monster, as always," Lycoris muttered.

"A monster? Perish the thought. I’m just your neighborhood mage big sister who happens to be a succubus-elf hybrid, you know?"

"What business does a shotacon genetic slurry like you have here so suddenly...?" Algol spat.

"Oh my. Speaking of shotacons, wouldn't that be you too, Algol? We're about the same age, after all."

She stepped right on Algol’s landmine while continuing her provocations. Perhaps it was because she hadn't been out in so long, but she had completely cut loose.

"Shall I actually kill you, you lewd mage?"

It was a hair-trigger situation—a vortex of bloodlust so intense that "touch-and-go" didn't even begin to cover it. The duel from earlier had descended into utter chaos thanks to this moron master of mine. Everything was ruined. Beyond that, she still had those two frozen in time. I really wish she'd just release them already.

"…………Reima, who is this... intense person?" Luna asked.

"Oh, me? You're that flat-chested girl with the enviable 'childhood friend' attribute, aren't you?"

"I'm not flat-chested. It’s just that Laura and Reima’s [Summoned Beasts] are huge. Besides, you aren't much bigger than me yourself."

"This kid is tough, huh? ...Right, I’m late for introductions. I am Othinus Ambrosius Merlinus... feel free to call me Merli-oneesan. Oh, that’s right. Want some candy?"

She conjured a mountain of clearly over-sweetened treats in mid-air, laughing heartily. She was a companion from the other world, my [Summoned Beast], and my magic teacher. Her energy was as exhausting as ever.

"Mufu~ As expected, nothing beats the real thing."

"Someone... help me," I groaned.

Ten minutes later, I was still stuck. She had me sitting on her lap, hugging me like a stuffed animal so tightly I couldn't move.

"Sorry, best friend. We can't handle her. Just endure it," Algol said, looking away.

"My friend... what is this thing? Is she even human?" Sol asked.

"She’s just a stupid 'ero-lf,' the moron... She’s an eyesore, so it’s better not to look too much."

"How rude to call me an eyesore. I think that’s quite a statement to make in front of such a 'pa-fekt' beauty."

"Pa-fekt... ha!"

Sol snorted derisively as Merli puffed out her chest. Everyone had probably realized by now that she didn't get along with the other [Summoned Beasts] at all.

"Hmph. Want to go, Sol? Fine by me. Since I beat you in every possible category anyway, I’ll even give you a handicap."

Merli just couldn't help poking people.

She really hadn't changed, but I wondered how she’d emerged from my soul. Normally, she shouldn't be able to manifest without my permission or some kind of extreme circumstance...

"That’s obviously because it’s me! I’ve already developed magic that allows just me to come out! So, I’m not using your mana, okay?"

"Stop reading my mind, Merli."

"I can tell by your face... More importantly, it’s 'Onee-san,' right?"

"Absolutely not."

"Then I’m not letting go. I’ll settle for '-chan,' but I’m not budging on anything else!"

"――――Fine. I’ll call you that. Just stop messing with my mana."

The idiot had been touching me and fiddling with my internal mana flow for a while now. She couldn't pull off the feat of increasing my capacity, but any more meddling would start to affect this body. It's better not to let the soul settle too much. I need her to stop.

"And why is that? From what I can see, your current mana pool is only at thirty percent of its prime. If I don't fix it immediately, you won't be able to protect yourself if something happens."

"I don't want to damage this body any further. I plan to return it eventually."

"Hmm... I suppose you would say that. Fine... But at least let me repair the circuits that were damaged when you used [Laevateinn]. You pushed yourself way too hard back then, didn't you?"

"Sigh... This is why I didn't want to call my master. You see through everything. That was quite a while ago, so I thought it would have healed, but are they really still damaged?"

"Of course. Even if you didn't use all of it, you poured twenty percent into that strike. There’s a price for that, and then you had that fight with the [Hero] right afterward. If you'd had your original mana, you wouldn't have struggled nearly that much, right? So let me at least heal you. Even I get worried, you know?"

Judging by her saying I wouldn't have struggled, Perseus really was in a league of his own. He was likely as strong as the [Four Heavenly Kings] who were considered [Demon King Seeds].

It’s a bit late for this, but winning that was a miracle. If I’d slipped up for a second, I would have lost.

"There, all done. I've repaired the damaged circuits, so I think you're ready to be reckless again."

"You aren't even going to try to stop me, are you, Merli-neesan?"

"It’s you. Stopping you would be a waste of time. Anyway, I’m heading back... I was happy to see you, Reima."



And just like that, she vanished, leaving nothing behind but the impact of her arrival. We were left with even more things to discuss, but I was exhausted. I was ready to call it a day... but there was one thing I couldn't let go of.

"Hey, Laura. Why exactly did you teleport here dressed like that?"

"……You’re going to ask? Fine. For the record, I didn't intend to show up in such a deranged outfit. I simply bought a [Teleportation Stone] keyed to Tsubaki’s house from some trash-tier vendor who claimed 'Low price is absolute!' When I used it... my clothes just..."

"……Yeah. Hang in there. Luna... you satisfied?"

"Not at all. Total incomplete combustion. Don't call me for a while if Laura is around. I don't really want to talk to someone who went and died on their own—but I get it now. She hasn't changed."

Between the duel and Merli’s chaotic appearance, we were all drained. We headed down the mountain, disbanded, and went our separate ways home.
Weapon Maintenance is Essential

After the exhausting "celebration" party at Tsubaki-san’s house—which turned out to be far more intense than expected—I spent the morning performing maintenance on Reima’s weapons. Or rather, I was trying to make sense of the two weapons I’d used purely by instinct last time. Given how recklessly I’d handled them, I figured I should at least check if they were broken.

It’s no use. I don’t understand the mechanism at all.

I had set out to tinker with them, but I immediately hit a wall. I couldn't grasp the structure or the finer details of the mechanics. Despite being Merli’s disciple and having a decent grasp of magic items, these were completely beyond my comprehension.

"Let’s see... there are multiple magic stones embedded inside, and it feels like magic is stored within them. I get that much, but—how does it actually trigger properly?"

The bare minimum I could gather was that it switched between magic stones to activate different spells. Under normal circumstances, trying to pull that off would result in the spells interfering with one another and blowing up in your face.

"[Summon] Othinus Ambrosius Merlinus."

The last thing I wanted to do was break them. After agonizing for thirty minutes, I resorted to a desperate measure: summoning the mage I hadn't seen in ages until yesterday.

A ridiculous hybrid of an elf and a succubus, she tried to lung for a hug the moment she manifested. I’d seen it coming, though, and stepped aside.

"Gah—Ow! Hey, Reima! What was that for? Why’d you dodge!?"

"If I took one of your tackles head-on, I’d just end up injured again. Anyway, you know why you're here, right?"

"An inspection of your magic items? Leave it to me. I am, after all, the great genius mage of Mythologia—recognized by myself and everyone else!"

"That helps. So, to be blunt: are these broken?"

"Let’s see here... Ah, because your mana was output directly into them, the magic stones inside are a bit chipped. It looks like the spells imbued within have deteriorated as well."

She understood the internal state just by looking at them. Meryl took Noir and Blanc in her hands, dismantled them, and extracted the magic stones containing the spells.

"Let’s see what we have here. In the white one, there’s Strength Enhancement, Speed Enhancement, a Shield... Buff Dispel, Debuff Dispel, and finally, the fire-attribute [Infernus]."

"It’s surprisingly well-thought-out. The Reima who actually mastered these was incredible."

"He was. I took a quick look at that notebook over there; I could feel the extraordinary effort he put in."

The effort the Reima of this world had exerted was apparently enough to earn even Merli’s respect. It was a rare sight for her—she looked almost compassionate, her expression uncharacteristically gentle.

"The black one is the exact opposite. It’s specialized for debuffs, and it feels like lightning magic is the core. The Reima of this world really was something. As expected of you."

"He’s different from me. He did all this with zero mana."

"Isn't that the same for you? You started with as much mana as a literal infant, but you never stopped working to increase it. You gathered that entire lineup through sheer persistence. A normal person would have lost their mind."

"It wasn't just my own power... I nearly died more times than I can count, and I was constantly collapsing from mana exhaustion."

The reason I’d been able to increase my mana was simple: I never stopped using magic. I kept calling forth my Summoned Beasts and pushed myself to support them. That wasn't a realm I could have reached alone. I couldn't simply claim it was because I "worked hard."

"That’s a bad habit of yours. You need to learn to acknowledge yourself a little more."

"……Sorry, Master."

"Hmph. Well, maintenance is finished. I’ve repaired the stones and imbued the same spells back into them."

"I appreciate it. Though... I probably won’t have much use for them."

With my fighting style, I’d never be able to master these weapons. They’d be nothing more than pearls before swine in my hands. I decided to send them to the Soul World for safekeeping, treating them like a lucky charm.

"By the way... I wonder who made these? Looking at the structure and the logic, the person who crafted them is a genius. They might even be on my level."

"Now that you mention it, I don't know. Ayane might have an idea... I'm curious now. I guess I'll ask."

"Good! I'm curious too!"

I sent a message to Ayane. The reply I got back was: Do you really want to know?

I sent a simple "Yeah" back, and my phone rang almost immediately.

"Really? It’s... not because they did something to you, is it?"

That was the first thing she said. Her tone was heavy with implication—or perhaps fear. It was an unusual way for Ayane to speak, but I simply told her I was curious.

"...I don’t know if the timing is good or bad, but I can arrange a meeting. However—"

"However... what?"

"Listen carefully to what I'm about to say. Reima, are you currently in good health? Is your mental state stable?"

"Uh, yeah. No problems here."

"Good. Next: if you feel any physical abnormality while meeting that girl, stop the conversation immediately and leave."

"What kind of person is this? You're making me want to take back the request..."

"I’m going to give you the rest all at once. Three: do not think too deeply about anything she says. Four: for the sake of your mental hygiene, just accept things as they are. Don't overthink it. Protect your own heart."

"Just what kind of monster are you sending me to meet?"

"That would be—Ah, wait! Don't grab the phone!"

Something happened on Ayane’s end. I heard a struggle, and then a different voice cut in.

"Ah! So you’re the other Reima-kun! I’ve been dying to meet you! To think you’d be the one to reach out! So, when are you coming? As far as I’m concerned, right now is fine—actually, come right now! I’m sending Ayane to get you! Hurry!"

It was an incredibly high-tension voice. Being bombarded by that manic rattling, I could only manage a strained, conflicted expression. I wondered if this person was even sane. After hearing Ayane’s preamble—which sounded like the warning before a ghost story—I didn't feel at ease in the slightest.



Afterword

It’s been about a month since I started writing this!
It’s perfectly fine if you want to give me follows or stars as a celebration, you know?
Chapter 46: A Meeting That Ruined Everything

Ayane arrived to pick me up twenty minutes later, and after another twenty minutes of being rattled around on a train, we arrived at our destination. It was in the suburbs, a fair distance from the city center... The building stood tucked away, deep past the schools and residential areas.

"...It’s massive."

That was my first impression. It looked like one of those giant research facilities you’d see in a movie. 

Gears churned within its walls, and the structure pulsed with a significant amount of mana. It stood completely isolated from the surrounding buildings—a "lab" in the truest sense of the word.

"She’s in here, right... Ayane?"

"I’m starting to regret bringing you along," Ayane murmured. "I mean, she did say she wouldn't run any experiments today, but..."

"Could you stop with the ominous warnings? You’ve had me on edge this entire time."

"But from her perspective, the current you is an 'unknown existence.' That’s just a very scary thought when it comes to her."

The facility was wide open. We had already confirmed over the phone that we could enter as we pleased, so we stepped inside—an act I would soon contemplate with varying degrees of regret.

It was a sprawling facility where everything seemed to have been dropped wherever the owner felt like it. Documents were scattered across the floor, and magic tools were lined up with a carelessness that suggested they weren't particularly valued.

"This is incredible. How does someone even make all this?"

"Well, it’s her, after all... More importantly, I wonder where she went?"

The moment Ayane said that, I felt a presence.

I turned toward it and saw a girl. Her beauty was so far removed from humanity that she could have been mistaken for one of my Summoned Beasts. She possessed a mystical aura that wouldn't have felt out of place in another world. Her gaze, flat and inorganic, fixed on me—and the moment she recognized who I was, her face lit up with overwhelming joy. 

She closed the distance between us with a burst of speed that made me wonder if she’d used [Shukuchi].

Her pink hair was streaked with blue, and her eyes seemed to contain shifting rainbows. She gave me a beaming smile. I was speechless. I didn't even have the energy to comment on her insane choice of attire—a lab coat worn over absolutely nothing.

"—Question. Is this ridiculously mana-loaded moron Another World's Reima? Welcome to my fantastic lab!"

Let me just say one thing: the atmosphere was officially ruined.



"Hey, Ena-san... why aren't you wearing clothes?"

"I got way too hyped up, so I took a bath to cool my head... Hence, the nudity."

"Aren't you skipping a lot of steps in that logic? ...Anyway, Reima is looking very bewildered right now."

"That’s the same reaction as the other one! I guess being from another world doesn't change that!"

This woman, whose emotions seemed to oscillate wildly, was apparently a twenty-year-old Japanese woman named Ena Himuro. Although her appearance was far from human, it seemed that was due to the influence of her mana from birth.

"But it’s amazing... Reima, your mana alone could power the entire country for a year."

"You... you're Ena, right? Can you see mana?"

"That’s right, yep. Since I've got a [Magic Eye], I can see exactly how much mana people have—oh, and one more question. Which do you prefer: my phone voice or this one?"

"The calmer one, please."

"Then the current one it is. I'll turn into the other one if my tension rises, so good luck with that."

She gave me a thumbs up. So far, she seemed to be... well, someone lacking in common sense, but she was still someone I could actually talk to. I couldn't quite reconcile her current state with the ominous, ghost-story-like warnings Ayane had given me earlier.

However, her curiosity was clearly immense. She was observing every nook and cranny of my person. It was... ticklish, for lack of a better word. I felt as if my very soul were being stripped naked. It was deeply uncomfortable.

"Heh. I'd heard you were a Summoner, but your [Soul World] is truly vast enough to be called a single world... How did you manage to expand it that far?"

"...I just kept using mana."

"Fuhehehe... I’ll let you get away with that answer for now. Hey, hey, can I investigate you a bit? I want to know the specifics, and I'll make it worth your while."

"Define 'worth my while.'"

"Fufu. I don't know the exact details yet because I haven't heard them, but my guess is that your soul itself is the same as Reima's. The only differences are a stupidly vast [Soul World] and an idiotically large amount of mana. I can’t see the fine details since this is our first meeting, but... you are definitely the same Reima I was interested in."

Acting with an air of self-importance, she pulled a blackboard out of nowhere and slapped it with a loud bang.

"Mana awakening phenomena exist, but they never cause an increase this large. I heard the gist from Kagura—that you're the Reima from another world. If your personalities are mostly the same, then you’re probably trying to return this body to its original owner, right?"

"Were you two close?"

"Our relationship was one of 'experimental subject' and 'researcher.' He was a fascinatingly good person."

"...I see. So... what’s the benefit for me?"

"I’ll help you with the soul separation! I’d say that’s the greatest experimental reward I can offer."

"That would be a huge help. What do I need to do?"

"Ah, you really are Reima. Answering a proposal like that without a second thought... you really are something else."

As she spoke, she looked a little sad.

Knowing that the Reima of this world was cared for that much only strengthened my resolve. However, at that moment, I didn't truly understand her personality at all. In fact, I hadn't fully believed Ayane's warnings.

What am I trying to say? Simple. This woman is out of her mind.
Chapter 47: The Experiment Begins

"And with that, let the experiments begin! I’ve prepared plenty of virtual enemies in the basement to measure your mana and your combat prowess!"

Either she was a woman of immediate action or she simply lacked an impulse control filter. Regardless, she dragged us down to the laboratory's lower levels the moment the words left her mouth.

The space was massive—a vast, featureless void of a room. According to her, this was where I was to show her what I could do.

"Let’s get this party started! Spawning the first wave now!"

Driven by her manic energy, the room flickered as holographic monsters materialized. They were constructed from mana and, from what I could tell, were faithful recreations of the real things. The moment they registered my presence, they lunged.

"We’ll start with a D-rank [Silverback]. Don’t hold back! Oh, and [Summoned Beasts] are strictly prohibited. I can't collect decent data if they’re doing all the heavy lifting for you."

She was already placing restrictions on my playstyle, but since the point was to gauge my personal abilities, I didn't complain. I called forth my favorite [Death Scythe] and settled into a combat stance.

It’s been a while since that cave, I thought.

Relying on the notes the original Reima had left behind, I moved. I closed the distance in seconds, slipping inside the creature's guard. With a single, fluid motion, I reaped its life, bisecting the hologram where it stood.

The image flickered out, only to be replaced immediately by a [Hellhound] and a [Minotaur]. 

They charged without warning. One spat a continuous stream of fire while the [Minotaur] brought a massive axe down toward my head.

"Wow, your combat style really is a carbon copy of Laura’s... though you’re far too fast."

I ignored her commentary. I swatted the flames aside with the flat of my blade and cleaved through both the axe and the [Minotaur] in one go. Ena seemed to be taking notes on every move.

"Oh, I just had a thought! I’m going to record this and stream it later, so let's make it flashier!"

Before I could object, the number of enemies spiked. A crowd of monsters I’d never seen before flooded the room, including several [Wyverns] and [Griffons]—my first time seeing them in this world.

"Isn't this a bit much?" I asked, my voice flat.

"Not at all! I don't think I could measure your ceiling with just this; I actually want to throw even more at you! I mean, look at you! Just how many spells are you running simultaneously right now!?"

"About four, as long as I’m using this weapon."

The [Lycoris Death Scythe] was incredibly heavy. With my current base stats, I couldn't even swing it properly. To compensate, I was running a physical strength reinforcement on myself, a speed boost, a poison attribute buff on the blade, and a specific spell to multiply the force of the initial strike. In this world, the technique of layering multiple spells was apparently a rarity.

"You're one to talk," I countered. "[Blanc] and [Noir] were built with a similar philosophy, weren't they?"

"Those are special. I had to break a few laws of logic to finish them... Wait, you can actually use those two?"

"Yeah. Is that a problem?"

"No... in fact, if you don't mind, why don't you show me those 'children' in action?"

"Fine by me. [Weapon Summon]: [Blanc] & [Noir]."

I swapped the scythe for the pair of handguns named after the French words for black and white. Given that the woman currently experimenting on me was the one who had built them, I doubted I could show her their full potential yet. My proficiency was likely laughable compared to what she expected, but if she wanted a demonstration, I’d give her one.

"Good! Let’s add more targets then."

The air filled with one-eyed bats—[Gazers]. They scattered ice while conjuring [Ice Thorns], all while charging up beams of energy to fire at me.

The combined onslaught of the [Griffons], [Wyverns], and [Gazers] was almost impressive. I adjusted my strategy accordingly.

"[Speed Reduction]."

The charging aerial units slowed to a crawl. I poured a surplus of mana into the twin pistols and fired. The mana-rich bullets functioned as certain-kill projectiles, punching through the skulls of the [Wyvern] and [Griffon] and erasing their holograms instantly.

I veered around the beams fired by the remaining [Gazers], slipped into their blind spot, and hammered them with [Infernus] to finish the job.

"No, this won't do. You're too strong. I can't measure you with standard monsters. Let’s see... what to do... Oh! I know! Let’s test 'that.' I was saving the debut for a [Dungeon], but desperate times!"

She started muttering to herself, a twisted, joyful smile spreading across her face. She looked like a child eager to show off a dangerous new toy. Suddenly, the floor of the testing area slid open, and four massive golems rose from the depths.

"Go get him, [Colossus]! You’ve got a real monster in front of you today!"

The iron giants—armed with swords, axes, spears, and ballistae—fixed their glowing eyes on me and charged. Their sheer presence was intimidating. I reflexively fired a mana bullet, but the projectile simply winked out of existence the moment it touched the lead golem’s hide.

"What...?"

"They're custom-made! Crafted from a special alloy with mana-nullifying properties! Hahaha! Even you should struggle against these!"

"Hey, Ena," I called out, "isn't this moving away from the 'original objective'?"

"It’s not! I said it was an experiment, and I’m the one in charge of the variables! Besides, I haven't had a chance to field-test these yet. I’ve got to ride this big wave while I can!"

She had clearly snapped. Her excitement had eclipsed any concern for my well-being or mental fatigue.

I’m pretty sure my goals have been hijacked, I realized. But I didn't have the luxury of arguing. I dismissed the guns and called out a different weapon.

"[Weapon Summon]: [Dainsleif]."

A single black blade appeared in my hand. It was a cursed magic sword of ice, shaped like a tangle of thorns. Legend dictated that once drawn, it could not be sheathed until it had tasted the blood of an enemy.

"[Ice Thorn]."

Vines of ice erupted from the floor. They snared a [Colossus] in an instant, and before the machine could react, the ice invaded its internal mechanisms, shattering the construct from the inside out. Since this technique used magic to create a physical force of destruction, it was essentially a "foul" move—too heinous to use on living creatures because it was effectively an instant-death sentence.

"Eh?"

Ena let out a pathetic little sound. It seemed I had finally done something she hadn't predicted. Her confident persona wavered, but the spell couldn't be stopped. The remaining three [Colossus] units were encased in ice and reduced to scrap seconds later.

"......Come forth, my masterpiece! [Machina Golem]!"

I didn't notice it at the time, but her voice was trembling, bordering on tears.

The machine that appeared was significantly smaller than the previous giants, but the mana radiating from it was in an entirely different league. It was a sleek, rugged soldier that prioritized function over form, wielding two blades built into its forearms.

It possessed a staggering presence. It blurred toward me, its blades whistling as they aimed for my throat. I figured this was the final exam. I decided it was time to get serious.

"Wait, the temperature just dropped..."

A freezing chill began to saturate the room. I couldn't match the sheer output [Luna] was capable of without fully unleashing the sword's curse, but I could manage a sub-ultimate technique without overtaxing myself.

"Manifest, O Emperor of the Ice Prison, blood-stained sinner, traitorous rebel... Now, let us behead them and moisten the River of Lamentation—[Cocytus Imperator]."

I summoned the frost-formed executioner. The giant of ice moved in perfect synchronization with my own body. It raised its massive shears and, with a single overhead swing, cleaved the [Machina Golem] in two.

"An Adamantite-framed [Full Golem]... in one hit?"

"Alright. Is that enough, Ena-san?" I asked, exhaling a cloud of frost. "Wait... Ayane, what’s with that look?"

"She’s currently in a state of total shock, so I’ll speak for her," Ayane said, looking at me with pity. "You overdid it. My condolences."

"For what?"

I understood the 'overdid it' part well enough from the wreckage on the floor, but the 'condolences' part eluded me. I expected to be scolded, but Ena’s face suddenly distorted with a terrifying kind of rapture.

"Are you... are you really a [Summoner]? I knew you were strong from the stream, but this? This is the unknown! Magic output that defies logic, combat ability that borders on insanity... Yes! More! We need more experiments! With you, I can finally reach the pinnacle of thaumaturgy!"

She lunged forward, grabbing my clothes with strength that shouldn't have been possible, and began dragging me away.

"Come on! We’re going to build a new golem using you as the blueprint! We’re going to spend the next ten hours together, okay?"

She meant every word. In fact, she kept me restrained for far longer than ten hours. I wasn't released from her "experiments" until the sun had set twice.
Chapter 48: A Holiday with My Summoned Beasts, Part Two

"I need something to soothe my soul..."

That experiment—or rather, that "golem-making" session—had turned me into a lab rat. I’d been forced to skip school and was now completely drained. Finally released from my captor, I let those words slip the moment I stepped back into my room.

"White lab coats... they’re terrifying."

They’d examined every inch of my body, poking and prodding until I was mentally spent. I muttered to myself like a wandering ghost and, with my mind a total blank, summoned a Summoned Beast.

"Oh, Reima? What do you want with me?"

"It’s just Sol, huh..."

"What’s with the 'just'? You got a problem?"

"No. I just realized you’re a soothing presence."

"W-what was that? Reima, are you actually being sweet? Are you broken? Or are you just making fun of me?"

My words had clearly caught her off guard. Sol was flustered, struggling to maintain her usual composure. But with my brain effectively dead, I didn't have the capacity to notice. I had become a machine that simply spoke whatever filtered through my mind.

"Now that I think about it, you don't go on many rampages... You throw the occasional insult, but you aren't actually cruel. Unlike Azi or Apo, you don't break my stuff. And unlike that idiot Creed, you actually have common sense. Yeah... you're a comfort."

"F-fueh? You... you actually thought that about me?"

"I guess I did. Looking back, you’ve been protecting me since the very beginning. Truly, thank you for everything."

What did that rotten scientist do to him? Sol muttered. Maybe I should just execute her the next time we meet.

I thought I heard her say something, but I didn't have the energy to care. 

In truth, I should have been more grateful to my Summoned Beasts all along. I decided to take this chance to tell Sol exactly how I felt. What would happen later? I didn't know. I didn't care.

"Hey, Sol. I really am grateful to you. When I first came to this other world and knew nothing, you helped me. You pushed me forward. It’s a bit weird to say this while I’m in such a state, but thanks for sticking with someone as pathetic as me."

"Actually, you know what? Good job, scientist. I’m going to save this with [Recording Magic]."

"So... really... thank... you..."

"Wait, Reima? Hey. I know you’re hitting your limit, but don't fall asleep yet! At least unsummon me first, or I won’t be able to—ah, he’s out."



I watched our master as he slept, utterly exhausted by that idiot scholar. It had been a long time since I’d seen him this worn down. More importantly, this was the first time I’d seen his sleeping face in person since we arrived in this world. It was a special kind of torture.

"Tch. That woman, monopolizing him for two whole days..."

A woman named Ena. She was a high-ranking individual even in this world, yet she’d used 'experiments' as an excuse to subject his body to impossible demands. 

I was glad it resulted in him thanking me like this, but I felt nothing but a simmering rage toward the "enemy" who had cornered him into this state of fatigue. Honestly, if he hadn't stopped them, several of us would have manifested by force.

"Well... I didn't expect to be praised. It’s been a long time since I heard Reima’s true feelings."

In that other world, he was the Hero who saved everything—who saved us. But as the battles dragged on, he had become jaded. He stopped sharing his heart even with us. He was a softhearted fool who didn't resist even at the final moment of betrayal. I often wondered just how much he had to do for others before he’d finally be satisfied.

"I suppose that’s why I let my guard down around him."

I’d heard it from Luna. This man didn't change, no matter where he went. 

A magnificent fool who never stopped moving to save someone, to protect everything... to rescue whatever was within his sight. He was kind to a fault—the sort of idiot who moved to save us even after we were labeled as 'evil.' And he’d actually succeeded.

"He could really stand to rely on us more."

That was my only honest wish. 

A man who had spent his life saving others deserved to be rewarded. A man who had always, always lived for the sake of others deserved to be happy.

"And that is exactly why I—why all of us—will never forgive Mythologia."

The filth who exploited his goodwill. The cowards who used his comrades as shields and disparaged him at every turn. 

It ate at my heart that I wasn't the one to kill them, but I could guess how it would end. That country would likely be destroyed by that Beastman boy. He adored Reima that much.

"I despise that world. I mock it. I wonder what state it’s in by now?"

I began to cackle softly as I stroked his hair. I found myself hoping that every living thing in that world would eventually realize the weight of their sins and perish as retribution for killing him.

"I planted plenty of seeds. I can’t wait to see how they’ve grown."

My greatest wish was Reima’s happiness. I didn't need anything else. But, that aside... I was still curious.

"Ah, I really am beyond redemption... Well, I’ll keep this side of me hidden for now."

I would feast on pleasure and mockery. I would look down on them and chew them up. 

I am the younger sister of the Demon Wolf Fenrir. I will deceive them, drive them mad, and break it all down.

"Fufu. Reima—I looooove you."

You are our King, so I will obey your will. 

But come on, let’s fall a little further together, okay? Until the very moment the world ends, we’ll make sure you’re good and corrupted.
Chapter 49: A Girl Named Luna Managarm

You ever have one of those days where you wake up and head to school, only to realize once you get there that it’s a holiday? 

That was me. A few dozen minutes after leaving the house, I arrived at a deserted school and turned right back around. Once I got home, I didn't have anything better to do, so I decided to spend the day studying. I sat at my desk for hours, eventually hitting my limit. My mind drifted to Luna, and since I was worried about her, I decided to summon her.

"Oh, Master? Why the sudden summons?"

"Well, I haven't been able to call for you since that business with Laura, you know? I was worried."

"You’re too kind, Master. But I’m alright. I think I can keep myself under control as long as I don't actually run into her."

I knew that Laura and Luna had been quite close back in the other world. 

Luna had studied under her to learn close-quarters combat, and I remembered they had been close enough to be called best friends. Luna wasn’t the type to open her heart to others, so I understood just how much that bond meant to her. That was exactly why I found it so hard to broach the subject.

After all, I thought, Luna was the one who fell apart the most when Laura died.

"Hey, Luna... want to go out somewhere today?"

I couldn't fully grasp what was going on in her head, but I hoped it might cheer her up even a little. The moment the words left my mouth, her ears and tail twitched in an instant reaction.

"Really?! I... I've always wanted to see Master’s world!"

"Yeah. Though, I’ll need you to change your clothes first. What you’re wearing now is a bit... revealing for the public."

"Then wait right there! I’ll change immediately, so send me back for a second. Give me ten minutes!"

And so, I returned her to the soul for a brief period. Ten minutes later, I summoned her again and found myself face-to-face with a transformed Luna.

She was wearing a one-piece dress. It was a deep blue, looking brand new and fitting her so perfectly it was as if it had been custom-tailored for her. She looked incredibly cute.

"Did you have something like that? I don’t remember storing any clothes for you."

"Arachne-san made it for me! She worked super fast because she said it was for a 'precious date'!"

"Leave it to Arachne. She’s a real professional."

Arachne was a spider-like Summoned Beast. She was a craftswoman at heart who frequently made clothes for my other summons. Whenever she had a spare moment, she and the [Wild Hunt] would use her silk to whip up new outfits for the girls. Their combined sewing skills were top-tier—one of the many "perks" available within the soul. While I appreciated the hobby, I was starting to fear the sheer volume of clothes increasing by the day. Still, I thought while looking at Luna, since we're in the modern era, I should probably bring her a fashion catalog next time.

"Well, shall we head out? Anywhere specific you want to go?"

"Um, I want to eat something, and... I want to see one of those 'movies' you mentioned back in Mythologia! The ones where the pictures move, right?"

"Sure. Let's head toward the city center. We can hit the theater and then grab a bite to eat."

"I'll leave it all to you, Master! I don't know my way around yet."

The two of us took a series of buses into the heart of the city—Shinjuku. We headed straight for the cinema, where I let Luna pick the film. After stopping by the concession stand for the first time in ages to buy popcorn and melon soda for us both, we settled in.

I made a mental note to buy a program afterward if the movie was any good. We killed time until our showing and then took our seats. For some reason, Luna had picked a horror-fantasy flick. It was exactly the kind of genre I struggled with. 

Actually, "struggled" was an understatement. It was terrifying.

"........."

"Oh? Master?"

".........What?"

"That was amazing! There was so much blood, and those wolves were so cool!"

So that’s what she was looking at, I realized. Then again, she wasn't human, so it made a weird kind of sense. The plot was your typical 'humans wander into a remote village and fight a demon who controls wolves' story, but the production values were high, making the scares incredibly effective.

"And that green drink was so fizzy and delicious... plus, the popcorn? The caramel flavor was so much fun!"

"Well... as long as you enjoyed yourself, Luna, that’s all that matters."

"There are more movies, right? It was long, but... I want to watch another one with Master."

It might come as a surprise, but Luna had been fond of human entertainment since our time in the other world. That was likely why she had taken such an interest in films.

"Of course. Next time, let's invite the others and come as a big group. There are romance movies and stuff, too. I bet Arachne-san would love those."

"......I'd prefer to watch the romance ones with just the two of us. You know I was obsessed with novels back in Mythologia, right?"

"No... that would be awkward. Especially a romance movie."

"Muu. Master is such a coward."

Give me a break, I thought. Just having Luna around was drawing enough attention as it was. Between her appearance in the Perseus stream and her general looks, she was becoming quite famous. I’d asked her to hide her ears, but her beauty was still overwhelming. I could feel people stealing glances at us, and it was getting annoying.

"Sorry, I'm going to go wash my hands. Wait here."

"Okay. I’ll be waiting, Master."



I watched Master walk away toward the restrooms and fell into thought.

This world had things called Dungeons, yet it was so peaceful. Unlike Mythologia, I heard no news of wars, and monsters rarely overflowed into the streets. It seemed like an incredibly easy place to live—a world so peaceful and fun that it bordered on boring, where even entertainment like "movies" could flourish. It was fine because Master was here, but fundamentally, I hated everything.

The others are fine, though... because they’re the same as me.

We were all people who had been saved. In different ways, we had all stayed by Master’s side, recognized his worth, and loved him. Master was straightforward, pure, and kind to a fault—the person I loved most, who never stopped moving for the sake of others.

"And that is precisely why... I hate everything else."

The humanity that betrayed him. The enemies who looked down on him. Even the world itself that forced those trials upon him—I hated it all so much I couldn't stand it. Everything was an enemy. I wanted to kill them all... I wanted to cast them into the [Ice Mist] and end it.

This world was still tolerable because people Master cared about lived here... but everyone from the other world was an enemy. I would kill them, rob them, and bite their throats shut. If anyone who knew him from back then ever showed up here, I would never let them escape. I had been a bit unfair to Laura, taking my frustration out on her... but it was her own fault for leaving Reima behind.

"If an enemy comes, I’ll show them the [Demon Wolf’s Obsession]. I'll show them a real hunt."

Hehe... Ah, my killing intent is boiling over.

A smile spread across my face, rising from the depths of my heart. I am Luna Managarm. The sinner who devoured the moon, and Master’s most precious Summoned Beast.

Retribution for those who harm him. Absolute death for those who resist. I will devour every last spark of life. I will kill every single enemy so that Master’s heart never clouds and he never feels pain again.
200 Million PV Commemoration: Main Character Profiles (Chapter 1 – Mid-Chapter 2)

Name: Ayane Yukisaki
Epithet: Ice Princess
Race: Human
Age: Fifteen
Gender: Female
Job: Caster 《Magician》
Appearance: She was a girl who resembled a rabbit, sporting snow-white hair and crimson eyes.
Notes: She was Reima Kariya’s childhood friend and a Magician specializing in the ice attribute. According to her own assessment, a certain portion of her anatomy was a C-cup. She became an Adventurer in her first year of middle school and managed to climb the ranks to S-Rank in a mere three years. She was a girl overflowing with talent. She placed an immense amount of trust in Reima and his best friend, Shiki. 
She possessed a unique trait that allowed her to convert magic power directly into ice, granting her the ability to manipulate the element without the usual requirement of the water attribute. 
Her detached aura and lack of facial expressions often gave others the impression that she was "cool," but she was actually quite emotional on the inside. She liked foxes and rabbits, couldn't handle spicy food, and had a habit of eating frozen treats regardless of the season.



Name: Shiki Amagase
Epithet: Strategist
Race: Human
Age: Fifteen
Gender: Male
Job: Enchanter
Appearance: A wild-looking guy with brown hair, amber eyes, and a signature Red Bandana.
Notes: Reima’s best friend. He was a genius who looked up to Reima—the man who had always been there to save them—and he had worked tirelessly to ensure he could stand as an equal. His specialty was "buff violence," maintaining continuous enhancements through the sheer, overwhelming quantity of his mana. 
He was a fairly impressive individual who could keep buffs active for an hour by utilizing a mana pool said to be five times larger than that of an average person. He possessed sharp observational skills; back when Reima was still a Supporter, their coordination was so perfect that no one else could even come close. He liked Tibetan sand foxes. Apparently, the vacant, dead look in their eyes struck a chord with him. Some said he owned twenty identical bandanas, while others claimed he didn't. I never bothered to check.



Name: Kaiser Dragonia 《Goro Tanaka》
Epithet: Dragonoid
Race: Human
Age: Sixteen
Gender: Male
Job: Dragon Rider
Appearance: He had eyes that harbored a deep, crimson-gold light (color contacts) and jet-black hair (natural). He was cursed with a face that was far too handsome for its own good. It was irritating, really.
Notes: A terminal case of chuunibyou and a perpetual seeker of "coolness." He was an idiot who had admired Adventurers since he was a child, devouring light novels and even dabbling in mythology just to find the ultimate aesthetic. Despite the act, he was a good kid—more of a "normal" person than any of us. He woke up at 6:30 every morning to cook breakfast for his family. 
His real name leaked during a livestream when his mother’s voice was caught in the background, and he’d been stuck with the nickname "Goro" ever since. He possessed the power to transform into a dragon and a Job that allowed him to summon them. He was legitimately strong. While he often muttered things like, "As a seeker, I must persevere," he was a genius who had mastered a variety of martial arts. 
He loved dragons, the pinnacle of the phantom species. He was especially fond of his partner, the Silver War Dragon Valkyria, and had been sleeping in the same bed as her since he first obtained his Job in the sixth grade. 
Additional Note: He was pathologically jealous of Laura’s real name.



Name: Tsubaki Kanna
Epithet: Burning Blade
Race: Human
Age: Nineteen
Gender: Female
Job: Katana Oni
Appearance: She had blue eyes, black hair, and the refined air of a "Yamato Nadeshiko."
Notes: Battle Maniac #1. She had been diving into Dungeons since she was a child, obsessed with mastering the blade. She was quite serious, but she also had a clumsy side that led most to label her an airhead. She often put on a brave face regarding her bust, claiming, "I don't actually have them, but it's fine because they'd only be in the way!" Right. She occasionally glared at a certain part of Laura’s anatomy with the eyes of an ogre.



Name: Ena Himuro
Epithet: Ex Machina
Race: Human
Age: Twenty
Gender: Female
Job: Alchemist
Appearance: She had pink hair with blue streaks and rainbow-colored Magic Eyes. She looked less like a human and more like some meticulously crafted, artificial doll.
Notes: A modern genius recognized by herself and others as a mad scientist. It was said that without her, the world’s progress regarding magic items would have been delayed by two centuries. Her personal combat ability was something that transcended the phrase "pathetic as a slug." She was incredibly fragile. 
Reima had destroyed her masterpiece golems, but she used his data and magic as a reference to create some kind of bugged existence that was several times stronger. 
Her mood was always erratic, and she didn't have a consistent way of speaking. She was a "something" that lived entirely on whims and momentum. Honestly, I don't even know what to call her. She liked electric eels and kept about ten of them in her house.



Name: Othinus Ambrosius Merlinus
Epithet: Great Genius Mage ♡
Race: Half-Elf, Half-Succubus
Origin: A god of war and death who sacrificed an eye for knowledge, and a total scoundrel of a Kingmaker.
Age: A se-cret.
Gender: Female
Appearance: Silver hair and ruby eyes. She possessed a demonic beauty so captivating it could steal a person’s heart in an instant. She was a perfect girl—so long as she didn't open her mouth.



Afterword

This is the character introduction for the cast members other than the Summoned Beasts that you guys requested in the comments. I wrote this to celebrate hitting two million PV.

Since this novel has a large cast, I figured I’d need to do this eventually. I wasn't sure if the readers actually wanted it, so I was hesitating, but since there were requests, I threw this together in a flash. It’s been about a month since I started writing this, and I never expected it to blow up like this. I’m truly grateful. I’ll keep updating, so I hope you continue to enjoy the story.

Oh, that's right. If any of you reading this haven't given the story a star rating or followed it yet, please do so if you like! I’m also waiting for your reviews.

I felt like this alone wasn't quite enough for a milestone commemoration, so I’ll be taking short requests on my activity report. Feel free to drop one!

By the way, the next update will be a message board chapter.
Chapter 50: Bulletin Board ⑥

[Dungeon!] The Thread for Discussing Adventurers and Streamers #2418



138: Ordinary Anonymous
[Breaking News] Reima the Summoner was spotted on a date with an insanely gorgeous girl.

139: Ordinary Anonymous
I’m going to need a play-by-play on that.

140: Ordinary Anonymous
Wait, what actually happened?

141: Ordinary Anonymous
Fine, I’ll explain. 
It all started about an hour and a half ago. I’d gone to see a horror movie by myself...

142: Ordinary Anonymous
"By myself." Lol.

143: Ordinary Anonymous
You didn't have anyone to go with?

144: Ordinary Anonymous
...Loo-ser! All by his lonesome!

145: Ordinary Anonymous
Let me turn that back on you. Did any of you thread-dwellers actually think we were the type of people who went to the movies with friends on our days off?

146: Ordinary Anonymous
My bad.

147: Ordinary Anonymous
I'm sorry. Put the knife down. 
That hit way too close to home.

148: Ordinary Anonymous
I’ll forgive you. Just listen.

149: Ordinary Anonymous
I was all ears.

150: Ordinary Anonymous
I was waiting, stark naked.

151: Ordinary Anonymous
Put some damn clothes on.

152: Ordinary Anonymous
Anyway, to keep it simple, Reima was on a date with this beauty with silver-blue hair. 
They looked so close it honestly made me want to just end it all.

153: Ordinary Anonymous
...I know we weren't getting photos, but I needed a more detailed description of her. 
I was curious.

154: Ordinary Anonymous
My vocabulary wasn't up to the task. 
She looked like she belonged in another dimension. Everything else just faded into the background.

155: Ordinary Anonymous
I wasn't expecting much, but now I'm definitely interested.

156: Ordinary Anonymous
I wanted to see her, even if only once.

157: Ordinary Anonymous
Wait, silver-blue hair... that sounded familiar.

158: Ordinary Anonymous
Ah, wasn't it that wolf-girl from the Mythology Dungeon?

159: Ordinary Anonymous
That was her! 
She didn't have the beast ears, but she was a perfect match otherwise.

160: Ordinary Anonymous
I passed them too. Seriously, what was with that girl? She was stunning.

161: Ordinary Anonymous
...She was humming to herself the whole time. It was cute, wasn't it?

162: Ordinary Anonymous
It was so far beyond anything I'd ever seen that it was actually a little terrifying.

163: Ordinary Anonymous
I wished I’d seen her.

164: Ordinary Anonymous
...I realized then that goddesses really did exist.

165: Mad Doctor☆
Hello, my fellow thread-dwellers. Things have been dull lately, so I brought some gossip for you.

166: Ordinary Anonymous
Oh, it was the research geek.

167: Ordinary Anonymous
The crazy one.

168: Ordinary Anonymous
It’s the genius magic-item scientist!

169: Ordinary Anonymous
Worship her. Everyone, worship her.

170: Ordinary Anonymous
She was technically a beauty, too.

171: Ordinary Anonymous
Too bad she ruined it with her personality, her behavior, her instincts... basically everything.

172: Ordinary Anonymous
She was the poster child for "dangerous person."

173: Mad Doctor☆
Alright, I just identified everyone who insulted me. 
You’d better sleep with one eye open.

174: Ordinary Anonymous
I'm sorry, please forgive me. Her pranks were the one thing that actually scared me.

175: Ordinary Anonymous
Wait, some kind of video started playing on my window...!

176: Ordinary Anonymous
Terrifying. Absolutely terrifying.

177: Mad Doctor☆
Honestly, that’s what happened when people defied a perfect beauty like me☆.

178: Ordinary Anonymous
I was so sorry.

179: Ordinary Anonymous
...This person was definitely unhinged.

180: Mad Doctor☆
Moving on, here was an interesting video for you all. 
It was Reima-kun’s battle record.

181: Ordinary Anonymous
What?

182: Ordinary Anonymous
When did those two even get acquainted?

183: Ordinary Anonymous
I appreciated the content, but I was worried about Reima-kun.

184: Ordinary Anonymous
I felt bad for the fifteen-year-old. He was probably forced into some weird experiment.

185: Ordinary Anonymous
I was going to watch it anyway.

186: Ordinary Anonymous
Fine, I guess I’d take a look.

187: Ordinary Anonymous
——I was looking forward to this!



325: Ordinary Anonymous
The conclusion was simple: Reima was the strongest.

326: Ordinary Anonymous
Thread dismissed!

327: Ordinary Anonymous
Wait, that was way too fast. We needed to analyze this.

328: Ordinary Anonymous
Don't ask for the impossible. He did all that without using a single Summoned Beast.

329: Ordinary Anonymous
How did he clear every one of the hologram trials built by Mad Doctor☆ in an instant? Even the government used those.

330: Ordinary Anonymous
A Griffon was B-rank, right? 
How did he take it out in one hit?

331: Ordinary Anonymous
Because it was Reima.

332: Ordinary Anonymous
That made sense.

333: Ordinary Anonymous
He sliced a Minotaur in half, one-shotted a Gazer, and caused a Hellhound’s instant death.

334: Ordinary Anonymous
He could use guns, and he was good with a scythe, too.

335: Ordinary Anonymous
His melee performance was insane.

336: Ordinary Anonymous
I wondered how anyone even got that strong.

337: Ordinary Anonymous
People who "awakened" later in life tended to be powerful, right? 
Like [Guardian] or [Carnage].

338: Ordinary Anonymous
He was already past that level.

339: Ordinary Anonymous
And he didn't even call out his Summoned Beasts.

340: Ordinary Anonymous
That sword called [Dainsleif] was also ridiculous.

341: Ordinary Anonymous
...Something about that was definitely off.

342: Ordinary Anonymous
Wasn't that Colossus a new model? It was terrifying how fast he took it down.

343: Ordinary Anonymous
Didn't someone say it had magic immunity?

344: Ordinary Anonymous
Mad Doctor☆ wouldn't lie about that. 
It was probably true.

345: Mad Doctor☆
Yes, I built it that way. I incorporated [Adamantite] so it would have a magic-dissipation function. 
At least, that was the plan.

346: Ordinary Anonymous
And yet it ended up looking like a total joke.

347: Ordinary Anonymous
Those ice brambles growing out from the inside were brutal.

348: Ordinary Anonymous
That was basically an instant-kill move.

349: Ordinary Anonymous
I just knew that wasn't the kind of technique you were supposed to use on a human being.

350: Ordinary Anonymous
Exactly. Seriously, exactly that.

351: Ordinary Anonymous
What else happened? Oh, right—did he really one-shot the Machina Golem? The one that supposedly pushed Doctor to S-Rank?

352: Ordinary Anonymous
Stop focusing on the part that made the least sense.

353: Ordinary Anonymous
Was that thing even designed to be defeatable?

354: Ordinary Anonymous
There was no way in hell.

355: Mad Doctor☆
I’ll admit, I was actually a bit depressed after that.

356: Ordinary Anonymous
Rest in peace.

357: Ordinary Anonymous
It was just karmic retribution for everything you'd done up until now.

358: Ordinary Anonymous
Savor the feeling.

359: Perverted Gentleman
By the way, what ever happened to Lady Laura’s naked apron?

360: Mad Doctor☆
I didn't have photos, but I’m pretty sure she went through with it. I’d set it up that way, after all.

361: Ordinary Anonymous
The absolute best.

362: Ordinary Anonymous
The only downside was that we couldn't see it ourselves.

363: Ordinary Anonymous
You were completely insane, Mad Doctor☆.

364: Ordinary Anonymous
She was just a sadist who forced some poor, innocent girl into an "anchor" challenge.

365: Ordinary Anonymous
Total nutcase.

366: Mad Doctor☆
Well, what’s done is done. 
...Anyway, here was the latest info. 
I heard Reima-kun was going on a Dungeon audit job soon.

367: Ordinary Anonymous
Heh.

368: Ordinary Anonymous
You were dropping way too many bombs today.

369: Ordinary Anonymous
I’d been waiting for news like that!

370: Ordinary Anonymous
I wondered where it would be.

371: Ordinary Anonymous
Well, we’d just have to wait for the report.

372: Ordinary Anonymous
Maybe that Dungeon that showed up on a mountain recently? 
That place was still uninvestigated.

373: Ordinary Anonymous
Ah. 
Wait, wasn't that area under the jurisdiction of the [Guardian]?
The S-Rank Adventurer's Job

Lately, I couldn't seem to make it to school. I sat there, mulling over that unfortunate reality while being swayed by the vibrations of a night bus as it carried me deep into the mountains.

My official reason for being there: a Dungeon audit.

Becoming an S-Rank Adventurer just so I could officially dive into Dungeons was all well and good, but the price for that title was a mandatory side-hustle for the government. Apparently, I had to earn my keep.

This time, my assignment was to investigate a new Dungeon that had spontaneously manifested in the wilderness. I’d been told I could treat it as a bit of a sightseeing trip, so after arriving around ten in the morning, I decided to gather information while sharing a meal with Lycoris.

"These things called dango are delicious," she remarked.

"Yeah. The mitarashi is a hit, but the red bean paste is the real winner here."

"Why is there a distinction between the smooth paste and the chunky kind?"

"Sorry," I said, leaning back. "That’s one mystery I can’t solve for you."

While we indulged at the sweets shop, I decided to strike up a conversation with the owner to see what he knew.

"A Dungeon, you say? One definitely appeared, but... are you really an Adventurer? You look a bit young."

"I am. I was only recently certified, but I’m Reima, an S-Rank."

"S-Rank? Like Lord Yamato? That man is far too busy to visit a place like this often. I’m grateful you came."

"It’s just work," I replied, trying to keep it matter-of-fact. "More importantly, has anything unusual happened? Do you know what kind of Dungeon it is?"

"Hmm. We don't go inside ourselves, obviously. But the screaming has been a real nuisance to the neighborhood."

"Screaming?"

I’d taken a quick look at the entrance before starting my investigation. It had felt like a fairly deep one. If the screams are reaching all the way to the surface, just what kind of monster is lurking down there?

"It’s a low, human-like groaning. It has everyone worried. It’s likely the Boss or whatever you call it. It would be a huge help if you could put an end to it."

"Understood. By the way, I heard there were Adventurers who first discovered the site. Is there any way I could meet them?"

The official report on the Dungeon contained testimonies from the discoverers. I figured it wouldn't hurt to hear their story firsthand. I asked on the off-chance he knew their whereabouts, and to my surprise, the owner immediately handed me a map to their residence.

"Thank you. I’ll go have a chat with them."

"Please do. They only just made it to C-Rank. I’m sure they’d appreciate hearing the perspective of an S-Rank."

"I'll see what I can do. Also, the dango was excellent."



I headed further into the mountains to visit the party's home. 

When I pressed the intercom, someone answered immediately. I heard a flurry of frantic noises from inside before a young man, clearly an Adventurer, scrambled to the door.

"E-Eh? Reima-san! It’s the real one! What are you doing in a remote place like this!?"

I recognized him instantly. It was Rin, the boy I had met back in that cave-type Dungeon, the Black Gold Dungeon.

The moment he saw me, his eyes lit up. He caught sight of my Summoned Beast, Lycoris, and let out a gasp of pure admiration before ushering us inside.

"I suppose this is the first time we’ve met while I’ve looked like this, right?" I asked.

"Yeah! But I haven't forgotten meeting you in that black robe!"

"You have a good memory."

"How could I forget? You’re my savior! You were so cool it’s burned into my brain. Especially that line you said to the Minotaur at the end—'It’s over.' You sounded just like a Hero!"

Gugh.

Did I really say that? My own words, mimicked back at me in his excited tone... it was a full-blown cringe-fest. I could feel the heat rising in my face. I’d definitely been caught up in the moment back then, but having it thrown back at me now was pure "dark history" material.

"Ah, sorry," Rin added, looking sheepish. "I guess since you’re an S-Rank, you actually are a Hero. You don't just 'sound' like one."

The worst part was how genuine he was. His admiration was so pure that I couldn't even bring myself to shut him down with a sarcastic retort. I just had to sit there and swallow the embarrassment.

"Rin! You’re being noisy so early in the—wait, why is Reima-san here!?"

The girl from that day, Ran, appeared at the top of the stairs, only to freeze in shock.

"Ran! He came to visit us!"

"You should have told me! I’m in my house clothes! W-Wait just a second, Reima-san! I’ll change right now!"

She vanished in a whirlwind of panic. A minute later, another girl appeared, almost as if they were tagging out.

"…Oh. He really is here."

"Ryo, you aren't surprised?" Rin asked.

"As an Adventurer... I remain unfazed."

"Liar," Ran shouted from the other room. "The second she heard he was here, she finished her makeup at terminal velocity. She’s your biggest fan, you know."

"Stop talking," Ryo muttered, her face turning slightly pink.

"It’s payback for earlier."

Watching the three of them bicker was almost heartwarming. They were clearly childhood friends who shared a deep bond. As they showed me into the living room, I learned that they were third-year middle schoolers—prodigies who had already reached C-Rank.

"So," Rin asked, finally settling down. "What brings you here today?"

"A Dungeon audit. I’m here to make sure that place you found isn't a threat to the area."

"Wow! I'm so glad we found it, guys! We actually got to meet Reima-san because of it."

"How shallow can you get?" Ran teased. "You were the one complaining, wondering if the Guardian or the Ice Princess would show up instead."

"Well, yeah, because you’d think Reima-san would be way too busy! He’s insanely strong! His coordination with his Summoned Beasts is incredible, and more than anything, he’s the guy who beats Heroes!"

I was rarely praised so unreservedly, and it was starting to make me itch. I needed to change the subject before I died of terminal awkwardness.

"Anyway," I interrupted, "could you tell me more about the Dungeon?"

"Oh, right! Well..."

The information they provided was actually quite useful. According to them, the floors were mostly populated by Goblins and Al-mi'raj. Based on that, the difficulty seemed low, but the reports of the screaming echoing to the surface still bothered me. I decided I would need to investigate with extreme caution. Since it was already getting late, I accepted Rin’s offer to stay the night at his house.
Episode 52: A Long-Awaited Dungeon Trip

When I stepped into the nameless Dungeon, an entire otherworld unfolded before my eyes.

An endless forest stretched out in every direction, dominated by a gargantuan tree standing at its center. It was a sight I had seen back in the other world, and it immediately brought a certain companion to mind.

No, no way. Someone on his level is the stuff of mythology, surely.

I was thinking of Jormungand, the World Snake—one of my former companions. That guy had used a massive tree just like this as his home. He was at the top of my "Never Want to Fight Again" list, so I sincerely hoped I wasn't about to run into another entity like him.

"...No, he's not here. I don't feel a presence, and even if it were a different entity, I’d know if a monster of his caliber were around."

Besides, based on the intel I’d received from Rin and the others, this was an [Otherworld-type] Dungeon—supposedly one of the safer varieties.

"From what I can detect... there are only Kobolds around. Talk about a familiar face."

According to the information provided by the government, the difficulty of D-Ranks has been steadily climbing in recent years. However, the threat level of this particular Dungeon seemed remarkably low so far.

"Originally, this request was supposed to go to some old guy they call the [Guardian]."

They’d apologized for the short notice, explaining that the intended contractor had gone off on a warrior’s pilgrimage or something similar. That was how the job landed in my lap. From what I’d heard, this [Guardian] character was around sixty-five years old. Wasn't that a bit late in life to be that energetic?

It was pointless to dwell on it, but I suppose a [Hero] from an era where magic power was nearly non-existent must be something special. Forgive my lack of vocabulary, but I found it impressive that anyone could have saved Japan while working with so little information.

I’d like to meet him once, but honestly, I think I’ve had my fill for now.

Between reuniting with Laura and getting tangled up with that lunatic scientist, I felt like I was constantly bumping into [S-Rank] individuals. While I appreciated learning more about this world, the sheer "caloric intake" of these encounters was exhausting. I wanted a break. I didn't need another high-profile meeting right now.

"First order of business is confirming the monster spawns. They told me this isn't a conquest mission, but it still feels weird. Anyway, what’s the word, Lycoris? Finished with the right side?"

"Yes. I’ve defeated a fair number of them, and it seems this place is a composite with a cave-type. Unlike the [Otherworld-type] I visited with Luna, these ones spawn directly out of the ground and walls."

"Got it. Or rather, as expected of you, Lycoris. You recorded everything?"

"Mhm. And they seem to have dropped a [Teleportation Stone], so we can head back whenever we want. Shall we go deeper?"

"The word 'competent' doesn't even begin to cover you."

"Praise me more. And if possible, pet my head."

I couldn't exactly let my guard down and start petting her in the middle of a Dungeon, so I settled on promising her a good meal once we were finished. We decided to push further in.

"So far, we've seen moth-like Big Moths, plus Kobolds and Goblins. There are a lot of monsters here that seem to just live naturally in the environment. The highest we've seen is [D-Rank], so it's considerably safe."

At most, we ran into two Orcs. The Dungeon was almost too safe. That realization only fueled my anxiety, but since Lycoris and her sharp intuition remained silent, perhaps it really was just a walk in the park.

"People might call me overly cautious, but let’s face it—I hadn’t exactly had the best of luck with these things lately."

The moment those words left my mouth, it happened.

I felt a sudden, pure intent to attack. There was no bloodlust, no malice—only the singular, focused will to cut. A strike was unleashed directly at me.

The move was so sudden that my reaction was a split second behind, but it wasn't unavoidable. I arched my body to dodge, and as I moved to enter a combat stance, a second slash followed immediately.

Unlike the first, this one carried clear killing intent. I judged it too dangerous to simply dodge, so I summoned a sword and parried the blow.

"Oh? What's this, a human?"

The clash of blades was followed by a voice—dignified, yet carrying the weight of age.

The moment our opponent's position was revealed, Lycoris prepared to release her poison. However, I signaled for her to stand down. There was no hostility left in the man's tone.

"A ridiculous mass of mana came walking my way, so I figured you were a monster. My bad."

"...I nearly died because of that 'mistake,' you know."

"I held back enough in case you were human, didn't I? Besides, there’s no way someone with that much mana and presence wouldn't be able to block it. Well, all's well that ends well!"

"That's incredibly reckless. So... what are you doing in an uninvestigated Dungeon?"

"Huh? Well, this place is under my jurisdiction. I'm just doing my job. But why are you here, kid?"

"It’s my job, too. Wait, jurisdiction? Are you the [Guardian]?"

Before me stood a man wearing a kinagashi. He carried a single katana and looked far too youthful to be called an old man. However, having seen even a glimpse of his true capability, I knew he had to be the one.

"That’s right. Wait, is this a double-booking? I'm sure I told the government people I was coming here."

"I was told you were away on a warrior's pilgrimage."

"...Drop the polite talk. Ah, I did tell them that, but I’m pretty sure I mentioned I was hitting an uninvestigated Dungeon first."

"Communication is a vital skill, you know."

"Yeah... this one’s on me. It’s a pain, but I should’ve just filed the paperwork. Well, whatever. Anyway, sorry about that."

He apologized with an incredibly light, breezy attitude. I quickly realized this was just his personality. He continued in that same casual tone.

"As for introductions, I'm Yamato Kusanagi. I've got a grand-sounding name, but I'm still just a swordsman in training. Nice to meet you, [Summoner] kid."



That was my first meeting with the man known as the strongest of the modern era.

In hindsight, I would soon learn—whether I wanted to or not—just how terrifyingly "strongest" he really was.

"Right. Nice to meet you, I guess?"
Chapter 53: Encounter with the [Guardian]

“Hah! So that beauty is your Summoned Beast, kid? Incredible. I don’t think I could win against her by any ordinary means.”

“...So you can tell, then?”

“Of course I can! She’s on a completely different level than your average Dungeon monster. And let me guess—you’ve got more of them, don’t you? So this is what the newest Hero looks like!”

Yamato-san thudded his hand against my back with a series of heavy slaps, even as he praised me. 

Our first contact had been a disaster, but he seemed like a decent enough person. He had the kind of personality that made you feel it was safe to drop your guard. He didn't seem malicious, and given his reputation as a veteran who had spent his life on the front lines, he was someone I could probably trust.

And yet, the man was dangerous. 

There wasn't a single opening in his posture. Even while talking to me, his attention remained fixed on Lycoris. He didn't seem to have any hostile intent, but the fact that he refused to let his guard down for a second told me he had acknowledged us as genuine threats.

“Anyway, since we’re both here, why don’t we compare notes? I’m not great at the paperwork side of things, but I remember every damn thing I’ve fought. I’ve been diving in this hole for three days, after all.”

“Three days... that’s impressive.”

“Yeah, well, a newly discovered Dungeon is the height of romance, isn't it? I’ve got to scout it out for the guys coming in behind me, but more importantly, it’s great training.”

The man is a stoic, I thought. Then again, looking at his history, that made sense. I’d looked into his records before; apparently, he spent the entire year working because he actually enjoyed it. He lived like an ascetic monk.

I understood that hunger for strength. Having survived an actual otherworld, I knew that without power, I never would have accomplished a thing. Our motivations were likely worlds apart, but I could relate to the sentiment, even if I didn't want to. 

Thinking about how my time in that world ended just reminds me how different this place is, I mused. It makes me want to help out Reima’s comrades here, just to make sure they can actually handle themselves.

“Still, this is a hell of an investigation report. It’s damn thorough,” Yamato said, scanning my notes. “Oh, that’s right. Find anything good?”

“Just Goblins and Kobolds. Most of the drops were junk, but I did find a Teleportation Stone. I think I just got lucky.”

“No kidding? I haven’t seen a single Teleportation Stone yet. You’ve got some serious luck, kid.”

We continued to exchange information, and I found myself growing more comfortable with him. It was a chance to reaffirm just how rare those stones actually were.

“By the way, kid... you look like you just got here, right?”

“Yeah. It’s only been about three hours.”

“Ah, that explains the report. Though, honestly, I’m impressed you put this much together in such a short time.”

“I had help from Lycoris... but what do you mean by that?”

“This place is a specialized Dungeon. Since it’s an Otherworld-type, it follows its own rules. It’s a pseudo-world... and night is coming. Any second now, actually.”

[Time has elapsed. The world sinks into night. Alteration of the Dungeon confirmed. Name changing from [Forest of the Giant Tree] to [Night Tree Kingdom of the Vermillion Radiance].]

Just as he looked up and pointed at the sky, the Voice of the World echoed through the clearing. The atmosphere inverted instantly. The sky turned black, the temperature plummeted, and a cold moon hung in the air.

“It’s here,” he muttered. “This time of day.”

“...I have a very bad feeling about this.”

“You should. From here on out, everything is at least an estimated Rank A.”

Monsters began to crawl out of the shadows. Lycoris had spread her poison in a wide radius around us, but just beyond that perimeter, the spawns were shifting. These weren't the "gentle" threats like Goblins or Kobolds we had seen earlier. These things were in a different league entirely.

I heard the sound of singing. The air grew thick with presence, and a heavy mist began to roll in. Then, from the hollow of the central tree, the giants emerged.

There were Cyclops—the one-eyed variety—and others with two eyes that were even larger. I saw serpentine Basilisks, and a massive tiger wreathed in flickering flames. As the number of monsters grew until they filled the horizon, the sheer abnormality of this Dungeon became clear.

“This helps, though,” Yamato said, a grin spreading across his face. “With you here, kid, I think we can actually clear this. Come on, Hero. Let’s enjoy this trial while it lasts!”

Great. He’s a total battle maniac, I realized. He’s just like Creed.

“[Summon]!” I barked. 

I called forth Luna and Sol. I was definitely being overworked, but as I readied my weapon, my own curiosity got the better of me. I wanted to see exactly how the strongest warrior of the modern era measured up. I refused to be outdone. I stepped forward into the fray.
Episode 54: A Competition? The Modern Day’s Strongest

Even while mounted on Luna, I continued my sprint through the Dungeon. I cut down monsters and assisted her [Authority] as we pushed toward the central tree. The mobs kept spawning in endless waves. Killing them wasn't the issue, but their sheer volume made me worry about my stamina.

"Moreover, before I knew it, this had turned into some kind of race to see who could reach the center first... This is why I can’t stand battle maniacs."

Yamato’s personality was fine—I could tell he was a kind, serious man—but his bloodlust eclipsed all of that. I grumbled to myself while trying to keep my [Summoned Beasts] calm. Luna and the others seemed genuinely pissed that I’d been attacked earlier. They were being overprotective, sure, but they clearly didn't want to lose to the guy.

I was relieved their aggression wasn't aimed at Yamato himself, but they were definitely worked up. The only way to settle them down is to clear this place.

"I was told not to clear it, but leaving this mess alone is obviously a recipe for disaster."

Yamato’s instincts were mostly spot on. Based on the feel of the air, this place was on par with [Ryuzuka], the first Dungeon I’d ever entered. Unlike that place, however, this was a hybrid: a monster-spawning type fused with an [Otherworld-type]. That combination meant this was an entirely independent world where monsters spawned infinitely—an incredibly dangerous Dungeon.

"Considering that, as long as I’m reaping the government’s benefits, I should probably do my job properly."

The downsides were annoying—I had to promote Dungeons and take on grueling requests like this—but the perks were worth it. I could trade materials, dive into Dungeons at will, and access their archives. That last one was the biggest draw for me. Plus, in an emergency, I could call on allies. I didn't completely trust the state, but if I wanted to survive as an [Adventurer] in this era, it was a necessary evil. I’d agonized over the decision, but eventually, I’d just resigned myself to it.

"Well, I suppose it was always going to be hard work from the start."

I moved deeper, harvesting drops and slaughtering monsters. Thirty minutes passed, but the density didn't let up. If anything, the numbers were growing. It was starting to get exhausting.

"Especially those tigers. They aren't in any of my records. Seriously, what is this place?"

According to the [Voice of the World], the first person to enter names the Dungeon. Rin told me this place was originally called the [Forest of the Giant Tree]—hardly an intimidating name—but now it had morphed into the [Night Tree Kingdom of the Vermillion Radiance]. It didn't make any sense.

"I can handle them, but still... Sol, take care of those snakes up ahead!"

A low growl served as his reply. A moment later, the [Flames of the Sun] erupted, incinerating the serpents until nothing remained but charred fangs. I gathered the loot. Even with my resistance, the venom looked potent, so I stashed them in my soul and kept moving.

"I’ve finally reached the center, but as expected, a horde of giants looks like a pain."

They looked weaker than the [Cyclops] I'd fought before—they only carried crude clubs—but there were so many of them. Ten, maybe more. It wasn't exactly a power spike in quality, but mowing through this many would take time.

"You beat me here? Damn, you're something else! Or rather, how are you even maintaining those [Summoned Beasts]? Even the [Lady of a Hundred Demons] would do a double-take at that."

While I was weighing my options, Yamato appeared from another direction with his katana drawn. He was drenched in spray-back blood—a gruesome sight—but he didn't have a single scratch on him.

"You're not so bad yourself, Yamato-san. Not a single wound after wading through that horde."

"Well, I've been stuck in here for three days. Couldn't find the exit, so I was debating whether to just clear the place when you showed up. Couldn't let the kid see me looking pathetic, right? And like I said, drop the honorifics. I'd rather not be 'sir'd' by someone who can actually keep up with me."

"Underst... Fine. So, what’s the plan?"

He looked genuinely repulsed by the polite speech, so I forced myself to drop it.

"We hunt giants. They don't seem interested in leaving the Dungeon, but there's a risk of an overflow. If that happens, we'll end up with a variant species."

"Right. Variants are born when they start eating each other's magic stones."

"Exactly. So, let's make this a joint struggle. You can do support magic, right? Let's see what you've got."

"Copy that."

It was a good chance to get my rhythm back. I needed to get used to buffing a five-man party anyway. I cast [Support Magic] over the area and moved in with Yamato to engage the giants.

As expected of their race, they had massive health pools and some magic resistance. However, they stood no chance against the combined fire and ice of Luna and Sol. More importantly, nothing could survive Lycoris’s poison. We began thinning the herd.

As we fought, I watched Yamato. The man was a freak of nature. He was a "master" in the truest sense of the word. His swordplay was fluid, and he adapted to my buffs instantly. Usually, my support spells are too potent for people to handle right away; it takes time to adjust to the sudden surge in physical capability. Because I’d cast them carelessly alongside my summons, I hadn't tuned them for a human.

He’s already synced up with the boost? That’s insane.

I understood the theory behind it. He had such a perfect grasp of his own body that he could instantly calculate how the magic altered his limits. Understanding the theory was one thing; seeing the execution was another. I couldn't help but smirk.

So this was the modern era’s strongest [Adventurer]. A man who avoided the cameras, an unknown quantity who only worked for the government. His power was the real deal—enough that I suspected he could even survive in [Mythologia].

[Reduction of monster population confirmed. Commencing trial.]

The inorganic [Voice of the World] rang out, and magic power began to hemorrhage from the central tree. The leaves shifted into autumn hues before the massive trunk withered away entirely. Then, the Voice’s tone shifted, sounding almost celebratory.

[Tonight, the giant tree withers, and the final ember shall run wild. May the Night Tree Kingdom be eternal! Boss [Goliath] will now appear. Let the trial—the adventure—begin!]

A torrent of mana erupted from the tree. In its place stood a vermillion giant, towering dozens of meters into the air.
Episode 55: VS the Vermillion Goliath

A roar swallowed the world.

The sheer volume of mana emitted by the sound told me everything I needed to know: this guy was bad news. 

My gut told me it wasn't quite Behemoth-class, but it radiated a presence that came damn close. The worst part was that the scream alone made my body feel like lead. 

A debuffer, I thought. Even in the other world, those were a pain in the ass.

To have that kind of utility at that size... it wasn't just a matter of strength; it was an annoyance. To make matters worse, I couldn't call my [Summoned Beasts] to their full potential, leaving me with nothing but a sword and an old man named Yamato. 

"Goliath, huh? I’ve dealt with them twice in different [Dungeons] before," Yamato said, his eyes narrowing. "But this is a different beast entirely. I don't know if the ones I met were the standard, but normally, they’ve got black skin."

"Did they use magic?" I asked.

"Nah. If they were that fancy, I wouldn’t have been able to solo them."

"...Then it’s an Enhanced Species. What’s the estimated rank?"

That was the sticking point. An Enhanced Species was said to jump at least one full rank. The lower the base rank, the better our chances, but I wasn't holding my breath.

"Rank? The one I fought was A+. Barely made the cut, though."

"Then it’s a guaranteed [S-Rank]," I muttered. Figures. My kill list is nothing but [S-Rank] and above lately. I’d love to complain, but who would listen?

"Ha! You actually planning to kill it, kid?"

"Well, if we leave it, it'll ruin the lives of everyone in this region. Besides..." I looked at him. "I don't see how we can lose with you here."

"You’re overestimating a man with more years behind him than in front, kid. Still..." Yamato smirked. "Being recognized by a [Hero] like you doesn't feel half bad. Fine then. Let’s have ourselves an adventure."

He spoke with an incredible lightness, as if he were merely suggesting a stroll through the park. 

Perhaps it was contagious, because I found a smile tugging at my own lips. My mana began to seethe. Mana is, in a sense, the manifestation of the will to accomplish a goal. Magic has a prescribed form, sure, but its true efficacy is dictated by the weight of the wish poured into it.

For some reason, I felt like I could actually synchronize with this man.

Like Perseus, he had the temperament of a true [Hero]. I wondered if I could actually rely on someone this strong—if I could let myself be carried just a little, even if I didn't release my full power.

Scary things are still scary. But I remembered Perseus’s words: Try believing in people. It was a terrifying prospect to trust someone I’d only just met, but Yamato felt like a solid place to start.

"—Hey, Yamato-san. How does it feel to be a [Hero]?"

"Hm? I’m not used to the title, but it comes with a lot of weight. The resolve to protect, the will to lead the way... the responsibility to fight as a predecessor. Plus," he grinned, "winning is fun. But adventuring? That’s the real kicker."

I see. I took his words to heart. 

The people called [Heroes] really were something else. I decided then that I would fight, too. I’d do the reckless things only I could do.

"[Weapon Summon]—Dainsleif."

The demonic sword manifested in my hand like a cluster of black thorns. It thrummed with my mana, its presence expanding as it shrieked for blood and flesh. It wanted me to feed it the enemy’s life.

"You’re a dangerous one, kid, handling a grade of weapon like that. I guess I’d better match you. [Hitoshura Gugen — Magatsukami]!"

The [Hero] activated his skill.

A crest appeared on his forehead, similar to Tsubaki’s, but his was darker and clad in a far more refined mana. It elevated his very existence by several magnitudes.

"Let’s go! Oh, we’re doing this! Now, let's see! Hey, Goliath! Is a thing like you really going to be enough? Let us show you what pride looks like!"

He was the image of a [Hitoshura]—a war demon.

He laughed loudly, his body strengthened to the point of being a demonic entity himself. He lived up to the name.

With that overwhelming preparation complete, the battle began.

We struck first. Riding atop Luna, who boasted incredible speed, I galloped forward. I used [Dainsleif] as a catalyst to generate a swarm of frozen blades.

"[Mujin Hyoken]! And I’m throwing in all of Luna’s support buffs for good measure! Don't you dare die yet!"

Countless ice swords drove themselves into the giant’s torso. They froze and shattered the creature's skin in a rapid, gouging cycle. But a boss of this caliber wasn't going to go down that easily.

Its body was being shredded, but it finally registered our presence and swung a massive arm in a counterattack.

It was a simple horizontal sweep, but given its size, it was a lethal blow. The forest was leveled and the earth was gouged out. We should have been forced to dodge.

"Don't look down on me, you oversized bag of meat. Slay."

With a single breath and a single word, Yamato appeared in front of me. He cleaved the Goliath’s arm clean off, sending it flying. From what I could tell, his skill only enhanced his physical body and his existence. It was remarkably similar to the [Origin Burst] secret arts of [Mythologia]—an absurd level of power for this modern age. I felt a flicker of genuine respect for a man who had reached this peak in this world.

The Goliath writhed in agony.

However, it was still a boss. The moment I looked for an opening to follow up, its arm began to regenerate.

"Kuhahaha! Now that's what I'm talking about!" Yamato roared.

"This is going to be a pain," I muttered.

The [Hitoshura] continued to laugh. It was a situation no sane person would enjoy, yet I felt my own mouth curling into a smirk. I glanced at Sol and Lycoris; for some reason, they looked like they were having the time of their lives. I didn't quite get it, but seeing everyone so high-spirited made me feel a bit better.

"...Hey, Reima! What’s the move? This giant seems to have a healing factor."

"I have a plan. You interested?"

"Don't play coy. Spill it."

"I’m going to use the maximum output this weapon can manage to freeze him solid. I need you to buy me time."

"Kihah! Perfect! Don't let that big talk go to waste, kid!"

"I never do. Let's go."

"Man, you really know how to work an old man to the bone!"

The spell I was about to use was the one Luna had tried to replicate during the fight with Laura. 

This time, I would fire it with its true power and mana output. Unlike the time with [Laevateinn], I was using mana that had been properly adjusted and regulated. I didn't know exactly what would happen, but given that regeneration speed, it was our only shot.

Yamato slashed a path forward. I followed in his wake, Luna and I sprinting up the trunk of the massive central tree. It was withered, but it still held its shape.

"Reima! I'm giving it everything! Here’s my finishing move!"

Yamato took a stance. He sheathed his blade, gathered his strength, and then drew in a flash.

The mana-cladded strike sliced away fifty percent of the Vermillion Goliath’s torso, exposing its mana stone. The heart-center was as large as a house; if he had been just a bit deeper, he would have killed the thing then and there.

"Incredible. Alright... my turn."

I took a breath, pouring my mana into the incantation.

"The mouth of the abyss lies to the northeast, a paradise of mist and ice where darkness spreads. Born in the [Garden of the Ice Prison] is the [Demonic Legacy] that sips fresh blood. Now, come, release—shall we freeze the world?"

About forty percent of my total mana flooded into the sword.

The entire world—the [Dungeon] itself—began to creak as a numbing cold dominated the air. 

It was a spell that compressed a world of ice capable of freezing the planet itself—one of the [God-Slaying Magic] arts that fully released [Dainsleif] to drag the world into a frozen hell.

"[Niflheim]... [Dainsleif]."

In an instant, the world froze over. The [Dungeon] itself was transformed into the [Ice Hell] of [Niflheim].
Chapter 56: Immense Damage

The instant my spell took hold and encased my opponent in ice, the frost surged outward, swallowing the entire dungeon.

Calling this "collateral damage" didn't feel quite right; it was something far more catastrophic. I had clearly poured way too much mana into the cast. I wonder if this is actually okay...

The entire forest was frozen solid. Any monsters hiding within my detection range had been snuffed out instantly. To put it simply, everything touched by the magic of [Niflheim] had been turned into a popsicle.

"...You overdid it, Reima," Lycoris muttered.

I had to agree with her. I’d definitely gone overboard. More importantly, there was a very real chance I’d accidentally flash-frozen Yamato-san along with the boss.

In my defense, it’s hard to pass up a flashy finisher after someone goes to all the trouble of setting the stage. Plus, failing to kill the thing after all that buildup would have been embarrassing. Still... looking at the wreckage, yeah, this was probably my fault.

"Hey, kid! You..." 

A voice rang out through the frozen world.

Yamato approached me, his body dusted in frost, looking like he was deep in thought. His tone was heavy, and I felt a nervous jolt go through me. I braced myself for a lecture, but his next move was entirely unexpected.

"That was incredible! Are you really just a [Summoner]? Kid, you froze the whole damn dungeon!" 

He started ruffling my hair with a heavy hand, showering me with praise. 

It had been a long time since I'd been complimented by an elder—especially one I actually respected. He was the strongest man in [Japan], yet he didn't look at me with fear. Being praised by someone like that... it was embarrassing. I didn't know what to say.

"Aren't you... afraid of me?" I asked.

"Huh? Why the hell would I be afraid? That was just damn impressive, that's all."

I searched his face for a hint of lies, but all I found was genuine goodwill and surprise. It was the same way my [Shiki] looked at me. For the first time, I felt like maybe trusting him hadn't been a mistake.

"Even so," Yamato said, looking around. "What now?"

"I'm guessing clearing the dungeon like this was a bad move?"

"Nah, that part's fine. The reconnaissance already flagged this place as a high-level threat. But... take a look at the sky for a moment."

"...The sky?"

I looked up as he suggested. The entrance to this [Dungeon] led downward, and the layout usually featured a fake subterranean sky. But when I looked up now, there was a massive hole in the ceiling, and a distinct draft of cold air was blowing through.

"Ah. Oops... I mean, I'm sure there's no damage on the surface. Probably."

"I hope you're right. Anyway, looks like we've got company."

Someone leaped down through the hole in the ceiling. As soon as she landed, she shouted at us. She was a woman in a suit with pale green hair. She looked like she was very good at her job—an acquaintance I’d met recently.

"Wait, [Reima]-kun? And why is Gramps here!?"

"Kahaha! So it's you, [Saaya]! We just finished clearing the place."

"Don't 'just finished' me! A hole suddenly blasted open in the ground, freezing air started leaking out, and all the trees in the vicinity are covered in ice! Your report was late, [Reima]-kun, so I came to check on you, and then... this! What on earth happened!?"

This was [Saaya Kusanagi]. She was an A-rank [Adventurer] working for the government and my designated contact for handing over dungeon records. I’d planned to visit her after I was done, but the "abnormal situation" must have forced her to come to me.

"I'm sorry," I muttered.

"Huh? Why is [Reima]-kun the one apologizing?" she asked.

"No need to apologize, kid," Yamato grunted. "That's what it took to put the thing down."

"No, I'm sorry. I forgot to hold back. I got... a little carried away."

This was definitely my fault. I’d let the hype get to me. I'd probably have to melt the ice later or things would get ugly. Since this was an [Otherworld-type] dungeon, I could usually just walk away, but causing environmental damage to the surface was a different story.

[—The Night Tree Kingdom of the Vermillion Radiance has... b-been cleared. Um, isn't that a bit too much brute force?]

The [Voice of the World] wasn't supposed to have a personality, yet it sounded genuinely repulsed. [Saaya] looked bewildered by the unprecedented phenomenon, while Yamato just laughed. Is this really my fault? While I stood there reflecting on my lack of restraint, I waited for the system to continue.

[—At any rate, as a reward, the mana stone of the Vermilion Goliath... Huh? I can't give it to you?]

It was likely trying to teleport the loot to me, but the [Vermilion Goliath] was so thoroughly encased in my ice that the system couldn't extract the stone. The confused voice echoed through the dungeon.

"Oho! Now that's a rare sight. The [Voice of the World] is flustered. You don't see that every day."

"This is no time for jokes, Gramps! This is a major incident! Augh, what does it even mean for the [Will of the World] to be perplexed!?"

"I'm sorry. I'm really, really sorry," I repeated.

"It was some damn fine magic, though," Yamato added.

[Um... the dungeon will disappear in ten minutes. Please return through the Warp Gate. It is located inside the withered tree. Also... please don't break anything else.]

Leaving nothing but chaos in its wake, the voice faded out. Yamato started humming a little tune about mana stones as he carved the prize out of the frozen [Vermilion Goliath]. He led us toward the [Warp Gate] and stepped through without a second thought.

"...I'll expect a full report later," [Saaya] sighed.

"Right. I have the report ready... though most of it is probably irrelevant now."

"I'll take what I can get. Also, if there's anything you can do about the ice outside, please do it."

Seeing the cloud of melancholy hanging over her, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt. Even if it was my fault, I felt for her. This woman really had a hard life.
Episode 57: Aftermath

Once I was outside, I summoned Sol and had him thaw out the remnants of my magic to prevent the environmental damage from spreading any further. From there, I teleported directly to a government facility in Shinjuku with Yamato and his entourage, where I was promptly ushered into a common room.

"First of all, Grandpa... what were you even doing in that Dungeon?"

"I told you, didn't I? I mentioned I was heading there for a bit of warrior training."

"I heard that part. That’s exactly why I thought it would be the perfect first job for Reima-kun and dispatched him. If you were actually going to be there, I would’ve liked a heads-up."

Saaya, her light green hair reaching down to her shoulders, interrogated Yamato while radiating an overwhelming, stifling pressure. At a glance, Yamato didn't look the least bit repentant, but he was breaking out in a cold sweat—actually, it was more like a literal cold shower. He was clearly weak against her.

I sat back and watched, content to treat it like someone else's problem as long as the spearhead wasn't pointed at me. Though, once she was done with him...

"Now then, Reima-kun..."

Here it comes. My turn in the crosshairs... Yeah, I figured as much.

"I am so, so sorry! I never imagined I’d end up throwing you into an S-Rank Dungeon right out of the gate."

"Wait... you're not going to lecture me?"

"Well, I have a few things I could say. Even if it was to take down an S-Rank Goliath, you did manage to cause some collateral damage outside the Dungeon. But based on Grandpa’s report, you didn't really have a choice, did you? You can't exactly pull your punches against an opponent like that."

She poured me a cup of tea as she spoke, her kindness only making my guilt worse. It wasn't exactly like that, I thought. I just got a little too excited and poured way too much mana into [Dain]... The atmosphere didn't exactly lend itself to that confession, so I just kept my mouth shut and let the waves of apology wash over me.

"Anyway, good work. Your pay should be deposited into your account later. More importantly, thank you for protecting the people in that region."

"It was... nothing. Thanks."

"Hehe. I thought so when we met here before, but you really aren't used to being praised, are you? You're strong, Reima-kun. You should take more pride in that."

"I'll give it some thought."

"Haa... honestly, if only the other S-Rank kids were like you. I mean, Ayane-chan and Goro-kun are decent enough, but everyone else has such... difficult personalities."

I took a moment to recall the S-Rankers I’d encountered so far.

Yamato was a battle-crazed maniac. Tsubaki was... basically the same. I already knew Laura had a habit of charging blindly into things because she was an airhead, and as for Ena... well, the less said about her, the better.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to start venting. Ugh, the paperwork for this is going to be such a nightmare."

I’d noticed this during our last meeting, but this woman was a natural-born magnet for trouble and hard labor. We hadn't even known each other for two weeks, but she was kind enough to send over the materials I’d requested almost instantly. The least I could do was offer a bit of appreciation.

"You've had a long day, Saaya-san. Maybe I can treat you to dinner sometime?"

"Thanks... but it’s fine. I’m an adult, even if I'm only A-rank, and you're still a student. If anything, let me treat you. I’m the one who's deeply in your debt."

"Did I do something?"

"Plenty. Most notably, that monster data you sent to the government. It’s been a huge help in advancing our conquest strategies. And then there's one other thing... but that’s personal, so I’ll keep it to myself."

She gave me a reflective smile and thanked me one more time before shifting her gaze back to Yamato.

"Grandpa, those snacks were for Reima-kun. Don't you dare touch them."

"You're awfully protective of young Reima. Have you finally fallen for him, Saaya? He’s impossibly strong, sure, but you should get to know each other first. Maybe start by exchanging letters, really build a—ghuak!"

Before Yamato could finish his thought, Saaya delivered a mana-infused hand-chop directly into the crown of his head. A sickeningly dull thud echoed through the room—a pathetic sound for the Modern Strongest to make. The impact was heavy enough to leave a visible dent in the table.

"Grandpa, shut up. Sorry, Reima-kun. I’ll finish lecturing this senile old man later."

"Uh... is he alive?"

"He’s not the type of old man who dies from something like this. He’ll be fine."

"If you say so... but he’s stopped moving."

"Wait—ah, Grandpa! Wake up!"

I made a mental note to never, ever get on Saaya's bad side. Since she told me I was free to go, I decided to take the hint and headed back home.



"I think I just saw my late wife waving at me from the other side..."

Saaya Kusanagi and Yamato Kusanagi were the only two left in the common room. Yamato, finally reviving as he rubbed his forehead, muttered the words resentfully while Saaya sipped her tea.

"You brought it on yourself. You shouldn't tease people."

"No, usually you wouldn't snap like that... Are you seriously in love with him?"

"Hmm... it’s probably closer to admiration."

"What happened?"

Unable to suppress his curiosity at his granddaughter’s uncharacteristic behavior, Yamato pressed for details. Saaya considered it for a long moment before finally speaking, on the condition that he never tell Reima.

"You remember that Curse Dungeon in Shibuya? I was part of the team requested to handle it back when I was still B-rank. He saved my life back then."

"That’s news to me. I'll have to thank the boy."

"That’s exactly why you can't tell him! I was just one of the many people he saved that day. Besides, he doesn't seem to remember it at all... and honestly, I’m happy with the supporting relationship we have now."

"You've got it bad, then. Still, for someone as stiff as you to feel that way... won't it interfere with your main job?"

Yamato sighed, speaking as both a grandfather and her "Number One Fan" who knew the truth about her other persona.

"You mean my activities? Reima-kun doesn't seem interested in that world at all, so don't you dare say a word!"

"Yeah, yeah, I get it. But what are you going to do about the live show at the festival? Won't he find out then? He goes to Meikutsu High School; he’s bound to be there helping out."

"Fufufu, don't worry about that, Grandpa. My stage makeup is perfect. Besides, I know how to keep my public and private lives separate."

"If you say so... but you've always been a bit impulsive, Saaya."

"And what exactly is that supposed to mean?"

The conversation continued in the common room long after Reima had left, the secrets shared there destined to remain unknown to him for the time being.
Episode 58: Back at School After a Long While

It was early July, that awkward stretch of time just before the start of summer vacation. 

I’d been busy—or rather, two days had vanished into the void of Ena’s experiments, followed by a string of government assignments that kept me away. Today, however, I finally had a free schedule, so I’d decided to show my face at the Support Department.

"Good morning, Reima-kun!"

"Hm? Morning, Asahi... It’s been a while."

"Right? Has it been about a week?"

"Sounds about right. I’ve been the one running around lately."

I slumped face-down onto my desk. The one who had approached me was my friend, Asahi. I decided to kill some time chatting with him before homeroom, catching him up on the recent chaos, when a shadow loomed over us.

"Yo, best friend. What are you two gossiping about?"

"Ah, my best friend. Just giving a status report."

"I see. Anything interesting happen?" Shiki asked.

"I got caught in a certain white-coated lunatic’s experiments. It was hell."

"...Actually, I heard from Ayane that you’d run into Ena-san. Is that why you look so haggard? I was thinking you looked like a washed-up electric eel."

What kind of metaphor is that? I didn't have the energy to actually retort, so I just let the thought slide. Instead, I moved on to the other highlight of my week: meeting Yamato-san.

"No way. Was old man Yamato doing okay?"

"...It was the first time I'd met him, but he was way too energetic. Also, he was absurdly strong."

"Well, obviously. The man is Japan’s strongest Adventurer. The whole world acknowledges that."

"...He was also a complete combat junkie."

"............Well, he was Tsubaki-san’s master, if I recall."

Hearing that, the pieces clicked. Their physical movements, their sword techniques—they were strikingly similar. It made sense that they shared a master-disciple bond.

"That's right, best friend. The festival is coming up... Want to run a stall with us?"

"...Festival?"

"You know, the Dungeon Festival. It honors the day old man Yamato became the first person in the world to conquer a Dungeon. Meikutsu High holds its cultural festival at the same time, but apparently, they're letting individuals set up their own stalls this year."

"Huh... Shiki, what kind of stall are you planning?"

"Yakisoba, maybe?"

"That actually sounds like it fits you perfectly..."

The guy always wore that same red patterned bandana. I could easily picture him flipping noodles on a griddle.

"Wait, you said 'us.' Does that mean Ayane is in, too?"

"She’s doing shaved ice. A special version made with her homemade ice."

"Magical shaved ice, huh? In that case, I think Luna and Sol could help out."

"The wolf sisters? ...I mean, sure, but I’m worried about the fire one. Is she going to be okay?"

I’d made the suggestion on a whim, but he had a point. Luna’s ice would be perfect, but Sol’s flames were essentially the sun. There was a very real chance she’d incinerate the yakisoba into nothingness.

"Right. Maybe we’ll just have them work as shop assistants?"

"Using idol-tier girls like them as assistants is a massive waste of resources, but I'll take it. Hey, Asahi, you want in on the stall too?"

"Sure," Asahi said. "I didn't have anything else to do, so I’d appreciate it."

"Roger that. That makes four of us. We can iron out the details later. All that’s left is... deciding how to make the cheering flag for Kushinada-chan!"

"Whoa, wait, Shiki? Where did this sudden energy come from?"

"Oh, I guess you wouldn't know yet. See, I have this idol I’m stanning..."

With a flourish, my best friend shoved his smartphone in my face. On the screen was an idol with light green hair, wearing an outfit that looked like stylized Japanese traditional clothing. A video of her singing and dancing began to play.

"She goes by the name Kushinada. She’s actually an active A-rank powerhouse who dives into Dungeons herself. She’s a main attacker, she's incredibly strong, and the rumors say she’s on the verge of hitting S-Rank!"

Come to think of it, the Shiki from my original world had been a massive idol otaku, too. I remembered him dragging me to live shows all the time. My head was filled with useless trivia because of how often he'd invited me; it was a strange, fond memory. 

Setting that aside, he only reached this level of hype when he was truly obsessed. He must really be into this girl.

"Huh... this person, huh? What’s her Job?"

"She’s a Shrine Maiden. A Shrine Maiden-type idol who specializes in various types of support. She’s the kind of Adventurer I aspire to be."

I looked at Shiki’s phone again. It was definitely the same woman from the video, but the more I stared at her, the more I felt a nagging sense of déjà vu. Where have I seen her before? I let Shiki’s passionate evangelizing wash over me while I killed time until homeroom.

"Alright, everyone! Today we’re deciding the groups for the Dungeon Festival!"

The teacher’s announcement brought the room to order. A festival for Yamato-san... I wondered what kind of things would happen. Despite my usual resignation, I found myself looking forward to it, daydreaming about walking around the event with everyone.

I spent the rest of the morning planning the stall with Shiki and the others, all while the melody of the idol Kushinada's song played on a loop in the back of my mind.
Chapter 59: The Value of a Holiday Decreases the More You Rest

Going back to school was one thing, but since that day happened to be a Friday, the weekend started almost immediately. To make matters worse, it was a three-day weekend, which meant my streak of avoiding the classroom was set to continue.

"...I mean, as a student, studying is a drag, so getting some rest should be a good thing, but..."

I felt a twinge of guilt for resting this much. Or maybe it wasn't guilt so much as a sense of waste. I was checking off my tasks, sure, but I wasn't actually spending any time being a student. It was a missed opportunity. 

Technically, I had returned to being a high school freshman, but after spending three years in another world during middle school, I’d assumed a normal high school life was off the table. Even if I was just borrowing Reima’s body, I wanted to experience at least a little bit of this one-time-only thing called youth.

"...But here I am, on holiday again. I’m bored, and there’s nothing to do."

I’d considered studying, but thanks to the strategy notes the original Reima had left behind, I’d finished the mountain of homework assigned for the long weekend in a flash. I seriously had nothing left to occupy my time.

Kaiser went to a different high school, and Tsubaki-san and Laura were busy university students. As for Shiki and Ayane, they were currently blowing up our group chat with complaints about how their homework would never end, so hanging out with them was out of the question.

Under normal circumstances, they would have had until Monday to finish, but Tsubaki-san had invited us all to a barbecue for the final two days of the break. Now, those two were forced into a desperate sprint to finish their assignments.

I could have helped Shiki if I really wanted to, but Ayane’s homework was all general education stuff unrelated to Dungeons. There was no way we could help her with that. She was likely clutching her head over a pile of textbooks right about now.

"A traitor, huh...? Honestly, if you have time to text that, just do your work... Man, it’s been since middle school since I've dealt with this."

Shiki was efficient enough, and I’d always been serious about my studies, but Ayane had always been a bit flighty when it came to academics. I had plenty of memories of her begging to see my notes.

"...Nostalgic."

Muttering to myself, I decided to kill time with video games. I thought about calling someone over for co-op, but before that, I went to tell my mother that I’d be holed up in my room for a while.

"Mom, I’m going to be in my room playing games."

"All right. Oh, that’s right—I made some sweets for your Summoned Beast friend. Would you mind giving them to her? Since she’s been taking such good care of you, I felt like I should say thank you."

"......Lycoris likes your cooking. Should I just call her out here?"

"Oh, that would be lovely. She’s such a polite girl, and she even helped me with the dishes last time. I’ve been wanting to do something for her."

It felt like I was deceiving them, but I’d explained the situation to my parents by telling them I was an Awakened One. I couldn’t bring myself to say, I’m borrowing your son’s body, even though I’m technically the same person from a parallel world. More than anything, I didn't want to cause them any more unnecessary worry.

Since Jobs like Summoner still had plenty of unknown variables, I’d simply told them that I’d formed a contract while I was sleeping. They had been surprisingly accepting of the whole thing.

"Lycoris-chan likes flowers, right? I made these flower-shaped cookies specifically for her."

"Thanks, Mom. Well then... [Summon] Lycoris Hydros."

"...Nngh... Reima? Ah, Mother-in-law, too."

"Did I wake you? Good morning, Lycoris-chan."

"Yes, morning... Something smells good. Is there an occasion?"

"I just baked some cookies. Would you like some?"

"Ah, yes. They’re flowers... Thank you for going to the trouble."

The sight of Lycoris being so warmly accepted by my family made me genuinely happy. Was this what they called paternal instinct? Something like that flickered in my chest. This was a girl who had once chosen to be alone because she hated the idea of hurting others. Just seeing her smile like this was enough for me.

"...Alright, Lycoris. Let's go play some games."

"Games? Like chess?"

"Ah—right, you wouldn't know. I’ll teach you, so let’s head to my room. Now, what kind should we start with...?"

Given her personality, maybe a simulation? Or perhaps something peaceful, like building a village or growing flowers...

Wrestling with the options, I returned to my room and lined up the games Reima had collected, along with the ones I’d bought myself, and asked Lycoris to pick whatever caught her eye.

"Um, I’m curious about this one."

The one she pointed to... wasn't a simulation or a cozy village builder. It was a bio-organic disaster horror game. Wait, you want to play this? I thought, but her eyes were sparkling with genuine interest. I didn't have the heart to stop her.

"...These are zombies, right? We have to kill them?"

"Well, yeah, but... don't you want to try something a bit more peaceful?"

"Why? This looks like fun."

"Well, it’s just... it’s pretty gory. I’m not great with that stuff."

I’d bought this on a whim with Shiki the other day, but I hadn’t touched it yet. According to the reviews, it was the scariest entry in the history of the franchise. I seriously didn't want to do this. But if she wanted to play... I guess I’d just have to brace myself.

"Fine, let’s do it... wait, what? You can choose weapons in this one? This feels like a different genre entirely."

I’d expected a standard shooter, but there were scythes and all sorts of things. It even had a needlessly detailed character creator. I left that part to Lycoris, and as I watched her create a character that looked suspiciously like me, the clock ticked away. Finally, the game began.



While we played this thing called a "game," I stole glances at his expression. 

I observed my beloved... my precious Reima. I watched him from the corner of my eye. He clearly hated the sights on the screen, as he kept averting his gaze, yet he still worked so hard to explain the rules to me. He was as kind as ever. I found it incredibly endearing.

I hated taking things away. I hated killing. 

I had lost count of how many times I had seen everything I touched melt into nothingness.

...But he, Reima, was different. He didn't fear me. He looked me straight in the eye and did the most impossible, reckless things just to stay by my side. He was the Hero who had rescued me from my solitude.

"Hey, Reima. You’re shaking."

"I can't help it, the atmosphere is way too much. And what’s with that? I thought they were coming from the floor, but then they jump out from every direction. It’s heartless, seriously."

"It’s rare to see you scared... It’s cute."

"Calling a high school freshman 'cute' is a total taboo, you know?"

This was a rare moment where I had him all to myself. 

Perhaps because of the unfamiliar terror of the game, he wouldn't leave my side. I wanted this time to last forever. I wanted to see more of his expressions. I wanted to see everything—his trembling, his fear, his joy, and his sorrow. I would protect him from everything. I would kill everything for him. I just wanted him to show those expressions only to me, forever.

...From the moment we first met, he had never looked away from me.

Even when I rejected him, even when I tried to push him away because I didn't want to kill him, he told me he couldn't stand the thought of me being lonely. Because he wanted to make me—a girl crying in the dark—smile, he had forcibly healed himself and adapted to my poison. He was a monster of such utterly broken goodness.

Right now, Merli’s magic could suppress my poison to some extent, but he was still the only one who could truly touch me forever.

...I wouldn't give that privilege to anyone else. I had no intention of sharing. Because that was what made us special.

And—this was a wish I should never harbor.

I would kill his enemies. I would protect him. But if there was ever a "next time," I wanted to dye him in my poison. 

Dependence, monopolization—I didn't care what it was called. To ensure no one ever took away his "special," I wanted to be the one to bring about his end. I wanted to be the last thing he saw.

—Ah, I thought it constantly, but I really was scum.

I was a hopelessly, desperately crazed killer for him. I was a fool whose essence and instincts could never truly change. I wanted him to hold me. I wanted him to love me. And then, I wanted to stain every part of him with my own color.

I spent the rest of the day with him until he eventually fell asleep, exhausted by the stress of the horror game. I stroked his head. At a distance where I could kill him if I made even a tiny mistake, I traced the lines of his face.

"We’ll be together forever and ever, okay? Until death do us part—no, even if death tears us asunder. Ahaha... forever and ever. So, fufu... please, love me."
Episode 60: Message Board ⑦
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50: General Anonymous
[...Break...ing News?]
A new Dungeon was cleared just one week after it was discovered.

51: General Anonymous
That was fast. Too fast.

52: General Anonymous
The government released the specs. It was a Dungeon where the difficulty shifted between day and night. They decided it was too dangerous to leave alone, so it was cleared out immediately.

53: General Anonymous
Heh. That’s rare.

54: General Anonymous
It was a composite of an Otherworld-type and a Cave-type. Just looking at the data, it seemed like a nightmare.

55: General Anonymous
Wait. Wasn’t that place under the jurisdiction of Lord Guardian? 
The reports said Reima-kun was sent there for an audit.

56: General Anonymous
That was the plan, apparently. But when he arrived for the audit, Lord Yamato was already there. They ended up fighting side-by-side.

57: General Anonymous
...I would give anything to see that.
Why wasn't there a stream?

58: General Anonymous
Lord Yamato is too fast for the cameras to catch anything worth watching.
Plus, he rarely streams anyway. It’s just how it is.

59: General Anonymous
Then what are those high-performance devices even for?!
I seriously wanted to see those two fighting together.

60: General Anonymous
Oh, and it looks like Reima-kun released a dossier. 
He summarized all the Dungeon’s monsters and the drop items.

61: General Anonymous
Competent as always.

62: General Anonymous
The guy is a saint.

63: General Anonymous
I just took a look at the file. The level of detail is insane. 

64: General Anonymous
The fact that he did almost all of this alone is what’s really terrifying.

65: General Anonymous
Well, it doesn’t matter much now. That Dungeon is already gone. Lol.

66: General Anonymous
Don't be a dick.

67: General Anonymous
The data can still be used for other Dungeons. 
It’s never a waste to have more information.

68: General Anonymous
Lord Yamato’s notes are in here too, but...
Wait. What?

69: General Anonymous
"The deciding factor was Reima’s magic..."
And as a result, the Dungeon was completely flash-frozen?

70: General Anonymous
Please say that again in Japanese.

71: General Anonymous
It is Japanese.

72: General Anonymous
Right. I heard you.
Now say it again in a version of Japanese that actually makes sense to a human brain.

73: General Anonymous
There are photos in the report. 
Yeah... the whole thing is beautifully frozen solid.

74: General Anonymous
Wait—what does that even mean?

75: General Anonymous
The entire place is a glacier now.
Was it that kind of Dungeon to begin with?

76: General Anonymous
Face reality. Look at the "before" photos. It was just a normal forest.

77: General Anonymous
That’s insane. Lol.

78: General Anonymous
How does someone even manage to do that?

79: General Anonymous
Not even the [Ice Princess] could pull off something on this scale.

80: General Anonymous
It would be a problem if she could.

81: General Anonymous
Someone remind me: what exactly is a Summoner?

82: General Anonymous
Reima being a freak of nature is just a regular occurrence at this point.

83: General Anonymous
He’s capable of close-quarters combat, he has multiple Summoned Beasts that exceed S-Rank, and he’s a magic nut.
And what else? Oh right, he’s a ridiculously good-natured guy.

84: General Anonymous
There’s literally no reason to hate him.

85: General Anonymous
I like his weird vocabulary. 
It’s funny.

86: General Anonymous
Take this to the dedicated thread. There are too many topics to cover here.

87: General Anonymous
True.
Moving on to recent news—how about the Dungeon Festival?

88: General Anonymous
I’ve been waiting for someone to bring that up!

89: General Anonymous
It’s the biggest event in July, after all.

90: General Anonymous
It’s the memorial festival for the [Dragon Vein Basin]—the first Dungeon to appear in Japan. It commemorates the day Lord Guardian defeated the giant snake there.

91: General Anonymous
Back then, a lot of people died. They barely managed to stop that Dungeon. 

92: General Anonymous
This is basic stuff. They teach it in compulsory education.

93: General Anonymous
Dungeons were popping up everywhere. The Basin wasn't even that intense compared to others, and it still had an S-Rank monster. The world was broken.

94: General Anonymous
Unlike today, people weren't being born with magical power back then.
You had to dive into a Dungeon and hope you "awakened." It was the worst era.

95: General Anonymous
If Lord Yamato hadn't awakened, Japan would have been finished.
More than that, if he hadn't gone abroad to save other countries, we probably would have ended up in a world war over resources.

96: General Anonymous
The whole world was in total chaos.
This was around 1975, right?

97: General Anonymous
Which means it’s been exactly fifty years.

98: General Anonymous
Nowadays, wars between humans are banned. I guess we have magical power to thank—or blame—for that.

99: General Anonymous
It’s for the best. The aftermath of a battle between Job holders is too dangerous.
Besides, no one has the spare time for war anyway.

100: General Anonymous
Technology keeps advancing thanks to Dungeon resources.
It’s more efficient to dive into a hole in the ground than to kill each other over oil.

101: General Anonymous
Let’s get back to the fun stuff.
Apparently, Kushinada-chan is coming to the 50th Anniversary Dungeon Festival!

102: General Anonymous
Wait, seriously?

103: General Anonymous
The ticket lottery is already live, and the odds are astronomical.
Paid online streaming tickets went on sale five minutes ago. I already booked mine.

104: General Meikutsu Student
I’m a Meikutsu student. Since it’s a joint event with our school festival, I’ll be helping out as staff.
I win at life.

105: General Anonymous
——!?
A Meikutsu student! Tell us everything you know about Reima!

106: General Anonymous
Corner them! Don't let them get away!

107: General Anonymous
Seal the exits!

108: General Anonymous
Get a cage ready!

109: General Anonymous
He’s our newest Hero, after all.
Of course we’re curious.

110: General Meikutsu Student
You people are terrifying...

111: General Anonymous
Don’t be like that. Talk to us.

112: General Anonymous
We have snacks~

113: General Meikutsu Student
Reima-kun is a genuinely good person.
We’re in the same class. He always greets me in the morning, and he’s incredibly considerate to everyone. 
He’s also a total Dungeon geek. If you try to talk shop with him, he gives you a full response and ends up teaching you things instead.
There’s a rumor he spends a lot of time on the school rooftop with his Summoned Beasts. I went to look once, and he was laughing... he had a look on his face I’d never seen in the classroom.
...Um, can we stop? My brain is going to melt if I keep thinking about this.

114: General Anonymous
Sorry. We went too far.

115: General Anonymous
Is the guy some kind of manufactured brain-wrecker?

116: General Anonymous
So that’s what Reima is like when he’s just being himself.

117: General Anonymous
Well, no wonder Kaiser likes him.

118: General Anonymous
I heard those two even hang out on their days off.

119: General Anonymous
Apparently, he’s going to a barbecue soon with Lady Ayane, Shiki, Lady Kagura, Lady Laura, and those two other good-natured guys.

120: General Anonymous
Yeah, I think I saw that on Tsumitter.

121: General Anonymous
I wish they’d stream it.

122: General Anonymous
I’d be happy with just the audio.

123: General Anonymous
I don’t know the location, so I’m just going to go to the river and pretend to be a rock.

124: General Anonymous
I’ll be a tree.

125: General Anonymous
I heard they’re going to do some fishing too.

126: General Anonymous
Must be nice. It sounds peaceful.



Afterword

Time flies, and we’re already at the 60th episode. I keep asking myself how this happened when I originally intended to update much more slowly, but I want to thank you all again for continuing to read.

On a side note, Kakuyomu-con 10 is coming up in four weeks. I’ll be entering this work, and I’m already trembling with anxiety. 

I find myself wondering if I’ll pass the first round, or if the readers will stick with me even though I’m still doing daily updates... I have a lot of worries, but I’m going to keep writing, so please stay with me.

In the next chapter, a new Summoned Beast will appear.

I’ll be updating again tomorrow, so please leave a supportive comment if you can.
Manifestation — The Storm King

It was the second day of the long weekend. After being rattled around on a train for a while, we found ourselves deep in the heart of a sprawling mountain range owned by Tsubaki’s family. Our plan: a barbecue.

"Behold the mountains, my friend!" Kaiser shouted, his voice echoing through the trees.

"Yeah, I see them. You’re a little too hyped up, don’t you think?" I replied.

"And why wouldn't I be?! Mountains mean training! They mean bug-catching! They mean fishing in the river!"

"True enough. That does sound fun. Let's do it later, Kaiser."

Ah, youth... or something like that. Just having a barbecue in a place like this did seem like a waste. If we were going to play, we might as well go all out. Bug-catching, fishing... and then training, I guess?

"You’re both idiots," Shiki chimed in.

"Hey, you like bug-catching too," I countered. "I saw you raising those rhinoceros beetles at your place."

"That’s called romance, Reima. And the redder the shell, the better."

"You red-obsessed junkie. Why don't you try wearing a different colored bandana for once?"

"Are you trying to strip me of my identity, best friend!?"

"No, your personality is plenty loud enough without the color-coding..."

While we were killing time with our pointless bickering, Ayane and Laura approached. Both were wearing dresses—likely for ease of movement—and looked ready for the hike.

"It’s been a while since I’ve seen you so animated," Laura remarked. "You’re as childish as ever."

"He’s been like this for as long as I can remember," Ayane added. She was wearing a light blue dress and a straw hat. "Whenever Reima and Shiki get into the mountains, their spirits just... spike. My family brought me along once, and I had to spend the entire day watching them fish. It brings back memories."

"Well, it’s the mountains! What do you expect?" I defended myself. "By the way, where exactly are we going?"

Laura, who was still wearing her signature black, and Tsubaki, our host, were leading us deeper into the wilderness. Tsubaki was dressed in her usual traditional Japanese attire, moving through the brush with practiced ease.

"Alright, everyone! We’ve arrived!" Tsubaki called out, stopping in a clearing. "This is our training ground for the day!"

"I figured your idea of fun would involve training," I said, eyeing the area. "But are we the ones fighting?"

"Well, that would be fun too," Tsubaki admitted, "but I was hoping to borrow the strength of one of your Summoned Beasts, Reima-dono. I’ve been wanting to test myself against an S-Rank at least once."

"I mean, I don't mind, but why the sudden interest?"

"Whatever the reason, seeing Laura and Luna-dono fight made me realize how much I still lack. I’ve continued my training, but I'm just not satisfied with the results. I thought that having one of your summons as an opponent might be exactly what I need."

I could follow her logic, but... finding a suitable training partner for her was the hard part. I have plenty of summons, but most of the ones who'd be good for sword training are a nightmare to deal with. The ones I’d befriended in the Wakuni region of Mythologia were mostly figures from Japanese myth. They’d be helpful, sure, but their personalities—and their sheer scale—were a disaster waiting to happen.

I closed my eyes, focusing inward to see if anyone was free. The moment I "asked," my mind was flooded with a cacophony of voices all screaming "Call me!" at once.

I was at a loss until I noticed one voice that was significantly louder than the rest. Since he was technically one of the few who possessed a modicum of common sense, I decided to go with him.

"...Alright. [Summon] Baal Wild Hunt."

I called his name without much thought, and the atmosphere shifted instantly. A gale began to howl.

A chill—or perhaps it was that primal, instinctive fear all living things feel in the presence of a predator—dominated the clearing. He was manifesting.

The neighing of a horse echoed through the trees, followed by the distant, haunting blast of a horn. The sound grew louder and more majestic, as if the world itself were heralding his arrival.

The trees shook violently. Shadows stretched and deepened as the clearing was plunged into an artificial night. Then, a voice boomed from the void.

"I am the storm. I am death. I am the calamity. Challenger, do you possess the resolve to face the disaster that is I?"

The world around us was overwritten by a stormy night.

At least he’s being considerate, I thought. He had deployed a barrier to contain the fallout, effectively transporting us to an isolated, unfamiliar space.

"The name bestowed upon me by my Lord is Baal! Master of the storm and the life-giving rain, leader of the host of death—I am Baal Wild Hunt!"

The Great King of Death appeared, wreathed in flickering blue flames and raging winds.

He’s one of the few summons I have with two distinct mythological origins. And the idiot just burned through thirty percent of my total mana just to make an entrance.
Chapter 62: Baal Wild Hunt

To put it simply, the guy looked like a giant knight.

Wind whistled through the gaps of his full-face helm while flames flickered from within. He held a spear in each hand, standing atop a chariot drawn by two horses as black as his own armor. Compared to the beast forms of my other Summoned Beasts, his appearance was profoundly alien.

“—This is a monster if I’ve ever seen one, I daresay,” Tsubaki remarked.

“You can still pull things like this out of your hat? I’d expect nothing less from my best friend,” Goro said.

“Incredible… we’re actually floating above the clouds,” Shiki added.

“Seriously… just… so… incredibly… cool,” Kaiser stammered.

Everyone except Laura had their own distinct reaction. Kaiser, in particular, seemed to have suffered a total loss of vocabulary. I performed a standard summon, and yet this idiot took thirty percent of my mana just because he was overexcited. I let out a heavy sigh as I looked at him.

Laura leaned in and whispered in my ear. “...Are you alright, Reima?”

“Yeah. I’ll lecture him later.”

“It is him, after all. Judging by the state of things, you didn’t actually expect him to act like this when you called, did you?”

“...Spot on.”

Laura knew his personality well enough to pity me. Baal had common sense and he’d been a huge help in the other world, but he had a pathological need to show off and act cool. I was already starting to regret the choice. Then again, if I hadn’t summoned him now, he probably would have insisted on a full orchestra for his next appearance. This was likely the lesser of two evils.

“So—is it just Tsubaki-san fighting?” I asked.

“I’m in too—or rather, let me fight him, friend! Seriously, he’s so cool!” Kaiser shouted.

“You’re ending every sentence with ‘cool,’ you Bakaiser… Well, I get it. This form is a bit much for a guy’s sense of romance. Though I didn’t realize your Summoned Beasts weren't all women, best friend.”

“...Of course they aren’t.”

“Haha. Well, for now, it’s Tsubaki-san, Goro, and me. I just hope we can actually make a fight of it…”

I turned back to the summon. “Baal… use only one spear. Magic is prohibited. Also, no horses. If your spear is knocked away, you lose.”

“Hmph. I understand, my Lord. I am merely to temper them, yes? In that case—I have certainly accepted their lives into my keeping!”

“Listen to me—absolutely, absolutely—no magic. I don’t care how much fun you’re having!”

I’ll say it again: this guy is usually the voice of reason among my summons. He has common sense, he can handle housework, and above all, he possesses a genuine knightly spirit. I wanted to believe he’d be fine, but the fact that I hadn't summoned him in so long was a massive bottleneck.

“Challengers!” Baal bellowed. “Since my Lord has requested it—come at me with the resolve of certain death! I shall answer you! Challenge me—and show me that resolve!”

Ah, he’s hopeless. He isn't listening to a word I say.

Resigned to the inevitable, I focused on recovering my mana so I could summon a stopper at a moment’s notice. I decided Algol would be the best fit for the job, then turned my attention back to the battle.

Tsubaki made the first move.

Gripping her katana, she lunged at him, but Baal moved with a speed that defied his massive frame. He dodged her strike and swung the shaft of his spear toward her.

“...Kagura!”

Kaiser jumped in to intercept the blow. It was a good save, but against a master like Baal, it was a rookie mistake. Intervening like that only served to create a new opening. 

Sure enough, as Kaiser parried the spear, Baal delivered a heavy, armored kick straight to his chest.

“He’s too heavy!”

“Well done, young man—you blocked it. Next—a thrust!”

“Ngh… [Weapon Summon]: Chevalier Lance!”

The Great King leveled his spear, and Kaiser summoned his signature weapon out of pure instinct. The two spears collided. The sheer impact shook the surrounding space, sending a dull, heavy thud echoing through the air.

The struggle lasted for several seconds. In the next moment, Tsubaki leaped out from Baal’s blind spot, sliding her blade toward his neck—only for him to catch the edge with his bare left hand.

“Young lady, you would do well to hide that bloodlust. Your aim is good, but you are far too straightforward.”

“I wasn’t intending to let any out, I daresay…”

“Did I not tell you? I am Death. I can recognize the scent of mortality whether I wish to or not.”

“That’s cheating, seriously—[Inferno]!”

Shiki, who had been hanging back and applying buffs, saw his chance while Baal’s hands were full. He dove into Baal’s personal space and unleashed his magic. However, Baal’s armor possessed absurdly high magic defense; the flames didn't leave so much as a scratch.

“Fuhaha! Splendid firepower! Now, challengers, allow me to shift gears!”

Baal backed off and leveled his spear once more, swinging the three-meter weapon in a wide, destructive arc. He was swinging it like a propeller, threatening to demolish everything in the vicinity. I understood he was trying to train them under his current restrictions, but I could feel him getting carried away. This was getting dangerous.

“...Avoiding is all well and good, but you lack the resolve to attack!”

“Are you kidding me?! How am I supposed to charge into a wild barrage like that?!” Goro yelled.

“He’s on another level—I’ll have to attack with the resolve to be swept away, I daresay!” Tsubaki shouted.

“Should I go in too?” Goro asked.

“...If you’re confident you’ll survive, go for it,” I muttered.

I watched, half-horrified, as Tsubaki charged into that storm of steel. She clearly understood he was holding back, yet she was still gambling her life on every parry.

“—Good, girl! Then I shall give you my answer!”

Behind that idiot Baal, more than ten black magic circles manifested. 

It was a vicious spell imbued with the concept of a storm—the kind of technique that would reap a person's soul in a single hit. Just as I expected, I thought. I let out a sigh and channeled my mana.

“That’s an extra lecture for you, Baal. [Summon]: Algol Gorgon.”

“You really are an idiot,” Algol said as she appeared. “For now, just turn to stone. Take your magic with you.”

“Wait, Master?! I can still fight—!”

Baal didn't get to finish. Pitilessly, Algol petrified him where he stood. Perhaps because he had been transformed into a remarkably well-crafted stone statue, the barrier dissipated. The duel ended on an anticlimactic note, leaving the Mountain Training Ground with a new permanent exhibit: the Statue of Baal Wild Hunt.
Episode 63: The Perfect... Butler?

"Nice work, Algol," I muttered, the exhaustion already settling into my bones.

"I figured it’d end up like this the moment he stepped out there. Of course I was prepared," she replied. Algol adjusted her glasses with a sharp click and stretched. 

She was shrewdly dressed in a one-piece dress—a departure from her usual attire. She spared a single, sigh-laden glance at the statue that used to be Baal before promptly releasing the petrification.

"—Master!? Why did you stop me!?"

The moment the stone fell away, Baal reverted to his human form. He closed the distance between us with speed so blinding it could have been mistaken for teleportation. His voice was thick with protest.

"I told you no magic," I said flatly.

"Nngh... but... Master! Seeing them strive with such fervor, I could not simply refuse to shift gears!"

"That part of you is fine, I guess. But [Magic Bullet] is crossing the line."

There I was, a mere high schooler, lecturing an absurdly handsome man with silver-streaked black hair and striking heterochromatic eyes—one red, one blue—accented by a monocle over his left eye. If he just kept his mouth shut, he could have easily been a top-tier idol. My words seemed to strike a chord, though, as he slumped his shoulders in genuine dejection.

"Well... look, thanks for taking them on. It helped," I said, trying to pivot. "Tsubaki-san, are you satisfied?"

"Indeed. Lord Baal, I thank you for indulging my training," Tsubaki replied with a respectful bow.

"Friend of my Master, you show promise," Baal said, his tone shifting back to that of a seasoned warrior. "If you train to suppress your bloodlust, you will grow further. Your technique was not half bad. Should I be summoned again, I would not mind being your opponent once more."

Just as I thought—Baal took a liking to her. Given his warrior temperament, he tended to favor those with a hunger for battle. In that sense, maybe summoning him hadn't been a total mistake.

"What about me!?" Kaiser chimed in.

"The boy with the dragon factor? Your judgment, your defense, and that spearwork were all commendable. However... that technique of yours merely channels the power of your partner, does it not? If you deepen the bond with your companion, you shall surely grow stronger."

"I haven't even called Valkyria out. You can tell?"

"I possess the power to perceive souls; I can see the form of the dragon slumbering within you. It helps that you are a Summoner like my Master. It would please me to see you devote yourself to your craft."

I’d forgotten he could do that. I watched Kaiser’s face light up with satisfaction. Knowing Kaiser, Baal’s beast form probably hit every single one of his aesthetic buttons. He was clearly a fan now.

"As for you, my Master's best friend... if you come to understand your 'Origin,' your firepower and sustainability should increase."

Goro blinked. "Origin? What’s that supposed to mean?"

"It would be tactless of me to explain. It only holds meaning if you grasp it yourself. Now then, Master..." Baal’s voice took on a different edge. "I am reaching the limit of my patience."

His body began to sway rhythmically, and his gaze locked onto me with unnerving intensity. 

This is bad. If I don't redirect this energy immediately, I'm done for. He'll ruin me.

"Ah... right. It’s been a while since your last summons, so I was prepared for this the moment you showed up. Uh, Tsubaki-san... we were planning a barbecue, right? You have the ingredients?"

"We certainly have the supplies, but... what is the matter?"

Thank god. That should be enough to vent his "desire."

"Good for you, Tsubaki," I said, my voice trailing off. "You’re about to eat a lot of food."

"We should have just gone back immediately," Laura whispered. 

She and Algol, both well-acquainted with the situation, spoke in voices heavy with sorrow. They shot me "save us" looks, but I just looked away. It was impossible. Considering how long it had been since his last summons, plus all the "Summon Me" pestering he’d been doing from the other side... and the sheer speed at which he worked...

Our stomachs were about to be destroyed.

"Friend of my Master," Baal asked, his eyes gleaming. "Where is this food?"

"In the cottage at the summit of that mountain—wait, he’s gone?"

The moment Tsubaki pointed, Baal’s form vanished like mist. Almost instantly, a light flickered on in the cottage far above us.

"Uh, best friend? What are you so worried about?" Kaiser asked.

"Look... Baal is a relatively decent, common-sense guy. You can talk to him, he’s a warrior at heart, and he’s incredibly capable. But... he has one incredibly dangerous habit."

"Master! Friends! Preparations are complete! Come at once!"

Baal reappeared before I could finish my explanation. He stood there with a look of absolute, radiant accomplishment... while wearing a frilly apron that didn't suit him in the slightest.

"How is it? Are you satisfied now?" I asked.

"I am quite satisfied for the moment, Master. Next, please allow me to take personal care of your daily needs."

"Absolutely not."

Before we could argue, we were whisked away by his conjured horses. When we reached the cottage, we weren't greeted by a simple barbecue. It was a mountain of food that made a royal Manchu Han Imperial Feast look like a light snack.

"What could have possibly happened in such a short time?" Goro stammered.

"Hey, Reima... what did you say Baal’s flaw was again?"

"An abnormal, borderline pathological desire for housework and service," I replied, my voice sounding hollow. "It’s fine this time because it’s just cooking. But if I let him start 'taking care' of me, I’ll be a useless, non-functioning human being within two days."

Back in Mythologia—the other world—there was a time his service-desire exploded. I became a "good-for-nothing" on a level that was genuinely frightening. To put it simply: you’d wake up and everything would just be... done. Cooking, laundry, even being dressed—everything was handled before I even realized it. I was reduced to a state where I didn't have to lift a finger to exist. Laura had been through it too. It was dangerous.

"Is this... paradise!?" Tsubaki gasped, her eyes sparkling at the spread.

"You are Tsubaki? I heard from that fool of a Magician that you possess a healthy appetite. I have increased the yield of the ingredients and prepared more than usual. Master, please, eat to your heart's content."

Baal... a monster fallen into demonhood, yet one who still held the aspect of a god of fertility. As long as he had mana, he could multiply crops indefinitely.

"Yeah... thanks, Baal," I said. "But hey, do you mind if I bring a few more people in?"

"Hm? Master, the newcomer is quite the glutton, you know?" Algol warned.

"Right... Behiko. Well, why not?"

[Summon] Behemoth.

I remembered the last "Imperial Feast Incident"—Behiko had put away a terrifying amount of food back then. As I summoned a few more Summoned Beasts to join the fray, I steeled myself to face a literal mountain of infinite cuisine.
Chapter 64: Apparently, the Magical Beast Girl Has a Grievance

“Master… I’m feeling extremely dissatisfied.”

“You shouldn’t say that while your cheeks are bulging with meat...” 

Despite her words, Behemoth’s face was practically glowing with a smile that said this is delicious. She continued her relentless assault on the food, having already polished off about thirty percent of the mountain-sized spread alongside Tsubaki-san. She stood on her tiptoes, reaching up to tap my shoulder with a persistent poke-poke.

“Muu—this food is one thing, but my grievance is another. Master, you leave me alone far too much. Also, I demand an improvement to the workplace environment.”

I was at fault for the first part, but the second half made no sense to me. I decided to start with the obvious.

“My soul isn’t exactly a corporate office, you know.”

“...Then do something about the fact that all the neighbors have such heavy emotions.”

“I wouldn't know anything about that. Besides, I don’t think everyone is that intense. I can’t speak for Sol, but Lycoris is basically indifferent to everything, isn't she?”

“...——”

“What’s with that look? The ‘is this guy actually serious?’ face.”

Behemoth looked genuinely speechless, staring at me with a face full of pure, unadulterated judgment. 

I thought back to my interactions with Lycoris. Sure, she was desperate for physical contact, but I didn't think her feelings were particularly 'heavy.' 

“...You think that is light? You really should go to a hospital and get your head checked.”

“Aren’t you being a bit harsh? Anyway, why do you suddenly know so much about how this world works?”

“I learned the common sense of this world in the Dungeon.”

“The Dungeon is a terrifying place... Fine. So, what exactly do you want me to change?”

I wasn't entirely sure what she meant by 'the Dungeon,' but since she was technically an ally, I figured I should listen to her demands. It would be a pain if she rebelled, and more importantly, she was the one who had—in a manner of speaking—defeated Baal.

“Oh, you’ll listen? Okay, first: summon me every day so we can deepen our bond. I’m not in my beast form, so you should be able to manage it.”

“Well, you’ve put quite a few shackles on yourself to stay in that form, so I appreciate the effort. I’ll check with the others and see what I can do.”

“Second: I want sweet snacks.”

“That’s a sudden shift in tone. Well, my mom’s hobby is baking, so that shouldn’t be a problem.”

“——Third: let me have a little taste of Master.”

“Hold on a second... Why the hell would you want that?”

The first two were reasonable enough, but the last one was firmly out of bounds. 

I knew some [Summoned Beasts] required blood and occasionally needed a drink, but Behemoth definitely shouldn't have been one of them.

“No. That’s going to be too much of a burden on me.”

“But you let that silver-haired, big-breasted nymphomaniac over there drink, didn't you? It made me curious.”

Behemoth suddenly pivoted, pointing the spearhead of the conversation directly at Laura.

Laura, who had been looking a bit green from indigestion, practically jumped at the sudden verbal attack. She rounded on us immediately.

“Wh—I am not a nymphomaniac!”

“I don’t think a person wearing a stupid outfit like a naked apron has much room to argue,” Behemoth countered flatly.

“That—that was all Ena’s fault! That moron researcher put some ridiculous ‘changing effect’ on the Teleportation Stone—!”

“I’m not finished. I was watching secretly, and you looked very excited while you were sucking blood from Master’s finger. I don’t know if Master’s blood has some kind of special effect, but you’re definitely a nymphomaniac.”

“Reima... please, defend me...”

Of all the people to be caught by, it had to be the most troublesome one. To make matters worse, everyone else had overheard and was now looking our way with varying degrees of interest.

“Since when did you become that kind of girl, Laura?” Tsubaki-san asked, walking over with a plate piled high with food. 

“I might not be able to defend you on this one... Reima, were you really doing that?” Ayane added. Her expression had actually changed, which was a rare sign of her being genuinely surprised.

“Best friend... you’ve finally become an adult,” Goro said, nodding sagely.

“Whoa... My friend, is that some new form of courtship?” Kaiser asked, his face turning red as his imagination clearly ran wild.

The scene was dissolving into chaos. If I didn't step in, Laura was going to be permanently branded a pervert. For the sake of my former comrade, I decided to give them a proper explanation.

“I didn't have the chance to explain it properly back then, but do you guys remember what I told you before?”

“Before? Uh, vaguely,” Goro replied. “Something about how you two were comrades in another world called Mythologia... and how you’re technically a version of yourself from a parallel world?”

“Right. In Mythologia, Laura was part of a race called Vampires. You know, like the blood-suckers from the old stories. Her ability allows her to gain various buffs when she ingests blood.”

“...A Vampire?” Goro’s eyes widened. “Wait, Laura, isn’t that setting a little too cool?”

“Shut up for a second, Goro. Reima is explaining,” Laura snapped.

“...Um, by buffs, do you mean that [Origin Burst] thing?” Tsubaki asked.

I was impressed she remembered that. We had only used it for a very short window, and the conversation about it had been brief. I nodded and continued.

“Exactly. I figured that if she was still Laura, she wouldn't have lost her ‘Origin.’ To even stand a chance against Luna back then, she needed that power, so I gave her a bit of my blood. Just to be clear, I didn't let her drink it because of some weird fetish.”

“——But her face was clearly—mmgh! Baal, stop stuffing meat in my mouth!”

The perfect butler had intervened with a sleight of hand so fast it was invisible to the naked eye, silencing Behemoth with a fresh serving of steak. Truly competent, I thought, as I wrapped up my explanation.

“Come to think of it,” Kaiser said, “we never actually heard the reason why you came to this world, Reima.”

“Oh, that... I guess this is as good a time as any.”

I started to speak, but the moment I tried to find the words, the memories of the end of that other world came rushing back. They were memories I had tried so hard to bury, never wanting to revisit them. The moment they resurfaced, my blood ran cold. I couldn't form the words.

The voices of the people from that world... the biting chill of that final moment of execution... it all flashed back with a violent intensity. My heart began to race.

“Alright... you don’t need to remember that, Reima. I’ll take over the explanation from here.”

Before I knew it, Merli had appeared at my side to support me, standing tall before my worried friends.
Chapter 65: An Explanation Session in a Dead Atmosphere

“...That psycho woman from back then.”

“How mean, Reima’s best-friend-kun. I’m a perfectly invincible, beautiful big-sister type, you know? I don’t think I’m ‘psycho’ at all. More importantly, I’d hate to make Reima tell the story himself, so do you mind if I handle it?”

“...That is fine, but... is my friend alright? His color has suddenly...”

“You really are a good boy, Kaiser-kun. I think if the world were full of kids like you, things wouldn't have ended up this way.”

I listened to their conversation with the detached sensation that they were speaking somewhere far away. I rested my body on the needlessly plush chair Merli had likely conjured in an instant.

“Well then, I’ll keep it simple. Reima was executed by the humans back in his old world.”

It was typical of Merli, in a sense, but the moment she spoke, she blew the entire mood to smithereens.

I’d thought she was being a bit too direct, but I would have been more troubled by a needlessly long-winded explanation. Above all, considering the mental burden on me, it was helpful that she’d put it so bluntly. Still, I could tell the atmosphere in the room hadn't just died—it had been annihilated.

“...Huh?”

“—Execution?”

“Lord Reima was?”

My best friend fell silent after leaking a single word. Ayane stood there, speechless. Kaiser repeated the word once, perhaps unable to process what he’d just heard, and Tsubaki-san looked like she simply didn’t believe it.

“Yep, yep. I didn’t see the actual event since I was busy holding back the other Summoned Beasts, but considering he’s here in this world now, I’d say he definitely died.”

“Hey, you wretch, have you no tact?”

“Now, now, Baal-kun, there’s no other way to put it, is there? No matter how you sugarcoat it, those pieces of filth killed our beloved Reima.”

“...With that way of speaking, you will only hurt our master’s friends in this world!”

“Ehh, then you explain it instead, Baal-kun.”

They were on the verge of a fight. It was impossible for me to stop the two of them while they were glaring at each other in my current state... but a brawl breaking out here would be a disaster. Just as I was wondering if someone would step in, I felt a wave of bloodlust radiating from Algol.

“Hey, shotacon. The explanation is fine, but... pick your damn words a bit better. And Baal, don't bother getting serious with her; it’s a waste of time. Just think about Reima for now.”

Algol snapped at them on my behalf. He really hasn't changed, I thought. I stole a glance at the others’ faces. As expected, their expressions were dark.

“...I have no excuse.”

“Yes, yes, sorry, Algol. Well then, I’ll keep the rest brief. After defeating the Demon King, Reima parted ways with his four companions and returned to the country that summoned him. Then, well, there was a bit of friction. They framed him as a traitor and executed him. That’s the gist of it.”

“Is that... truly what happened?”

“It is. There’s no point in lying, and I witnessed the end myself.”

Merli’s answer to Laura was heavy. It was a question asked by someone who already knew the truth, and Merli answered with the weight of someone who had seen it through.

“Tell me... did Reima, did my best friend not resist?”

Shiki’s magic was leaking out, likely due to his suppressed rage. He wasn't looking at Merli; his gaze was fixed on me. His voice carried a desperate tone, as if he were pleading for me to have fought back.

But Shiki probably already knows.
The very fact that I am standing in this world means the answer to that question isn't a happy one.

“Let me ask you instead, best-friend-kun... do you really think Reima—the man who commands monsters like us—would ever resist? He could have, certainly. He could have turned the entire kingdom into his enemy and walked away alive. But, you see...”

“...That’s enough. I understand.”

“Yes, yes. I’m impressed you know him so well. Anyway, before he knew it, Reima found himself in this world. And that’s the end of the story. Any questions? ...Wait, what’s wrong, everyone? Why so quiet?”

“As per usual, you don't have a shred of human decency, do you, Merli?”

“No, I do love humans for the most part, you know? I don't really care about anyone besides Reima, but I still think of myself as a safe and secure, good person.”

“Rich coming from someone who only likes them as a biological species...”

“Haha, you hit a sore spot.”

I watched the usual banter of the Summoned Beasts from my fluffy chair, observing how everyone was taking the news.

“Tell me, my friend—do you not hate that other world?”

“Ah... well, I’ve made my peace with it.”

“I see. Then I have nothing more to say.”

“Yeah... you really are kind, Kaiser.”

Even after answering Kaiser, the atmosphere remained cold. It felt exactly like a funeral wake. In the middle of the chilled venue, Algol finally spoke up.

“Well, whatever. You guys, this is a story that’s already over, so don’t dwell on it. I’ll take the leftover food and give it to the guys inside Reima, so let’s all just cool our heads for a bit, okay?”

With that, the gathering was effectively dissolved. Everyone returned to the cottages they were staying in for the night. We ended up spending the night in the worst possible atmosphere. I couldn't sleep; I just spent hours staring at the ceiling from my bed.

...Maybe it would have been better not to say anything.

I’d thought I would have to tell them eventually, but looking back, it was a cruel thing to dump on people as kind as them. I should have endured a bit more and explained it myself instead of letting Merli handle it. As those thoughts looped through my head, my consciousness finally began to slip away.

“Goodnight, Reima. We’re going to go take care of some business.”

“...I’m going to work a little hard, so please root for me, Master.”

Just before I went under, I thought I saw the figures of Merli and Luna. But the sleepiness was irresistible, and I drifted off into the dark.
Episode 66: Nighttime Talk

Deep within the forest shrouded in the dark of night, Luna and I stood before Laura at the training grounds—the same spot where Reima had likely fought Baal earlier that day.

“...So, what is it you want to ask, Laura?” I prompted.

“...About tonight,” Laura replied. “I came to hear the things you two were being vague about.”

“Well, I suppose you would notice... Yes, yes, as expected of the Vampire Princess. I’m impressed by your intuition. But let's keep this brief. I’ve put Reima to sleep, but forcing Luna to manifest like this is a strain even for me.”

While it was no trouble for me to appear, given the special way I resided inside Reima, summoning Luna was different. She had a formal contract with him, and pulling her out independently took a toll. It meant we were on a strict clock.

“I understand,” Laura said. “So, tell me—did the Kingdom of Aldia really execute Reima?”

“They did. The king of that country tried to use Reima’s power to invade his neighbors... Reima refused, obviously. Apparently, the king didn't take kindly to being told ‘no’.”

I explained the sequence of events while using my mana to construct a small, magical diorama. As I played out the tragedy with these miniature dolls, accurately reproducing the past, Laura’s expression grew dark.

“...And so, the Kingdom threatened Reima by using his remaining companions as shields. You can guess the rest, right? Reima, being the foolishly good-natured soul he is, stopped resisting. And then, they framed him as a traitor... Oh, by the way, keep this between us. Only a handful of the Summoned Beasts actually know the details.”

“...So he never changed? Not even at the end?” Laura whispered. “He was still trying to repay his debt to us?”

“Pretty much. The fact that you died certainly played a part... If anything, it only made him worse. He became obsessed with the idea that he would never let another companion die. He pushed himself to the breaking point, seeking the strength to protect us.”

I remembered it all too well, but it had been agonizing to watch. Reima’s behavior after this girl died... He was reckless in his attempts to increase his mana, spending nearly every waking hour training to master spells and techniques far beyond his station. He never slept. More than anything, he moved closer and closer to becoming a true Hero.

“The rest is simple. Tired, worn out, and robbed of his last hope of returning home, that boy—who was kind to a fault—accepted death to ensure our safety and the safety of his friends. He died with the world hating him.”

He had spent his final days searching for a better way, even as he was targets of the very people he had saved. Our beloved Hero died loathing nothing but his own perceived weakness.

Because he was that kind of man, he was able to save monsters like us... yet, because he was the kind of man who could never think of his own well-being, I knew this conclusion was inevitable.

My true nature is that of a Kingmaker—one who crafts Heroes.

Because of that, I’ve known many kings, but Reima has a case of ‘hero-sickness’ worse than any of them. He is a genuine softie, a magnificent fool who would throw everything away for the sake of others. He was the precious, number one disciple who reached out his hand to a wretch like me and chose to spend his time by my side.

“...Merli... if it’s too painful, I can speak,” Luna offered softly.

“No, I’ll tell it to the end. As the storyteller of his legend, as the one who witnessed it—that is my role. Well—anyway, for reasons I don’t quite understand, Reima ended up in this world! That’s all I have to say... but what do you want with Luna?”

“...I intended to ask for the reason behind our duel back then,” Laura said, her voice trembling. “But Merli’s explanation gave me my answer. Ah... why? Why did I have to die?”

This girl really hadn’t changed either. 

She had set out on a journey alone to protect her race, and Reima had saved her when she couldn't trust a soul. She was a princess in the exact same position as the rest of us. Because she was kind, just like him, she was undoubtedly drowning in regret.

“...Hey, Luna,” Laura said. “Will you fight me one more time?”

“Asking why would be tactless, wouldn't it?” Luna replied. “Fine. But I won't hold back.”

“—Thank you. Please, indulge my selfishness.”

I’ll need to prepare a barrier, I thought. I decided to watch their story unfold as its narrator. See, Reima? You really are cherished, aren't you? So... please, don't sacrifice yourself anymore.



I woke up to a gnawing sense of dread.

The temperature around me had plummeted; it was cold enough to catch a cold, which was bizarre for midsummer. To figure out what was happening, I hurried outside. I immediately sensed a massive amount of mana and the presence of a barrier coming from the open training grounds down the hill.

“Merli’s barrier? And is that... Luna and Laura?”

I threw on some clothes, reinforced my body with mana, and sprinted toward the source. Inside the barrier, an otherworldly vista had taken hold.

Ice choked the training ground. A blood-stained Laura was lunging at Luna with reckless abandon. It looked like a legitimate fight to the death. Merli was simply standing by, watching. If I didn't stop this, Laura was going to die.

She was covered in deep wounds. Even as she exhaled white mist into the frigid air, she continued to challenge Luna.

“...What are you two do—”

I didn't get to finish. Merli conjured a piece of bread out of thin air and stuffed it into my mouth, cutting me off.

“Sorry, Reima. This is the one thing that must be witnessed,” she said.

I didn't understand the circumstances, but the weight in Merli’s voice made me stay my hand. I chose to watch.

For the next five minutes, Luna’s overwhelming assault continued. Finally, a battered Laura collapsed to the ground.

“...Well, Laura? Are you satisfied?” Luna asked.

“Yeah... I really am weak,” Laura wheezed.

“Naturally. There’s a gap between those of us who defeated the Demon King and you, who disappeared halfway through.”

“...I suppose so. Truly... I am weak. Why am I so pathetic...?”

“Now, now, you two,” Merli interrupted. “The protagonist has arrived, so it’s time for a little chat. Reima, give her some blood. If we leave her like this, Laura’s actually going to die.”

“I know... Just tell me what happened afterward.”

First things first: treatment. To hear her side—and to save her life—I offered her my neck. She sank her fangs in. In the silence of the dark woods, the sound of her gulping echoed. A faint, hazy pleasure washed over me as I waited for her wounds to close.



[Afterword]

This is a massive report!!! 

[To the Another World Summoner Dungeon ~The Summoned Beasts I Brought Back to the Modern Day Are Definitely Overpowered~] is officially getting a light novel publication! I can’t share all the details yet, but this is entirely thanks to you, the readers. The work for the publication is intense, but I’ll keep doing my best on the web version too, so please keep supporting me! Give me lots of stars and comments to celebrate!
Chapter 67: Determination

The training grounds had been restored by Merli’s hand.

Left alone to settle things between the two of us, Laura and I sat in the dirt, passing the time in a heavy silence. I’d heard the gist of what happened, but I was still pretty pissed off that things had escalated into a full-blown life-or-death struggle. More than that, I just didn't have the slightest clue how to talk to her.

I’ve always been bad with this kind of atmosphere. It was plain awkward. As I sat there agonizing over what to say, Laura finally broke the silence, her voice slow and heavy.

"Hey, Reima... didn't you ever resent them?"

"...Ah, you mean the people from that other world? Well, yeah. I guess you could say that. But in the end, I just couldn't bring myself to hate them."

"Why? They... they betrayed you, didn't they?"

"I mean, sure, it was a shock. The King had always been kind to me, and the people of the country were good folk. Then I was branded a traitor and they all turned their backs on me in an instant. But even so, I figured it was worth it if my being gone meant everyone else could live in peace."

...I wasn't going to lie and say it was easy. The treatment I’d received was pretty damn miserable. 

I couldn't even get a decent meal most days. Worse than the hunger, though, were the eyes—everyone looking at me like I was some kind of freakish monster. I’d hated that.

"Oh, but Shura and the others would sneak me food sometimes. He believed in me right until the end. Even after they told him I’d betrayed the kingdom, he actually tried to plot my escape. I turned him down, though."

Shura was an ally from back then, a man who held the Assassin Job within the kingdom’s ranks. He was one of the first people I’d set out on a journey with. He was willing to make the entire kingdom his enemy just for my sake, but I couldn't let him do it. It would have ruined his dream.

He’d always aimed for a world where people could just hold hands and laugh together. If my execution as a "common enemy" brought that world one step closer to reality, then that was fine by me. 

Though, I still feel a pang of guilt about it. It’s a bit painful to think I couldn't tell the truth to a guy who was that much of a soft-hearted pushover, despite his "cool" exterior.

"Then there’s Lufel and Garda. I’m a bit worried about them, but I’m sure those two are doing fine even without me. Probably."

Lufel was... well, he was a total airhead. I honestly wondered if he was managing his duties as the Pope in the Holy City properly. As for Garda, he was the heir to the Beastman Kingdom, but he was a total wildcard. 

I worried about how they were faring now, but they were the type of guys who pulled through when the chips were down. They’d be fine.

"And then there was Wakuni. I made a comrade there too, a guy named Izana. He’s the Shogun of Wakuni, and apparently some kind of Arahitogami? He’s the one who taught me the way of the sword. His training was pure Spartan hell, I’ll tell you that."

The Shogun of Wakuni had a legendary sweet tooth; he’d beg for mitarashi dango every time he saw an opening. He was a comrade who stuck by me for the final six months for the sake of world peace. He was a master of the naginata and the bow, too—the guy was terrifyingly strong. In terms of pure skill, he was easily on the level of someone like Yamato-san. I lost count of how many times he pinned me to the floor. Well, thanks to him, I can use just about any weapon now.

"...Look, Laura. I don’t know what’s eating at you, but I don’t harbor any resentment toward that other world. I can't. It wouldn't be fair to them. Sure, there were some miserable times, but the precious memories I have far outweigh the bad."

"...Reima is just Reima, isn't he? You’re still the same idiot I’ve always known."

"Hey, calling me an idiot is a bit uncalled for, don't you think?"

"No, you are an idiot. Soft-hearted and far too kind—you’re a precious, magnificent fool."

"What the hell is a 'magnificent fool' supposed to be...?"

"Don't worry about it. You’re too dense to understand anyway."

"Wow... harsh."

She called me an idiot, but she actually looked satisfied. It seemed like the weight had finally been lifted from her shoulders. Her face looked lively again. I guess my silver tongue still has it, I thought, feeling a sense of relief from the bottom of my heart that she was back to her old self.

"...Because of that, I’ve made up my mind."

"Eh? Made your mind up about what?"

"...Seriously, why is your hearing so damn good?"

"Heh. It's my identity."

"You really are an idiot."

"Hey, you definitely meant that as an insult just now!"

And so, we sat together as the night deepened. Eventually, seeing as it was getting late, we decided to head back to the cottage.



Ever since reincarnating from Mythologia, I had been living without purpose.

This world had things called Dungeons; it was a peaceful place, incomparable to the world we had left behind. I had died after entrusting everything to Reima, believing that he would be the one to see it through. Then he died, too.

Betrayed by the very people he protected, accepting every hardship just to keep them safe.

I had spoken with him, exchanged words, and realized just how little he had changed. With that Heroic disposition of his, he had forced his way into my life, melting the heart of a girl who feigned being a lone wolf. He was still the same fool. He was the man I loved.

I have never once thought of forgetting him. No, forgetting is impossible. He is my most precious person, the only one whose blood I have ever tasted—my beloved Hero.

"I will give him everything."

I will never let him be betrayed again. I will devote my entire life to striking down every enemy in his path. After all, he was the one who granted my wish. I owe him that much, and my feelings for him run that deep.

"I’ll never let him be alone again. No matter what happens."

I swear it—I will always be on his side.

This is my Oath of the Moonlit Night. I will become stronger. I will live for his sake, through anything and everything. I swear it.
Chapter 68: The Frantic Prelude to the Festival

The consecutive holidays in the mountains came and went. I spent the next two days at school, working alongside Shiki, Ayane, and Asahi. We were in the thick of preparations for the Culture Festival, which was being held in conjunction with the steadily approaching Dungeon Festival.

“An acquaintance of mine at a shop acted as a middleman for the noodles, and I managed to snag some high-quality meat through Tsubaki-san’s connections. As for the most important part—the vegetables—Reima’s Baal provided enough to kill a man. Food-wise, we’re all set!”

I listened to my best friend summarize our progress on the order forms while I handled the heavy lifting. With my summoned beasts helping out, we focused on the physical labor of setting up the stalls.

“And look! From right here, we’ll have a perfect view of Kushinada-chan’s live performance during the Culture Festival!”

Shiki let out a boisterous, uncharacteristic laugh. I watched him with a look of mild resignation as we continued the work, finally finishing the setup for both the shaved ice and yakisoba stalls.

“Reima… do something about him,” Ayane sighed.

“It’s no use. I’ve seen enough of Shiki’s idol obsession in my previous life to know better. If I try to stop him now, he’ll probably just explode.”

“I guess you’re right. Wait, so the Shiki from your world was like that too?”

“Yeah. His ‘top pick’ wasn't just one person, either. It was a nightmare when he dragged Ayane and me along for a nationwide tour. You know how lucky you are.”

“...In a weird way, yeah. But I see. That means we actually finished an entire tour?”

“Yeah. Every time Ayane applied for tickets, she won. Long breaks and holidays were basically just one long trip across Japan.”

It was nostalgic, in a way. From what I remembered, Shiki had possessed infinite stamina back then, and keeping up with him had been a special kind of hell. I’d gone along with it because he was my best friend and I’d enjoyed myself well enough, but my allowance had definitely felt the burn.

“...We were really close, weren’t we? All of us.”

“Yeah. Honestly, except for the fact that Dungeons exist here, things are mostly the same.”

“I’m glad,” Ayane said, looking a bit sentimental. “It makes me happy to know that the ‘me’ over there was good friends with you guys, too.”

We talked like that for a while until our preparations were finally complete. All that was left was to rest until the Dungeon Festival kicked off tomorrow, but then—

“Whoops, another earthquake? They’ve been frequent lately.”

I looked around as I started to stretch, feeling a light tremor underfoot. Fortunately, it wasn't strong enough to knock anything over, but they had been happening for several days now. It was starting to make me uneasy.

“Hey, Baal! Is the stall okay?!”

“Master! I have braced it firmly with my magic! It is unscathed!”

“Good. Thanks, man.”

“Kugh—!”

“Hey, you okay?”

Seeing that everything was fine, I’d offered a simple word of thanks, only for Baal to suddenly clutch his chest and slump down.

“Do not worry, Master. I am merely… overwhelmed with joy to have received my Master's gratitude.”

“You’re so dramatic. I’m always grateful to you, so don't let it get to your head. But seriously, thanks for the help today.”

“...The pleasure is mine, Master. Nothing makes me happier than being of use to you.”

“Then we’re even. Well, preparations are basically done, and it looks like Shiki and the others are heading home. Shall we?”

“Indeed, Master! We must return posthaste so that I may practice the secrets of yakisoba!”

Baal gestured grandly as he began reciting the "ultimate secrets of yakisoba" he’d apparently learned from Shiki. He really does love cooking, I thought. But as I turned to follow the others, Baal stopped.

“Tell me, Master. Are you having fun right now?”

His voice was unusually serious.

“Hm? Yeah, I’m having a blast.”

“Then it is well! Hmph! I look forward to bestowing my secret techniques upon the humans once the festival begins! And Master, we simply must tour the festivities together!”

The moment I’d answered, Baal went right back to being noisy. I suppose it makes sense, I mused. His original source was a god, after all. He always did love human activities. If there was a festival happening, he was always the first one to dive in and enjoy it.

“Alright, let’s go—wait, another one?”



I traced my memories through the haze of a slumber.

Deep within the warm embrace of the earth, I slept, ruminating on my final moments. I thought of those who had ended me—no, I thought of him. He was the one who had stopped me when I could grant nothing but ruin to the world, when I had failed to save anyone.

Ah, I love him. I love him more than anyone.

I cannot forget. No—no matter how much time passes, I cannot forget that Hero. I long for him. I wanted to stay in those records, cherishing them forever.

However, the fact that my consciousness has returned can only mean one thing: I must once again grant destruction to the world. Who will I face this time? Will I meet someone like him? Someone like the man who ended me for the first time?

“Surely… that would be impossible.”

As the words left my lips, I began to reconstruct my body. I took the form I held in my final memories—the form I took when I faced Reima Kariya. The form of the woman who loved him.

I am Volnyux of the Calamitous Night, the disaster born of the earth. I am a nature spirit loved by the soil even as I destroy it—one of the Four Heavenly Kings of Mythologia.

“It matters not why I have awakened. I am a weapon. I am a calamity.”

Magma seethed and bubbled around me. Plants sprouted only to be instantly incinerated as the ground shook, carving out my new stronghold.

“Now, humans—show me if you can overcome the trial that is I.”
Episode 69: Yakisoba and Shaved Ice

It was the day of the Dungeon Festival in Shinjuku. Having finished the setup for our food stall, we spent the early morning hours running through our final checks.

"Yakisoba ingredients are a go! The shaved ice syrup is a special fruit pulp blend made from Baal’s own produce! Pricing is set at three hundred yen for both the yakisoba and the ice. The live show viewing setup is also perfect. We haven’t missed a single detail!"

Shiki, my best friend, made this grand declaration with a loud, confident voice. It was still very early, well before the festival was set to begin. He finished his check by retightening his bandana—a special-edition one with a flame pattern. He was clearly taking this way too seriously.

Beside him, Baal was helping prep the grill, wearing the exact same bandana. Combined with his apron, the look was... well, it was a disaster. It didn't suit him in the slightest.

"Baal, why on earth are you wearing a bandana too?" I asked.

"I was told it was tradition, Master. How about you? Would you like to wear one as well?"

"Take it off. It looks terrible on you."

"Wh-What...?"

It wasn't that Shiki’s bandana was inherently bad. It was just that Baal was a black-haired, silver-streaked specimen of a man whose face was a literal weapon—he looked like a foreign idol. Seeing a man that handsome wearing a "tough-guy" bandana just felt wrong.

"Does it really look that bad, Master?"

"Well... yeah."

I didn't want to be the one to say it, but with that monocle added to the mix, he looks like a cluttered mess of accessories. It just makes the whole thing awkward.

"I see. If Master says so, I have no choice but to remove it... Even though I dreamed of us matching."

"..." I sighed. "Hey, Shiki. Do you have any spares?"

"I've got five extras, but don't tell me you're actually going to wear one, Reima!?"

"Baal rarely asks for anything," I muttered, resigned to my fate. "It can't be helped."

This guy almost never made selfish requests. In fact, this might have been the first time he'd ever expressed a personal whim like this. Between that and wanting to repay him for everything he’d done for me, I swallowed my pride and borrowed a bandana from Shiki.

I didn't usually wear things like this, so I had no idea if it looked decent or not, but I turned to face Baal anyway.

"Shiki," Baal said, his voice solemn. "I shall grant you one wish. That is the depth of my gratitude."

"Uh... sure. Thanks?"

I was hoping for a compliment on how I looked, but okay. 

Based on Baal's reaction, I gathered I didn't look completely ridiculous, which was a relief. However, having a former god promise to grant a wish over a bandana was a bit of an escalation. This could get dangerous.

"Good work, everyone. Asahi and I are finished with—wait, Reima, why are you wearing a bandana?" Ayane asked as she walked up.

"It’s a long story."

"Heh... It actually suits you. I'm surprised."

"If you say so, I guess I can relax. Anyway, all that's left is to wait for the start. Oh, right—I was thinking of asking Luna and the others to help as salesclerks. Is that okay?"

If we were doing this, I wanted to sell as much as possible. This yakisoba was far beyond the quality of typical festival food, so I wanted to go all out with our "booth attractions" as well. I knew Luna and the rest were cute enough to draw a crowd. Shiki had already mentioned wanting them to help, so I decided to call them out.

"Sure, I think that's a great idea," Ayane agreed.

After getting the okay, I checked with Luna and Behiko. They both agreed to help, so I summoned them. Luna was wearing some casual clothes I’d bought for her when we went to the movies, while Behiko was dressed in a gothic lolita outfit that was likely one of Arachne's creations.

"I'll help. Give me yakisoba," Behiko demanded.

"You really are a free spirit... You’ve been raiding my snack stash without permission lately, too."

"Master’s sweets belong to me."

"That's not something you should say with such a smug look on your face, you know."

I retorted as she gave a small, mischievous smile. Looking at her, I felt relieved that she seemed to be getting along with the other Summoned Beasts. Even though our contract had been an accident, I intended to support her properly now that she was one of us.

"Is that a new outfit, Luna?"

"Yes. I wanted to show you. How do I look, Master?"

"I'm the one who picked it out, so obviously it looks fine..."

"..." Luna’s expression soured. "Dumbass."

"Fufu. Same old hopeless Reima," Ayane teased, watching us with a nostalgic look.

Give me a break. I quickly backtracked, making sure to tell Luna she looked great to salvage the situation.



"Yo, kid. Preparations going smoothly?"

"Ah, Yamato-san—wait, what are you doing here?"

The man who had approached us without making a sound was Yamato Kusanagi himself, the star of the festival. He acted so natural that I’d greeted him before the shock of his presence actually hit me.

"Well, it is my festival. I figured I'd at least come by and take a look."

"I guess... that makes sense?"

"Right? Anyway, I’m just doing a bit of a preview and taste-test of the stalls before the crowds arrive. It’ll be a nightmare once the gates open."

"Fair enough. You want some yakisoba?"

I figured having the hero himself promote us wouldn't hurt our sales, so I decided to serve him.

"Oh, sounds good. I'll take three."

"Baal, get the grill going."

"I have already finished, Master!"

"That was way too fast!"

I really had to wonder if Baal was using his abilities correctly. This man could command storms, lightning, and [Magic Bullet], not to mention his control over crop growth and the acceleration of time... and yet, almost all of it was being channeled into cooking and housework. I felt a constant urge to point out the absurdity of it.

"...Kid," Yamato said, looking at Baal. "This guy is something else."

"Baal? Yeah... well, he’s actually incredibly strong."

"I can tell. Hey, kid, you got time later? I’d love to test my skills against him."

"Ah, I'll have to ask Baal about that."

I feel like I've been through this exact conversation before. 

I made a mental note to check with Baal later and handed Yamato the food.

"Whoa! What is this? The meat is standard, but these vegetables are insanely good!"

"They were grown by Baal. So, Yamato-san, can we count on you for a shout-out?"

"Honestly, this stuff doesn't even need a promotion. But sure, I'll do it. Is the shaved ice just frozen fruit that's been shaved down?"

"Yeah. We freeze the fruit Baal grows, shave it, and top it with homemade syrup or condensed milk."

Baal truly was a god of fertility. The quality of his produce was staggering. Whether it was because they were manifestations of his mana or just a result of his personal obsession, everything he grew was stupidly delicious.

"I’ve circled the whole festival, and this is the best spot by far. You’re going to be swamped with customers, so good luck, kids."

"Is it really going to be that crowded?"

"Yeah. Management said that with the live show and everything else, they’re expecting a turnout of about a million people. And if you’re serving food like this... well, I won't state the obvious."

Only now did it start to sink in that we might have over-prepared.

I felt a slight pang of regret, but I quickly brushed it aside. It was too late to change anything now. I settled in to spend the remaining time before the festival's start with my friends.
Chapter 70: The Dungeon Festival—Opening

As ten o’clock rolled around, a celebratory signal fire streaked into the sky, marking the start of the festivities.

Almost immediately, a section of Shinjuku—the festival’s primary venue—was flooded by a literal avalanche of people. Naturally, a good portion of that crowd descended upon our food stall.

"Well... the initial rush is about what I expected," I muttered.

Shiki, Ayane, and I were all relatively famous in the adventuring world, which certainly helped our numbers. It also didn't hurt that the shop was technically being run by Ayane, an S-Rank Adventurer, and she had spent the previous day aggressively promoting it on her stream.

"......Whoa."

I knew we’d be busy. I got that much.

I also knew that since we were using Baal’s magically enhanced crops, the quality of the food would be top-tier and it would sell like crazy. I understood all of that, and yet... this was a bit much.

"Hey, Reima. I can't keep up with the shaving," Ayane said, her voice trailing off as she stared at the scene before us.

An abnormal, seemingly endless line of people stretched out into the distance. It wasn't just two rows; four distinct lines had formed in front of our yakisoba and shaved ice stalls. Thanks to Baal’s "acceleration," the yakisoba production was actually keeping pace, but the shaved ice side was clearly falling behind.

"......[Summon] Merli."

"Muu... what is it, Reima? Did you miss me so much that—Wait, what's with this crowd?"

I’d prepared four ice-shaving machines beforehand, knowing we’d be busy. They were high-end commercial models, and I’d honestly thought they would be enough. But looking at this mob—and knowing the afternoon would only get more crowded—it was painfully obvious we were under-equipped.

"Merli, can you make more ice-shaving machines?"

"...Ah, I see. Fine, I'll do it. But you owe me a reward later, okay?"

"Fine. Just get it done."

"Leave it to me! First, [Analysis]... Hmm, so that’s how they’re built."

After analyzing one of the existing machines, she used alchemy—or whatever passed for magic in her repertoire—to manifest six more. Being the overachiever she is, she then summoned a group of familiars that looked like tiny snow fairies to man the stations.

"If we’re serving cold treats, we might as well do it Yukinko-style! Aren't they adorable?"

Visually, it was a scene of several Yukinko diligently cranking handles to shave ice. It was, for lack of a better term, violently cute. In fact, it was so cute that Ayane—who had a well-known weakness for anything adorable and snow-related—actually stopped working for a moment to stare.

"Can I take a video of that?! Also, one strawberry shaved ice, please!"

"Sure thing," I replied to the high-school girl. "Just don't try to take the Yukinko home with you, alright?"

She looked so smitten with the summons that I felt the need to give her a firm warning before she tried to kidnap our staff.

"Thank you so much!"

"That’ll be three hundred yen. Feel free to spread the word about us."

With Shiki and Baal handling the grill, Ayane and Asahi working alongside the Yukinko, and Luna and Behemoth out front acting as barkers, the roles were set. That left me to handle the accounting. I spent the next two hours in a state of semi-conscious mechanical labor until we finally hit a break.



"I’m realizing this a bit late, but this is way beyond the scale of a school festival," I sighed.

"Tell me about it. That promotional push was terrifyingly effective," Shiki replied.

It was noon, and we were both thoroughly exhausted. The yakisoba had sold out for the moment, giving us a chance to breathe and chat.

"Well, we’re officially on break. What do you say, best friend? Want to go check out the other stalls?"

"Sounds like a plan. The Yukinko have things covered here, so let's grab Ayane, too."

"Oh, good call, Reima."

We invited Ayane along, leaving the stall in the hands of my Summoned Beasts. The three of us set off to explore the various food and game stalls, just like a normal group of friends at a festival.

There were rows upon rows of food and attractions. We spent about thirty minutes walking around and buying snacks, but then...

"Yeah, I saw this coming... I’m lost."

True to form, I had somehow managed to get separated from the other two in the sprawling Shinjuku venue. I stood alone in a quiet corner away from the main flow of traffic, hanging my head in resignation.

"Seriously, I'm screwed. There’s no way I’m meeting up with them via phone in this crowd. The sheer volume of people is insane."

I figured my best bet was to drift with the crowd back toward the shaved ice stall. I sent a quick text explaining the situation and prepared to move out, when...

"Ugh... I'm so lost..."

I glanced over and saw a familiar figure slumped over nearby, looking just as dejected as I felt. She wasn't wearing her usual professional suit, but I recognized her immediately.

She looked like she was at the end of her rope, so I decided to call out.

"Um, Saaya-san? Are you okay?"

It was Saaya Kusanagi, Yamato’s granddaughter and my designated handler at the guild. The moment she saw me, her despondent expression vanished, and her eyes began to sparkle with hope. She looked ready to lung at me.

"Reima-kun! Save me!"

She wailed, tears actually welling up in her eyes.
Episode 71: A Practical Tryst for the Directionally Challenged

“So, you came here on business, but the crowds were too much and you lost your way?”

“Yeah... I planned to be here much earlier, but the food was so good—before I knew it, I was lost. My phone died, too, so I couldn't even call for help.”

Saaya-san usually projected an air of absolute composure, but as she sat on that park bench, she looked utterly defeated. She took the orange juice I’d handed her, sipping it slowly as she tried to regain some semblance of calm.

She wasn’t in her standard suit today. Instead, she wore something... what was the term? Refined? Neat? It was the first time I'd seen her in glasses. I guess she has a life outside the office after all, I thought, waiting patiently for her to find her voice again.

“Ah, this orange juice is actually really good...”

“Feeling any better?”

“Yeah. Thanks, Reima-kun. Ugh... today is such an important day. Why am I such a mess?”

She seemed to have calmed down, but the spark was gone, replaced by a dreary negativity. I wasn't sure how to encourage her. Without knowing the specifics of her situation, trying to help felt like a shot in the dark. I stood there, indecisive.

“Anyway, where are you supposed to be?”

“The special stage for the idol performance. I was asked to help out with the event today...”

“You never catch a break, do you? Is this the place?”

I pulled up the map app on my phone and showed her the location I remembered. She gave a series of small, rapid nods. 

“That’s it,” she said, attempting to stand up and head off on her own. 

“You’re just going to get lost again,” I sighed. “Why don't I walk you there?”

“Are you sure? But... isn't this your festival too?”

“It is, but our stall already sold out. Besides, I'm lost and bored. Might as well make myself useful.”

“...I didn't realize you were directionally challenged too, Reima-kun.”

She muttered something about how unexpected that was, but she stood up and waited for me to lead the way. So, there I was, navigating the sweltering crowds of Shinjuku with a map in one hand and a high-ranking official in tow.

“Based on the way the crowd is moving, we might have to take the long way around,” I noted.

“I’ve got an hour to spare, so... that should be fine?”

“Got it. Though, I have to ask—does the Dungeon Agency usually handle idol management?”

I knew she worked for the government’s Dungeon Agency; she was my direct handler, after all. I just couldn't picture her doing anything that didn't involve Adventurers.

“Well... an acquaintance asked if I could spare some time. I'm not very good at saying no.”

“I see. I've heard the idol appearing today—Kushinada-san—is a pretty big deal.”

“Are you a fan, Reima-kun?”

“Not really. But Shiki—my best friend—is obsessed. He’s been ‘educating’ me for days.”

In the lead-up to the Dungeon Festival, Shiki had spent days on a relentless missionary campaign. By the time he was done, I was an involuntary expert on everything Kushinada. I’d been forced to memorize her discography from her debut to her latest hits. I even had the fan calls down to a science. It was exhausting.

“I'm surprised Shiki-kun is into idols,” Saaya-san said.

“It fits him, in a weird way. He's an otaku for just about everything.”

“You two really are close. And Ayane-chan too, right?”

“I suppose so.”

“Must be nice. I never really had a normal childhood friend.”

Talking to her in a private setting was surprisingly easy, considering how depressed she’d looked earlier. I was glad to see her cheering up. But the casual atmosphere shattered when the ground beneath us jolted. A heavy tremor followed immediately. Saaya-san stumbled as the world shook. I reflexively lunged forward, catching her arm and pulling her toward me to keep her upright.

“Are you okay!?”

“Ah, yeah—thanks, Reima-kun.”

I'd gripped her pretty hard; I hoped I hadn't left a bruise. The shaking stopped as quickly as it had started, but it felt different from the minor quakes we'd been having lately. It was stronger. There was no visible damage, but a cold knot of unease tightened in my gut. 

Just for a second, when the ground started to move... I felt the unmistakable ripple of magic power.

“Reima-kun? You look... scary. Is everything alright?”

“Oh, sorry. My bad. We're almost at the venue. You think you can make it from here?”

“Yes, I'm fine! Thank you for the escort. Here—take these.” 

She pressed something into my hand. They were front-row tickets. 

“For the Kushinada concert. There are four of them, so you can bring your friends.”

“Are you sure about this?”

“Think of it as a reward for the guide service. Just keep it a secret, okay?”

“Understood. I'll see you there.” 

I sent a quick message to Shiki and Ayane’s group chat letting them know I was on my way back. With the unexpected gifts in hand, I headed back to find my friends.
The Hype is Unreal! An Idol Concert!

"Wait, why is Laura here?"

"Because I heard you got lost—still as directionally challenged as ever, I see."

"Look, I just have trouble navigating places I’ve never been to before. It’s not as bad as you're making it out to be."

"Is that so? I seem to recall the labyrinths being a literal hell whenever Lufel’s airheadedness and your lack of direction combined."

I felt a pang of bitterness as that memory resurfaced. 

It was a story from back in the other world—a certain ancient labyrinth. I've since reflected on my actions, but at the time... between me charging off wherever I pleased in that complex maze and Lufel wandering toward anything that caught her eye, the result was a total train wreck.

"............Just forget that happened."

"You expect me to forget that? Don't ask for the impossible."

I knew it was an unreasonable request, considering I remembered it too. But from Laura’s perspective—the one who had to work the hardest as the group's sole voice of reason back then—the memory was apparently so traumatic that it left her radiating a sense of profound melancholy.

"Sorry, Laura. It seems the Reima of every world lacks a sense of direction."

"...I see. It's the same here, too. I see..."

Wait, am I really so pathetic that it warrants her hanging her head in despair?

No... surely I was better than that. Or so I thought. Watching the two of them bond over how hopeless I was made me feel completely pathetic. I shot a look toward Shiki, pleading for backup, but she just gave me a slow, pitying shake of her head. I wanted the floor to swallow me whole.

"...Wait, where’s Asahi?"

"Asahi already headed to the venue with another friend. Apparently, she won tickets in the lottery."

"Huh... Asahi’s got some luck."

My reaction was a bit blunt, but according to Shiki’s info, the venue for Kushinada’s Shinjuku concert only held about four thousand people. Given her follower count, the odds of winning were supposedly sixty to one.

Shiki had been frustrated because she couldn't secure tickets even with Ayane’s help, yet Asahi just casually won them on her own?

"Well, it doesn't matter now since my best friend hooked us up! Let’s get moving!"

"Roger... so, we have one extra. Do you want it, Laura?"

"I never said I particularly wanted one..."

She replied while looking away, though she’d been stealing glances at the ticket for a while. Fine, I’ll just see if anyone else who likes festivals wants it, I thought, scanning the area.

"In that case, Ba—"

"I also didn't say I wouldn't take it! It’s a rare occasion, after all!"

"You could have just said that from the start. We’ve only got thirty minutes until the show, so let’s hurry."

I dismissed my [Summoned Beast] for the time being. Together with Ayane, Shiki, and Laura, I headed to the venue. Thanks to the special passes, we were led past the crowds to the front-row section usually reserved for staff.

"............Hey, Saaya-san gave these to you, right?"

"Well... yeah."

"Who the hell is she, seriously? Competent people are terrifying."

Between the tickets and my Adventurer license, the identity verification was seamless. I’d never seen a show from such amazing seats before; the pre-show jitters were already hitting me hard.

Thanks to Shiki’s tireless indoctrination, I knew the fan calls perfectly. More than that, I had to face the reality that I was actually starting to become a fan myself. By the time there were ten minutes left on the clock, I was too restless with excitement to sit still.

Then, the ten minutes passed. The entire venue fell into a silence so heavy I could feel the tension radiating from the musicians on stage—the performers behind the drums, guitar, shamisen, and taiko. Then, she appeared from the wings.

Her long, pale-green hair was tied in a side-tail on the right. Dressed in an idol outfit designed to look like glittering shrine maiden robes, she gripped her microphone and flashed a smile in our direction.

"It’s the fiftieth anniversary of the Dungeon Festival. Since I was invited... how about we start with a new song? Listen to... [Sakutsukiyo]."

A momentary silence followed. Then, with a single strike of the shamisen—it began.

The music flowed, buoying her voice. It was up-tempo but not aggressive; a gentle, resonant melody. It wasn't like her debut song Shiki had made me listen to—which was all about "moving forward together." This was different. This was a song about "staying by someone's side."

The crowd was spellbound. More than just hearing it, they were feeling it. 

Being part of this space, I understood. This was a song for those working hard, a song of support... but I felt there was more to it than that.

"............Huh?"

The whisper escaped my lips involuntarily as tears began to spill down my cheeks. 

I didn't understand why. It wasn't just because the music was good. A dull ache throbbed in my head... something inside me was being stirred, shaken to its core. My heart was filled with a singular, overwhelming thought: I'm so glad. I'm so glad I could finally fulfill the promise.

"...Phew. Yeah. Ehehe. I finally got to sing it."

The song ended, and the silence was instantly replaced by a deafening roar of applause. 

For some reason, the sentimentality of the song made time feel like it had frozen. I was so dazed that my applause was a beat late, but I managed to join in.

"Next up is my debut song! [Swaying Furisode, Piercing Katana]! I’m going to give this everything I’ve got, so keep up with me!"

And that was when it happened.

The ground didn't just shake. A tremor erupted—one far more violent and isolated than anything we'd felt recently. A Dungeon was manifesting, tearing through the earth right at the back of the concert venue.

"—Why?"

The mutter came from Laura beside me.

But the words were mine as well. An "Outbreak"—a phenomenon where monsters escape a Dungeon—was happening instantly, something that should have been impossible. And the creature emerging from the rift was someone I knew all too well.

"As I suspected, this is a different world. No matter. My role remains unchanged; I exist only to grant ruin. But... ah... we meet again."

The creature paused. 

It paid no mind to Kushinada nearby. It showed zero interest in the thousands of humans packed into the venue. Its gaze was fixed solely on me—and it smiled with terrifying tenderness.

"I am Saiya Volnyuks, the Demon King beloved by the earth, the one who brings forth calamity. Now, human, overcome the trial that is I—or so I should say. But I cannot. One look at you, and I know it is impossible. I cannot control this emotion. Therefore, I shall destroy you utterly."

The creature was a high-tier earth spirit, a monster known in the other world as a [Demon King Seed]. It was one of the [Four Heavenly Kings]—the very first one we had defeated in Mythologia, an existence we were supposed to have ended.

But... this was the one enemy we could never fight in this world. 

To be precise, it was the literal embodiment of disaster. You could not fight it in a city, not in a place so closely connected to the earth. 

"Now, Hero... my beloved monster. What will you do?"

The question was hurled at me as I stood reflected in her eyes. Then, from the very ground beneath us, dozens of her kin began to crawl.
The Past Bares Its Fangs and Shaves Away Life

Incarnations of magma—Volnyux’s minions—overflowed from the earth. 

They were one of the more irritating factors when dealing with her. The moment they were birthed, the monsters lunged at the crowd, eager to fulfill their purpose.

“Tch—[Trial Summon]: Baal Wild Hunt, Luna Managarm, Othinus Ambrosius Merlinus!”

I’d just sent everyone back, but I didn't have a choice. I instantly summoned the allies I needed to face her.

Three figures emerged from the summoning circles I’d deployed… and for some reason, Behiko manifested right along with them. I was surprised, but I didn’t have a second to spare on wondering why. I immediately barked orders to the group.

“Merli, handle the civilian evacuation! Baal, Luna, keep Volnyux pinned down!”

“...This is several times worse than I’d anticipated. Typical. Don't worry, leave it to your big sister,” Merli said with a sigh.

“Got it, Master!”

“Orders received. Let us see how they like this form.”

Fighting in their beast forms in the middle of a city was out of the question, so they were forced into their human forms for combat. Since Luna couldn't exactly use her bare hands against that heat, she equipped gauntlets, while Baal leveled his twin spears.

“Don’t you dare go ruining our Kushinada’s concert!”

“Grandpa?!”

In a flash, just as we were about to make our move, Yamato-san came falling out of the sky. Kushinada-san screamed as he launched a surprise attack on Volnyux, cleanly severing her arm.

“Oh? So this world has its share of the strong as well. However, I’d advise against engaging me in close quarters.”

“Huh? What the hell are you—?”

Taking the arm was a good start. 

The price for it, however, was Yamato-san’s katana melting into a useless heap. It wasn't his usual blade, but anything he deemed fit to carry was surely a masterpiece. In a single breath, it had been reduced to slag.

“My body is magma itself. If you strike it with iron, what else did you expect to happen?”

And that wasn't all. 

The severed arm didn’t just regenerate—it returned even sturdier than before, swinging a molten fist back at Yamato-san.

“Tch, this is the worst possible matchup!”

He managed to block the strike with what was left of his ruined sword, but now he was essentially unarmed. 

This is going south fast. I leapt onto the stage, called forth a specific weapon, and tossed it to Yamato-san.

“Ah… I knew you’d show up. I’ve missed you, Reima!”

“The feeling isn’t mutual. Yamato-san, use that! It’s forged from Hihi’irokane!”

“Lad… you know this thing?”

“I’ll explain later. If we don’t kill her, we’re dead.”

That was all I had time to say. 

I summoned Laevateinn and immediately began cycling buffs through the Summoned Beasts and Yamato-san. After prioritizing heat resistance, I doubled everyone’s physical output and layered on every other reinforcement I could manage.

“...I suppose I should be enjoying this, but my interest lies solely in you. I think I’ll have this 'Hero' deal with my pet instead.”

Volnyux smirked and summoned a minion. 

It was a titan, easily exceeding ten meters in length. With its craggy, pitch-black skin, it had been her ultimate trump card back in the other world. I remembered having to take this thing down before I could even get to Volnyux in the past. Facing them both at the same time was a nightmare scenario. Fighting her alone in this world was already pushing it; letting this monster run wild was suicide.

“Yamato-sa—”

“I get it. I’ll take the big one, right? I’m leaving that woman to you.”

“...Right. I’m counting on you!”

Yamato-san clearly realized his style was a terrible fit for Volnyux. He chose to trust me, turning his back to charge straight at the obsidian titan.

“A wise decision. Now then, let us share our love, Hero.”



I watched Reima head toward his opponent while Ayane and I moved to intercept the monsters appearing around us. We had to do what we could.

They looked like foreign warriors of a type I’d never seen before. They carried a variety of weapons, and even a cursory glance told me each one possessed a mana pool exceeding A-rank.

“Laura-san, what are these things?”

“Volnyux’s minions. They don’t regenerate, but as long as she’s standing, they’ll just keep multiplying forever.”

“Great. Just perfect. But we can kill them, right?”

“Yeah. We can handle this many. Let’s go, you two.”

No one bothered to reply. 

To protect the people trapped here, we threw ourselves into the fray against the tide of minions.
Chapter 74: So That I Never Have to Leave You Alone Again

Volnyux didn't just move; he incinerated everything in his path. 

He didn't care about collateral damage. Every gesture he made sent out plumes of fire that tore through the streets of Shinjuku. It was like standing at the mouth of an erupting volcano. I was managing to keep the destruction at bay for the moment, using [Reflection Magic] to redirect the heat or having Luna freeze the bursts mid-air, but it was a losing battle. If this turned into a war of attrition, I was dead meat.

"Dammit, why the hell did it have to be you?!" I spat.

"Fuha! Does it really matter? For now, just enjoy our time together!"

I combed through my memories, trying to recall every one of the bastard's abilities. There were plenty to choose from, but a few stood out as particularly annoying: melee nullification, infinite regeneration as long as he remained in contact with the earth, the power to create anything earth-related, and the ability to spawn minions. To top it all off, he could siphon mana directly from the ground beneath him.

"Luna! Crank up the cold! Don't let a single sprout break the surface!"

The guy was essentially the concept of "Earth" personified. He could manifest any kind of plant life he wanted. Thanks to Lycoris, I was immune to his toxins, but if he started growing poisonous flora from Mythologia all over the city, the civilian body count would be immeasurable.

"Worrying about others while you’re facing me? You’ve grown arrogant, Reima. But then again, that’s exactly why I loved you. How about this, then?"

The monster stomped his foot. The ground began to flow like liquid, surging with enough force to erode the surrounding buildings until a massive wall rose up. It caged the entire concert venue, trapping the terrified crowd and everyone who hadn't been fast enough to escape.

"I made the arena nice and wide for you. Now, let’s see if you can actually protect it."

"Seriously... go to hell!"

I screamed at the sheer absurdity of it. Trying to fight in a restricted space without catching everyone else in the crossfire was a fool’s errand. I tried to ping Merli via Telepathy to ask for a mass teleport, but moving this many people would take too much time—and she was stuck on the other side of the wall.

Worse yet, I couldn't let Baal and the others return to their original beast forms without the collateral damage leveling the block, and my own magic was a terrible match for a magma entity. Back in the other world, I’d managed to beat him by dragging him into the ocean on a suicide run. Here, the sea was too far away. Unless I could somehow launch him into the stratosphere, I was out of options.

I stole a glance around the battlefield. Yamato-san and the others had been cut off. Within this localized field, I was the only one left who could put up a fight.

"What’s wrong? Lost in thought? Ah, look at that gaze. You’re thinking of me, aren't you?"

The bastard didn't have a care in the world. He didn't have to worry about the environment or the civilians. He just had to kill me—and he wasn't planning on holding back.

Baal was doing what he could, using [Magic Bullets], wind, and lightning to whittle the monster down, but the damage vanished instantly. The regeneration didn't even seem to cost him mana; as long as he touched the dirt, he was invincible. I clicked my tongue in frustration.

"Master, use [Origin Burst]!" Baal shouted.

"I can't! Just hang in there, Baal!"

I was stuck on the defensive. He only had to attack; I had to block everything. Trying to win an impossible game while playing bodyguard was starting to take its toll. I had Luna focused on the flames, but the more he increased the volume of his attacks, the smaller her protective radius became.

"Hey, Master. I just need to break that thing, right?"

A small hand tapped my shoulder. It was Behiko, who had been standing by like a disinterested spectator until now.

"Huh? Behiko, you're a melee fighter. Punching that thing is—"

"Hmph. You really shouldn't underestimate me. I am a Beast of the End, after all... even if I'm suppressing it right now."

She gave me a smug, self-satisfied look before charging straight at the entity. 

This is bad. I moved to stop her, frantically reinforcing my heat resistance to pull her back, but it was too late. She swung. Volnyux, draped in his usual arrogance, didn't even try to dodge. The moment her fist connected, a massive chunk of his body simply ceased to exist.

"What?! Such ridiculous strength!" the entity roared.

"If I only put my own power into my fist when I strike, it doesn't feel hot," Behiko explained with a look that suggested she thought she was being incredibly intellectual. "It’s a perfect, logical strategy."

"It’s pure muscle-brain logic, but I’ll take it! Nice work, Behiko!"

Even a creature like this had a core. It was buried deep in his chest, protected by layers of magmatic armor, but with Behiko’s destructive power, we might actually be able to reach it.

"[Weapon Summon]: Harpe!"

If she could go on the offensive, so could I. I pulled out the immortal-killing scythe-sword I’d received from Perseus. Its curse was supposed to inhibit regeneration—the perfect trump card for a monster that wouldn't stay dead.

"A cursed weapon? How troublesome."

As Volnyux’s focus wavered under the combined assault of Baal and Behiko, I lunged, carving a wound into his side. Just as I’d hoped, the wound stayed open. The regeneration was sluggish.

This is it. I prepared to press the advantage, but—

"I suppose I should shift gears. Fortunately, the quality of this earth is excellent. I can still grow much stronger!"

A deafening roar shook the air. A wave of magma gushed from the ground, surging outward in every direction. It wasn't aimed at me.

"Luna!"

I made the call in a heartbeat. I shouted her name, leaving the defense entirely to her.

"Leave it to me! [Absolute Luna]!"

She unleashed one of her ultimate moves. Unlike her other skills, this one focused entirely on area-of-effect, flash-freezing the tidal wave of magma before it could swallow the crowd. But it cost me.

"Just as I thought. You haven't changed at all."

The voice whispered right in my ear. I’d looked away for a fraction of a second, and in this league, that was all it took. By the time I realized he’d closed the gap, it was too late.

"Endure this for me. You're a Hero, aren't you?"

He threw a punch. When it landed, it felt like an earthquake had been concentrated into a single point on my ribs. 

"Gho—! Gah!"

Even with my physical defense buffed to the limit, I was blown away like a ragdoll. I crashed straight into the middle of the huddle of civilians I was supposed to be protecting. The impact was so violent my consciousness flickered. I held onto my senses through sheer spite, but my body refused to obey.

"[Hea...l]"

I managed to force out a recovery spell, but the damage was so extensive that the mana drain made my head spin. Everything hurt. My body was screaming in agony, but the enemy wasn't the type to grant a reprieve. Volnyux manifested a colossal sword of jagged rock and raised it over the people Luna had just saved.

I had to protect them. In this cage, I was the only one who could stop him.

From my position on the ground, I saw the faces of the people around me. They were paralyzed with a terror I couldn't even put into words. I hated it. The sight of it made my skin crawl and my limbs tremble.

I still had cards to play, but the weight of those terrified stares was dulling my judgment. I couldn't stop thinking about protecting long enough to actually fight.

"[Aegi—]"

"Block it, you lot!" a sharp voice commanded.

"On it."

"Leave it to us!"

"Understood!"

I started to weave the spell, but the air was already filled with voices I recognized. 

The giant stone sword was flash-frozen in an instant, then shattered into pebbles by a red spear and a flashing blade. The people were safe.

"Hey, Reima! You still with us?"

"Laura...? And... everyone?"

"Sorry we're late. We wiped out the minions and doubled back. Can you still stand?"

Ayane and the others, who were supposed to be holding the line outside, were now standing in front of me. They formed a living shield, and Laura reached out a hand to pull me up.

"You're trying to shoulder the whole world again, you moron," she said. "Relax. We’re here now."

"Sorry for the wait, best friend," Yamato added. "It took the Magicians a while to clear the evacuation routes."

"...You overdid it. Lecture later," Ayane whispered.

"You're popular, kid. Well? Shall we get to work?"

I looked at them. There wasn't a trace of fear in their eyes—only the unwavering resolve to stand by my side. Seeing that, the trembling finally stopped.

"Yeah... let’s win this, everyone."

I reached out and took Laura's hand.
Decisive Battle: Volnyux of the Calamity Night

"[Origin Burst]: [Pure Vampire Lord]!"

The moment I managed to haul myself upright, Laura unleashed the full extent of her vampiric heritage.

She was likely burning through the mana she’d siphoned earlier. She looked dependable as ever, a sight I’d grown used to but still respected. She wasn't the only one moving, though. Merli, arriving a heartbeat later, immediately set to work. A teleportation circle flared beneath her feet as she began evacuating the civilians.

"—Attack, all of you!"

Shiki’s buffs rippled through the air, settling over us.

Unlike my own crude methods—which usually involved beating the world into submission with sheer volume of mana—her magic was elegant, a refined lattice of power that bolstered our every move.

"—I’ll add mine to the pile. [Fire Resistance Bestowal]."

I specialized in conceptual buffs. Using the techniques I’d scraped together in that other world, I layered on protection specifically designed to counter Volnyux.

Pulling off improvised coordination in a cramped arena like this was a nightmare, but for some reason, looking at this motley crew, I actually felt like we could make it work.

"I had hundreds of kin prepared," Volnyux noted, her voice eerily calm. "You killed them all?"

"Yeah, we did! You’ll need more than that to put us down!"

"I see. How inconvenient, human. Stop stealing the time I have with him."

"Don't give me that. You're the one who decided to crash a festival. That's on you."

Yamato-san, his speed pushed to the limit by Shiki’s magic, lunged forward. I noticed then that he was channeling mana directly into the katana I’d given him; his movements were sharper, more aggressive than the last time I’d seen him fight.

"[Boundless Ice Swords]... You’re going to pay for hurting my childhood friend."

Ayane’s magic was nothing if not direct. Over a hundred blades of ice materialized behind her in a jagged halo before screaming toward Volnyux. She’d controlled the trajectory perfectly—none of my summoned beasts or allies were so much as grazed, while the monster took the full, freezing brunt of the storm.

"Trifling... but so long as I stand, my children will be born from the earth!"

The creature poured mana back into the ground, and for a moment, the floor itself seemed to heave as more earthen incarnations began to crawl out.

They didn't last a second. Laura, in her Vampire Princess form, tore through them instantly. It was her shadow manipulation—the moment a head popped up, she’d seize their own shadows and rip them apart from behind.

"You have an inexhaustible supply of mana, it's true," Laura said, her eyes cold. "But I remember your weakness. You can't create anything truly strong on the fly. Against us, it's a waste of effort."

"—The Vampire Princess is as troublesome as ever."

Volnyux didn't panic, even as her minions were shredded. If anything, her smile only widened. She was actually enjoying this.

Even as Behiko tore chunks out of her, even as Yamato-san cut her and Luna and Ayane froze her limbs, she didn't flinch. The "she" I knew only kept fighting for one reason: to find a way to die.

"――――It’s time. [Origin Connect]."

Just as our coordination reached its peak and the Luna I knew moved to strike the core that had finally been exposed, Volnyux let out a sharp laugh.

Then, the world changed.

"[Arche Gaia]."

She unleashed a power I didn't even know she possessed.

A tidal wave of magma surged forward, swallowing our front line whole. In the same breath, jagged swords of earth erupted from the ground, snapping at our heels. Sharp, wooden stakes lanced toward Shiki and me in the rear. In a single, devastating instant, our formation was shattered.

"This was never meant to be my power, and I had no desire to use it," she said, stepping through the ruin. "But I suppose I shouldn't hold back against those who insist on interrupting our time together."

"Damn it—Everyone!?" 

A technique of that scale should have carried a massive recoil, yet she moved as if unburdened, closing the distance between us in a flash.

"Still worrying about others? It makes me quite jealous, Reima."

"—[Weapon Summon]: [Dainsleif]!"

"Another weapon I’ve never seen... Now that the interlopers are out of the way, have you finally decided to face me properly?"

She brandished a sword made of compressed, solidified magma—a weapon she hadn’t revealed until now—and unleashed a relentless flurry of strikes. As I thought, my mana is bottoming out. But my actual combat prowess is higher than it’s ever been. Small favors, I guess.

She laughed with genuine joy as our blades clashed. I felt a surge of pure hatred toward her, yet my mind kept drifting, terrified for the safety of my friends.

"—You’ve done quite enough, messing up everyone’s live performance like this!"

A voice I hadn't expected to hear cut through the chaos. It was a voice I recognized from the stage—the singer I thought had run away. She was chanting now, channeling an absurd amount of magical energy.

"[Spirit Summoning: Konohasakuya-hime]!"

A pulse of magic washed over the entire arena.

The spell didn't just heal Ayane and the others—it completely restored my mana reserves.

"I finally reached you," she called out, sounding breathless. "It took a while, but I finally made it. Reima-kun, don't hold back! Give it everything you've got!"

I had no idea how she knew my name, but Kushinada’s intervention had just wiped away my last remaining worry. My friends were safe, and I was back at full power. We had fought for this moment, and I wasn't about to let the opportunity slip by while the monster's core was exposed.

"Merli—lend me your strength! I’m calling Gram!"

I couldn't afford to miss. I needed my final trump card. But summoning her was a task too great for me alone. I needed the help of my master—the only one capable of assisting in a summon of this caliber.

"You just sent me away and now you're already working your big sister to the bone? You're a hard man to please, Reima," Merli teased, though she was smiling. "But fine. Leave it to me!"

That's my master for you.

I closed my eyes, focusing every ounce of my will, and began to weave the words of power alongside her.

""—That which is the primordial fish that supports the world; that which is the dragon-fish that rules the magic swords; that which is our sworn ally, the ultimate one who bears the title of strongest.""

We paused for a beat. This was the pinnacle of magic—a secret technique where two casters shared the staggering mana cost of a single spell.

""[Dual Spell]————[Terminus Summon]!""

The moment Merli and I finished the chant, the world itself seemed to groan.

The space around us shrieked, unable to withstand the sheer pressure of the entity we were pulling into existence. An overwhelming, suffocating presence dominated the arena, as if the world was reaching its breaking point.

"[Magic Sword Princess]: [Gram Bahamut]."

A woman with silver hair appeared. Calling her "peerless" or "beautiful" felt like an insult to her sheer existence. 

Everything about her was too perfect, radiating an aura that demanded all others prostrate themselves. A single, massive black horn protruded from the right side of her head—sharp, elegant, and a permanent reminder that she was anything but human.

"Hah! So, that is your trump card?"

The pressure was on a different level. Her very existence felt heavy.

She was the strongest, a being that consumed ninety percent of my mana in an instant and started gnawing on my life force when that wasn't enough. It was a sacrifice I’d prepared for, but it was still a bitch to endure. I could only maintain her for thirty seconds at best. I only had time for one command.

"Gram—exterminate the [Demon King Seed]."

"Understood... Big sister will do her best."

Her reply was clipped. There was no time for the joy of reunion or idle chatter. Following my orders with absolute loyalty, she manifested a single sword and effectively submerged the world.

It wasn't that seawater literally filled the arena. It was conceptual. She had dyed the entire venue with the "concept" of the sea. In an instant, Volnyux’s authority over the earth was severed, and her regeneration vanished.

Twenty seconds passed. Volnyux, staring down certain death, simply laughed.

Gram didn't waste words. She lunged.

"So this is... the current you. Ah, truly... a Hero."

Volnyux left those words behind as she was struck. In a single blow—no, in a flicker of movement faster than a heartbeat—the fatal strike was dealt.
Chapter 76: Conclusion

Gram’s figure began to blur, dissolving into the air as the arena finally reverted to its original state. 

Maybe she was worried about the strain on my body, I thought, watching her choose to return to my inner realm of her own accord. She gave me a lonely little smile.

"See you... Let’s have a real talk next time, okay?"

"Yeah. I’d like that, Gram."

"I’m leaving the others in your hands, alright?"

With those parting words, she vanished completely. I barely had a second to process her departure before the sheer physical toll hit me like a freight train. I doubled over and hacked up a mouthful of blood. Luna and Baal scrambled toward me, but they were too late to catch me. Meryl looked like she was in just as much pain from the backlash of the summoning; there was no one left standing who could patch me up.

"Reima!?"

"Your [Magic Organs] are trashed! Dammit, man!"

Ayane and Shiki rushed to my side. My "best friend" checked my vitals, his expression twisting into shock at the miserable state of my internals. 

I couldn't even muster the mana to cast a basic diagnostic spell, but I didn't need magic to tell me I was a wreck. Every fiber of my being was screaming. Even the simple act of breathing felt like inhaling shards of glass.

"...You’ve overexerted yourself again. You really never change, do you?"

"Step back. I’ll heal him."

Kushinada-san approached my collapsed form. She clasped her hands together as if in prayer, weaving words into a chant.

"[Residing in Takamagahara—Grant Healing Unto This One]."

It wasn't a complete recovery, but it was enough. My breathing stabilized, the suffocating pressure in my chest easing just enough for me to function.

Once I had recovered enough to stand, I offered her a nod of thanks. Then, I turned my attention to Volnyux. She was a fading shadow, hovering on the brink of non-existence after taking Gram’s finishing blow.

"Hey, Volnyux. Tell me something. Who was it that summoned you?"

"I cannot say. My contract forbids it," she replied, her voice airy and distant. "But... let's just blame it on the [Dungeon]. More importantly, you’re actually concerned about me? You’re as soft as ever."

"Stop that. It’s awkward."

"It’s the truth, so why hide it? You were kind, and once again, you have brought me to my end. For that, I truly thank you."

It was the exact same exchange as before. 

Back when I had defeated her in that other world, she had vanished with those same words of gratitude. Even though I had won in the most brutal way possible, she had thanked me... and if I recalled correctly, she’d even given me a reward.

"Still... you actually managed to take down that piece of trash. You really are incredible, Reima."

"Looking back, the [Demon King] was really hated by everyone, wasn't he? Everyone except that third fanatic seemed to despise him."

"Well, that’s only natural, isn't it? His very existence was an insult to the way things should be."

"Hah. I hated him too, so I won't argue. But hey... was killing you really the only option?"

That was the question that had been eating at me ever since I first met her in the other world. 

She was the [Spirit of the Earth], the incarnation loved by the land itself. She was the [Will of the World], birthed by the realm of [Mythologia]. She was a being who had watched over humanity for ages, only to be forced into the role of a destroyer for reasons she couldn't control.

The first time we fought, there was no choice but to trade blows. There was no time for dialogue. But now, in this fleeting moment, I could finally ask.

"Volnyux, why don't you form a contract with me? I can't stand the thought of you just vanishing like this. If you break your contract with the [Dungeon], you can stay in this world, right?"

The shock was palpable. Everyone except my [Summoned Beasts] and Laura stared at me with wide eyes, stunned by the proposition. 

But I didn't care. I hated the idea of her fading away as nothing more than a villain.

"Heh... You really haven't changed at all. I remember you making that same offer when we met in the other world."

"Yeah. Well? What do you say?"

"It’s a tempting offer. But... I have already played the part of the destroyer, and I fully intended to fall by your hand. I don’t want to break anything anymore."

"I see... Then I guess there's nothing I can do."

"Don’t make such a pathetic face. It doesn't suit a [Hero]. Or perhaps... it's exactly like you."

I wondered if I was actually making a face, but given how I felt, I couldn't exactly blame her for thinking so. I realized then that I had to see her off properly. I stepped closer to her fading form.

"Goodbye, Volnyux. Rest well."

"Yeah. But... one last thing."

Before I could react, she grabbed my hand and yanked me toward her. 

Her face was suddenly inches from mine.

"Fufu... This is my first, you know? You’d better accept it with grace."

The red-haired beauty gave a shy, embarrassed laugh—and then she was gone.

Wait, me too! I thought, but the words died in my throat. Everything around us seemed to freeze for a heartbeat.

And in the next moment, a wave of killing intent—far more potent than anything I had felt even when [Behemoth] signed her contract—suffocated the area.
Act 2 Finale Commemoration: Summoned Beast Profiles

Name: 〖Othinus Ambrosius Merlinus〗— The Original Wizard
Race: Elf & Succubus
Age: A se-cret.
Origin: A prophet who guided kings; a one-eyed old god who presided over war and death.
Gender: Female

Appearance:
A beautiful young girl who wore a pointed hat over pearl-colored hair. Her eyes were literal rubies. Between the elf ears and the demon tail, she was a walking pileup of character tropes.

Remarks:
She was the highest-ranking Magician in Mythologia. While she was wandering the world on a whim, she happened to run into me. Apparently, my sheer eccentricity caught her eye, and before she even realized it, she’d turned into a total pushover who’d fallen for me. She was dangerous in more ways than I could count—a real troublemaker who didn't possess a shred of human empathy. Whenever she was around, she left nothing but chaos in her wake.



Name: 〖Baal Wild Hunt〗— The Horde of the Dead Ruling Over Fertility
Race: Former God
Age: Immeasurable
Origin: Baal was a deity worshiped in Canaan. As a god of storms, rain, and mountains, he was said to bring fertility through benevolent rains. He was often described as "Mighty Baal" or "He Who Rides the Clouds." 
His iconography usually depicted him in a bowler hat or a helmet with two horns—a symbol of divinity—while wielding a club representing lightning and a spear representing fertility. His armed, aggressive posture was meant to symbolize royal authority. 
The Wild Hunt itself consisted of a massive procession of fairies or the dead who acted as hunters, marching across the sky and earth with horses and hounds. In that sense, it was quite similar to Japan’s [Hyakki Yagyō]. 
While the legends varied by region, these "hunters" were always abnormal beings. They were fairies, witches, the dead, historical figures, or even pagan gods. Their "hunt" targeted the living; it was said that anyone caught by them would have their soul forcibly conscripted into the Wild Hunt’s ranks.
Gender: Male

Appearance:
A transcendentally handsome man with black hair streaked with silver. He had heterochromatic eyes—one blue, one red—and wore a monocle over the left. He was never seen without his butler’s uniform.

Remarks:
He was one of the divine pillars I’d managed to save. He had been a god of pure goodness before he fell into evil, but he finally stabilized his existence after obtaining a new origin. 
Perhaps because some of his legends painted him as a demon, he was disturbingly good at corrupting people—specifically, turning them into "deadbeats." His butler skills were so absurdly high that I’d already been reduced to a useless human being about six times. 
He could cook anything, handle any chore, and was perfectly versatile. Honestly, when it came to his actual behavior, he was the only one in the group who possessed a lick of common sense.



Name: 〖Gram Bahamut〗— Magic Sword Princess
Race: Primordial Beast
Age: Immeasurable
Origin: A colossal fish-like phantom beast from Middle Eastern lore. It was said to support the entire world on its back; even the seven great seas were supposedly no larger than a grain of sand inside Bahamut’s nostril.
Gender: Female

Appearance:
A woman with silver-white hair. Calling her "exquisite" felt like a pathetic understatement. She possessed a flawless face and an aura that practically forced others to their knees. She had two black horns, though the one on her right was significantly larger.

Remarks:
The quintessential "big sister" type. She was soft-spoken, incredibly kind, and lived to support others. Her abilities involved expanding the reach of the sea and the creation and manipulation of magic swords. She served as the captain of the [Reima Spoiling Squad], with Baal acting as her second-in-command.



[Afterword]

I’m a bit late with this, but here are the Summoned Beast profiles to commemorate the end of Act 2.

I’ve been buried under a mountain of work lately, but things should be quiet for a while. I’m hoping to use the downtime to gradually stock up on chapters.

Also, the Kakuyomu Con is about to begin. I’ll be participating with a new work, so I’ll leave the URL here. It’s an other-world fantasy, if you’re interested.

https://kakuyomu.jp/works/16818093089326476373

To everyone who has read this far: if you found this novel interesting or enjoyable, please consider leaving a few stars or a follow. It helps more than you know.
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24: General Anonymous
The past few days felt like one hell of a festival.

25: General Anonymous
Well, it was a festival, technically speaking.

26: General Anonymous
I’m surprised any of you bastards are still alive.

27: General Anonymous
I guess we have the S-Rank Adventurers to thank for that.

28: General Anonymous
Still, a monster of that scale appearing from a Dungeon? That was insane.

29: General Anonymous
Monster? I thought we were calling them Majin now.

30: General Anonymous
Right, wasn't that the new classification? If it speaks a human language, it’s a Majin.

31: General Anonymous
Nobody’s really figured out the details yet, but that seems to be the consensus.

32: General Anonymous
Based on Reima’s testimony, the thing had abilities that didn't fit any known monster profile. The summary of what it actually did was just... completely mental.

33: General Anonymous
Melee nullification, plant generation, and then spawning those freaks the Ice Princesses were fighting... Christ.

34: General Anonymous
Just hearing the list makes me think the Dungeon levels have been spiking lately.

35: General Anonymous
I feel like "spiking" is an understatement, but yeah, I get your point.

36: General Anonymous
The sheer malice in the air was too much.

37: General Anonymous
Some trolls were claiming it was weak, but there’s no way in hell that thing was a pushover.

38: General Anonymous
I was actually there, and I don't even want to contemplate the body count if Reima hadn't shown up.

39: General Anonymous
He kept that Majin pinned the entire time. He never stopped protecting us.

40: General Anonymous
When that wall went up, I felt nothing but despair. But even then, he managed to keep us all alive.

41: General Anonymous
Nice work, fanboy. 
If he hadn't poked his nose in, [Guardian] or [Ice Princess] would've finished it off anyway lol.

42: General Anonymous
And here comes another moron...

43: General Anonymous
Easy to talk like that when you weren't there. Best to just ignore the troll.

44: General Anonymous
Besides, there’s no footage, so you can fabricate as much as you want. As if a disaster-class freak would ever actually make it outside a Dungeon lol.

45: General Anonymous
You’ve got to be a special kind of stupid to say that after seeing the state of Shinjuku.

46: General Anonymous
Collapsed buildings, the entire environment near the venue permanently altered, the victims of those spawned monsters... they’re still doing construction work even now. What planet is this guy on?

47: General Anonymous
Don't take the bait. It’s true there’s almost no footage, and you really can’t understand the horror of that thing unless you saw it for yourself.

48: General Anonymous
I mean, if Reima’s so damn strong, why didn't he just kill it sooner?

49: General Anonymous
Man, the haters are out in force today. I guess that's just proof Reima-kun finally hit the big time.

50: General Anonymous
The number of Reima antis has definitely been climbing lately.

51: General Anonymous
It’s mostly jealousy. Throw in a few skeptics and some trolls looking for a reaction, and there you go.

52: General Anonymous
It doesn't help that he doesn't stream. People try to use that to start a fire, but if you look at Reima-kun’s track record before he even became an Awakened One, his current strength is perfectly logical.

53: General Anonymous
Sure, where his Summoned Beasts came from is a mystery, but with a Supporter of his caliber, stumbling across them in a Dungeon wouldn't be out of the question.

54: General Anonymous
Awakened Ones are rare enough as it is, but looking at guys like Yamato-sama or Ouma, the "mechanics" behind them are a total black box.

55: General Anonymous
There’s a compilation of other testimonies going around. Apparently, most of them describe it as "gaining someone else's experiences." There’s even a theory that an alternate world exists.

56: General Anonymous
Wait, is that that urban legend from a few years back?

57: General Anonymous
That's the one. It was all over the place for a while. "If they’re getting someone else's memories, maybe it’s just them from another world?"

58: General Anonymous
I heard there are people who actually claim to have "remembered" lives they never lived.

59: General Anonymous
A handful, at least.

60: General Anonymous
People usually just write it off as déjà vu and move on, but it makes you think.

61: General Anonymous
Can we pivot back for a sec? Was I the only one who saw that insanely hot guy among Reima’s Summoned Beasts?

62: General Anonymous
The one they called Baal?

63: General Anonymous
That’s him! The guy who was working the grill at Reima’s yakisoba stall!

64: General Anonymous
Oh, right! The bandana guy in the butler suit with the monocle. He was so ridiculously good-looking I think my brain just suppressed the memory.

65: General Anonymous
Is that even possible?

66: General Anonymous
Trust me, when someone’s face is that far off the charts, it’s safer for your sanity to just forget.

67: General Anonymous
Lol.

68: General Anonymous
I get the feeling, honestly.

69: General Anonymous
I love how Reima’s summary wiki just keeps expanding.

70: General Anonymous
So right now we’ve got: the twin-ish wolves, the expressionless beauty, the tall woman with the long hair, Behemoth, and that hunk Baal?

71: General Anonymous
Based on SNS and the scraps of footage from other streams, that sounds about right.

72: General Anonymous
I wonder how many more he’s got tucked away.

73: General Anonymous
You’re forgetting the Goddess and the Magician-looking girl that the eyewitnesses mentioned.

74: General Anonymous
Goddess? Who?

75: General Anonymous
The Goddess-sama they called Gram.

76: General Anonymous
Oh, that person someone uploaded a photo of on SNS?

77: General Anonymous
And don't forget the Magician who teleported(?) us out of there.

78: General Anonymous
Those two were just... incomprehensibly beautiful.

79: General Anonymous
Breathtaking doesn't even cover it. I'll never forget how they looked.

80: General Anonymous
I really wish they’d just list out all their abilities...

81: General Anonymous
Hyakuma is putting a list together, isn't she?

82: General Anonymous
Actually, I’d kill to see a conversation between that girl and Reima.

83: General Anonymous
Yeah, no kidding. I’d love to see a transcript of that dialogue.
Chapter 78: Data Load

I was dreaming.

It was a dream of a man sprinting through a labyrinth, a gun gripped in each hand.

A barrier shimmered behind him, shielding a crowd of people. He stood alone against the encroaching tide of monsters. He cycled through the magic stored within his weapons, cutting down dozens of beasts by himself. He shoved magic stones into his guns mid-fight to replenish his reserves; he ignored his own safety, staking his life on the line just to protect someone. 

It was a scene I shouldn't have known... and yet, for some reason, it felt achingly nostalgic. 

Even as I experienced the despair and the raw pain of that moment, I could do nothing. I was a mere observer, forced to watch as the man was slowly torn apart.

"Ngh—[Tonnerre Infernix]!"

He unleashed a bolt of ultimate lightning and flame at a massive wyvern. He was already running on empty, but he had no other choice if he wanted to kill the thing. After delivering that final blow, he holstered his guns and picked up a discarded weapon from the ground.

The monsters were endless. He could only push himself further into the abyss to protect those behind him. Pushed past his absolute limit, he—



"Hehe. Good morning, Reima."

I woke up to find Lycoris clinging to me. 

Feeling her cold body temperature against mine, it took several seconds for my brain to process the situation. Another few seconds passed as the shock of her presence completely wiped away the lingering remnants of the dream, leaving me dazed.

"...Morning?" I managed.

"Yep, morning. It's a beautiful day," she replied.

I followed her gaze out the window. The sky was a perfect, cloudless blue. Under any other circumstances, I would have rolled out of bed and treated myself to a long stretch. But I had questions.

"Uh, why are you here?"

"A checkup to stabilize your magic. Merli gave me permission to come out."

"I see... but why you specifically?"

Lycoris had eyes that could perceive magic flow, but we had other Summoned Beasts better suited for healing. Besides, thanks to the recovery magic from Saaya—formerly Kushinada-san—my physical wounds were mostly gone. There was no real reason for everyone to be fussing over me like this.

"Because I won at rock-paper-scissors," she said.

"You decided this with rock-paper-scissors...?"

"It was the only fair way. Even if everyone else tried to cheat."

I can definitely see that happening. "I'm surprised you won, then."

"I've got good luck. My intuition is perfect."

It was impressive, honestly, but I was too embarrassed to stay in bed with her. I had her get up so we could talk like normal people.

"Oh, a message from Merli," Lycoris added. "She said you aren't allowed to use any powerful magic for a while."

"Got it. Makes sense."

"It does. It was obvious this would happen the moment you summoned Baha-nee in your current state."

I knew that much myself. My Magic Circuit was currently in a state no different from a total overheat. If I tried to use a high-load spell now, there was no telling what kind of permanent damage I’d do to my body. I’d have to play it safe until Merli gave me the green light.

"Anyway, Reima... you were moaning in your sleep. Are you okay?"

"Oh, right. I think I had a weird dream, but I've already forgotten it. I'm fine."

"Really? You looked like you were in a lot of pain."

"Was it that bad? Well, if I can't remember it, it couldn't have been that important."

"If you say so..." 

She gave me a skeptical, half-lidded look. She clearly didn't buy it. I hated making her worry; I wanted to say something to reassure her, but my brain was too fried to come up with anything clever on the fly.

"I know! Reima, let's go back to sleep. I'll hold you."

"Yeah, request denied."

"Why? I'm sure some skin-to-skin contact will help you sleep better."

"No... everyone's gathering today. We don't have time. Besides..."

"Besides?"

The lingering sensation of her hug and her faint scent made my face heat up. Expecting a normal high school boy to go through that twice was just cruel.

"It's nothing. Anyway, if you're done, I'm sending you back. Anything else?"

"Not really... Hetareima."

"Stop using that insulting nickname."

With that final exchange, I sent her back to the Soul World and started getting ready to head out. But just before I stepped out the door, a wave of anxiety hit me. I still couldn't remember a single detail of that dream, but for some reason, the sense of uneess refused to go away.



[Afterword]

It’s been a while, I’m Kido Airaku.

I updated Act 3, Episode 1 on January 1st, but updates fully resume starting today. For now, I’m aiming to update every day for about the next thirty days, so please stick with me.
Chapter 79: Meeting in Shinjuku

I left the house and headed for Yamato-san’s villa, which was supposedly located somewhere in Shinjuku.

After thirty minutes of rhythmic swaying on the train, I stepped out of Shinjuku Station. I had been in contact with Ayane and the others, who were already supposed to be there, and it didn't take long to spot them. There was Ayane in a one-piece dress, and Shiki, who was wearing a T-shirt with the word "Cartilage" emblazoned across it in bold letters.

"Good morning, Reima," Ayane said.

"Yeah, morning... Shiki, seriously, what is up with that shirt?"

"This yakitori shirt is my identity," Shiki replied, puffing out his chest. "I only wear it when I’m getting pumped up."

"...If you’re fine with it, then I guess it’s fine." 

I don't know what influenced him to be like this, but if he’s happy, I suppose it doesn’t matter.

For now, we were just waiting on Laura. I was honestly a little worried about whether a night owl like her could actually make it here by 9:00 AM.

"…Morning, Reima."

"Hey, Laura. You doing okay?"

She was as pale as ever, though her outfit was unusual—at least compared to her typical black gothic-lolita style. Since she had basically lived in her knight’s armor in the other world, seeing her in casual clothes was a rare occurrence. The last time I’d seen her out of uniform, she’d been forced into a kimono because of that one incident.

"You already know I’m not a morning person," she grumbled.

"Fair enough. So, isn't someone coming to pick us up?"

"Yeah. Yamato-san said he was sending someone, but..."

As we stood there trying to remember the details, I scanned the crowd and spotted Saaya-san. She was looking around with teary eyes, clearly overwhelmed. In the middle of the early morning Shinjuku rush, her complete lack of a sense of direction had left her hanging her head in defeat. She looked like she was at her limit.

"Saaya-san? You okay?" I asked, approaching her.

"Ahaha... why is it that I can only ever show you my pathetic side?" she lamented, her head drooping even further in self-deprecation.

"Um, why were you the one coming to get us?"

"I wanted to be the one to do it. I was the one who suggested this wrap-up party, after all."

"But you’re directionally challenged, aren't you?"

"Muu... I thought I’d be fine just getting to the station! But the crowd was so big, and I just... I got swept away."

"…Good work."

I felt a strange sense of... was it admiration? A different flavor of direction-blindness than my own. I led her back to the group, only to find a woman in a maid uniform standing there who hadn't been there before. 

She wore a Western-style black maid outfit and radiated the aura of a total professional. Her every movement was precise. She felt like a "top-tier" individual. I’d seen plenty of maids in the other world, but even among them, she felt exceptionally strong.

"…Kuroha? Why are you here?" Saaya asked.

"I figured you would get lost, so I followed you. Since you've successfully made contact with the targets, I have simply decided to join the group."

"Wait, why didn't you say something earlier?"

"Because watching my 'perfect' lady in such a weakened state was entertaining."

"…You’re a sadistic maid."

"And you’re a directionally challenged lady."

"Ugh! You... you spicy-food-obsessed freak with no taste buds!"

"Sweet-toothed idiot fairytale idol."

It devolved into a petty shouting match. Saaya-san was clearly outmatched in the insult department. She shot me a look, pleading for help, but I had no idea what to even say. I just mentally raised a white flag.

"Hmph. Weak," the maid scoffed.

"Is this person really a maid?" I whispered.

"Unfortunately, she’s my childhood friend," Saaya sighed. "She’s got a sharp tongue."

"I gathered as much..."

From the corner of my eye, I noticed Kuroha-san already seemed to be getting along with the others. A maid, huh? How nostalgic. As I was looking her way, she noticed and spoke up.

"Oh? Is something the matter, Kariya-sama?"

"No... nothing."

"I see. I felt a passionate gaze and wondered if something was wrong."

"Reima, do you have a thing for maids?" Ayane asked.

"That’s a massive misunderstanding, Ayane... And Laura, stop looking at me like that."

I scrambled to clear my name before I was branded with some baseless reputation. Since a group of people in "interesting" outfits loitering in front of the station was starting to draw stares, we piled into a car driven by Kuroha-san and headed toward a residential area near the outer moat of the former Edo Castle.

It was an upscale neighborhood on a hill, the kind of place I’d usually never set foot in. There are a lot of slopes here, I thought, my mind wandering as we pulled up to a traditional Japanese mansion. It looked like something straight out of a period drama. It reminded me of Tsubaki-san’s—Kagura’s—family home. I started to feel a bit anxious about whether I actually belonged here.

"Let’s head in, everyone. Grandpa is waiting," Saaya-san said, walking in like it was the most natural thing in the world.

"It’s a bit late to ask, but... is Saaya-san actually a super-rich heiress?"

"I mean... she is the granddaughter of Yamato-san, the first Hero of Japan," Shiki replied.

"Personally, this place feels like Tsubaki’s house, so it’s easy for me to relax," Laura added. "My parents own several buildings like this."

"You too, Laura?"

"You didn't know?" Ayane chimed in. "Laura comes from a Romanian aristocratic family. She’s a total lady."

Is there anyone normal in my social circle?

I gave up on trying to make sense of it and followed them into Yamato-san’s villa.
Chapter 80: A Quiet Reprieve for Us All?

Kurobane-san led us through the mansion to a room tucked away in the back that looked every bit like a traditional tea house.

Yamato-san was already there waiting for us. The moment he caught sight of our group, he offered a casual wave. "Yo."

"Good morning, Grandpa Yamato," Ayane said.

"Morning," Shiki added.

"It’s been a while, old man. Not since the festival," Laura remarked.

"Good morning, Yamato-san," Saaya followed.

I offered my own greetings after the others had finished. When prompted to take a seat, I dropped onto the tatami, feeling slightly out of place.

I wasn't used to tea rooms, let alone ones with a view like this. I let my gaze drift toward the garden. In the distance, a shishi-odoshi clacked rhythmically—the kind of thing I’d only ever seen in period dramas back in my old world. The grounds were meticulously maintained, pristine to a fault.

"What’s the matter, Reima-lad?"

"…Nothing. Just feeling the pressure all over again," I admitted.

"Kaka! That’s unexpected. Well, don't let it get to you. Try to relax."

That was easier said than done. I wasn't the type to just 'switch off' in a place like this, but I didn't want to make him worry, so I did my best to keep a poker face.

"Anyway, today’s a celebration. I’ve ordered sushi, so eat your fill."

With that, the party began.

The spread was impressive. Some of the toppings were familiar, but the majority were mysteries to me. There was a lot of silver-skinned fish—the kind that usually had a strong taste—but everything was so absurdly delicious that my vocabulary failed me. I simply ate in silence, letting the flavors distract me from my thoughts.

We spent a while indulging in the sushi, a quiet reward for the exhaustion of the recent battle. Once noon had passed, Yamato-san mentioned returning my sword, and we stepped into a separate room.

"Sorry to drag you away," he said.

"It’s fine. Honestly, I’m surprised you kept it."

"Of course I did. You don’t just leave a masterpiece like that lying around… But let's get to the point. That Majin that showed up at the Dungeon Festival? I want to hear what you know about it."

"…About him?"

The question was sudden, though I shouldn't have been surprised. I had a guilty conscience about the whole thing.

Yamato-san had rushed in to save Saaya-san and ended up trading blows with that guy. It was entirely possible he’d overheard our conversation. It was only natural for him to suspect something was off.

I hesitated for a moment. If I talk about her, I have to talk about the other world. I trust Yamato-san’s character, but the truth is usually the last thing people want to believe.

Ayane and the others only believed me because they knew the original Reima. Without that context, I doubted I could make anyone understand. 

"I’ve never been one for mind games, so I’ll give it to you straight," Yamato-san said, breaking the silence. "That power belongs to a Hero from the other world… from Mythologia, doesn't it?"

"…Huh?"

"I looked into your history, lad. Before a month ago, you didn't have a lick of magic—just like me. Then you woke up and suddenly had the abilities of a Summoner. Am I warm?"

He was definitely misunderstanding the specifics, but I couldn't ignore the terms he’d just used. "Other world." "Mythologia." My mind ground to a halt. I never expected to hear those words from anyone in this world who wasn't a reincarnator like Laura.

"Your face tells me I hit the mark. So, what? You recognized that enemy through the Hero’s memories—is that it?"

He wore a meaningful smirk, like a man who’d cornered the truth. He was miles off the mark, but I didn't know how to correct him. Realizing he had information I desperately needed, I decided to play it as straight as I could.

"Well… you’re right about the power coming from another world. But for the record, this is my own power."

"I’m going to need the long version."

I couldn't exactly tell him that I’d hijacked Reima’s body. Instead, I gave him a version of the truth peppered with a few necessary lies.

"So, let me get this straight," he said after I finished. "During the five months you were in a coma, your consciousness was actually in Mythologia, where you gained your strength?"

"More or less, yeah."

"Damn. Does that make me look incredibly uncool for trying to lecture you earlier?"

"…I wouldn't know about that. But Yamato-san, how do you even know about Mythologia?"

That was the real kicker. If a native of this world knew about that place, it might be the key to eventually returning this body to its rightful owner.

"First, lad, do you actually know what an Awakened One is?"

"I heard they’re just people who suddenly manifest magic power."

"Right. That’s the gist for most. But there are different types. There’s the basic kind you just mentioned, and then there are those who awaken to the powers of another world."

"…Which means?"

"We’re called the First Awakened. People like me have manifested a 'Source' that existed in the other world of Mythologia. In my case, I’ve got the Source of the Serpent-Slaying Hero."

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was huge. What the hell? Is this world really connected to Mythologia after all?

"I figured you were the same—that you’d tapped into a Source and pulled the power of a Summoner from across the void. I didn't think you’d actually been there. That’s a surprise. Ah, hell, what am I going to do? I was told to investigate this quietly because it's top-secret, but you’re a much bigger bombshell than I anticipated."

"…Is the existence of the other world that dangerous?"

"Think about it. You’ve been there, so you know the difference between the monsters in the Dungeons here and the things over there, right?"

"I do… yeah."

"The threat level, the sheer scale, the density of their souls—they’re monsters of a different breed. It’s a mythological world teeming with the very things our legends call 'evil.' Pure, unadulterated violence. The government wants absolutely nothing to do with it. That’s why the First Awakened who carry those records are kept under 'protection.'"

Great. I’m a walking disaster. 

If the government found out I didn't just have records, but actual first-hand experience of that world, I’d be lucky to ever see the sun again. I had to keep this under wraps. Relying on the government was an option, maybe, but I wasn't nearly cynical enough to trust them with my life.

"Yamato-san… can you keep this between us?"

It was a hail-mary. He was a Hero of the state, a man tied to the government. I had no right to ask him to lie for me.

"Sure."

"Wait, just like that?"

"I’m the one who brought it up so casually, aren't I? Besides, I was already planning to file a different report even if you were just a standard First Awakened. This doesn't change much."

"…Thank you. I mean it."

"Don't sweat it. Still… so you really were in Mythologia, huh?" 

He seemed to be savoring the thought. He looked at me with the eyes of a true warrior—a battle-hungry veteran. 

"Hey, lad. What kind of people were over there? Tell me some stories. I could use the inspiration."

He was a swordsman through and through, so I figured a story about Wakuni would suit him best. As he leaned in with the enthusiasm of a kid, I spent the next ten minutes describing that world to him.
Episode 81: The Soul World

It was late at night, after the celebration had finally wound down. I was killing time by organizing the information I’d gathered today into a notebook when it happened.

"Master! It’s a disaster! You have to come, now!"

A magic circle suddenly expanded in the middle of the room, and Luna materialized from within.

Lately, thanks to Merli’s magic, my companions had been popping in and out whenever they pleased, so the teleportation itself didn't startle me. However, seeing Luna in such a rare state of panic made me realize I needed to find out what was going on, and fast.

"It’s unlike you to be this flustered, Luna. What happened?"

I figured someone had probably just started a petty argument, but that was a daily occurrence in my life. I couldn't see why she would be this worked up over something so routine.

"Um, well... Baha-nee and Merli started fighting, and now nobody can stop them!"

"Okay, I get it. This is a serious problem. I’m going in."

Any trace of optimism vanished instantly. A fight between those two was a worst-case scenario. I tossed my notebook aside, lay back on the bed, and immediately dove into the Soul World.



It had been a while since I’d last entered this place. The Soul World was vast—large enough to be considered an entirely separate dimension. I’d remodeled it to ensure the Summoned Beasts could live comfortably, resulting in a patchwork of their original landscapes. It was a strange world that now contained its own mountain ranges and oceans.

"If they’re fighting, I assume they’re at the Arena we built recently?"

"Y-yes. Hop on, Master."

According to the rules we’d established a while back, any serious infighting had to be settled at the Arena. Because I remembered that, I didn't have to waste time wandering through this massive world. I hopped onto Luna’s back and we sped toward the coordinates, but the scene waiting for us was...

"I am absolutely not backing down! Why don't you stop pretending to be his older sister already? You're just a knock-off who crawled out of the woodwork!"

"I am Reima-kun's big sister! You're the one who's just a total good-for-nothing!"

I had no idea what the root cause was, but the two highest-ranking members of my contracted roster were currently locked in a heated verbal spat. If it ended with just words, I’d be fine with it, but I knew for a fact it wouldn't. I had to stop them before the actual combat started.

"Baal, what’s the situation?"

"You have arrived, my Lord!"

"Yeah, yeah... Anyway, why are they fighting?"

I looked toward Baal, who was standing nearby protecting the other Summoned Beasts. When I spoke, he snapped his gaze toward me, looking like he was on the verge of tears of relief. Near his feet lay a boy in girl's clothing, sporting two golden horns and a gothic lolita outfit. He was battered and near death, yet he wore a strangely satisfied expression.

"Uh... what happened to him?"

"I do not know. He was already in this state when I arrived."

He’s probably the catalyst, I thought. "Just hang him up somewhere, or let Cerberus use him as a chew toy."

As far as I could tell, there wasn't any other collateral damage yet. I cast a quick [Water Magic] spell, splashing it over the boy to bring him back to his senses.

"Ugh... where am I?"

"Are you awake, Bicorn? Now tell me—what did you do?"

"Ah, Master! Listen to me! Those two are being horrible! All I did was a little purity-shaming and they beat me to a pulp!"

As a Bicorn—a creature that presided over impurity—I suppose he found their behavior "unforgivable," but that was no excuse for his big mouth. Of all the people to taunt, why did he have to pick those two? Is he actually an idiot?

"It's your own fault. I’m giving you to Cerberus so he can swing you around for a bit."

"Wait, what? But all I did was tease them!"

"Good grief. Knowing you, you probably remember exactly what you said, right?"

"Hold on, let me think... well, I wanted to set a 'naughty' mood, so I went over to Merli and said, 'Hey, for a Succubus, you're just a total scrub of an Ero-elf with a title who can't even seduce one guy~' or something like that."

"Enough. I’ve heard enough. It's definitely your fault."

"Eeeh? But I think they’re the ones in the wrong for not attacking you, Master! Maintaining this 'pure' equilibrium forever is just weird to someone like me who loves impurity. It’s already so—"

The Bicorn tried to finish his sentence, but his words were cut short by an axe flying in from parts unknown. Disaster was averted by the Bicorn getting flattened under the weight of the weapon.

If he’d kept talking, things would have gotten truly dangerous. Judging by the shape of the axe, I surmised that Asterios had done me a silent favor.

"That's enough talk! It’s time for a physical showdown!"

"Fine by me!"

While I’d been dealing with the Bicorn, the situation between the girls had escalated. Both of them had already readied their respective weapons.

"The winner gets to spoil Reima-kun!"

"If I win, I’m keeping him all to myself for an entire day!"

Wait, is that really what this is about?

The thought only lasted for a second. Before I could even sigh, hundreds of magic circles deployed across the sky. The war between the world's strongest Magician and its mightiest Phantasmal Beast had begun.
Chapter 82: Big Sister (Pseudo) vs. Big Sister (Real?)

“Do you need a signal?”

“I don’t need one, Merli-chan!”

I couldn’t tell if they were actually getting along or if they were at each other’s throats, but that exchange marked the beginning of the brawl.

Merli, who rarely bothered with a staff, unusually deployed hers and began weaving words into the air.

“What manifests is the embodiment of hell, a garden of scorching heat overflowing with flame. Now, O Titans, color the world in crimson—[Scorching Hell: Muspelheim — March of the Titans: Titan Parade]!”

It was an opening move that could only be described as a magical nuke.

This was the furthest depth of sorcery—a barrier spell that rewrote the laws of the world. It was a top-tier mystery, a taboo that projected the user’s inner mental world onto reality.

While watching the spectacle unfold, I prioritized safety, barking out orders for my other companions to take cover.

“Lecture... later...” 

I muttered the words with dead eyes. It was already clear that no one was stopping them now; I had no choice but to stand back and watch the carnage.

[Muspelheim]. In legend, it was the realm of the giants guarded by the titan Surtr. It was a mythological world of such intense heat that any creature not born within its fires would be reduced to ash. While some of the spells I used bore the same name, Merli’s version was completely non-standard. To any living being, it was pure, concentrated poison.

As a portion of the Soul World was overwritten, the first to move were the crimson giants. A legion of over ten sword-wielding titans charged forward, accompanied by a swarm of beasts made of living flame. They threw themselves at Gram with a singular, murderous will. 

However, no matter how potent the magic used to create them was, they were still just constructs. They couldn't hope to reach a member of the strongest species that supported the pillars of the world.

“...I will reap you all.”

A single phrase drifted through the heat. 

Gram was empty-handed, yet the Titans fell the moment she swung her arms. Since her very essence was that of a sword, she was a monster capable of rending anything to pieces even without a physical weapon.

“Where are you aiming?”

Among the horde, an especially massive eagle-shaped Titan unleashed a blast of searing wind to incinerate her. It was a wide-area attack—a poor choice. Gram slipped through the heat with ease.

“Fall.”

A blade manifested in her hand for a split second, and the giant bird was cleaved in two. 

By the standards of the current world, that eagle Titan would have been a Rank S calamity at the very least. Gram had put it down in a heartbeat. I could only laugh at her usual, nonsensical strength, but a headache was already beginning to throb behind my eyes. This was just the warm-up; neither of them was even close to being serious yet.

“Merli-chan, this isn't going to end it, you know?”

“I know that. That’s why I prepared this.”

Merli’s voice echoed from multiple directions at once.

I looked up to see the sky filled with her. Scores of Merli clones surrounded Gram, all of them chanting the same spell in perfect unison.

“I’m definitely keeping him all to myself for a whole day! [Howling Thunder of the End: Howling Armathor]!”

Normally, this was a highest-tier spell requiring a chant of four stanzas or more. Merli was pulling off the absurd feat of firing it instantly through every single one of her clones. True to the name of the thunder god, Thor, the technique descended upon Gram with world-shattering destructive power. 

Even among my other Summoned Beasts, most would have been taken out instantly if they were hit by this. Only the absolute top-tier could even hope to defend against it.

But then again, Gram was the most dangerous entity even among that top-tier.

“[Absolute Severance: Absolute Tomesis].”

She didn't just emerge unscathed; she countered.

With a single stroke, every clone was sliced out of existence. Even the residual magic saturating the Arena was cleaved in half.

“This is my win!”

Gram lunged at the final, original Merli, swinging the flat of her blade like a club. Merli’s raw physical durability was pathetic; if that hit landed, the fight was over. Everyone watching thought the same thing.

“Did you really think I’d challenge you with a direct approach? Tell me, did you enjoy playing with my dolls?”

The magic power from the "slain" clones suddenly overflowed, twisting into ethereal chains that bound Gram where she stood. With Gram’s movements completely sealed, the excess mana formed a massive magic circle in the air.

A single spear materialized—one of the "cheat-tier" spells recorded in Merli’s origin.

“Hahahaha! Take this, Gram! [Divine Spear: Last Gungnir]!!”

“Merli, you moron! You’re taking this too far, you idiot!”

Merli just laughed, having completely discarded concepts like "holding back" or "self-restraint." The attack, fueled by an insane amount of mana, shook the very foundations of the Soul World as it tore toward Gram.

Is it Ragnarok? Is it Armageddon? I didn't know what to call it anymore. These two were starting a private Final War inside my own soul. Most of the other Summoned Beasts had already been blown away by the shockwaves. I had no idea how I was going to fix this.

“...Come to me, [Magic Sword Gram].”

The spear was inches away when the world seemed to freeze. In the next instant, the Divine Spear was shattered. 

Gram now held a single, supreme magic sword that bore her own name. The blade possessed an aura that felt like the world itself—an overwhelming, ominous presence that exerted enough pressure to visibly distort the surrounding space.

“I’ll settle this with the next one,” Gram declared.

“Heh. Fine by me,” Merli countered.

“Don't you dare ‘settle’ it! There isn't even a scrap of the Arena left! Hey, are you two even listening to me?!”

“Be quiet, Reima-kun! Big Sister is at the best part!”

Well, at least she's still responding to me. 

Realizing that anything I did would be futile, I dumped every drop of my remaining mana into a barrier, focusing solely on protecting my other companions.

“I am the Mediator who supports the world! My divine majesty witnessed by Aether, let us praise your lives! Begin, O world, the brilliance of a nova spins life! My True Name is [Origin and Sword]!”

“I am the Usurper who killed the Primordial! My eye offered to Mimir's Well, let us mock your diligence! End, O world, the coming twilight shall slaughter you! My True Name is [Death and War]!”

Oh, so that's how they're "settling" it.

My eyes went dead. My heart felt like it was resigned to the end. They were both unleashing literal one-hit-kill moves—genuine ultimate arts that unleashed the final chapters of their respective legends.

“[Origin Finale]!”

“[Chanting the End: Catastrophe — Primitive Dragon-Fish: Nova Bahamut]!”

“[Death and War, Destroying All: Volva Audz — Twilight Sky: Ragnarok]!”

One was a secret technique that hurled the user’s entire existence as a projectile; the other was a beam of pure twilight. The moment they collided, I braced for the world to end—but then, two voices reached my ears.

“That’s enough.”

“You two stupid sisters are overdoing it.”

The voices belonged to two women who had either just woken up or had been watching the whole disaster for their own amusement. 

Gram’s technique was neutralized by a move of equal magnitude, while Merli’s beam—being pure magic—was simply devoured by a brown-skinned woman.

“No matter how you slice it, this is too much. Do you actually intend to destroy this world?”

“...Gu-chan, calm down. We’ll just have him make time for us later, okay?”

Standing there were two women: one with deep crimson hair and golden eyes, and another with brown skin, white hair, and very little in the way of clothing. They were dependable companions on the same level as Bahamut. Looking thoroughly exhausted, they gave the two combatants a stern lecture before turning toward me.

“It’s been a while, Prince... I stopped them. Am I a good girl?”

“Yo, Reima. Long time no see.”

“You’re lifesavers... Seriously, thank you, Rahva, Anra.”

The first to speak was Rahva Typhon, dressed like a princess out of a fairy tale. She spoke with a gentle voice and a sweet smile, immediately pestering me for praise. 

Standing beside her and looking down at me was Anra Azi Dahaka. She was my ultimate trump card against magic, possessing a history of having devoured the origin of her own chief god. Despite her tomboyish, hedonistic personality, she had actually stepped in to help, and I was genuinely grateful.

“Listen, Reima. This whole mess happened because you haven't been giving them enough attention. Reflect on that, and then go make some time for us.”

“...Yes. I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, you’d better be. Now then, I’m first on the list!”

“Wait, Ar-chan. Since we’re the ones who stopped the "reflection-worthy" sisters, I think we deserve the first reward.”

“True. In that case, get ready, Reima... and fight me.”

“...Understood. Since things have calmed down for now, I’ll go talk with everyone.”

“Hey, don’t you run away.”

In the end, I was scooped up by Anra—who stood a full two meters tall—and hauled off to her quarters. However, the rest of the Summoned Beasts couldn't contain themselves and charged in after us. The whole catastrophe ended up dissolving into a massive, chaotic banquet.
Episode 83: The Charging Childhood Friend

It was a holiday. Since I had nothing on the schedule, I was getting ready to head to the library to do some research on Dungeons. 

Just as I was about to head out the door, a notification popped up on my messaging app.

『I’m coming over. Open the window.』

The message was blunt. The sender’s name was Ayane. Before I even had time to be confused, I went ahead and opened the window. She came tumbling into the room almost immediately.

It was a sight I hadn't seen since middle school. I felt a flicker of surprise, followed by a wave of nostalgia. I decided to speak up as she gathered herself.

"That’s dangerous."

"I’m strong. It’s a breeze," she countered.

"…I suppose you’re right."

Having scrambled inside, she claimed my bed in the blink of an eye, sitting there primly. It was such a typical sight for her that a small smile escaped me. However, I quickly pulled my expression back into line and decided to ask why she’d come.

"So, what do you want?"

"Is 'I wanted to see Reima' not good enough?"

"What’s the real reason?"

"…Hmph. But it’s the truth."

Ayane pouted. I didn't know how to respond to such a blunt display of affection, so I changed the subject to cover my tracks.

"It’s been two days. Anything change?"

"Hmm, not really. Things don't change that easily."

"True enough."

"You’re really bad at small talk, Reima."

I knew I was being awkward, but she didn't have to point it out. I took a moment to look at her again. Her hair was white as the first snow of winter and her eyes were a deep crimson. Every time I saw her, I thought she looked like a rabbit. Today, she was wearing a T-shirt and acting strangely restless.

"Hey, Reima. I’ve been wanting to ask… we were childhood friends in the original world, too, right?"

"Ah… yeah. We were."

"What was the 'me' over there like?"

The sudden question caught me off guard. I wasn't sure how to answer. I remembered everything, but I hesitated to actually put it into words for her.

"I’m the one who asked, so don't hold back. I’m just curious," she said, sensing my hesitation.

I still wasn't sure if I should answer, but I could see she was genuinely interested. I sighed and gave in.

"Well, the Ayane I knew was from our third year of middle school… so she was a little smaller than you are now. Her personality was almost exactly the same, though. She used to charge into my room on holidays just like you did just now."

"Anything else?"

"…Anything else? I don't know. Maybe that I felt at ease when I was with her?"

It wasn't just about her, specifically. It was a feeling I’d carried through that entire world. Maybe because we’d been together since we were kids, but I could always relax around her. It was a repetitive, unchanging life, but those brief moments together were precious. They were my only peace.

"Is that your impression of me?"

"I guess so. Yeah, I felt at peace. Having her there felt natural. Shiki was there, too… I thought we’d just keep spending our days together forever."

"It’s the same as it is here, then."

"It really is. It was a world without Dungeons, but other than that, nothing was different… That’s why I…"

The words slipped out almost unconsciously. 

I realized then that, as I thought, I still wanted to go back to my original world. There’s the matter of the 'Reima' who belongs here, but I want to see everyone again. The people in this world are important to me, but it’s different. It’s clearly, fundamentally different.

"Hey, Reima. Do you want to go back?"

"…Yeah. I do. Considering the 'me' of this world, I feel like I have to return."

"I see. Well, Reima… I think both Reimas are Reima. I finally found you. I don't want to say goodbye."

I didn't know what to say to that. 

To me, the 'me' of this world and myself are two different people. We’re different to the core. The only reason I was able to survive and struggle in that other world was the belief that I could return someday. I was selfish to the end, and I took countless lives along the way.

How does the guy from this world compare? He worked himself to the bone for the sake of Ayane and Shiki. Unlike me, he was someone who could actually act for the sake of the people he loved—

"You’re thinking about something weird again, aren't you?"

"…No."

"Yes, you are. Definitely. Did you know? Your voice gets higher when you’re trying to hide something. And you pause for a second."

"Seriously?"

"Yeah. That habit hasn't changed either. Reima is Reima."

She said the words, but I couldn't accept them. Every time I heard about the Reima of this world, the gap between us only felt wider.

"Sorry. I didn't mean to make you look like that… Oh, I know. Are you free after this?"

"I am, but why?"

"Then let’s go on a date. I told you I’d teach you about this world, and I haven't done it yet. So, it’s a date/study session."

"Can I pass?"

"No. Just humor my selfishness for once, okay?"

It was awkward, and I wanted to refuse, but she was unusually persistent. I eventually lost the battle of wills and ended up spending the rest of the day with her.
Chapter 84: A Day with the Ice Princess

I had been suddenly invited on a... date? Before I knew it, Ayane and I were leaving the house together.

The invitation had come out of nowhere, and we hadn't even decided on a destination. Having her actually put it into words felt embarrassing, even if we were just stepping out for a bit.

"So, where are we going?" I asked.

"I haven't decided. I figured we’d just wander around for a while," Ayane replied.

"...That’s so like you."

"Hehe, that’s just who I am."

We set off, simply walking through the city. 

We passed by chain stores that had been there since my childhood. As we continued, Ayane mentioned she wanted to stop at a convenience store. When I asked why, she told me she had a craving for ice cream.

"Hehe, pop quiz! What flavor of ice cream did I pick?" she asked, holding her hand behind her back.

"Soda," I answered instantly.

"Wait, no hesitation? ...Are you sure about that?"

She had been obsessed with those blue soda-flavored bars for as long as I could remember. I was confident that some things remained the same regardless of which world I was in.

"If I’m wrong, I’ll pay for yours," I added.

"............Correct. Darn it, and here I thought I was going to get a free treat..."

"I can read you like an open book, Ayane."

"How boring. You could have at least pretended to struggle with the answer."

"Life isn’t that fair," I muttered.

I bought my own ice cream, and we left the shop, eating as we resumed our walk. It was a city I should have been familiar with, yet unfamiliar sights constantly cropped up. 

There were shops selling Magic Tools unique to this world, or even Dungeons—things I knew nothing about. Every time I saw one, the reality that this was a different world crashed down on me again.

"None of that negativity, Reima. Focus on the now," Ayane scolded.

"My bad... Anyway, where are you planning to take me?"

"Hmm, it's a secret. Just look forward to it."



The area we were heading into had a surprising amount of greenery for Tokyo. 

It was a tourist spot located a short distance from my house. It featured temples and a strip of shops reminiscent of the streets of Kyoto, where people could snack while they walked.

"...This place hasn't changed," I murmured.

"So it exists here too. I guess that means the surprise is spoiled," Ayane replied.

This area had been part of my route to elementary school; it was a place thick with memories. It was a road I had walked for six years in my original world. There was a shrine near the school where Ayane, Shiki, and I used to play constantly as kids.

"Ta-da! We’re at the shrine."

We arrived at a shrine famous for its massive sacred tree and its supposed blessings for matchmaking. Beyond that, the place was simple—just a vast grounds containing the main building, a torii gate, and the tree.

"What are we doing here?" I asked.

"We’re playing tag."

"...Just the two of us?"

"Yep, just us."

"............"

I’m sure my face was a picture of skepticism. 

This place had felt enormous when I was a child, but seeing it now as a grown man, it felt cramped. More than anything, the idea of two adults playing tag didn't exactly scream 'fun.'

"Alright, Reima is 'it'!"

"...I’m 'it' on top of everything else?"

"Yep. If you lose, you’re treating me to a movie."

"Could you not make the stakes so annoyingly high?"

"Oh? Do you not plan on winning?"

"...Fine. We’re doing this, right?"

I didn't have the motivation, but being provoked rubbed me the wrong way. I wasn't about to let Ayane beat me, so I decided I would just catch her and get it over with.

"Thirty minutes. Whoever is 'it' at the end loses," she declared.

"Fine by me. If I win, you’re buying me dinner."

"If you can win, sure!"

And so began a game of tag—the first in I don't even know how many years. 

The game was so nostalgic it made me wonder when the last time I’d actually run like this was. To my surprise, I actually found myself enjoying it. Man, this really takes me back, I thought—at least, until something slammed into my face.

A cold sensation exploded across my skin.

"Gah! Hey! Ayane, what the hell did you just throw?!"

"Hehe, a snowball~"

"Don't think saying it cutely makes it okay!"

"It’s boring if we just play normally!"

"That's no excuse to chuck snowballs!"

"Uh oh, Reima’s mad! Run away~!"

The game grew more intense. After being pelted with several soft snowballs, I grew competitive and strengthened my body with magic power, finally bringing the match to a close.

"No fair! No magic allowed!" she pouted.

"You were using it to shape the snowballs!"

"It wasn't against the rules, so it’s safe!"

"Stop with the sophistry."

"But I just wanted to play in the snow..."

"A shrine isn't exactly the place for a snowball fight," I said, exasperated. 

She laughed, admitting I had a point, and sat down on the ground without a care for getting her clothes dirty.

"Mmm... that was fun."

"What was so great about that?"

"Well, you’re laughing, Reima. Oh? Wait, was it actually not fun for you?"

"I mean... I guess it was a little fun."

"Then it's a win. You look way better than you did this morning. Hey, do you remember? When we were kids, I’d throw a tantrum and drag you outside every single day it snowed."

"...That was probably a story about the Reima from this world," I replied.

"No, what I’m saying is—wait, who’s there?"

Ayane was cut off just as she was trying to finish her thought. 

I noticed it too. Someone was watching us. It was an indescribable, suspicious gaze. I couldn't tell exactly where it was coming from, but it was locked firmly onto us. It felt like we were being appraised—no, it was a disgusting, lingering gaze that made my skin crawl. I shifted into a defensive stance.

"Come out, or I’ll freeze you," Ayane threatened.

"Hmm, that’s tempting too, but I’d personally prefer a more natural conversation."

The voice came from directly behind us. I summoned my weapon instantly, preparing to strike, but a presence I hadn't sensed until the last second lunged toward Ayane.

"Hehe-hehehe! It's the real, live Ayane-chan! It's been too long!"

"Kya!"

By the time I realized what was happening, a total pervert I’d never seen before was hugging Ayane. 

She was a woman with red hair who looked like a beautiful older lady. However, she was blurting out absolute insanity while fondling Ayane with a look on her face that could only be described as 'dangerous.'

"Should I call 110?" I asked, reaching for my phone.

"Wait, Reima-kun! Just listen before you report me to the police!"

I had no idea how she knew my name, but for a split second, her strangely calm and serious tone made me hesitate.

"I want to fondle Reima-kun too—so please, just wait on the report, okay?"

The moment she gave me a pretty wink and spat out that delusion, I called the police without a second thought.
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Chapter 85: The Guild [Valsia]

"Wait, your first move is calling the cops? Seriously? Since when did you get so cold?"

My smartphone was snatched away at a speed I couldn't even track, let alone react to. My attempt to summon the authorities was effectively neutralized.

Okay, this woman is dangerous. 

That was my immediate assessment. I managed to get my phone back on the condition that I wouldn't report her, and I reluctantly agreed to hear her out.

"So," I began, "who are you exactly?"

"Wait, what? Hey, Ayane, what’s up with Reima? Did he really forget about this perfect beauty?"

"Actually... they haven't seen each other since Reima woke up," Ayane chimed in.

"That's right! Exactly! Isn't Reima being heartless? You finally wake up and you don't even come to see your beloved Guild Master, Senka Kujo? The rest of the guild is going to be heartbroken!"

So the pervert’s name was Senka Kujo. I dug through my memories, trying to find her in my old world... and there she was. I remembered a woman eight years older than us with the same name. She had lived near my house when I was young. I’d assumed we had simply drifted apart over the years, but in this world, it seemed our relationship had stayed intact.

"Listen, Senka, Reima has amnesia," Ayane explained. "That's why he hasn't reached out. I haven't really brought it up to him yet, either."

"For real? Well, I guess that can't be helped. But... you seriously don't remember anything?"

"Sorry," I said. "I don't know the first thing about this guild, and I don't know you."

"Oh my... Well, let's try this again. I am Senka Kujo. I’m the Master of [Valsia], the guild you and Ayane both belong to. I'm an S-Rank Adventurer known as [Divine Healing]—a world-class beauty who happens to be a bit of an expert at recovery magic!"

Her initial behavior was what it was, but she seemed like a decent person at heart. She looked genuinely shocked by my memory loss, but she brushed it off and offered her hand. Her manic energy was uncomfortably similar to my Summoned Beasts, but I took the hand anyway.

"Oh, that's right, Reima."

"What?"

"Are you free today? Since we've bumped into each other, I’d love for you to show your face at [Valsia]."

I hesitated. It was a place where the "other" Reima belonged; I might find some actual information there. But walking into a room full of people who knew a version of me I didn't recognize sounded incredibly awkward.

Still... I need to know who that guy was.

"Fine," I said.

"Thanks. The sub-master has been worried about you, too. Seeing you today and inviting you back was the whole point of me stopping you."

"Wait," Ayane interrupted. "If that was the point, why did you start groping me?"

"Just the usual hype."

"I'm telling on you later."

"Wait, please don't."

Looking at the exchange, they were clearly on good terms. It was rare to see Ayane open up her heart this much; the way she let her guard down was something I never would have imagined in my previous world.

"Then let's head there by bus! Forward, to [Valsia]!"



We took a bus toward the urban center of the city and eventually arrived at a massive building that looked like a blue castle. It felt completely out of place in modern Japan. There was even a pair of gatekeepers, a man and a woman, who saluted us the moment they saw us.

"Welcome back, Master! ...Wait, Ayane? And Reima!?"

"Reima?! Hey, everyone! Reima’s back! Get out here, quick!"

The shout echoed through the fortress-like structure. Before I knew it, I was surrounded. Strangers in various types of gear swarmed me. They didn't just greet me—they hoisted me into the air for a celebratory tossing, passing me around in a chaotic blur.

"Wow... I guess they really missed you," Ayane said, watching the spectacle.

"Don't just watch, help me! I'm gonna barf! Seriously, I'm getting motion sick!"

The rhythm of the tosses was just slightly out of sync with the way they were shaking me. The resulting discordance was doing some very specific, very unpleasant damage to my inner ear.

"I know you're excited, but calm down, everyone... Reima's suffering," Ayane tried to mediate, but no one listened. 

I figured they’d keep going until they got bored. But then, a presence like a ghost emerged from the guild building.

"What do you think you're doing? Put him down!"

The command was sharp. The tossing stopped instantly, and I was dropped unceremoniously. 

I hit the ground with a pathetic "Gufh!" and scrambled to my feet. I looked up to see the face of the person who had—regardless of the landing—saved me.

"...Hm? What is it, Reima?"

"Nothing... I just wanted to say thanks."

"Why are you being so formal? That's not like you."

Another person I'd never met. I stared at the individual with the long black hair, my mind a complete blank. I couldn't just stay silent, but I had no idea what to say. My eyes darted around for a second, looking for an escape.

"Anyway, let's head to my office for now," Senka said, stepping in to rescue me. "I'm sure we have plenty to discuss."

With that, Ayane and I followed the Guild Master into the depths of the massive building.
Episode 86: Traces

The sign on the door of the office I was led to inside the [Valsia] headquarters said "gwuild mastur’s office" in a loopy, lazy scrawl that drained the tension right out of me.

Stepping inside, the first thing that hit me was the sheer volume of books. Every inch of the wall was packed with shelves, overflowing with volumes and loose documents. From a quick glance at the spines, I gathered most of it was dungeon-related.

"Well then, Reima. It’s good that you’ve finally come back, but—why didn’t you show your face sooner?"

"…!"

Her tone was a bit stern, yet it carried an underlying loneliness. 

That emotion wasn't meant for me. It was for the original 'him'—the guy whose place I’m taking. I felt like a fraud for even hearing it. I tried to think of something to say, but I held back. Better to leave those words for the real Reima, if he ever comes back.

"Ah, Chizuru-chan. It might be better if you didn't press him on that," Senka interjected.

"Mm? What do you mean by that?"

"…I’m sorry," I said, finally finding my voice. "Right now, I have amnesia."

"—It doesn't seem like you are joking."

Chizuru searched my face, and upon realizing the truth, she lowered her eyes. I knew I had to stick to the lie once I’d told it, but every time I saw a reaction like this—every time I realized how much this guy was actually loved—it made my chest tighten.

"If that is the case, then forgive me. Even if you don't remember, I should have introduced myself. Once again, I am Chizuru Yuki. My Job is [Magician], and I serve as the Vice Guild Master here."

"…I’m Reima Kariya. Same here."

"Yes, I look forward to working with you. However… amnesia, is it? It would probably be best not to inform the other guild members of this for now."

"I’d appreciate that. Sorry for the trouble."

"Why are you apologizing? It is not as if this is your fault."

Technically, it wasn't. My immediate goal was to return this body to Reima; the time I was spending in it was borrowed—stolen, really. I didn't know when the switch would happen, or if it even could, but I didn't want to leave a mess of anxious people behind when I left. And honestly? If they knew I was a different person entirely, they’d probably start looking at me with that same old fear again.

"Okay, okay! That’s enough gloom for now, Chizuru-chan," Senka chirped, clapping her hands.

"You're right. For now, let us rejoice that Reima has returned."

"Yeah, yeah, that’s the spirit. So, I have to ask just in case, Reima-kun—do you have any plans for what to do from now on?"

"Erm, for now, I just hope my memories return. That's why I've been diving into [Dungeons]."

I kept the details vague as I told them my tentative goal. 

Senka let out a soft "I see" while lost in thought, then nodded. "Okay then, Chizuru-chan. Can we make [Valsia]’s objective 'recovering Reima-kun’s memories' for a while?"

"I don't mind. [Dungeon] conquests have been stagnant lately anyway. In that case, it would be best to inform the executives. They’ll want to help."

"Yeah, yeah. Then let's hold a meeting later. Oh, right—if it's not too painful to talk about, how far does Reima-kun's amnesia go?"

I gave her the same answer I’d given the doctor when I first woke up. I explained that I understood general common sense, but I didn't remember anything regarding [Dungeons] or the people I had known.

"I see, so it's pretty serious… So, the situation now is that you’ve awakened as a [Summoner] and have [Summoned Beasts]?"

"Yes, that's right. Since I woke up, the… well, the [Summoned Beasts] have been dwelling inside me. I’ve picked up some magic, too. That’s about it."

"That part is the same as the other [Awakened One] children. Alright, then we'll finalize the policy later—let's go look for clues!"

"By clues, what exactly are you looking for, Senka?" Ayane asked. She’d been listening restlessly until then, looking just as confused as I felt. 

I didn't think "clues" would be that easy to find. I just stood there with a mental question mark over my head, waiting for an explanation.

"Fufufu. Just follow me for now. I have a secret plan!"

"…Sorry," Chizuru sighed. "She’s probably way off base, but just humor her for a bit."

"Yeah, well, that's fine."

"I’m going to stay here and talk with Chizuru. Reima, if Senka starts acting crazy, feel free to run for it."



Senka led me to a room on the far end of the third floor. 

The sign on this one was written in characters that were less "relaxed" and more like cute, girly handwriting: Reima-kun’s Room. Just looking at it gave me a dull, throbbing ache in my head. Senka unlocked the door and gestured for me to enter.

"I thought maybe you'd remember something if you came here. What do you think?"

Inside, there were more than twice as many books as there had been in the office. 

There were stacks of notebooks and an almost abnormal mountain of documents. Although the room was neatly organized, a thick layer of dust suggested no one had set foot inside for months.

"—This place is?"

"Your private room, I guess? Or to be more precise, it's the room you used for studying."

"I did all of this? By myself?"

I stepped inside and picked up a random notebook. It was full of monster data and [Dungeon] strategy information similar to what I’d seen at the house, but the level of detail was insane. It was laid out so clearly a child could understand it.

"Yeah. This room is the sum of all your hard work since middle school. It’s been a while since I was in here, but it really is impressive. You had everything in here memorized, Reima-kun."

"That… is incredible."

The number of books here exceeded two hundred by my visual estimate; the idea of memorizing all of them seemed impossible. However, looking at Reima’s achievements, his reputation, and the sheer density of those notebooks, I couldn't doubt it. 

Considering how he utilized [Blanc] and [Noir], it was clear that this level of knowledge was his foundation. I felt like I was finally starting to understand the guy.

"Since you didn't have mana, you originally wouldn't have been able to go to [Dungeons]. But you studied so hard you were recognized as a special exception and built up a list of achievements… that is the proof of your effort."

"…Hey, Senka-san, is it alright if I explore this room for a bit?"

"Sure, go ahead. It's your room, after all."

She stepped out, leaving me alone in the silence. 

I started to look around, and my eyes landed on the desk. Sensing a faint trace of mana, I pulled open the drawer. It was filled with magic stones.

These are probably for that gun.

Driven by curiosity, I reached out to pick one up.

The moment my fingers touched it, my head exploded with pain. A physical wave of revulsion washed over me, and the magic stone in my hand suddenly surged with a violent heat.

"—Gah!"

I reflexively dropped the stone. My head wouldn't stop throbbing; a sense of profound wrongness settled in my gut, leaving me dazed.

"What the hell was that?"

I shook my head, trying to clear the fog. Just as I reached out to touch the stone again—

"Reima-kun! Something's come up, I've gotta run!" 

Senka burst through the door, tossed me the key, and vanished down the hall.



Afterword

Thank you for your hard work, everyone. I am Kido Airaku.

I am sorry for the lack of updates lately. To make up for the wait, I have some big news: a manga adaptation has been greenlit! I'll keep the publisher a secret for now, but [Isekai Summoner] is officially becoming a manga!

It’s still a little while away, but I’m going to make sure it’s something the readers will truly enjoy. Please look forward to it!
Chapter 87: Rescue Request

Even with the key in hand, I didn’t have the nerve to linger in that room. After checking a few noteworthy items, I headed back down to the guild’s first floor.

I was also worried about Senka-san, who had rushed off in such a hurry. When I reached the bottom of the stairs, I found her and Chizuru-san clad in what looked like adventuring gear.

"Ayane, where are those two going?" I asked.

"It’s an A-rank dungeon," Ayane replied. "A capture team from another guild was decimated, and a rescue request just came in. A few people from Valsia are heading out now to help. I’m going, too."

"In that case... should I go as well? I am technically a member of this guild."

"I don't know..." Ayane looked at me with a conflicted expression. "It would be reassuring, but are you sure you’re up for it?"

Since she knew my "circumstances," she was likely trying to keep me from getting too involved with the other guild members. But if lives were on the line, I couldn’t just sit back and ignore it.

Besides, I might not know my way around yet, but if I use the power of my companions, we can move faster than any vehicle in this city.

"Senka-san, let me help," I said, stepping forward.

"What? But... Reima-kun, this is guild business."

"I’m a member here, aren't I? Then I should do my part. Besides, I have a Summoned Beast perfectly suited for transporting a group."

Senka-san hesitated for a second, then nodded. "Understood. Time is of the essence. We’ll take all the help we can get."

"Got it. [Summon]—Berg Fernir."

A large eagle materialized in the hall. His silver wings shimmered, and he seemed delighted to be called out after so long. However, he was naturally shy around strangers; the moment he saw the crowd, he scurried behind my back to hide.

"Um, are you sure about this, Reima-kun?" Senka-san asked, looking skeptical. "He’s big for an eagle, and he’s certainly cute, but he doesn't look like he can carry all of us."

"This is just his travel size. He’s massive in his true form. He’s incredibly fast, too—probably our best bet for getting there in time."

I figured showing them would be faster than explaining. I led the group outside and sent a mental command to Berg. He responded immediately, swelling until he was roughly fifteen meters long. To prove it was safe, I hopped onto his back first and beckoned the others to follow.

"Whoa, he’s huge... and he looks incredibly powerful," someone muttered.

"Where did you get a beast like this? You're a life-saver, Reima," Ayane said.

The four of them, Ayane included, climbed aboard without further complaint. They clearly trusted the "old me." Once I had the location and directions, I gave Berg the signal. My clever companion took to the skies and beat his wings toward our destination.

"Damn! This is fast! It’s like being on a jet!"

"He’s an eagle at heart, so speed is his specialty. And thanks to his abilities, it’s actually safer than a plane."

According to the original texts, his name meant "The One Who Stills the Wind." He could shield his passengers from the effects of high-speed air currents. It made the flight effortless; we felt no wind resistance, and his soft feathers provided a secure grip. 

Berg had joined me early in my journey. He had always been my most precious companion for travel. Flying through the clouds with him brought back a wave of fond, distant memories.

"We’re over Akihabara. We’ll be landing shortly."

The request had come from a dungeon in Akihabara. Apparently, one survivor had managed to escape via teleportation and alerted the Dungeon Agency, who then contacted Valsia. I didn't fully understand how the guild system worked in this world yet, but I gathered that a guild boasting an S-Rank adventurer like Ayane and a master like Senka-san was a top-tier choice for high-stakes rescues.

"Thanks, Reima-kun. We’ve arrived. We’re heading in immediately—is everyone ready?"

We landed in front of a cave-type dungeon that looked like a jagged wound in the earth. I knew these places didn't disappear even after being cleared; monsters just kept spawning indefinitely. An A-rank dungeon like this was bound to be a nightmare.

Considering it had already wiped out one professional team, we needed all the firepower we could get.

"Thanks, Berg. I’ll make it up to you later. Return for now."

Berg didn't speak—he rarely took human form—but he gave a single, solemn nod before vanishing back into the [Soul World]. After he was gone, I asked Senka-san for a quick briefing. She mentioned the dungeon interior was cramped.

"Let me take the lead," I suggested.

"Wait, Reima-kun, aren't you a Summoner? You should stay in the back."

"No. I’m going to ride Sol—the wolf—and rush ahead. We don't know how long those people have been trapped. Every second counts."

"You’re right... but can I ride with you? If they’ve been decimated, I need to be at the front to provide healing."

"I think he'll allow it. But if we’re going to hurry, I’m going to have to get a little aggressive. Is that okay?"

"You aren't going to overstrain yourself, are you? Knowing your personality, I’ll stop you if you’re being reckless."

Her reaction confirms it again. The 'original' Reima was definitely a loose cannon. I’d gathered as much from the diary, but the fact that she was still this worried even after I’d "lost my memory" said everything.

"I’ll be fine. I’m not going to do anything stupid. Here goes. [Trial Summon]—Sol Skoll, Luna Managarm... and Balor Shamrock."

Sol appeared as usual, but beside him stood a woman. She had waist-length pink hair and black goat horns. She wore a revealing white outfit that vaguely resembled a nun's habit, and her eyes were covered by a tattered, reddish-black bandage. She looked slightly startled to be summoned. 

I remembered her personality well—graceful, refined, and always composed. Although she was a "demon" in the original texts, she treated everyone with an equal, dispassionate distance. I figured she would be a reliable asset for a cooperative mission.

"Hey, Reima... are you sure about Balor? This feels like a bad idea," Sol muttered, a bead of cold sweat rolling down his fur.

I didn't understand why he sounded so nervous. I didn't have much time to wonder, either.

"Eh?"

By the time the word left my lips, Balor was already inches from my face. She moved with terrifying silence. Slowly, she parted her lips.

"Finally... you have finally summoned me, my Lord."

Her voice was like a silver bell—faint, yet vibrating with a lifetime of suppressed emotion. She was clearly overjoyed by our reunion. I opened my mouth to say something—anything—to acknowledge her, but she beat me to it.

"Ah... ahahaha! It’s really you! The real Master Reima! You’re the one I saw in my dreams—the one we thought of constantly, the one who never dies no matter how many times we trace your silhouette in our minds! This is for work, isn't it? I won't fail. I won't make a single mistake. Oh, how I’ve longed for this moment... Yes, yes... since you’ve called me, that means I should just kill everyone, right? Leave it to me. I shall curse, slaughter, and haunt every last one of your enemies until nothing remains!"

She traced the contour of my face with a finger, a deep, unsettling smile spreading across her lips. She spoke in a frantic rush, as if purging everything she’d held inside. The bandages over her eyes began to soak through with red tears. Her mana—thick with her dark authority—began to leak into the air, threatening to lash out at everything nearby.

Recognizing the danger of her power spiraling out of control, I acted quickly to calm her down.

"Listen, Balor. We’re short on time. I need your help."

"Ah... fufu. You’re calling my name again. My name... Yes, I understand. I, your humble Balor Shamrock, live only to obey your command."

"Good. I'm counting on you. Sol, can you carry us?"

"I mean, I can," Sol grumbled, "but you’d better grant me some resistance first. Balor’s 'Gaze' is a bit much to handle."

"Right, good point. Senka-san, Sol is going to shift into his wolf form. Please get on. He’s fast, so you’ll need to hold onto me."

Sol grew large enough to accommodate three riders. I climbed on and waited for Senka-san to settle behind me, while Balor took her position at the very front of our formation.

"Reima-kun..." Senka-san looked at the pink-haired demon with wide eyes. "We don't have time for a full explanation, so I’ll ask later. But I can trust her, right?"

"Yes. When it comes to fighting multiple enemies at once, there’s no one better than Balor."

With that, we charged into the fray. The other three followed behind on Luna’s back as we began our descent into the dungeon.
Episode 88: The Saint with the Eyes of Death and Destruction

"Isn't this a little too fast!?"

We were currently sprinting on Sol’s back. Senka-san let the words slip through gritted teeth, clearly doing her best not to accidentally bite her tongue at the speeds we were reaching.

"Hold on, Reima-kun, wait! Seriously, stop! There’s a monster right in front of us!"

"It’s fine! We’re just going to plow right through!" I shouted back. "Balor, you’re up!"

"I am not used to this, but if it is only a matter of looking... could you please allow this to end?"

From behind me, the bandages binding her face unraveled with a dry rustle. Freed from the bindings that served to seal her sight, her eyes were revealed. I couldn’t see them from my position, but I knew her amethyst pupils were now exposed to the world. 

Then, it happened.

"As I thought, things here are fragile compared to Mythologia. The mana consumption seems negligible."

The moment she spoke, the several monsters blocking our path shattered into magic stones. Senka-san, sitting behind me, gasped. She leaned in, her voice dropping into a serious register.

"Reima-kun... was that a Magic Eye just now?"

"Yeah. That’s [Balor’s Eye]. It’s a bit of a special case. It can instantly kill anything up to a certain level."

It was one of Balor’s many ways of forcing 'death' upon an opponent. It was a power that inflicted immediate expiration on any living thing with low mana or insufficient resistance. Judging by the way they had collapsed and the state of the shattered stones on the ground, the phenomenon effectively crushed the magic core inside the target instantly.

"That’s incredible... Did you get that when you awakened, too?"

"...Something like that. It even caught me off guard when I first woke up."

Yamato-san had warned me when I first mentioned Mythologia—information regarding the world I had come from was a top-tier secret. He had told me to keep it hidden at all costs. An [Awakened One] with a record was already a high-value asset to be protected; there was no telling what would happen if the details of someone who had actually survived that other world got out. 

Yamato had instructed me to use the term [Awakened One] as a catch-all excuse whenever I needed to deflect. In this modern era, the nature of an [Awakened One] was still poorly understood, giving the title enough weight to shut down further questioning.

"Well, it's certainly fast," Senka-san noted. "The distress signal came from somewhere around the middle layer. Let's keep moving."

We continued our descent, Balor deleting monsters as they appeared. We didn't stop for breaks. In a situation where every second counted, I didn't have the luxury of worrying about picking up magic stones. We simply dove deeper until we reached the fifth floor.

The descent opened up into a massive, hollow space. In the center lay a magic circle glowing with a deep, heavy hue. I couldn't feel a single presence in the room. It was a type of circle I hadn't seen before, but I could tell it was a summoning type. Maybe it was my intuition as a [Summoner] talking.

"Reima-kun, stop! The boss is coming!"

The moment Luna landed with Ayane and the others, mana began to flood the room, and the magic circle roared to life. A brilliant blue light filled the chamber, momentarily blinding us. When my vision finally cleared, I saw it.

"Is that... a statue?"

Before us stood a stone figure, a chimera-like fusion of an angel and a beast. It radiated pure hostility.

"Everyone, battle stations!" Ayane barked. "Its class is [Virtues]!"

It was a monster I didn't recognize. I began cross-referencing my memories to figure out how to take it down, but the members of [Valsia] were already leaping off Luna’s back, falling into combat stances.

[Virtues]... That’s one of the higher angelic ranks, isn’t it? I observed the creature, relying on my knowledge of the other world to analyze the threat.

"Oh, an angel? I despise angels—save for that one girl. Please, break quickly."

I recalled then that Balor had a deep-seated loathing for anything angelic in Mythologia. She used to hunt the angel-type monsters there with a singular, obsessive focus. Her tone was gentle, yet it carried a weight of absolute, cold wrath. When I looked at her, her Magic Eye had shifted from amethyst to a deep raspberry, glowing like a polished rubellite.

"[Balor Discurse]."

That was her eye of destruction. It was a different variation of her power; where the first forced 'death,' this one forced the physical phenomenon of 'destruction' upon the target. The [Virtues] caught in her gaze didn't just break; its very existence was unmade. It shattered—no, it turned into fine dust.



"Could you tell me one thing? Is there some kind of price for using that?"

In the silence that followed the monster’s erasure, a man who hadn't spoken to me yet finally stepped forward. He was a blond man—given he was on this mission, his strength was likely a given. His voice held concern for me, but I could hear the underlying dread he felt toward Balor.

"None that I've noticed so far. I haven't felt any recoil since awakening," I replied.

"I see. That’s good, then. Just don't overdo it. You have a habit of taking everything on yourself... Oh, I forgot to introduce myself. I’m Makoto Nagura. My [Job] is [Holy Knight]. I’m the [Tank] for this group."

"...So you've heard about me, then."

"Well, yeah. I am a core member, after all. I heard the stories from Ayane-chan and Chizuru. If there’s anything I can do to help, just ask. We’re comrades in the same guild. That’s never going to change."

I gave him a brief handshake, but my attention shifted to Senka-san and Chizuru. They weren't moving; they were huddled together, looking pensive.

"Hey, Chizuru-chan... the mission briefing said the [Middle Layer], right? Specifically from the eighth floor down?"

"That was the intel. But if that’s the case, this is definitely wrong."

"What’s the matter?" I asked.

"If the previous team had already cleared this far, the floor boss shouldn't have respawned yet," Chizuru explained. "Given this is a government-sanctioned request, we should keep moving, but there's a high chance some kind of irregularity is occurring."

"So it's a gamble, but we have to hurry," Senka-san added. "With this party, we should be able to handle most things. Reima-kun, can we hitch a ride on the wolves again?"

Sol and the others looked a bit disgruntled, but they nodded, understanding the urgency. I’d have to find a way to make it up to them later. I climbed back onto Sol with Senka-san and Balor, while Luna took Ayane’s group.

"I’m going to apply some buffs to you both since we’re in a rush," I said.

"Oh, right. You are a [Summoner], after all."

"Yeah. But a fair warning: don't try to talk while we’re moving. You'll bite your tongue off."

"Point taken. Understood."

With that, we let the Sol sisters loose once more, plunging deeper into the darkness of the [Dungeon].
Episode 89: Unknown Identity

The Akihabara dungeon was a cave-type crawl infested with beastly monsters. It was a bizarre place that lacked any real sense of thematic unity—especially considering those angel-mimics we’d encountered earlier. If I were to apply the common sense of every other dungeon I’d ever been in, this place just felt wrong.

“Are you all right, My Lord?”

“Yeah, I’m fine, Balor. More importantly, are you holding up? Not tired?”

“Hardly. I do not possess a body that grows weary from this level of exertion. I am quite well.”

We were in a state where most of the monsters died instantly the moment Balor looked at them. Considering she wasn't even tapping into her deep reserves of mana, the enemies here were likely only B-rank. We were closing in on the eighth floor, but the sheer smoothness of our descent felt eerie. It was the calm before a storm I knew was coming.

“—We’re hitting the eighth floor!”

We finally arrived.

We landed in a massive, cavernous space, and my eyes widened at the sight of the irregularity waiting for us. It was a mountain of corpses. Every monster that was supposed to spawn in this area had been slaughtered to the last. I couldn't feel a single flicker of life.

“—What... is this?”

The sight left even Senka and Ayane speechless. It wasn't just the scale of the massacre; it was the sheer cruelty of it. The bodies had been torn apart, shredded with a level of brutality that defied logic. And there, standing in the center of the carnage, was something.

It was a humanoid freak. To put it simply, it looked like a chimera born from a messy collage of various monsters. It stood on two legs, its arms a nightmare of bee stingers, scorpion tails, and mantis scythes. Its face was a flat, inorganic void. It felt as though every "unnecessary" organ had been pruned away, leaving only a weapon made of meat—a creature designed solely to take life.

“You three, get ready for combat!”

The order was instantaneous. There was no way a thing like that was going to be reasonable. I immediately marked it as a threat and summoned [Laevateinn] to buff Luna and the others.

“—Ayane, you guys handle the search. I’ll deal with this thing!”

“What?! You’re going to be reckless again?!”

I didn't bother answering. I simply switched gears. I didn't have the luxury of worrying about others; holding back against a creature like this would be a death sentence. Above all, I couldn't shake the premonition that letting this thing live would be a catastrophe—a feeling reinforced by the restless stirring of the summoned beasts within me.

I have to kill it here. Definitely.

It was an indescribable foulness—a rejection of its very existence. Facing that visceral disgust for the first time, I began to weave my magic.



“...What’s the play, Senka?”

“Senka, give us an order.”

That thing was far removed from any monster we had ever seen. We watched Reima prepare to face it with his summons, waiting for Senka to make the call. As our guild master and the leader of this party, she hesitated, her silence heavy with the weight of the decision.

“Rescue is the priority, just like Reima-kun said,” she finally spoke. “But Ayane-chan, I need you to support him. Don’t let him do anything reckless. Don't let him go too far.”

“—Understood.”

“Right. We’ll do our best—we’ll be back to back you up as soon as we can.”

With the plan decided, the rest of Valsia moved ahead, leaving me behind. I took a long, steadying breath. I won’t let him be reckless. No matter what happens. I had already decided that I wouldn't lose him a second time. I had promised myself I wouldn't make that mistake again.

“I’m backing you up, Reima!”

“Ayane?!”

I began to cast. I reached for the magic I had grown so used to in that other world—the techniques that had supported him then. Drawing in the freezing air Luna had scattered across the battlefield, I forged a massive blade of ice and launched it at our foe.

“We’re taking this thing down, Reima.”

“—Roger. Just don't push yourself, Ayane.”

“You’re one to talk.”

Seriously, he never changes. He was always worrying about everyone else, always ignoring his own safety to dive headfirst into danger. It made me realize all over again that the current me wasn't enough. I had to get stronger.

“Oh, right. [Instant Death Resistance Bestowal].”

“What’s this for?” I asked, feeling a strange warmth wash over me.

“It’s insurance, mostly. You’d probably be fine, but if you accidentally step into Balor’s line of sight, you’ll die instantly.”

“...That’s terrifyingly powerful.”

“Is there a problem? Childhood friend of Lord Reima?” Balor asked.

Those jewel-like crimson eyes felt as though they were peering into the depths of my soul. She was one of the comrades who had saved the world with Reima. She was likely just like me—someone who had been saved by him and now lived only for his sake. I’d been wary of her at first because of her size and that suggestive outfit, but looking at her now, she seemed... kind, in her own way.

“No. I just thought you were reliable,” I replied. “I’m leaving my back to you.”

“Is that so...? I may have misunderstood you. My eyes were perhaps clouded by your impossible position as Reima-sama’s childhood friend.”

“............I’m still not giving him up.”

“By all means, please yourself. It matters not to me; I am merely his tool.”

“...Reima?” I looked toward him, confused.

“Wait, stop,” Reima cut in, sounding exhausted. “Focus, you two. It’s coming again.”

The unknown monster swung its scythes wide and charged. It ignored everything else, targeting only Reima with a suicidal devotion, even as Sol’s flames began to char its flesh.

“Tch—it has resistance? Why won't it just burn and die?” Sol complained.

“Big sister, calm down. It seems like magic doesn't work well on it to begin with,” Sol's twin added.

“Furthermore, it appears this creature lacks the concept of death,” Balor observed. “Imbuing attacks with mana is ineffective.”

“That’s a pain,” Reima muttered. “Balor, hit it with a debuff then. Don't hold back.”

“Understood. Shall I cover the entire area?”

“—Yeah. I’m prepared for the cost. Take as much as you need.”

The moment Reima said that, he slashed his wrist. I winced and looked away for a split second, but I knew he wouldn't do something so macabre without a reason, so I forced myself to watch. His blood flowed, pouring into the chalice Balor held.

“Then... My Lord, I shall partake.”

She drank his blood dry. The woman looked absolutely ecstatic as she swallowed, her throat working with audible gulps. She let out a faint, suggestive sigh—and then the world changed.

“—Now, shall we fill this world with death? [Mystic Eye of the Demon].”

A gargantuan eye manifested in the air above the vast space. The moment it blinked open, the monster was slammed into the ground by an invisible force. It began to rot instantly. It crumbled and decayed, the corruption spreading even to the mountain of corpses nearby, turning everything it touched into magic stones.

“—Well, that did the trick,” Reima said, looking haggard. 

He seemed drained, likely because of how much mana that move had cost him. But the result was undeniable. The creature couldn't even twitch; it simply continued to disintegrate until it vanished entirely.

“—Phew. Target neutralized. Glad that actually worked.”

“Reima, what was that?”

“One of Balor’s ultimate moves. It grants an 'end' to anything within that floating eye's vision. Balor, shut it down before the others get back. It'll be hard to explain.”

“As you wish, My Lord.”

With that, the battle ended. Reima looked on with a detached, empty expression, as if this were just another Tuesday. For some reason, seeing him like that made a pang of sadness well up in my chest.

“Reima... are you okay?”

The words escaped my lips before I could stop them.

“Hm? Yeah, I’m fine. More importantly, looks like the others are back.”

True to his word, the rest of the guild was returning from the lower floors, supporting several survivors. Seeing them, Reima finally let out the tension he’d been holding. He let out a small breath, and for a moment, he looked like his usual self again.
Chapter 90: The Way Home with My Childhood Friend (Sky)

"Reima-kun, where is the enemy?"

Senka-san arrived, carrying a woman I didn't recognize on her back.

Scanning the rest of the group, I saw Chizuru-san was carrying one person, and Makoto-san had two men slung over his shoulders. It was the exact number I’d been told to expect on the way to Akihabara. I felt a flicker of relief that they were all safe, though I kept my voice flat as I answered her.

"I took care of it... though it cost me a fair amount of mana."

It had required a secret technique—or rather, one of the ultimate arts—used by Balor: [Evil Eye of the Demon].

It was the most localized, yet devastating, ability available without fully unsealing the original text. Its primary function was to inflict the target with [Death Decay].

[Death Decay] was a power that cursed, rotted, and withered the opponent's flesh until they crumbled into nothingness. Balor had warned me that using it on a target that lacked the concept of death was a gamble, but even if the creature didn't "die" in the traditional sense, it was still a living thing. It had succumbed to the decay all the same.

"You didn't do anything reckless, did you?"

"Well, no... not really."

"Let me... give you a quick once-over?"

"Huh?"

I knew she was just worried, but the way she phrased it was unsettling. I let out a strange noise—something I couldn't believe had come from my own throat. Behind me, Luna and Sol stopped stretching and directed a sharp wave of bloodlust toward her.

"...Your wrist. You're injured, aren't you?"

She must have used a diagnostic spell to check my status, similar to the ones used by healers in the other world. She closed the distance instantly, pressing her hand against the wound.

I remembered cutting it deep, but looking back, I should have just healed it myself immediately.

"Did you do this to yourself?" she asked.

"I needed the blood to trigger the magic."

"...I won't scold you for that, then. But didn't it hurt?"

"I suppose it did."

"Ayane-chan, pass the verdict."

"Guilty," Ayane chimed in. "I wish you would have at least talked to me first."

Hearing that from Ayane made me pause. Self-harm for the sake of a contract was second nature in the other world, but I had to remember I was inhabiting Reima’s body here. I’d resolved to return this body to him eventually; it wouldn't do to leave it covered in scars.

"Sorry. I'll be as careful as I can."

"...I’d prefer if you didn't do it at all, but I know how things are," Ayane sighed.

"I've closed it for now, but no more being reckless, Reima-kun."

The efficacy of her [Heal] was impressive. My own version of healing was essentially a blunt-force application of mana, but she had closed the wound perfectly with a remarkably small amount of energy. It made sense, in a way. This body had likely only survived this long because of Senka-san’s constant care.

"Alright, let's pull out. The mission is a success. Besides, we have things we need to report to the government—now then, why don't you all come give big sis a hug? I'd be especially happy if Ayane-chan and Reima-kun volunteered."

"Not happening. Let's just go home," Ayane shot back.

"I don't think I have the courage for that, either," I added.

"So cruel! Chizuru-chan, look at how cold these kids are!"

"............Shut up and move, you idiot."

"At least call me by my name!?"



With those being the final words of the mission, we made our exit.

I dismissed Luna and the others as we stepped out of the dungeon. The adventurer who had posted the request was waiting at the entrance. Upon seeing the rescued survivors regaining consciousness, he began bowing and repeating his thanks over and over.

Seeing that, I felt a genuine sense of relief. We’d made it in time. The weight finally lifted from my shoulders, and the tension that had been humming through my nerves finally dissipated. I allowed myself to relax into the reality of the moment.

"We're heading back to the Valsia headquarters for now, just to be safe," Chizuru-san said. "Your wound was deep, and I want to keep an eye on you for a bit longer."

"...Understood. I'll arrange a car. What about you two?"

"Ah, I think I'll just head home," I said. "Since the job's done."

Getting back from Akihabara would be easy enough if I just borrowed Berg’s strength again. I turned to ask Ayane what she planned to do, but she beat me to it.

"If Reima’s going home, then I am too. Good work today, everyone."

"I see... My thanks to you as well for the help. You've grown strong, Reima."

"I'll look into the matter regarding your memories as well," Makoto-san added. "So don't try to handle everything on your own, okay?"

Listening to the two of them, I felt like I was getting a clearer picture of who Reima was. He was a guy who was genuinely loved by those around him. It made me realize I needed to get serious about finding a way to bring him back.

"We’re heading out, then... Ayane, you coming?"

"Let's go home together."

"...Right. [Summon]: Berg Fernir."

I called Berg and helped Ayane onto his back. There was no reason to hurry, so we flew slowly through the night sky, drifting in a comfortable silence.

"...Hey, Reima."

"Yeah?"

"Want to have a sleepover tonight?"

"—What for?"

Her voice had sounded so serious that the question caught me completely off guard.

"...Pfft, just kidding. But I'm bored, so let's talk on the phone later?"

"A call?"

"Yeah. A sleep-deprivation challenge. First one to pass out loses."

"I’m pretty sure I'm going to win that one."

"I won't lose. I'm an expert at staying up."

"...Good for you. What is that, some kind of middle school flex?"

"Exactly."

"You're a high schooler now."

We traded idle banter like that until we reached my house. It was late into the night by the time I finally made it inside. I was exhausted, but the moment I hit the bed, my phone started buzzing. It was Ayane.

『Ready to talk?』

"...Don't judge me just because the light in my room is on."

『It's your fault for turning it on in the first place.』

"Whatever... what are we even talking about?"

『I haven't decided.』

"...Typical."

I could practically see her smug expression on the other end of the line. I stayed on the phone, talking to her until my eyes grew heavy. There was a profound sense of security in the sound of her laughter. It felt nostalgic. It made me want to meet him again—the person who truly belonged here.

『...Goodnight, Reima.』
Episode 91: A Perfect Day for Four Men to Game

On the way home from school that day, Ayane mentioned she had some errands to run. I was walking back with Shiki instead when a message suddenly pinged on my phone.

It was from Kaiser, asking if I was free to hang out. 

Since I hadn't seen him in a while and my schedule was clear, I invited Shiki along and headed toward the city center. We traveled in the opposite direction of [Valsia], eventually reaching a detached house tucked slightly off the beaten path.

"Welcome to my castle, both of you! Today, we play to our hearts' content!"

Kaiser was waiting at the entrance, looking restless. He greeted us with a wide grin the moment he spotted us. Apparently, his family was out for the day, so it didn't matter how much noise we made.

He led us inside to a room stocked with snacks and drinks. There, four of the latest game consoles were set up, complete with a full array of controllers.

"A game?" I asked, eyeing the setup.

"Exactly! I thought the four of us could tackle the hunting game that launched today. I even made sure to get the limited edition controllers for everyone!"

"Oh, right. Was that today?"

"You bet it was! I’ve been waiting a whole year for this release! Up until now, I was always a solo player, but now I have a friend like Reima. I’ve been dying to play this together!"

Kaiser spoke with a literal sparkle in his eyes. I had no reason to refuse, nor did I intend to, but I found myself slightly overwhelmed by his intense "let's play" aura. Feeling the pressure, I picked up a controller, logged in, and started creating my save data.

"Hey, Goro. There are four consoles, but who’s the last person?"

"Isn't it obvious? Master, of course! So, Reima, would you mind calling Master Baal?"

Right, he does call him that. 

"Got it. He’s a quick learner, so he should be able to handle it... probably. Anyway—[Summon] Baal Wild Hunt."

Since we were indoors, I gave him a quick warning not to go wild. The Summoned Beast appeared in his usual butler attire—black hair with silver highlights—though for some reason, he was wearing an apron. He stood there with a metaphorical question mark floating over his head.

"My Lord—is it time for my debut!?"

The moment he recognized me, Baal dropped to one knee and shouted. Once I explained the situation, he pumped himself up and gripped the controller. He sat there, motionless, like a dog waiting for a command. The image was so vivid I could almost see phantom dog ears twitching on his head. I briefly questioned if he was actually a god, but then I remembered who I was dealing with and stopped overthinking it.

"Shiki, what weapon are you using?" I asked.

"Bowgun. I always stick with this."

"I shall take the sword and shield!" Kaiser declared. "A blade paired with a shield is simply the pinnacle of style!"

"My Lord, I shall choose the spear! My only wish is to protect!"

Perhaps it was a resonance between people who both used the archaic 'Ware' to refer to themselves, but Baal and Kaiser got along famously. Baal was a being who lived to serve, rejoiced in the growth of others, and found supreme joy in watching over the lives of mortals. When I had first met him in the other world, he had been utterly alone. Seeing him so happy just interacting with people like this actually made me feel a bit sentimental.

"I guess I’ll... play it safe and go with the tachi."

It had been a long time since I’d played this series. I used to play it constantly before I ended up in the other world, but my last real memory of it was from my third year of middle school. I was a little worried about whether my skills were still there.

"Alright, the hunt is on! Everyone have their gear?"

"Yeah. Let's do this."

Unlike our usual trips into a Dungeon, this felt like a normal day in my original world. It was nostalgic, reminding me of the hours I’d spent with Shiki and Ayane. Before I knew it, several hours had slipped by.

"Oh, right. We're running low on snacks. I'll go grab some more."

"Mu? In that case, I shall go, Reima."

"It's fine. I'm the one who ate most of them anyway, so I’ll take responsibility for the restock. You guys keep playing."

"But My Lord, such menial tasks are my duty..."

"It’s fine, really. Baal, just stay here and talk with Shiki and the guys. My eyes need a break anyway."

"If that is your wish, I shall comply! I will come to fetch you if you lose your way, My Lord!"

I'm not going to get lost going to a convenience store, I wanted to snap back. But saying it out loud felt like it would only invite pity, so I kept my mouth shut and left the room.



"So, Master Baal. How exactly did you and Reima meet?"

"I’ve been wondering about that, too," Shiki added. "I want to know what he was like in the other world. Can you tell us?"

The question from my Lord’s friends hung in the air. It was likely born of pure curiosity, yet I hesitated for a moment. However, since my Lord had told me to engage in dialogue, I decided to reveal my past.

"Sir Shiki, Sir Kaiser... are you familiar with the god known as Baal?"

"I am," Kaiser answered. "The fertility god worshipped in Canaan, right? Looking at the comrades my friend introduced us to, it was easy to see that 'Master' is indeed Baal."

"I'm always impressed by your trivia, Goro," Shiki remarked. "I don't know the first thing about that stuff."

"Hmph! Such is the extent of my brilliance!"

The two of them were close, trading barbs even as they listened. They truly cared for my Lord. At first—back when I was first summoned to this world—I had been wary of them. But now, I knew they would never be his enemies.

"Indeed. But are you aware that the god Baal has another side?"

"...Master, do you mean Baal Zebub?"

He was a sharp child. He grasped my meaning from that single hint. Sir Shiki, who didn't understand, waited for me to continue, but Sir Kaiser’s eyes darkened as he realized the truth.

"The formal name of the world where we lived is the Mythology Disposal World Mythologia. It is a graveyard of sorts, a world where the 'Original Texts' of every evil, every monster, and every so-called 'evil god' from every mythology are discarded."

I thought back to the day my Lord saved us. I spoke while holding the memory of Reima Kariya close—the precious Lord who had rescued those of us who could only exist as 'evil' and restored us to the path of 'good' to save the world.

"Baal was a unique case. I possessed two aspects: the benevolent god Baal Zebul, and the demon Baal Zebub. Because of the nature of Mythologia, I was forced to live as a demon for a long time."

The Lord of the Flies. The Demon Lord of Gluttony. One of the Seven Deadly Sins. 

I was a god; I had memories of helping humanity. And yet, my other side whispered constantly, demanding I devour everything. It allowed me no sanity. I gorged myself, greedily taking lives until nothing remained in my wake. I had become an existence that negated the very fertility I was meant to preside over.

"That’s..."

"That sounds rough."

"Yes, it was agonizing. I wanted to protect people. I wanted to pray for their harvest. Instead, I spent my days reaping lives with my own hands. But my Lord put an end to that cycle."

Our encounter had been a mere coincidence—a subjugation quest for an S-Rank disaster known as the Demon Lord of Gluttony. 

My Lord had accepted the quest. When we first met, I was mindless. I attacked him as an enemy, only to be suppressed by his other Summoned Beasts and defeated.

"That was the first time I spoke with him. My defeat allowed the erosion of the Original Text to subside, granting me a moment of clarity. For the first time in centuries, I held a conversation. And in that moment, I realized that if it were this man, I could finally be put to rest. I begged him to kill me."

I didn't want to take any more lives. I didn't know when I would lose my mind again, and I couldn't commit suicide, as the Original Text would simply pass to a new host. I pleaded with him for total annihilation.

"He flatly refused me. Instead, I was saved by my Lord and his mentor, Merli. I decided then to devote my entire life to him. I was saved, allowed to live... I would become a demon a thousand times over if it were for my Lord's sake."

"...Man. It doesn't matter which Reima it is, he's still exactly the same."

"Indeed. From what I hear, the Lord of this world was no different? If you would be so kind, I would like to hear your stories as well."

"Yeah, you got it," Kaiser said. "I'll tell you everything before he gets back."
Episode 92: Encounter with a Friend's Younger Sister

I was on my way back from a convenience store just a short distance from Kaiser’s place. 

I walked along, my arm hooked through the loops of a plastic bag filled with snacks, juice, and a few tubs of ice cream. I was doing my best to retrace my steps, though my memories of these streets felt increasingly hazy.

It’d be pretty pathetic if I got lost now, especially after acting so confident when I left...

I spent a few minutes muttering to myself like that until I finally reached the neighborhood near Kaiser’s house. I was starting to feel a genuine sense of relief—right up until I heard the voices.

"...Please stop."

"Hey now. You say 'stop,' but we haven't actually done anything yet, have we?"

"It’s dangerous for a cute girl to be out all alone at a time like this. Think of this as a gesture of goodwill. Pure goodwill."

At the corner leading toward Kaiser’s house, with the time fast approaching nine o'clock, a girl in a sailor uniform was being accosted by a pair of men who looked like college students.

Even in the darkness of the night, her crimson eyes and beautiful black hair stood out. She looked familiar. If I wasn't mistaken, this girl was probably...

I cut off that train of thought and stepped in to put an end to it.

"Hey. You guys. What do you think you’re doing?"

"Hah? What’s your problem? You think we’re actually gonna lay a hand on her or something?"

I could feel the vulgarity dripping off their gaze. I’d seen that same look directed at the Summoned Beasts back in the other world, and I knew exactly what their ulterior motives were. Without thinking, I took a step forward to shield her.

"...And you are?" she asked.

"Sorry for butting in," I said. "But look, this girl is my friend’s sister. I’ll be seeing her home, so you can move along."

My memory was a bit thin since I’d only seen her in a photo, but I recalled Kaiser mentioning he had a younger sister he treasured very much. Even if stumbling across this was a total coincidence, I couldn’t allow a close friend’s sister to be put in danger.

"...Hey now. Are you serious? With that puny frame of yours?"

"Actually, you might not know this, but we’re D-Rank Adventurers. We protect people from monsters, let alone some random creep on the street."

I didn't have a weapon on me, and these college kids were clearly drunk on their own mediocre power. It would have been easy enough to grab her and run, but Kaiser’s house was right around the corner. If they followed us there, it would only lead to more trouble later.

"Look, sweetheart, you’d be much safer with us than with this loser. So—"

"Huh? Why would I ever go anywhere with someone who mocks my brother’s friend? Is your brain actually rotting?"

The girl didn't hold back. The verbal abuse caught the college students completely off guard. They stood there, stunned for a second, before flying into a predictable rage.

"Wha—! I try to be polite, and you spout that crap? Don’t get cocky!"

One of them lunged at the girl behind me. His movements were strictly amateur; there was no way I was going to let a swing like that land.

"Violence is a bit much, don’t you think?"

I used the Aikido-style techniques I’d studied back in Wakuni to catch his momentum. I grabbed their arms and pinned them both to the pavement in one fluid motion.

"Keep struggling and these are going to break. What’s it going to be?"

"Guh—! Why... why can’t I break free from a guy like this!?"

"There’s two of us! How!?"

"You’re Yuika-san, right? Can you call the police?"

"I’ve already called them."

Based on my memories of this world, there was a police box nearby, so help would likely arrive soon. I prepared myself to hold them down for a few more minutes, but one of them must have let the blood rush to his head. A magic circle flickered into existence at his fingertips, and a bolt of fire was unleashed directly toward Yuika-san.

"[Weapon Summon] Gaia Hammer."

The magic never reached her. It was snuffed out, vanishing without a trace against the massive war hammer she had summoned. She then leveled the heavy weapon at the two men I was pinning down.

"So... you said you were D-Rank Adventurers, right? Shall we see how you fare against this?"

Even at a glance, I could tell that weapon was imbued with a destructive level of magic power. It seemed to possess some sort of nullification effect as well. Faced with that, the two men lost every ounce of their fighting spirit and stopped resisting entirely.



We handed the pair over to the police officers when they arrived. A heavy silence hung between us for a while after the sirens faded.

"Thank you for your help, Reima-san," she said eventually. "I'm sorry for the late introduction, but thank you for always looking out for my brother."

"Same here. Kaiser is always helping me out, after all. Sorry I wasn't more useful back there."

"No... I was only able to use that method because they resorted to magic. I know you were just trying to protect me."

After exchanging brief apologies, I told her I was over at Kaiser’s to hang out, and we decided to walk back to the house together.

Since it was so close, we didn't say much on the way. We entered the house normally, and I had just offered a polite "Pardon the intrusion" while heading for the washroom when I heard it.

"Boom! Go, Baal!"

"Wait, tiny one! I am no beast of burden!"

"But you’re so big! Shoulder ride!"

"Forgive me, Master... please, play with her..."

The house was a cacophony of noise. I walked back into the main room to find Baal, a former Demon Lord, acting as a living climbing frame for a black-haired child.
Episode 93: Mashiro Dragonia

When we arrived at Kaiser’s house, the first thing I saw was Baal—yet again acting as a human jungle gym for a girl I recognized. He was giving her a piggyback ride, and while she frolicked happily on his shoulders, there was a faint, weary melancholy in his eyes.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Ah, Reima, you’re back—wait, why is Yuika with you?"

"I helped her out on the way home, so we came back together," I said. "More importantly, what is Mashiro doing?"

Kaiser sighed. "The moment she laid eyes on Master Baal, she started begging for a ride... and here we are."

I got the gist of the situation, but I still didn't quite understand why it had to be Baal. He liked children, so I knew he wasn't exactly hating it, but I could tell he was bewildered by the sheer suddenness of the request.

"Oh, it’s the person from the video! I want to talk, so mush, Baal! Mush!"

"Young lady, I am not Ba-al, I am Baal!"

"Muu? Then... Baal, launch!"

Whether she was actually obedient or just didn't care, she switched his name immediately. With short black hair and red eyes, she looked like a miniature version of Yuika. She was having the time of her life, and Baal, being the type who couldn't bring himself to ruin a child’s fun, simply carried her over to me.

"Nice to meet you, Big Brother’s friend! I’m Mashiro Dragonia! I’m Big Brother’s little sister, and I’m in second grade!"

She hopped down from Baal’s shoulders and gave me a high-spirited greeting, looking up at me with wide eyes. She puffed out her chest with a proud "Ehem!" I crouched down to match her eye level before speaking.

"Yeah, nice to meet you. I’m Reima Kariya... uh, Kaiser’s friend. I’m a high school freshman."

"So you’re Reima! Hey, hey, do you like Big Brother?"

It was a pure, innocent question—the kind only a child could ask. It hit me with a sincerity that demanded a real answer. Kaiser was someone I’d only known for a short while, but he was reliable. He’d accepted me even though I was from another world and treated me like a true friend. If someone asked if I liked the guy...

"Yeah, I like him. What about you, Mashiro?"

"I love him! Big Brother is cool and kind!"

"You’re right. He’s a good guy... and an important comrade."

Saying it aloud felt a bit itchy, like a rash of embarrassment, but I figured it was better to be honest with a kid. I turned my face away to hide the awkwardness, only to see Kaiser doing the exact same thing.

"You’re gross, Brother," Yuika muttered.

"Hey! My friend is the one who said it! And Shiki, stop laughing!"

"Kuhaha, sorry, sorry. But it’s him we’re talking about. Can't be helped."

"Ahaha, you guys are weird. Oh, Reima, Reima! Can I play with Baal?"

"Sure. Baal, I’ll lend you some mana. Why don’t you show her some magic?"

"Is that wise, Master? Using mana so carelessly is..."

What is he talking about? I thought. He’s the one who’s been draining my mana since the moment he was summoned here. Still, when he wasn't letting loose, he actually possessed a modicum of common sense. He was probably just worried about my condition.

"It's fine," I told him. "Don't hold back for her sake."

"Very well. I shall fulfill that mandate. Lady Mashiro... prepare to be enthralled."

Baal cast [Wind's Blessing], lifting her small body into the air. She was startled at first, but once she realized she was flying, she began zipping around Kaiser’s slightly spacious room.

"Look, Big Brother! I'm flying!"

"I see that. Just don't get hurt... Master Baal, thanks."

Kaiser whispered his gratitude to Baal while quietly moving furniture out of the way. In this room lined with countless books, he was being surprisingly attentive, making sure his sister didn't smash into anything.

"I am late in asking, but who is this exactly?" Yuika asked.

"That’s Reima’s [Summoned Beast], Master Baal," Kaiser explained. "He’s incredibly strong."

"I saw him on the stream, but... he really is a [Summoned Beast] in human form."

She had used the [Weapon Summon] skill earlier. She was likely a [Summoner], or something similar. No wonder she was curious about Baal.

"Most of my comrades are humanoid," I said.

"Are you a special type of [Summoner]? I’m a [Weapon Master]. It’s a special [Job], so I feel a certain kinship."

"[Weapon Master]?"

"Yes. It’s not a unique [Job] like my brother’s, just a rare one. It’s a [Summoner] that can only call forth weapons."

Interesting. The [Job] system here was clearly different from the one in the other world. I needed to dig deeper. If I researched the mechanics of this world, I might find a clue on how to return home—or how to give this body back to the real Reima.

"I see. So that’s how you summoned those weapons."

"Yes. I can’t contract with [Summoned Beasts], but in exchange, I can call powerful armaments."

"Wait, Yuika..." Kaiser broke in. "Does that mean you were in a situation where you had to summon a weapon?"

"Oh, right. Some guy tried to corner me, but Reima-san saved me."

Kaiser turned to me, bowing slightly. "My friend... I can't thank you enough for protecting my sister. I truly owe you one."

"Don't worry about it. Yuika handled the rest herself anyway."



We ended up staying for dinner. Baal almost caused a disaster when he tried to take the lead in the kitchen, but we managed to survive the meal. After parting ways with Shiki on the bus, I walked the quiet night path back home with Baal.

"By the way, Baal. How was your time with Shiki and the others?"

"Regarding that, I was able to hear much about the original master of this world. As expected, he was quite impressive."

"Oh? What was your impression of him?"

"Hmm. From what I've gathered, your personalities are remarkably similar. Beyond that... your likes and dislikes are identical. He truly is 'Master.'"

"I mean, we share the same name and body, so that makes sense."

As we walked, Baal, who was trailing a step behind me, suddenly stopped.

"Baal? What's wrong?"

"Master."

"Yeah?"

"Are you enjoying yourself?"

"I guess. Today was fun enough."

"I see. That is good, but..."

His voice dropped an octave. I tensed up, expecting a threat, but his tone was just... heavy.

"Master... I am worried about you. I have been watching you from within, and you have become far too reckless. You show no hesitation toward self-harm. I understand your goal, but... please, value yourself more."

"Don't worry about it," I said, cutting him off. "Ayane already chewed me out for that. I won't do anything stupid with Reima’s body, and I'll lay off the [Sacrifice Magic]."

I couldn't see his face in the dark, but I knew he was wearing a grim expression.

"If you say so. Forgive me, Master. I shouldn't have brought it up so suddenly."

"It's fine. You're just worried. No need to apologize."

The conversation died there. We reached the house, and there wasn't anything left to say anyway. I sent Baal back to the [Soul World] before heading inside. As I lay in my room, reflecting on the day, I let my consciousness slip away.
Episode 94: The Vampire Princess Wants to Spend Time Together

My day began with a flood of notifications.

The messages were from Laura. The first few were just single characters—likely typos or accidental sends—followed by a string of frantic excuses like "Wrong" and "I made a mistake."

Somewhere in the middle of that mess was a long, rambling paragraph. To summarize: she was asking if I was free.

"...Right. How do I even respond to this?"

The problem was that the messages had arrived early this morning. It was now well past noon.

Because I’d overslept, my reply was late—very late. A few more recent messages had trickled in afterward, expressing concern for my well-being. Are you okay? she’d asked.

It was probably my own fault for always replying so quickly in the past. I knew I’d made her worry, but the tone of those last few texts was getting... well, heavy.

"...Anyway, I just woke up. I'm free today," I typed out.

I sent the reply and settled in to wait, but the response came back in less than thirty seconds.

『Since you took so long, I took the liberty of coming to your house. If you're awake, get down here.』

"Wait, what?"

The sheer absurdity of the message forced the words out of my mouth. I was stunned—mostly because her reaction time was so fast that my brain couldn't quite keep up with the logistics of it.

I didn't exactly leap out of bed, but I scrambled to get dressed and headed downstairs as fast as I could. Sure enough, there she was: Laura, elegantly sipping tea in my living room.

She was dressed in a gothic, black dress that looked more like formal wear than casual attire. Seeing her sitting there in a completely ordinary suburban living room, drinking what I assumed was Earl Grey, created a sense of cognitive dissonance so strong it was almost dizzying.

"Why are you here? And for that matter, how did you even get in?"

"I am already acquainted with your lady mother, Rui-san. She was kind enough to let me in."

"...I mean, that's fine, I guess. But you could have at least waited for a reply."

"I had a matter to consult you on. It couldn't be helped."

No, it definitely could have been helped, I wanted to say, but the words were cut off as Mom walked back into the room.

"Oh, you're finally up, Reima. Laura-chan came all this way and you were just sleeping in? You shouldn't stay up all night playing games, you know."

"............Yes, ma'am."

I didn't have the energy to play the straight man this early in the day. Knowing how much initiative this girl had back in the other world, I figured arguing was a waste of breath. I’m fairly certain I was wearing a very strained expression at that moment.

"Wait, Mom, how do you even know her?"

"What do you mean? Soya-san and I interview Adventurers for a living, remember? We were the ones in charge of the coverage when Laura-chan rose to S-Rank. That’s how we met."

"Oh, right..."

I recalled hearing that before. In my original world, Dad had been a photographer and Mom had been an editor for his photo collections. In this world, that had translated into reporting on Adventurers. I hadn't given it much thought, but if that was their connection, it made sense.

"I’m more surprised that you two know each other, Reima. Since when did you get so close?" Mom asked, her eyes narrowing slightly.

"Uh, through Tsubaki-san."

"That is correct," Laura added smoothly.

"Heh... through Tsubaki-chan, huh? Seems like you two are awfully comfortable with each other for that to be the only reason."

"Our interests align," Laura said. "We communicate frequently via text."

Technically true, I thought, but it feels like a weak excuse.

Still, it was close enough to the truth that I couldn't deny it. Since Mom trusted Laura, she seemed satisfied with the answer.

"I see. Well, she said she had something important to discuss. Should I leave you two alone?"

"We're going up to my room, so it's fine. Laura, you okay with that?"

"I do not mind. Rui-san, thank you for the tea."

Laura followed me upstairs immediately. She likely realized it would be bad if Mom—who knew nothing about our time in the other world—overheard our conversation.

I set out some snacks and prepared myself for whatever "business" she had. I sat in my desk chair while Laura made herself comfortable on the edge of my bed.

"So... what’s this about?"

"I came to check on your condition and to provide a status report."

"You could have just sent a message for that."

"This is not the sort of thing that should be left in writing."

Her tone was serious. It was probably important, but a little heads-up would have been nice. Still, she seemed urgent, so I decided to let it go. Her barging into my house was still a shock, but Laura wasn't the type to do something like that without a reason.

"Besides, we agreed a while ago to meet regularly and share information. It is your own fault for forgetting."

"Fair point, but seriously, give me a warning next time."

"I see no reason to. I heard from Ayane that you would be idle, so I saw no issue."

"...How tyrannical."

I'd forgotten Laura could be like this. Once she decided on a course of action, she was like a runaway train—unstoppable and completely headstrong.

"Fine. So, what happened?"

"I encountered a monster I’ve never seen before. It was powerful—strong enough that even I struggled slightly."

"—Give me the details."

That changed everything. Knowing Laura's actual strength, I understood how abnormal that statement was. I sat up straight, focusing entirely on her.

"Its form was... grotesque. A chimera-like monstrosity that looked as if several creatures had been fused together. It possessed weapons that seemed specialized solely for the act of killing."

"So you ran into one too, Laura?"

"Then you have encountered it as well? As I suspected, that thing was no ordinary monster."

Laura explained the situation in depth. She had been sent by the government to a floor-type Dungeon that had appeared years ago. She’d met the creature there.

She usually made an effort to avoid using her powers from Mythologia in this world, but she had judged this creature dangerous enough to tap into the mana I had left her and suppressed it with extreme prejudice.

"...On my end, I had to use the [Evil Eye of Balor] to take it down. It felt incredibly dangerous. More than anything, it seemed to have a resistance to the magic used by Sol and the others."

"The same was true for me. It possessed a resistance to my [Gouen]."

"Are you serious? Neither Sol’s magic nor yours is 'standard' magic."

Our powers were derived from the Scripture, making them fundamentally different from the magic of this world. The power of the Scripture was supposed to bypass the resistances of lesser beings. I had no knowledge of any monster that could resist it, and the sheer sense of "wrongness" I’d felt during the encounter was still fresh in my mind.

We definitely needed to stay on high alert. I hadn't thought to ask before, but maybe Behiko would know something. It was worth a shot.

"That is the gist of it. What is your take on the matter?" Laura asked.

"...We need to be careful. I have some questions for Behiko, but I’ve got a really bad feeling about this."

"I agree. Most of the monsters I have faced in this world are children’s toys compared to those in Mythologia, but I have never seen a creature like that before. Something is happening."

We spent some time exchanging opinions. Eventually, the business concluded.

With nothing left to discuss, I started turning the information over in my head. That was when I noticed Laura was acting strange. She was fidgeting, looking uncharacteristically restless. I started to get a little worried.

"...Now that I think about it, we are alone," she murmured.

"Hm? Oh, yeah. I guess we are."

"How have you been lately?"

"Uh, lately? Just hanging out with Kaiser and the others, studying the history of this world in class... why the sudden question?"

"No, it is nothing..."

The conversation died there. An awkward silence filled the room.

I didn't know what to say to her. She seemed nervous, almost tense. I was just about to ask if she was feeling okay when—

Thump.

Without warning, Laura collapsed facedown onto my bed.

"Laura!?"
Chapter 95: Reflections on the Past

In a world steeped in tragedy called Mythologia, I was born a Vampire Princess. More specifically, I was born possessing the Scripture of a True Ancestor—a rarity manifested in only one member of my clan every few generations.

It was a gift that doubled as a curse, one that ultimately drove me into a life of isolation.

Vampires. 

We are a race little different from monsters, feeding primarily on the blood of other species. We wield powerful magic and abilities, but in exchange, we are a cursed lot, unable to survive without depending on others. Yet I, endowed with the power of a True Ancestor, had no need for such dependency. I lived my life as an object of worship, an outcast, and a foreign entity.

The mother who gave birth to me had said, “You are the one chosen by God.”

The father who raised me had said, “You are the pillar who shall support the vampire race.”

I was never permitted the luxury of friends among my own kind. I was expected to be a paragon of strength at all times, living a life utterly devoid of freedom. I was kept in solitary existence for the sole purpose of opposing the Demon King, who sought to rule the world and subjugate its very myths.

Above all, I was constantly feared. I was perpetually exposed to gazes that treated me like some alien creature.

That was the memory of my childhood, and my beginning. This is the record of the early years of the vampire known as Laura Dracula.



“...La... Lau... Laura!”

A voice called out to me. It sounded desperate, almost as if the speaker were clinging to me, on the verge of tears.

My body was shaken, and as I drifted awake from a light slumber, I found Reima’s face inches from mine. He looked anxious from the bottom of his soul.

“...Mm. What is it, Reima?”

“You’re finally awake? You suddenly collapsed... You’re clearly not yourself.”

He attempted to sound composed, but his voice trembled. He was obviously shaken. Since he had no reason to lie about me losing consciousness, I had to accept it as fact. I found myself at a loss for words, regretful for making him worry and for dragging him into the seizures that had plagued me recently.

“...My apologies, Reima. I don’t know the cause either.”

“That’s a lie. You’re doing that thing with your right hand again.”

“............Show some tact and ignore it.”

“I can’t. Tell me what happened. For you to collapse like that, it has to be serious.”

He poked right where it hurt. 

Lufel had pointed it out as well—apparently, I had a habit of covering my right hand whenever I was being deceptive. I had forgotten all about it, but this man, through our long association, remembered it perfectly. 

I really wished his intuition wasn't quite so sharp at times like this, but since it seemed impossible to lie my way out, I decided to confess.

“Lately, the erosion from the Scripture has been intense. Perhaps as a result of overusing it, my race is beginning to shift... The increased sleep is just a reaction to that.”

“‘Just’ a reaction? That sounds like a huge deal—wait, is it because I gave you my blood?”

“Reima, I used that power of my own volition. Don't let it concern you.”

“...No, but still.”

“It’s fine. Don't worry about it. This is something I’ve accepted; I am resigned to the change in my race. Besides, I have no desire to cause you any trouble.”

I found myself saying those words to the person I had unconsciously sworn to protect. 

I shouldn't be saying this, I thought. Yet, perhaps driven by the instinctual craving for his blood, the words spilled out anyway. Because I knew his personality so well—because I had watched him and thought of him for so long—the Scripture, an entity of pure malice, whispered to me to make him offer his blood.

By the time I realized my mistake, it was too late. From my words, Reima had likely deduced exactly what was happening to my body based on my vampiric traits.

“You’re choosing sleep instead of drinking blood, aren't you?”

“............Hey. I told you, don’t notice things like that.”

“Why didn't you tell me?”

“I already said it, didn't I? I don’t want to be a burden to you.”

“...God, you really never change. You’re still the same stubborn Laura.”

I couldn't tell what he was thinking in that moment, but I couldn't bring myself to say, “That goes for you too.” I didn't have the right—not after failing to stay by his side until the very end.

“I won't pry,” he said, “but you’re accepting this change for Tsubaki’s sake, aren't you?”

“...Yes, that’s right. The rank of the Dungeons has been rising lately. Given the circumstances, I need to be stronger.”

This time, I made a conscious effort not to hide my hand, offering Reima a plausible justification. In his current state of agitation, I doubted he would look too closely.

“Then all the more reason to rely on me. I’ll give you as much mana as you need... and as for blood, I’d feel bad for the person this body used to belong to, but if it’s just a little bit of feeding...”

“...That is why I told you not to worry. It isn't a problem as long as I sleep.”

“That’s exactly why it is a problem. What happens if you collapse inside a Dungeon?”

His point was irrefutable. My sleeping spells were becoming more frequent; falling into a deep slumber inside a Dungeon would be a death sentence.

The logical choice was to drink blood and quickly stabilize my vampiric nature. But the act of blood-sucking was an act of harming Reima, and I wanted to avoid that if possible. Furthermore, I knew that if I tasted him now, I would lose all self-control. I couldn't allow that to happen.

“This is my own selfishness. Please, just let this go.”

“Tch... fine. You really are stubborn about the weirdest things. I don’t like it, but I get it. In exchange, don’t enter any Dungeons for a while. And the next time you feel a long sleep coming on, you tell me. I’ll be prepared for it then.”

“You truly never change... but fine. I will rely on you when that time comes.”

Ah... why is it that he never changes?

He should have been able to betray others. He worked so hard, only to meet such an end, yet even now... why can he still act for the sake of everyone but himself?

I knew him. I knew he was exactly this kind of person. 

But he, who lacked any sense of self-preservation, who would keep pushing forward no matter the cost... he would likely never change, no matter what happened.

“Good. It’s a promise, then. You better tell me.”

“Yes. I have no desire to break any more promises, so I will tell you.”

That was why I had decided to protect him. Why I had decided we would walk this path together. To ensure I could protect him to the very end this time, I had to become stronger.

Even if it meant giving myself over to the Scripture.
Chapter 96: The Samurai Girl Prefers Exploration Over Flowers

It was my day off. I had stopped by the library on my way home and was settling in to read what I’d borrowed when I received a message. The sender was someone I rarely heard from.

...Tsubaki?

The message was a brief invitation to go dungeon-diving. Considering who it was from, the bluntness was expected. However, since we weren't exactly on regular texting terms, I hesitated over my reply. After a moment of internal debate, I sent back a message saying I was available. An address and a meeting time followed almost instantly.

The meeting was in about an hour. It was a forty-minute trip from my place, so if I left now, I’d make it with time to spare.

"Right. Better get my gear ready... and pack a light lunch."

Talking to myself helped the routine. I changed into my equipment, packed my bags, and stored everything within the [Soul World]. I shot a quick text to my mom and the others letting them know I was heading to a Dungeon, then caught the train to my destination.

"Ah, Lord Reima! Thank you for making the trip!"

The meeting spot was a Japanese-style cafe. Tsubaki was sitting there, gracefully sipping matcha. It was an off-peak hour, so the place was nearly empty. It felt like a hidden gem. Until she spotted me and spoke, she looked as quiet and refined as a high-born lady sitting by the window, but the moment she opened her mouth, her usual energetic personality took over. She welcomed me with a bright smile.

"Good to see you. It was a bit of a sudden invite, though. Which Dungeon are we hitting?"

"One near Mount Takao. It is quite old... a floor-based type, if I recall correctly."

"Got it. It’d help if you could tell me what to expect inside."

As we traveled, she filled me in on the details. By the time we stepped off the train, I was looking at a type of Dungeon I had never seen before. To put it simply, it was a massive tower. It was a reddish-black structure that defied the common sense of my old world, and I could feel an abnormal amount of mana radiating from within.

"...Is the rank fairly high?"

"It is A-rank. As I mentioned, there are many monsters like Tengu inside. I often use this place as a training ground."

"Huh. So it’s a Japanese-themed Dungeon."

"There are legends of Tengu on Mount Takao where I live, so some theorists believe there is a direct connection."

I see. Most of the Dungeons I had dived into so far were populated by Western-style monsters, so this would be a first for me. Still, for a "Japanese" theme, the tower exterior felt a little out of place.

"I am going to change. Please wait a moment!"

Tsubaki disappeared into a nearby changing room. When she emerged, she was wearing armor that looked optimized for mobility. While she checked her gear, I used [Summoning Magic] to swap into robes with high magic resistance. We stepped into the Dungeon together—and were immediately greeted by a volley of wind blades.

"Whoa, straight to the point, aren't they?"

Blades of air whistled in from all directions. Tsubaki dodged them with practiced ease, clearly used to the nearly invisible projectiles. I could perceive them well enough myself, so I opted to reflect the magic back at the source.

"—D-Doh!?"

The reflected spell struck the attacker: a Tengu wielding a large folding fan. It was a red-skinned creature wearing geta sandals, complete with the iconic long nose. I felt a strange sense of awe seeing it; the thing looked like it had walked straight out of an old folktale. I had the Eight Types of Tengu among my own Summoned Beasts, but I had never seen one quite this stereotypical.

"If it’s wind, then I’ll use this. [Weapon Summon]: Dainsleif."

I called forth my favorite ice-attribute sword. Perhaps because I’d been using it so much lately, the black, thorny blade seemed to seethe with mana. The moment it appeared, it began to bleed intense cold into the air. I granted Tsubaki a quick buff for cold resistance and charged.

"If you're going to fly, I’m going to have to bring you down!"

I sprinted forward, manifesting platforms of ice in mid-air to bridge the gap. The Tengu unleashed more wind blades to keep me at bay, but they simply froze solid against Dainsleif’s aura and shattered on the floor.

"—K-Kah!"

Realizing the disadvantage, the monster drew the katana at its waist and lunged. It never reached me.

"I am hurt that you would forget I was here."

Tsubaki parried the blow. She had caught up to me in an instant—her speed was as terrifying as ever. With the enemy’s stance broken, I conjured a massive icicle and slammed it into the creature's head. I made the ice as sharp and dense as possible to ensure a kill. The Tengu didn't have time to react. It was crushed instantly, leaving behind a single green magic stone.

"I did not expect a Tengu to appear so soon, but that was a simple enough victory!"

"Wait, is it rare for them to be here?"

"Yes. Normally, these monsters do not appear until the fifth floor. This is the first time I have ever seen one on the first."

Lately—or rather, recently—I seemed to be running into these "irregularities" constantly. It had happened a few weeks ago in that other A-rank Dungeon, and now it was happening here. It was hard not to conclude that something was going wrong with the Dungeons themselves. I had tried asking Behemoth about it during the incident with Laura, but he’d claimed not to know anything. I was starting to think I needed to do some real investigating.

"We are heading to the second floor next. Do you mind staying with me a while longer?"

"I’m free, so sure. Besides, there was something I wanted to test out in here anyway."

"Something to test? Did something happen?"

"Well, I’ve just been running into a lot of these irregularities lately."

"Ah... I think Laura mentioned something like that? I do not quite remember."

Typical Tsubaki. Given her personality, she probably didn't care about the details as long as there was something to fight.

"...Hm? What is it, Lord Reima?"

"No, it's nothing."

I gave her a wry smile, which she met with a flat, suspicious stare. When I first met her, I had her pegged as a reliable, mature woman. After spending more time with her, I realized she was actually a bit of an airhead—or more accurately, she was so hyper-focused on combat that she was borderline indifferent to everything else.

"If you say so. Regardless, let us move on!"

I followed her lead to the next floor. However, the moment we stepped through, the atmosphere turned oppressive. A massive swarm of Oni stood before us. There were too many to handle through any conventional means; the sheer weight of their collective gaze was suffocating.

I didn't hesitate. I began the incantation.

"[Random Summon]!"

If we got swamped by this many at once, we were done for. I didn't have the luxury of picking a specific target. I cast the spell with a single mental condition: Give me something that can kill every single one of them.

In that instant, the world was swallowed by darkness.

"Kuhahaha! So, you have summoned me, Reima! Me, the bat of Xibalba! I simply need to slaughter them, yes? Leave it to me. I shall leave nothing but a red smear! Your sworn friend, Camazotz, has arrived!"
The Death Bat Sneering at the End of the Slaughter

The second floor was swallowed in darkness. 

A swarm of bats appeared, exerting a pressure so heavy it was tactile, while the echoes of a man’s laughter filled the air. Thanks to my night vision, I could see exactly what was happening. It was a miserable scene of carnage... The heads of every monster in the room were being lopped off. 

As the flying swarm engulfed them, the enemies were decapitated from the edges inward. Within seconds, the [Oni] in the vicinity were dead. Then the darkness dissipated, leaving only a heavy silence in its wake. A humanoid figure took shape at my side.

He had dark brown skin and silver hair that reached his waist. Claw-like weapons were fixed to his feet, and sickle-like wings sprouted from his back. With blue tattoos etched across his rugged face and his torso mostly bare, he looked like a wild primitive.

"Kuha! It has been a long time, my sworn friend. Well? I have finished the slaughter."

"Yeah, you were a big help, Shibaru. Thanks for coming."

Shibaru Camazotz. 

His original [Scripture] defined him as the bat of death from [Mayan Mythology] who dwelt in a certain house. This was a man who lived for the sword and viewed decapitation as the ultimate act. We were in a tight spot, but having a specialist in crowd control like him show up was a godsend.

"So, woman," Shibaru said, glancing at Tsubaki. "Why have you been staring at me?"

"No, I was just thinking how strong you look. Also... are you not cold?"

"...I am not cold. You concern yourself with strange things."

"If that is the case, then that is good. Also, thank you for helping me!"

Shibaru was taken aback—or rather, he wasn't used to face-to-face gratitude. He fell silent for a moment, but he quickly accepted her words and readied his weapon again.

The reason was simple: more monsters had spawned. What emerged was a three-meter-tall [Red Oni] with crimson skin, brandishing a massive black club.

"A [Red Oni]!? As expected, today’s [Dungeon] is incredible. So many strong enemies!"

"Hoh. You're a regular heroine, aren't you? Sworn friend, leave this one to the woman and me. Let us offer that head to you."

"...Understood. But let me provide at least some support. I want to see how this plays out."

Shibaru took to the air, his sickle-like wings flapping. He charged straight ahead, shifting the claws on his feet into blades to go for the kill. The [Red Oni] tried to respond to Shibaru’s rapid approach, but it was forced to retreat as Tsubaki moved in to attack simultaneously.

"That’s a bad move."

I was here too, and my main role was support. The moment the monster stepped back, I sent a trail of ice racing out from [Dainsleif], freezing its feet to the floor and cutting off its escape. Its balance buckled with its feet frozen; the creature was forced to pick which attack to block. Driven by instinct, it swung its club toward Shibaru.

"There is no way a blunt toy like that can stop my claws!"

Using the sword on his foot like a snap-kick, Shibaru bisected the approaching club. The strike was so sharp it split the giant lump of iron clean down the middle, and his left leg followed through, slicing the creature’s arm off in the same motion.

"Finish it, woman."

"I am not 'woman,' I have the name Tsubaki!"

She leapt.

A single flash.

Tsubaki’s blade passed through the opponent in one fluid motion, the edge carving through its torso. Blood sprayed, followed shortly by the clatter of a large red magic stone hitting the ground. Tsubaki held her zanshin for a moment before sheathing her blade.

"—As I thought, Reima-dono’s [Summoned Beasts] are powerful."

"Well, they’re the comrades I’m proud of. Honestly, Tsubaki, has your magic power manipulation improved?"

"You noticed! Lately, I have been studying under Laura and practicing my control... Though, I still find what Shibaru-dono did to be utterly incomprehensible."

"That’s just Shibaru. When it comes to the act of [Tomesis] or tearing things apart, he’s in a league of his own."

"He really is outside the norm. I shall have to ask for another spar sometime... Also, Reima-dono, the honorifics are unnecessary."

"No, but, you’re older than me..."

Besides, she’s a type of person I’ve never really dealt with before. I have a genuine level of respect for her swordsmanship. As I was thinking that, she puffed out her cheeks in clear dissatisfaction.

"It makes me feel so alienated when I am the only one you use formal speech with. It is lonely... Besides, we are comrades, are we not?"

"...Ah. Right. I’m sor—sorry. I’ll stop."

"I am glad to hear it! Hehe, I really wanted to get that across today, so I am glad I could!"

"...Was that the only reason you came?"

"Of course! We do not get to talk much normally, and I wanted to dive into a [Dungeon] with you, but there were things I had to say!"

Things she wanted to say?

She was always straightforward. She paused for a beat, as if steeling her resolve, and then continued.

"Reima-dono, I am truly grateful that we met you, and for everything you have done to help us!"

"...Where is this coming from?"

"I was just thinking. You saved us during the [Behemoth] battle, and then again with [Perseus]... You saved Laura’s heart and granted her dream. I am buried in debt to you. That is why I wanted to thank you."

"............"

"Today, in the past, and from now on... we are your allies. I want you to rely on us more. And... I would like to see you smile a bit more."

When she said that, one thought entered my mind. 

Come to think of it, when was the last time I actually laughed? Since I came to this world—no, even back in the other world, when was the last time?

"Reima-dono is amazing. After all, you saved an entire world! I just wish you would acknowledge your own worth a little more."

"Reima... Listen to the heroine. She sees more of you than you think," Shibaru added.

I fell silent. I couldn't just accept it immediately... but I realized then that there were people who felt that way about me.

"...Maybe so."

"It is so! I will say it as many times as it takes: Reima-dono is incredible! You are a strong, caring, big-hearted fool who took the lead for our sake during our very first battle... You are a truly precious comrade. That is why I want you to rely on us. Leave things to us."

Once the dam broke, Tsubaki started pouring out embarrassing praise. It was reaching my limit, so I tried to tell her to calm down, but...

"Hmph! If you want me to stop, then Reima-dono must praise me too!"

She had completely blocked my retreat. She’s tougher than she looks, I thought.

The people in this world were truly kind. I might disappear one day. A parting might come when the original Reima’s consciousness returned to this body. 

But until then... I felt like it might be okay to rely on them a little more.

"Now then, on to the next floor!"
Chapter 98: Carnage

We moved through the dungeon at what could be called a steady pace, Tsubaki and Shibaru at my side as we aimed for the upper floors. As expected of a dungeon in Japan, many of the monsters were straight out of old folklore—we’d already crossed paths with things resembling Tsuchigumo and Omukade.

"There certainly are a lot of rare enemies today, aren't there?" Tsubaki remarked.

"Do they not usually spawn this often?" I asked.

"Indeed..."

Was that a yes or a no?

Judging by the flow of the conversation, I assumed it was the former. I kept moving, wondering if Tsubaki had something else on her mind. From what she’d told me, this dungeon was supposed to end at the seventh floor, but...

"What is this mana?" 

The sensation hit me instantly—an overwhelming aura of violence and pure, unadulterated killing intent. It carried a weight of divine authority I’d felt many times back in Mythologia, a chilling sense of déjà vu. I heard a sharp, electric crackle and realized the mana was surging right toward us.

"—Shibaru, defend!"

Shibaru must have sensed it too; he was already in a defensive stance. He managed to cleanly cleave through the magic projectile screaming down from the upper floors, but the assault didn't stop there.

"Not bad, blocking a strike of [Vajra]. Fine—die with the next one."

A rapid-fire barrage of lightning followed, several bolts shrieking through the air. They were aimed solely at Shibaru. The projectiles were shaped like lightning spears, their edges honed to a lethal point. It wasn't that Shibaru couldn't block them, but the opponent’s output was insane—it was enough to actually force a god like Shibaru onto the defensive.

"[Lightning Resistance Enhancement], [Sharp Strike Enhancement], [Speed & Defense Enhancement]!"

Smoke billowed from the impact craters, obscuring the enemy’s identity. I’d heard a voice for a split second—a man’s voice. Given what had happened with Perseus in the past, there was a chance this was a similar threat. I didn't hold back. My priority was strengthening Shibaru and surviving the opening move.

"Huh? Was that magic just now... a Summoner?"

I was already preparing my next move, reaching for Dainsleif to use as a catalyst for ice magic, but the opponent seemed to notice my intervention and lowered his guard. 

A man stepped out of the thinning smoke. He was fierce-looking, with blond hair and blue eyes, and he appraised me with a cold, calculating gaze.

"...Why is Ouma here?" Tsubaki asked, her voice tight.

"Burning Blade? Oh, right. This is your jurisdiction, isn't it? So, who's the guy?"

"Reima Kariya. I'm a Summoner," I replied, staring him down. "Mind telling me why you just tried to blast us into oblivion?"

Shibaru had intercepted it, but those shots were clearly meant to kill. Between the raw killing intent and that aura of violence, it was a sensation I’d grown far too used to in another world. That wasn't the kind of magic you just threw around for fun.

To make matters worse, one of the Summoned Beasts within me was radiating an absolute, bottomless hatred for this man. The "summon me" calls were ringing in my head with deafening intensity.

"Tch. Look, I felt a monster's presence coming from the floor below. Call it self-defense. You're still breathing, aren't you? What's the problem?"

The man didn't look even remotely sorry. He seemed to lose interest in us the moment he realized we weren't monsters and turned to head back toward the upper floors.

"By the way, I already bagged the boss here. You guys should just go home."

"Ouma," Tsubaki said, refusing to let him leave. "Answer my question. Your jurisdiction is elsewhere, isn't it? Furthermore, I believe you owe us an apology."

"I said I'm sorry for trying to kill you. Happy? I'm a busy man."

"So you admit there was clear intent to kill?"

"Ugh, what a pain. Fine, what do you want? The boss materials? Here, take 'em."

His attitude was overtly listless. There wasn't a spark of interest in his eyes. Tsubaki didn't budge an inch, glaring at him with a look so sharp it was actually murderous. It was a side of her I’d never seen, a far cry from her usual gentle demeanor.

"First, apologize to Reima and Shibaru. I wasn't the one you targeted."

"...Yeah, yeah. Sorry for the magic."

"I'm fine," I said, looking over at my summon. "Shibaru, you—"

"This man is repulsive... I am returning," Shibaru spat. 

Shibaru, who usually kept his cool, was visibly disgusted. To my surprise, he vanished, retreating back into my soul world of his own accord. Within the soul world, the "summon me" calls were overlapping until my head throbbed. The fact that the person calling was usually one of my quietest summons made the whole situation feel incredibly wrong.

"—So you really are a Summoner. My bad then."

"Doesn't matter. More importantly... are you an Awakened One?"

I could feel it coming off him—the familiar, heavy scent of a Scripture. I’d spent a lifetime in Mythologia surrounded by souls who had become my Summoned Beasts. I knew what a thick aura of Scripture felt like, and this man was reeking of it. He fit the description of the "First Awakened" I’d heard about from Yamato.

"So you're one too, huh? I heard a Summoner finally hit S-Rank... I guess that's you."

For the first time, his gaze changed. The void was gone, replaced by a clear, piercing appraisal—a look that felt like it was trying to peer into the depths of my soul. On my end, I saw something impossible in the lightning-charged aura of his Scripture. 

That specific lightning... it was supposed to belong to my benefactor.

"Whatever. I left the materials back there. Sell 'em, carve 'em, do whatever you want."

"And what will you do, Ouma?" Tsubaki asked.

"Told you, I'm busy. I'm going home. Later, Burning Blade. Later, newbie."

With that, he walked past us and disappeared into the dungeon's depths.

Left behind, we headed up to the next floor to see if he was telling the truth. We found a single chamber that had been utterly devastated.

"...He really is exactly like the rumors say," Tsubaki muttered.

In the center of the room lay the corpse of a massive Tengu. It hadn't even begun to dissipate into a magic stone yet, suggesting it had been killed only minutes ago. Its body was mangled, but the most striking feature was a massive hole bored through its center, as if something had been forced through it by sheer power. Residual lightning mana crackled around the wound. I didn't need to ask who had done it.

"Who was that guy, exactly?"

"He is an S-Rank Adventurer known as [Carnage]," Tsubaki explained. "He never streams, and he's shrouded in mystery. More than that, the guild he leads is a collection of problem children. I've never heard a single good rumor about him."

That was all the information she had.

Eventually, the Tengu dissolved, leaving behind a magic stone and a standard Teleportation Stone. There was nothing left for us to do here. We picked up the stone and used it to exit the dungeon, our raid cut short by a man who felt like a walking thunderstorm.
Episode 99: The Saint of Death, the Head-hunting Bat, and a Side of Little Girl

Ever since that whole Ragnarok Incident in the Soul World, Anra had been riding my back about "increasing my interactions" with my summoned beasts. That was the only reason I found myself diving back into my own soul again today.

My first stop was the church where Balor usually spent her time.

Until recently, my soul didn't even have a church. However, after receiving a barrage of complaints that watching Balor offer prayers in the middle of a literal void was "creepy," Merli had eventually built the place while looking visibly repulsed by the whole ordeal. It felt almost nostalgic now.

Balor had been a sister back in Mythologia, so I supposed praying was just second nature to her. Still, it made me wonder. What kind of god is she even devoted to?

"You in here, Balor?"

I stepped into the church and called out. Ahead of me, a pink-haired woman dressed in a religious habit was deep in prayer.

She was so focused that I actually hesitated to speak again. I briefly considered just turning around and leaving rather than disturbing her, but she must have sensed my presence. She finished her prayer and spoke without looking back.

"My lord, I shall be with you in a moment. Please, do not leave."

"…Yeah. Just don't trip."

"Fufu, you worry for me? I appreciate it, but I am quite fine. I have grown used to this."

She turned and walked toward me with a stride that showed zero hesitation. When she was inches away, she reached out and touched my face to confirm I was really there.

Once satisfied, she stepped back a few inches, cleared her throat, and spoke.

"Ufufu, it really is you. Now then, what business brings you here today?"

"I ended up summoning you the other day, didn't I? I figured I owed you a thank you. Is there anything you want?"

"――!?"

"…Uh, Balor?"

I’d offered it because she’d been the most help to me lately, but she reacted with such visible shock that I could practically feel her eyes snapping wide open beneath her blindfold.

"Oh, God, please forgive this lowly servant… Why? Why must You grant me such a trial?"

"What’s the big deal? You can ask for something simple. I know you aren't the type to demand anything unreasonable."

"…I loathe my usual self. I truly loathe it," she whispered.

She sounded so utterly drained of life that the sudden drop in her mood caught me off guard. I wondered if she was actually okay, but she seemed to be genuinely agonizing over the choice. I stayed quiet for a moment, trying to think if there was anything else I could offer.

"――Ugh. In that case, Lord Reima, would you take a walk with me?"

"Hmm? If that's all you want, sure. It’s dangerous outside, though. Is staying in this world alright?"

"Yes. As long as it is with you, I would go anywhere."

And so, it was decided. I took her hand to lead the way and we left the church to wander through the landscape of my Soul World.

Balor could technically see her surroundings using magic perception, but since her eyes were covered, I figured it was better to lead her so she didn't take a face-plant.

"…Since we're out anyway, maybe we should go find Shibaru and the others."

"Oh, Lord Camazotz? That sounds lovely. You summoned him recently as well, did you not?"

"Yeah. He helped me out in that Dungeon, and I haven't officially thanked him yet."

"Perhaps we should hold a judgment? A man like him usually prefers to settle things with steel."

"You’re probably right… It’s been a while, so that might be for the best."

We continued our exploration, chatting as I led her along.

Our destination was the Great Tree that stood at the center of this world. It was the place where Jormungand and Ratatoskr usually slept, and most of the other summoned beasts hung out there too.

I figured Shibaru was probably there, likely hanging upside down from a branch somewhere.

"Oh, right. I need to give my thanks to Berg, too."

"Berg-chan as well? You have quite the full schedule today."

"I might even have her let me hitch a ride and fly for a bit. It’d be a hell of a lot faster."

With that plan in mind, I made my way toward the forest surrounding the Great Tree. When I called out Berg’s name, a girl with brown hair immediately emerged from the treeline.

Her long hair was tied back, and her eyes sparkled the moment she saw me. Her face broke into a radiant smile before she lunged at me for a hug.

"Papa! Did you come to see Berg!?"

"Something like that. I’m heading to the Great Tree to see Shibaru, and I thought you might want to come along."

"I’ll go! But I don't really want to fly… I'd rather just talk to you!"

"Fine, I get it. We'll walk."

…This was Berg Fernir.

According to her Scripture, she was originally a giant eagle known as Hræsvelgr—the "Swallower of Corpses" or "The One Who Cancels the Wind."

She’d lost her memories when we first met, and after spending so much time together, she’d grown to adore me like I was her actual father.

"Oh, I know! Papa, let's hold hands!"

"My hands are going to be kind of full…"

"It’s okay! Berg will lead the way!"

"I guess that works."

With Balor on my left and Berg on my right, I ended up walking with both hands occupied.

We ran into a few other summoned beasts along the way, making small talk as we progressed until we finally reached the foot of the Great Tree.

"Shibaru! You around!?"

"I am here… Reima. And I see you have the Magic Eye and the Eagle with you. What is your business?"

"Nothing much. You helped me yesterday, so I wanted to see if you needed anything as thanks."

"…In that case, face me in combat. Yesterday’s events have left me with much on my mind."

"Fair enough. Let's find an open spot."

Just as Balor had predicted, it turned into a fight. I pulled a weapon from my [Storage] and squared off against him. We spent the next hour trading blows.

As time went on, a crowd of spectators gathered to watch us. It had been a while since I’d had a proper mock battle, and it turned out to be surprisingly cathartic. If nothing else, it reminded me just how powerful Shibaru really was.



[Afterword]

It’s been a while!

The third chapter of the third act begins today! To make up for the lack of updates in January and February, I’m planning to post every day through March, so please look forward to it!

Also, as of the last chapter, "IseSamo" has officially passed 100 episodes! I don't have anything special planned to celebrate, but if you're enjoying the ride, please consider leaving a star or following the series!
Episode 100: A Moment in the Cafe

I’d moved a bit closer to the city center from my usual haunts, waiting at a certain cafe for a guest. It was around two in the afternoon—a time when I figured the place wouldn't be too crowded.

It was considerate of her to pick a time like this, but knowing who I was waiting for, I was more concerned about whether she’d actually find the place.

"She’ll be okay, right?" I muttered.

"I’ve never met her, but what are you so worried about?" Lycoris asked.

"Saaya’s got a sense of direction that’s broken in a completely different way than mine."

"That’s... tragic."

The venue was one of those stylish cafes that seemed engineered to attract women. Since I didn’t have the nerve to walk into a place like that alone, I’d brought Lycoris along for moral support. As I described the person we were waiting for, Lycoris looked down, her expression mirroring my resignation.

"It looks like she’s going to be a while. Want to order something? What’s your pick, Lycoris?"

"I want something unusual... Um, maybe this matcha waffle? And whatever Reima recommends."

Talk about an unfair curveball. I agonized over the menu. Should I choose based on her tastes, or look for a drink that actually paired well with a matcha waffle? After weighing the "unusual" requirement, I finally called the waiter over. I ordered a cake and a brown sugar latte for myself, and the matcha waffle with a milk cocoa for Lycoris.

"…Is something wrong?" she asked.

"No… I just thought you looked different. Fresh, I guess."

Lycoris wasn’t wearing her usual black, funeral-esque dress. Instead, she was in a set of casual clothes Arachne had apparently whipped up to help her blend into the modern world. Being a Hydra—a snake species—she was naturally sensitive to the cold, so she’d bundled up in a warm-looking white knit. It was a look I wasn't used to, and it felt surprisingly new.

"Arachne is amazing, isn’t she? She can make anything."

"Yeah… she did mention her creative drive has been through the roof lately."

Apparently, she’d been staying up for days on end, poring over the fashion magazines I’d given her and sewing outfits for all the Summoned Beasts. I had a fond—if exhausting—memory of her cornering me recently, treating me like a personal dress-up doll while she tested out some menswear.

Still, Saaya definitely knows her way around a good cafe.

The place had a refined Japanese atmosphere and even offered private rooms. It was the perfect spot for a small group to talk without drawing unwanted eyes.

"So, Lycoris, how have things been lately?"

Even though she stayed within my Soul World, I still didn't have a total grasp of the layout of that ridiculously oversized dimension. I was curious about how she spent her time.

"Lately, I’ve been hanging out with Behemoth. We’ve been having some very spirited discussions about poison."

"Wait… that guy can use poison too?"

"Mhm. It’s potent enough to cancel mine out, so I’ve been taking samples and using them to improve my own."

"That’s terrifying."

"That’s about it for news. Otherwise, I just drink tea and read."

"I should probably buy you some more books once we're done here today."

"Really? I’d like that."

Since we were already in the city, I figured I should pick up some souvenirs for everyone else back home, too. I was just starting to map out a shopping list while picking at the food that had arrived when the bell above the door chimed. I felt a familiar presence heading our way.

"Ah, Saaya, over here."

"Sorry, Reima-kun! I’m a little late… Oh, is this the girl from the Dungeon?"

"Yeah. This is Lycoris, one of my companions. I felt too awkward coming in here alone, so she came along to save me."

Even with her makeup done differently than usual, Saaya couldn't help but draw eyes. That was the life of an idol, I suppose. I was glad we were in a private room; if we’d been in the open seating area, the attention would have made the air feel pretty thin.

"Nice to meet you for the second time. I am Lycoris."

"Right, nice to meet you! I’m Saaya Kusanagi. I’m Reima-kun’s Dungeon Supporter."

Lycoris’s amber eyes met Saaya’s jade ones. They’d technically met once before, but they hadn't really spoken, so this was their first real interaction. Despite her usual shyness around strangers, Lycoris seemed to be taking to her quite well.

"Thank you for helping Reima during the fight with Voll," Lycoris said.

"…The Majin, you mean?"

"Yes. I wasn't there at the time."

"Then you are very welcome."

I guess the word about Saaya’s help during the Volnyux fight has made the rounds among the summons.

"So, what was it you wanted to talk about today?" I asked, getting down to business.

"Oh, right! I’m here to invite you to the Adventurer Assembly next week. Apparently, they’re going to decide on your epithet."

"Wait… an epithet? They decide that at a big meeting?"

"Yep! All sorts of guilds gather there, and there’s always a ton of delicious food!"

"Huh… I didn't know that."

I knew Ayane was called the [Ice Princess], so it made sense that everyone else had one too. I made a mental note to look into it later. I bet Kaiser’s epithet was something actually cool.

"Do you think they’ve already picked one out for me?"

"Hmm, who knows? It’s probably already been decided behind the scenes."

"Now I’m actually curious."

Looking back at the S-Rank Adventurers I knew… there was Tsubaki, Ayane, and that guy Ouma. Tsubaki was the [Burning Blade], and Ouma went by [Carnage]. Given those examples, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of label they were going to slap on me.

"An epithet… I wonder what it will be," Lycoris mused.

"You too? Honestly, I’m just hoping for something unobtrusive."

Something that won’t be too embarrassing if I ever have to hand this body back to the original owner, I thought.

We spent the rest of the afternoon killing time with idle chatter. An Adventurer Assembly, huh? I wondered what kind of people would show up. 

While the thought weighed on me, I spent the rest of the day with Lycoris, hoping that whatever came next would bring me closer to my goals.
Assembly Preparations

"...Wait, I’m actually going in this?"

A few days had passed since my meeting with Saaya-san at the cafe. The invitation to the so-called Adventurer Assembly had finally arrived, and as far as the instructions went, formal attire was mandatory.

When I had consulted Arachne about it, she simply told me, "I’ll have it finished in three days!" and left it at that. This was my honest reaction after waiting those three days.

Draped over the white mannequin before me was a navy-blue outfit. It was... what would you call it? A style of smart casual I’d worn a few times back in the other world. 

The design was devoid of any useless ornamentation, radiating a sense of functional beauty. That part was fine, but I was legitimately appalled by the sheer, insane number of spells woven into the fabric. From what I could identify, it was primarily physical and magic resistance. On top of that, it was loaded with physical buffs and poison resistance. It was the kind of gear that made me wonder exactly what kind of war I was supposed to be heading into.

"Exactly, Reima-kun! Three all-nighters and a generous helping of everyone’s fur and feathers went into this! It’s my absolute masterpiece—a superior garment you can take into any battlefield!"

Arachne gave me a thumbs-up, her eyes bloodshot and gleaming. 

Just as she said, she was likely on her third night without sleep. Her sheer intensity was more than a little startling. Swaying her long, light-purple hair, she used her spider-like lower half to loom over me, eventually picking me up to force the clothes onto me.

"I’ll have that noisy one tidy up your hair, so hurry up and put it on! Right now!"

"I get it! I get it, just let go of me! And I need to change, so back off. Please."

"Ah, my apologies. Everyone’s changing room is nearby, so please go change there!"

Seriously, what are they building inside of me?

The Soul World had been expanding rapidly without my knowledge. Its full extent was something even I, its Master, couldn't fully grasp. At this point, I wasn't even sure if any of them knew the whole layout.

At this rate, I wouldn't be surprised if they built a theme park inside my body. Considering I had several Summoned Beasts who were essentially children, I had a nagging fear that one might already be under construction.



"...Alright, I'm dressed. What do you think?"

"—This is dangerous. I can’t let the others see this..."

"See? I thought so back in the other world, too, but this kind of thing just doesn't suit me."

I’d felt the same way at the parties held after saving various towns. Formal outfits never felt right on me. It was fine for everyone else to enjoy dressing up, but for me, the sense of being a total misfit was overwhelming.

"Hmph! Even I’m frightened by what I’ve created! As expected of me—the greatest, unparalleled genius weaver of all time. You’d better keep relying on your big sister Arachne from now on!"

"Well, I definitely feel safe wearing clothes made from your silk. Oh, that’s right, Arachne."

"Hmm? What is it, Reima-kun?"

"...I was told to bring one of my Summoned Beasts with me. Who do you think I should choose?"

"Right, so you’re telling me to go kill myself!"

"No... I’m just asking for your opinion."

She had responded with such peak hysteria that I’d reflexively shot back, but it couldn't be helped. I knew that picking just one of them would inevitably lead to a fight. 

Still, if I ask if anyone specifically wants to go, it’ll never be decided. I need someone with a decent amount of common sense. Besides, if I bring one of the girls, the atmosphere at the party might get awkward.

"I need my hair done anyway, so maybe Baal is the best bet?"

"He’s a safe choice, I suppose. But well, he’ll just get beaten to a pulp by the others later, so I don't really care."

Choosing is harder than I thought.

If I considered his personality for even a second, he’d probably go around bragging to everyone that he was on a solo date with his Master. Thinking about that made me realize he was a terrible choice. I racked my brain, trying to find a solution.

"Should I just summon someone at random?"

"That would be the absolute worst. You’d probably end up pulling that horse."

"............Umm, Luna and Sol are safe, and Lycoris seems like she’d be fine too?"

"A perfect lineup of the early members. Their level of trust is on a whole different scale."

"Merli is out, I can’t summon Baha, and it’s probably best to keep Balor away. Camazotz would hate a place like that, and Behiko—she’d probably eat the entire buffet."

"A wise judgment! I wouldn't recommend any of those members either."

I continued to deliberate, listing the names of everyone who had helped me recently. After weighing the options, one name came back to the surface.

"So, Baal after all?"

"...I’m starting to feel that way too."

"Anra and Rahva are Gram-class, so that’s a bit much... and Bicorn is out of the question."

"That piece of trash is a walking hazard!"

"He’s a decent guy in his own way, though... actually, I agree."

I mentally summarized the feedback I’d received from the other Summoned Beasts regarding Bicorn. The list included: trash, pervert, useless nag, and twisted double-horn. Even his younger sister, Unicorn, had weighed in, describing him as an eternal, irreconcilable enemy.

"When we first met, he was a good guy trying to protect Unicorn... I wonder how he ended up like this?"

"I'd call it the evolution of fetishes, survival instincts, and perversion."

"The evolution of a piece of trash has gone way too far."

Despite the headache, I decided to send a magical message to Baal to have him get ready to do my hair. Or, at least, that was the plan. However, when I arrived, Luna and Sol were already on standby. 

Between them was Baal, forced into a formal seiza position while wearing a sign around his neck that read: 『I AM UNFIT TO GO.』

"...Eh?"

"Master, the request specified a beast. You should summon us," Luna said.

"Besides, the plan is to summon us once you’re at the venue, right? In that case, us smaller ones are a much better fit~" Sol added.

"............I mean, you’re not wrong, but what happened to Baal?"

"『Yee-hawwwww! A party with Master, just the two of us! Whoooooooo!』 ...That’s a recording of him. Since he was acting like that and bragging to everyone, the group collective took him down."

"I... see."

It was a bit unexpected, but since things had turned out this way, I ended up heading to the venue alone.
Chapter 102: Adventurer Assembly ①

Donning a robe equipped with a [Stealth] function, I managed to reach the assembly venue while remaining as inconspicuous as possible. I knew the clothes underneath were high-quality, but I wasn't used to walking around in such finery. Plus, I had to consider Arachne’s feelings on the matter, so I opted for discretion.

The venue was a specific exhibition hall in Tokyo.

It was a massive space, but today was the day when a literal army of Adventurers and guilds were scheduled to congregate. Even if the general public was barred from entry, considering the fame of Adventurers in this world... the sheer number of people before me made sense.

"No, wait... isn't this a bit much?"

A crowd stretched as far as the eye could see. I didn't know what percentage were actually Adventurers, but making a grand entrance now would be a tactical blunder of the highest order.

In the first place, the whole point of this event was my Epithet Naming Ceremony. I was technically the star of the show, but I never expected the scale to be this absurd for just one person. Figuring that showing my face would trigger a riot, I scurried toward the entrance as fast as possible and slipped inside using my invitation.

I guess it really is a fantasy world. It feels just like another world in here.

There were [Magic Tools] in the other world that could restrict entry to those holding specific items, but in this case, it was a simple invitation. Thanks to that, I managed to get inside without having to bother with the reception desk.

"As I thought, there's a ton of people..."

Harboring that same cynical thought, I headed toward the gathering of my own guild, Valsia. Not wanting to stand out, I kept the robe on as I approached and decided to call out to Ayane, who was busy eating.

"Hey, Ayane. What are you eating?"

"...Who? Wait, Reima? What’s with the... getup?"

She tossed those words at me the moment I shed the robe. As I thought. It doesn't suit me at all, does it? I didn't usually dress like this, so I probably looked like a kid playing dress-up. Since Ayane was the person least accustomed to seeing me in formal wear, her reaction was probably the most honest.

"Yeah, I know. It doesn't fit. I feel like the clothes are wearing me."

The clothes Arachne made were top-tier. I knew there was nothing "wrong" with them, but as I looked down at the indigo fabric, the sense of wrongness was overwhelming. Honestly, Baal would have pulled this off way better.

"You look good in yours, though. I'm not used to it, but you look beautiful."

Ayane was wearing a pure white bustier dress. It was the first time I’d ever seen her dressed like that, but since my immediate impression was that it suited her perfectly, I figured I’d just be honest and tell her.

"Thanks. It looks good on you too, Reima."

"You think so? That’s a relief. So, where’s Shiki?"

"Um, Shiki is... over there."

She set her plate on the table and pointed toward something that looked like a food stall. There was Shiki, grilling skewers with his own magic. He looked strangely enthusiastic. When my best friend noticed me and waved, I honestly didn't know how to respond.

"What is he even doing?"

"...He said he volunteered for it."

"That’s just like him, but seriously, the vibe is all wrong."

Shiki was also dressed up in something resembling a tailcoat. Seeing him wearing a bandana and grilling skewers in that outfit was a monumental mismatch. Amidst the gorgeously decorated interior, his stall stood out like a sore thumb, but perhaps due to his skill, it was actually thriving. Which just made the whole scene weirder.

"...So that's the new S-Rank?"

"Hasn't Valsia’s military power increased a bit too much?"

As the crowd grew, I could feel the gazes gathering on me, whether I liked it or not. I could hear the whispers, and the storm of appraising eyes made my nerves spike. It was the same in the other world; I really can’t get used to this high-society atmosphere.

"Yahoo... Reima-kun. That outfit suits you."

"Ah, Senka-san. You don’t seem very energetic. Are you okay?"

Senka Kujo-san—an S-Rank Adventurer and the master of the guild I belonged to. Her usual high-voltage energy was nowhere to be found. She looked haggard, almost worn out. When I asked, she gave me a look of pure social exhaustion.

"Ugh, making the rounds for greetings is such a drag... I’m on the younger side for a Guild Master, you know?"

"Hah, I see."

"We’re ranked second in the national guild rankings, so it’s reaaally a lot of work. Today is just full of sarcasm and 'big dreams,' and everyone keeps asking me about you, Reima-kun. Even I have my limits."

"That... sounds like a lot of work?"

"In that case, time for some stress-eating! Come on, Reima-kun, let’s go gorge ourselves while we do the greetings!"

"Ehh—wait, don't pull my hand!"

Her mood shifted violently. Before I knew it, she had grabbed my hand and started dragging me toward another guild's gathering area.

"If I recall, you were on good terms with Goro-kun, weren't you, Reima-kun!"

"I’m friends with Kaiser, but... what about it?"

"Then we’ll start there! Now, now, time to charge into Eltus territory!"

I was dragged straight to a table a short distance away and unceremoniously dropped off in front of a familiar duo. There stood the Kaiser siblings. Kaiser looked like he was suffering through the social pressure, while Yuika-san maintained a perfectly nonchalant attitude.

"Ah, Reima-san. Hello."

"...Mmu. Is that you, my friend?"

"You look a bit weak, Kaiser. Are you okay?"

"............Making the rounds for greetings is... tedious."

"Brother, please just get used to it already. This isn't your first time, is it?"

"I am simply not good at being spoken to by women I do not know well..."

"Honestly, learn to brush them off yourself."

They really do get along, I thought. Watching the tired Kaiser, I offered a suggestion.

"Want to come around with us, Kaiser? Given how things are going, we’re probably heading to see Kagura-san and her group next."

"If that is the case, I shall accompany you. I, too, wish to pay my respects."

"Is that so? Then go ahead, Brother. You'll be safe if Reima-san is with you, right? Also, don't let yourself be lured away by the food."

"What do you take me for, sister?"

"Brother is just Brother... what are you even talking about?"

And so, it was decided. I took Kaiser along and we headed straight toward Kagura-san’s guild.
Chapter 103: The Adventurers' Gathering ②

"Hafuh? Lord Reima... and Lord Goro? You both look exhausted. Are you quite alright?"

"I'm telling you, Kagura... female adventurers are terrifying."

"They're my friend’s party, so I suppose it couldn't be helped... I’m just glad we finally managed to slip away."

Tsubaki—or rather, Kagura—was waiting for us. 

She looked different than usual, dressed in an elegant furisode, and was currently stuffing her face with food. By the time Kaiser and I finally reached her side, we were both completely drained.

If anyone had asked what happened, the answer was simple: we’d been swarmed by a mob of female adventurers and subjected to a relentless interrogation. Navigating a sea of more than a dozen over-eager people had been more taxing than a dungeon dive. Senka had stepped in to act as a shield so we could make our escape, but the mere thought of having to experience that again made me want to pack up and go home immediately. It was that bad.

As my vocabulary withered under the weight of mental fatigue, Kagura finished the mouthful she was chewing, swallowed, and looked at us.

"Good work, Lord Reima... Though, Lord Goro, I really think it’s time you got used to that sort of thing."

"As if I ever could! I am the solitary Dragon Emperor!"

"Then why not dive back into that crowd right now? You are the Dragon Emperor, aren't you?"

"I’m sorry. Please, just let me stay here."

Kaiser’s response to the jab was a reflexive shout followed by a near-instant, ninety-degree bow of apology as Kagura pointed back toward the area where Senka and the others were still fighting the good fight.

"Honestly, Lord Goro, you’re hopeless. Your junior is going to weep for you."

"...Why are you bringing that guy up now?"

"Birds of a feather, I suppose," Kagura murmured poignantly, returning to her meal. There was a look of profound pity in her eyes, and I had the distinct, sinking feeling that I was included in that assessment.

"So, Lord Reima, what brings you over to this side?"

"Just making the rounds to say hello, I guess. Yamato is in your guild, right?"

"Indeed. He is the nominal head of our guild, [Amatsushuu]... though he rarely bothers with actual work."

"Well, he does seem like the type to spend every waking moment in a dungeon."

"That is exactly the case. I heard from Saaya-nee that he apparently found a stray dungeon to dive into even today, just to kill time before the ceremony."

That sounds like him, I thought, picturing the man who was currently nowhere to be found. 

According to the itinerary on my invitation, he was supposed to be acting as a sort of master of ceremonies, so he was likely backstage or in a prep room. I still hadn't adjusted to the suffocating atmosphere of the hall. Knowing that my epithet announcement would be broadcast live on the Dungeon Agency’s official channel only made the knots in my stomach tighten.

As I was brooding over the pressure, my mobile terminal buzzed with a message. I checked the screen. It was time. I was being summoned to the seventh floor.

"Sorry, you two... I’ve been called. I have to go."

"Safe travels!" Kagura chirped.

"Do your best, my friend! Go and receive what is yours!"

With their encouragement ringing in my ears, I did my best to thin my presence and slipped through the personnel corridor toward the conference hall on the upper floors.

Yamato was already waiting behind the scenes. He gave me a sharp, jaunty grin the moment he spotted me.

"Yo, Reima boy! You actually look the part!"

"You look different too, Yamato. Not used to seeing you without that casual kimono."

"Well, yeah. Even I put on formal wear for an occasion like this."

"I still feel like this is a bit much for a naming ceremony for just one person."

"Eh, I have my doubts about the scale too. But they’re doing introductions for the other top-rankers as well, so it’s about right."

"Ah... I think I remember seeing something about that in the fine print."

I recalled the schedule attached to the invitation mentioning that this would serve as a formal introduction for other S-Rank Adventurers as well.

"So you really did overlook it. That’s typical of you. What were you doing, Reima?"

"...Why are you here too, Laura?"

"The crowd was too much for me. Yamato found me while I was hitting my limit and brought me back here."

She gave a small, haughty snort. It’s not exactly something to be smug about, I thought, but I was grateful to Yamato for looking out for her. She had always been bad with crowds.

"Wait, so is every S-Rank in the country going to be here?"

"That was the plan," Yamato said, his expression souring slightly. "But three of the problem children aren't showing up."

"Problem children?"

"Lady Shiraku, Lady Ena, and... the Ouma brat."

"I know Ena, but by Ouma, do you mean [Carnage]?"

"Yeah. I figured those three wouldn't show, and they didn't disappoint—they flatly refused. Besides, the Shiraku girl is currently overseas anyway."

I could understand the first two being no-shows, and having met the guy called Ouma once, he didn't exactly seem like the type to enjoy a gala. I didn't know much about Shiraku, other than the fact that she was a female Summoner, just like me.

"So," Yamato continued, "the six of us who actually showed up will be doing the opening greetings."

"In that case, wouldn't it have been better if I came in with everyone else?"

"Nah. There was something I wanted to ask you before the curtains went up."

"Something you wanted to ask?"

Yamato nodded gravely. I waited for him to find the words.

"Listen, boy. From today on, you’re an S-Rank Adventurer. You'll be one of the pillars carrying the weight of Japan on your shoulders. I don't know if you've fully accepted that yet, and God knows the political red tape is only going to get worse... but do you have any regrets about choosing this path?"

"............Well, I suppose not. I can't keep hiding forever, anyway."

I had made my resolution back during the Perseus incident. To show my face, to demonstrate my power... I knew it meant I had to shoulder the consequences. I still didn't trust the government, and I lived with the constant knowledge that the world could turn on me out of fear at any moment.

There were plenty of things that scared me. Plenty of things I had to worry about.

But for the sake of returning this body to the original Reima, and so that the people of this world could live in peace, I had to move forward. As long as I had the strength to fight, I would.

If that meant using the government for my own ends, so be it. I couldn't afford to cling to empty platitudes; I’d learned that lesson the hard way when I was betrayed and murdered in my past life. I didn't know what the future held, and there might be enemies out there I couldn't handle alone—but even then, I knew I could make it through as long as my Summoned Beasts were by my side.

"Besides, I have my comrades," I said, my voice steady. "So... I'll be fine."

"Ha! Is that so? Then I can rest easy. Alright, boy, stay put until your cue! We’re going out there to warm up the crowd for you!"
Chapter 104: Naming Ceremony

"Alright, you guys! Thanks for making the trip out here today!"

Yamato-san’s voice reached me from behind the stage of the assembly hall. It was a booming, vibrant sound. Under the intense glare of the spotlights, six men and women stood in a line, presenting themselves to the crowd.

"Are you guys having a good time? You’ve eaten, you’ve mingled, and now it’s finally time for the main event. Let’s get to the introductions!"

As I watched them from the wings, I sent a telepathic message to Luna and Sol. 

Is it really okay to show our hand? Are you two going to be alright with this?

No problem, Master, Luna replied.

Hehe, you don’t need to worry about things like that, okay? Sol added.

Fine then. Let’s give them a show.

I began kneading my mana, preparing for the performance. Out in the hall, the rowdy adventurers were roaring their approval for Ayane and the rest. They all seemed used to the attention. Since they were all streamers, I figured they were comfortable being the center of attention. I took one final, deep breath.

"All right, this is the last one! Time to introduce the new face of Japan—our newest S-Rank! Come on out, [Valhalla]! It’s time to show them what you're made of!"

That was the cue. Those words were meant for everyone watching the stream, for the adventurers in the crowd, and more than anyone, for me. I stepped onto the stage, manifesting amidst a surge of magic.

"[Dual Summon]—Luna Managarm, Sol Skoll."

I summoned them in their beast forms. I called them forth—the wolf-kin said to devour the moon and sun, creatures capable of slaying even gods.

"A blizzard?!" someone shouted.

"Wait—it’s warm?" another voice added.

Wind swirled and snow lashed through the venue, but there wasn't a hint of a chill. Sol was using her authority over the sun to neutralize Luna’s frost. In that temperate air, Luna transformed the ice into delicate flakes, letting crystals of snow drift down over the audience. The magical constructs were large enough to see clearly—perfect, beautiful hexagons. Some in the crowd were mesmerized by the ethereal sight; others stood breathless, overwhelmed by the sheer weight of their divine majesty.

"Is that... a Summoner?"

"[Valhalla]... the new S-Rank."

"It’s beautiful..."

I could hear their whispers. They were captivated by Luna and Sol, fascinated by their strength, and—above all else—crushed by the pressure of their godlike power.

"I'm the one who was just introduced, the Summoner Reima Kariya," I said. "And these are my companions, Luna and Sol. I'm glad you all could make it today."

I wasn't used to this kind of thing. I wished I could have said something a bit more impressive, but for a guy like me, sticking to the facts was the safest bet. I kept the greeting brief. It was time to speak from the heart.

"I'm sure there are people here who aren't thrilled about me becoming an S-Rank adventurer. Honestly? I feel the same way."

I didn't have Ayane's overwhelming talent or her graceful combat style. I didn't have Kaiser's effortless cool or the ability to pulverize everything with my bare fists. I lacked Kagura’s refined techniques and sheer martial skill. I wasn't a hero like Yamato, someone who saved everyone and earned their adoration... I didn't have Laura’s unwavering conviction to protect the people of this world, nor did I possess Senka’s kindness.

The only reason I stood there was because of my Summoned Beasts—and because of my time in the other world. My power, my experience, my repertoire of magic—all of it existed only because of what I had been through. It was because of those three unforgettable years of adventuring, and because my companions had been there to support me every step of the way. My past was a mix of regret and despair. Plus, there was the fact that I’d eventually have to return this body to the original Reima.

"That’s why I want you to watch me from now on," I continued. "I intend to prove that I’m worthy of the S-Rank title."

That was my resolve as an adventurer. Perseus had warned me that more Mythology Dungeons were coming. I suspected the key to returning to my original world was hidden inside them. The challenges ahead would likely be on a scale unlike anything I’d faced before; even my Summoned Beasts might struggle. But I knew we could overcome it.

"As an adventurer, I’m going to conquer those dungeons alongside the Summoned Beasts who support me and the friends I’ve made here!"

That was the truth. For as long as I remained in this world, I wanted to repay my debts and support these people as much as I could. I’d do it alongside the companions who had joined me in that other world.

"So... I'm looking forward to working with you."
Chapter 105: After the Naming Ceremony

The adventurers erupted into a roar at my words, the sound of their applause drowning out everything else in the hall.

I wasn't sure if I’d spoken clearly or if I’d even managed to get my point across.

But what was this feeling? Seeing Luna and the others finally acknowledged, treated like heroes... it felt like a weight had been lifted from my chest.

"The festival lasts until tonight! There’s plenty of food and good booze to go around! Don’t let the party stop here!" Yamato shouted, bringing the naming ceremony to a close.

The plan was for the party to continue through the evening before everyone eventually dispersed. 

Backstage, once the presentation was over, I took a moment to catch my breath after thanking Luna and Sol for their help.

"Nice work out there, [Valhalla]," Yamato said, approaching me. "Your companions are as impressive as ever, kid."

"Thank you, Yamato. For everything."

"Don't mention it. We're on equal footing now, so feel free to rely on me."

I shifted my gaze toward Ayane and the others. They’d been stealing glances at me for a while, trapped in that awkward "who speaks first" tension. I decided to break the ice.

"So... good to be working with you all, I guess?"

"Yeah," Ayane smiled. "Good to have you, Reima. We'll be together from here on out."

"My friend! That is one incredibly cool alias!" Kaiser added. His eyes were practically sparkling; the name seemed to have struck a chord with his particular... aesthetic. He looked happier about it than I did.

"Should I address you as [Valhalla]-dono?" Tsubaki asked.

"Either is fine, I suppose."

"But if we go by the kanji, that would essentially make you 'Lord Lord,' wouldn't it?"

"Hey, Tsubaki," Yamato interjected, his voice dropping an octave. "You got something to say about the name I picked?"

"N-No! I was just thinking out loud! No ulterior motive, Master!"

I had to admit she had a point about the redundancy, but seeing the sharp look Yamato was giving her, I decided it was safer to keep my mouth shut.

"Anyway," Yamato continued, "what are you kids planning to do? There’s a dance party coming up. I’m sticking around for that, but..."

"Since I’m here, I’ll stay," I said. 

"I'm staying as well," Laura added. "I promised Tsubaki's father I’d keep an eye on her until tonight."

"Father... why would you ask Laura of all people?" Tsubaki lamented.

"I think it’s a reflection of your daily behavior, Tsubaki," Ayane said flatly.

I didn't really see Tsubaki as the type who needed a babysitter, but given some of her past antics, I could see why her father might be worried.

"By the way," I said, changing the subject, "what kind of person is [Carnage]?"

It seemed like as good a time as any to ask about Ouma, the one S-Rank who hadn't shown up today.

"What's this? You interested in that guy, kid?" Yamato asked.

"Well... I ran into him when I was in a dungeon with Tsubaki the other day."

Ayane’s head snapped toward Tsubaki. "Tsubaki? Why were you in a dungeon with Reima?"

"Wait, Ayane! Stop with the cold aura! I’ll explain!" Tsubaki squeaked.

As Ayane dragged Tsubaki off to a corner for a "chat," I turned to the others, trying to ignore the awkwardness. My brief encounter with Ouma had left me with the impression of a cold, disinterested man. However, that didn't quite explain why Shibaru seemed to loathe him so much.

"He's strong," Laura offered. "I fought him once. The man is violence incarnate."

"I haven't had much to do with him," Kaiser added. "We've only met twice."

That was their assessment. If even Laura spoke of him that way, his strength was clearly the real deal—something I'd already sensed during our brief clash. Still, I wanted more detail.

"Well," Yamato sighed, "he's strong, alright. He spends all his time diving into dungeons and doesn't bother with livestreams. He’s the odd man out among the S-Ranks."

"Reima-kun," Senka asked softly, "why are you so curious about Ouma?"

"Partly because we met, but... I don't know. He’s just been on my mind."

"I see. Well, if you ask me... I’d say he’s a kind, strong person."

I stared at Senka. A kind person? I couldn't see it—not based on that encounter. But her voice was heavy with subtext, carrying a weight that made it impossible for me to argue.

"Anyway, he’s not the type to socialize much, so I wouldn't worry about it," Yamato said, waving it off.

"Understood. So, about this dance party..."

"Right. It's the other big event for today. You planning on dancing with anyone, kid?"

"I'm terrible at it," I lied immediately. "So, no."

That was a flat-out fabrication. During my time in the other world, while traveling through various countries, Laura had drilled dance steps into me. Over and over. And over again.

The memories were nothing but pain and strict discipline. I could dance perfectly, but the thought of doing it in public was mortifying. I’d much rather everyone believe I had two left feet.

"Hm? You're quite good, aren't you?" Laura remarked.

I glared at her. "...Laura. Shut up. Just for a minute."

"If the girl says you're good, then you must be," Yamato grinned, a predatory glint in his eyes. "And besides, kid... you're the star of the show today, aren't you?"

I had a very bad feeling about this. My escape routes were being cut off one by one. And more than anything, Yamato looked like a man who was about to cause me a lot of trouble.
Episode 106: Message Board ⑨

Thread 35: Talking about the [Hero] Reima Kariya [Summoner]

53: Standard Anon
The Naming Ceremony is finally today!!

54: Standard Anon
I’m too hyped to sleep!

55: Standard Anon
I’ve rewatched every single stream he’s ever popped up in.

56: Standard Anon
He’s finally getting an alias, huh?

57: Standard Anon
Way too soon.

58: Standard Anon
If anything, it’s late. 
It was weird that someone with that much power wasn't an S-Rank already.

59: Standard Anon
Wait, isn't the scale of this thing a bit massive for just one person’s ceremony?

60: Standard Anon
Well, today’s ceremony is also a formal unveiling of Japan’s S-Rank Adventurers for the international community.

61: Standard Anon
Wait, they’re all coming!?

62: Standard Anon
Nah, apparently Carnage, [ ], Ex Machina, and Hyakuma won't be there. 

63: Standard Anon
Lame.

64: Standard Anon
Shiraku-sama is currently on an overseas business trip, after all.

65: Standard Anon
I can’t even picture Ouma showing his face at an event like this.

66: Standard Anon
Mad Doctor☆… honestly, it’s better if she doesn't show up.

67: Mad Doctor☆
"I wonder how she’d feel if she heard you say that?"

68: Standard Anon
Gah! She’s here!

69: Standard Anon
Go away! Shoo!

70: Mad Doctor☆
"Wow, what a cold reception… how amusing."

71: Standard Anon
Why aren't you attending the actual ceremony?

72: Standard Anon
You’re terrifying. Please leave.

73: Standard Anon
Why would an S-Rank even lurk in a cesspool like this?

74: Standard Anon
Don't become the "approachable" S-Rank Adventurer. No one wants that.

75: Mad Doctor☆
"I hate crowds, and besides, I’m strictly behind-the-scenes! Today I’m busy mass-producing my ‘works’ while checking this thread in my downtime. Oh, I’ve also been put in charge of venue security."

76: Standard Anon
You call that "work"?

77: Standard Anon
Wait… is the world ending?

78: Standard Anon
I literally cannot imagine you doing actual work. Lol.

79: Standard Anon
Isn't your "security" just human experimentation?

80: Mad Doctor☆
"The five people who just posted above me… you’re all at the venue, aren’t you? I wonder what I should do to you?"

81: Standard Anon
Holy crap, she found us!?

82: Standard Anon
Isn't hacking a crime?!

83: Standard Anon
Someone arrest her.

84: Standard Anon
She’s easily the scariest one.

85: Mad Doctor☆
"Didn't I make my ability public? Modern phone lines and communication functions are all magic-based, so I can use the surveillance cameras to see exactly where the signals originate. Identifying which people in the venue are posting in this thread is child's play. I’m the one who maintained the mana-circuits here to begin with, you know?"

86: Standard Anon
Oh right, I forgot this freak was an S-Rank.

87: Standard Anon
More importantly, if you’re actually at the venue, that means you’re at least B-rank. What are you elites doing lurking here?

88: Standard Anon
The upper crust is among us. Lol.

89: Standard Anon
Has anyone seen Reima-kun?

90: Standard Anon
I see him, but I don't have the guts to talk to him!

91: Standard Anon
He’s surrounded by Ayane-sama and the other S-Ranks. There’s no way for a regular person to break into that circle.

92: Standard Anon
I’m currently watching Reima-kun while eating some of Shiki-kun's grilled skewers.

93: Standard Anon
[Strategist]… Wow, talk about feeling out of place. 

94: Standard Anon
The skewers are actually amazing. Highly recommended.

95: Standard Anon
I know, right? I was shocked by how good they were.

96: Standard Anon
But man, Reima is cool.

97: Standard Anon
He’s just a straight-up handsome guy.

98: Standard Anon
He’s clearly been training hard. Also, what brand is he wearing?

99: Standard Anon
Ugh, I want a photo.

100: Standard Anon
Too bad. Curse your own weakness for not being here in person.

101: Standard Anon
There are only about ten thousand B-ranks in total. Isn't that a bit harsh?

102: Standard Anon
What are these Second-Class Adventurers even doing with their lives? Honestly.

103: Standard Anon
Actually, I’m A-rank.

104: Standard Anon
Me too.

105: Standard Anon
Then what the hell are you doing here?! (Confused)

106: Standard Anon
That makes two out of the two thousand A-ranks in Japan.

107: Standard Anon
Put on a tripcode.

108: Wild Shooter
Fine by me.

109: Lancer is Yarisa in Japanese
You’re a good sport, Ransha-ma.

110: Standard Anon
Lmao, they’re top-tier A-ranks too.

111: Standard Anon
Of all people, it’s these two crazies.

112: Standard Anon
The Friendly Fire Princess and the Spearman, huh?

113: Wild Shooter
I’d appreciate it if you didn't use that disgraceful nickname.

114: Standard Anon
It’s well-deserved.

115: Standard Anon
Obviously.

116: Wild Shooter
It’s the fault of anyone who stands in my line of fire.

117: Standard Anon
Wait, aren't you two in a party together?

118: Standard Anon
They’re in the same guild, so I guess that makes sense.

119: Standard Anon
The duo of ferocious beauties.

120: Lancer is Yarisa in Japanese
We’ve got great chemistry.

121: Standard Anon
It’s cheating that long-range attacks don't work on you.

122: Standard Anon
That’s why he’s the only one who can actually party with the Friendly Fire Princess.

123: Wild Shooter
I said, quit calling me that.

124: Standard Anon
Standard daily behavior.

125: Lancer is Yarisa in Japanese
It really is your own fault.

126: Standard Anon
It’s over if even the Spearman is dunking on you.

127: Wild Shooter
(´･ω･`)

128: Standard Anon
Don't make that face in real life. Lol.

129: Standard Anon
Lmao, she actually did it.

130: Standard Anon
A dejected face from Wild Shooter is a rare drop.

131: Lancer is Yarisa in Japanese
Anyway, I’m bored until the ceremony starts. Want to do an "anka"? 
Let’s go with post 139.

132: Standard Anon
Wait, so sudden!?

133: Standard Anon
I’m not ready!

134: Standard Anon
You pleasure-seeking bastard!

135: Standard Anon
Suddenly burst into dance.

136: Standard Anon
Pick a fight.

137: Standard Anon
Start a brawl with the first person you make eye contact with.

138: Standard Anon
Hit on someone.

139: Wild Shooter
Go talk to Reima-kun and hit on him.

140: Standard Anon
Post a pic of your dress.

141: Standard Anon
Send a photo.

142: Standard Anon
Charge straight at Reima.

143: Standard Anon
Nice snipe.

144: Lancer is Yarisa in Japanese
I will never forgive you. 
Wait, what?



235: Standard Anon
So, how’d it go? Lol.

236: Standard Anon
A twenty-four-year-old hitting on a high school freshman.

237: Standard Anon
Is that a criminal offense?

238: Standard Anon
What was the reaction from the people there?

239: Standard Anon
They’re muttering curses.

240: Standard Anon
Wild Shooter just started aggressively taunting them, and they snapped.

241: Standard Anon
That was brutal.

242: Lancer is Yarisa in Japanese
I tried to hit on him while he was with Goro, but he brushed me off with total grace.

243: Standard Anon
Lmao, Goro was there?

244: Standard Anon
The contrast between a flustered Goro and a perfectly calm Reima-kun was hilarious.

245: Standard Anon
"Yo, you free? Hang out with me—wanna fight?"
"I’m sorry, we’ve only just met… and besides, I’m a bit nervous."
"Oh? Why’s that?"
"Well, I can’t help but be tense around such a beautiful person."
"Wha—!"
"So, I’ll have to decline. Perhaps another time."

246: Standard Anon
Wait, isn't he a bit of a smooth operator?

247: Standard Anon
Total delinquent vibes.

248: Standard Anon
He’s a good kid.

249: Standard Anon
Wait, the Spearman actually blushed?

250: Lancer is Yarisa in Japanese
Look, I don't talk to men often, okay? I didn't know how to handle that. 
To think I’d get played like that… 
Maybe I should actually try to steal him for real?

251: Standard Anon
Uh oh.

252: Standard Anon
Don't you dare.

253: Standard Anon
Should I call the cops now?

254: Standard Anon
Oh, look.

255: Standard Anon
It’s starting.

256: Standard Anon
Whoa, they’re all lined up.

257: Standard Anon
The stream is live!

258: Standard Anon
Amazing. So this is S-Rank.

259: Standard Anon
I’ve never seen them all gathered in one place before.

260: Standard Anon
I just heard him say [Summon]!

261: Standard Anon
Who’s he bringing out!?

262: Standard Anon
Whoa, it’s the two wolves!

263: Standard Anon
That magic is incredible.

264: Standard Anon
I can feel the mana even through the screen!

265: Standard Anon
The official name was just released. It’s [Valhalla].

266: Standard Anon
That is way too cool.

267: Standard Anon
That’s Kaiser’s naming sense for sure.

268: Standard Anon
Yeah, Kaiser definitely named him.

269: Standard Anon
I didn't miss Kaiser breaking into a grin the moment it was announced.

270: Standard Anon
Are those two his main combat force? 
They’re completely off the charts…

271: Standard Anon
Luna Managarm and Sol Skoll.

272: Standard Anon
Are they myth-tier Summoned Beasts?

273: Standard Anon
Ridiculously cool.

274: Standard Anon
They’re beautiful.

275: Standard Anon
I can feel the dignity and elegance from here.

276: Standard Anon
So, to our A-rank lurkers: could you win?

277: Wild Shooter
Not a chance.

278: Lancer is Yarisa in Japanese
I’d love to try, but yeah, it’s impossible.

279: Standard Anon
Making those two answer instantly… that’s terrifying.

280: Standard Anon
Is he really that dangerous?

281: Standard Anon
I’m at the venue right now, and the mana he’s putting off is on a completely different level.

282: Standard Anon
And they aren't even in their humanoid forms right now, right?

283: Standard Anon
What was it? He has that one insane transformation too, doesn't he?

284: Standard Anon
[Valhalla] is a beast.

285: Standard Anon
Regardless, a new S-Rank is born!

286: Standard Anon
I hope he does his best.

287: Standard Anon
He’ll be fine.

288: Standard Anon
Things have been peaceful lately, and the big festival is wrapping up. I wonder if he’ll start a streaming channel?

289: Standard Anon
I guess we’ll find out in due time.

290: Standard Anon
For now, cheers!
The Dance Party

"So, what’s the verdict, kid? Who are you going to dance with?"

Yamato threw the question at me with a teasing, mocking grin. 

Gathered around me were Ayane, Laura, Tsubaki, and Senka. Kaiser was there too, for whatever that was worth.

"Give me a minute to think," I muttered.

"I wouldn’t mind if you picked Saaya, you know," Yamato added.

"Give me ten minutes."

The more time I asked for, the more the options seemed to multiply. Worse, Yamato’s voice had shifted into a dead-serious tone, making my brain lock up even further. 

I knew the dancing was already well underway on the floor below, but being told to go down there and take center stage was a tall order. Actually, it was more than that. Something had been bothering me for a while now—the Soul World was restless.

I didn't have the mental capacity to focus on it, but I spared a split second to check. From what I could see, there were signs of a massive expenditure of mana near the magic circle Merli used for her outings.

Thinking about that made me realize I was in a corner. Moving carelessly—or rather, picking one person over the others—was essentially checkmate.

"Hey, what are you all talking about?" Ayane asked, stepping closer.

"Lady Ayane? ...And Tsubaki, what's the matter?" Yamato glanced behind her.

"Next time... I’ll... speak up..." Tsubaki muttered.

"Don't worry about her," Ayane said, her eyes fixed on me. "More importantly, Reima, why are you hesitating?"

"Well," Yamato chimed in, "we were just discussing who the kid is going to dance with."

"...Oh? I see."

The air instantly froze. I could feel the temperature plummeting. It was likely an unconscious reflex on her part, but frost began creeping across the floor beneath my feet. Actually, the floor was literally starting to freeze over.

As the oppressive, frigid air dominated the room, my eyes darted around, looking for any way out. I turned to Kaiser in a silent plea for help.

"Hmm, Reima! If you are in need, shall you dance with me? I have mastered every style imaginable!"

It was a very Kaiser-like thing to say, but at that moment, it felt like a genuine lifeline. Out of sheer desperation, I was about to open my mouth and accept his hand when it happened.

"—Guh! Tsubaki-san, what are you...?"

"Read the room, de gozaru."

Tsubaki’s voice was sharp and cold. She had circled behind Kaiser in a blur, and a second later, he was face-down on the floor. 

I couldn't even tell what she’d done to him. I wanted to say something to my fallen friend, but given the atmosphere, it seemed like a bad move.

"Now, now, Reima-kun. You don't need to worry about me," Senka said with a smile.

The conversation was moving forward without me, and my options were narrowing. When I looked back toward Tsubaki, she and the unconscious Kaiser had already vanished. 

If I had to dance with someone in this mess, it was going to be Laura or Ayane. But I couldn't just choose one. More than that, I was plagued by the feeling that I wasn't even the one in control here.

"Hmm. There is no need to choose," Laura said, stepping forward. "You can simply dance with both of us."

"Are you okay with that, Laura?" I asked.

"I haven't danced in quite a while. Besides, there’s no rule stating it has to be only one person, is there?"

"If that's the case, then I guess it's fine. I'm looking forward to it, Reima," Ayane added.

Wait, what happened to my input?

The protest died in my throat. I steeled my resolve. Refusing now would be the worst possible move, and it would be far too cruel to reject two people who had actually said they wanted to dance with me.

"...Alright. I'm in your hands, both of you."



"A fair bit of time has passed, hasn't it? Well then, it's time for our protagonist to take the stage!"

Following that obnoxious announcement, I found myself standing in the center of the ballroom with Laura. 

Under the gaze of hundreds of people, my stomach began to churn. I looked at Laura, who remained as unfazed as ever, and I couldn't help but let out a small laugh.

"What is so funny?" she asked.

"Nothing. I just thought this is very 'you.' It made me feel a bit better."

"I don't follow, but whatever. Shall we dance, Reima?"

"—Haha. As you wish, Princess."

"Hmph. Don't be a sap, idiot."

We performed a social dance suited for the venue. I felt the memories of the lessons drilled into me back in the other world resurfacing as I followed Laura’s lead.

In that other world—no, even in this one—Laura’s noble blood showed. She was naturally gifted. I had intended to support her, but I was completely outclassed. It was just like her, and more than anything, it felt nostalgic.

"This brings back memories. You've improved since then," I noted.

"I've had my share of opportunities. I couldn't exactly afford to be clumsy after you were the one who taught me, could I?"

We exchanged light banter. It’s hard to describe, but I felt a profound sense of security as I spent those moments with her.

"Now, it's Ayane's turn. Go on, Reima."

"Right. I'll give it my best shot."

"Don't worry. You were quite good."

That was a relief. With a lighter heart, I walked toward Ayane, who was waiting for me. As the music faded into the background of my mind, I met her eyes.

"........."

"........."

We stood there in silence for a moment. Ayane’s cheeks were puffed out ever so slightly. I scrambled for something to say, but I knew that if I tried to be too suave, she’d probably just laugh at me.

"...You're a good dancer," I finally said.

"Well, yeah."

To be honest, I was getting dangerously nervous. I was used to dancing with Laura, but I had never even considered inviting Ayane to dance, let alone imagined what it would be like. Still, leaving her standing there would only humiliate her.

"Sigh... Ayane, forget everything I do for the next few minutes."

I steeled myself and looked directly into her jewel-like crimson eyes. I dropped to one knee, looking up at her with a smile, and spoke the words just for her.

"—My Lady, may I have this dance?"

I held out my hand, trying my best to keep a straight face while I waited for her answer. Time seemed to slow down, and the sound of my own racing heartbeat was deafening. I felt incredibly self-conscious of the crowd watching us, wondering if I was being too dramatic.

Clad in her white dress, Ayane’s face flushed a deep red. I thought I heard her mutter, "Unfair," in a tiny voice before she spoke.

"Hehe... with pleasure."

Her white hand settled into mine. I wrapped my fingers around her precious hand, interlacing our fingers. 

Why is this happening? As soon as we started moving, our rhythm was perfectly synchronized. It was actually fun.

"Ahaha! This is wonderful, isn't it?"

"...Yeah. Maybe."

We moved as one, focused entirely on each other. She was hesitant at first, but as she leaned into me and entrusted herself to my lead, she wore a smile that was nothing short of breathtaking.

"You know, Reima... this is the first time I've ever danced with anyone."

"You're doing great."

"Fufu, thank you. I'm really happy I get to dance with you."

She was usually so dignified, but her smile in that moment...

"You're beautiful."

"—! ...Idiot Reima."

The words slipped out before I could stop them. She looked so beautiful, so fleetingly lovely, that I couldn't help it. Her reply was typical, but the sight of her rare, embarrassed expression made me feel a strange sense of joy.

"Muu... why are you laughing?"

"Wait, am I laughing?"

"You really are unfair."

Her white hair swayed as our feet moved in time with the music. In that grand hall, we forgot about the hundreds of eyes watching us. For that moment, I just enjoyed the time I spent with her.



Afterword

Thank you for reading, everyone!

It’s been about six months since I started this series, and we’ve officially passed 110 episodes! There were a few gaps in the posting schedule during that time, but I’m incredibly grateful to everyone who has stuck with me. 
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I can’t share much about the physical book release yet, but things are moving forward, and I’m working hard to make sure it reaches you in the best possible quality. Please look forward to it alongside the web version.
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Chapter 108: A Provoked Rivalry Match

The dance came to an end. We caught each other’s eyes and shared a small, awkward laugh. 

The initial embarrassment had faded, replaced by something else entirely. That shift felt so absurd that we laughed without a care for the audience watching us. Then, it happened. 

Clap, clap. A slow, strangely theatrical applause cut through the room.

"As expected of an S-Rank Adventurer, Lord [Valhalla]. That was a marvelous performance."

A group of strangers—men and women who looked like Adventurers—stepped forward. I recognized one of them, and for a second, my train of thought derailed as they moved to face us directly. 

The ballroom had fallen silent the moment the music stopped, so the man’s voice carried with annoying clarity.

"And you are?" I asked.

"Me? I am Itsuki Jagasaki, the Sub-Guild Master of the guild [Illegal]. A pleasure to make your acquaintance."

He wore a slimy smile, his eyes crawling over me in a way that made my skin prickle. He tossed out a few more words of greeting, but the malice was dripping off him. 

As I braced myself, struggling to find a response, someone else approached.

"Itsuki? It’s rare to see you at an event like this," Senka said, stepping toward us.

"Ah, perfect timing, Lady Senka." 

Itsuki’s smile widened when he saw her. Beside me, Ayane’s expression mirrored my own confusion. Senka tried to steer the conversation toward something more civil—likely trying to settle things peacefully—but he didn't give her the chance. He spoke right over her, his voice sharp.

"We, [Illegal], are officially challenging the guild [Valsia] to a rivalry match."

I didn't even know what that meant. While I stood there bewildered by the first time I'd heard the term, Senka fired back in a piercing tone.

"Why? That system is for resolving disputes. You could at least give us a reason."

"There are several reasons, but primarily, we’re acting on a request from the government—no, an order. They want us to test an S-Rank of unknown ability who hasn't done a single stream, you see."

"What? We never heard anything about this."

"That’s because it’s the main event; a surprise, if you will. But surely everyone here is thinking the same thing? Whether Lord [Valhalla] is truly worthy of being an S-Rank."

He delivered the lines with a practiced, calm facade. As he looked around the room, he continued his public denouncement of us.

"What exactly are you getting at?" Senka asked.

"An S-Rank appears out of nowhere, whose controlled [Summoned Beasts] are nothing but monsters—a clear danger to society. Despite being a modern [Adventurer], he makes no attempt to broadcast his activities or share information. Now, I have to wonder... just what is [Valsia] plotting?"

My blood turned cold.

It was one thing to come after me, but this bastard had just called my companions "monsters." He wasn't stopping there, either; he was casting doubt on [Valsia], the only place Reima felt he belonged.

"Think about it," Itsuki continued, seeking agreement from the crowd. "The guild [Valsia] has grown explosively over the last few years. They have a massive roster of A-ranks and now three S-Rank [Adventurers] considered to be extraordinary. By gathering such excessive military power, how many [Dungeons] do you intend to occupy? [Dungeons] are resources for the public and places for growth... I can only assume you intend to monopolize them."

His voice echoed through the silent venue, a calculated plea for the crowd to take his side. He was relentless, acting as if he held the moral high ground.

"That’s why the request came to us. To [Illegal], one of the leading guilds in the country. We were asked to fight you because the government trusts that we are the only ones who can truly test you. Or is it that Lord [Valhalla] actually lacks the ability?"

"Why are you pushing this, Itsuki?" Senka asked.

"Because, just think about it. S-Rank is a supreme existence. You don't get there just by having a lucky awakening. Someone who only fights in edited clips shouldn't be at the top. To me, it looks like a fix. So, we are going to be the ones to test him."

That was his argument. He was unilaterally framing this as a mission to protect public property, using the modern landscape of the industry to corner us. He had cut off every exit in the worst possible way.

A sudden wave of déjà vu hit me, making my chest tighten. My breath hitched, and the words died in my throat.

"You have the ability, don't you? If so, there should be no problem with fighting us. Besides, this is a formal request from the government. You don't think you can refuse, do you?"

"Hey. I've been listening for a while now, and I haven't heard a damn thing about this. Where's this request coming from?"

Yamato-san stepped in. A wave of relief washed over me, though my breathing remained ragged. His face was a mask of indifference, but his mana was leaking out in a heavy, oppressive pressure born of pure rage.

"Oh, Lord [Guardian]. I have the document right here. Shall I show you?"

Itsuki didn't flinch. He produced a written request and handed it to Yamato.

"Tch. Maggots who care about nothing but profit," Yamato spat.

"It’s a formal request, so [Valsia] has no choice. Besides, doesn't everyone want to see if this man is a real S-Rank?"

"I’d appreciate it if you didn't talk about me like I’m not here," Senka said, taking the document from Yamato. "Grandpa, let me see."

I could feel the rage of my [Summoned Beasts] vibrating through my soul. I had to hold them back. Losing control here would be the ultimate mistake. I looked at Senka; she was gripping the paper so hard her knuckles were white.

"In the event that [Illegal] wins, Reima-kun is transferred to your guild? There's no way in hell we're accepting this!"

"Now, now. As it’s written, a suitable reward will be paid. He only needs to demonstrate his strength. If it turns out he’s been a fraud, we’ll simply 'train' him ourselves. Or is the whole thing a fix after all?"

"You've got to be kidding me!"

In this situation, no one could move. It was a government order; defying it was out of the question. Ayane and the others were stuck—and I, the person at the center of it, was the most paralyzed of all. He had poked at a trauma I thought I'd left behind. 

It wasn't exactly like being betrayed in the other world, but the feeling was too similar for comfort. My lungs burned as I fought to keep my beasts in check. I didn't want Ayane to see me like this.

"Ouma would never permit something like this!"

"Actually, I gave the okay. My apologies... Senka."

A blond man stepped through the crowd—the man I had met in the [Dungeon]. Ouma. He looked at me with that same dismissive attitude he had back then.

"I doubt you can refuse. So, what’s it going to be, [Summoner]?"

His words felt like a shove. Between the headache from the [Summoned Beasts] and the mounting pressure, I had to force the words out.

"I... I don't really have a choice, do I?"

I was the origin of this. If I refused, I’d be dragging [Valsia]—Reima’s home—down with me. There was no escape; the decision had already been made.

"Reima-kun!?"

"Good. I'm glad you're a quick study," Ouma said. "I'm not interested in dragging this out. This rivalry match will be a defensive battle. Do your best. We're done here. Let's go."

"Indeed, Ouma," Itsuki added. "Three days from now, at the government [Dungeon]. Let’s both do our best."
[Chapter 109: The Association of Absolute Fury]

The adventurers who had gathered for the naming ceremony had long since been sent home. Only the S-Rank members—myself included, though Yamato was absent—and Shiki, who had been summoned to join us, remained in the room.

The air was frigid, the atmosphere heavy with a gloom that seemed to have no bottom. And in the center of that chilling silence...

"Senka, put me in [Valsia] right now," Laura said, her voice trembling with a rare, raw intensity. "Put me in [Valsia] this instant."

She was exposing her emotions to an unprecedented degree. The power of the Vampire—a force that was never meant to be unleashed—leaked from her, manifest in the form of reddish-black wings. A crimson, swamp-like mire of mana pooled at her feet, and from its depths, the silhouettes of weapons began to sprout.

"I’m sorry, Laura, but I can't do that," Senka replied. "Inducting you now would be far too risky."

"Do you think I care about risk? I don't feel like I can maintain my composure much longer. I’m unaffiliated; there shouldn't be a problem. If you don't let me in... I feel like I might just level everything in the vicinity."

She wasn't using the power of the Ritter der Nacht, the persona so popular in this world. Instead, she made no effort to suppress her Mythologia Vampire traits. With every word she spoke, the pressure in the room intensified.

She wasn't lying. If her last thread of reason snapped, she really would go on a rampage. I knew she was this angry for my sake, which meant I had no right to tell her to stop.

"…Calm down, Laura. We all feel the same, but there is nothing we can do," Kaiser said, attempting to soothe her.

I glanced at him and saw that his own arm had undergone [Dragonification]. His fist was clenched so tight that his claws were digging into his palm, drawing blood.

He was barely holding himself back. I looked at the others; Tsubaki remained entirely expressionless, her silence echoing the tension.

"Senka... what are we going to do?"

"We have no choice but to go through with it. And given the timeline... the announcement will likely be made any moment now."

"The buzz will be massive. It’ll be a spectacle," Shiki added, speaking up for the first time as he pulled up a page on his phone. "You’ve got the newest Hero on one side, and on the other, a guy who’s never in the spotlight but has a massive cult following. They're going to make this a main event."

He turned the screen toward us. It was the official Dungeon Agency website. The headline was written in bold, aggressive lettering: [Illegal] VS [Valsia].

"You seem remarkably composed, Shiki-dono," someone remarked.

"Someone has to be. So," Shiki said, his eyes locking onto mine, "can you fight, my friend?"

"……I have to."

"I’m not asking about your sense of duty. I’m asking if you are capable of fighting. Guild rivalry matches are broadcasted as a way to settle disputes and provide public entertainment. Unlike a Dungeon, it’s the only context where human-on-human combat is permitted. Can you actually bring yourself to hurt people?"

His words were sharp, cold, and calculated.

I understood what my best friend was doing. He was worried. He knew my personality, and he was questioning if I had the stomach for a duel against other humans. It was a question born from his knowledge of my strength—and his concern for my soul.

He waited for a beat before offering a way out.

"You’re a Summoner. Even if you just leave the fighting to your Summoned Beasts—"

"No," I interrupted. "I’ll fight. I’m the one who doesn't want them to have to hurt people."

My mind was made up.

Before we had parted ways, Yamato told me that this rivalry match would take the form of a defensive battle. We would be tasked with protecting a massive mana stone inside a government-controlled Dungeon. 

Logically, I knew I was stronger when I fought alongside my Summoned Beasts. Our way of life was to seize victory together. I knew that if I asked, they would fight for me, no matter who the opponent was.

But I hated the idea.

The opponents this time were human. If I borrowed their strength, victory would be guaranteed. If I called Lycoris, she could end the match with an assassination before anyone noticed. Sol’s magic could wipe the field. Luna could freeze and shatter everything in her path, and Baal was faster than any human could hope to track.

Merli was an even better example. Among those I could currently summon, she excelled at these kinds of scenarios. And if I summoned Camazotz... it wouldn't matter how many enemies there were.

But that would mean forcing them to harm humans.

In the world of Mythologia, they had been branded as "evil" until the very end. It might have been nothing more than hypocrisy on my part, but I didn't want these people—who were finally being spoken of as Heroes in this world—to have to stain their hands for me.

"To be honest, the thought of fighting someone like Ouma makes me uneasy. I can tell just by looking at him that he’s incredibly strong. But this time, I’m going to fight using only my own power."

That was my resolve.

Now that it had come to this, I had too many reasons why I couldn't afford to lose. I had to maintain a place within [Valsia] for when I eventually returned this body to the real Reima. I couldn't rely on everyone else’s strength for this.

"…So it’ll be fine. Don't worry, everyone."

I forced a smile, trying to reassure them. It was probably awkward and unconvincing, but I wanted to ease their minds even a little. I was the catalyst for all of this; I didn't want to burden them. If I just work hard on my own, it’ll be enough.

"Good grief... you haven't changed a bit, even without your memories, Reima-kun," Senka sighed. "You immediately try to shoulder everything yourself. It’s a truly terrible habit."

"She’s right," Shiki said. "Listen, 'best friend.' This is a Guild rivalry match. Goro and the others can't step in, but you’ve got me, Ayane, and Senka-san. You’ve got all of [Valsia] behind you."

"Exactly," Ayane added softly. "There’s no need for you to carry it all alone."

I stared at them. I was supposed to be an interloper, a foreign object in this world. And yet, for some reason, these people wouldn't let me pull away. Senka and the others reached out to me, their smiles gentle yet firm.

"Leave it to us, Laura," Senka said, turning to the vampire. "I promise we won't let Reima-kun do anything reckless."

"I suppose I have no choice but to trust you then," Laura said, her wings receding slightly. "But mark my words, Senka. If you lose, I am kidnapping Reima."

"…I’m going to have to stay silent on the legality of that one, Laura," Shiki muttered.

Kaiser relaxed his grip, the blood dripping from his palm. "Shiki, Ayane, I entrust our friend to you. Struggle as hard as you must... if only to ensure that I and Valkyria don't feel the need to intervene."

I don’t understand, I thought. Why are they going this far for me?

"Alright, the plan is set," Senka declared, her eyes narrowing with a sharp, professional edge. "Our immediate objective: we're going to crush [Illegal]."
Episode 110: The Message Board, Part 10

【Festival】Discussion Thread: Valsia vs. Illegal Guild Rivalry Match【Get Hyped】

1: General Anonymous
The news was a total bombshell, but I set up the thread for now!

2: General Anonymous
A rivalry match after all this time! And between major guilds? This is going to be insane!

3: General Anonymous
Out of all the pairings, these two are seriously nuts.

4: General Anonymous
How did it even come to this?

5: General Anonymous
……No comment.

6: General Anonymous
I was at the venue. It was a disaster.

7: General Anonymous
I want the details, but we should focus on getting hyped right now. Give it to me in three lines.

8: General Anonymous
Good vibes.
Scum showed up.
Grudge match party.

9: General Anonymous
Okay, I understand absolutely nothing.

10: General Anonymous
Illegal picked a fight with Reima, and now a rivalry match is underway.

11: General Anonymous
Ah, so the time for judgment has finally come.

12: General Anonymous
Ouma should be able to hold his own, but I don’t see any future where the rest of Illegal’s members actually win.

13: General Anonymous
Yeah, it’s impossible.

14: General Anonymous
Shouldn’t people be more excited for this?

15: General Anonymous
Well, if it were Illegal versus a guild they were actually balanced with, it’d be worth watching, right? It’s a rare rivalry match and all. But seriously, the power gap is… plus it’s a defensive battle, isn't it?

16: General Anonymous
It’s basically a livestreamed execution… I see how it is. lol.

17: General Anonymous
Well, I hope they learn their lesson after this.

18: General Anonymous
Illegal is the strongest! Let's crush Valsia and take over the top spot!

19: General Anonymous
I honestly can’t tell if that’s bait or not.

20: General Anonymous
Do they even intend to win in the first place?

21: General Anonymous
They’ll probably just cheat.

22: General Anonymous
Going back to basics for a second—Reima is a Summoner, right?

23: General Anonymous
Yeah, and? 
He’s the latest Hero, capable of calling forth the strongest Summoned Beasts.

24: General Anonymous
So he’s a Summoner whose Summoned Beasts all exceed S-Rank so far?

25: General Anonymous
That’s the one. He’s the Summoner who conquered the Mythology Dungeon and protected everyone from the Majin.

26: General Anonymous
Seriously, how does Illegal plan to win?

27: General Anonymous
They’ve clearly lost their minds.

28: General Anonymous
Hey, it’s a fact that Reima is viewed with suspicion, right? He’s definitely not a normal Awakened One. In this case, Illegal is representing justice.

29: General Anonymous
True. A Summoner who controls monsters like that is dangerous.

30: General Anonymous
I’m telling you this because I was at the venue: Illegal just wants to get their hands on Reima.

31: General Anonymous
The vice-guildmaster didn’t show his face much, but he seemed like a real piece of work.

32: General Anonymous
There’s a promotional stream on Illegal’s channel right now. I get that they’re strong, but…

33: General Anonymous
The comments are full of fanatical fanboys getting hyped, but how is this actually going to end?

34: General Anonymous
GG, Valsia wins.

35: General Anonymous
If Reima and his group don’t participate, or if Ouma suppresses everyone on his own, it’s a defensive battle, so maybe they have a chance?

36: General Anonymous
You think they can defeat all of Reima’s unknown Summoned Beasts?

37: General Anonymous
Impossible game. lol.

38: General Anonymous
If we’re talking about people who don’t broadcast, Ouma is the same, isn’t he?

39: General Anonymous
For real.

40: General Anonymous
I can understand arguments about Dungeon legitimacy or materials, but they’re the ones doing exactly what they complain about.

41: General Anonymous
Livestreaming only became a trend in the last five years, but Ouma specifically never does it.

42: General Anonymous
He’s the scariest one.

43: General Anonymous
You never hear any good rumors about him, and there’s almost no footage of him actually inside a Dungeon, right?

44: General Anonymous
Talk about the pot calling the kettle black.

45: General Anonymous
Look at it the other way—does this mean we get to see the Goddess of the Sword in action again?!

46: General Anonymous
Is she even needed, that goddess?

47: General Anonymous
……Probably not.

48: General Anonymous
In the first place, picking a defensive battle against a Summoner is brain-dead.

49: General Anonymous
You guys might have forgotten, but "Summoner" is technically an underpowered Job.

50: General Anonymous
Oh.

51: General Anonymous
That’s right.

52: General Anonymous
It’s just that Reima and Hyakuma are total outliers. Aside from the exception that is Kaiser, Summoners are usually weak and basically act as pack mules.

53: General Anonymous
I guess I’ve been desensitized.

54: General Anonymous
Well, let’s just watch. It’s a festival, after all.

55: General Anonymous
Two days to go. I’m looking forward to it.

56: General Anonymous
For a blowout?

57: General Anonymous
No, think about it carefully. Ouma, who has been S-Rank for ten years, is going up against Reima, the latest Hero. It’s going to be a hell of a spectacle.

58: General Anonymous
Oh, you’re right.

59: General Anonymous
Whoa, I’m suddenly getting hyped!

60: General Anonymous
Exactly! Who cares about Illegal? Ouma and Reima are going to fight!

61: General Anonymous
Ouma was always the most mysterious S-Rank. The hype for this is insane.

62: General Anonymous
Wait—I seriously want to see that!

63: General Anonymous
Plus, Ayane-sama will be there.

64: General Anonymous
And Senka-sama too!

65: General Anonymous
Is this going to be a stream that goes down in history?

66: General Anonymous
Oh man, oh man, oh man. I have to clear my schedule!

67: General Anonymous
Forget the defensive objective. Just keep the camera on those two, seriously.

68: General Anonymous
Supposedly, because of the nature of the objective this time, Reima is going to be made to carry a camera.

69: General Anonymous
We get to see Reima’s perspective?

70: General Anonymous
——God-tier stream confirmed!
Chapter 111: The Opening Burst is Supreme — By the Big-Sister Mage and Her Disciple

Japan was buzzing as the livestream approached.

It had been three days since the announcement, and the anticipation for the rivalry match was at a fever pitch. People huddled in front of their screens, radiating an almost tangible heat of excitement. 

Official rivalry matches were rare enough as it was, but a clash between top-tier guilds was an event on another level entirely. Perhaps because of the festival-like atmosphere, taverns had been packed since noon, and street stalls had cropped up in several districts. It was the result of a massive promotional blitz over the last seventy-two hours; the world was clearly watching.

Most Adventurers had taken the day off to witness the confrontation. Civilians, too, had finished their preparations, waiting with bated breath for the moment the clock struck twelve.

『Ah—mic check, one, two. Hey everyone! The Mad Doctor☆, also known as [Ex Machina], has arrived! Since this is quite the festival, I’ll be serving as your MC!』

Ena sat in the announcer’s booth of the government-managed Dungeon—a place she had modified time and time again. For once, she was actually wearing a decent amount of clothing as she spoke into the mic.

『Our commentary today will be provided by our very own [Sakimori], Yamato-gramps. Everyone look forward to it!』

『I’m here against my better judgment,』 Yamato grumbled. 『But… it’s my duty to watch over them.』

『Well, there are very few people who could even hope to analyze a clash between those two anyway. Now then, let's get right into the rules!』

With a sharp ba-bam, a hologram flickered to life on the stream. It displayed the details of the match: a forested Dungeon floor where the primary objective was to protect a magic stone.

"…How unpleasant," Laura remarked, her eyes overtly cold as she watched the screen.

"Don’t be like that, Laura. The civilians are innocent," Goro replied, though he made no effort to hide his own dissatisfaction. 

Even Tsubaki, who usually feigned composure, seemed restless. Her hand remained fixed on the hilt of her katana. The three S-Ranks had gathered at Tsubaki's Mansion to watch the broadcast together.

"There’s… no need for concern, I suppose," Goro muttered.

"As for myself, I only wonder if Reima-dono will push himself too hard degozaru," Tsubaki added.

"He is my friend," Laura said flatly. "Once he decides to do something, he follows through."

They felt nothing but murderous intent toward the opposition, yet there wasn't a hint of anxiety in the room. They trusted Reima implicitly; the idea of him losing simply didn't exist in their minds.

"Now. It is time degozaru."

The clock hit noon, and the screen cut to the interior of the Dungeon.

Adventurers were already positioned throughout the zone. The guild [Illegal] had eighty members on the field—against them, [Valsia] had deployed only thirty.

〔It’s starting!〕
〔Finally!〕
〔I’m way too hyped for this.〕
〔Reima’s POV is live, right!?〕
〔Dual-windowing this for sure!〕
〔Ouma has a POV too!〕

The comment section erupted. To ensure they didn't miss a single moment of the spectacle, every viewer remained glued to their screen. Adventurers, civilians, Goro and his companions—every eye was fixed on the feed.

『Now, let the rivalry match begin!』

At Ena’s command, the curtain finally rose.



Inside the Illegal base within the government-managed Dungeon [Toumajou], the guild members were wearing deep, confident smirks.

While the defensive battle was scheduled to last two days, they were facing [Valsia]—a powerhouse where even a small group boasted an average rank of B. Ordinarily, they wouldn't have stood a chance. However, thanks to the secret measures they had prepared and the government officials who had cooperated with them behind the scenes, none of them could imagine a future where they lost.

"Gyahaha! Ryuga, get your ass on lookout!"

"—Why me?"

"Because you’re the one who made a pathetic, shameful display of yourself on that last stream! 'I-I’m alive!' Seriously, I can laugh at that forever!"

Ryuga winced at his comrade’s mocking voice, but he reluctantly accepted the order and headed for the watchtower.

"…Ryuga? Why are you here?" one of the lookouts asked.

"Guard duty. Well? Can you see the enemy?"

"You bet! We’ve got their location pinned with surveillance magic. Our anti-surprise measures are flawless, and we’ve laid tons of traps. There's no way we lose!"

The two men laughed with vulgar grins. They took advantage of the fact that their voices weren't being picked up by the public broadcast to brag about their underhanded schemes.

"Hah. Is that really enough?" Ryuga asked.

"Huh? Don't tell me you think this is cowardly? This is [Valsia], man. If anything, I want to make this even easier for us."

"Is that so… I guess I used to be just like you."

Ryuga's last words were quiet, swallowed instantly by the wind. He watched them smirk with a cold gaze. He was the only one truly on edge, because he was the only one who actually knew what Reima was capable of.

"—Mana!?"

"What? It’s barely started. There’s no way you could sense—"

"You trash, look up! He’s an outlier!"

Ryuga was the only one quick enough to sense the shift. When he looked into the distance, he saw a single figure clad in a black robe, suspended in the sky. It was a distance that required mana-reinforced vision just to discern.

The two fools didn't see him yet, but Ryuga recognized the figure immediately. He screamed at the top of his lungs.

"Move! Get your defensive magic up, now!"



I walked through the sky the moment the match started.

I had set up a staircase of mana footholds, climbing higher as I concentrated my magic power to weave the incantation.

〔Is this Reima’s POV?〕
〔He’s literally walking on air lol.〕
〔How does that even work?〕

I caught glimpses of the mandatory camera and the scrolling comments. I didn't let them distract me as I continued the chant.

"The abyss's mouth lies to the northeast, a garden of fog and ice where darkness spreads."

That was the first two verses. I needed to save enough mana for my eventual fight with Ouma, so I carefully designated the range and took my aim.

"Born in the paradise of the ice prison is the demonic legacy that sips fresh blood."

Four verses. [Dain] pulsed at my side, greedily devouring my mana in preparation for the kill.

My mentor was Othinus Ambrosius Merlinus—a woman who held the [Scriptures] of the incubus Merlin and the war god Odin. My magic had been forged by her, and she had hammered the fundamentals into me from day one.

And that fundamental was simple.

"Now, release. Let the world freeze—[Niflheim Dainsleif]."

The opening burst was, after all, the supreme method of engagement.
Episode 112: Overrun

"S-Someone! If you're still alive, report the situation!"

Inside the base—now nothing more than a frozen hell—the shouts and screams of the few survivors echoed. No one could form a rational judgment; the magic they had just witnessed was simply too absurd.

"Ouma-san stopped it in the back! The damage was only half of what it could've been!"

"That doesn't even make sense! What about the guys who took a direct hit?!"

"They're completely frozen... They're still conscious, but what the hell are we supposed to do with this?!"

It was supposed to have been a single attack. Just one.

No one had told them they would have to intercept something like this. It was supposed to be easy. We had set more bombs than I could count on the path leading here, and yet—

"Orders from Itsuki-san! Eighteen of you, including the two A-ranks, intercept [Valhalla]! He just burned through a massive spell; he couldn't possibly have any mana left!"

"Surround him! Even he can't win against those numbers!"

Eighteen men charged out from the base at once to intercept me, but the sight waiting for them was nothing short of miserable.

A frozen prison. Even though it was their first time seeing it, the world had turned so cold it felt like the only reality that had ever existed. Their breath froze the moment it left their lips. Their skin shivered; if they let their guard down for a second, the cold would claim them. 

The common sense they had built up as Adventurers crumbled at the sight of what a single spell had done.

"Where... where did he even fire it from?"

The moment someone whispered that question, a presence like a colossal mass of mana rapidly approached. I stepped into view, shrugging off the few remaining bombs that managed to go off.

"So smoky... Is this some kind of Magician's skill?" I muttered.

The one who had set these traps was Itsuki Jagasaki, a man with the specialized Job of [Strategist]. A derivative of the Magician class, he specialized in traps and enchantments. In a defensive battle like this, he should have been the worst possible opponent to face. He had prepared countless traps and surveillance spells throughout this dungeon specifically to counter [Varsia]. The traps that had just hit me were supposedly imbued with enough mana to blow a B-rank Adventurer to pieces.

And yet, here I was.

"You took all that! How are you still standing?!"

"I've played along long enough," I said. "Look, I’m not even trying to hit you, so move if you can. [Sunrise Explosion]."

Flames tore across the earth. The bombardment traveled along the ground, obliterating the path to the inner base in an instant. Everyone standing in my way was sent flying; most of them lost consciousness from the aftershock alone. I checked to make sure they were still breathing, then continued forward without a second thought.

"Right. Time to head deeper in."



『This is incredible! He’s clearly aiming for a short-term decisive battle!』

『That magic from earlier... the output has dropped, but it’s still nasty as hell...』

『What do you mean by that, Grandpa?』

『That’s a spell capable of killing a [Goliath]—an S-Rank threat—in a single hit. The fact that anyone is still alive means the kid is holding back considerably.』

『Wow! As expected of Reima-kun!』

A wave of unstoppable excitement and shock surged through the viewers watching the stream. They were witnessing Reima charging through a landscape of explosions and transcendent magic, a far cry from his usual casual streams. The crowd had stirred the moment he began his chant, sensing the mana through their screens, and some had even burst into cheers when the grand spell was unleashed.

『Seriously, that’s not the kind of power a [Summoner] should be putting out.』

『Man, I want to fight him.』

『I don't really get that feeling, but why not just ask him next time?』

『Yawn... Maybe I will.』

『What am I going to do with you guys? Yamato-grandpa’s motivation is at zero!』

While Ena was bubbling with excitement, Yamato provided his half-hearted commentary with eyes that looked utterly bored. However, despite the contrast between the two, the comment section was reaching an unprecedented fever pitch. The chat was moving so fast it was almost impossible to track.

— [WOOOOOO!]
— [He's too insane, I'm actually dying lol]
— [I haven't stopped laughing.]
— [How did it even come to this?]
— [Too many explosions!]



After invading the enemy's base, I used [Dain] to freeze the remaining members of [Illegal]. I wondered if I really needed to go this far. But considering I was about to face Ouma—or rather, [Carnage]—I decided it was better to freeze them all now to prevent them from getting caught in the crossfire later.

— [A mountain of corpses.]
— [Frozen Hell.]
— [The Hero has descended.]
— [Grilled Meat Set.]

"Seriously, who posted that last one?!"

I caught a glimpse of the comment section for a split second, and one completely nonsensical comment stood out. I couldn't help but retort, but I took a breath to calm myself and looked around.

The scene looked like a reproduction of the other world. It was a method I had used countless times against monsters during the latter half of my journey. I was well-acquainted with the tactics of siege warfare—though, back then, I didn't have to worry about holding back.

Anyway, based on the size of this base... the room with the mana stone should be right around the corner.

"Alright. You've been tailing me for a while now... You might as well come out."

"...How the hell do you always notice?"

"Wait—I recognize you from somewhere."

"You actually remember...? I'm Ryuga. But don't get the wrong idea, I'm your enemy. Fight me, [Valhalla]."

The man who called himself Ryuga drew his sword and faced me. I did remember him; if I wasn't mistaken, he was—

— [The Idiot has descended.]
— [Is he actually stupid?]
— [Wait, his vibe seems different somehow?]
— [There's no way he can win, right?]

Then I remembered. He was the Adventurer from that time at Ryuzuka. I had basically ignored him and gone home, but I was glad to see he was safe. He had been with that same party back then, but his presence definitely felt different now.

"I know someone like me can't beat you," Ryuga said. "But even I have my pride. [Summon]: [Magic Carbuncle]!"

"So you were a [Summoner]."

"I intended to stop relying on it... but I can't challenge you without this guy by my side."

The creature he called forth was a mysterious little beast resembling a rabbit, with a rainbow-colored gem embedded in its forehead. The beast seemed incredibly attached to Ryuga, nuzzling against him. It was an image that stood in stark contrast to the rumors I had heard about him.

"Let's go—no, that's not right. Let me challenge you, Reima Kariya!"

In that moment, his sword was enveloped in flames while the Carbuncle activated a magic circle, unleashing a barrage of projectiles. It was a brilliant display of coordination that spoke of the deep bond between the man and his [Summoned Beast].

He closed the distance with his sword while the Carbuncle provided support fire. We exchanged blows several times as I dodged the Carbuncle's follow-ups. I spoke my honest thoughts.

"You're pretty good."

It was the first time since this battle began that I felt genuine admiration. I didn't know what he had gone through, but for the first time in this fight, I felt a little more at ease.

"—But I'm sorry. I have to win this. Let's go, [Dain]."

As if it had been waiting for the signal, [Dain] began to devour my mana. I unleashed a spell that froze the entire room, instantly pinning Ryuga to the spot.

"Dammit... is the gap really this wide?!"

— [The idiot is actually kind of cool.]
— [He did well to even try.]
— [...He was a Summoner?]
— [Is he not going to finish him off?]

I started to say something to Ryuga, whose legs were now bound to the floor by ice. Ouma was likely just ahead, and he had surely heard the sounds of combat. A surprise attack could come at any second—

"Watch out! Don't just stand there, you idiot!"

As I was lost in thought, a magic bullet flew toward me. It didn't have much power, but it was enough to knock me aside. Confused, I looked back at Ryuga. The area where he had been standing was engulfed in an explosion.

"Oh? Why are you interfering, Ryuga-kun?"

"I don't... know," Ryuga coughed. "Go to hell, Vice Master—"
Chapter 113: Retributive Justice

"Hey... you were planning on catching Ryuga in that blast too, weren't you?"

The words slipped out before I could stop them.

I had only met the man twice. He had challenged me, but for some reason, he’d ended up helping me, only to get caught in an explosion and knocked unconscious. Setting off an explosive in a space this cramped was madness. It wasn't the act of a sane man. He was supposed to be a teammate, a guild member... so why?

My camera had been destroyed in the aftermath. I couldn't wrap my head around the mental state of someone who could direct an explosion that powerful at another person without a shred of hesitation.

"Well, of course," the man replied. "Everyone up to this point has been nothing more than a sacrifice to take you down. Though, I'll admit I didn't expect him to shield you."

"...Aren't you supposed to be comrades?"

"Comrades? My only comrade, now and forever, is Ouma."

He was taking advantage of the broken camera to say whatever he liked. He looked at my reaction, his smirk widening as he began to spill his true feelings.

"The current Illegal is just a collection of placeholders. Stand-ins for the friends I lost back then. They're just trash lured in by the name 'Ouma.' Besides, you're the one who beat them, aren't you? If you'd just played along and let yourself be defeated, none of this would have happened."

"...I see. You're a lost cause."

"Oh? You're one to talk. After unleashing that level of magic on people, you have the nerve to judge me?"

My emotions went cold.

My thoughts froze over, and I found myself gripping my sword instinctively. According to Senka’s information, this guy was the top tier of A-rank. I’d heard he was a powerhouse bordering on S-Rank. I couldn't afford to be careless.

"Fine then. Since the camera is dead... it won't matter how much I break you, will it? Let's get started, Ouma—and we'll make Illegal truly unbreakable!"

"You're right about one thing," a new voice cut in. "Die, Itsuki."

"Huh?"

It happened in a flash.

The moment Itsuki screamed and Ouma’s presence surged, a massive amount of mana erupted. A fist wreathed in lightning punched straight through the man standing before me.

"Heh. You've gotten surprisingly sturdy. Well, you always were a hard worker, weren't you? Honestly, it's my fault for letting you run wild like this."

"Wh—Ouma?! Why... me?!"

"It’s your own fault for running your mouth like a piece of shit when people are listening. The camera’s broken, so I’ll be blunt—you’re annoying. Eat another [Vajra]."

The lightning-charged strike pierced him again, stripping away his consciousness entirely. He was an Adventurer, so his mana would probably keep him alive, but he wouldn't be moving again for a long time.

"Now then, [Valhalla]. Sorry about that."

"What the hell are you thinking?" I asked.

"Just settling a debt. I caused you trouble, and I need to clean up the mess I left sitting for too long. Once this is over, Illegal is finished. But before that... I want to test you."

His gaze was piercingly direct. He looked me in the eye and spoke with a level of sincerity I hadn't expected.

"I want to see the strength Yamato acknowledged for myself. More than anything... I want to fight that idiot I stood alongside in Mythologia one more time."

That was when I truly went on high alert.

I didn't think Yamato would have blabbed, which meant it should have been impossible for him to know who I was. Who is this guy? How does he know about that world?

"I want to know it—the power of the Hero who supposedly saved that world. Ever since I met you, my [Scripture] (Indra) has been throbbing. It’s telling me to test you, to protect you. Shakra—my predecessor—is screaming."

He summoned a single book.

It was a [Scripture], the very same type that existed in Mythologia, containing the power of Indra. I’d tried to tell myself I was imagining things. I knew the owner of that [Scripture], so I’d convinced myself this was just a second copy—a different aspect, the [Scripture] of Taishakuten.

But the moment I heard the name Shakra, that hope died.

The [Scripture] he held belonged to Shakra Deva—a Shogun of the Aldia Kingdom, and the man I had fought beside countless times in Mythologia.

"Fight me! Show me how strong you've become since I fell! Please, comrade!"

Ouma’s eyes turned a blood-red as lightning began to arc around him. The mere aftershocks of his power began to tear the surrounding building apart, exposing the room to the outside air.

I had to take this seriously. I had to fight Ouma with everything I had. Holding back wasn't even an option—I couldn't even let the thought cross my mind. There was no way I could face a man wielding the power of Shakra—the man who fell in the final battle against the Demon King—on my own.

"[Dual Summon]! — [Othinus Ambrosius Merlinus], [Vritra Asura Veda]!"

I left the task of protecting our surroundings to Merli and summoned Vritra as my primary combatant. My mana was only at about fifty percent of its peak. With the added drain of support and the restrictions I’d placed on myself, I was limited, but she was the best hand I could play against him right now.

I forcibly pulled them into this world, paying the price with my own soul’s vitality. Even with multiple layers of restrictions, the weight of summoning these two was immense. But I had to do it.

I had a thousand questions. There were things we needed to talk about. But if that man was telling me to fight... then my only choice was to give him a real answer.

"Reima?! With your current mana, calling me and Vri-chan is—wait, why is Shakra here?!"

"No time to worry about that now," Vritra said, her voice low. "But to think I'd meet the man who went and died on his own in a place like this... Heh. This will be a pleasure to crush."

Since we were being broadcast by a third-person camera, our exchange lasted only a fraction of a second. I immediately sent a telepathic command to Merli and had Vritra revert to her dragon form. Together, we emerged from the wreckage of the building.

"So that's Vritra... my old nemesis."

"I'm not holding back," I said. "But you're going to tell me everything afterward."

"Only if you win. Now come at me, Reima!"
The Black Dragon of Calamity vs. the Hero God of Thunder

[What is this? What am I even looking at?!]
[Total kaiju battle, lol.]
[Whaaaaat is happening?]

The comment section was a chaotic mess of screaming and disbelief. 

The feed was scrolling faster than I’d ever seen, the sheer volume of engagement threatening to crash the server. Captured by the third-person camera was the sight of the massive Black Dragon and Ouma locked in a struggle that defied logic.

By visual estimation, the dragon was at least twenty-five meters long. Every movement she made was an act of pure destruction. She manipulated water, exhaled lethal breath, and tore through the air with her claws. Just by manifesting, she had fundamentally rewritten the local environment.

This was Vritra, the Black Dragon described in myths as both the harshness of winter and the drought of a parched summer. She was the deification of a natural phenomenon. Her mere presence as a god was enough to transform the world.

"Honestly, my little brother treats his big sister like garbage. I’m definitely going to need some compensation later."

Merli was busy handling the logistics, teleporting the members of Illegal to safety. She gathered the unconscious and those who had surrendered into a single area, all while keeping a casual eye on the unfolding carnage.

"I don’t really want to help these losers, but it’s Reima’s request, right? Oh well. I’ll just make sure to drain plenty of spirit from him later!"

Humming to herself, she deployed a massive magic circle, erecting a barrier to shield the fallen. As a Magician of the highest caliber in Mythologia, her barriers were instantaneous and nearly impenetrable. Anyone inside would be safe.

"Um... who are you?"

"Hm? Me? I’m Reima’s big sister! And you... you’re a Healer, right? Reima’s former big sister, if I recall?"

"I don’t know why," Senka, the Guild Master of Valsia, replied as she approached, "but I feel like I really shouldn't lose to you."

"Eh, don't bother. It’s not even a competition," Merli said, exhaling as she finished her work. "I’m the one and only big sister for Reima."

"…Guild Master, please just ignore her," Ayane sighed. "Focus on Reima and the others."

The members of Valsia had gathered near the barrier after finishing off the rest of Illegal. Under normal circumstances, they should have used this opening to destroy the mana stone, but nobody had the time. There was a collective understanding that if they didn't stay in the safe zone, they’d be vaporized by the collateral damage.

[I can't look away!]
[What kind of battle is this?!]
[Is this really S-Rank…?]
[No way. This has completely surpassed that category.]

The wind groaned and the water pulsed. Supported by my magic, Vritra went on a rampage, her power multiplied several times over. Ouma’s lightning was constantly intercepted, never reaching the dragon. The Dungeon, which had been frozen into a Hyogoku only moments ago, was now a drowning world of torrential rain.



It happened just before the final showdown with the calamity known as the Demon King.

My four party members and I, along with the primary forces of several nations, were staring down an endless tide of monsters. There were tens of thousands of them, filling the horizon like a living wall, slowly grinding our forces down. Garda, the warrior who had been holding the front line for me, retreated for a moment, his breathing heavy.

"Tsk. Reima, we’re being bled dry here. I need orders."

"A frontal breakthrough is the only way—but we need to conserve mana for the boss…"

"Master Reima," Lufel interrupted, "let me act as a decoy. My skills are best suited for large-scale extermination."

"No, Lufel. We’re all making it out of here. I’m not losing a single person."

The situation was a dumpster fire. To get through, I’d have to leave some of my Summoned Beasts behind to hold the line—but against that damn Demon King, I couldn't afford to lose any combat power. Every monster in that horde was effectively S-Rank. They were anomalies that didn't fit into standard classifications, and they were here to crush us.

"Hey, comrade. If someone has to stay, it’s me."

"…No. You’re essential for the Demon King fight too."

"I’m the best at annihilation in this group, aren't I? Besides, in terms of raw, single-strike firepower, the only things that rival me are Gram-class. I’ll open a path with everything I’ve got. Leave that piece of trash to the rest of you."

"But against these numbers, there's no way you'll survive—"

"Hah! Don't underestimate me. You’ve always been too hesitant to rely on others. For once, just let me be selfish."

He was prepared. I’d seen that look before—the face of a man walking into a grave. He was a comrade who had fought by my side through countless hells. I wanted to refuse. I wanted to tell him to stop. But in that moment, sentimentality was a luxury I couldn't afford. 

Lufel the Healer was a necessity. Garda couldn't be sacrificed. Shura and Izana were the core of my party. The only one left to stay behind was—

"—Don't die. I'll see you on the other side."

"Hah. I'll catch up soon enough. You better finish that bastard off before I get there."

That was the last time we spoke. It was the final record of a battle-maniac who never made it back from the front.



"Kuhahahaha! This is great, comrade! I’m having the time of my life!"

"Well, I’m not! You thunder-brained idiot, Shakra!"

Before me, lightning had taken human form. Every time he tapped into his mana, a spear formed in his hands, and hundreds of bolts screamed through the air, trying to pierce Vritra.

"Which one of you am I even talking to right now?!"

"It’s about half-and-half. Half me, half the Ouma kid."

"—Seriously, you cause nothing but trouble!"

"I have his permission, you know! He told me to go as wild as I want as thanks for everything so far!"

This guy—Shakra—was stronger than I was in my prime when it came to close-quarters combat. I could beat him if I leaned on my Summoned Beasts, but in my current weakened state, even that was a toss-up. Fortunately, he seemed to be under the same restrictions; he couldn't output the same level of magic he had back in Mythologia.

The thunder named Shakra roared amidst the downpour. His red eyes glowed through the clouds, and a sudden chill washed over me as I felt his mana peak.

"I am the usurper who murdered the seasons; I shall grant the gift of water to the foolish masses. My name, which pierced the dragon, is the dragon-slayer, Vritrahan!"

It was a passage from the Scripture. A reproduction of the legend where the hero Indra slew Vritra.

This was bad. It was likely the strongest move he could manifest without triggering an Origin Burst. It was a secret technique that had saved my life dozens of times, which only made me more aware of how terrifying it was to have it pointed at me. 

I only had one option to counter it. An Origin Burst was out of the question—it would kill everyone in the vicinity. I had to weave a different power. I had to show him what I could do now.

"The clear skies that enveloped the world were closed off by wicked black scales; the mother sea was torn apart by claws and fangs, and the dragon's maw devours the mountain peaks that tower over the world in lamentation!"

I used proxy chanting, shouldering the mana cost myself to trigger Vritra’s ultimate move.

"[Vritrahan Silver Vajra]!"

"[Vritra's Asura Decide Gluttony]!"

A bolt of silver-white lightning roared forth in a straight line. In response, the entity known as Vritra unleashed her entire reservoir of mana. In the name of calamity, a light ignited in the sky like a falling star targeting Ouma. The evil dragon dissolved into the very space itself, becoming a swarm of a hundred writhing shadows intent on devouring him.

The collision was instantaneous. 

Everything in the line of fire was swallowed by the dragon.
Chapter 115: Competition Finished, GG

Vritra’s strike had consumed everything in its path.

Buildings were devoured and the earth was gouged away. Though the destruction had finally halted at the rear wall, the scene left behind was nothing short of disastrous. Fallen meteorites had bored craters into the floor, leaving the area without a trace of its original form. Once again, I found myself confronted by the sheer scale of her power.

"—The competition is over! The magic stone has been completely destroyed, so Reima-kun and the rest of you, please stop your rampage!"

The announcement echoed throughout the dungeon.

The moderator seemed to be trying to do her job, but her voice lacked its usual cheer. She was clearly put off by the carnage. Looking up at the moderator’s booth, I could see her face twitching in a grimace.

Everything, including the rubble, had been swallowed whole, leaving no debris behind. I wasn't worried about Shakra, but I did have my doubts about whether Ouma-san’s body was still intact.

"Hey, Shakra. I know you’re fine. Just come out."

"Heh... You know me well. I wouldn't be much of a warrior if a little thing like that killed me!"

A blonde, red-eyed man emerged. To say he looked "battered" would have been a massive understatement. I’d expected him to survive, but seeing him endure our absolute maximum firepower with such nonchalance was just absurd.

"Seriously... you never change, do you?"

"They say not even death can cure an idiot, don't they?"

"Don't call yourself an idiot."

"Kuhahaha! No matter how you look at it, I'm a battle-junkie. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a struggle that satisfying."

My old comrade laughed, slapping me on the back repeatedly. 

The face was different, which felt slightly jarring, but the rhythm of our banter was nostalgic. It makes my heart feel a little lighter, I realized.

As Shakra and I stood amidst the ruins of the dungeon, Senka-san and her group approached, finally released from the protection of the barrier.

"Um... Ouma?"

"Hmph. The healer girl. What, swap? Hey, Ouma, I'm not finished... Tsk, fine."

"...Are you okay?"

"I'm fine. Don't sweat it, Senka," Ouma said, his original personality returning to the surface. He looked at me with a tired expression. "More importantly, we lost. Do you have any demands?"

The victory condition for this match had been the destruction of the magic stone. Since it had been directly in Vritra’s line of fire, it was currently sitting in her stomach. According to the announcement, however, that counted as "destruction."

"As long as I could protect Reima-kun, I’m satisfied," Senka-san replied. "Was there something you wanted us to take from you?"

"Understood. Then, as an apology for the mess, I'll pay the reparations. Also, Illegal is officially disbanding."

"—Wait, what? Disbanding? Why?"

"I was never cut out to be a Guild Master anyway. I’ve caused too much trouble this time; I need to take responsibility. But, uh... could you do me a favor? I can't exactly just leave my current guild members out in the cold."

The conversation proceeded with surprising speed. Since we were speaking away from the cameras, the viewers wouldn't hear this, but the information was a total bombshell.

"You look... refreshed, I guess?" I asked.

"Yeah. I learned a lot today. There are things I finally understand now. That’s why... I’m sorry, [Valhalla]. No, that’s not it. Reima, sorry for the trouble."

He looked me straight in the eye and apologized again.

When we first met, I thought he was just some crude, violent thug. But after getting involved with him, I realized he wasn't that at all—he was someone who understood Shakra. He was serious, and more than anything, he was strong.

"One more thing. I’ve got a few guys with potential. Could you take Ryuga into your ranks?"

"Ryuga? You mean that Ryuga? Is that really okay?"

"I’ll personally guarantee him. That kid is going to be something special."

"If you say so... but I’m going to have so much paperwork to organize. You’d better help me, okay?"

"Yeah, yeah. I know."

Ouma scratched his cheek with his right hand as he talked with Senka-san. I didn't know the exact nature of their relationship, but they were clearly close.

As I watched them, I finally let myself collapse onto the ground. Vritra, in her dragon form, gently nuzzled my head to comfort me. Then, Merli—who had to be exhausted herself—suddenly lunged at me.

"Whoa, Merli!?"

"I’m drained! Give me some life force! And let me have a feel... I need your blood, too!"

"Stop it. I have zero mana left. Seriously, get off."

I complained, but I didn't have the strength to actually fight her off. I just lay there as she hugged me and bit into my neck to drain what little I had left. Ayane, who had been watching the scene in silence, suddenly snapped and landed a blow on Merli.

"Ow! Hey, childhood friend-chan?! That was a surprise attack! Even I can't dodge those!"

"You dodged it just fine. What are you even talking about?"

"Because I'm me!"

Ayane’s expression was a complicated mix of exasperation and genuine anger. I was used to Master Merli’s antics, but the members of Valsia were visibly horrified. I made a mental note to tell her to exercise some self-restraint.

"Well then, comrade. Ready for round two?"

"No. I’m tired. And stop swapping so casually, you idiot."

"I suppose you're right. I'm on the verge of death myself. Actually, if we keep this up, the lad Ouma is going to drop dead."

"—Wait, what?! I don't know who’s talking, but you could have mentioned that sooner! Honestly, Ouma, you total idiot! You always take things too far!"



There was nothing around me but corpses.

A mountain of enemies, all slain by my hand. I remembered destroying everything until not a single shape remained recognizable, but my vision was fading so fast I couldn't be certain.

Haa... kuhaha... So this is the end.

It had been twenty-five years since I was born with the [Scripture]. I had served Aldia as a Shogun, living my entire life on the battlefield. It was a life of constant slaughter, but I had loved the thrill of it. It was a fulfilling existence. Yet, as I lay here, I found myself thinking that the last three years were the most enjoyable of all.

It’s all because I met that idiot. That extraordinarily good-natured fool.

My former self would never have understood these feelings. That boy I summoned from another world... he risked his life for a world that wasn't his, saving people over and over again. Every time he did, he grew stronger, until he finally stood at my side.

In the beginning, he was just a civilian who didn't know the first thing about war. But day by day, he evolved. Now, he has become the greatest threat to the Demon King. Even now, he is moving forward to finish the fight.

I have no regrets about dying. I was always the one who took from others. A man like me has no right to cling to life; I can only accept what is coming. Besides, I managed to clear out this many monsters before passing the torch.

...But I won't be able to see him again, will I?

There was only one lingering regret. The thought of never seeing that idiot Reima again was... unpleasant. He always looked at me—at Shakra—not as some avatar of Indra, but as myself.

He’ll likely never realize how much that saved me.

I never thanked him, and I have no intention of starting now. It was just a shame that I wouldn't be able to see how his story ended.

May your path be a brilliant one. I'll be praying for you... my comrade.

If I'm going to die anyway, I might as well indulge in one selfish wish.

Please... let the world become a place where that kind-hearted idiot and his friends can finally laugh.
Chapter 116: The Message Board, Part 11

【Event】 Let’s talk about the Valsia vs. Illegal Guild Match 【Hype】

573: General Anonymous
I'll admit it. I was running my mouth earlier. Sorry, Ouma.

574: General Anonymous
I want to know who that guy was—the one saying Ouma was weak just because he didn't stream. 

575: General Anonymous
People were calling him a fraud, too.
...Yeah, they really were.

576: General Anonymous
It’s hilarious how this all started because people doubted Reima’s actual strength. 

577: General Anonymous
Honestly, we’re well past that point now. 

578: General Anonymous
Vritra? Wait, [Vritra]? Seriously?

579: General Anonymous
I knew Reima’s Summoned Beasts were named after ancient myths. 
But that thing... I don't even know what to call that Summoned Beast. 

580: General Anonymous
You can’t just explain that away by saying a monster became a Summoned Beast. 

581: General Anonymous
Awakened Ones really are something else, aren’t they?

582: General Anonymous
Now that I think about it, both of them fit the bill.

583: General Anonymous
Yamato is glitched too. As I thought, there’s something wrong with every Awakened One.

584: General Anonymous
We should probably just put them in a separate category at this point.

585: General Anonymous
Behemoth was talking about how he was "my class" or whatever.
The fact that he wasn't exaggerating is just depressing.

586: General Anonymous
A dragon. A literal, honest-to-god dragon.

587: General Anonymous
I can't wrap my head around it. Buffing that massive body and then making it go toe-to-toe with Ouma? It doesn't make sense.

588: General Anonymous
Ouma is the one who isn't human. 
How was he even fighting that dragon in the first place?

589: General Anonymous
He hadn't streamed in forever, so his true strength was a mystery.
I don't think anyone is going to complain about him now.

600: General Anonymous
Daily reminder: you can't even track their movements on a stream anyway.

591: General Anonymous
Too fast, too big, too strong. Everything was just insane.

592: General Anonymous
That final scene was beautiful, though.

593: General Anonymous
The rain was falling, the thunder was roaring, and everything was frozen over by Reima’s magic.

594: General Anonymous
Wait, let's go back to the beginning. 
What was that first move?

595: General Anonymous
You mean the magic?

596: General Anonymous
It’s a bit late to ask, but I wondered what incantation magic actually was.

597: General Anonymous
Magic is supposed to be an academic discipline, right? 
You manipulate mana to cause a physical phenomenon. 

598: General Anonymous
There’s a logic to it. 
The name of the technique is just the activation key to trigger the process.
...Or so I thought.

599: General Anonymous
Yeah, exactly. You have your Job’s strengths and weaknesses, but I thought it was all based on the research and wisdom of our predecessors. 

600: General Anonymous
Your attributes change based on your aptitude, and then your Job provides the corrections. Usually, once you know someone’s Job, you can tell exactly what magic they’re capable of using.

601: General Anonymous
Magician-type Jobs are great. They're flashy and they look good on camera.
Melee Jobs don't even get magic; we just get [Skills]. 

602: General Anonymous
That’s just the difference in Jobs and talent. 
Even two people with the same Job will have completely different [Skills].

603: General Anonymous
We’re getting sidetracked. 
We were talking about Reima’s incantation magic.

604: General Anonymous
I didn't understand a word of it. Can we just give up and go home?

605: General Anonymous
No way. A new type of magic is a total goldmine for theories. 

606: General Anonymous
I heard the Magician-specific threads are blowing up right now.

607: General Anonymous
The man himself hasn't explained anything, so we're stuck, but I still want to figure it out.

608: General Anonymous
It was incredible. Every time he continued the incantation, I could feel the mana surging right through the screen.

609: General Anonymous
Since the stream itself is powered by mana, it really conveyed the scale of what he was doing. 

610: General Anonymous
I was just overwhelmed. It was cooler than anything else I've seen.

611: General Anonymous
But wait. 
Wasn't Ouma saying something during his final move at the end?

612: General Anonymous
The camera broke, but the third-person view doesn't pick up audio anyway.

613: General Anonymous
You mean [Silver Thunder] and that insane [Vritra] magic?

614: General Anonymous
The part where the meteors fell, Vritra melted, and that swarm of monsters swallowed everything?

615: General Anonymous
The moment they collided, I lost track of what was happening for a second.

616: General Anonymous
A massive explosion. 
And then, total annihilation. Matter just vanished.

617: General Anonymous
I don't know the specifics, but it looked bad. Really bad.

618: General Anonymous
The fact that Ouma is even alive after that is what's truly terrifying.

619: General Anonymous
If that beautiful Magician hadn't been there, we'd be looking at a body count.

620: General Anonymous
Casualties during a guild match would have been a disaster. She’s the real MVP.

621: General Anonymous
Man, that was a hell of a show. 

622: General Anonymous
It felt like watching a fight straight out of an anime or a movie.

623: General Anonymous
Well, anime fights are usually flashier than reality.

624: General Anonymous
Technically, compared to fifty years ago, our reality is a total fantasy world.

625: General Anonymous
The scale is just on a different level.



935: General Anonymous
Wait. Illegal is disbanding?

936: General Anonymous
What?

937: General Anonymous
That’s some serious breaking news.

938: General Anonymous
Are they serious? Why?

939: General Anonymous
I mean, it was expected eventually, but it's so sudden.

940: General Anonymous
Apparently, Ouma is stepping down as Guild Master, so they're calling it a voluntary disbandment.

941: General Anonymous
There were always rumors that the guild only functioned because of Ouma anyway. Taking responsibility this way seems like the right move.

942: General Anonymous
They actually had a lot of strong members. 
Ouma proved he’s a monster, but that Vice Master was absolute scum.

943: General Anonymous
I heard the members are going to be transferring to other guilds.

944: General Anonymous
Most of them were outlaws to begin with.

945: General Anonymous
They’d be better off just starting a new guild.

946: General Anonymous
Like a "New Illegal"?

947: General Anonymous
That would probably be the cleanest way to do it.

948: General Anonymous
Wait, I just saw where they're going... Ryuga is joining Valsia?

949: General Anonymous
That piece of trash?

950: General Anonymous
Won’t that tank their reputation?

951: General Anonymous
I don't know. He looked pretty cool from Reima's perspective.

952: General Anonymous
I get what you mean.

953: General Anonymous
I didn't even know he was a Summoner until today.

954: General Anonymous
It didn't feel like a fake "change of heart" or anything.
It felt intense. He looked like he’d finally found some peace.

955: General Anonymous
What was with that sudden explosion at the end, though?

956: General Anonymous
It really sucks that the camera broke right then.

957: General Anonymous
Well, after seeing a fight like that, we won't run out of things to talk about for a long time.

958: General Anonymous
Honestly, I can't even watch other streams anymore. They're too boring.

959: General Anonymous
Yeah... I feel that.

960: General Anonymous
It was just too much, wasn't it?

961: General Anonymous
Anyway, Reima, please stream again soon.

962: General Anonymous
I guess we can't force him if he doesn't want to.

963: General Anonymous
Maybe he'll do a showcase of his Summoned Beasts?

964: General Anonymous
Too much has happened these last few days. I just need some wholesome healing.
Chapter 117: A Momentary Peace

"Hey, Ouma! Let’s become Heroes together!"

I still remembered the warmth of those days. 

I never forgot the feeling of taking the hands my precious comrades reached out to me. They were my treasures—precious, vital memories. Adventuring had been fun. Getting stronger alongside my friends had been a joy. Even though I was weak, they needed me. I was happy just being with the people who supported me.

"Hey, Ouma, what kind of Hero do you want to become?" our leader had asked.

I told him I wanted to be the kind of Hero who could overcome any obstacle with his friends to save someone. That had been my ideal since I was a child. I didn’t know why, but I’d always yearned for that vague image of heroism.

"I like that," he’d said. "I feel the same way. We’ll all get stronger in this guild, Illegal, and one day we’ll become Heroes—and save people. I want to chase my dreams, go on adventures, and become a Hero for someone’s sake."

That was the dream we once shared.

Ten years ago, my younger self thought the world was simpler. I thought there were no adventures that couldn't be overcome, that effort was always rewarded, and that I’d always be with my comrades. It was a foolish, ignorant, pathetic delusion.

Now I knew better. This world was unreasonable, absurd, and overflowing with inescapable despair. Heroes didn't exist. Because if such a person truly existed...

"Sorry, Ouma—do your best."

...then I wouldn't have ended up alone.



I’d seen someone’s records.

I’d caught a glimpse into the life of a certain man.

It was likely a resonance reaction caused by seeing Ouma-san’s Scripture during our match a few days ago. I’d unilaterally intruded on another man’s secrets—peered into a wound that never should have been exposed. I woke up with an indescribable weight in my chest.

"Come to think of it... what was I supposed to do today?"

Still half-asleep, I checked the calendar on my smartphone to confirm my schedule. A single entry stared back at me: Go out with Sol.

The catalyst had been the Naming Shiki. At the time, Sol had demanded a price for summoning her: we had to spend a day together. I had no reason to refuse, so we’d set a date. Two days had passed since the match, making today the day.

"It’s ten o'clock. Time to head to the city center. Better call her... [Summon] Sol Skoll."

After washing my face, I decided to summon her before breakfast. Sol emerged from the summoning circle wearing something different from her usual attire. She was in a black skirt and a slightly sheer blouse—a rare look for her, at least from my perspective. The clothes looked brand new; Arachne probably made them.

"You’re early, Reima."

"Well, I said we’d spend the day together, didn't I? I figured the longer we had, the better."

"I wonder why you're only thoughtful at times like this?"

"I want to thank you properly. It can't be helped."

"Heh. That’s so like Reima."

Since it was a rare holiday where my family was actually home, I decided to put some extra effort into breakfast. My dad, who usually spent his time photographing various Adventurers for interviews, was still dead to the world, likely exhausted. My mom was probably off somewhere lost in a book.

I wasn't entirely sure what defined a "high-effort breakfast," but I settled on a dish with a powerful-sounding name I’d seen on TV: Eggs Benedict.

I had bacon and eggs, so the timing was perfect. As for the vegetables, I used the ones Baal had grown, fresh from the God of Harvest. Making the poached eggs was a bit of a struggle, but I managed to finish four servings. I called the others over and took my seat.

"...Reima, is it just me, or has your cooking improved?"

"One of my comrades is a pro. I just picked up a few things from them."

"Should I be proud of my son's growth, or shocked at how distant you've become? I wonder which it is."

"What are you talking about?"

"Oh, I'm losing my place in this house," my mom teased. "Sol-chan, do you like Reima’s cooking?"

"I’ve always liked it," Sol said.

She was surprisingly skilled with a knife and fork. She finished chewing and dropped that line with total nonchalance.

"Ah, he’s blushing. Reima really is a pushover, isn't he?"

"Don't tease me all of a sudden. You actually surprised me."

"How entertaining."

Some things never changed. Seeing Sol act like her usual self eased the gloom a little. I couldn't stop thinking about the records I’d seen this morning—what had happened to Ouma-san. It wasn't like I could just ask him, so the thoughts had been festering. For now, I’d focus on her.

"So, Reima, you’re going out today, right? Where to?"

"...Nothing's set in stone, but I was thinking Kichijoji. Maybe hit the park. Sol likes to stay active."

"Is it big there?"

"Yeah, it’s big enough. There’s space for exercise."

"Fine, let’s go there. I’m going to crush you, so prepare yourself."

"Big talk. I don't plan on losing."

After breakfast, Sol and I headed toward Kichijoji. We took a bus to the city center, then sat through a twenty-minute train ride. Luna had been restless the first time she’d ridden a train; apparently, it ran in the family, because Sol wasn't looking particularly composed either.

"Isn't this thing... slow?"

"That’s your complaint? Well, compared to you two, I guess it is."

"It’d be faster if you just rode on my back."

"That’d be overkill. Is it so bad to take it slow once in a while?"

"I guess not, but..."

We reached Kichijoji and walked the short distance to the park. We spent the rest of the day there, together.
Chapter 118: Dialogue

“What’s the matter, Valhalla? Not eating?”

“I’m eating... I’m just trying to figure out why the hell you dragged me here.”

It was the day after my outing with Sol. My parents had headed out on a date, leaving me with a rare day of leisure. I’d been at home, minding my own business and playing games, when Ouma-san suddenly barged in, snatched me up, and hauled me off to a certain tower in Tokyo.

He’d brought me to a high-end restaurant with private rooms. It looked expensive. No—given that it was on the top floor, it was definitely expensive. To someone like me, whose sense of value was still rooted in my previous life, I couldn't help but feel out of place. Is this really okay? I wondered. It was a feeling I’d likely never outgrow.

“You’re exactly like the stories say. You never did get used to the high life, even in the other world, did you?”

“It isn’t something you just 'get used to.' Not when you feel this out of place.”

He’d likely heard about me from Shakra, but there was something unsettling about being known so well by someone I barely knew. Besides, the guy seemed to have an inexplicably high opinion of me, which only made him harder to deal with.

“So, what’s the occasion? Snatching me and dragging me out here... you could have at least sent a text.”

“My bad. This is a bit of an urgent matter. We have time for a meal, but every second beyond that is precious.”

“...Sigh. Well, if it’s that important, I guess I can't complain.”

“You’re just going to accept that? You really are too much of a pushover.”

“I assume you have a reason. Besides, it sounds like you’ve been looking after Shakra.”

It wasn't our first meeting—it was the third, I think—but I didn't usually drop my guard this quickly with people. It wasn't that Ouma-san didn't deserve respect or formality, but somehow, I felt like I could just be myself around him.

“Did I not tell you, Ouma? This idiot doesn’t sweat the small stuff!”

“Don’t just pop out like that, Shakra... It’s a private room, but still.”

A translucent humanoid figure materialized beside Ouma. It was a man with long golden hair and crimson eyes who bore a striking resemblance to him. Brimming with a wild, primal energy—and wearing almost no clothes—he locked eyes with me and let out a boisterous laugh.

“Kuhaha! It’s been a long time, comrade!”

“You too. I’m glad to see you haven’t changed, Shakra.”

Shakra Deva. The Shogun of the Aldia Kingdom who had summoned me to that other world. He was a battle-hungry lunatic who lived for war and possessed the Scripture of Indra. A heavyweight of Mythologia who specialized in pure destructive power, he had carved his way through countless battlefields.

And... he was a precious friend who had seen us through to the final battle against the Demon King.

“—So, you can smile like that too.”

...What do you mean by that?

“No, it’s nothing. More importantly, can we get down to business?”

“Go ahead. That’s why you called me, isn’t it?”

As a spread of dishes was laid out, Ouma-san took a sip of his drink and began. Given the lengths he’d gone to get me here, I knew this wasn't going to be a light conversation. I braced myself to listen.

“Right. Here’s the deal. I want you to help me clear an S-Rank Dungeon.”

“Why me? With your strength, there aren't many dungeons you’d lose to.”

“Against a normal one, sure. With this fool’s power at my side, I’d never lose. But the one we’re heading into this time is... exceptional. Or rather, there’s a high chance it will become exceptional.”

“...A Mythology?”

When thinking of a dungeon that could give him trouble, that was the first thing that crossed my mind. A dungeon where the heroes of myth, as Perseus had described, appeared as a trial. If another one had surfaced, it would explain why Ouma-san was calling for reinforcements.

“No. Officially, it’s an S-Rank Dungeon that appeared five years ago and is currently under government management. It’s a cave-type filled with plant-based monsters. Entry is strictly prohibited.”

“A cave-type S-Rank with restricted entry? Is it really that dangerous?”

“In terms of threat level, it’s upper-mid... the problem is that it formed five years ago. Tell me, what do you know about the disappearance of dungeons?”

“Uh, hang on a second.”

I’d been studying everything I could find about dungeons, using Reima’s notes as a foundation. I tried to recall the specifics. Looking at his face, I dug through my memories and tried to summarize.

“Otherworld-types vanish once cleared, but cave and floor types are supposed to disappear in cycles of several years, right?”

“Correct. And do you know how they disappear?”

“...No, I don't know that part.”

“Well, it’s not public knowledge. Usually, they lock the place down before the disappearance happens.”

“...Then why did you ask me?”

“Just checking. Anyway, as for how they vanish... it involves a group known as the End Reapers.”

It was a term I’d never heard before. Judging by the way he said 'group,' there were several of them. Literally, they were those who reaped the end.

“...What are they like?”

“I heard from Senka that you’ve already run into one.”

That caught me off guard. If Senka-san had mentioned it, I only had to look back through my own memories. There was only one thing that fit: that A-rank Dungeon.

“You mean that chimera thing?”

“I don’t know specifically what kind of chimera it was, but that sounds about right. Those things are a mishmash of monsters. Periodically, the dungeon we’re heading to—Tenka—is reaped by them. Our objective is to investigate them for future reference... and to slaughter the End Reaper.”

“...Wait, are we trying to stop the dungeon from disappearing?”

That was the part I didn't get. If these beings existed to make dungeons vanish, they sounded like a management system for a world overflowing with dungeons. Intervening seemed like a bad idea.

“It’s true that if they just made dungeons go away, they wouldn’t be a problem. But they are a plague that needs to be wiped out. They are disasters that slaughter every living soul they find. Monsters that bring nothing but despair. Personally... I can’t stand it when things are stolen.”

“Tell me everything.”

His words brought back the records of his past I’d seen yesterday. If this was related to the reason he had lost everything, I needed to know why.

“It’s a stupid story. Just a case of some idiots getting things taken from them. Just plain revenge. But... I don't want anyone else to ever feel the way I did.”

Reflecting on his past, he continued. I couldn’t claim to truly understand what he was thinking—not when his entire life’s journey stood behind those words.

“I know it’s ego. If someone says people died because they weren't strong enough, then fine—maybe they’re right. But that doesn’t mean it’s okay to lose them. I’ve killed enough of those things to know: they enjoy the slaughter. They’re nothing but a mechanism that takes lives selfishly and unreasonably.”

His killing intent was palpable. My skin crawled, perhaps in response to the pressure of his magic. He was that angry. He had spent years hunting these things, fueled by the rage of losing his comrades.

“Please, Valhalla. I need to know more about them. I need to make sure those things never kill anyone again. Lend me your strength.”

Once again, he lowered his head and asked for my help. I only had one answer.

“Don’t be so formal. I wasn't going to turn you down anyway, but hearing that... it makes me want to help you. So, use me however you need. Fortunately, my comrades are all pushovers, too.”
Episode 119: The Joint Struggle Begins

Ouma and I arrived in Shizuoka Prefecture via the Shinkansen.

Apparently, the dungeon was located somewhere within the Sea of Trees near Mount Fuji. It was hard to believe a dungeon could manifest in a place like this, though at this point, nothing should have really surprised me anymore.

At this rate, there’ll probably be dungeons popping up in the middle of the ocean, I thought. Given that the last Mythology Dungeon had materialized in the literal sky, the idea of a sea dungeon wasn't even a joke I could laugh at. It was a distinct, annoying possibility.

"The Fuji Sea of Trees itself has basically become a dungeon now," Ouma remarked. "Management is strict, but I can get us in on name recognition alone."

As he spoke, we reached the entrance to the forest. A white building stood there, guarded by men in what looked like security uniforms—or rather, Japan Self-Defense Forces gear. The moment they spotted Ouma, they snapped into a salute.

"Good work," Ouma said casually. "Anything to report?"

"No, sir. Since we were informed of your arrival, Ouma-dono, we’ve tightened security. And... might this be the one known as [Valhalla], Reima Kariya-dono?"

"Ah, yeah... nice to meet you," I managed, though it came out more like a question. 

I’d had almost zero contact with the JSDF in my life, so the best I could offer was a stiff, awkward response. The soldier gave a lighthearted chuckle at my display, and I looked away, feeling a flash of embarrassment.

"Yes, it’s an honor. Reima-dono, please... look after Ouma-dono for us."

"Where is this coming from all of a sudden?" Ouma grumbled.

"Because you’re reckless, sir. You push too far onto the front lines. We know we aren’t much help to you, but with a fellow S-Rank like Reima-dono here, it’s a weight off our minds."

"You’ve certainly found your tongue, haven't you?"

"Well, we’ve been dealing with your antics for five years now."

Watching their back-and-forth, I could tell they were on good terms. My first impression of Ouma—from our first meeting and the competition—was defined by his rage, but this seemed to be his true nature.

We spent some time in the management building by the fence, eating a light meal before the expedition. Once our preparations were complete, they opened a section of the perimeter for us. We were finally set to challenge the [Sea of Trees of Trials], a unique A-rank dungeon classified as an "erosion type" that served as the vanguard for [Tenka].

"[Dual Summon]: [Luna Managarm], [Balor Shamrock]."

I called forth the reliable duo. I wasn't sure what kind of numbers we were facing, but I judged that Balor was the best choice for clearing an A-rank dungeon efficiently. Besides, considering Ouma’s movement speed, I figured I’d be better off riding Luna.

"I seem to be in high demand lately," Balor remarked in his refined tone. "And you... are you Shakra-san’s successor?"

"And you’re [Valhalla]'s Summoned Beast. Why the blindfold?" Ouma asked.

"You could likely withstand it, but my gaze tends to claim the lives of those who look upon me."

"Talk about a powerful ability..."

Summoning Luna in her beast form had been the right call, but Balor, who possessed only a humanoid form, immediately struck up a conversation with Ouma. Ouma was naturally curious about the blindfold, but Balor, accustomed to the question, brushed it off with a matter-of-fact explanation.

"In all likelihood, if we are facing the monsters of this forest, [Hatou] should suffice. I expect we can proceed with minimal effort," Balor added.

"That’s a help. Well then, let’s get moving."

Ouma released a surge of lightning and blurred into motion. I kept pace, riding Luna alongside Balor. On the way, zombie-like monstrosities and Treants—plants that had been twisted into a mockery of life—tried to block our path. Every single one of them was pulverized into nothingness by Balor before they could even get close.

"This is almost too easy," Ouma noted.

"Only against opponents susceptible to my eyes," Balor replied coolly.

"Even so, it's exceptional. Hey, [Valhalla], just how many other monsters do you have that are this strong? I heard some things from Shakra, but... I’m curious."

"Do me a favor and stop calling me by that alias," I said. "Hearing it from you feels weird."

"Then... is Reima okay?"

"Yeah. That’d be better."

Even setting aside the connection to Shakra, I just didn't like being addressed by a title by this man. It created a sense of distance that felt... wrong, for lack of a better word.

"Then I’ve got a request too. Drop the '-san.' I seriously hate it."

"...Fine. Ouma. That work?"

"Perfect. Now—heads up! A big one’s coming!"

The moment Ouma spoke, massive vines erupted from the earth, weaving together until they formed the shape of a dragon. The four-legged beast glared at us with hollow, lifeless eyes.

"What is that?" I asked.

"A [Trent Dragon]—the guardian of [Tenka]."

"Right. How do we kill it?"

"Usually, you just destroy the core, but I’ve never seen one this big. That core is going to be buried deep. But don't worry—leave it to me. [Impales Tonnerre]!"

The magic activated, and the world hummed with power. A bolt of jagged, piercing lightning tore through the air, obliterating the creature's massive frame. The spear of electricity struck with such precision that it must have shattered the core instantly; the [Trent Dragon] simply collapsed into a heap of rotting wood.

"Alright. Let's head in, Reima."

Past the fallen guardian, I saw the entrance to a cave. We stepped into the dark, cavernous maw, leaving the forest behind as we descended into the depths.
Episode 120: S-Rank Dungeon—Tenka

"—Tch. There are way too many of them, even for this place!"

I growled as I rode atop Luna alongside Balor, racing through the cavernous labyrinth. 

Vines and roots lashed out from every direction, moving with a predatory intelligence. Toxic gases hissed from vents in the walls, and monsters resembling oversized insectivorous plants snapped at us from all sides. 

Luna’s aura of absolute cold was the only thing keeping them at bay; the freezing air slowed their movements just enough for her speed to carry us past their reach. Still, I couldn't deny it—this place definitely earned its S-Rank designation.

"Ouma, trap! Right there!" I shouted.

"Roger—man, you're seriously incredible, Reima!"

Stretched across our path were invisible threads of concentrated mana. I had no idea what would have happened if we’d tripped them, but the danger was palpable. Upon my warning, Ouma kicked off the air, floating effortlessly over the hazard.

"The monsters in this zone are mostly plant-types, right?" I asked, keeping pace behind him. 

He was far more familiar with this dungeon than I was. I’d heard the general briefing, but I hadn't been filled in on the specific distribution of threats.

"Mostly Mandragoras and Dryads," Ouma yelled back over the rushing wind. "Plus a lot of fungi-based things."

"So the flora wants us dead, and the dungeon itself is trying to automate our execution... Nasty."

"And we can't even use fire," Ouma added. "Most of them have a natural resistance that triggers a counter-effect. Besides, if you let a fire spell get out of hand in here, it'll burn through the oxygen supply before the monsters even touch us."

What a total shit-show.

This was the third S-Rank dungeon I had challenged, but they were all uniquely sadistic in their own ways. Every inch of the cave was covered in vegetation, and every leaf was a potential enemy. Even the ground we ran on wasn't safe; giant Venus flytraps periodically burst from the soil, trying to swallow us whole. There wasn't a single moment to catch our breath.

Instinctively, I’d chosen not to rely on Sol yet. Looking at this environment, that had been the right call. Given her sheer destructive output and those flames of hers, we probably would have ended up killing ourselves.

"—Luna, I'm going to grant Ouma resistance, so ramp up the cold. We’re breaking through the rest of this in one go."

It was a standard feature of B-rank or higher cave dungeons: bosses guarded the midway point and the deepest depths. Since our mission involved investigating the End Reaper in addition to clearing the dungeon, speed was our priority. 

I didn't know the specific traits of the End Reaper yet, but if it was the kind of disaster that slaughtered everything in its path, we couldn't afford to dawdle.

"Tch—Dryad incoming! Don't breathe!" Ouma barked.

"I’ve got it," I said, mentaly triggering a skill. [Sleep Resistance Granting].

The Dryad—the tree spirits known as Dryas in Greek Mythology. They were a race that lured in those they took a liking to, trapping them in dreams and turning their bodies into fertilizer. The Dryads in this world apparently used a special scent called Sleeping Fragrance to neutralize their prey before draining their life force. As long as I granted us resistance, however, they weren't much of a threat.

Compared to the 'her' currently residing inside me, these things are practically gentle, I thought. Though, in any other context, a monster that kills you the moment you take a breath is terrifyingly powerful.

"Sorry, but we're in a hurry. [Spell Summon]—[Radieren Sol]!"

I showed them the only respect I could—hitting them with a compressed version of Sol’s technique, modified with a strict time limit. A miniature sun flickered into existence and surged forward, incinerating everything in a straight line before it could vanish. This was the Vanishing Solflare, a technique far too dangerous to ever point at a human being. Perhaps because of its wooden body, the Dryad didn't even have time to scream before it was erased from existence.

"If we have to do that repeatedly, it's going to get exhausting. What do you think, Ouma?"

"That was technically the boss of the Middle Layer. It’s only going to get harder from here—but at the rate you’re going, it shouldn't be a problem."

"Good. I'm going to buff Luna again, so I'll re-apply the cold resistance to you as well."

"Appreciate it. I almost forgot you were technically a support class," Ouma joked.

"...Yeah, something like that."

We pushed deeper, and the dungeon lived up to its reputation. We started encountering things that could actually survive a suppressed [Broken Eye] from Balor. Things were getting genuinely difficult.

I need to stop worrying about resource management, I decided. If I keep trying to conserve mana, we're never going to get through this.

Eventually, the path opened up into a massive drop-off. We stood at the edge of a cliff, looking down into a sight that defied the logic of a cavern.

It was a subterranean jungle. Within my line of sight, I could see massive blooms resembling Rafflesia—the world's foulest-smelling plant—though I was certain these were far more lethal. Worse were the corpses. Dozens of them, all parasitized by vines and fungal growths.

"...This is grim."

"Adventurers from back before the association maintained this place," Ouma said, his voice low. "It looks like the dungeon is planning to add us to the collection."

"Let's set them free."

"...Yeah. Let's."

This was a dungeon—a place that was less a cave and more a pocket of another world. If the entire floor was composed of demonic plants, then I didn't need to hold back anymore.

I'm borrowing your power again, Sol.

Go for it, a voice echoed back from the Soul World.

I began to gather my mana, weaving the incantation for the highest-tier technique I could pull from Sol’s repertoire.

"The God-Slaying Solflare arrives with the horn of the end. That divine majesty that sings of destruction, the brilliance of the demon wolf, cast down for the sake of purification—[Spell Summon]: [Ragnarok Lost Sol]!"

The scale and output were barely fifty percent of what the original goddess was capable of, but it was more than enough. It was a simple, brutal display of power—I dropped a sun on the lower floor. The white-hot sphere descended from our perch, completely scouring the vegetation from the earth.

"Tch—gh. Still a hell of a strain..." I muttered, steadying myself.

"Hey, you okay, Reima?"

"I'm fine. This should give us a clear shot to the bottom, right?"

As I spoke, I offered a silent salute in my heart. I hope those who fell here can finally sleep in peace. 

With that prayer, Ouma, Luna, and I descended into the scorched, empty wasteland of the lower layer.
Chapter 121: Embodiment of Fate

"We’ve arrived. I’ll give you the rundown on the boss first," Ouma said, his voice flat as we stood before the massive, sealed gates. "The master of this Dungeon is called Abyss Chloris... essentially, a monster bearing the name of a flower goddess."

We had trekked through the scorched wasteland that was once a lush floor, finally reaching the heart of the lower depths. Before we stepped into the boss chamber, Ouma shared what he knew. 

I couldn't judge the threat by a name alone, but if the lore in Mythologia held true, she was a goddess who presided over all things floral. According to the myths, her "paradise" was a place where the inhabitants had all been transformed into flowers. 

"What are its traits?" I asked.

"Status ailments using hundreds of different plant species, the generation of opium-producing vegetation, and unavoidable attacks that manipulate the entire room," Ouma listed them off with a practiced indifference. "Then there’s the army—humans and monsters she’s turned into flowers."

"Understood... Hey, Ouma, do you think we'll actually find what we're looking for? There's no sign of our target yet."

"If it isn't here, then so be it. But we should still take this thing down regardless. There's no telling how much it's grown after being left alone for six months."

"Fair enough. Do we have enough firepower?" 

Our current party consisted of Luna, Balor, Ouma, and myself. I didn't know the exact scale of the room yet, but if the opponent was massive, I’d need to call upon a Summoned Beast suited for heavy-duty countermeasures. 

I could probably rely on Sol’s power for a single, decisive blow if the timing was right... but if I was going to use Balor against an opponent of this caliber, I needed to keep a potential [Origin Burst] in mind.

"We can probably wipe the floor with them, and I know what your companions are capable of," Ouma said. "But the problem is that many of these enemies are a nightmare to deal with if you don't kill them in one hit."

"In that case... maybe I should call on Shibaru."

"The one from back then? Yeah, he’d be a good fit."

I sent out a brief telepathic message to get his consent before summoning him. Given their history, I’d been worried about how he’d react to Ouma’s presence, but the Shibaru that manifested this time seemed... calmer, in a way.

"...I'm counting on you, kid. And that idiot hiding in the shadows, too," Shibaru grunted.

"He says he's sorry for dying on his own," Ouma muttered, seemingly to the air. "Anyway, I'm leaving my back to you, Camazotz."

"Right. Let’s do this. Everyone ready?"

They nodded. I pushed the doors open.



We stepped into a temple swallowed by overgrown vegetation. The path leading to the inner sanctum was lined with human corpses. They were displayed like morbid works of art, each face frozen in a mask of blissful happiness.

"...Talk about bad taste," I muttered.

"I’ve never seen a specimen collect this many," Ouma replied, his eyes narrowing. "It’s safe to assume this thing has grown significantly."

I felt a wave of pure revulsion. I’d encountered people with these kinds of twisted hobbies in the other world, but seeing it again after all this time was hard to stomach. What made it truly sickening was the mana lingering in the bodies; they were still faintly alive. Their souls are being imprisoned here, I realized with a grim sinking in my gut.

"Balor."

"Yes, Lord Reima. Let us grant them their end."

In the other world, Balor had been known by another name: the Saint of Death. She had spent centuries hunting monsters and seeing off their lives, a solitary figure witnessing the end of countless souls. Her power—the ability to kill anything she looked upon—was a curse that could end anyone depending on their mana. Yet, her essence was one of profound goodness. Because she had lived so long in isolation, wishing only to grant a blessing to those who could not die, I knew this sight affected her deeply.

"...Reima, if you destroy those, the boss will just get a power boost," Ouma warned.

"I don't care. We'll just kill it anyway. For now, let them go."

A blessing for those who cannot die. Balor’s [Death Eye] was a power that affected anything possessing a soul. As her gaze swept over the flower-corpses, they crumbled like dolls with their strings cut. Their souls were finally free.

"...Please, sleep in peace," Balor whispered.

Having ended so many lives at once, she offered a short prayer and turned back to me. Her expression was tinged with a lonely sort of sadness. I need to say something, I thought, wanting to lighten her burden even a little.

"Good work, Balor."

"Thank you... It has been a long time since I performed such a task. Did I... did I send them off properly?"

"You did fine. Your 'death' is a kind one, Balor. I’m sure they’re at peace."

We shared a moment of silence for the fallen before turning our attention to the boss. Luna and Shibaru closed their eyes briefly. A few seconds later, Ouma’s mana flared violently as he sensed an anomaly.

"Reima, something’s wrong. The moment you destroyed those bodies, an attack should have come."

"Is it even here?"

"It might just be sleeping, but stay sharp."

The instant he finished speaking, a blood-curdling scream tore through the air—a woman’s voice, echoing from the depths of the temple.

"NO! NO! I WAS ONLY DECORATING THEM! WHY ARE YOU TAKING THEM?! STOP IT, STOP IT, STOP IIIIIIIT!"

The sound of something being brutally shredded followed. We sprinted toward the back of the chamber, only to find the plant-monster being toyed with by something... inorganic.

It was a pitch-black, faceless horror. Massive claws sprouted from its arms, and as it carved the boss into ribbons, I realized the thing was laughing, despite having no mouth to speak of.

"—That... thing..."

For the first time, all emotion vanished from Ouma’s voice. I didn't know what was going through his head, but the sheer killing intent and mana he radiated in the next second made me flinch. [Kyokurai]—a blast of inorganic, blue lightning—radiated outward before focusing into a singular, devastating beam.

"Die, Demi-Nyarla!"

But as the entity turned to face us, it simply... devoured the attack. It opened a gaping, impossible maw and neutralized the strike completely.

"Indra? Ah, my Indra from back then. Hey, hey... give me that Scripture. It’s okay, it’s okay... I’ll use it so much better than you. Don't worry... I’ll kill you beautifully."

The voice was fluent yet utterly alien. Even without a mouth, the words resonated directly inside our skulls.

"Hey... so... let me eat you, Indra."

"You..." Ouma growled, his voice trembling with a cold, focused rage. "You’re the one person I will kill, no matter what."
The Scenes of the Past Are Fleeting Now

I’d admired heroes since I was a kid.

Vaguely, I held onto this image of a group of friends crushing evil together. They would stand up no matter how many times they were beaten down, overcoming every hardship to stay by each other's side. I longed to be that kind of person—the ultimate hero.

I didn’t know why.

It was just an ideal envisioned by a brat who didn’t know a damn thing. I just thought it looked cool, and I hoped I could be like that with my friends. I had no talent to speak of, but my comrades had scouted me and made me feel needed. I decided that, for their sake, I would make them the heroes.

"Hey, Ouma. Let’s win this. Once we clear this place, we’ll finally..."

That was ten years ago, when I was fifteen.

Our party, Illegal, had headed out to conquer an S-Rank Dungeon. It was just before the authorities issued a total entry ban due to its overwhelming difficulty. We’d somehow managed to secure permission and challenged it anyway.

The conquest was going smoothly.

Aside from the Guild Master, our entire roster—a small group of elites—had challenged the dungeon. It was an Otherworld-type, but we progressed through it without a hitch. We reached the boss and cleared the dungeon. Or at least, that’s how it was supposed to go.

"A-Ah... I waS planninG to eaT thaT... buT, I guesS it's okayY."

That was when it appeared.

It had a pitch-black face, devoid of any features. Its body was a matching void—humanoid, yet with joints bent at impossible angles. The massive claws protruding from its frame were nauseating to look at. Even for a dungeon inhabited by monsters—no, by "magical beasts"—this thing was a clear anomaly. It was a total aberration.

Though there was no mouth on its face, words like mechanical static echoed directly in my head.

"BecausE... I'll be gettinG the Scripture!"

Then, the despair fell upon us.

In an instant, the dungeon was painted in fresh blood. Two of our front-liners were slaughtered by the thing the moment it appeared. Each time one fell, I heard that sneering laughter. It took pleasure in the theft of life, in the massacre itself, messily crushing and devouring the corpses as if it were playing a game.

It scrambled across the walls, floors, and ceilings with inhuman agility. Before I knew it, four of us were dead.

I didn’t understand what it meant by "Scripture" back then. Even though its gaze had been fixed on me from the start, it only targeted and killed my comrades.

The monster transformed its pulsing, throbbing body, shifting into the optimal shape to mercilessly snatch their lives away. Even with that mutating trait, its claws remained exactly the same. It was eerie. But as I watched, anger began to boil, and something deep inside me began to surge.

Don’t screw with me!

My root, which had been dormant all this time—the thing I would later learn was a Scripture—finally awakened.

A torrential power welled up. Along with a staggering amount of information, I experienced a life that wasn't my own in a flash of light. In that moment, I obtained the power of a Hero.

"Ahahahaha! It is a Scripture! To thinK I’d finD one in thiS world! I wanT it! I wanT it!"

I knew how to use it.

I was certain that, with this power, I could kill it.

However, that thing was pure malice. It used the corpses of my friends as shields, trying to survive. Since we had already cleared the Otherworld-type dungeon, our remaining time was short; if we didn't end this quickly, we would vanish along with the dungeon itself.

The creature seemed to realize this, maneuvering to buy time. But there was no way it could escape the power of [Indra] at that level.

"I-It hurtS... it hurtS! YoU’re amazinG! BuT... there are onlY threE of yoU lefT, righT? Do youR besT!"

A single grazing blow of my lightning shaved away its body. No matter how it tried to flee, the pursuing bolts wouldn't let it go. Thunderclouds gathered in the ceiling; I could manipulate them all. I would never forgive this thing. I had to protect my comrades—everyone dear to me.

So give me more! More power!

With every passing second, my senses were honed, even as something began to erode my mind.

But I didn’t care. If I could save my friends, if I could leave everyone I loved a future—even just a sliver of one—I didn't care what happened to me. Just let me win, I prayed.

I grew stronger with every wish. With every craving, my mana increased.

There was no limit. The power responded to my desire, echoing it perfectly. I was going to kill this thing.

"A-Ah... so thaT’s the limiT. HeY, Indra... I am... Demi Nyarla. UnlikE yoU, I’m an artificiaL Scripture... so, give it to mE? Then, I can becomE the reaL thinG!"

—But I couldn’t.

Perhaps it was the price of wishing for too much power. My vision was dyed crimson and my lungs burned, making it hard to breathe.

Despite being on the verge of defeat, the thing sneered at me. It stated its name and opened its mouth to speak.

"You can’t... just be protecteD... all the time!"

In that instant, my best friend lunged forward.

He had been a bystander until that moment, but he drove his sword through the enemy and barked out his final command.

"Itsuki! Use the Teleportation Stone! Get Ouma out of here! I’ll hold this thing down!"

"Wha—!? But you—! Fine! Ouma, we’re going!"

"Don’t screw with me! Not like this—! Hey! My friend!"

"I’m really sorry, Ouma. Forgive me... and do your best."

That was the day Illegal collapsed.

The worst day of my life. The day I lost everything and realized that heroes don't exist.
The Black Faceless Trifles with Life

I summoned [Laevateinn] immediately.

Since I didn't know what the opponent was capable of, I couldn't be sure which resistances to grant—but something about this creature was fundamentally wrong. If I didn't stay on my toes, I was dead.

Having been exposed to Scriptures as much as I had, I liked to think I could recognize their presence. That was precisely why I felt such a revolting sensation of "patchwork." It felt as though several different powers had been stitched together into a single, repulsive form. 

I immediately barked out my orders.

"Shibaru, Luna, Balor! Give it everything you’ve got. We’re putting it down now."

...I didn't think it was "strong," per se. 

Based on my experience, the sensation I got from facing it was simply one of overwhelming tediousness. If this thing was like the enemies I’d encountered before, it would have a natural resistance to any power outputted by a Scripture. Therefore, the only viable path was to buff everyone and end the fight before it had a chance to drag on.

Besides, Ouma was here. 

If he was anything like Yamato-san, he should have been able to withstand my support. No, considering he was Shakra’s successor to begin with, there was no reason for me to hold back at all.

"Wha-at lu-ck! Scripture, Scripture... three-sa... wa? Eh, aren’t there a lot of them?"

"I don't know and I don't care. Just die, you shitty Nyarla," I spat.

The instant before Ouma unleashed his technique, I boosted his magic by two full tiers. Then, I turned my attention to Luna and the others, enhancing their magic as well. For Shibaru, I focused on strengthening the conceptual properties of "penetration" and "severance" before sending him into the fray.

A bolt of lightning collided with a wave of absolute-death frost. The creature was frozen solid and shattered, only for Shibaru to follow up by shredding the remains. 

The thing they called Nyarla was reduced to a heap of black clumps—mere scraps of meat. Normally, this would have signaled the end of the battle, but my instincts refused to let me lower my guard.

"That was underwhelming. But you're not done yet, are you?"

"You kn-ow it! I, you see—I—can’t die!"

The monster gurgled, its flesh pulsing and bubbling as it regained its shape. It was a sickening sight. The moment it finished reviving, its pressure spiked. I couldn't be certain, but it felt as though its physical density and strength were increasing with every iteration.

"Master... I really, really hate that thing."

"It is a foul creature, my ally... What is the plan?"

"This type of opponent... I have a feeling it’s a Shiten-type. We’ll just have to keep killing it until it stays down."

I’d fought my fair share of immortals in the other world. They usually fell into three categories: those with a limited stock of lives, those with resistances that made them impossible to wound, or—the most straightforward and annoying—pure immortality. 

In a fight, the last one was the absolute worst. The methods for defeating them were few and far between.

"Balor, I’m leaving it to you."

"Yes, Reima-sama. I have received your command. Ouma-sama, was it? Please, shave the enemy down as much as you can."

"You’ve got a plan then? Fine—let’s do this."



The battle resumed.

I released my mana, utilizing everything in the surrounding environment to provide support. I materialized invisible footholds to assist Luna, concentrated my buffs on Camazotz as our primary source of firepower, and funneled mana directly to Balor to assist her.

I watched the battlefield from the rear, bracing for the worst-case scenario. The opponent was an unknown quantity, and if its words were to be believed, it was truly immortal. I clicked my tongue as the creature shifted its form, adapting to Luna and the others’ attacks.

Given the dimensions of this dungeon, I couldn't bring out any of my larger allies. Furthermore, considering the risk of igniting the local flora, any fire-based Summoned Beasts were off the table. Humanoids were also out of the question given our current formation.

It was many versus one... and yet, despite not being "strong," the creature’s sheer versatility allowed it to keep pace with us. Every time we killed it, it seemed to gain new resistances. It was becoming harder and harder to put down.

Looking at it that way, continuing to kill it might have been a blunder. However, my instincts had been screaming at me the entire time, my eyes fixed on the creature’s claws—the only part of its body that never changed, and the only part it hadn't used yet.

"Master! Look out!"

I’d lost myself in thought for a fraction of a second. I heard Luna’s voice, and then—a tentacle lashed out from a stray fragment of the monster at my feet. It grazed me as I tried to dodge.

In that instant, I felt it. It felt as if my very soul—my mana itself—was being hollowed out. It was more agonizing than any physical wound; it was an attack that shaved away at my very existence. My mind recoiled.

"Tch—what?"

My vision swayed. A violent chill raced through my body. Inside my head, I began to see visions of my own death. My past traumas were forcibly unearthed; I was bombarded with a psychic onslaught of nausea and vertigo that shattered my ability to think clearly.

I heard voices screaming at me. They called me a traitor. They screamed for me to be killed, to be executed.

"Hey, Reima!"

Before I realized it, the enemy was standing right in front of me, its claws mid-swing. 

If just being grazed by a tentacle felt like that, I didn't even want to imagine what a direct hit from those claws would do. I'm not going to make it, I thought, bracing myself for the impact.

"I’ll leave the rest to you."

I was suddenly shoved aside. 

In my place stood Ouma, his body being torn open by the monster's claws. 

The last thing I saw was his face. For some reason, he was wearing a smile so sad it was heartbreaking—he looked so terribly lonely.
Chapter 124: That Lightning Pierces Through Hope

"Ouma!?" I shouted. 

Ouma was torn open, his body thrown like a ragdoll into the distance. 

The idiot had shoved me out of the way to take the blow. Now he was rolling away, a strangely satisfied look on his face. And I...

"H-How... anti-climactic. Oh well, I'll deal with you later." 

The thing’s voice echoed with a hollow lack of interest. It turned back toward me; it had no face, but it manifested a mouth and used its hand to pull its features into a sickeningly bright smile. I have to think. I have to heal Ouma right now, or he’s dead.

Losing someone else... I couldn't handle that. 

But panicking in this situation was a death sentence. Ouma had traded his life for mine; I had to use that chance to kill this thing.

"Hey. Tell me something," I said, my voice flat. "Is it fun for you? Killing?"

"Is it? Of course it is! Because it becomes my strength!"

"I see. Then you die here. I'm saving Ouma, and I'm killing you. So just drop dead."

I took a single breath. 

I funneled my mana into the others to the absolute limit, connecting to their [Scripture].

"O God-slaying Moon Wolf, devour the authority of the moon. O Saint of the Dead Eyes, shroud yourself in death and curse all life."

A two-verse declaration. I poured my power into their [Scripture] to pull out their true potential.

"[Origin Burst]: [Mode Ragnarok] and [Tod Heilige]!"

I granted instant death resistance to Ouma and the rest of the group. It was a gamble on the slim hope that he was still alive, and a way to ensure he wouldn't have to suffer anymore.

A moon rose behind Luna’s back as frost clung to her limbs. Balor's hair grew longer, more horns sprouted from her head, and her eyes split into two distinct colors. [Hatou] and [Dead Eye]—two powers that shouldn't exist together—dwelled in her sockets, while the [Eye of Deathly Destruction] manifested in the sky above.

Their innate divinity surfaced. Everything in the vicinity simply died. The surrounding flora withered instantly. The monster’s body crumbled and shattered over and over again. If I hadn't given the others resistance, we’d all be corpses right now.

"What is that? I want it! Give it to me! If I eat you, I can do that too, right!?"

"What comes next is a massacre," I told it. "I’m going to kill you until you stay dead."

"That sounds great. Sounds fun—ghh!"

The thing died again instantly. Luna froze it and shattered it into pieces, but it just kept regenerating, spewing flames as it lunged at us again.

"Ahaha! Let's play, [Hero]!"

"Shut up. Seriously."

Chanting spells was a bad move. I had no openings, and the [Origin Burst] was eating all my mana. Besides, if I wanted to kill this thing for good, I needed a clean hit.

"Just die. Right now."



I watched the scene through the haze of my fading consciousness. 

My mana was gutted. I couldn't move a muscle—more than that, I knew that if I tried, I'd die. I didn't have the strength left to resist. Seeing my enemy right in front of me and being unable to do anything was bitter.

To think I'd actually shield someone... Pathetic. It's almost funny.

My body felt cold. Reima's magic was keeping me alive, but that just made it more frustrating.

But why? Why did I move to protect him without thinking? I'd thrown away my shot at revenge, yet I felt... satisfied. The view before me was somehow beautiful. I even felt a strange sense of longing.

Ah, I get it now. He's the Hero I was dreaming of.

A [Hero] who supports his friends, faces down impossible odds with them, and overcomes everything in his path. I'd felt a disconnect when I first heard Shakra's stories about him. But now, I was sure.

I had always longed for a [Hero] like him.

He was going to win. I was certain of it. We’d only known each other a short time, but that was why I'd been able to trust him.

I wondered what Shakra felt when she died. No, I knew—it was anxiety. The worry of leaving Reima all alone.

The moon wolf slaughtered the enemy, and the [Head-hunting Bat] tore it apart, forcing instant-death status onto it. I wasn't part of that picture anymore. I knew they’d win, but... was that enough?

No. Like hell it is. I'm just going to dump it all on him? Just watch him win?

Don't screw with me. That’s leaning on him too hard.

Move. Move, damn it. Just for a second. Let me make one opening for him.

Lend me your strength—[Indra]!

"Leave it to me, boy. I'll shoulder the burden!"



"[Origin Burst]: [Indra's Vritrahan]!"

The voice belonged to Ouma. I looked over and saw him standing there, wounds closed, wreathed in more mana than I'd ever seen from him.

"[Vajra]!"

Primal lightning slammed into the faceless monster. The strike evaporated most of its mass and, from the look of it, even scorched its soul. Ouma, looking fully recovered, stepped up beside me.

"Hey, Reima. What's with the face? You look like you're about to cry. Seriously, what the hell is wrong with you?"

"You're alive?"

"Something like that. Anyway, you've got a plan, right? Let's finish this."

"God, you're selfish. Balor, use [Yadorigi]!"

"Yes, Lord Reima!"

The faceless thing was still struggling to reform; its regeneration couldn't keep up with that last blast. This was our only window.

"At the lowest part of the [Nine Worlds] lies the [Garden of the Dead]. To the innocent who knows not the end of life, I grant the blessing of the mistletoe—this is the single arrow of the immortal-slaying prayer."

A bow appeared in Balor's hand. She fired as the chant ended, planting death into our enemy.

"What... did you... do!?"

"Who knows? Figure it out yourself," I muttered.

The move dealt no damage, but the monster flew into a rage. It lunged at us, only to be intercepted by Luna and Camazotz. Once it was frozen, hacked apart, and its movements were completely stopped...

"Sync up, Ouma. We're going."

"Got it. We're ending this in one shot, right?"

He grinned. I put everything I had into this final strike.

"The [Hero] who protects the paradise smashes the Frost Giants. My divine majesty that grasps the myriad thunders—sing its praises and pass it down. This is indeed the [Thunder God's Hammer] that grants the end!"

"I am the usurper who murdered the seasons. I bring the blessing of water to the foolish masses. My name is the one that pierced the dragon—[Black Dragon Slaying Vritrahan]!"

I merged the magic. Our lightning was fired simultaneously, blending together into a single cataclysmic discharge.

"[Howling Alma]—"

"[Shibalvajra]!"

It was the silver lightning hammer that kills giants. Our attack swallowed the opponent whole, annihilating [Demi Nyarla] without leaving even a single fragment behind.
Chapter 125: Proof of the Hero's Existence

The dungeon fell silent. The violent roar of lightning had vanished, leaving only the sound of our ragged breathing. 

There were no traces of Demi Nyarla’s flesh left—it had been completely eradicated. There was no sign of regeneration. I’d poured nearly every drop of mana I had into that final blow. I couldn't sustain Luna and Balor’s [Origin Burst] any longer, and the two reverted to their original forms.

"Master!" 

Luna cried out, throwing her arms around me as I slumped to the floor. Balor seemed paralyzed by the recoil of the transformation; she simply watched over us with a gentle gaze. As for Shibaru, he scanned our surroundings with his usual cold composure.

"Whoa, take it easy, Luna. You’re freezing."

"I can't take it easy! I was worried. Balor, please, heal him."

"Understood... I will heal Luna as well, so it would be a help if you remained still."

"Muu, do me later. Heal him first."

"I cannot. Please, sit quietly and receive your treatment."

Balor had been a Sister once, so she knew her way around healing magic. Her skills were top-tier, comparable even to Lufel’s. I’d intended to tell her to prioritize Luna and Shibaru since they’d taken more damage than I had, but the atmosphere didn't exactly invite argument. I kept my mouth shut and let her work.

"Hey, Ouma. Get over here—wait, what’s wrong?"

"Nothing... I was just thinking that it’s finally over," Ouma replied, savoring the words. 

I didn't know the exact history between him and that monster. My knowledge of his past was limited to a few scattered records.

"Anyway, get up, Reima," he said, reaching out. "Let’s go home."

"Yeah. Good work out there."

Just as I gripped his hand, an immense pressure of mana surged through the air. We instantly went on high alert.

[God Slaying of Invader Demi Nyarla confirmed—Dungeon threat level increasing.]

The voice belonged to the entity known as the [Voice of the World]. I had no idea how far that voice traveled, but the information was pure poison—a bomb far too big for us to be holding.

[Granting rewards to the God Slayer. Preparing further trials.]

The voice was unilateral, indifferent. I tried to process the information as it was hammered into my skull, waiting for whatever came next.

[Mythology Dungeon, Apocalypse Sea Zone: Oceanus, now unlocked.]

A massive tremor shook the earth. I couldn't see what was happening outside, but if the voice was telling the truth, a new Dungeon had just manifested in the world.

[Commending the current Indra, Sekikage Ouma—and our Hero, Reima Kariya. You have done well to slay a Demi-god.]

The overwhelming mana finally dissipated. The implications of what we’d heard were staggering. Whether we should report this to the government was a decision for later... right now, my head just throbbed from the sheer weight of it all.

"What do you want to do... Ouma?"

Before he could answer, a rift tore open in the middle of the dungeon. An absurd quantity of gems, materials, and weapons began raining down. They were all thick with mana, though most of the weapons were battered and worn—relics of a different era.

"This is..." 

Ouma’s voice trailed off. One weapon stood out among the pile: a double-edged sword with a blackened blade. It was clearly a masterwork. 

"How... how is this still here?"

"What is it?" I asked.

"A weapon belonging to my best friend. Ah, I see. It survived after all..."

A look of pure clarity washed over Ouma’s face—a look I’d never seen from him. I couldn't guess exactly what he was feeling, but it wasn't grief. I didn't know what to say, so I just felt a quiet sense of relief for him.

"This time for sure," I said. "Let's go home, Ouma."

"Yeah. Let's."



Heroes don’t exist.

I’d reached that conclusion a long time ago. If such people actually existed, I wouldn't have lost everything. No one’s life would have been cut short.

"Hey, Reima... thanks. You saved me."

I spoke to him as we stood atop the teleportation circle. He was laughing with his [Summoned Beasts]. I finally voiced the gratitude I'd been holding back.

"Hmm? What brought that on?"

"Nothing. I just wanted to say it."

I used to believe there were no heroes. I told myself it was better that way—that if they did exist, I’d only hate them. I’d hate them for not being there when I needed them, for failing to save us.

"Anyway, I’ll probably be leaning on you in the future, too. Glad to have you."

"Oh? Well, same here. I'm counting on you."

But I’d finally seen the truth. The hero I’d once admired wasn't just a dream; he was reality. My childhood idol wasn't a hollow image. The Hero was right here.

Listen, old friend. I’m going to help this guy. I’ll do whatever it takes to support the hero I looked up to. So please... lend me your strength.

I gripped the black sword tightly, as if making a silent vow.

"Thanks, Hero."

Saying that, I was finally able to smile.
Act 3 Completion Commemoration: Summoned Beast & Character Introduction!

Name: 〖Laura Dracula〗
Alias: Ritter der Nacht
Race: Modern World: Human / Other World: Vampire
Age: Nineteen
Gender: Female
Scripture: True Ancestor Vampire / ???
Appearance: She was an impossibly beautiful girl with silver hair and deep crimson eyes. She had a petite frame, but she was... well-endowed.
Remarks:
She was my third companion back in the other world, Mythologia. She’d heard rumors about my party’s reckless journey and joined us out of curiosity, eventually becoming a Vampire Princess who was won over by the time we spent together.
She excelled in close-quarters combat. She possessed the ability to manipulate shadows and weapons using her own blood as a medium, along with [Gouen]—flames that refused to vanish until the opponent’s life was extinguished. She had a bit of a reckless streak, often losing sight of her surroundings when she charged ahead, but at her core, she was the most level-headed person in the group—the designated "straight man" of the party.
When she reincarnated into this world, she was understandably bewildered. She tried her best to accept her new reality and move forward, but she could never truly forget me. Subconsciously, she’d already resolved to remain single for the rest of her life. She was heavy, she was large, and she was terrifyingly strong. Honestly, I didn't even know what to make of her anymore.



Name: 〖Yamato Kusanagi〗
Alias: Guardian
Race: Human
Age: Sixty-five
Gender: Male
Scripture: He was an ancient hero of Japan. Shortly after his birth, he killed his own brother using nothing but raw physical strength. At sixteen, he’d disguised himself as a woman to infiltrate a banquet and subjugate a powerful family, defeating the powerhouse Izumo Takeru with nothing but his blade. After a series of trials, he obtained the [Kusanagi no Tsurugi] and eventually overthrew the Ibuki no Kami.
Appearance: He was a beautiful boy in his youth; now, he was a grandfather who commanded an air of dignity.
Remarks:
The man was a sword-obsessed lunatic who had done nothing but train since long before the Dungeons ever appeared. The moment the first Dungeon manifested in Japan and his precious childhood friend was caught in the crossfire, he’d flown into a rage and charged in alone. He awakened the Scripture of Yamato Takeru, conquered an S-Rank Dungeon solo, and became a living legend.
He was absurdly strong. He rarely relied on his Scripture during a fight, preferring to let his own skill do the talking. He was a combat nut with such refined mana manipulation that he could mimic almost any technique after seeing it once. Even now, he spent his days diving into Dungeons to train. He was also a total fool for his family—just a grandfather who doted on his grandchildren.



Name: 〖Saaya Kusanagi〗
Idol Name: Kushinada
Race: Human
Age: 22
Gender: Female
Job: Princess Priestess
Appearance: A woman in a suit with light green hair and purple eyes.
Remarks:
When she was young, she’d dreamed of becoming a hero like her grandfather. Eventually, she realized she wasn't cut out for it and shifted her goals toward supporting and encouraging others instead. Her Job was a composite of Enchanter and Healer—a versatile class capable of providing all manner of buffs through prayer and recovery.
I didn’t know the specifics, but she seemed to have the protection of the Japanese gods. She possessed the insane power to channel the authority of those gods directly into herself.
The trade-off was that it drained every drop of her mana. It was a peaky ability, to say the least; you had to be damn careful about when you used it.
She had a weakness for sweets, cute things, and fairytale aesthetics. She thought she was being subtle about her collection, hiding it from her maid, Kurobane... but everyone already knew.



Name: 〖Senka Kujo〗
Alias: Divine Healing
Race: Human
Age: Twenty-five
Gender: Female
Job: Healer
Appearance: She was a tall woman with red hair and red eyes. She looked like a consummate professional.
Remarks:
She was the young master of the guild Varsia. Her talent for restoration was nothing short of miraculous; she could heal anything short of the specific curse and wounds I’d been saddled with. She claimed she’d developed a habit of groping people just to "check the patient’s condition," but let's be real—she was just a disappointing wreck of a human being who wanted an excuse to touch pretty girls and boys.
At her core, though, she was a good person. She’d get more furious than anyone else for the sake of her friends and would push herself to reckless extremes if it meant saving a life.



Name: 〖Ouma Sekikage〗
Alias: Carnage
Race: Human
Age: Twenty-five
Gender: Male
Scripture: Hero God of Black Dragon Slaying
Appearance: A wild-looking man with blond hair and blue eyes. A ruggedly handsome type.
Remarks:
A man who had lost everything ten years ago and concluded that "Heroes" were a myth. Even as he hunted his nemesis, Demi Nyarla, he spent his time slaying the unidentified enemies appearing in Dungeons so that no one else would have to endure the same tragedy he did. He carried the Scripture of Indra and had survived countless hardships alongside his predecessor, Shakra. He was basically the "hidden protagonist" of this whole mess.
His abilities centered around weather manipulation, specifically lightning. He was a living incarnation of violence, specialized in raw firepower and sustained combat. He wasn't quite there yet, but in terms of individual combat potential, he was already rivaling me back when I was in my prime.



Name: 〖Bicorn〗
Alias: Trash / Pervert / Useless Horse / Degenerate Two-Horn / What is this thing?
Race: Bicorn
Age: Not interested
Gender: One of the two
Scripture: An equine monster that stood as the polar opposite of its sister, the Unicorn. While the Unicorn symbolized purity, the Bicorn was an existence meant to defile chastity. In medieval European folklore, it was originally a monster with a human face and a leopard’s body that supposedly devoured only "good men."
Appearance: A crossdresser with black hair and two golden horns, dressed in gothic lolita attire.
Remarks:
He used to be a knight who sacrificed everything to protect his sister. Then he became my summon and found a group of companions, and somewhere along the way, he devolved into this... thing. He was deathly loyal to his own desires—a total degenerate. He was likely the type of crossdresser who attracted his own kind. He was a walking anomaly who tried to turn everything into a lewd situation the second he saw an opening. He was a master of everything related to illusion magic.



Name: 〖Balor Shamrock〗
Alias: Tod Heilige
Race: Balor
Age: "That’s a secret."
Gender: Female
Scripture: A devil from the Fomorian race who supposedly ruled from Tory Island. Legend said Balor was an immortal being that no weapon could harm. Her greatest asset was an Evil Eye that brought death to anything she looked upon.
Appearance: She wore provocative white clothes that vaguely resembled a nun's habit. She had pink hair that reached her waist and black goat horns.
Remarks:
She had spent her life wandering the world, treating the "Immortal Disease" curse of Mythologia while being shunned as a monster. Because her power brought death and destruction to everything she touched, she could never interact with anyone as an equal. She’d kept her eyes hidden for a long time. Then she met me—a mana-resistance idiot. After I accepted her for who she was, she fell for me hard. Now she was a saint who essentially worshipped me. It was a bit much, honestly.



Name: 〖Berg Fernir〗
Alias: Young Giant Hawk
Race: Vedrfolnir
Age: 12
Gender: Female
Scripture: A hawk from Norse Mythology. Its name meant "The one who cancels the wind."
Appearance: A girl with brown hair and brown eyes.
Remarks:
I’d picked her up years ago, and she’d viewed me as a father ever since. In her true form, she was a massive hawk and incredibly fast. She was one of the veteran members of the team who ensured our aerial travels were always comfortable. She was only nine when we first met in the other world.



Name: 〖Shibaru Camazotz〗
Alias: Death Scythe Bat
Race: Camazotz
Age: He didn't remember.
Gender: Male
Scripture: He bore the name Camazotz, meaning "Death Bat." In the second part of the Popol Vuh, he was a bat living in the "House of Bats" ([Zotzilaha]) within the underground kingdom of Xibalba. He possessed massive teeth, claws, and a nose shaped like a flint knife. Legend said he decapitated anyone who dared enter his home.
Appearance: Dark brown skin and silver hair that reached his waist. He wore scythe-like weapons on his feet and had wings like scythes growing from his back. His wild face was marked with blue tattoos. He was, for all intents and purposes, a nearly naked man.
Remarks:
A bat who had wandered Mythologia in search of the strong. He’d challenged me to a duel that ended in a draw, and we’d hit it off well enough for him to join the crew. He had a deep respect for Shakra—the former Indra—and was closer to him than anyone else in the group, besides me.



[Author’s Note]

It’s been a little while, everyone. Kido Airaku here.

With this, Act 3 is officially over. I’d originally planned to post this update a bit sooner, but things got slightly delayed. 

Also, I have an announcement: I’ve decided to move up the start of Act 4 by a ridiculous margin. I’ll start posting the new chapters tomorrow! 

The plotting went much faster than I expected. At this rate, I think I can manage daily updates all the way through Act 5. 

So, I look forward to seeing you all again tomorrow.

To everyone who has read this far—please, if you could, leave a rating or a follow. I’m going to keep giving this my all, so I hope you’ll stick with me!
Chapter 126: A Fairy Tale

This is a Monster’s Fairy Tale, a story told since a time long before the present, from a place further than the sea.

Once, in a certain place, there lived a Serpent hailed as the Strongest Beast.

Her physical form was beautiful, powerful, and impeccably built. Her heart was as hard as stone, her underbelly like a mosaic of jagged pottery, and her back was densely armored with rows of shield-scales. Her jaws were lined with terrifying teeth.

A single sneeze would emit flashes of light, and her eyes shone like the Asahi. Flames erupted from her maw, smoke billowed from her nostrils, and her very breath could ignite coal.

She made the sea boil like a pot, swimming through the deep abyss while leaving behind streaks of light like strands of white hair.

No weapon could pierce her skin; none could even leave a scratch. Nothing else on this earth could stand equal to her. She was a creature that knew no fear.

To fight her and hope for submission was an exercise in futility. Just a glimpse of her was enough to make most men lose their will to fight...

Eventually, the Monster grew bored. 

"I shall grant the wish of whoever manages to slay me," she declared.

Triggered by those words, the masses rose to challenge her.

Months, years, and eons passed. Even as she performed her duty of managing The End—a task entrusted to her by her parent—she spent her days crushing those who challenged her, all in a vain attempt to kill her boredom.

Their wishes were varied. Wealth, fame, love, family, self-preservation, curing a disease—the list went on.

But there was no one capable of killing the Serpent known as the Strongest Beast. Her boredom remained unquenched. If anything, the treasures left behind by those who died at her feet simply continued to pile up, drawing even more challengers to her side.

Slaying such a colossal serpent was a literal impossibility. 

Yet, the living are creatures who cannot stop themselves when a wish is dangled before them... and so the corpses continued to stack up.

At some point, the Monster realized the truth. 

There was no one in this world capable of defeating her.

—So, the Serpent changed her tune.

"I will grant every wish to the party who gives me something I do not know."

It was a strange trial, but the logic was simple: "If that's all it takes..." and even more people flocked to her than before.

Gold, silver, jewels—a mountain of treasure so vast the word "wealth" lost its meaning. They offered her a territory large enough to roam, a massive castle to serve as a home, and enough servants to wait on her every whim.

But she had no interest in any of it. Her days continued to pass in hollow idleness.

Bored beyond belief, weary of the monotony, and having found nothing to satisfy her, she eventually vanished.

That was one act in the life of a certain Serpent.

It was meant to be a story about a lonely soul, nothing more than a fairy tale.

It is a Monster's Fragment of a pathetic monster who was never saved by anyone.
Chapter 127: Summer Vacation Starts—!

"That concludes our final lesson of the first semester. Try not to go too overboard during the break, everyone."

It was a Monday in late July.

Our homeroom teacher dismissed us after the closing ceremony, marking the official start of summer vacation. Technically, it didn't begin until tomorrow, but since I didn't have any remedial classes and my workload was light, the difference was academic. It had already started for me.

I scanned the slightly cramped classroom. My classmates were already huddling in their respective social circles, frantically hammering out plans for the summer.

"Hey, best pal... what are your plans for the break?"

"...The Dungeon?"

"Hah. That’s exactly what I expected, and it’s exactly why you’re boring."

I had given that answer after a moment’s thought, but Shiki only responded with a heavy, exasperated sigh. 

My reasoning was simple. I intended to spend the break diving deep into the Dungeons to find a way back home or, at the very least, some clue regarding Reima’s soul. Was that really such a bad idea?

"I get what you're thinking, but take a break for once," Shiki said. "There’s no point in staying wound this tight forever."

"I mean—a new Mythology Dungeon just appeared, right? I was curious about it."

"The one out at sea, right? Man, why are both of my best friends such 'Dungeon Idiots'? Seriously."

"............I’ll exercise my right to remain silent."

The 'Reima' of this world was apparently a serious Dungeon Idiot. I’d considered denying it, but since my actual behavior wasn't any better, I decided to take the coward’s way out.

"Haaaaah. Seriously, man..."

"What is it, Shiki? What do you want me to do instead?"

"I don't know, maybe just relax and hang out for a change? I’ve made plenty of cash from Dungeon grinding and my shift at the yakitori stand. I want to actually spend some of it, so let me have some fun, okay?"

"............If you put it that way, I guess."

"By the way, since I figured you’d try to back out, we already scheduled the first half of your vacation."

Wait, why?

I didn't say the words out loud, but I shot my 'best friend' a mental glare while he gave me a smug thumbs-up.

Summer vacation at Meikutsu High School was a fairly long stretch, lasting from the end of July until mid-September. If they had already booked half of that time, it meant I’d be spending a massive chunk of the break just messing around. How was it already decided?

"Don't give me that dead-eyed look," Shiki said. "Besides, you’ve been overworking yourself. Give it a rest already."

"Have I?"

"You have. We just finished the inter-school matches, didn't we? Besides, that Mythology Dungeon you’re so interested in is currently being scouted by Yamato-san. You won't get a permit for a while anyway. Just come play."

"Well, if that's the case..."

"Nice, I got your word. Did you hear that, Ayane?"

Why Ayane's name?

A question mark practically manifested over my head at the sudden mention of my childhood friend. Suddenly, a flash of white hair entered my field of vision. When I looked up, I found my 'Childhood Friend-sama' wearing a beaming, radiant smile.

"Yep! The recording is perfect, too."

"Hey, since when were you there?"

"Right around when Shiki started talking."

"...I seriously didn't notice you."

Her accuracy was on par with the stealth-specialized Lycoris. I wondered deep down what the childhood friend of this world was even training for. I let out a defeated sigh and gave my consent.

"Fine, I get it. So, where are we going?"

"The summer festival, the mountains, the sea, an amusement park, and your house."

"Apologize to my house for being put in that lineup. That's a heavy burden for a building."

"It's practically a theme park, isn't it?"

"...I mean, I guess it’s mostly just my hobby stuff."

In the first place, I didn't even know how many people were coming. Given the number of people I knew now, wasn't my place going to be a bit small? The retort was on the tip of my tongue, but seeing my childhood friend and best friend happily coordinating their plans, the words died in my throat.

"Then I have one request," I said. "I want to go to the summer festival. I haven't been to one in a while."

"We were already planning on that, so you're good. Anything else?"

"Nothing in particular. As long as I'm hanging out with everyone, it's fine."

"That’s just like you... well, I guess that works. Ayane, you're okay with that too?"

"Yep, perfect! Leave the planning to me—"

"But no tests of courage. Seriously."

"...Woof."

Why did she just bark like a dog? And was that an agreement?

Ayane made a troubled face and gave a reluctant... reply? I felt a cold prickle of intuition and tried to catch her eye, but she quickly looked away.

"Hey, Reima... this is embarrassing."

"Wait, Ayane. Why did you just hide that pamphlet with the cartoon ghost on it?"

"I wonder why? Isn't it just embarrassing?"

"I'm definitely going to stop you, so hand it over!"

"Heheh. I wonder if you can catch me?"

The moment she said it, Ayane bolted. She expertly wove through the crowd and leaped straight out the window. My head throbbed at her reckless behavior, but I knew if I didn't snatch that pamphlet now, I’d have nowhere to run later. I immediately channeled my magic and gave chase.

"Wait, Ayane! I’m serious, I can’t handle horror!"

"I know! That’s why I picked the extra scary one!"

"Seriously, wait! You—!"

I had hated horror ever since my time in my original world. After coming to this one and encountering actual ghosts—experiencing 'horror' far beyond any fiction—my tolerance hadn't gone up. It had plummeted. My very soul was now incapable of dealing with anything remotely spooky.

"I am not letting you get away!"

If the current me, with a horror tolerance significantly lower than the original Reima’s, actually participated in a test of courage... I would definitely scream my lungs out. I threw myself into this game of tag with the desperation of a man fighting for his life.
Chapter 128: Getting Straight to Work

“...Hey, man. Why are we standing in front of a Dungeon on only the second day of summer vacation?”

“Well... it’s for the sake of the investigation, obviously.”

Shiki and I were standing before a Dungeon that had suddenly sprouted in the local woods. We were there to survey it. 

Shiki, who had been fully geared up for a day of fun, had an insect cage dangling from his shoulder. He wore an expression that was, for lack of a better word, profoundly pathetic. 

I shifted my gaze slightly to find Kaiser holding a butterfly net. He looked equally uncomfortable with the situation.

“Hey, Shiki. Why is this guy here?”

“What’s the matter, Strategist? Got a problem with me being here?”

“...You haven't forgotten what you did to Reima, have you?”

“Hah? I settled the score and I apologized for it back then. That’s enough. Besides, Reima doesn't even care anymore.”

“Oh? And you’re the one who gets to decide that?”

The Dungeon in the forest was a recent development. After we reported the cave that had appeared out of nowhere while we were out bug-catching, the government requested a formal investigation. Because the difficulty level of Dungeons had been spiking lately, they had decided to dispatch an extra hand. This was the result.

“Hey, say something, Carnage.”

This is bad. The tension is thick enough to choke on.

I hadn't been told that Ouma was coming either, but I never expected the atmosphere to get quite this heavy. Kaiser was staying silent, likely just observing the situation, which meant I was the one who had to mediate.

“I didn't know he was coming either, but Ouma is reliable. I think the crawl will be easier with him here.”

“That’s true. We can count on Carnage’s strength, I suppose, but have you really reconciled with my friend?”

“God, I said I did. Why do I have zero credibility?” 

Ouma let out a sigh, scratching his head. Both Shiki and Kaiser were making overtly displeased faces. I wasn't going to force them to be best friends, but we couldn't just stand around here forever without clearing the place.

“Look, it’s probably a cave-type, so let’s split into two groups to explore. I’ll pair up with Ouma. Shiki, you take Kaiser.”

According to government intel, recent cave-type Dungeons tended to have a lot of branching paths. Considering our goal was to survey the area, it made more sense to form two parties and move separately. I figured pairing Ouma with either of the other two would just turn the air sour... or so I thought.

“No. I’m pairing up with him, Shiki.”

“That sounds like a pain. I’d have to hold back just to keep from killing you.”

“Huh? Is the great Carnage-sama saying that A-ranks aren't even worth his time?”

“That’s not it. I just don't think anyone here besides Reima can keep up with me.”

If Shiki is going out of his way to suggest this, he must have something in mind.

Pairing two people who actively despised each other wasn't just a bad move—it was an invitation for a disaster. Even so, I wanted to respect Shiki’s judgment.

“Fine. But you two better not start a fight.”

“I’m not a brat, unlike the Strategist over here.”

“I’m not so sure about that.”

These guys are hopeless. 

I decided I needed a monitor. I immediately opted to call forth Shibaru, who usually acted as the voice of reason and seemed like he’d have the best compatibility with these two.

[Summon] Shibaru Camazotz.

I explained the situation to the suddenly summoned Shibaru, and he readily accepted the task.

“I understand. However, what should I do if they actually begin to fight?”

“Stop them. Please.”

“Very well... I shall stop them with all my might.”

And so it was decided. Once we dove into the cave, we found the path split in two as expected. Kaiser and I took the right, while Shiki and Ouma headed left.



“Right, I’m heading out.”

I didn't see any reason to match my pace with theirs. Considering how fast Reima and that Dragonoid would likely finish their side, it was better to move quickly.

I activated the [Authority of Levitation] to drift off the ground, then used a burst of lightning to dash through the cave at high speed. The cavernous section ended sooner than expected, opening up into a massive forest. It felt like a jungle from some foreign country, teeming with giant, insect-like monsters.

“Heh, insect-types? Let's just get this over with.”

A giant beetle emerged, having sensed my presence. It was massive—easily the size of four grown men. Just as I was about to unleash a spell to deal with it, a massive fireball roared from behind me, swallowing the monster and incinerating it instantly.

“You’re going too far ahead. We’re a party, so stay in formation.”

“Don't go throwing fire around in a forest, kid. You're calling yourself a Strategist? Don't make me laugh.”

“My flames are special; I can choose exactly what they incinerate. I’m not that careless.”

“Hmph. If you say so. Let’s move.”

“—Listen, I’ll tell you this upfront. I hate your guts.”

“I figured. I’m not exactly fond of you either, brat.”

When someone makes it that obvious, you notice whether you want to or not. For my part, I found the man known as Shiki Amagase difficult to deal with. I had a vague idea why, but it was a sentiment far too childish to ever voice.

“So, if you hate me that much, why did you pair up with me?”

“There was something I wanted to ask... and I wasn't going to let it go.”

“Heh. Is that right? Fine—out with it. I’ll give you an answer.”

“What exactly are you? There’s no way an idiotically softhearted guy like him would ever like someone like you. More importantly... how much do you actually know about him?”

“Hah, so that’s it? That’s confidential information, so I can't talk. Well... if you really want to know, give me some of your intel first. Why is the current version of him even in this world?”

This was a question Shakra, who resided within me, had been harboring for a long time. 

Because of Shakra, I knew that Reima was originally from another world. He had supposedly defeated a Demon King and spent his whole time trying to return home. Shakra said he didn't understand the meaning of that guy being in this world now, and it had been bothering him.

“I looked into his past—back when he was just a Supporter with no magic power. There’s no logical reason for him to become what he is now just through an 'Awakening.' You know the truth, don't you, Strategist? You know why the man who saved another world is standing in this one.”

“That’s the one thing I can't answer.”

“Well, now I'm even more curious. Fine, let’s do this—whoever hunts more enemies in this Dungeon gets to ask their question. If I lose, I’ll tell you everything. How’s that?”

“...Tch. Fine. But you better keep your word.”

“I don't tell lies. Now then... Shibaru, I’ll have you act as the judge.”

The Head-hunting Bat had followed us this far without saying a single word. But when I asked him to be the observer, he did something entirely unexpected.

“Allow me to participate as well.”

“—Huh?”

“What are you talking about?”

“I shall participate in the hunt. If I am victorious, both of you shall answer me. My role this time is mediation, after all.”

That’s right. 

If Shakra’s memories were correct, this guy was the type to do whatever it took to have his way, and he was pathologically faithful to his duties. If Reima had asked him to mediate, he would do it in the way he deemed most effective. In other words, I now had to out-hunt this unreasonable monster as well.

“I am beginning. Struggle as best you can, you fools.”

In an instant, Shibaru Camazotz reverted to his beastly form. 

Transforming into a gargantuan bat over fifteen meters long, he flapped his wings and began the slaughter.
Chapter 129: Dungeon Conquest—Served with a Side of Absurdity

"Reima, Reima! Look, a giant beetle!"

"Yeah, I see it. It’s huge—actually, isn't it a bit too huge?"

After leaving the cave section and exploring the forest for a while, we ran into them: massive rhinoceros and stag beetles. Kaiser’s eyes were practically sparkling at the sight of these giant insects; they were the embodiment of "a man’s romance." In typical Kaiser fashion, he seemed to find it almost painful to think about killing them.

"Still, aren't reports of insect-type monsters pretty rare?" I asked.

"Indeed. They are considered rare specimens, usually hunted so their shells can be processed into armor," Kaiser replied.

"Then we should probably take them down without damaging them too much. If I use my sword, I’ll just end up hacking them to pieces."

If they could yield high-quality armor, it was better to get the materials onto the market in good condition. Besides, doing so would eventually lead to better protection for other Adventurers. I decided to handle this carefully. I could store the materials in the Soul World, and given its capacity, I didn't have to worry about running out of space. Plus, with Kaiser here to help, the logistics were covered.

"[Weapon Summon]: Jarngreipr."

It wasn't exactly what they were designed for, but these gauntlets would allow me to crush monsters with hard exoskeletons without any real risk. They were packed with various auxiliary effects, making them surprisingly suitable for a slugfest against giant bugs.

"Are those the gauntlets of the god Thor?" Kaiser asked.

"Good guess."

"Now that I think about it, how do you acquire such things, my friend? These aren't merely weapons that have borrowed a name, are they?"

"My blacksmithing specialist is an expert at crafting gear based on various mythologies. I just have her prepare them for me."

Inside me resided a Summoned Beast—a Serpent presiding over the forge. She was the one who kept me supplied with weapons and armor. While she specialized in items related to Japanese mythology, she was talented enough to reproduce armaments from any Scripture as long as she had the materials.

According to her, the nature of a world like Mythologia made materials easy to come by. Some of the other Summoned Beasts would even "donate" parts of themselves to the cause, so the work was relatively easy... or so she claimed.

"A blacksmithing specialist? Hmm... I wonder which mythology she hails from?" 

Watching Kaiser tilt his head and groan in thought, I was reminded of how studious he was. It was very like him.

"You’ll probably meet her eventually. Though she’s a total shut-in, so I doubt she’ll want to come out."

Some of my Summoned Beasts had different genders than their counterparts in the original Scriptures, which would likely make it even harder for him to figure out. Kaiser seemed like the type who wanted to find the answers himself, so I decided to keep my mouth shut and only offer the occasional hint.

"By the way... Shiki and the others are doing okay, right?"

"I have a bad feeling about it, but surely nothing too catastrophic will happen—probably!"

"Could you please not say 'probably'—wait. What was that? My mana just took a massive hit."

I knew this sensation. It was the feeling of a Summoned Beast reverting to its true form.

But the only one I had out right now was Shibaru, and there was no reason for him to... My thought trailed off as I looked into the distance. There, looming over the horizon, was a bat so gargantuan it made the "giant" insects we were fighting look like gnats.

"Oh, come on. Why?"

"...That is a staggering presence," Kaiser remarked.

"Kaiser, we’re moving. We need to find out what happened."

"Understood. Though, if there’s a boss in this Dungeon... I wonder if it can even survive that."

"It probably can't."

Shibaru was my strongest asset for a war of annihilation. That didn't mean he was weak against single targets, but his skillset leaned heavily toward "erasing everything in the vicinity." I didn't know who the boss of this Dungeon was yet, but I couldn't imagine it standing a chance against him.



"You've got to be kidding me! Seriously!"

"As expected of Shibaru... No, this isn't the time for compliments!"

Above us, a war was unfolding between a kaiju and a swarm of giant insects. 

In his beast form, Shibaru beat his wings, and anything his shadow touched was instantly shredded. Because his massive frame drew every ounce of aggression from the monsters, not a single one was coming our way.

"I’m telling you now, this is your fault," I snapped. "When Reima starts lecturing us, you’re the one standing in front."

"Hah! Is the great Carnage actually... scared of his best friend’s nagging? Yeah, that sounds about right."

The kid probably knew Reima better than anyone. He’d tried to provoke me, but then he paled, likely remembering one of those lectures himself.

"I’ve never been on the receiving end, but he just calmly dismantles you with logic until he looks disappointed in you, right? I'd hate that. I heard his eyes get freezing cold, too."

"Don't ask me how I know that—more importantly, how do we fix this?"

"We kill the boss and apologize. We’ll make it work somehow, kid."

"...I hate it, but I agree. Since this is a cave-type dungeon, the boss shouldn't have appeared yet, right?"

There had to be a boss room somewhere. We started heading deeper, but if the monsters didn't start spawning in ridiculous numbers soon, we were going to run out of things to hunt, meaning we’d have to share our points.

"I hope it’s a swarm-type boss... or at least something that summons a lot of adds."

"Right—whoa, look out, Strategist! Scythe coming in!"

"Wait, what?"

A massive, crescent-moon scythe swept through the air. Shibaru swung the blade with terrifying force, tearing the very earth asunder and vaporizing the insect swarm that had been huddling there. 

The shockwave must have reached the boss room. Suddenly, a Heracles beetle at least eight meters long erupted from the ground.

"That... is definitely the boss, isn't it?"

"Yeah. Looks like it."

"And if we leave it alone, Shibaru’s going to poach it, isn't he?"

"Yeah... he is."

"Temporary alliance, Carnage. I’m going to buff you with everything I've got. You take it down."

"Sigh... Fine. If we let him hunt everything, we're done for. I'm trusting my back to you."

It was a shitty situation, but we didn't have a choice. I waited for the buffs to take hold. The moment I felt the power surge, I launched myself into the air, charging toward the Heracles beetle that was already squaring off against Shibaru.

"Heh, the kid can use elemental imbuement? He’s actually worth something."

I felt a heat like the sun blooming inside my chest. Channeling that power, I wove a single verse of magic, coating my strike in fire and lightning.

"[Hell-Flame Vajra]!"

The monster hadn't even noticed me. I obliterated its body with a single, overwhelming blow.

"Alright. That should do it."

"Like hell it will, Ouma, you idiot!"

In that exact moment, something pointlessly powerful slammed into me, driving me straight into the dirt. As I hit the ground, my vision blurred, but I saw Reima standing there. He was wielding a harisen—the giant paper fan I’d seen a thousand times in Shakra’s memories.

Just before I blacked out, I glanced over and saw the Strategist lying nearby with a massive lump on his head. Crap.
Chapter 130: A Scolding and Then a Barbecue

We were out of the Dungeon and back in the forest. Spread out before me was the sight of three men sitting in formal seiza on the dirt.

Shiki had a placard hanging from his neck that read: I am the catalyst. Ouma’s sign read: I incited him. Finally, there was Shibaru. He didn't look even remotely sorry, yet he sat there with a tag that said: I’m the one who went on a rampage.

"So..." I started, looking them over. "Any excuses?"

『It’s his fault!』 they shouted in unison, fingers pointing at one another.

"...Right. That’s another ten minutes added to the lecture."

I’d already given them an earful, so I’d been prepared to listen if they had something valid to say, but that perfectly synchronized deflection killed any lingering sympathy. I decided to finish grilling them before Kaiser got back.

"Let me just confirm the facts. This started as a contest to see who could kill the most? And it turned into... that because Shibaru joined in?"

"Precisely," Shibaru replied. "These fools started bickering, so I settled the matter by giving their dispute a proper form."

"That’s helpful, I guess. But was the full beastification really necessary?"

"One is a holder of Indra's Original, and the other is your best friend, Reima. They deserved a corresponding level of effort."

I was glad he held them in such high regard, but considering nearly every demonic insect in that cave had been annihilated or chased into nonexistence, I couldn't exactly celebrate. I didn't care much about the common loot—if we got some, great—but most of the rare materials we could have harvested were likely scattered in microscopic pieces.

"...Are the boss materials at least intact?" I asked.

"Well, yes. Since it was a cave-type, the Voice of the World just handed the materials over... right?"

"If you say so. But remember how bewildered it sounded? I know this is technically the second time, but that’s not the kind of thing that should be happening on the regular."

Right before we left the Dungeon, the Voice of the World had chimed in. It sounded... exhausted.

【The Forest of Demonic Insects has been... cleared. Please... give us about a month for restoration. Just go home.】

It was supposed to be an inorganic, mechanical voice, yet I could have sworn I heard a hint of murderous intent shimmering beneath the surface. It had the tone of a retail worker on their third day of a triple shift. I actually felt a pang of sympathy for the Dungeon—a rare sentiment, to be sure. It had even sealed the entrance behind us to make absolutely certain we couldn't get back in.

I was genuinely at a loss for how to report this. Saaya-san had already chewed me out over the report I submitted after I froze a floor with [Dainsleif].

"...Hey, Carnage," Shiki whispered. "I want to run away."

"Me too, brat," Ouma replied.

"Alright, on the count of three, we scatter. You be the decoy."

"Are you actual trash? You do it."

"If you two want to taste the harisen again, just keep talking," I interjected. "I’ve still got it ready."

"...Hey, best friend," Shiki said, his voice trembling. "What is that paper fan, seriously? It hurt like hell."

"This? Just an other-world-produced harisen."

It was a dedicated "straight-man" comedy tool I’d made early in my travels. It had been with me for two and a half years. At this point, it wasn't an exaggeration to call it a divine artifact; it had evolved to the point where it literally manifested the concept of a bump on the victim's head. It even had a speed buff, making it fast enough to catch even Shakra.

It was basically a specialized anti-Shakra weapon. Seeing the two of them shudder the moment I brandished it made me appreciate its terrifying performance all over once more.

"A pain I’ve never known... is flashing through my mind," Ouma muttered.

"Shakra used to get hit by it constantly," I said. "That’s probably what you’re feeling."

Shakra was a natural-born fool, so the opportunities for a well-timed retort were endless. I tucked the fan away and decided to get to the heart of the matter.

"So... something happened back there, didn't it? Are you guys actually okay?"

"...We just competed, Reima. Nothing more," Ouma said.

"Is that the truth, Shibaru?"

"Yes. These two simply got worked up. They were being incredibly loud, so I judged it best to intervene and mediate."

"I don't love the result, but... fine. As long as it wasn't anything serious."

I didn't know the full truth. But if Shibaru, whom I’d appointed as the monitor, said it was fine, I was willing to take his word for it.

"Well, Kaiser will be back soon, so let’s wrap this up."

"Now that you mention it, where’s Goro?" Shiki asked.

"Shopping. He went with Baal to buy meat and fish."

"...Why?"

"Because the best way to move past a fight is a good meal."

It was a bit of a brute-force solution to friendship, but there was no better way to bond than over food. Besides, it was summer; a barbecue sounded like fun. My best friend gave me a look of pure exasperation, but just as I thought the shopping duo was taking too long, they appeared.

"Fuhahahaha! Reima! I have obtained magnificent meat at a pittance!"

"Master! They were selling Dungeon-harvested salmon and other fish, so I bought plenty!"

The two of them returned with enough meat and fish to feed a small army, their faces beaming with joy. They seemed genuinely excited to get cooking. They bought way too much, I thought. There’s no way we can finish this ourselves. I decided I’d need to call in some professional eaters, though I’d have to keep them on a short leash.

"[Dual Summon]: Diabel Satan, Belphe Phoenix."

If I had to pick members of my crew who loved a good banquet, it was these two. One was the Demon of Wrath who usually stayed holed up in the depths of my Soul World, and the other was the Slothful Phoenix who spent her days slumbering inside a volcano. Despite their titles, they both loved a good racket.

Belphe appeared holding a knife and fork.

"It’s been a while. It’s rare for you to Summon me, Reima."

She was a sleepy-eyed woman with hair the color of the dawn sky. She was wearing a baggy T-shirt with "phoenix" written across it in simple hiragana. She looked utterly unmotivated. While I processed her questionable fashion choices, I looked toward the other. 

There stood a man with dragon horns and messy black hair. He wore a leather jacket over a T-shirt that said "scary demon."

"Contractor... can I go back and grab some booze? I just woke up and forgot it."

"That's the first thing out of your mouth? Well, Ouma is here, so I might actually need you to."

"Right. I’ll go grab some Nectar or something."

"No. Stop. Do not do that. I’m not joking—do not bring that here."

Nectar was a divine substance that could grant immortality or instant recovery. It was a type of mead that I kept under maximum security within my soul. It was typical of Diabel to want to indulge his own pleasures, but I really needed him to stand down. I assumed he was joking, so I waited for his next suggestion.

"How about Haoma, then? Azi should have some in storage."

"...Rejected. That’ll just start a fight with him. You know how much he treasures his stash."

"Then shall we extort some Soma from the Indian Faction? If we bring Mammon along, it should be easy enough. Besides, we have a holder of Indra's Original here; it’s only appropriate."

"...Good point. Who’s managing the supply right now?"

"Vritra."

"Is there even any left, then?"

Vritra was an unparalleled alcoholic. If he found out we were serving it to Ouma, he’d likely chug the entire supply on the spot just to be spiteful and then claim they were out.

"I’ll handle the alcohol," Shiki interjected. "I know a good shop. Hey, Diabel, was it? You can trust me on this."

"I see. If you say so, I shall believe you. I used to be drinking buddies with Shakra, after all."

"Hey, Reimaaa," Belphe whined, "I’m hungry, but let’s take a nap first. I’m tiiiired."

"You haven't even done anything yet. Anyway, let’s Teleport back to the house."

Holding a barbecue in the middle of a forest was a massive fire hazard. We all headed back to my place, where the small army of us settled into the garden to begin the feast.
Chapter 131: Crashing a Girls' Association Is Giving Me a Massive Stomach Ache

"…Can I go home?"

I asked the question while already drowning in an unbearable sense of awkwardness.

I had received a message from Ayane telling me she was bored and that I needed to come over and entertain her. When I arrived at her house, I was greeted by Laura, Tsubaki, and Ayane herself. 

When I asked what was going on, they told me it was a "girls' association" meeting. I honestly had no idea why I had been summoned.

"No way, Reima. We’re not letting you escape. Besides, running away now will lead to your defeat."

"I don’t care. I’m perfectly fine with escaping. In fact, I’ll happily take the loss."

"That doesn't sound like you at all. Just stay for a bit, okay?"

Ayane was being stubbornly insistent. 

The room was a fairy-tale nightmare filled with stuffed animals, and I was the only male present. I want to go home. I don't care about the agenda, the topics, or anything else. I just want to flee.

"If this is a girls' association, don't invite me."

"I really hate sound logic, you know?" Ayane shot back.

"Apologize to the very concept of a 'Girls' Association.' I’m a guy."

"He’s tough. Oh, hey, Laura, I have a great idea. If we just turn Reima into a girl, wouldn't that solve the problem?"

"…That is a truly misguided plan, I daresay?" Tsubaki muttered.

"I was the one who suggested calling him, but you should probably stop there," Laura added. "A riot would break out."

"Aww, man…"

How much do they actually want to keep me here? There was no point in even retorting, so I swallowed the words and decided to ask the real reason for my summons. If I could hear a reason and find it somewhat logical… well, it would just make it easier to refuse.

"This S-Rank Girls' Association is on its sixteenth meeting or so. Lately, Hakunon has been abroad, so the roster has been fixed to just the three of us… we decided we wanted some new stimulation. Hence, we called you."

"I’m not convinced at all. Can I go home now?"

"No! Play with me! If possible, give us a topic or an agenda!"

"Don't throw a tantrum…"

Ayane’s boredom meter had likely reached its breaking point. Still, spending an extended period of time in a room full of girls was nothing but awkward.

"What about the other two? You guys are fine with me leaving, right?"

"Hm. In that case, you must accompany me while I choose an outfit," Laura said. "I’ve been asked to do a girls' association chatting stream soon, and I haven't decided what to wear."

"………………Please, just let me go home."

"Absolutely not. I want your opinion. An opportunity like this is rare, is it not?"

"Ayane-dono, isn't Laura being a bit… 'heavy' toward Reima-dono?" Tsubaki whispered.

"I think so, too, but pointing it out would be uncouth," Ayane whispered back.

While Laura stared me down with a gaze full of unwavering resolve, Ayane and Tsubaki were whispering right next to me. I could hear them perfectly, but I didn't have the mental capacity to pay them any mind. Looking at Laura’s rare, smiling request, I finally raised the white flag.

"Thirty minutes. That’s it."

"Good. Then let’s have a quick fashion show."

"Just show them to me. I'm not doing anything else."

"But wouldn't it be hard to tell unless I'm wearing them?"

"I'm not budging on that. It's a pain to wait for you to leave the room every time."

"I see. It can't be helped, then. So, who's going first?"

"Me!"

As if she’d been waiting for the prompt, Ayane was the first to raise her hand. Now that I looked, there was a paper bag next to her containing clothes she had presumably just bought. She pulled out a black hat, a white dress, and a jacket to wear over it, holding them up for me to see.

"Hehehe! It’s a summer outfit that's been trendy lately. It focuses on ease of movement. Well, Reima? What do you think?"

"Isn't it fine?"

"…Wait, that’s it?"

I’d replied with the same energy I had back in middle school, and the room instantly turned cold. I was suddenly being pelted with judgmental stares from three different directions. I knew Ayane looked good in anything, so no other thoughts really came to mind, but sensing that my life was in danger if I didn't add something, I scrambled for words.

"It's… unusual for you, isn't it?"

"…Tsubaki, you’re next."

"Me too, I daresay!?"

"You bought some too, didn't you?"

"I did, but… well, it’s this sort of combination."

What she brought out was a black camisole and blue hot pants. For Tsubaki, who usually wore traditional Japanese clothing with very little skin showing, the outfit felt incredibly rare. The thoughts flowed naturally out of my mouth.

"Heh, that’s fresh. You wear stuff like that too, Tsubaki?"

"I thought I should try Western clothes once in a while. Do you think it suits me?"

"Tsubaki, you’re a beauty, so I don't think there's anything that wouldn't suit you. Besides, from a viewer's perspective? It’s a total departure from your usual kimono, so it’ll definitely feel fresh. It fits your active image, too… Oh, and come to think of it, the atmosphere is different from your usual 'elegant' look. It's more on the 'cute' side."

"Wh—? Are you sober? Is he being serious right now? Wait, really, Reima-dono, please stop."

"Hm? Ah, sorry."

I was going to say more, but she suddenly cut me off. I apologized and shut up. Still, she made me feel plenty embarrassed back in that Dungeon. This counts as a little payback.

"…Muu! Next, Laura!"

"Given the flow of things, it can't be helped. It was my fault for forgetting this man's traits," Laura sighed.

She pulled an outfit out of her bag. I always wondered where she bought her clothes. It was Gothic Lolita style… or rather, a white dress that looked like it belonged to a girl in a fairy tale. Combined with her petite stature, it really did look like she’d jumped right out of a storybook. It had a fleeting, ephemeral atmosphere that was undeniably cute. However, having seen plenty of that sort of thing in the other world, I didn't have any particular impressions beyond that.

"You're always in black, so seeing you in white is unusual."

"Is that all?"

"Uh, well… yeah."

"Hey, Ayane. This is actually… quite irritating."

"Right? Truly, truly irritating. This means war."

"Reima-dono, we shall train. Seriously."

…Huh? Why do I feel like the odd man out here?

"Should we have him call out all the Summoned Beasts and corner him?"

"That’s an idea… Maybe we should force him to watch romance movies for thirty hours straight? We’ll need Luna, Sol, Lycoris… who else would be good?"

"In any case, do we need the bamboo swords?"

"Violence is… probably a bad idea."

"Then we shall tie him up. He must receive retribution for making a maiden feel such embarrassment… Truly, I have had so little experience being praised by a man…"

"The sin is deep, isn't it, Ayane?"

"The more the merrier. Should we bring in Balor-san too?"

The conversation was escalating rapidly. As they found common ground, the dialogue was becoming increasingly dangerous. 

Sensing a literal threat to my life, I waited for the exact moment their gaze shifted. I lunged for the window, vaulted out, and sprinted back toward my own room. A few seconds later, as Ayane began her pursuit and my doorbell started ringing incessantly, I realized I had made a tactical error.
Episode 132: The Immortal-Killing Pilgrim

This was the beginning of the woman called Balor.

—And the record of the journey she took before she met him.

Born into Mythologia, the first sight I ever laid eyes on was a chapel where people lay in rows.

Having been forbidden from seeing anything since the moment of my birth, the first view permitted to me was a cold one: a dark, leaden sky.

I had spent my life listening only to the voices of the world, and I still remembered the moment my blindfold was first removed. Everyone who entered my field of vision collapsed, falling into a slumber with strange, peaceful expressions.

"You were born to put an end to immortality," the maid who always attended to me explained.

She told me that I possessed a Scripture—a god from another world named Balor, a being who possessed a Magic Eye that scattered death.

"You are the hope that grants us death."

In my youth, I knew nothing of what death actually was. Perhaps that was why I accepted it. I believed that granting death was my permitted role, and so I spent every day dealing it out to others.

Living in a world where my eyes were usually sealed, my days were spent witnessing only the serene faces of people as they fell. It was my normal. It was my daily life. I was always killing someone.

"Ah, Holy Lady. Please, grant me an end."

I would look upon those who made such pleas and see them off as they collapsed and were carried away.

"Finally, I can die. I won't have to suffer anymore."

I offered prayers for those who fell with peaceful faces, watching them shed the tears I had only ever read about in books.

"Thank you, thank you... I don't have to live anymore."

I never doubted it. It was natural. I believed I was doing something important.

I lived in a temple with only my maid for company, occasionally opening my eyes to see someone through to their end. I thought those days would continue forever.

"Holy Lady, I can no longer remain by your side."

"Why?" I asked.

My world consisted only of darkness and her voice. I hated the thought of that voice disappearing; my own voice trembled instinctively.

"I can think of nothing but you. I cannot endure this immortality any longer."

That was the first time I learned of the Immortality Disease.

It was a curse that had plagued my home region since ancient times. People spoke of it as a "blessed illness" that fulfilled humanity’s long-standing desire for perpetual youth and longevity—an escape from the end that was death.

Apparently, my role was to treat it. No, that wasn't right. My role was to end it.

I wondered why. If it was humanity’s grandest wish, why was I meant to stop it?

The kind woman answered my silent question. She told me that immortality was simply too heavy a burden for a human to carry.

"Forgive me for leaving you alone. You may curse me for being foolish enough to leave your gentle soul behind, but please... put an end to the Immortality Disease."

Then, she removed my shackles as she always did.

For the first time, I saw an expression I didn’t recognize. It was fundamentally different from the faces of the people I had seen off before. Something about it made me ache.

"I was happy during the three hundred years I spent with you. I shouldn't have let it happen, but it felt as though I had gained a family. These are memories I will never forget. You have my gratitude."

And then, she hugged me.

With a body that was already failing, she held me tight and stroked my hair, whispering her thanks.

"I love you, Lady Balor. Please... do not forgive me for leaving you with this curse."

That was my final memory of her. It was the story of my parting with the precious, nameless woman I called mother—the one who had guided and raised me.



After that, I lived alone in the temple.

I could read thanks to the power of the Scripture, so I relied on the archived books to gain knowledge about the Immortality Disease. I saw off the immortals who arrived at the end of their long travels, and through them, I learned of the suffering in the outside world. To fulfill a promise I had made once before, I finally stepped outside and began my own journey.

I wore my precious maid's clothes and hid my nature as a god-like monster. I listened to people’s stories, saw them through to their deaths, and more than anything, I touched death itself.

I heard people speak of the fear of death, but I also learned that it was something precious. It only made me hate the Immortality Disease more—and hate myself, who could do nothing but end lives.

I was a monster who could only be alone. A monster who could do nothing but take.

I learned of stories, I learned of people, and through my travels, I learned the value of life. 

I also learned of the existence of Angels—messengers of God meant to save, lead, and help humanity as their neighbors. I hated them most of all. If they were saviors, why did they allow the immortals to exist? If they were meant to lead and help, why didn't they save those who had been robbed of the ability to die?

"Thank you. Finally, I can go to where everyone else is. Thank you so much."

On that day, I saw another person off. He was a nameless young man. He told me he had lived for a hundred and fifty years; there was no one left alive who even knew his name.

"Big sister, I'm sorry for leaving you all alone. But... thank you."

The next one was a child from a village where I had happened to stay for a few decades. He was a kind boy who had spent all his time with me. Perhaps it was because of how long we had been together, but his words stuck in my chest.

What is this? I was used to being alone. My job was to see the immortals off. So why, from that day on, had it become so hard to breathe?

I never found the cause of the Immortality Disease. No matter how much I searched, who I asked, or what I investigated, the answer eluded me. 

I traveled. I saw them off. I lived. I searched. I walked alone.

"Come to think of it... when was the last time I actually ate a meal with someone else?"

The question occurred to me out of nowhere. For some reason, as soon as the words left my mouth, I realized I shouldn't have thought them.

It was an unconscious slip. I knew that if I acknowledged that thought, I would surely break.

I understood how humans lived. Even in my isolation, I remembered the sound of laughter. I had heard time and again that those with the Immortality Disease couldn't handle the loneliness. 

I knew. I knew it all too well.

I'm the one who's broken. I'm not human. I haven't been human since the moment I was born with this Scripture. It's only natural that I have to endure this. This is my role. I have to save them.

"It’s lonely, isn't it?"

I knew those words. That was why I hated them. I had tried so hard not to say them. I knew I wasn't allowed to.

Ah, why?

"Why did God ever give me life?"

I didn't want this power. To grant death to others was arrogant and cruel. I never wanted such a cold, unkind gift.

I didn't want to know what loneliness felt like. If I was going to feel this way, I never should have gone on a journey. I never should have involved myself with people.

These eyes, this power, this version of me... I wished it would all just disappear.

If I crushed them, would something change? If I didn't have these eyes anymore, would the pain stop? Ah, that sounds wonderful.

I found a place where I could be alone and took out a knife meant for cutting food. I pointed it at the eyes I hated most.

In that exact moment, someone fell from the sky and landed right in front of me.

"Where the hell am I?"

"You! Don't look at me!" I screamed.

"Wait, what? My bad?"

"Why... why aren't you dead?"

"Huh? Am I being insulted right now?"

That was how I met him. 

That was the beginning of my life with the young man named Reima—the one to whom I would eventually devote my entire existence.
A Thought for Your Eventual Rest

"Hey, Balor. You doing okay?"

"Master Reima? I am... but what brings you here?"

It was a holiday—right in the middle of summer break, actually. I’d found myself heading toward the church, unable to get Balor out of my head. She was praying, as usual, but the moment she sensed my presence, she cut her devotions short and made her way toward me. Even with the blindfold on, her movements were unerring.

"Whoops, excuse me. I stood up too quickly..."

"It’s fine," I said, waving off her apology. "Stay there. I’ll come to you."

"I feel terrible making you... Ah, you’re as fast as ever."

I made sure to let my footsteps fall heavily so she could track me. I stopped directly in front of her, then circled around to her back.

"I’m going to take the blindfold off for a second."

"Wait—isn't that dangerous?"

"Relax. I talked to everyone. I’ve currently got [Resistance Bestowal] active on the whole group. We’re safe."

"Why would you do such a thing? The mana consumption alone for the entire group must be..."

"Don’t worry about it," I muttered. "It was just something I wanted to do."

I reached around and untied the cloth sealing her sight. For the first time in a while, I looked her in the eyes. They were amethyst—the hue of the Dead Eye. To anyone else, that gaze was a death sentence. To me, they were just beautiful.

"Yeah, no signs of strain," I noted. "I was worried since you keep them covered 24/7."

"It’s safer that way," she replied softly. "But more importantly, what is this about?"

"I wanted to thank you again. And maybe... go for a walk? Things got chaotic the other day and we didn't get any time to ourselves. I figured we were overdue."

"I... I would like that. But are you sure? I feel as though I am receiving far more than I deserve."

"Give me a break. You worked your ass off the other day, didn't you? Besides, I promised the others I'd make time for them too. But mostly, I just want you to see more of this world, Balor."

She spent most of her time cooped up in this church, avoiding contact with others as much as possible. She knew how dangerous her eyes were. It was an act of kindness on her part, but a lonely one. In a world this loud and lively, it felt wrong for her to stay tucked away in the shadows.

"So, we’re going exploring. Where to?"

"Is someone like me... truly allowed?"

"Stop with the 'someone like me' talk," I said, a bit more sharply than intended. "I tell you this all the time: have some damn confidence."

"I do not wish to hear that from you, Master Reima."

"Well... fair point."

"If you are going to be that way with me, then I shall be just as blunt with you. Understood?"

She’s getting harder to handle, I thought. Our dynamic had changed drastically since we first met. Seeing her express her own will so clearly was a sign of growth, but it was also... ticklish. Or maybe just awkward. 

"Fine, whatever. Since we're out, let’s go see something you don't get to see every day."

"I know what exists in this realm, but I have seen almost none of it with my own eyes."

"Then we've got a lot of ground to cover. I wonder how many spots there actually are..."

This world had been remodeled so many times to accommodate my Summoned Beasts that I’d lost track of its geography. There were World Trees, volcanoes, and oceans. Honestly, as the owner, I probably understood the layout the least.

"In terms of area, I believe the Norse and Greece sectors occupy the most space," Balor offered.

"The Indian Faction and the Demon Faction just sort of live however they want. And the Japanese Faction... they’re so obsessed they’ve even reproduced the four seasons. They’re a law unto themselves."

As a guy from Japan, that area should have felt comfortable, but the sheer chaos of that group usually made me want to turn around and walk the other way. Their routine consisted of drinking, fighting, and then holding a banquet to celebrate the fighting. Most of them were downing booze six times every two days. We had a blacksmith in the group who hated alcohol, but they didn't give a damn; they just kept drinking.

"It does usually smell of sake over there," Balor agreed. "Whenever I pass through on a walk, they always try to drag me into their antics."

"Want me to tell them to lay off?"

"No, it’s fine. It’s actually quite fun. It’s loud, and everyone is always laughing."

"If you're okay with it, then I guess it's fine. Anyway, let’s go see the cherry blossoms."

"The blossoms? Those are the plants from your home country, aren't they? I heard they had them in Wakuni as well. Are they here too?"

"Apparently, there’s a massive one. I only found out about it a little while ago."

"They really do whatever they want, don't they?"

Apparently, Merli and the others had been using it as a spot for flower viewing. It had basically turned into the local tavern. I’d seen it when I went to cast the resistance buffs, and it had floored me. It was an Ayakashi Cherry Blossom. It grew by gorging itself on everyone’s overflowing mana, which apparently made it sturdy enough that even Balor’s gaze couldn't wither it.

When I told her that, her eyes actually widened. She agreed to go immediately.

"Come to think of it, Master Reima, do you remember? Our meeting was... quite strange."

"Yeah... If I recall, I got dropped off of Berg and landed right in front of you. We ended up in a hell of a fight, didn't we?"

"Fufu, yes. You got so angry because I tried to destroy my own eyes. And then, you started praising them without a hint of hesitation. I remember it all. 'Those eyes, beautiful as jewels'—that’s what you said."

"Wait, did I actually say something that embarrassing?"

"I remember every single syllable. Every word you’ve ever given me is etched into my mind."

This is bad. I knew I’d said some things in the heat of the moment, but having her recite them back to me was agonizing. I felt my face heating up. Did I say anything else cringeworthy? Just hearing that much makes me want to crawl into a hole.

"Fufu. Your face is getting red."

"Shut up. Come on, let’s just get going."

"Yes. Your Balor will follow you anywhere."



I watched the scenery pass by, but I didn't take my eyes off him.

He was the one person my power could never kill. My most precious person. I didn't want to use a word as cheap as "fate" to describe us, but meeting him was the greatest joy of my life. He was the one who gave me courage.

"Master Reima, I am happy I met you. You acknowledged me, gave me a voice, and gave me a place to stay. Thank you for making me one of your companions. Truly."

"Where is this coming from? Stop saying embarrassing stuff."

"Words have to be spoken if you want them to be heard. My, your face is very red today."

I watched his face, a sight I rarely got to see, flush a deep crimson. My smile deepened. I would keep killing for his sake. I could never forgive an enemy; I certainly couldn't forgive anyone who tried to distort the "death" he was owed.

"You know, Master Reima? I’m just happy to be of use to you."

Death is a cruel, terrible, wretched thing. But it is also a kindness. It is a parting, an end, a result that can never be undone.

And yet.

It is also the gentle, sacred rest that comes only once. It is the peace at the end of a journey.

"When you finally go to sleep someday, I will be there to pray for you. So, until then... and for everything after, I’m in your care."

Parting is lonely. I didn't even want to think about a world without him. But to deny him that end would be to steal his peace.

So, I offered a silent blessing. Thinking of the man who would one day sleep in peace, I whispered my heart's truth.

I love you, Master Reima.
Episode 134: The Sexual Phantom Beast that Presides over Purity

"Go on, pin her down! Do it, Master! Even Balor is fine!"

"Hey, trash brother, do you want to settle this here and now? We made a bet to just watch, remember?"

We had just finished our flower viewing and were heading back toward the church when I caught the sound of familiar voices. One was Bicorn—I could tell by the idiocy of the words alone—and the other was...

"Um, judging by the voice, that's Unicorn-sama and her brother... right?" Balor asked.

"Yeah. Well, unfortunately, yes."

I stole a glance to the side. There stood a girl with a single horn and hair styled in a gradient of pink and mint. She was wearing a hoodie with sleeves so oversized they swallowed her hands. In one hand, she clutched a massive book, looking ready to swing it down on Bicorn at a moment’s notice.

"Now, now, my incompatible sister. I may have lost the bet, but is it not a man’s right to live honestly with his desires?" Bicorn countered.

"Just drop dead already. I’m here for the pure love."

"Hah? Semantically speaking, 'impure love' is still a subset of 'pure love,' isn't it? If anything, things aren't truly pure until they’ve properly done the deed!"

"You want to go? Right now?"

"Ha! Challenge accepted! Don’t think you can best me, the two-horned one!"

Despite the fact that they were supposed to be secretly tailing us, the horse siblings had devolved into a full-blown brawl. They scuffled and grappled, pulling at each other's faces in a fight that rendered their horns entirely decorative. Bicorn lost in a matter of seconds.

"Heh... I forgot. My physical specs were Zaba tier."

The fool muttered this with a melancholy expression, seemingly oblivious to the fact that we were watching him. It was almost refreshing how pathetic he was, in a roundabout way.

"So, I take it the winner is... Uni?" I called out.

"Eh? Ah... U-Uwaaaa! Re-Reima-san?! You were watching?"

"I mean, yeah. Hard not to, with all that noise."

"I-I’m so sorry! And this was a precious... d-date with Balor-san, too..."

Uni’s personality flipped instantly. She shrank back, blushing. Except when she was dealing with her brother, this was her default state—meek and easily flustered. She enlarged her book to a massive size, using it as a shield to hide her face while peeking out at us.

"So, what have you been up to lately, Uni?" I asked, trying to bridge the awkward silence.

"L-Lately? I’ve been reading the manga you gave me... and writing some of my own. I’d heard about them before, but this is the first time I’ve seen the real thing in this world."

"Heh, that sounds interesting. Think you could show me sometime?"

"N-N-N-No! Absolutely not! Especially not to Reima-san!"

She rejected the idea with such vehemence that I decided not to push. I didn't want to see whatever she was hiding that badly. Still, I took another look at her.

The grimoire she held—a gift from Merli—was a magical item with infinite pages that allowed for endless writing. It looked several hundred pages thicker than the last time I’d seen it. Just how much is she writing?

"P-Please don't stare... it's embarrassing."

"It is a pleasure to meet you in person, Uni-sama," Balor said with a gentle smile. "Hehe, you really are a lovely person."

"Wa-wa-wa... Is it really okay for someone like me to receive such praise? Um, ehehe. Personally, I think Balor-san is much more beautiful... and incredibly erotic!"

"E-Erotic?" Balor blinked, turning to me. "Master, what does she mean by that? And her face... is she alright? It’s a bit intense."

Unicorn was being remarkably—no, brutally—blunt.

I knew the inner nature of this Phantom Beast quite well. She was supposed to preside over purity and healing, but to put it simply, she was an "openly closeted pervert." The fact that the Summoned Beasts’ outfits were so provocative was a direct result of Arachne’s obsession with functional beauty colliding with Uni’s perverted instincts.

"Uni, I’d appreciate it if you didn't say things like that to Balor. You're confusing her."

"Ah, I’m sorry... My true feelings just slipped out."

"Exercise some restraint, then. For everyone's sake."

"T-True, you're right. Balor-san is much more delicious as an 'ignorant' (muchi) Sister... preferably under a 'whip' (muchi)."

"............"

I didn't say it aloud, but I felt it in my soul: those two really were brother and sister. If I pointed it out, she’d probably deny it with everything she had, but there wasn't much evidence to the contrary.

"Ignorant? I suppose I am a bit sheltered from the ways of the world, but..." Balor mused, tilting her head.

"Then let me ask you this, Balor-san," Uni interrupted. Her eyes turned sharp, and her stutter vanished as she became suddenly eloquent. "Suppose Reima-san comes to the church at night and tells you he can do whatever he wants to you. What do you do?"

"Um... do I have to answer that?"

"Yes. This is a vital confirmation."

Pressed by Uni's unusually aggressive demeanor, Balor began to blush furiously as her imagination took over.

"I... I would want him to... hold me?"

"Shaaaaaaaa! I knew it! Our headcanons align, Reima-san!"

Uni screamed with enough volume to rattle my eardrums. I took psychic damage just hearing it. Balor looked like she wanted to jump out of her skin. 

"Stop howling. You're scaring her."

"But! An aggressive yet ignorant Sister is an endangered species! Ah... I am satisfied. Balor-san, please stay exactly as you are. Keep the rom-com vibes coming. If you could aim for a 15+ rating, that would be bene, bene!"

"You’ve been terrifying from start to finish. Calm down, Uni."

As Balor stood there with a literal question mark floating over her head and Uni continued her rapid-fire rambling, I felt a massive headache coming on. They really are siblings, I thought again. Then, I noticed a dark shadow creeping toward us like a specter.

"Sister... I think it’s wrong to keep Balor in the dark about the world’s wonders," Bicorn’s voice drifted over. "Besides, ignoring me like that was cold. But above all... I shall be the one to teach you the meaning of 'impure'!"

"Tch. You’re still alive, trash brother? Wait, what are you doing?!"

"In a manner befitting one who loves the impure, I shall manifest the desires of all! Go forth, Master! Do your best!"

The useless horse gathered his mana and unleashed a spell directly at me. I was instantly swallowed by a thick cloud of smoke.

"Cough... Damn, it's smoky."

A pathetic poof echoed through the air. The smoke cleared in seconds, but the sight that met my eyes left me speechless.

Standing before me were nearly a dozen versions of... me. They were all expressionless, but the moment I locked eyes with them, they turned tail and bolted, scattering in every direction.

"Wait—what? What is this?"

"It’s my masterpiece! A new spell combining my secret arts and illusion magic!" Bicorn shouted. "It creates a phantom that takes the desires and delusions of the first person it touches and makes them a reality!"

"............What?"

That was all the explanation I got. 

Instinctive dread washed over me. Considering the potential chaos these clones could cause, I knew I had to destroy the illusion immediately. It was a matter of survival.

"You... Bicorn! You’re getting a lecture after this!"

"Fuhahaha! I’d rather not, so I’m leaving!"

The idiot immediately shifted into his beast form and galloped away at an absurd speed. Realizing the disaster was only going to escalate, I muttered a quick apology to Balor, hopped onto Uni’s back, and set off to hunt down that moron.
Chapter 135: Delusional Explosion Rendezvous

"Let’s see... for now, I sense six presences."

[Mana Sensing] picked up six distinct signatures. 

These phantoms apparently possessed physical mass, and they were currently scattering across the world in different directions. It was painfully obvious that if I didn't destroy them before I got around to strangling that useless packhorse, things were going to get ugly. 

Based on what Bicorn had said, these things were designed to fulfill the "desires" of whoever they encountered. In other words, this was nothing short of a magic spell designed to mass-produce the worst kind of "black history" imaginable.

"Alright, we're here—wait, what!?"

We arrived at a relatively large mountain—the site of Sol and Luna’s home. I was already breaking into a cold sweat at the fact that a phantom had chosen this place of all places to visit. As I reached the summit, I was greeted by a sight I won't soon forget.

"Hey, Sol. I need you. I want you to stay by my side... forever."

"Wh-whoa, Reima!? Is that really you? What’s with the sudden visit... and the sudden confession!?"

"It’s nothing. I just realized all over again how precious you are to me."

There he was, a fake "me" standing in front of their house, spouting lines like that.

Please, someone kill me. I want to bite my tongue off.

The sight of someone with my face and my voice whispering those things to Sol was more than I could take. It wasn't that the sentiment was entirely wrong—I did feel that way normally—but seeing it performed like that was agonizing. The voice was tuned to a strangely saccharine pitch; it was a non-stop parade of chills, goosebumps, and pure, unadulterated revulsion.

"Gah..."

I actually choked on my own breath.

My consciousness felt like it was flickering out. As I watched Sol’s face turn a deep crimson, the world seemed to grow distant. Is it okay to give up now? Can I just abandon the destruction mission and hide until the spell wears off?

My brain was already reaching its limit with the very first clone. I caught a glimpse of Uni—now in her human form—fretting nearby, but on closer inspection, she had actually started scribbling in a notebook. No one was lifting a finger to stop this disaster.

"Big sister, move. You can't kill that thing."

"Eh? Luna?"

It happened in a heartbeat. 
A warning echoed from somewhere, followed by a release of cold air so intense it felt arctic. A massive blade of ice materialized and cleaved my phantom double in two.

"What are you doing, Luna?"

"Just erasing a fake."

"A fake? But the scent and the presence were identical..."

"I know that. But there’s no way our dense, shitty, moron of a Master would ever say exactly what we want to hear. Besides, look. If it were the real Master, he could handle this much with ease."

All that remained of the bifurcated clone was a frozen statue. While the sight of my own frozen corpse made my blood run cold, I felt a wave of relief as the magic dissipated and the statue vanished.

"...Uh, thanks, Luna."

"Ah, Master! I slaughtered the fake. Don't I get a reward?"

"You... you saved me. I was chasing that thing down. It's an illusion created by Bicorn."

I drew back slightly at Luna’s aggressive phrasing, but I couldn't deny she'd done me a favor, so I offered my thanks. I glanced over at Sol, who was wearing a thin, faint smile... a second before her flames erupted.

"I see. Bicorn did this... right. Let's kill him."

Her voice was sweet and airy, light enough that you could almost see musical notes dancing around her words—which only made the underlying threat more terrifying. Flames licked at her claws; the heat coming off her was staggering.

"That idiot was definitely acting out of malice and self-interest, but I’m the one who’s going to strangle him. Try to keep the burning to a moderate level, okay?"

"Ehh? Reima, that’s way too soft. I’m going to be the one to kill him, so just leave it to me!"

Her voice was uncharacteristically sugary.
But the words were nothing but violent.

She was clearly beyond furious. The air was thick with heat and bloodlust; just looking at her sent another cold sweat down my back. Maybe some of it was the ambient temperature, but I’m fairly certain eighty percent of it was pure terror.

"Uh... calm down, Sol. I love it when you smile, but this particular smile is scaring me."

"Ehehe, don't be silly. I just really, really want to incinerate that thing right now."

"Hey, Sol? Your entire speech pattern has changed. Let's just take a breath, okay?"

"Oh, I’m perfectly calm. By the way, how many more fakes are left?"

"...Four?"

"Got it. I'll burn every last one of them!"

What do I do? Sol is terrifying in a way I’ve never seen before.

The fact that her anger had come full circle into a bubbly, carefree persona was haunting. There was no point in trying to soothe her now. If anything, letting her bottle up this frustration would be even more dangerous. I decided then and there that the remaining phantoms of "me" simply had to be sacrificed to the flames.

It felt a bit weird to watch my own face get torched, but I’d intended to destroy them anyway. I’d just have to accept it as a necessary loss.

"Uni, I need you to keep searching for Bicorn. I'll take Luna and the others to hunt down the rest of the phantoms."

"U-understood! Sol-san and the others are much faster, anyway."

"Yeah. Thanks for the ride earlier."



I hopped onto Luna’s back and let a white-hot Sol take the lead. She began lashing out with the [Flames of the Sun], and any phantom that hadn't reached a target yet was obliterated the moment she spotted it. She didn't hold back; she hit them with finishing moves that left nothing but drifting ash.

"Fufu... three... left..."

Her voice started like a tinkling bell and ended in a gutteral, low-register growl.

I made a mental note right then and there: Never make Sol angry. I sat atop Luna, shivering in a cold sweat despite the heat.

"Based on the direction, the next one should be at Baal's Temple, right?"

It was the shrine built for him, dedicated to the worship of Baal Zebul. We’d built it to honor his former status as a god, though it currently functioned more like a high-end open-kitchen restaurant. As we approached, a delicious aroma wafted toward us.

"............No way."

Bad premonitions have a habit of being right. When we reached the temple, we found two "me's." One was happily eating a meal, and the other was offering words of profound gratitude while being pampered by Baal.

............It was almost heartwarming, in a way. It also reminded me that Baal really never changed. I offered a brief moment of silent prayer for my doubles before they were simultaneously incinerated and flash-frozen.

"Ah! My Lord—!?"

"Relax, Baal. Those were fakes."

"I am well aware! But a Lord who allows me to serve him so purely is a rare treasure! Why!? Lady Sol, why must you obstruct my ideal!?"

Baal cried out, his voice a mixture of sobbing and agonizing wails. He actually directed his anger toward the others for once, but Luna and Sol remained unmoved.

"Because fakes have no right to exist," Luna said flatly.

"That thing wasn't Master," Sol added.

"I know... I know! But... but still! I... I wished to serve my Lord more!"

"Look, I'll make some time for you later. For now, let's just go take down Bicorn."

"Order accepted. So, I simply need to destroy Lord Bicorn? Ah, [Seimei Metsujitsu]. I shall annihilate that packhorse until there is nothing left."

Baal transformed into a beast in an instant.

Pure killing intent boiled over as a storm surged. The mana of death began to dominate the area. Baal Wild Hunt—the Demon King of the storm-crowned hunt—had officially designated the degenerate horse as his prey. I briefly wondered if Bicorn would even survive the day as Baal’s steed let out a piercing neigh.

"Ah... Re-Reima-san! Ehehe, I’ve captured my trashy brother!"

"Ah, Lord Uni, you have my thanks. It would be a great help if you could bind him there."

"Eh? Um... B-Baal-san?"

"I am death. I am the storm. I am the god who presides over the rain of mercy. All life rests within my hands. Perish and be undone; know that this is the will of nature."

Yep... Bicorn is dead.

This was Baal’s ultimate move.

The storm swirled, coalescing into a spear of pure black death that stained the world in shadow. Recognizing the sheer scale of the collateral damage about to occur, we threw up barriers and scrambled for cover. From the distance, I heard the name of the technique called out.

"[Seimei Metsujitsu — Rankai]!"

In an instant, a horse was launched into the stratosphere.

The black star sure is beautiful, I thought, completely checked out of reality. I managed to rescue the final phantom—which was currently being used as a literal guinea pig by Merli—and then I went straight to bed.
Episode 136: Is It My Turn? —By Mad Doctor☆

“Um... aren't you pushing yourself?”

I would never forget those words.

At eighteen, thanks to my natural talent, I had already been granted my own laboratory. I spent my days creating and providing various Magic Tools for the government and for Adventurers.

When I was a child, I’d looked at Magic Tools with a sense of wonder. I wanted to make things that could put a smile on people’s faces.

I didn’t care if they were worthless. I didn’t care if they were trivial. I just wanted to make something that could help someone—something that could bring joy to a person, even if they didn't possess an ounce of mana.

But the world only demanded things from my talent that served the state or the progress of technology. They wanted profit. They wanted things that generated money.

The things I actually wanted to create weren't permitted. My days were consumed by fulfilling requests. If I said I felt no fulfillment at all, I’d be lying. I had the highest quality materials and an ideal environment. There was never a day when I failed to produce exactly what was asked of me. Yet, as the praise overflowed and the money piled up, the days passed idly. I was surrounded by "value" that others assigned to my work, value that meant nothing to me.

It felt nostalgic to remember how I’d grown weary of that cycle, given up, and learned how to wear a mask.

Meeting him in the midst of those days must have been a true coincidence.

The catalyst was a vocational field trip for a nearby middle school. Students from a school focused on Dungeons visited my laboratory. I wore my usual mask, playing the part of the ideal Ena Himuro. I led the tour through my solitary lab, putting on a show so the middle schoolers would enjoy themselves.

I think I had a good reputation back then.

Everyone listened with smiles and seemed to have fun testing the Magic Tools. For a brief moment, I felt like my mask had slipped. More than anyone else, I remembered a first-year middle schooler named Reima, who stood out in a way that was impossible to miss.

He was a strange kid. He took notes on every little thing and fired off multiple questions about every single Magic Tool. What was truly odd, though, was that he only showed interest in the "worthless" tools I’d made as a child—things I kept on display and only introduced on a whim.

It was almost funny. His attitude toward those toys was clearly different from his interest in practical Dungeon-clearing gear. It was mysterious. After all, he hadn’t looked like he was having any fun at all when the other students were obsessing over the practical equipment.

Actually, he had looked like he was enjoying himself at first. When did his attitude change?

“What’s the matter, boy? It’s break time, but aren’t you going to try the tools?”

“Ah, no... I’m fine.”

“Hmm. You showed more interest than anyone else, so why the change of heart? You have a rather gloomy look on your face. Did you get bored?”

During the break, for some reason, my curiosity about him wouldn't subside. I approached him while he was resting away from the group.

“No, well... they’re fun, and I like all of Ena-san’s Magic Tools. It’s just...”

“My, you’re being hesitant. Please, don’t hold back.”

“...Don't get mad, okay? I’m going to be completely blunt.”

He paused for a beat, looking awkward.

“Um... aren't you pushing yourself?”

He’d seen right through my mask. He just blurted it out.

To me, a girl who had spent years hiding behind a facade while churning out things she didn't even like... he said that.

“...What makes you think that?”

“I thought I was just imagining it, but the way you acted was different between the tools you showed us in the middle and the ones at the end. Or rather, the way you laughed to cover things up while introducing them felt really weird. Even though you looked truly happy when you were showing us that trampoline-looking Magic Tool earlier...”

“Hey... what’s your name?”

“Um, it’s Reima Kariya.”

Reima Kariya.

It was a name I knew from the Supporter community. I’d heard from Senka that he was a child Supporter, much like that Yukizaki kid who was popular at the time. He was known for his skill with Magic Tools, and Senka had mentioned he used my creations often.

If that had been all, I wouldn't have been so interested. But the boy had a characteristic I couldn't ignore: he possessed no mana.

That was why I’d remembered his name.

I hadn't known what he looked like, but I knew his achievements. Despite having no magic, he was recognized as an Adventurer—a boy who fought like the Heroes from the dawn of the Dungeon era. I’d heard he was a young, tireless worker. I’d always intended to meet him someday. I’d never had the time, so I’d remained a bit of a distant fan.

Hearing those words from him was a shock. I was stunned that he’d seen through me.

He had found me.

“Hey, kid. Why don’t you exchange contact info with this big sister?”

For the first time, fueled by genuine curiosity, I thought that I wanted to try making a Magic Tool for someone’s sake.



“Hey you! Come on over!”

It was after school, following a summer training course about Dungeons.

That was the only message that popped up on my phone. I didn't recognize the sender from the notification, but when I opened it, Ena Himuro’s name was at the top.

“............”

I pressed a hand to my forehead and stood in silence.

I considered pretending I hadn't seen it and started to shove my phone back into my bag, but another message arrived immediately.

“...Heh. You just tried to put it away, didn't you? No ignoring me. Come over—give me some attention.”

“How the hell does she know?” I muttered.

“It’s just a hunch, by the way. No special abilities involved. I’m just predicting your reaction,” the next text read.

“...Creepy.”

She called herself Mad Doctor☆. I hadn’t known her long, and I hadn't really felt much "madness" from her yet, but having my reactions predicted so accurately was unsettling. I didn't actually have plans, but I really didn't want to go.

“Should I go...?”

Still, she wouldn't contact me for no reason.

Resigning myself to a certain amount of physical and mental exhaustion, I agonized over it for five minutes before finally messaging her that I was on my way.

“Hell yeah! Alright, I’m getting ready, so get here fast!”

The reply came instantly. Her high tension was palpable even through text. Reflexively, I sent back a message telling her to at least put some clothes on.

“I’m here, Ena-san.”

“Alright! Welcome, Another Reima! Now, let’s get straight to the experiment.”

“Okay, I’m going home.”

The person who greeted me at the lab was a naked moron.

She was wearing her usual lab coat, but her suggestive areas were covered by a bizarre, floating light. The moment she said the word "experiment," I put my hand back on the door handle, fully committed to leaving.

“Wait, wait, wait! Stay! You went through all the trouble of coming, there’s no way I’m letting you leave now!”

Clack.

The door that had opened so easily moments ago locked tight. I was trapped.

“Fufu... now we can talk to our hearts’ content! Oh, right, I want your feedback. What do you think of this? My brand-new [Mysterious Light Generation Device]!”

“What the hell is that...?”

“You’re the one who told me to wear clothes, remember? That was a hassle, so I whipped up this Magic Tool instead! It detects my nudity and covers the risky spots with light!”

“Wouldn't it be easier to just put on a shirt?”

“Gasps! That’s a forbidden phrase! Besides, where’s the Romance in that?”

I don’t know what kind of "Romance" is involved in being naked, and I don't want to know.

We were in the stupidly large entrance hall of her laboratory. I could already feel a headache coming on. As she made grand, exaggerated gestures, the mysterious light tracked her movements perfectly. I had no idea how I was even supposed to comment on this.

“Now I’m mad! As I thought, you don’t understand the Romance of Magic Tools! Wastefulness is beauty! I don't care if you're 'Another' or not—we are going to have a long talk about this right now!”

“This is exhausting. Can you just get to the point?”

“Ah, right, okay. Um... why did I call you here again?”

“............ I’m leaving.”

“Wait, I’ll remember! Just wait! Waaaah! If you leave, I’ll run outside like this and tell everyone Reima abandoned me! Give me attention!”

I was genuinely worried she’d actually go outside in that state.

I know she’s playing with me. I know she’s just messing around. But I could also tell that she had been someone very important to the original Reima.

“Sigh... fine. Until you remember, tell me about my past self.”

“Eh? What’s this? Are you entering your 'dere' phase?”

“Just do it. Please.”

“Fufufu, leave it to me! I’ve got stories for days!”
Chapter 137: The Next Plan is the Summer Festival

A week had passed since the start of summer vacation. Today was the day of our scheduled excursion to a summer festival. We were currently gathered at my family home, the Kariya residence, but the scene was... unfamiliar, to say the least. Everyone except me had already changed into their yukatas.

The group consisted of five people: the "men’s team"—myself, Shiki, and Kaiser—plus Tsubaki and Laura. Ayane was supposed to join us, but she sent word that she’d be late due to some business involving a Dungeon Streaming project.

"All right, let’s make the most of today."

Shiki, dressed in an indigo yukata, kicked things off by pulling out a guide map of the festival grounds. 

He was an efficiency nut when it came to festivals. Apparently, he had spent yesterday scouting out the best food stalls and compiling a list. The plan for the day was to hit every single one of them.

"By the way, my friend, are you not going to wear a yukata?" Kaiser asked.

"Ah, I’ll have one on by the time we leave. It seems Arachne is sewing one for me at breakneck speed right now."

"Is that so! I look forward to seeing it."

"I have plenty at my house I could have lent you, de-gozaru... but it is truly impressive to have someone who can simply make one from scratch, de-gozaru," Tsubaki added.

When I had grumbled a bit earlier about not owning a yukata, Arachne had jumped on the idea with terrifying enthusiasm, shouting, "I'll make you one!" I knew how to put one on, but I had no idea if it would actually look good on me. Still, since everyone else was dressing up, I wanted to match the vibe. I was genuinely grateful.

"So, what do you think, Reima? Does it suit me?" Laura asked.

"There’s no way it wouldn't."

Laura was wearing a rare white yukata, while Tsubaki wore a cherry-blossom-colored one with intricate embroidery. Both looked remarkably good. Perhaps it was because of the "training" I’d received during that recent girls' association meeting, but I managed to offer a few compliments while giving my honest impressions.

"Wait... my best friend is actually giving feedback?" Shiki muttered.

"Stop looking at me like I just caused a cataclysm, Shiki."

"I mean, come on. You were always so hopeless with this stuff."

I have an idea of what he’s getting at, but I decided to ignore him for now. I’d probably just share the details with Ayane later. Regardless, the plan to head to the festival was set. With the route mapped out, we’d likely just hit up whatever game stalls caught our interest along the way.

"Now everyone will be in a yukata, de-gozaru! How exciting, de-gozaru!"

"Is Ayane wearing one too?" I asked.

"She is, de-gozaru! I chose a magnificent one for her!"

"...Huh. I’m looking forward to that. Ayane looks good in anything, but since it’s a special occasion, I definitely want to see it."

"Hey, Shiki. Is this idiot always like this?" Laura whispered.

"Pretty much. At least when it comes to Ayane."

I tilted my head while sipping some cold barley tea. Always like what? I was just acting like my usual self. I didn't see what the big deal was.

"Hey, Shiki, this list is huge. Are we really hitting this many stalls?"

"Well, Tsubaki is with us, after all."

I had been worried that a yukata’s obi might be too tight for the girls to eat much, but considering the group was mostly made up of gluttons, I realized my concern was misplaced.

"Hehe, it is a festival, so I have a separate stomach for everything, de-gozaru! I shall eat my fill, de-gozaru!"

With that settled, we boarded a train toward Kanagawa, heading for Enoshima—the site of the summer festival and fireworks display.

The train ride was a relaxed affair. I killed time by messaging Ayane, who was apparently heading to the venue on her own.

『Wait, Reima, you’re actually wearing a yukata?』

『Yeah. Why?』

『I just can’t picture it.』

『My bad. It’s not like I wear them often.』

『That’s not what I meant... well, I guess I’ll look forward to it.』

『I don't know if it’ll meet your high standards, though...』

The train pulled into Enoshima just as I sent the last message, and we headed through the ticket gates. While the others were already dressed, I was still in my street clothes. I’d received word the moment we stepped off the train that the sewing was finished, so I ducked into a rental changing room to swap outfits.

Man, I hope this doesn't look ridiculous.

I took a look at the finished garment: a black, masculine yukata. It was plain, without any patterns, and it was quite large. It was the kind of thing that only looked right if you had the height to pull it off. I wasn't exactly brimming with confidence regarding my looks—I figured I was average at best—so I was legitimately worried about looking out of place. I'd felt fine about it earlier, but now that I was actually putting it on, the anxiety started to kick in.

Fidgeting with the fabric and hoping I’d tied everything correctly, I finally made my way to the festival grounds. I wanted to believe I at least looked the part, or at least didn't look like a mess... but I couldn't be sure.

"...Reima?"

As I walked toward the entrance, a voice called out to me. It was a familiar voice, but it carried a hint of hesitation. 

I felt a slight tug on my sleeve, as if someone was asking me to look at them. There was no mistaking who it was. I turned around, and sure enough—it was Ayane.

"...You look cute."

"Do you actually mean that?"

My response had been so instantaneous that she probably doubted my sincerity. But I couldn't help it. Every single compliment I had prepared in my head had spontaneously evaporated. 

Tsubaki was the one who had picked out the outfit, and I had to hand it to her—her taste was impeccable. I stared at Ayane, mesmerized. By some stroke of coincidence, she was also wearing a black yukata. Her pattern featured white lilies and two beautiful butterflies with purple-patterned wings. It was perfect for the season and incredibly beautiful. It brought out her natural charm in a way that made me think... yeah, she's definitely cute. Her obi was a pale, simple light blue, devoid of any unnecessary flair.

"Sorry, Ayane. 'Cute' doesn't cover it. You're actually stunning. The hairstyle suits you, too."

She usually left her long hair down, but today she had it in a half-up style to match the yukata. I thought she’d look even better with a decorative hairpin. Maybe I'll get her one next year, I thought.

"...It suits you too, Reima."

"You think so? I was worried, but if you're the one saying it, I guess I'm okay."

So it does suit me. Knowing that, I felt like I could walk around without feeling self-conscious. If Ayane gave me her seal of approval, I had nothing to worry about.

"My best friend is being even more of a 'best friend' than usual," a voice teased.

"It is very like Reima-dono, de-gozaru."

"What’s with you guys all of a sudden?"

The rest of the group had caught up with us while I was talking to Ayane.

"Honestly, you're such an idiot, Reima," Ayane sighed.

"What do you mean, 'idiot'? My grades are fine."

"No, you're definitely an idiot, Reima," Laura chimed in.

I was genuinely baffled. I didn't think I was a genius, but I handled my basic studies well enough. I was even the top student in the Support Department. Calling me an "idiot" made no sense. Confused, I turned to Kaiser for a second opinion.

"I’m smart, right, Kaiser?"

"Indeed. My friend is very intelligent."

"See? Thanks, Kaiser."

Exactly. I had no reason to doubt Kaiser's word. Having settled the fact that I wasn't an idiot, we proceeded to charge into the festival grounds.

"It’s crowded, so try not to get separated."

"...I’ll do my best."

"That wasn't a setup for a joke, best friend."

We chatted as we pushed through the throng of people. The initial area was mostly adult-oriented stalls selling things like beer, but we eventually reached the section with food for everyone.

"All right, everyone! Time to eat, de-gozaru!"

Tsubaki’s eyes sparkled as she locked onto her targets.

"I’ve mapped out the route," Shiki announced. "To ensure maximum consumption, we start with the light snacks."

"Ehh? But I want a candy apple, de-gozaru."

"...Those take forever to eat, Tsubaki."

"It’s fine, Shiki," Ayane interjected. "It’s a bit late for this, but having a rigid route for a festival is just tacky."

"...My three days of route construction... well, fine. Whatever."

I felt a little bad for Shiki since he’d clearly put work into researching the best spots, but I agreed with Ayane. I didn't want to overthink things at a festival. It was better to just eat whatever looked good.

"It's been a while since you've been to a festival, right, Reima? Anything you want to eat?"

"If you're talking about a human festival, sure. But we did have that Dungeon Festival recently."

"Oh, right."

"So, maybe something rare that I didn't get to try back then."

With that decided, we began wandering from stall to stall, our hands gradually filling up with food. This was the highlight of any festival—eating while walking and hanging out with friends. By the time we reached the middle of the venue, I noticed something.

"Wait... where did Tsubaki and Laura go?"

"Tsubaki ran off toward something that caught her eye," Ayane explained. "Laura chased after her so she wouldn't get lost."

"Seriously? And Shiki and Kaiser?"

"They said they smelled high-quality yakitori and dragged Goro off with them."

"…………Typical."

Shiki, my best friend from my old life. Laura, my comrade from another world. Kaiser and Tsubaki, the friends I’d made here. I smiled, reflecting on how much their behavior suited them. It was a strange, pleasant feeling.

...But wait. If those four were gone... that meant there were only two of us left.

In other words, we were alone. I was walking through the festival with just Ayane.

"………………Eh?"
Episode 138: A Summer Festival for the Two of Us

"What’s wrong, Reima?"

My childhood friend peered up at me, her eyes filled with a feigned sort of anxiety. 

This was bad. I’d been trying my best to stay indifferent, but between the unfamiliar yukata and the way she innocently tilted her head... I was starting to feel the pressure. 

"Hey, Reima. Let’s enjoy the festival, okay?"

Ayane gave me a smile that was as bewitching as it was elegant. That expression was the look of a predator facing its prey—a side of her I hadn't seen once in all the years we'd spent together.

"…Fine," I managed to squeeze out. It was really the only thing I could say.

We wandered through the festival for a few minutes, just the two of us. We were busy sampling snacks from the food stalls when a shooting gallery came into view. It was the busiest spot in the immediate area, which naturally piqued my interest.

"Ah, a shooting gallery, Reima."

Following my gaze, Ayane realized what had caught my eye. "Do you want to play?"

"I do, but are you okay with that?"

"Yeah, it’s fine. I’m curious too... and besides, it’s my first time. I want to try it."

If that's the case, I’ll let her go first.

We approached the stall. I paid the fee and let her take the lead. I took the gun and the six rounds from the attendant, loaded one for Ayane, and handed it over.

"I could have done that myself, you know."

"Just enjoy yourself, Ayane... Anyway, what are you aiming for?"

"That one... I think."

Ayane pointed her finger at a wooden tag labeled Stuffed Toy. Looking closer, it seemed the larger prizes were represented by these tags. There were plenty of other items on display, but nothing that really grabbed me—until I saw one specific tag.

It was an iron plate that looked far too heavy to actually fall. It was labeled Secret. Other customers seemed to be gunning for it too; it had to be something decent.

I decided I’d take a crack at it once Ayane was finished. I pulled out my wallet and settled in to watch her attempt. I wondered for a second if those wooden tags were too difficult and if I should offer to help, but then I remembered something crucial.

"Ah... I got it."

I’d forgotten that Ayane was a natural-born genius when it came to anything involving combat. 

She’d toppled the wooden tag in a mere three shots, securing whatever massive stuffed animal it represented. I'm a bit late to the party on this realization, but I guess shooting galleries are deeper than they look.

Normally, you have to account for the gun’s quirks, the angle, the power, and the muzzle velocity. I’d been prepared to play the teacher if she struggled, but that had clearly been a waste of thought.

"…That was really your first time?"

"I just went with my gut."

"…Typical Ayane."

"Hey, Reima. Is there a prize you want?"

"Not really, but that 'Secret' one is on my mind."

"Then I’ll get it for you."

With that one sentence, Ayane’s fighting spirit flared up. I honestly thought it would be impossible with her remaining bullets, but she struck the iron plate with such precision that it was teetering on the edge of the shelf.

"…Muu. I couldn't get it. It’s tough without magic."

"Well, obviously. But leave the rest to me."

She’d done the heavy lifting. I couldn't exactly walk away now, and more importantly, I’d be annoyed if some other customer swooped in and took it. I handed the fee to the shopkeeper and stepped up to the line.

[Two-Shot Kill]

I used the first shot to gauge the gun’s kick and accuracy. I’d already estimated the muzzle velocity by watching Ayane and the others. Now, I just had to wait for the wind to die down. Once the breeze stopped, I pulled the trigger.

"Right. Perfect."

Exactly as declared, I knocked it down on the second shot.

"I can't believe someone actually dropped that. Here—you should give this to your girlfriend."

"She’s not my girlfriend," I corrected the stall lady. She was just my childhood friend, after all.

"Is that so? You two look plenty close to me. Well, that makes this even more useful. Good luck, kid."

She handed me a black case. It radiated such a sense of luxury that I was momentarily taken aback. I cracked it open to find a golden hairpin adorned with a silver Tsubaki flower. It looked so expensive I had to wonder if it really belonged at a festival stall.

"I’m a hairpin artisan, you see," the woman explained. "I brought my best piece along for the festival today."

"Are you sure I can just have this?"

"You won it, didn't you? See ya, handsome. Now move along, you're blocking the line!"

She slapped me on the back, sending me stumbling back toward Ayane.

"Oh, Reima... what was the prize?"

"Uh—hold on a second."

"Muu, tell me."

I’d just remembered something. Gifting a hairpin actually had a specific cultural meaning. I didn't know the exact details, but I had a nagging feeling it was something incredibly embarrassing. Can I really just hand this over?

"It was a game. I’ll try it out when I get home."

"Heh... that’s a pretty fancy box for a game."

"…Yeah, I guess."

Keeping it was pointless, and I wanted to give it to her, but giving it without knowing the hidden meaning would be a blunder. If it turned out to mean something weird, it would only make things awkward for her. I’d have to check later.
Chapter 139: Encounter with the Girl in the Straw Hat

"I’m satisfied," Tsubaki declared, a look of utter contentment on her face.

"Our wallets..." Shiki groaned.

"My first day's allowance... gone..." Kaiser added.

When Ayane and I finally regrouped with our Summoned Beasts, we were met with the sight of Tsubaki stroking her stomach with a serene smile, while my best friend and Kaiser looked like they’d just witnessed the end of the world.

I pulled Laura aside to ask what had happened. Apparently, the three of them had engaged in some simple game where the winner's total expenses were covered by the losers. Shiki and Kaiser had lost spectacularly, and a staggering amount of cash had vanished into Tsubaki’s stomach.

"What exactly did those two do?" I asked.

"They were idiots," Laura replied flatly. "They challenged Tsubaki to rock-paper-scissors. There’s no way they could beat her kinetic vision."

"Does that even count as rock-paper-scissors anymore?"

"Laura and I do it all the time," Tsubaki chimed in. "It’s movement-prediction rock-paper-scissors."

What kind of high-level nonsense is that?

Given Tsubaki’s physical specs, I didn't doubt she could pull it off. And if someone asked if Laura was the type to engage in such things, the answer was a definite yes, so it wasn't exactly out of character. I just had serious doubts about whether they were actually playing the same game as the rest of humanity.

"Seriously, what are you guys even doing?" I sighed.

"I... I don't even know anymore," Shiki muttered.

"It was a festival," Kaiser whispered, his voice thick with regret. "I thought a little game would be fun. I was wrong. So very wrong..."

I didn't know what to say to my friends as they stood there radiating pure melancholy. I settled for a half-hearted "Don't let it get to you."

"Oh, right. What were you two up to, Reima?" Shiki asked, trying to shake off his despair.

"Just walking around. We hit the shooting gallery."

"Figures. Is that why Ayane’s lugging that massive box?"

"I haven't seen what's inside yet, but I'm excited," Ayane said, hugging the prize. "It’s so big, I can’t wait to find out."

I was curious too, but we couldn't exactly unbox it in the middle of this crowd. I figured I'd ask her for a photo of it later. For a moment, I simply watched them all laugh and bicker.

They were having fun, playing without a care in the world.

It was a slice of daily life I’d long since resigned myself to never tasting again in the other world. This was a parallel world where Dungeons existed, yet moments like these were remarkably peaceful.

"...This is nice," I breathed.

The words slipped out before I could stop them.

Strictly speaking, I shouldn't have been thinking like that. To this world, I was an anomaly. A foreign object. I was merely borrowing the body of the Reima who belonged here.

The days leading up to this mundane moment had been incredibly intense. I’d only spent about two months in this world, but these people were my companions. They were precious friends I wanted to stay with.

But... I have to give it back, don't I?

It was a thought I tried to suppress every single day. My goals were clear: find a place where my Summoned Beasts could live in peace, and then return this body to the original Reima. That was the only reason I was pushing myself so hard.

As I wrestled with my conscience, Ayane looked over at me.

"Something wrong, Reima?"

"No... nothing. I'm just gonna go grab some drinks."

I slipped away before she could notice the crack in my expression, or worse, see right through me. I headed toward the coolers near the entrance, but then I found myself wanting to be alone. I kept walking until I reached the deserted edge of the shore.

"God, this is exhausting," I muttered to nobody.

I slumped down with my back against the breakwater. I knew my exit had been blatant, but I couldn't stand the thought of them worrying about me. Negative thoughts swirled in my head, refuse in an eddy.

I try not to let it get to me, but still...

It was a reality I eventually had to face. Everyone else was kind enough not to blame me, which made it easy to forget, but the truth always came clawing back in moments of silence.

The person who was supposed to be standing here, enjoying this festival, was the other Reima.

"It’s a bit of a waste to wear such a gloomy face during a summer festival, don't you think?"

"Gah! Cold!"

I was so deep in my own head that I didn't notice someone approaching until something icy was pressed against my cheek. I jumped, startled, and looked up to see a girl standing there. She wore a straw hat that shadowed her face, but her eyes—a striking gold—seemed to glow even in the darkness. Her hair was a deep indigo-violet, a shade close to cyan.

"...Who are you?" I asked, still shaken. Her gaze was piercing, like a pair of jewels that could see straight into my soul.

"I’m the Straw Hat Big Sister. Nice to meet you."

"That doesn't tell me anything."

"Heh heh. Your affection level isn't high enough yet, so my name is still locked. Sorry!"

"You don't have affection levels with total strangers."

"Ah, good point. That's a bit of a blind spot," she conceded, waving a hand dismissively. "Anyway, putting that aside... why is a boy like you all alone on a night like this?"

"Why do you care?"

We were in a secluded corner of Enoshima. The sun had set, and the veil of night had draped itself over the island. I couldn't fathom why she’d gone out of her way to leave the crowd just to pester a moping guy.

"Hmm. I was just taking a walk and saw a lonely-looking boy. I’m not the type to just leave you like that, so I thought I’d listen to your story."

"I'm going back to my friends soon. Don't worry about it."

"No can do. If you go back with a face that miserable, it’d be an insult to the festival."

"...You’re weird."

"Hey! That’s mean!"

I hadn't intended to say that out loud, but she slumped her shoulders with exaggerated hurt the moment the words left my lips.

"I’m wounded. I don't think I can recover unless you tell me what’s wrong... So, out with it. I’ll listen to whatever you’ve got. Gripes, groans, anything."

"You’re way too pushy..."

It had been a long time since I’d dealt with someone this assertive. It was clear she was an extreme meddler—a "do-gooder" in the truest sense. I mean, who else would spend their festival time trying to solve a stranger's problems in the middle of nowhere?

Besides, she didn't look like she was going to leave until I spoke. For some reason, I felt like I could actually trust her.

"Fine. It’s a bit heavy for someone I just met, but... I’m wondering if I really have the right to be with my friends."

"And why wouldn't you?"

"Because... well, I’m not the one who’s supposed to be here. There’s someone else who’s a better fit for my place."

The words felt clumsy. I wasn't used to baring my soul, and I couldn't quite articulate the nuances of my situation. The moment I said it, I regretted it. It was definitely too heavy for casual conversation.

"Hmm. Well, I’m not one of those friends, so I can’t give you a definitive answer," she said thoughtfully. "But let me ask you one thing: Is your friend the kind of person who would actually say that to you?"

"No," I answered immediately. "They definitely wouldn't."

"Then I think you should just believe in them. Besides... do you actually want to leave them?"

I felt a sharp jolt in my chest.

I’d already decided I would give this body back one day. But that didn't mean I had a reason to distance myself right now.

She’s right.

The others had told me it was okay for me to be there. They were the kind of people who would get angry on my behalf.

"Hehe. There we go. Your face looks a lot clearer now," she said with a satisfied nod. "Now, you should get back. I’m sure your friends are waiting."

"Yeah... Thanks. That actually helped. Uh... can I ask again? Who are you?"

"I suppose if you’re that curious, I can’t help it. My name is Levi. Since we didn't have enough affection points to unlock it properly, you’ll have to make up the difference tomorrow."

"What’s that supposed to mean?"

"I listened to your story, didn't I? As payment, you’re going to walk around the festival with me tomorrow."

I stared at her, wondering what "affection compensation" could possibly entail, only to be hit with that. It felt a bit lopsided. She’d offered to listen, but now she was demanding a fee?

"Why me?"

"Just consider it my reward. Deal with it."

"You really are a weirdo."

"Again! Why are you so cruel!?"

Still, she had taken a weight off my shoulders. It felt wrong to just take her help for free, anyway. I gave her my word. And just like that, my plans for the second day of the festival were set. I was spending it with her.
Chapter 140: Sightseeing in Enoshima Before the Fireworks!

The festival was scheduled to run for two days.

Apparently, a fireworks display was set for the final night, so the plan was for us to stay until then. I hadn’t visited Enoshima much in my old life. Since we’d decided to spend the morning of the second day sightseeing, I was actually looking forward to it.

"We’re here for the sights, but... is that the person who helped you?" Shiki asked.

"Ah, yeah. This is Levi-san. She helped me when I got lost yesterday," I explained. "She seems to know her way around here, so she offered to show us the ropes."

"That’s a relief, but... why is my best friend getting lost the moment we arrive?"

"The crowds were just that intense..."

I’d been forced to get creative to avoid further suspicion after returning so late the night before. My solution was to lean into my abysmal sense of direction—a trait so bad it could be called a curse. If I use that as a shield, I can pretend Levi rescued me and bring her along for the tour.

Though the others looked exasperated, they seemed to buy the story. Shiki and the rest of the group took turns offering Levi their thanks.

"Well then, let’s get moving! Follow me!"

And so, our group of six grew to seven. Guided by Levi, we wound our way through Enoshima’s tourist spots and sweet shops. We ate our way through the streets, our luggage slowly growing heavier with every stop.

In this world, no one knew when or where a Dungeon might appear. Seeing buildings specifically for Adventurers and Dungeon entrances—things that definitely hadn't existed back home—brought back that familiar sense of alienation.

"...Actually, these dango are pretty good."

"Indeed, this mitarashi is exquisite," Tsubaki agreed. "Reima-dono, I recommend this one as well."

"Zunda? That’s a rare find."

Tsubaki handed me a skewer of white dango topped with a vibrant green paste. It wasn't a variety you saw every day. I took a bite, and a gentle sweetness spread across my tongue, followed by the distinct, earthy flavor of edamame.

What bothered me, though, was the way Levi was staring at me while I ate. Does she want some? Thinking she might be hungry, I bought another skewer and held it out to her.

"Wait, is this for me?" she asked.

"You’re the one guiding us around. Besides, you looked like you wanted some."

"Ah, thank you. I’ve never had this before, so I was curious."

That's odd. Isn't Levi a local?

Then again, being a local didn't necessarily mean you went out of your way to eat the tourist food. In fact, most people probably avoided it.



After exploring the island, we headed back toward the mainland to check out the surrounding area. Levi, acting as our navigator, consulted what looked like a planned itinerary and announced our next stop.

"Next up... all right, the haunted house!"

"Ooh, nice! I’m in, Levi-san!" Ayane chirped.

I felt a cold sweat break out instantly. Ayane had reacted faster than anyone, and just as I was about to call for a timeout, Kaiser stepped in.

"The one that opened recently? The one they say is terrifying? I’ve been curious about that myself. You’ve got good taste, Levi-san."

"A haunted house, huh?" Shiki mused. "Now that I think about it, I’ve never been in one because Tsubaki usually refuses to go near them."

So Tsubaki is bad with horror too.

But what now? Ayane was already on board, and Kaiser’s eyes were practically sparkling. Laura was full of enthusiasm for her first experience, and as for Tsubaki...

"...I am perfectly fine with scary things," she whispered.

Her eyes were watery, her voice was a flat monotone, and she was staring intently at a point in the empty air.

"Uh, are you really okay, Tsubaki?"

"I am fine. I am perfectly fine, Reima-dono. If everyone wishes to go, I shall go... to the very end."

"Hey, let’s just skip it, okay? Forget about me—Tsubaki looks like she's about to break."

Her voice was so dead it was impossible to reconcile with her usual lively self. She was still stuck in that monotone, and for some reason, she wouldn't meet my eyes. I didn't understand why she was forcing herself when she clearly hated the idea, but with her "consent" on record, I had no grounds to refuse.

"...Seriously, is this really a haunted house?"

Unable to escape our fate, we arrived at the attraction situated next to the aquarium. It was a massive, ominous building called Enkai School. From inside, a symphony of agony and terror echoed—the kind of screams that sounded like every possible human misery had been distilled into a single soundtrack.

The standard shrieks were just the appetizers. We heard "No, stay away!" and "I don't want to die!" and eventually, sounds of pure, unadulterated psychological breakdown.

"Are we actually doing this? These warnings are ridiculous."

I pointed to a sign near the entrance.

[This haunted house is designed to inflict maximum trauma upon the mind and spirit. Please enjoy your suffering.]

"I can't wait!" Ayane said.

"What's the plan, Ayane? It says here only three people can go in at a time."

"Should we draw lots?"

"Is there no option where Tsubaki and I just stay out here?" I asked.

"No way. Since we're all here, we’re all sharing the trauma."

"I shall enjoy myself..." Tsubaki droned.

...I see.

I’m finished.

Honestly, I was dreading this. But looking at Tsubaki—whose eyes had lost their highlights as she prepared to shuffle off this mortal coil—I felt too guilty to back out. I opened a lottery app on my phone to decide the groups.

The result popped up.

"Well, we're doomed."

"Reima-dono... we are bound together in life and death," Tsubaki muttered.

"The three of us, then? This is going to be fun! I can’t wait to see how you two react!" Levi chirped.

The math dictated that we needed one group of three. My eyes went just as dead as Tsubaki’s when I realized I’d been paired with her and Levi.

"Aww... well, whatever. Levi-san, make sure to tell me everything about how they act later, okay?"

"You got it!"

The conversation moved on without us.

As I felt the sheer cruelty of the world weighing down on me, Tsubaki and I took our places in line with vacant stares, feeling exactly like the damned being herded toward the gates of hell.
Chapter 141: Haunted Houses are Seriously Scary

As if descending to the very bottom of the ocean... we stepped into the School of the Deep Sea Abyss.

The first thing to greet us was the school’s main entrance. 

Deep within the darkness sat a meticulously crafted, weathered shoe locker area. The faint, flickering lights overhead provided a vibe that was nothing short of agonizingly eerie.

"Uh... isn't this place already way too creepy?"

"――――"

The atmosphere was a total disaster. When I let that comment slip, unable to keep it in, Tsubaki—who was standing beside me—remained utterly speechless. She simply grabbed my sleeve and huddled close to my side.

According to the briefing we’d received before entering, this attraction had no emergency exits. Once you were in, you had to explore the entire thing until you reached the end. 

Great. Checkmate.

No matter how terrified we got, there was no escaping and no leaving. We just had to survive.

Ding—dong—dang—dong.

Since moving forward was the only option, we stepped further into the entrance. Immediately, we were struck by the sound of a school chime—the kind I hadn't heard since my elementary school days.

It was a dull, heavy sound that felt fundamentally wrong. The digital chime was layered with the zaa-zaa of static, a sound that made my skin crawl. The grating white noise seemed to vibrate inside my skull, stoking the fires of my anxiety.

Then—right on cue for a school setting—a voice echoed as if rising from the depths of the earth.

『—Students who have for-gotten items... please promptly collect your belongings—and leave the school.』

The campus broadcast reached our ears, heavily distorted by interference. Through the speakers, I could hear violent audio clipping mixed with the high-pitched, manic giggling of children. We had barely started, and I already wanted to go home.

『Repeating—the forgotten items... [glitch]... are reeking... [glitch]... please—[glitch]... val.』

Whatever. If we didn't move, this would never end.

We followed the arrows that served as our guide. The path started with a set of stairs, so we ascended toward the second floor, taking each step with agonizing caution.

We hadn't even been attacked yet, but the sheer quality of the atmosphere was doing a number on me. When we reached the second-floor corridor, we were met with a recreation of an elementary school hallway—the kind of place that wouldn't be scary at all if the lights were actually on.

"R-Reima... the, the window..."

"Hiee!"

Outside the glass, I could see the school’s sports ground. Mounds of dirt were piled up everywhere, each topped with a stone. It looked exactly like a graveyard.

And that wasn't the half of it. Wandering through the grounds was a swarm of aberrations—grotesque, deformed parodies of sea creatures.

"...Tsubaki, do you think we're actually going to make it out of here alive?"

"I... I do not know-degozaruuu..."

There were pale, blurry fish ghosts. Some monsters looked like they had corroded and melted into heaps of sludge; others were octopuses whose tentacles had been replaced by human arms. Anglerfish with glowing will-o'-the-wisps for lures drifted through the air.

"Wow, this is actually pretty scary, isn't it?"

Levi’s annoyingly cheerful voice snapped me back to reality. If she hadn't spoken up, I probably would have frozen in place right then and there.

"Now, now, there’s no point in standing around forever. Let’s keep moving!"

"Levi, you're way too damn strong for this."

"I have decided. I am sleeping in Laura's bed tonight-degozaru."

Every so often, I heard the faint tittering of a child or the persistent sound of playful footsteps echoing nearby. From the endless darkness ahead, the melody of Kagome Kagome drifted toward us. Even without a jump scare, the psychological pressure was immense.

"...Wait, what’s that?"

I suddenly noticed something lying on the floor of the corridor. 

I leaned down and picked it up. It was a scrap of paper, likely torn from a sketchbook. It was completely blank at first, just a plain white sheet, and yet...

『Wanna... play?』

Blurred red characters suddenly bled into the paper. A split second later, a girl’s laughter erupted from directly behind me.

"Gah!"

"Wao, that was unexpected."

"Dammit—run, you two!"

I flooded my body with magic to boost my physical stats, scooped Tsubaki up in my arms, threw Levi over my shoulder, and bolted.

"Scary! This is way too scary! This is bad!"

After that, things only got worse. We encountered a woman clinging to the ceiling, the ghosts of tattered children, and traps designed to force us into tight corners. We spent the next thirty minutes solving various gimmicks while searching for the "forgotten items."

"Hah... hah... I'm done. I can't do this anymore."

"Hic... sniff... Reima-dono..."

I was on the verge of collapse and Tsubaki was legitimately sobbing. I could see a sign that said "100 meters to exit," but I couldn't feel any relief. Levi remained cheerful, though she seemed to be constantly scanning our surroundings for something.

"...Ah, it looks like there aren't any more traps ahead of us. Shall we?"

"I'm trusting you on this. I am seriously, seriously trusting you, okay?"

She was light, so carrying her wasn't the problem; it was the sheer exhaustion from the terror that had pushed me to my limit. 

We moved forward with agonizing slowness, keeping our guard up. Just as we crossed the fifty-meter mark, I heard footsteps behind us.

"—Honestly, I saw that coming!"

"Ahaha! I told you nothing would come from the front!"

We sprinted the rest of the way, bursting through the exit and collapsing into the chairs in the rest area.

"Never again. I am never going into a haunted house again."

"............Me neither-degozaru."

"That first part was quite something, wasn't it?" Levi added, looking entirely unbothered.



A little while later, Ayane and the rest of the group emerged. We all met up to exchange our thoughts on the experience.

As everyone else chattered excitedly about which parts were scary or how impressive the production was, Tsubaki and I mentioned that the paper gimmick at the start was the most terrifying part for us.

"Huh? There wasn't anything like that when we went through, right Laura?"

"No. I have no memory of such a thing."

"...Wait, what?"

I checked with Shiki and Kaiser, but they both gave me the same answer. There had been no paper.

The blood drained from my face. I realized my pocket felt strangely heavy. I reached inside and pulled out a small scrap of paper.

『Come back... soon, big brother.』

...I don't remember much after that.

All I know is that by the time I finally came to, it was evening. I made a silent vow that day: I would never step foot in a haunted house again for as long as I lived.
Chapter 142: Beneath the Fire-Flowers Blooming in the Night

“Having the whole place to ourselves is incredible.”

“Ayane’s luck is as terrifying as ever.”

When we’d first planned this Enoshima trip, Ayane had applied for the special fireworks seating on a whim. Naturally, she’d won. Now, the six of us were back in our yukata, stepping out onto a private observation deck.

“...Since we’re here, it’s a shame Levi couldn’t have joined us,” I muttered.

“You’re right. Today was a lot of fun,” Ayane replied.

We made small talk as the elevator climbed toward the top floor. 

The show was set to begin in ten minutes. I found myself looking forward to it—it had been a long time since I’d seen a proper display. I stood back for a moment, simply watching the others.

Shiki was busy bickering with Kaiser, throwing out jabs just to get a rise out of him. Laura watched them with a look of pure exasperation, while Tsubaki was preoccupied with stuffing her face with the mountain of food she’d stockpiled. Ayane stood beside me, watching them with a bright smile until she couldn't contain herself any longer and ran over to join the circle.

I thought about it constantly. I was an anomaly—a foreign object. The Reima who truly belonged in this world wasn't me. I was the version that had been executed in that other world; the fact that I was standing here at all was nothing short of an impossible stroke of luck.

The threat of the Dungeons grew with every passing day. To protect everyone, I had to get stronger—I had to reclaim the power I’d held during my prime. But my current mana capacity was too low to call upon my most powerful allies. I had to force my mana to return, even if it meant pushing myself to the breaking point.

But doing that might mean sacrificing the Reima of this world.

Someday, I’ll have to disappear. A dead man like me has no right to linger in this world forever.

And yet... the reason I find myself wanting to live in this world is because of them. Because I have companions who spend their days with me like this.

“Hm? Reima-dono! Come over here, I say!”

“It starts in five minutes! You should stand next to me; the view from here is unparalleled!”

“...Quiet, Goro. Just let me watch in peace.”

I took my seat beside them to wait for the show to begin. Ayane sat to my side, wearing the same black yukata she’d worn yesterday. It gave her a mature air I’d never seen back in my original world. I’d never expected to see her like this. It made me realize, once again—

“Right. I want to show Luna and the others, too. Is that alright?”

“Of course,” Ayane said. “The place is reserved, so we don't have to worry about anyone seeing them.”

“True... [Tria Summon]: Luna Managarm. Sol Skoll. Lycoris Hydros.”

I called upon the usual members—the companions who had supported me ever since I’d arrived in this parallel world. They looked at me with slightly pained expressions, clearly sensing my mood, but they didn't pry. Instead, they simply took up positions behind me.

Apparently, fireworks had existed back in the Wakuni of Mythologia, but they’d only known of them by reputation; they’d never had the luxury of actually watching them. I hoped they would find them beautiful. 

A moment later, the first flowers of fire bloomed in the sky.

“They’re just as beautiful as the ones we see inside Master,” one of them remarked.

“...Hold on. What do you mean, ‘inside me’?”

“The Japanese Mythology group is always setting them off, Reima,” Sol explained. “I hated it at first because it was so noisy, but I got used to it. They’re actually quite pretty. They hold displays regularly now.”

“.........It’s a bit late to ask, but what the hell is going on inside my body?”

I could no longer fully grasp the state of my own Soul World. It wasn't as vast as Mythologia, but I had a sinking feeling its scale was becoming something nonsensical. 

I felt a headache coming on—not from the fireworks, but from this new information. Still, seeing everyone so happy brought a small smile to my face. I really do have to protect them.

“Hey, Reima. Are you having fun?”

Ayane’s voice pulled me back. I hesitated for a fraction of a second before answering.

“...Yeah. I am.”

It wasn't a lie. There was no way I couldn’t be enjoying myself when I was surrounded by my friends and my Summoned Beasts again.

I’m sorry, Reima.

I still... I want to stay here with everyone a little longer.
Chapter 143: A Smile in the Faintness of Time

It was late.

The fireworks display had finally dragged to a close. Since the hour was well past reasonable, we’d decided to stay the night in Enoshima. Sleep, however, refused to come. I found myself wandering the shoreline, my boots sinking into the sand as I paced the beach.

I listened to the rhythm of the waves, letting the wind tug at my clothes. 

The midnight seaside was deserted. I was alone—or so I thought, until a familiar presence flickered behind me.

"Heh. Reima-san, all by yourself again?"

"…You’re one to talk, Levi-san."

"Well, I’m the mysterious straw-hat-wearing lady who only appears at night!"

"What kind of character archetype is that supposed to be…?"

"It’s my identity!"

She struck a pose, her face so full of smug pride it was almost impressive.

I’d been feeling dark—no, depressed was the better word—but seeing that look on her face eased the weight on my chest, if only a little. It was strange how much I’d let my guard down around her, but her personality just had a way of doing that to people.

"Now then, Reima-san, why the solitude? Did something happen?"

"Nothing much. I just wanted to feel the night breeze."

"The atmosphere is lovely, isn’t it? The dark sea, a gentle wind… and me!"

"You could’ve left that last part out."

"Ouch, how cruel! You don't get to meet a girl this beautiful every day, you know?"

"Don't say that about yourself."

I found myself playing along with her exaggerated antics. Her reactions were just entertaining enough to keep the conversation going.

"So," she said, her tone shifting slightly. "What’s weighing on you?"

"Is it that obvious?"

"Completely. Totally. One hundred percent."

"…You’re too perceptive for your own good, Levi-san."

"Well, I am me, after all!"

"…………Sigh."

"What was that sigh for!?"

Good grief. Her every reaction was so over the top. I couldn't exactly tell her that to her face, though, so I kept my mouth shut.

"Fufufu. Since I’m so sharp, let me guess what’s wrong before you say a word."

"I’d love to see you try."

"You will! You will! ——Now, to be blunt, Reima-san…"

A gust of wind cut her off.

It was a sudden, violent surge, strong enough to snatch things away. The straw hat Levi-san had been wearing was whipped into the air, vanishing into the dark. In the next instant, my eyes locked onto what had been hidden beneath.

"…Horns?"

"Oh dear. I didn't expect you to see those yet. I was actually hoping to enjoy our little chat a bit longer."

Protruding from her head were two white horns. 

They weren't the polished silver of Gram, but they were pure white—an anatomical impossibility for any human. 

In that heartbeat, a gargantuan pressure slammed into me. I wondered how I could have been so blind. Her mana was overwhelming, a suffocating aura of pure violence that rivaled what I’d felt when I first confronted Behiko.

"Well, since the secret’s out and your affection meter has gone up, I suppose I should introduce myself."

She laughed, her demeanor unchanged. She offered a gentle smile… but now, it masked a hint of madness.

"I am… the Demon Lord of Envy, Levi Leviathan. I’m a colleague of Behi-chan—the one inside you—or more accurately, I’m a fellow Doomsday Beast. I decided to come out and play alongside the manifestation of the [Oceanus of the End Sea]."

I knew that name. 

It was a Dungeon I’d heard about at [Tenka] while working with Ouma.

Actually… it was the very place I had intended to conquer next.

The girl in front of me continued to smile with the same kindness she’d shown when we first met. But now, in the shadows behind her, the unmistakable silhouette of a Serpent loomed.

"Allow me to officially issue a challenge. Hero of Mythologia, I am presenting you with a trial."

Her voice was as clear as a bell. She leaned forward slightly, looking up at me through her eyelashes.

"The trial is simple: defeat me. Please, try your best to strike down the Strongest Beast, the Serpent… because if you don't, Japan is going to sink."

Having dropped that bombshell, she let her mana spike.

She stretched her back with a satisfied groan, muttered a quick "Alright," and let a predatory grin spread across her face. The atmosphere curdled. The air itself grew heavy with a crushing pressure.

"Well then, before the trial starts, why don't we have a little warm-up?"

"—Tch. [Summon] Diabel Satan!"

I forced my mind to sharpen. Based on the information I had, I called forth the companion best suited for defense among my available roster.

The Demon Lord of Envy, Leviathan. 

My allies in Mythologia had spoken of her often.

Satan of Wrath called her the one with the most magnificent physical form.

Phoenix of Sloth said she possessed a heart like a diamond, unbreakable by any force.

Mammon of Greed described a back covered in impenetrable shield-scales and a mouth filled with terrifying fangs.

And Baal, the lord of Gluttony, claimed she was the Strongest Beast to ever walk the earth—a creature that knew no such thing as fear.

"Kihah! To think I’d be facing you, Serpent of Envy!"

"Satan-kun? That’s a surprise… but more importantly, what are you wearing?"

"It’s a hobby! Looks cool, doesn't it?"

"It’s incredibly tacky!"

I’d summoned him so abruptly that Satan was still in his casual attire. His white T-shirt had the words "Amazing Demon" printed on it in a pathetic font. During our last barbecue, there had been no need for him to fight, and I’d summoned him with heavy restrictions… but I didn't have the luxury of worrying about his fashion sense now. With him on the field, I couldn't call any other companions. I had to rely on him.

"Contractor, our first joint struggle in ages—see that you handle me well!"

"Yeah. I know."

Satan’s form began to shift.

Distorted black horns erupted from his head, curving back toward his shoulders. Golden lines pulsed rhythmically across his exposed arms. Obsidian wings tipped with cruel talons unfurled from his back as a suit of midnight-black armor encased his body.

"Ahahaha! This is better than I expected, Reima-san! Do you have the other little ones with you too?"

"…I don't have the breathing room to bring them out."

My mind was a mess. A part of me still refused to believe she was the enemy, but my instincts told me that if I didn't fight here, everything would end.

"Really, this is a treat. Envy versus Wrath… shall we hold a contest to see who the superior Sin is?"

As a final courtesy, a barrier expanded to coat the area. 

No, it wasn't a courtesy. This wasn't a barrier designed to protect the surroundings; it was a cage meant to let her exert her full power. Cold sweat trickled down my spine. Behemoth had only wanted to look at the sky. But Levi was different. She was standing before me as a clear, present threat.

"[Weapon Summon] Laevateinn. You’re up, Dia."
Chapter 144: The Serpent of Envy and the Demon of Wrath

Minutes into our opening exchange, she finally drew a weapon—a greatsword.

Azure scales, dark as the deep ocean, lined the massive blade. The weapon alone radiated an overwhelming presence; just facing it was enough to make the air feel heavy with pressure.

"Well then, I’m coming at you with everything!" she chirped.

With that single declaration, she closed the distance to Dia in a heartbeat, swinging the greatsword with nothing but raw, brute force.

Dia didn’t flinch. He caught the blow perfectly with the several [Magic Swords] hovering at his back. Without missing a beat, he summoned dozens more, launching a continuous barrage of blades at his opponent.

"Aha! That’s some incredible murderous intent. If I were anyone else, I’d be dead by now, wouldn't I?"

In an instant, a vortex of mana erupted.

The energy coalesced into the shape of a [Serpent], swallowing every incoming [Magic Sword]. The beast blackened as it gorged itself on the blades, then lunged at Dia. It tore through the earth as it surged forward, slamming directly into him.

"You didn’t think something of this caliber would be enough to finish me, did you?"

The demon stood there, completely unscathed.

He wore a fearless, twisted smirk as he summoned a black [Magic Sword] that felt even more malevolent than the last.

Diabel Satan. His [Scripture] identified him as the [Satan of Wrath]—the king of demons and one of the [Seven Deadly Sins].

"Tsk. I really, really hate that thing," Levi remarked.

"I should hope so. It was custom-made specifically for you."

In the myths, he was depicted as the Great Adversary of God. His true power lay in his ability to gain absolute, specialized effectiveness against whatever entity he faced. It was a relentless, lethal advantage that persisted until his target was dead. The longer the confrontation lasted, the more vicious the effect became, dragging the opponent into deeper cycles of agony.

"Could you maybe... put it away?"

"Then die quietly."

Dia spread six bat-like wings and took flight.

He manipulated a swarm of weapons in the air while simultaneously closing in to trade blows with Levi. She tried to parry with her greatsword, but the moment her weapon touched his, it began to crumble. Perhaps because they were entities of a similar nature, his [Magic Sword] was able to erode and destroy her gear upon contact.

"Honestly, I was underestimating this," Levi admitted, her voice losing its playful edge. "I don’t think I have the luxury of calling this a 'trial' anymore."

"Then release a bit more of your power," Dia countered. "This is boring."

"Oh? Don't tell me... is [Lucife]-kun mixed in there too?"

"As if."

I watched them from the sidelines, analyzing the flow of mana.

She’s too weak, I thought. For an entity like [Leviathan], she’s being pushed too easily. It feels like we could win just by having me support Dia from the rear... but I know better. There’s something she’s holding back.

"I actually liked these clothes," she muttered. "But if I keep this up, they’re going to get ruined."

Just as Satan had done earlier, she triggered a magical change in her outfit.

No—it was different. The waters of [Enoshima] surged toward her, swirling around her body to form a spear and a suit of armor. Clad in that fluid, shimmering raiment, she took on an appearance like a [Valkyrie] out of [Norse] legend.

"I'm going to show you a slightly more serious version of Levi-san... Can your restricted little [Satan]-kun handle this?"

"Dia! Defend yourself!" I shouted.

I felt the spike in mana instantly. I tried to throw up a defensive spell of my own, but I knew I wouldn't make it in time.

A beam of pressurized water erupted from the tip of her spear. There was no tell, no wind-up. I only realized she had attacked after the beam had already fired. Dia had attempted to block, but the strike was so fast it gouged a hole right through his shoulder.

"Dia!"

"...Worry not," he grunted. "Focus on your part."

"I was aiming for a clean heart-shot," Levi mused. "You dodged that well."

That technique had zero charge time. There’s no way she can be allowed to spam that, I realized.

But judging by her casual posture, that wasn't even a finishing move—just a standard attack. If I wanted to deal with this, I needed to change the stage.

"—I'm borrowing your mana."

"Understood. Use it without hesitation."

I needed two minutes to charge.

Two minutes was an eternity against an opponent like her, but I had to use this magic to ensure Dia’s victory. Using this much mana right after summoning him was a complete gamble, but I didn't have a choice.

"Just endure it, Dia."

"...Hmph. Leave it to me, Contractor."

Dia—Satan—shifted into a more monstrous, primordial form.

It was the closest he could get to his true demonic nature without an [Original Text Release]. His silhouette became jagged and thorn-like, and the number of swords floating behind him doubled. Every single one was now imbued with a lethal special attack specifically tuned to kill her.

The two of them clashed in the sky at dizzying speeds.

They traded blows, scraping and gouging at one another. Even as his body was torn into, Dia refused to stop his assault. However, because Levi was constantly replenishing her armor with seawater, his attacks couldn't reach her actual body. At the same time, she was struggling to find an opening; Dia was parrying everything she threw at him unless she used those water beams.

I finally finished my focus.

The magic [Shiki] was assembled. All I had to do now was weave the words.

"Manifest, incarnation of hell. A garden of heat, overflowing with the blazing sun."

The first two verses were complete. Flames erupted from [Laevateinn], staining the entire world in a hellish crimson.

"[The End] has arrived. Come, oh Titans, and paint the world in red."

In a pocket dimension that seemed to roar with cheers, giants began to rise.

"—[Scorching Hell: Muspelheim]—[Titan Parade]!"

With the magic complete, Levi was ripped away from the sea of [Enoshima] and dragged into my invitation to [Muspelheim].

"Ahaha! So this is Reima-san's magic? Are you sure you're just a [Summoner]?"

"I just called forth a little [Scorching Hell]," I said, my voice rasping. "This is where we take you down."

I was doing everything I could just to maintain the spell. As one of the highest-ranking barrier spells in existence, it would only last five minutes at most. I didn't know if the combination of the fire giants and Dia would be enough to defeat her, but I had played my best hand.

Every breath scorched my lungs. My sweat evaporated the second it touched the air. Deprived of the ocean, her water armor hissed and vanished.

"Yeah... I definitely made the right choice picking you," she laughed, even as the swarm of giants closed in on her. "I don't get many chances to see magic this beautiful. And because it's so beautiful... I can finally expose my true self."

She smiled.

"The strongest [Serpent]. The one who defies God, born on the fifth day of creation. The primordial dragon that washes the world away—[Terminus Summon]."

In an instant, her body dissolved like mist.

In a world of heat where water should not exist, she simply melted away. Then, an impossible sea began to overflow within the scorched realm.

"[Levi Leviathan]."

In that heartbeat, something so massive it threatened to sweep away the entirety of the scorched world was unleashed.
Chapter 145: Invitation to the Sea

My [Barrier Magic] shattered.

It was supposed to be a top-tier spell, but her manifestation had utterly obliterated it. Because it had been forcibly torn apart, the magical backlash hit me like a physical blow, racking my body with pain.

"Dia... what about Dia!?"

Staying conscious was a desperate struggle, but I couldn't afford to black out yet. I had to hold on. Within the haze of my fading mind, I tried to confirm the status of the Satan I’d summoned.

I found him—barely. He was on the verge of death, his majestic bat wings reduced to scorched tatters.

Return, I commanded.

I felt a surge of relief as I realized I could still reach him, but I knew I couldn't keep him manifested a second longer. I dismissed his unconscious form back to the Soul World. My mana was bone-dry; honestly, it was a mystery how I was even staying upright. But falling wasn't an option.

"My, my, Satan-kun... you actually parried that?"

The scorched world of Muspelheim dissolved, and I collapsed onto the sands of the Enoshima shore. Looking down at me was Levi, wearing the same white dress from our first encounter.

"And you... you really are impressive. Restraining that form with a barrier? To be honest, I expected all of Enoshima to be blown away. Yes, quite remarkable. So, are you still with us, Reima?"

"Do I... look all right to you?"

"Well, staying conscious at all is a feat in itself."

I couldn't let her go any further. If I didn't defeat her here and now...

"Please, don't glare at me like that. I told you, today was just a test. Though, I suppose I should apologize for exposing that form to you..."

She spoke with an infuriating lack of urgency. She was just as detached and casual as she had been during our first meeting, treating me with a normalcy that felt entirely out of place given the carnage.

"But look on the bright side—you passed! Forcing me to get even a little bit serious is a legendary achievement!"

For the first time, I saw a flash of genuine emotion from her: pure, unadulterated joy. She seemed genuinely ecstatic that I had been able to fight her. She beamed a radiant smile at me, then reached into the air and pulled something out.

"And so, a reward is in order."

It was a [Golden Apple].

Even a passing glance revealed its overwhelming presence. It radiated a divine authority so intense it clearly didn't belong in the human world. On that dark beach, the fruit glowed with a brilliant, golden light. She sliced it in an instant, cupped my face with her hand, and forced a piece into my mouth.

"If I recall, this is a [Golden Apple] from the region of Greece—well, a replica, at least. The original grants immortality, but this one's effect should be just enough to mend your wounds and restore your mana."

I gasped, accidentally swallowing the divine offering as I breathed.

The moment it hit my stomach, a golden power rampaged through my veins. It didn't just mend my broken body; it flooded my system with mana. No—it went further, forcibly expanding the very limits of my mana capacity that had been suppressed until now.

I tried to move, but I had to focus every ounce of my will just to keep the apple's power from tearing me apart from the inside.

"Now then, it would be troublesome if you tried to counterattack... so let's add this to the mix."

She held a black conch shell to my ear.

The moment the melody reached me, my world spun. I recognized that voice; it was a sound I knew well. The name left my lips before I could think to stop it.

"[Lorelei's Song]..."

"Fufu. You're quite the scholar. Or perhaps... is she inside you?"

That was the last thing I heard.

Listening to that song without any resistance had an inevitable conclusion. My consciousness, already frayed to its limit, finally snapped.

"Until we meet again, Reima... I'll be waiting for you in Oceanus."

"Wait... stop..."

"Fufu. I'll be looking forward to it. So, please... save me."

I didn't hear the rest. In the next heartbeat, I fell into a deep, forced sleep.



I smiled as I watched him sleep.

He truly was a Hero who exceeded all my expectations. I had never met anyone who could please me this much. Even after witnessing my true power, he never gave up, clinging to his hostility until the very end.

Ah, what a lovely brand of heroism.

"Fufufu... Ahaha... Truly, if it's you..."

"What are you doing to him?"

A new presence stepped onto the beach.

I had cast a barrier to keep people away from this area, yet she had walked right through it.

"Oh, Ayane... Good evening. It's a lovely night, isn't it?"

"I asked you what you're doing."

"Oh, nothing much. Reima and I were just having a little spar."

I hid my agitation, maintaining my usual mask.

She radiated hostility—no, that was too mild a word. It was pure, unadulterated murderous intent. She began weaving a spell, her mana a murky, abyssal black. I felt a pang of déjà vu as she manifested ice swords that bled shadows, but I kept my voice steady.

"Since Reima has drifted off to sleep, I'll leave you with a message, Ayane. Tell him I'm waiting in Oceanus. And please, do feel free to bring everyone along for a visit."

And with that, I vanished.

I left her there, seething with a killing intent that only intensified as she rushed to his side. As I departed, I felt a familiar, violent jealousy clawing at my heart.
Chapter 146: At the Twilight Beach Where the Moon and Sun Fill the Air

I wanted everyone within my sight to be smiling.

It was a wish I’d harbored since I was a child—though, obviously, it was a pipe dream. A life where people are constantly smiling sounds a little terrifying, anyway.

But I couldn't help but wish for it.

I wanted the people around me to enjoy themselves, to smile even just a little. I didn’t want them to hurt; I didn’t want them to cry. It was that kind of wish.

People might call it hypocrisy. I knew I was being self-righteous. Even so, I had aimed for a world where everyone could live that way.

Then I learned of tragedies I’d never imagined.

I met girls who possessed Scriptures that forced them to live as villains.

I saw the regret of those who had been fallen into evil, left with nothing but the ability to take from others.

Every time I met people like that, I couldn't just walk away. I chose to stay with them. I had no obligation to do so, but I never forgot that simple wish—to give them even a moment of peace.

As those thoughts drifted through my mind, I realized I was hearing the sound of waves.

When I opened my eyes, I found myself on an unfamiliar Twilight Beach.

The murmur of the surf, the song of birds... as far as I could trace my memories, the last place I’d been was definitely the ocean, but I knew this wasn't it. I had no idea why I was here.

"…Is it stopped?"

The sun was melting into the far horizon, staining the world a deep vermillion, but the scene was frozen.

It was a fleeting, vivid sight. Between the sun that showed no sign of setting and the quiet waves, I couldn't feel an ounce of reality. 

Ah, this is a dream.

It made sense. I’d been put to sleep, after all. Besides, a place like this couldn't exist. 

When I looked up, a moon was hanging in the sky.

This was some unknown, alternate world.

"Beautiful," I muttered.

I didn't really have the time to be admiring the view, but my eyes were captivated nonetheless. I might have been dead. There was no reason for her not to deliver a finishing blow after putting me to sleep, and no guarantee that the whims of a woman that powerful wouldn't change.

"…I’m exhausted."

The atmosphere here was strange—realistic, yet accompanied by a heavy sense of unreality. I suddenly remembered that I used to like this time of day. 

Struggling was pointless in a place like this. I sat down on the sand and decided to wait for my eyes to open on their own without doing a thing.

The only thing on my mind was how tired I felt.

Maybe staying in this world wouldn't be so bad. Maybe I could just rest for a while.

"————"

Then, a song reached me. I spun around reflexively, and my breath caught at the sight. 

They were beautiful—that was the only way to describe it.

Luna and Sol were there.

They were playing innocently in a space illuminated by both the setting sun and the full moon. Mysterious and radiant… the two who had always supported me were right there.

"Right. I have to keep going."

Seeing them, I was finally able to choose to wake up.

I’m a simple man. Truly a fool, an idiot, a single-celled organism… because just seeing this sight was enough to make me think I could try again.

No words were exchanged.

I just watched the two of them playing together. That was all it took.

"Alright, time to wake up."

I’d give it just a little more effort. I had to defeat her. I felt like I could finally take another step forward.
The Moon Wolf Watches Him and Smiles: Manga Adaptation Commemorative Short Story

"Oh. It’s morning..."

I woke up in Master’s Soul World. After untangling my long, messy hair, I gave my teeth a thorough, rhythmic scrubbing.

Since he hadn’t summoned me, I was left with nothing but time. It was a familiar, tedious routine. I spent my hours lounging in the nearby meadow, sunbathing under the sun Big Sister had created while flipping through the shoujo manga he’d given me.

"...I’m bored," I muttered after finishing several volumes.

Big Sister had been out since dawn training with the other Summoned Beast children. I had no one to keep me company. It was exhausting, in its own way.

I wonder if he’ll summon me?

The thought slipped out of my mouth after I’d grown tired of rolling aimlessly through the grass. I knew I was summoned more often than the others. I knew it was because he trusted me. But honestly? My true feelings were that if I could see him, I wanted to see him.

"I wonder what Master is doing right now."

"Uh, morning, Luna."

Of course.

The voice I loved most reached my ears at the exact moment I didn't want to hear it. A wave of bashfulness, shame, and sheer confusion hit me all at once.

"—Eh? Mas...ter? Why are you here?"

I forced myself to move, though my limbs felt stiff and my face was burning. He looked incredibly awkward, scratching his cheek—a nervous habit of his.

"Well, I brought more manga. My timing was bad, wasn't it?"

It was impeccable, in the worst way possible.

I’d let my guard down, softened by the warmth of the sun, but I never intended to let him see me this vulnerable. I was Luna Managarm. I was Master’s First Fang. I was supposed to be dignified and sharp at all times. I didn’t want him to see me looking so... spineless. The embarrassment was suffocating.

"Muu. You're an idiot, Master. You're actually the worst."

"No... well, sorry."

I realized too late that my clothes were covered in grass. My hair was likely a mess from rolling around, too. I directed my frustration at him, even though I knew he wasn't really at fault for my own sloppiness.

But then again, showing up to deliver books without even a word of warning? He was definitely at fault for that. I decided to stick with that logic.

"Fine. Since you're here, you have to take responsibility. Stay with me."

"I'm not sure how I'm responsible for that, but I'm free today. Why not?"

"Wait, really?"

The response caught me off guard. He was insensitive, a total fool, and incredibly dense; I’d expected him to find some way to dodge the request. Seeing him accept so easily was rare.

"It’s not like I’m doing it just to be nice. I wanted to hear what you thought about the last one I lent you, and I don't have anything else to do."

His explanation was logical, yet it left me feeling slightly dissatisfied.

Still, it was a rare chance to have him all to myself. I swallowed my complaints and took his hand, pulling him down to sit on the grass. I retracted my claws and kept my touch light, careful not to use too much strength as I closed the distance between us. I knew how easily I could hurt him, and that was the last thing I wanted.

"Then let's just sunbathe. We can take it slow, okay?"

"...Got it. I just woke up, though, so sorry if I pass out."

"Heh. What kind of worry is that?"

We talked for a bit as I lay down beside him under Big Sister’s sun. Eventually, just as I’d expected, the warmth lulled him to sleep. I decided to spend the rest of the morning simply watching his face.



[Afterword: I originally posted this in a different section, but I wasn't satisfied with how it turned out. I’ve revised it and moved it here.]
Chapter 147: While He Slept

Two days had already passed since Ayane returned with Reima slung over her shoulder.

I stood in the private inn we’d rented out, watching my best friend sleep. Finally, a figure appeared who looked like she could actually provide some answers. I threw a question her way.

"So," I said, "any idea what happened?"

"I only know what I heard from Dia, so the details are a total blank," Merli replied. "The only thing I can say for sure is that someone showed up who could beat my disciple in a fair fight."

I already knew that.

Looking at the state of my unconscious friend and the devastated coastline, it was obvious he’d faced an anomaly. Honestly, I hadn't even considered the possibility that anyone could take him down right now.

"The one summoned to fight her was Dia, the one among us best suited for protection and lethality," Merli continued. "That dragon girl over there probably knows him better as Satan—the King of Demons."

"...Against the one who governs envy, Leviathan?" I asked. "In the hierarchy of the Great Sins, it feels like Satan should have had the upper hand. What happened there?"

I remembered hearing about the Summoned Beast named Diabel during our barbecue. He was supposed to be one of the strongest assets Reima could currently call upon. 

I’d done my own research, too. Satan was the King of Demons, a Demon King considered the great adversary of God. I'd heard about his capabilities, and the realization that something had crushed him head-on made the cold dread in my gut intensify.

"Leviathan... also known as 리ヴァイアサン. The counterpart to Behemoth, destined to bring about The End of the world and sweep everything away in a flood," Merli said. "It’s an existence that didn't even exist in Mythologia. I only knew about it through records, but man, talk about dangerous."

Her tone was light, but unlike our first meeting, the woman in front of me didn't seem to care about anything except Reima. I knew that was her nature to begin with, but she wasn't bothering to hide her irritation now. More than anything, her mana was leaking out in heavy waves, enough to make my skin crawl.

"From what I could see from inside Reima, it looks like that thing intends to sink this entire country."

"...That’s just great. Truly the worst-case scenario," I muttered. "I have to ask—is there anything we can do about it?"

"Not a chance. No matter how much you struggle, the difference in rank is just too high."

I knew that. But hearing it stated so plainly made a surge of anger at my own helplessness bubble up in my chest. 

I thought I’d been training. I’d been putting in the effort to catch up to where Reima was... but clearly, that alone wasn't going to be enough to bridge the gap.

"Will Reima-dono wake up?" Goro asked.

"I think so," Merli replied. "That girl was healing his wounds, after all."

"Merli-dono..." Tsubaki began. "Is there a way for us to become stronger?"

"There is, in a manner of speaking. You could fight us, for instance. But we don't know how much time that opponent is going to give us. I don't think we have the luxury of taking things slow."

In other words, we were out of time. 

I understood that much. I hadn't been there for the fight, but I knew exactly how difficult it was to knock out someone like Reima—someone capable of combat on such a massive scale.

"I know it's a bit late to ask, but do you all actually intend to fight?" Merli asked. "That thing is an outlier. No one would blame you for walking away. Besides, the people who would complain are going to be at the bottom of the ocean anyway, so it’s not like you’d have any responsibilities left, right?"

I realized then that this was her own twisted version of kindness.

We hadn't known her long, but it was clear she was Reima’s ally—or rather, that she’d been won over by him. Her point was logical, and I could tell she was actually worried about us. But the answer to her question didn't require a second thought.

"Obviously," I said. "Letting ourselves get kicked around without hitting back leaves a bad taste in my mouth."

"An Adventurer’s duty is to protect the innocent," Goro added. "More importantly... if it were my friend, he would do the same, wouldn't he?"

"I would prefer to talk things out," Tsubaki said, her tone stiff and formal. "But if a clash is necessary, I shall not hesitate."

Once I’d spoken, Goro and Tsubaki followed suit. 

The remaining two, Ayane and Laura, had stayed silent throughout the exchange. However, their resolve was already written on their faces.

"...I’m fighting," Ayane said. "I’m sick of being a burden. I’m tired of being useless."

"As am I," Laura agreed. "That creature must be made to pay for what it did to Reima."

When we’d finished stating our intentions, the woman in front of us let out a slow, gentle smile. It was a look of affection—and perhaps a hint of disbelief that people like us existed.

"I see. So that’s your answer. In that case, I suppose I’ll help. Fortunately, I’m something of a rule-breaking existence even within Reima. I’ll train you until he wakes up. Laura, you’re helping me. I can’t handle this many people alone."

"Fine," Laura replied. "Understood. Let’s be thorough."

With that, the plan was set. We would become stronger in the time it took for Reima to open his eyes.

No matter how far we had to go, no matter what happened... we would stand beside him. We would fight with him. We had to move forward, if only so that he—after everything he’d done—could finally get the reward and peace he deserved.

"Then let's get started," Merli said. "Steel yourselves. I’m not exactly known for being 'kind'."



A staff appeared in her hand.

Mana flooded the room, and we were suddenly pulled into a barrier in another dimension. 

It was a strange world, laid out like a giant game board. A landscape of trees perpetually stained by the colors of twilight.

Sent into this alien realm that felt like a Dungeon, we spent the next two days enduring a living hell.
Episode 148: Awakening

……I felt like I’d been having a long, long dream.

I saw the two of them in that twilight world. Between that and the surge of magic power I felt deep in my core, I felt a strange sense of relief. Or perhaps it was more accurate to say I’d finally moved past something.

“……Morning, Merli. What are you doing here?”

I opened my eyes and scanned the room. Merli was there, lost in thought. 

Our eyes met, and a heavy silence filled the air. She stared at me with an intensity that made me freeze. Then, she stood up.

“Even I know better than to poke the serpent in the thicket this time. For the record, I wasn't here when you woke up, and we haven't spoken…… understood?”

“Ah, wait…… Merli?”

With those cryptic words, my mentor canceled her own summoning and vanished. 

That was unusual, even for her, I thought as I watched the spot where she’d been. 

“……Seriously, what was that about?”

I muttered to myself, several questions floating in my mind as I surveyed my surroundings. The room was plastered with recovery talismans and reinforced by a barrier. 

Checking my body, I found no wounds. It looked like I’d been under constant treatment while I was out. I raised my arms and rotated my neck to check for any lingering issues, but I felt fine. 

Can I still use magic like before?

I’d taken a lot of damage and, more importantly, I’d been reckless. I decided to test myself with a relatively complex ice spell.

“Are you kidding me? Why?”

I had focused on a two-stage manifestation to freeze the ambient mana around me, but the output was grotesque. The range was absurd—the entire room froze solid in an instant.

Shaken by the sheer freezing power I now commanded, I decided to leave the room and find the others to let them know I was finally awake.



“……There’s a barrier over there. Is that them?”

I had been sleeping in what looked like a private inn nestled in the mountains. 

A high-intensity barrier was active a short distance away. When I approached, I found the group deep in training. The atmosphere was so intense that I hesitated to speak. They hadn't noticed me yet, and I couldn't decide how to announce myself.

Good morning? Long time no see? No, neither felt right. 

The sky was pitch black, so it was obviously night. Besides, I didn't even know how many days I’d been out, so “long time no see” felt presumptive.

I shook my head to clear the useless thoughts. It didn't matter. If I didn't tell them I was awake, nothing would move forward. I tried to call out as gently as possible to avoid startling them.

“Um…… guys? I just woke up a second ago—what’s the current situ—”

Before I could finish the sentence, I felt their mana pivot toward me.

The group, who had been sparring with each other until a moment ago, leveled their magic at me in unison. Before I could even process the confusion, my body moved on reflex.

“Whoa, guys! Hold on!”

I shouted in a panic, trying to de-escalate, but they were already unleashing their finishing moves.

“……First off, you’re late, best friend.”

“Forgive me, my friend. [Valdrago Spear].”

“……[Kamisari-ryu—Mumyou Tokoyodachi]!”

Crap. I’ll die if I don't block this.

I didn't have time to wonder why they were doing this. If I didn't defend myself perfectly, I was a dead man. This wasn't a joke; they were actually trying to kill me.

“[Aegis]!”

My instincts screamed, and I instantly kneaded my magic. 

The barrier held. I blocked the concentrated fire and emerged unscathed, but I immediately noticed that Ayane and Laura weren't among the attackers. I braced myself for a follow-up impact from them, but it never came. Instead, I felt warmth pressing against me from both the front and the back.

“Um, guys…… I can’t move.”

“You’re late, Reima,” Ayane whispered.

“……You slept too long, you idiot,” Laura added.

It was the kind of contact that would normally be impossible for those two. 

Their embrace was so tight I could feel their resolve—they weren't going to let me go. The atmosphere wasn't right for trying to pull away, so I just stood there and accepted it. After a full minute of being hugged, they finally released me.

“So…… how long was I out?”

“Five days, sleepyhead,” Shiki answered.

“Five days? Seriously? What’s the situation now?”

“We’ll get to that…… but before we do, isn't there something you should say first?”

I paused, looking at their tired, determined faces. “……Right. I’m back, everyone.”



We returned to the inn, which they had apparently chartered in its entirety. I sat down in front of the group to get a proper briefing.

“So…… Levi is definitely waiting at Oceanus?”

“Yes, that’s what I was told. I don’t believe it was a lie,” Ayane replied.

“……I see. So we really have to fight her.”

I said it mostly to confirm the reality of it. Her target was likely me. Dia had said as much during our fight, and it was the only thing that explained her actions so far. 

And having faced that power myself, I knew the truth. She was an outlier. We couldn't win without being monumentally reckless. 

I want to protect the people precious to Reima in this world. That was why I’d decided to push myself a little further. 

“Listen, everyone. Levi’s target is me. Leave the rest to me.”

“Yeah, sure,” Shiki said, his voice flat. “That’s why we’ve been training until we bled while you were asleep.”

“—What?”

“If Merli’s information is correct, our opponent is an entity that didn't even exist in Mythologia. An abnormal, peak-tier existence…… It’s a mistake to fight her. We should just leave it all to you.”

He was right. Honestly, Shiki and the others didn't have the strength yet. If there was a chance they would die, I didn't want them anywhere near that battlefield. I had planned to fight her with only my Summoned Beasts.

But my best friend trailed off, looking me straight in the eye.

“That’s why I’m telling you this: don't look down on us, Reima. We’ve seen how absurd this world is. We’ve felt our own powerlessness. We caught a glimpse of the path you’ve had to walk. We didn't train like this just to watch. We did it so you wouldn't have to be alone.”

“I was depressed thinking about how useless I’ve been,” Tsubaki said with a small smile, “but I want to catch up, even if it’s only a little.”

“We were trained to the brink of death by Merli-dono,” Kaiser added with a nihilistic grin. “I have no intention of being a burden.”

Shiki laughed. 

I hadn't expected those words. They were so bright, so determined to walk beside me and catch up to someone like me, that it was almost dazzling.

“That’s the reality of it. You aren't alone, Reima. We’re here,” Ayane said.

“You’ve always shouldered too much, then and now. Lean on us more,” Laura finished.

I didn't know how to respond to that. 

Deep down, I felt a surge of genuine happiness. 

I’m weak, I thought.

I always acted tough, always decided I would be the one to protect them, yet I was won over this easily. I hadn't changed at all. I was pathetic—but in that moment, I felt that being weak was okay.

“Listen, Reima Kariya, don't get full of yourself. Nobody here has any intention of letting you play the sole protector. Your comrades have spent the last three days in a living hell just so they could stand on the same line as you. They did it so we could all come back and laugh together. So, we’re going to win.”

I had resolved to become stronger to protect everyone. I had worked myself to the bone for that goal. But as Shiki said, I had become conceited. I thought I had to do it alone. I thought I was the only one who could protect my friends.

I was wrong. 

They were willing to fight for me. If they were willing to change the future alongside me, then I had to make sure I survived.

“You’re right, Shiki. Somewhere along the line, I started thinking I had to carry everyone.”

“Well, we did leave a lot to you in the past,” Shiki admitted. “But this time is different. We’re all going home together.”

“Yeah. ……Hey, everyone. Will you fight with me?”

I didn't need to hear the answer. 

Everyone smiled and nodded. And for the first time in a long time, I was able to laugh too.



[Afterword]

It was a while ago, but we’ve exceeded 5 million PV, so here is the status on the celebratory project. 

Please take a look if you’re interested:
https://kakuyomu.jp/users/tawasigurimu/news/822139836850840287
Episode 149: A Part-Time Job at the Beach!

After we resolved to fight together, we took a well-deserved break for the remainder of the day. The following morning, we set off for the Okinawa region, where the Mythology Dungeon had manifested. 

We’d decided that revealing the full truth of the situation would be too dangerous, so we proceeded under the cover story that a group of S-Rank Adventurers was simply moving in to clear the area. Thanks to our track record with the [Great Sea of Stars], things progressed without a hitch. Well, except for one miserable detail.

"...I’m gonna be sick."

When it comes to traveling to Okinawa, your options are limited. This time, we went by plane. It had been a while since I’d flown on a commercial aircraft; I’d grown far too accustomed to letting Berg handle our aerial transport. As a result, the flight absolutely wrecked me.

It was pathetic. By the time we landed, I was so far past my limit that I couldn't move for an hour. I ended up recuperating at Tsubaki’s villa, which happened to be located nearby.

"This sucks."

I felt incredibly weak for someone born in the modern era, but I realized—with a grim sense of sincerity—that this is exactly what happens when you get used to luxury. While I waited for my body to stop spinning, the others went out to gather intel from the locals.

Ena’s golems were supposed to have scouted the place already, right?

A Dungeon is a place where the difficulty can spike at any moment, making it increasingly lethal. For that reason, the government had started using Ena’s golems to investigate areas judged to be high-risk, and the data they gathered had been handed over to us.

Basically, it’s a mythological melting pot... or maybe a "Lite" version of Mythologia.

The monster profiles in the documents mostly consisted of sea creatures from various legends. Since the Dungeon was named Oceanus, I’d assumed it would lean heavily toward Greek Mythology, but it looked like I needed to prepare for a wider range of threats.

The entities I'd encountered in Mythologia associated with the sea all had tricky, specialized abilities. More than anything, they were sadistic. The files mentioned Lorelei—the source of the song used by Levi—and something called Charybdis, which appeared to be a grotesque hybrid of a jellyfish and an octopus.

"So, you can breathe inside the Dungeon, but it's basically just the ocean... Great. How annoying."

The interior was described as a mystical path along the seabed, but anywhere off the trail was just open water. You’d never know when or where a monster might strike. Even the ground beneath your feet was apparently just the sea, meaning surprise attacks from below were a distinct possibility.

On paper, it was the highest possible difficulty level. I’d also heard that even Yamato, who’d gone to investigate right after the Dungeon appeared, still hadn't managed to clear it.

"And after we break through all that, we have to fight Levi."

I muttered the words to myself, lost in thought. It would be difficult. Dangerous, too. But since I’d decided to defeat her—since we’d all decided to win together—I had to face her.

"Reima? Feeling better yet?"

"...Ayane. Yeah, I’ve mostly recovered."

"Good. Listen, the locals have a favor to ask. Think you could help out?"

"Sure, I don't mind. What is it?"

"Well... helping out at a beach hut, I think?"

"...Huh?"



"Yakisoba's up! Limited quantities, so get it while it's hot!"

Kaiser, dressed in nothing but a pair of swim trunks, was hollering to draw in the crowd. I was busy grilling noodles using vegetables supplied from the Soul World. Beside me stood Baal—who insisted on wearing his full butler uniform despite the sweltering summer heat—and Shiki, who was wearing a hoodie in a different color than mine over his swimwear, mirroring my cooking efforts.

"...Talk about messed up priorities."

"Don't blame me, best friend," Kaiser replied. "This was the condition for them lending us a boat."

"Their business sense is a little too aggressive for my taste."

This was the result of asking the locals for a boat through government channels. Since a group of S-Rank Adventurers was a rare sight and a guaranteed media draw—and since it was the middle of summer with tourists everywhere—they wanted us to liven things up. I could see why they weren't taking it seriously; officially, the Dungeon wasn't considered an immediate threat yet. Still...

"We shouldn't be exhausting ourselves before we even hit the Dungeon."

"Well... we aren't planning to go in until tonight anyway, so it doesn't really matter, does it?"

"All the more reason to be resting."

"Think of it this way, best friend. Even before a big showdown, you need to blow off some steam."

In the distance, Ayane and Tsubaki were working hard to lure customers to our stall. Between their experience with live streaming and their sheer fame, they were experts at working a crowd. We were so flooded with customers that taking a break was out of the question. We were shorthanded, mostly because Laura had decided this "didn't suit her" and was currently napping in the shade. She really did things at her own pace.

"Lord, a change of pace is vital. Furthermore, interacting with your friends will surely serve you well."

"Yeah, yeah, I get it... Oh, hey, Baal. The line's moving faster, but who's serving the food?"

I'd just realized something. Shiki, Baal, and I were stuck at the grill. Kaiser, Ayane, and Tsubaki were barkers. Laura was off-duty. But this hut required servers to deliver the food. We were cranking out yakisoba, but who was actually taking it to the tables?

"Hmm. A fair point. I was told there was no one else... My Lord, why is that idiot here?"

As Baal spoke, the light died in his eyes. His voice, usually so energetic, sounded like it had been dragged from the bottom of a dark pit. I followed his gaze.

There she was: a beautiful girl with grey hair and goat-like horns, wearing an ensemble that was half-swimsuit, half-maid uniform. Lumia Asmodeus. The woman with green-tipped hair was expertly balancing multiple plates of yakisoba, moving with perfect posture and silent efficiency. She was getting the job done, sure, but I had no idea why she had manifested.

"Hey, Lust. Why are you here?"

"Only just noticed me, Gluttony? You're as dull as you are amusing."

"...The Lord didn't summon you."

"My desire to serve reached its breaking point. Obviously. Lately, you've been the only one summoned. I've been living with the constant sensation of being cuckolded, so I came out on my own."

"That is simply the gap in our levels of trust. It is your own fault for trying to corrupt our Lord with your sloppy work."

They continued to bicker while working. This was Lumia, the demon who claimed to be my maid—the representative of Lust from the Seven Deadly Sins.

"Have you no mirrors in that head of yours, Gluttony? Anyway, you can leave now. My Master's 'service points' have plummeted below critical levels. I'm about to lose control, so swap with me."

"Is your brain actually boiling?"

"Excuse me? It's unfair. I am the one-and-only maid meant to care for my Lord from 'goodnight' to 'good morning'—even unto the grave. I cannot allow my role to be usurped by a loudmouthed butler. Honestly, the mere existence of anyone else tending to my Lord is a crime I wish to scrub away. The fact that you're a fellow Sin just makes the verdict 'guilty.'"

She rattled all this off with a completely deadpan expression, venting a massive amount of pent-up frustration. I knew this was partially my fault for the lack of communication, but I also knew just how terrifying her desire to serve could be. I felt a phantom stomachache brewing... and to stabilize my mental state, I reached over and poked Shiki in the stomach while he stared at us with a look of pure judgment.
Episode 150: Do You Like an Expressionless, Goat-Horned Maid Who Refers to Herself as "Boku"?

Helping out at the beach hut—actually, I’d been paid for it, so it probably fell more under the category of a part-time job—was finally over. We gathered on a nearly deserted stretch of sand to kill time until nightfall, when the operation was set to begin.

“To the Master’s friends of this world… I am the demon known as Lumia Asmodeus. It may be for a short time, but I look forward to your acquaintance.”

To ease the burden on Merli, I had re-summoned my self-proclaimed maid. She gave a polite, practiced bow and introduced herself to Shiki and the others. With features so perfect they looked sculpted and a face that never changed its expression, she reminded me of an exquisite doll—though she was, in fact, one of my most potent Summoned Beasts. One eye was hidden behind a fringe of hair, and for some reason, she was currently wearing a bizarre hybrid of a maid uniform and a swimsuit.

“She’s so beautiful…” Ayane murmured, blinking. “But, why the maid outfit?”

“That is because I am Master’s maid, is it not?” Lumia replied. She snorted proudly, unwinding the scorpion-like tail that had been wrapped around her leg and letting it sway. “I am his possession, his one-and-only tool. Serving him is my supreme priority.”

Possessing absolute confidence in her own appearance, she seemed entirely used to being praised; she didn’t even react to Ayane’s compliment.

“This idiot of Lust is merely calling herself a maid,” Baal cut in, her voice dripping with disdain. “There is no need to pay her any mind.”

“That would be you, Gluttony,” Lumia countered. “Your service lacks elegance. Why not follow my example?”

“You call interfering with the Master needlessly and making him degenerate ‘elegance’?”

“Ah, but that is precisely what a demon’s service is, is it not? That is my true desire. It is a tool’s instinct to want to take care of every single aspect of Master’s life.”

“Hmph. As I thought, I do not get along with you. I shall provide a proper example, so stay there and watch.”

To put it mildly, Baal and Lumia were not on good terms. 

Just when I thought they were about to dive into a full-blown shouting match, they both turned to look at me, their gazes intense. It seemed they were both determined to prove that their specific brand of ‘service’ was superior.

“No, it’s fine… both of you, stop fighting.”

“B-but Master!” Baal protested. “I must teach this pink-brained demon the meaning of service!”

“Personally, I’m helped by both of you, so I don't really mind either way…” 

Actually, it’s because their methods are different that I’m worried, I thought. If I leave everything to either of them, I’ll be heading straight for a life of total uselessness. 

In Baal’s case, I’d fall into depravity because she’d handle every household chore until I forgot how to lift a finger. In Lumia’s case, there was the constant terror of being coddled into a stupor—a world where every single action I took was affirmed and I was praised even if I did absolutely nothing.

“Heh. As expected of Master,” Lumia said with a triumphant smile at Baal. “This is why Gluttony is so…”

“…I shall withdraw for now,” Baal muttered, looking frustrated. “However, I will let the matter be decided when the next opportunity arises.”

Lumia looked like she’d just won a major victory. It had been a while since I’d seen these two bicker like this. I wasn’t exactly relieved that they hadn't changed, but I felt a twinge of nostalgia—or something close to it.

“Oh, I have a message from Sloth,” Lumia added. “She says she wants to check on you. Apparently, she thinks you’ve been cured by the apple.”

“From Belphe?”

“Yes. When it comes to the phenomenon of healing, no one is better than Sloth. She was worried about you, so please summon her.”

Belphe Phoenix. 

She was a companion who possessed the aspects of both a Divine Beast and the demon bearing the title of Sloth. She was better at recovery and treatment than anyone else I knew. Usually, she didn’t go out of her way to get involved with me, but she was a lazy soul who cared for her comrades and was twice as lonely as anyone else.

“The only other recent news is that Wrath has finally awakened.”

I felt a surge of relief. “That’s good. Is there anything from Dia?”

“Ah, well… he said he won’t lose next time.”

“That’s reliable. I’m glad Dia is safe.”

He was the one who had collapsed and lost consciousness alongside me back then. It seemed my companions had been treating him from the moment we returned. When I asked for more details, Lumia mentioned he was already fighting against others as part of his rehabilitation.

“Also, it would be wise to summon me during the battle with Envy,” Lumia suggested. “I believe our compatibility will be quite good.”

“Understood. Based on how the fight felt, you’re probably right. I’ll be relying on you.”

“I would be happy if you relied on me to your heart’s content. And so…” Her voice trailed off as her eyes narrowed. “Isn’t it about time you let me serve you?”

She brought the conversation back to her main priority with alarming speed. I only just noticed it, but her body was trembling slightly, as if she could barely contain herself. More importantly, she hadn’t looked at anyone but me for the last several minutes. She had even wrapped her long scorpion tail around my leg, and I got the distinct impression she had no intention of letting go.

“Well then, friends, I’m going to take Master back to the villa for a bit,” Lumia announced. “I would be happy if you didn’t interfere.”

“…Hey,” Shiki interrupted, her voice cautious. “What about Reima’s… will?”

“Now, won't you think about it, Miss Childhood Friend? Master is the one at fault for leaving me alone for so long. That is why, until the operation begins, I’m going to make it so he cannot live without me. So, let’s be alone for a bit, okay?”

“Wait a sec, someone stop Lum—”

Before I could finish my sentence, I was snatched up. Lumia summoned a dragon that caught me in its mouth, and I was carried off toward the villa. The others followed eventually, but no one moved to help me. Apparently, they had reached the collective conclusion that I was at fault for neglecting her and should be offered up as a sacrifice. 

Until night fell, I was held captive and subjected to a relentless, overwhelming assault from a mountain of snacks.
Chapter 151: The Sea (HELL)

My sense of taste was... sweet. Sickeningly so.

This happened just before we set out for the [Oceanus of the End Sea], a Mythology Dungeon located deep beneath the waves. I stood on the dock, clutching my stomach and trying to fight off the lingering sugar high that was currently ravaging my insides.

Lumia Asmodeus.

She claimed to be my maid, and her skill with confections was nothing short of divine. But there was a catch—her sweets were so intensely sugary they bordered on the lethal.

"There. I am satisfied," she said, her voice as expressionless as ever. "It has been quite some time since I last had the pleasure of serving Master."

I gave her a flat, sideways glance before turning back to the rest of the group. Unlike me, they had managed to consume a sensible amount of sugar and looked ready to move.

"So, we’re heading out by boat, right?" I asked.

"Yeah," one of them replied. "The owners said it’s about an hour’s trip from here."

"It’s a fairly large vessel. Apparently, it’s even reinforced for combat if things get ugly on deck."

That was a relief. We had no idea what to expect on the way to the dungeon, and I preferred to reach our destination without wasting all our energy on random encounters. The three girls had already made themselves at home inside the cabin, having finished their greetings with the woman who would be acting as our captain.

"[Summon]: Belphe Phoenix, Baal Wild Hunt."

The dungeon boss we were facing bore the title of Envy, one of the strongest of her kind. Since she was a pillar of the Seven Deadly Sins, I figured it was only appropriate to counter her with those who held similar titles. 

Baal only possessed Gluttony as a secondary aspect, but he had the knowledge we needed—and more importantly, he’d volunteered for the job.

"I’m counting on you two," I said.

"Sure thing, Reima," Belphe chirped. "I’m just glad to see your wounds are healed up."

"I shall fulfill my duty, Master... though it seems the incarnation of Lust over there is looking particularly smug."

"Well, of course," Lumia replied. "I have just finished my service, after all."

My mana was currently sitting at sixty percent of its peak capacity, thanks to that Golden Apple Levi-san had forced down my throat. It was a strange feeling—having enough mana to sustain three major summons at once—but given the scale of the fight ahead, I didn’t have the luxury of complaining.

"You're actually dressed for the occasion today, Belphe," I noted.

"I suppose so. A T-shirt didn't feel right for this... and besides, I'm actually a little pissed off."

The last time I’d summoned her for a barbecue, she’d been wearing a ridiculous shirt with 'Phoenix' printed on it in phonetic characters. Today, she was draped in ritualistic robes. She was in her 'serious' mode.

"Alright, let's get moving. Stay sharp, best friend," I told the others.

"Right back at you."

"Who do you think you're talking to?" Baal laughed. "We go to claim victory, my friend!"

We shared a brief, tense laugh to steady our nerves. My summoned beasts prepared themselves, taking on human forms and drawing their weapons. With our preparations complete, we boarded the ship, gave the captain the signal, and set sail for Oceanus.



"This is basically an Encroachment-type!" Shiki yelled over the wind.

"I wasn't expecting this many of them!" Ayane shouted back.

"Fighting in the air right out of the gate is a pain!"

Shiki was grumbling, Ayane was holding the front line, and Laura and Kaiser were busy intercepting threats from the sky. We were barely an hour into the voyage, and we were already being swarmed. The culprits were Harpies—monsters with the heads of women and the bodies of predatory birds. They clearly viewed anyone approaching Oceanus as an intruder to be eliminated.

"Tch. [Sleep Resistance Granting]!"

I scanned the surroundings and spotted movement in the shadow of a nearby reef. It was a creature with a woman’s torso and a fish’s tail. It was starting a chant. The moment I saw it, memories of a previous encounter flashed through my mind, and I immediately threw up a defense against status ailments.

"Lumia! Handle the Lorelei!"

The Lorelei were water spirits known for luring sailors to their doom with enchanted songs. If we fell asleep in the middle of this chaos, it was game over. 

Lumia used her mana to create solid footholds in the air, sprinting toward the spirits. She leveled her spear and went to work. Within seconds, the cluster of Lorelei was silenced for good.

"Baal, support Ayane and the others! Clear them out!"

"Orders received! I'll make this quick!"

Baal shifted into his beastly form before snapping back into the shape of a knight in full-plate armor. He galloped across the sky on his spectral steed, conjuring a localized storm that tore through the Harpy swarm in a straight line. The monsters kept coming, but fortunately, we were simply stronger. 

Still, I couldn't afford to be complacent. I kept my detection skills active, monitoring the perimeter for any new threats.

"We’re coming up on Oceanus!" Shiki called out from his vantage point.

I looked ahead. A massive gate stood alone in the middle of the ocean. It’s an Otherworld-type. I could tell just by looking at it. The structure looked so divine it could have been the entrance to heaven itself.

We braced ourselves to charge through, but in that split second, the sea began to churn. Massive shadows surged beneath the surface—vibrant, angry red shapes that I recognized all too well.

"Are you kidding me? Krakens?"

The legendary monsters of the deep. They were the guardians of the sea, massive cephalopods known for sinking entire ships and eating whales for breakfast. Dealing with one was a chore; seeing more than ten of them at once was a nightmare.

"This is it, people!" I shouted. "We win this together!"
Chapter 152: One Hell of a Squid

I counted over ten Krakens based on visual estimation alone.

The monsters were already massive to begin with, and now they were surrounding our ship. Some had crimson hides, while others were pale and squid-like. Facing them, my first instinct was to cast a spell on Lumia so she could breathe underwater and let her start hunting them, but—

Before I could even give the order, the ship lurched.

"Damn, this thing is seriously huge!" I muttered.

A single Kraken had hauled itself onto the deck. It was significantly larger than the others, clinging tightly to the hull and lashing out with its tentacles, clearly intent on killing us.

"Heavy... but still better than Merli," Ayane said. 

She conjured an ice shield to block the strike. When the blow glanced off, Kaiser and Laura moved in perfect sync to capitalize on the opening, severing the monster's limbs. The Kraken flinched and retreated, having lost four of its tentacles in an instant, but...

As I thought. It’s regenerating.

I'd encountered Krakens in Mythologia that possessed regenerative abilities. If those were the benchmark, I’d expected this one to heal too, but knowing it and seeing it were two different things. If they all worked like that, this was going to be a nightmare.

As a Summoner, my primary use of mana was maintaining the manifestation of my Summoned Beasts. In my case, the denser the Scripture they possessed, the more mana I burned just to call them and keep them in this world. At my current rate, I could only maintain the three of them—Baal, Lumia, and Belphe—for about two hours at most.

There was a chance we could win if I left this to them and forced a short-term decisive battle, but I had to consider what came after.

"To hell with it. Ayane and the others are here. Lumia—go wild!"

"—! You mean it, Master? In that case, I shall destroy everything!"

My maid’s mood did a complete 180 at my command. Leveling her spear, she took to the sky and closed the distance with the Kraken in front of her. She thrust her spear home, and in the next heartbeat, the world in front of me turned into a wall of fire.

A single explosion acted as a primer, triggering dozens of chain reactions. The Kraken, which had been the predator mere seconds ago, was charred black instantly.

"Hmm, only fifteen? For something so big, it didn't have as much mana as I expected."

Lumia licked the blood that had splattered onto her face and sneered.

Lumia Asmodeus. One of the Demon Lords bearing the title of Lust. Her true nature was a mix of destruction and virtue, and her unique trait allowed her to grant an explosive property to mana. The magic she’d just used was particularly heinous; once detonated, it used the opponent’s own mana as a catalyst, continuing to explode until the target was completely drained.

"Now then, dear guests... shall I entertain you? Who wants to be next?"

The one she'd killed must have been the leader. With the largest one dead, the Krakens hiding beneath the surface revealed themselves all at once. They lunged for Lumia, tentacles whipping through the air as they chased her across the sky, but she dodged every strike. With every thrust of her spear, another explosion rang out, and another monster died.

"Ahahaha! What’s the matter, you sea-swamp? You'll never catch me like that. Come at me with the intent to kill!"

"You're getting too excited, Lust. You're in the Master's presence," Baal chided.

"Why don't you join the fun, Gluttony! Hey—that one’s my prey!"

Baal ignored her, speaking in a soothing tone while releasing a spiral of wind from the tip of his spear. The gust pierced the Krakens between the eyes with unerring precision. The swarm of fifteen had been whittled down to six before I even realized it. I started to think we might actually get through this without any casualties—and then the ship bucked.

It was a violent, massive heave that threw us all off balance. I looked down to see what was happening, only to find the Krakens in the water were rocking the ship with everything they had.

"—Everyone!"

Kaiser, mounted on a Valkyria, and Laura, using her Vampire authority to fly, were safe. But Ayane, Tsubaki, and Shiki were in trouble. With Krakens still in the water and no guarantee that other monsters weren't lurking below, falling in would be a death sentence.

"[Aegis!]"

I deployed defensive shields beneath everyone to catch them. But the ship kept tilting, shaking violently until it finally capsized. I was pitched into the freezing sea. 

Beneath the waves, I found myself staring into the maw of a jellyfish so massive it looked like it could swallow the world. Charybdis—the monster of the deep. It waited for me with its mouth wide open, and then I was gone.



"Master!"

"Dammit, Reima! Ayane, we're going in!"

Our Master’s friends tried to dive in after him, but the remaining Krakens blocked their path. I tried to move to support them, but the monsters grew even more aggressive, as if they had been ordered to keep us away.

"Lust!"

"He went down with that samurai girl... but this looks bad."

A translucent bell surfaced on the water. It was a jellyfish-like creature several times larger than a Kraken, and it was beginning to whip the ocean into a massive whirlpool. Judging by the mana reaction, the Master was caught right in the center of it.

"I can't use magic underwater," Lumia muttered. "And my body is made of flame; I can't go in."

My own magic was too destructive; I risked catching the Master in the crossfire. I can't do that. The mere thought of hurting him made my hands falter.

What do I do? Think. How do I kill everything and save him safely? Ayane and the others were pinned down. I didn't know if the two who went in could even reach him.

Think, Baal Wild Hunt. Think. Saving the Master was the only priority, and I was the only one currently free to act.

...No, there was one way. One way to settle this immediately. It was far too dangerous—but that didn't matter. If the scale was tipped between my safety and the Master's life, there was no choice at all.

"Belphe-dono, I'm leaving the rest to you."

"—What are you planning?"

"Nothing special. I'm just going to save my Master."

I exhaled a long, heavy breath. My heart was pounding against my ribs. I loathed the form I was about to take. I was terrified of returning to the self I hated most of all—but I was more afraid of losing him.

"[Origin]"

Make up your mind. Surely those two and his friends can stop me if I go too far.

This was a contract. Gluttony. I would protect my Master to the end. That was the only thing that would get through to a creature like that. 

"I'm counting on you, Belphe-dono. Lust."

"[Fallen]——[Beelzebub, the Sin-bearing Demon Lord of Gluttony]"

The shell cracked. I molted. My consciousness began to fray, and my sense of self dissolved into a singular, overwhelming hunger.

But in that final moment of clarity, I had one thought.

Please... let us win. For the Master's sake, win.
Chapter 153: The Demon Lord of Gluttony

I heard the trumpets blaring before I even realized what was happening.

It was a sound announcing the apocalypse, a melody praising the descent of a Demon King... and as it resonated, the air itself died. Pure, crushing pressure ruled over everything.

Bizarre. Abnormal. Alien.

A presence so violent and repulsive filled the atmosphere that, the moment I emerged from the sea, I couldn't help but stare.

"Lumia-dono!? We haven't saved Reima-dono yet!"

"Sorry, Samurai Maid... but if we don't back off right now, we're as good as dead."

This shouldn't be happening, I thought.

Knowing that idiot's personality, he would never have summoned that specific entity of his own free will. But at the same time, I knew the truth. The scales within us Summoned Beasts always tip when our Master's life is on the line.

I looked up at the sky. A cocoon hung there, trembling on the verge of eclosion.

I could see the armor sloughing off, the form within mutating. Logically, I knew that if we were to destroy it, now was our only chance. But considering that idiot’s intentions, I knew this was all for the sake of saving Master—

"You’re going to get such a lecture from Master later, Gluttony."

Ah, it was time. The descent of a Demon King. 

The one who governed Gluttony, the one who devoured all... the [Monster] was waking up.

"Listen, Samurai Maid. We’re going to have to fight too, but this is about to become an absurdly stupid battle. Steel yourself."

The cocoon began to melt.

Light overflowed from the center, and that thing descended as if stepping down from the heavens.

It had the same face as Baal, but it possessed six pairs of white wings, looking for all the world like a great [Angel]. It wore white gloves and gentlemanly attire, resembling a count from some far-off land. Yet, its aura was overwhelmingly demonic, a thick veil of malice that made me sick just looking at it.

"The air is good. It makes me hungry. But first, I must deal with the flies swarming around the King."

He spoke a single sentence, and in the next moment, a wet, slurping sound echoed through the air.

It was the signature of his magic. The Krakens that had been prowling the sea were suddenly flung into the sky. Without a moment's grace, they were enveloped in blue flames and incinerated.

"[Well-done]. Now... for the jellyfish."

He turned his attention to Charybdis, the monster that had swallowed Master.

I felt the creature try to flee beneath the waves, but nothing was allowed to escape his presence. He literally devoured the distance between them, dragging the monster toward him before slicing it in two with a knife he had produced from nowhere.

"Ah... O Hero-King who once defeated me. This reunion after so long... it brings me such delightful joy."

The [Demon Lord of Gluttony] trembled with ecstasy, tears actually streaming down his face. 

He had already encased Master in a magical cocoon, shifting into a state of absolute protection. Now, he turned his gaze toward me in the water and Belphe, who was circling in the sky. It was a repulsive, appraising look, like he was staring at a piece of meat he hadn't tasted before.

"Lust and Sloth, is it? Honestly, the King keeps such entertaining company. To think my enemies this time would be my own compatriots."

"I have one question," I said. "How much of your memory is actually intact?"

"Memories? Why would I bother discussing such things with an opponent? Besides, there is no way I would ever share the precious records of my time with the King with outsiders."

This thing doesn't know how Master's story ended.

He couldn't. He had been sealed inside Baal all this time. I’d heard he was loyal, but this level of worship was beyond my expectations. He was intent on keeping Master alive, but it looked like he considered everyone else an enemy.

"Now then, shall we begin? Scorpion and Phoenix are such rare delicacies... I'm quite looking forward to this."

"Sigh. Seriously... Master better heal me after this, or I'm going to complain."

"Lumia, I’ll take command," Belphe called out. "Friends, if you lose your focus for a second, you’re dead. Do your best."

They must have realized from his aura alone that this wasn't a normal fight.

Everyone raised their weapons to face him. His wings spread wide, and he gripped a knife and fork in his hands. The battle against the Demon King had begun.

"Now, let us begin the meal. Ah, right. In honor of the King, allow me to offer these words... I humbly partake."

[Table of the Flies] expanded across the horizon.

It was the same technique Baal had used to pollute the Kingdom of Storms. A [Barrier Magic] that functioned as both a feeding ground and a kitchen, it reproduced every conceivable method of cooking and imposed them upon enemies as a series of trials.

"First, shall we wash our hands? If you don't, you aren't even fit to sit at the table."

Dozens of water spears materialized around Beelzebub. Each one was imbued with a magic power so distorted and sharp that they looked like they could harvest a soul with a mere graze.

I readied my spear and funneled my mana into it. As long as it's magic, I can break it.

I lunged forward in a single, explosive leap, shattering every spell within my reach.

"Ha! Even though you look like a mere maid, you won't even let me finish the preparations?"

"Cut the crap. Give us Master’s butler back."

"Impossible. By the contract with my other side, I have no intention of retreating until I have devoured my enemies."

"We aren't even your enemies, you moron... why won't you just go back quietly?"

"‘Not enemies,’ you say? That is an impossibility. Even if you were allies, any being that allows the King to fall into danger has no value. In that case, I shall simply take the liberty of thinning the herd."

Yeah, this guy is definitely dangerous.

It wasn't just that our values didn't align or that he was strong. He was a Demon King in the truest sense—a monster straight out of the [Scripture]. I could see why Baal hated him so much. Anyone would be pissed if they were forced to look at such a distorted reflection of themselves.

"Cutting is the basic first step of any meal, is it not?"

Swords appeared in the sky... no, they were oversized, razor-sharp kitchen knives. 

They rained down in countless numbers. Created through alchemy and possessing actual mass, they were impossible to simply "dispel," and their sheer velocity was enough to shred us to ribbons. However, the entire volley was pulverized by a sudden, draconic charge.

"Hey. Are you Beelzebub?"

It was the black-haired boy straddling the dragon. 

Makoto—the friend Master had made in this world. He asked the question while radiating pure, unadulterated rage.

"Indeed I am. And you... you possess the power of a dragon? Fascinating."

"I've heard all about you from Master Baal," Makoto said, his voice low. "So I'm only going to say this once: give Master his body back."

"‘Master,’ is it? I am also Baal. Will you not show me the same respect?"

"My master is [Baal Wild Hunt], and him alone! Besides, there's no way you could ever be my teacher. My teacher doesn't hurt his comrades!"

Bellowing in fury, the boy triggered his [Dragonification].

Silver scales rippled across his body as he leveled a magnificent spear at the Demon King, his eyes glowing with a predatory red light.

"If you're going to keep using my teacher's face to throw this tantrum, then I'll be your opponent!"

"Is that so?" Beelzebub smiled. "Then struggle well, enemy of the King!"
Episode 154: VS Baal Zebub

I stood atop Valkyria, facing Baal Zebub after having spit out my defiance. 

His presence was overwhelming, alien. My body wanted to cower just from standing near him. Everything I’d heard about him suggested he was on an entirely different level, but I couldn't just sit back. 

The bastard was using Master Baal’s face to hurt my comrades. 

He was baring his fangs at Reima’s friends. 

He was snuffing out lives with a cold, hollow indifference. 

I couldn't endure the sight. I couldn't forgive him for using the face of my friend—a man who cared for others so much that he’d rely on a side of himself he despised—to cause such pain.

“Shiki, Ayane, Laura, Kagura! I’m taking the lead. Support me!”

I know I’m being reckless. 

But we couldn't move forward unless I brought this thing down and woke my friend up. 

Don't lose your nerve, Kaiser Dragonia.

If I wanted to become the coolest version of myself, if I wanted to stand as an equal beside the first friend who ever truly accepted me, I had to bet my life. As a Summoner, as his friend, and as the Dragon Emperor of my dreams... I had to give everything.

“Roger that. Leave the support to us, Bakaiser!”

“You’re a real slave-driver, Goro. But then again, we have gotten stronger... let’s do this.”

I heard the encouragement from Shiki and Ayane, saw Laura and the others nod, and then I charged alongside Valkyria. We traded blows with his knives and forks. If I hadn’t been using my partner’s spear, or if I hadn’t entered [Dragonification], my arms would have shattered with the first strike.

Brawling with him like this is a fool’s errand, I thought. I needed a plan. The moment I pulled back to catch a breath of logic, I was suddenly yanked toward him. My torso was wide open, and his knife was coming for me—

“I’d be troubled if you forgot I was here, Lord of the Flies.”

“I’m busy dealing with a dragon. I’d prefer it if the two main dishes stayed in their seats,” Baal Zebub replied.

“Shut up. I don't listen to people I hate. I'm already irritated enough as it is.”

Lumia, the demon who galloped across the sky, cut in just in time. If she hadn't blocked that strike, I would have been split in two.

“That was a nice speech earlier, Dragon-kin. We’re in this too, so don’t give up yet.”

“Lumia, I’ll handle the primary support. You prioritize securing Reima.”

“Yes, yes, Commander... But if you're going to give me such a tall order, you’d better not get lazy and turn into a demon yourself.”

“I’m not going that far with this many witnesses. More importantly... Kaiser, was it? I’m giving you my protection. Try not to worry too much if you die a few times.”

As the Phoenix and Lumia spoke while hovering in mid-air, the topic suddenly shifted to me. I felt something warm settle deep in my chest.

“Good luck. Knowing his personality, he’ll only target you humans.”

“Don’t you dare slack off, Sloth.”

“I’m not slacking. I have my own job. I have to evacuate the human who was steering the ship before things get messy, don't I?”

The Phoenix transformed into a bird of flame and retreated from the front lines to carry the pilot to safety. We watched him go, then turned our attention back to the waiting Baal Zebub.

“Is the strategy meeting finished?”

“You’re awfully patient. Don't you have anything better to do?” I asked.

“No. This is a Demon King’s pride... I must grant charity to the weak.”

“Don't expect that composure to last!”

The battle resumed. 

A buff from Shiki reached me just as a world of frost expanded across the sea. It was Ayane’s new magic: [Hyokai]. It transformed the entire vicinity into a realm of biting cold, an unfair technique that expanded her absolute control over ice to a massive scale.

“[Mujin Hyoken].”

Countless blades materialized in the air. Every single one pointed at the Demon King before firing in a simultaneous volley. Against any normal opponent, the spell wouldn't have even left a corpse behind. It looked like a direct hit, but—

“High-quality mana... I’ll take it.”

For a split second, I saw him put his weapons away. He pressed his palms together. 

That must have been the signal. The entire spell was predated—consumed entirely—without dealing a single point of damage.

“You should stop with the long-range attacks. As long as it’s made of mana, it’s just food.”

“Tsk. Are all Demon Kings cheaters?”

“Those of the Sins are simply specialized in mana. Please, feel free to keep trying.”

His attitude was condescending to the end. He didn't even view us as enemies yet. I knew I couldn't let my emotions get the better of me.

“And now, a return gift... try not to die, shall we?”

On the Demon King’s back, Ayane’s magic reappeared. The ice blades had turned a corrupt, vicious black. They locked onto us.

“Get down!”

I screamed the warning, but the blades were already in front of my face. No, that wasn't right—the distance had been "eaten" again. Our positions had been manipulated. Evasion was impossible. I had to take it, or the others wouldn't survive.

“[Valdrago Shield]!”

It was a new technique I’d mastered through my affinity with Valkyria. It acted as a mana magnet, drawing all long-range attacks toward me. 

The pain followed instantly. I felt the sensation of my body being punctured over and over. But when it was over, I was unhurt. In fact, even the minor scrapes I’d had before were gone. I felt a strange sense of dissonance until I remembered the Phoenix’s words. 

This is her protection.

“Hmph. The protection of Sloth... how tedious.”

“Well done, Dragon-kin,” Lumia said. “We’d be dead if you hadn't put in the work.”

I appreciated the sentiment, but it was grueling. Dying was a painful, miserable experience. I’d endured it this time, but judging by the heat left in my body, I could probably only manage to die three more times.

“To be honest, I looked down on you all,” Lumia continued. “I figured anyone other than Master was trash who’d eventually betray us. The Vampire Princess didn't stay until the end, after all. I don't know about the others, but I think I’ll root for you, Dragon-kin. Still... doing this without Master is a hell of a gamble.”

In that moment, Lumia—who had been fighting beside us and had just saved my life—smiled. She drove her spear into her own stomach, releasing a tidal wave of mana that rivaled the Demon King himself.

“[Original Text Release: Origin Burst]—[The Demon Lord of Destruction and Virtue Crowned by Lust: Lumia Asmodeus]. Now then, dear guest, are you ready for my hospitality?”

The transformation was staggering. Her horns turned to gold, and her scorpion tail split into two. A massive, pitch-black dragon manifested from the void, and a halo set with countless eyes appeared behind her.

“Now... since we’re here, I might as well show you the true power of a Demon Lord of Lust.”
Chapter 155: Governing Destruction and Virtue

Asmodeus.

According to demonology, it was a being that governed Lust—a demon god of fury and carnal desire, originally said to be a seraph. The Goetia, a book recording such existences, described it as a great king who manipulated secret arts like geometry and astronomy.

Its etymology could be traced back to the Zoroastrian demon Aeshma, known by the name Aeshma Daeva—the "Wrathful Demon." In Hebrew, its root word meant "to ruin" or "to destroy." It was the ultimate child of destruction and ruin.

That was the Scripture of the woman known as Lumia Asmodeus.

Born with a peerless beauty that bordered on perfection, I was the origin of a demon destined only to bring about ruin. I had destroyed countless nations; I had corrupted everything I laid my eyes upon.

My instincts, my Scripture... they tormented me and forced everything to its knees.

I remembered the curse of charm that accompanied carnal desire. It acted upon all things, breaking them regardless of whether they were male or female. It was a power I couldn't control, suppressed only thanks to Master.

Normally, I would never use this power. But since I’d been treated to such a good show, I suppose I can expose it just for today.

"Now, Beelzebub... your fate is racing toward ruin. Please, enjoy this full course of destruction and virtue."

As I activated my [Origin Burst], my pet dragon let out a joyful roar. Gold overflowed into the surroundings, shifting its shape and transforming into a variety of weapons.

"A one-trick pony?" Beelzebub asked.

"Unfortunately, this isn't made of mana. Don't think you can just eat it."

"Alchemy... no, an application of your secret arts?"

"Correct. You certainly are well-read," I replied.

I offered a few mock rounds of applause before sending the weapons flying toward my opponent.

They moved like living creatures with wills of their own, pursuing Beelzebub as he took to the sky to avoid them. When he grew annoyed and tried to block them with a knife, the gold instantly eroded the metal upon contact.

The knife transformed into a lump of gold in a heartbeat. It wasn't satisfied with just the weapon, though; the gold began to swallow the demon's hand. Sensing the danger, he immediately discarded the blade.

"I was personally hoping you’d turn into a gold statue, but you really don't know how to read the room, do you?"

"Nonsense... But I’ll make you take responsibility for breaking my tool."

"Then you should have taken better care of it," I shot back. "So, you guys watching? The dragon brat did his part, so you'd better put some effort in too."

I offered a light word of encouragement to those around me.

My mana, which charmed all existences, had a unique characteristic that acted even upon the mana of others. With just a word from me, the efficiency of their magic began to climb.

This wasn't a standard buff. It was an ability that would persist as long as my [Origin Burst] remained active. The more I focused on them, the more their power spiked.

Under my gaze, the mana of Master's comrades surged.

"Yeah, you don't have to tell us..." Ayane muttered. "But we might get you caught up in this."

"Don't worry about that. Mana that's fallen in love with me would never dare bare its fangs at me."

"I don't really get it," the samurai maid added, "but it means we can go all out, right?"

"Exactly. The dragon boy, the ice girl, the samurai maid... and the bonus vampire princess. Just beat that fly-man to a pulp. If we break him, he'll probably start working again."

Most magic tools are fixed by a good smack, after all. My plan was decided.

Because of my mana’s nature, a bit of mental suggestion was likely leaking into their thoughts, but in this case, it was convenient. I decided to ignore it.

Across the unfolded "dining table" of Gluttony, the ice girl took to the air while the recovered dragon boy launched a barrage of spear strikes. The samurai maid utilized her innate mobility to leap through the battlefield.

Beelzebub fought back using magic tied to his domain, but his output was visibly dropping.

The roasting flames dimmed to a low simmer; the washing water slowed to a trickle; the carving knives began to rust. Eventually, the magic itself began to rebel against him.

"You poisonous woman... You have no shame," Beelzebub spat.

"That's just who I am. It's your fault for kneeling."

Against the rain of golden weapons and the relentless assault of the four, the Lord of the Flies grew increasingly irritated.

I'd heard it from Master, but as I thought, I have excellent compatibility with Gluttony. It's not quite a three-way deadlock, but my traits are incredibly effective against a mana-heavy fighter like Beelzebub.

I knew Belphe wouldn't go on a rampage, but she and I have fatally poor compatibility. I was truly glad we weren't enemies. Conversely, Belphe would find Gluttony's abilities absolutely impossible to deal with.

"Sigh... Fine. I suppose I should hurry. I didn't want to use this much mana, but..."

Beelzebub’s expression suddenly went blank.

The surrounding "dining table" closed rapidly, and the mana that had been maintaining the [Barrier Magic] flowed back into his body. Magic has its rules; generally, once used, mana dissipates into the environment. Unless one was like Master or that half-demon, you couldn't manipulate mana once it had been spent.

"So, eating magic works on your own techniques, too."

"Of course. Everything in this world is equally fodder. This places a burden on the King, so I hesitated... but protecting the King is the priority."

The pressure intensified.

The air grew heavy. I even began to feel a gnawing sense of starvation. The space around us creaked as a massive hole opened in the sea. Having uprooted and snatched away every scrap of natural mana in the area, he made his declaration.

"[Origin Burst: Evil Fly Knight King Crowned with Gluttony (Baal Zebub)]"

His attire shifted.

He transformed from a gentlemanly figure into a knight. A band of flames wrapped around his forehead, two massive horns sprouted from his skull, and a lion’s tail grew behind him. I recognized the form—the true appearance of a demon, the Baal Zebub spoken of in the Scriptures.

"Now... shall we?"

He raised his index finger toward the heavens. As he did, his pure white wings were dyed a deep, pitch-black.

"[Origin Finale: Paradise Lost]"

The trumpets of the end echoed through the air.

Over a hundred angels descended from the sky, forming a circular formation. As they blew their instruments, the world was bathed in light. A single pillar of radiance aimed itself directly at the cocoon protecting Master.

"Belphe!" I shouted.

"Yawn... Isn't it a bit cruel to make me work when I just got here? Fine, I'll do it. For Reima's sake. [Slothful Death (Sloth Mors)]"

I called out to her while she was resting, and she drove her finishing blow into Beelzebub as he unleashed his Finale. Her magic restricted the opponent's unconscious mind, halting the very activity of the heart that sustained life. The spell hit home, ending his life.

"Ngh... is this the end? Fine. The objective has been achieved."

The dying demon declared this and used the last of his strength to fly. In an instant, he reached Master’s side and dispelled the cocoon.

"O King, I have devoured the mana of Envy that cursed you. If we meet again... let us dine together."

He turned back toward us one last time.

"Until I manifest again, I leave the King to you. If you prove pathetic, I shall devour you. And dragon brat—take this."

He threw a single spear summoned with the dregs of his power. It was a black, sinister thing that nonetheless overflowed with a holy aura. He tossed it over with a smile.

"Continue to be a friend to our King. It should be of use to you. Until next time."

Wrapping himself in his black wings, he reverted to the form of Baal Wildhunt and vanished into Master.
Chapter 156: Realization

I woke up in Lumia’s arms. We were back on the ship. I looked up to see a circle of worried faces peering down at me, and I figured I should probably say something to break the tension.

"Er, good morning?"

For some reason, my mana was completely topped off. There wasn't a monster in sight, but everyone else looked like they’d been dragged through hell; exhaustion was written all over their faces. Lumia was still in the middle of her [Origin Burst], and Baal was nowhere to be found. I was more than a little lost.

"After Master was devoured, Gluttony turned into a fly. We just finished putting a stop to its little tantrum," Lumia explained.

"Just because you're annoyed doesn't mean you can skip the details, Lumia," Belphe added.

"…How humiliating. I am a useless maid… hehe." 

Lumia started sulking the moment Belphe chimed in. Her tone had reverted to the one she used when we first met. Don't throw me away, Master, she muttered under her breath, the light fading from her eyes.

"Seriously, what happened?" I asked.

I managed to get them to put me down. I turned to Shiki, usually the most reliable person in the room. He looked back at me with a conflicted expression.

"It seems the version of Baal that became Beelzebub lifted your curse. That thing about making you prone to feeling [Envy] toward others."

Envy. Now that he mentioned it, a lot of things clicked into place. I’d been harboring a certain resentment. Specifically, I’d been stewing over the "me" of this world ever since we arrived at Enoshima. And in that same moment, I realized something else—something far more important.

"I didn't notice, but were you okay, Shiki?"

"Uh... yeah. But look, it's seriously embarrassing, so can we just not talk about it right now?"

My feelings for them had been growing as we spent time together. I acknowledged that much. They were important to me.

But the old me would have just ignored it. I’d bottled it up, refusing to think about it because I knew there was no 'forever' for me. Since coming to Enoshima, however, that lid had been blown clean off.

"Give me a break... Seriously, I’m going to have a long talk with Levi-san next time we meet."

The Great Sins' Demons. There were five of those beings residing in the Soul World, so I was well-acquainted with their quirks. Their mana amplified the specific sins they represented. [Gluttony] made you starve; [Lust] made you horny; and [Sloth] made you a lazy, unmotivated mess. Which meant if you were under the influence of Leviathan, the avatar of [Envy]...

"Hey, Reima," Ayane said, her eyes boring into mine. "I haven't asked this in a while, but... why do you keep fighting for us? I know you're kind. I know you've got an overdeveloped sense of responsibility. But that isn't the whole story, is it?"

Ayane’s eyes pierced through me. The faint wavering in those red depths betrayed a mix of fear and concern, along with a firm refusal to let me lie my way out of it. I hesitated.

"Do I really have to say it?"

"Yes. I need to know."

I had to tell them. I'd been avoiding this conversation for ages. I hadn't even told the Summoned Beasts. I knew that if I said it out loud, someone would try to stop me. But I guess my tab had finally come due.

I’ll tell them. Now that I’ve finally realized how much they mean to me.

"—It was for the Summoned Beasts. And for the 'me' that belongs here."

The initial shock was palpable. 

"When I first got here, I thought I was dead. I realized I couldn't go back, but then I found two people I didn't know who were precious to me, and a family. My Summoned Beasts were here too, and I felt like I had to protect them. I wanted them to live in peace. But then... I learned how hard the Reima Kariya of this world had worked. I decided I had to give him his body back. That's what I thought."

I’d been using everyone else as an excuse to justify my own erasure. I was already dead, after all. I figured I could just leave my Summoned Beasts in the hands of the 'me' that actually belonged in this world.

"...'Was'? What about now?"

"Yeah. For the longest time, I was convinced I had to return the body and vanish. I was a ghost. A dead man walking. But then I realized I care about you guys. I want to be here. I want to be with my Summoned Beasts forever. I finally admitted that to myself."

I took a breath. I still needed to have this talk with the Summoned Beasts later, but for now, I needed to say this to the comrades I’d made in this world.

"I’m still going to return the body. I’m still going to protect everyone. But now, I want to find a way for me to survive too. Besides... if I don't go back, the Ayane and Shiki from my side would be lonely."

Honestly, I’d given up on going home. But I was done with that. I was going to make it all happen. If I wanted everything, I had to live in the present with everything I had.

"I can say it clearly now. I'm not giving up on anything. So... please, keep fighting by my side."

I waited for their answer. I was anxious, terrified, and honestly, incredibly embarrassed. I’d just bared my soul, and I wasn't even sure if I’d made any sense. The silence that followed felt like an eternity.

"Uh... guys?"

"Honestly," Ayane sighed. "Reima never changes. Both versions of you are total morons."

"Well, at least you’re talking. That’s progress," Shiki said. "I've got plenty to say about it, though."

"I have once again confirmed that leaving Reima-dono to his own devices is a recipe for disaster," the samurai maid added.

"It’s just like my friend to be so dramatic... but we knew that already."

Wait. This wasn't the reaction I expected. 

I looked at Laura. She was the only one who hadn't said anything. I was hoping for a lifeline, or at least a graceful exit from the awkwardness, so I turned toward her.

"Hey, you idiot."

"Idiot!?"

"Yes, an idiot. You’re a complete and utter moron. You planned to just disappear? Because you died? Don't give me that crap." She grabbed me by the collar and yanked me close. "What's this 'fight with me' nonsense? Don't underestimate us. We made our choice a long time ago. Stop moping and accept yourself, Reima."

Her face was inches from mine. 

"I’m here because I want to be with you! Because you’re important to me! If you’re going to talk trash about my idol—about the man who saved me—I’ll punch you, even if that man is you! If you’ve got time to sit around overthinking, then use that time to run head-first into trouble like the honest fool you are!"

I looked at the others. They were all smiling. Even Lumia and Belphe looked more exasperated than anything else.

"Master, you should get it by now," Lumia said. "You can trust these people. Not a single person here thinks the world would be better off without you."

I slumped down, my strength deserting me. I really couldn't win against them. But I knew then that as long as I had them—and my Summoned Beasts—I could keep fighting forever.

"Then... I'm back in your care, everyone."

I thought I’d learned how to smile and trust again when I first woke up in this world. But it was only in this moment that I truly understood what that meant.

"Let's win this. No matter what."
Episode 157: The Conquest Begins

"So... barging in is all well and good, but we're not going to be underwater the second we step through, right?"

I steered the ship toward the pale blue temple rising out of the waves. At Shiki’s words, we all exchanged looks. Nobody seemed particularly eager to open the door and test the theory. 

But we couldn't just sit outside forever. After a moment of hesitation, I took the lead. I braced myself and pushed the doors open, only to be met with the sight of a vast, open sea.

"Whoa... Of course. Fantasy logic at its finest."

Scattered islands, sunken rocks, and the ruins of crumbled temples stretched out as far as the eye could see. It was a flawless maritime world, a vista that had no business existing in the modern era. Unlike the [Great Sea of Stars] where we fought Perseus, this divine realm—centered on Leviathan—was saturated with a mana so thick it made the presence of Mythologia feel like it was pressing against my skin.

"Do we have to keep using the ship in here?" Shiki asked.

"That’d be a pain," I muttered.

"I’d prefer to be spared another experience like the last one, degozaru," Tsubaki added.

Once I was safely inside, Shiki led Ayane and Tsubaki through the threshold. Bringing the ship into the temple was a non-starter. I supposed I could have summoned a vessel from my Soul World, but as Tsubaki pointed out, getting jumped by another Kraken or Charybdis sounded like a miserable way to spend the afternoon. I stood there, weighing our options.

"Wait, there’s something wrong with the water."

I tried to scan the area for monsters using my usual [Mana Sensing], only to find that the seawater itself was giving off a mana reaction. It was a phenomenon I’d never encountered before. Driven by a weird hunch, I tentatively lowered my foot toward the surface. My boot didn't sink; it held firm.

"Looks like we can walk on it," I said, testing my weight.

"Really? ...Huh, you’re right!" 

"No way... wait, seriously?" 

I walked a few paces across the waves to prove the point. Kaiser’s eyes sparkled as he hopped over to join me, his mood instantly shifting to excitement. Shiki looked skeptical until he tried it himself, at which point he just sighed.

"Movement shouldn't be an issue, then... though even in Mythologia, walking on the sea wasn't exactly standard," Shiki noted.

Islands of various sizes dotted the horizon, and far in the distance sat the temple I’d spotted earlier. This world was so vast it felt impossible to explore every corner. Finding Levi-san was going to take a hell of a lot of time. To make matters worse, [Mana Sensing] was effectively useless here, likely due to the properties of the water itself.

We weren't going to starve, but I wasn't exactly keen on the idea of camping out in a dungeon. We needed to move fast.

"Master, heads up. They’re coming."

As soon as the last of us stepped inside, the gate slammed shut. The temple that had served as the entrance vanished. In that same heartbeat, a crushing wave of hostility washed over us. The screeching of birds and a hauntingly beautiful, alien melody began to echo from every direction.

"Tch, that didn't take long. Shiki, I’ll handle status ailments! You handle the buffs!"

"Got it... I'll start with durability to see how they play it."

I immediately applied [Sleep Resistance] to the group to counter the Lorelei's song. Simultaneously, Shiki cast a series of defensive buffs. It was a smart move—better to see if we could tank the high-attack Harpies before trying to blast our way through. Given what we'd seen of the Harpies on our way to the [Oceanus of the End Sea], this should have been more than enough for Ayane and the others to handle.

"Battle start! Let's just push through!"

I looked up to see a swarm of Harpies blotting out the sky. The Lorelei surrounding us on all sides seemed to realize their lullaby wasn't working and pivoted to magic. Blades of pressurized water came screaming toward us. I drew [Dainsleif] and released a wave of frigid air, freezing the projectiles mid-flight. 

Considering the strength of the enemies ahead—and Levi-san waiting at the end—we had to conserve our strength. The plan was to navigate the sea with the absolute minimum expenditure of mana.

We began our trek across the water, cutting down monsters as we aimed for the distant temple. It was the only landmark we had, and more importantly, it was the source of a mana signature so massive that not even this interference-heavy seawater could mask it.

"Tch, something big is coming!"

We were a few hundred meters from the temple when the atmosphere shifted. The Harpies and Lorelei scattered instantly, fleeing as something rose from the depths.

It was a White Whale. A massive, horned beast that possessed an absurd amount of mana. It was less like a living creature and more like a moving island. It launched itself into a charge, a mountain of flesh capable of pulverizing anything in its path, intending to swallow us whole the moment it breached.

"Lumia, can you blow it up!?" I yelled.

"That's a bit much, isn't it? I'd just get eaten," Lumia replied airily.

"Yeah, me too, Reima... even for me, burning that thing to a crisp is a tall order."

I glanced at Ayane and the others. Their expressions confirmed the grim reality: we were in a tight spot. To bisect a monster that size, I’d have to use [Laevateinn] to fire off a high-tier spell, and we simply didn't have the time. We couldn't dodge, and we couldn't stop it.

Well, if we get swallowed, it’s game over. I braced myself for the impact of the sudden attacker. Then, the world exploded.

"Finally! Some real food! [Kamisari-ryu Secret Art: Ittou Senpuu Amatsu]!"

"A temporary truce, then, Great Hero. [Absolute Technique: Absolute Triaina]!"

Two familiar voices rang out. In the blink of an eye, a massive hole was punched through the White Whale and it was shredded into chum, collapsing back into the sea. Two figures emerged from the spray.

"Wait... Reima? What are you kids doing here?"

Standing there was... a significantly rejuvenated Yamato, and a stunning blonde woman with piercing blue eyes. The woman, who gripped a trident in one hand, grinned at the sight of me. Before I could even process Yamato’s presence, she spoke.

"Ooh! You’ve finally arrived, Hero of the Discarded World!"

She lunged forward and hugged me, completely ignoring the audience. She hoisted me up effortlessly and began swinging me around like a ragdoll.

"Kuhaha! Light! You're so light! You need to eat more!"

"Hey... who the hell are you?"

"Hm? Me? My name is Poseidon! One of the Twelve Olympian Gods, the male god of the sea and earthquakes!"

I knew the name, of course. According to Algol, the Greek gods were the kings of being "trash from the waist down," and Poseidon specifically was an "absolute piece of shit." 

But the "beauty" standing in front of me was very clearly a woman. Nothing about this matched the legends.

"Uh... really?"

"Indeed! I am Poseidon. And so, O Hero—I have no experience in this body yet, but I would be delighted if you would mate with me!"
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Him?

I didn’t have a second to process her words before the woman—this provisional Poseidon—licked her lips and lunged, snatching me up as she leaped into the air. With a casual flick of her will, she manipulated the surrounding seawater, erecting a liquid prison around me in the blink of an eye.

"—Hah?"

The voices of Lumia and Belphe drifted in from the outside, sounding terrifyingly low and menacing.

I felt an instantaneous surge of magical power, followed by the muffled roar of explosions and the hiss of water evaporating all at once. However, it seemed their destructive efforts couldn't keep pace with the infinitely supplied seawater.

I tried to resist, struggling to break free of her grip, but her raw physical strength was monstrous. I couldn't budge. As I felt my options running out, I began to prepare myself for a very messy end.

"Rest easy, it will be fine. If I recall, in times like these, one is supposed to just stare at the stains on the ceiling, right?"

"Go get kicked by a horse and die, you piece-of-trash god."

Cutting through the magical chaos outside, a slash fueled by overwhelming murderous intent bisected the wall of water. I didn't miss the opening. Laura pulled me to safety in a flash, and then the entire group directed their collective bloodlust toward the now-stunned Poseidon.

"Hmm... Honestly, I think those who interfere with a maiden's business would be better off being eaten by the Dinos. Besides, this is the first time I've inhabited this body. Don't you think that's worth something?"

"You're no maiden," Yamato spat. "If you want a Yamato Nadeshiko, Tsubaki is right there. Look at the killing intent coming off these girls and read the room."

"But my current body is a woman, you know?"

"Your insides are governed entirely by your crotch. I’m talking to Ousu here, you damn lecher."

"...Anyway, why are you a woman?" I asked, trying to maintain some semblance of composure while being shielded by Ayane and Laura. "You aren't some derivative of a Scripture, are you?"

Strictly speaking, it wasn't just my own curiosity. Algol, the self-proclaimed 'victim' of Poseidon currently residing in my Soul World, was screaming questions at me. The whole situation was nonsensical. 

This woman possessed an overwhelming divine majesty. If she were just a manifestation of a Scripture, I could understand a gender discrepancy between the legend and the person... but this god didn't feel like that at all. Her presence was abnormal. She felt like Perseus, whom we had fought in the 【Great Sea of Stars】.

"I am no mere Scripture. I am the true spirit itself," she declared. "I am the god of Greek Mythology personified."

"...Then that makes even less sense. Why the woman's body?"

"O Hero, I truly did intend to manifest as a man at first. However, my 'client' informed me that in this world, various gods of Greece are frequently feminized. Therefore, I simply followed the local customs!"

Poseidon struck a pose, making the seawater behind her erupt like a theatrical backdrop. The sheer 'stay away from this person' energy radiating from her was so intense that I instinctively took a step back.

"Are you an idiot?" I muttered.

"Hm? Surely it is humanity that is foolish. However, it is the duty of a god to accept human fetishes and karma. Besides, the phrase 'Mother Sea' exists, does it not? By that logic, me being a woman is perfectly safe. Plus, I hadn't experienced the pleasures of a woman yet, so it was a fine opportunity."

I knew the myths, and Algol had claimed it wasn't an exaggeration to say this god's brain was located in his lower half, but this person was truly dangerous. If you asked me how she was dangerous, I wouldn't want to explain it, but she was clearly a lost cause. The women in our party were all wearing incredibly strained expressions.

"Um, come to think of it, Master... why are you even here in Oceanus?"

"We’d already discussed that I would be the one to investigate. It shouldn’t be that surprising," Yamato replied.

"That may be true, but you're officially listed as missing in the outside world, you know?" Tsubaki countered, finally voicing the question we’d all been thinking. "And... you look so young, Master."

I looked at Yamato again as he stood at our head. He looked like a handsome youth of about eighteen. With light green hair and sharp, almond-shaped eyes, he was a total heartthrob. He had his original features, but he looked like an entirely different person. I could feel the faint trace of a Scripture around him—something I didn't usually sense—so it was likely related to that.

"This is all the fault of this pervert god," Yamato growled, his voice unusually sharp. "I reached the deepest part of this Dungeon and found her lounging around. She challenged me to a fight, there was no exit, and she’s been running me ragged ever since. I was even forced to use an [Origin Burst] I had no intention of touching... I lost count of how many times I considered killing her."

"Don't be so shy. I did think about offering you my maidenhood as a reward for fighting me that long, but unfortunately, my interests are now strictly reserved for the Hero of the Discarded World. Sorry, my Great Hero."

"Why does she make it sound like I'm the one being dumped? Seriously, kid, we should probably just kill this moron."

It was rare—perhaps a first—to see Yamato so genuinely rattled and foul-mouthed. Having known this god for all of five minutes, I felt nothing but empathy and total agreement. 

"Wait," I said, catching on to something. "Were you originally in this Dungeon?"

"Indeed. This was originally the Dungeon I was tasked with overseeing. But while I was slacking off, it was hijacked by a nasty Serpent."

"............Seriously?"

"Even I couldn't handle that Serpent. It beat me to a pulp, and whenever I got close to it, my authority over the sea was stripped away. I didn't stand a chance! Hahaha!"

The useless god laughed as if it were the funniest thing in the world. 

Everything about her was disappointing. Yet, she was exactly the kind of disaster the myths described. It was almost refreshing in its honesty. At this point, I realized that thinking too hard about it would only give me a headache. It was better to just accept the absurdity.

"Well, whatever," she continued. "My goal was to see the Hero of the Discarded World, so there’s no point in fighting that Great Hero anymore. How about it? Shall we begin our sightseeing tour of Oceanus?"

"............Is it finally over?" Yamato sighed, looking at me. "Thanks for coming, kid. I mean it."

"Uh... good job out here?"

"Da-da-da-dun! Poseidon has joined the party!"

Watching the god hum her own RPG sound effects, I felt a deep, soul-shuddering concern for our future.
