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"Hey... Am... I... pretty?"

"Yes, you are pretty."

"Re...ally?"

"Yes, would you like to date me?"

"......For... real?"


I mistook the horror game for a dating sim.

Well, I guess it doesn't really matter since it's fine.


Ch.0 - Prologue.
* * *

In the pitch-black darkness where I couldn't see an inch in front of me.

Someone behind me whispers in my ear.

"Hey... there. Am I... pretty?"

According to the motel "Manual," this is the terrifying woman's voice that you should absolutely never answer.

—Or at least, that used to be the case.

"Hey... there. Am I... pre-tty?"

"Are you asking again? Of course you're pretty."

"Re-al-ly?"

"Obviously. What, should I give you a tight hug like last time?"

"—Y-yes. Hug... me... tight."

I may have mistaken a horror game for a dating sim, but who cares?

"Come here, I'll give you a hug!"

"Y-yes... ti-ight."

As long as I'm happy like this now, that's all that matters.

Ch.1 - Chapter 1. Aha! This Is A Dating Sim!
The moment I, Kim Jin-woo, a respectable young man of South Korea, turned on my computer to relax after a long time, I lost consciousness upon seeing a screen glowing red.

When I opened my eyes, what stretched before me wasn't a hospital room but a cramped, dark one-room flat I'd never seen before.

Squeeze...

The vivid pain that came when I pressed my thigh.

Yes, this definitely wasn't a fantasy or a dream.

That meant I was alive and had certainly transmigrated to another world.

Thankfully, I hadn't died a sudden death at the young age of 26.

However, there was one small problem—

"...Where am I?"

Since I had transmigrated with my real-world appearance intact, I couldn't even guess what kind of world I'd ended up in.

* * *

"Jin-woo, haven't you ever been told you're oblivious?"
"Hey, you bastard, why are you so dense? Just because you're popular, you think these opportunities come often?"

If I had to describe my life before coming here in one word, it would probably be "oblivious" or "dense."

To be honest, I didn't think I was that bad.

That day when a female coworker suggested I stay for ramen, I simply declined because I didn't feel like eating ramen.

And at the bar, I firmly rejected the invitation to join another table because I didn't want my drinking session with a friend I hadn't seen in ages to be interrupted.

But now, finding myself in this situation, I could personally experience how much being dense and oblivious complicated life.

*Where on earth am I...??*

I vaguely remembered turning on my computer to play a game, so I understood that this place was inside a "game."

But that's where my understanding ended.

With my poor intuition, it was impossible to deduce what kind of game this was or what genre it belonged to.

After examining the room for about 15 minutes, I couldn't find anything that might serve as a clue.

All I found was a small flashlight, a rusty screwdriver, and an old, worn-out phone.

It was certainly impossible to deduce what kind of world this was with just these items.

Ding!
Ding!!

Just then, as if to provide some relief from this frustrating situation, the phone rang loudly.

Slowly opening the screen to check the messenger, I saw messages coming from a number saved as "Motel Owner."

[Motel Owner: Payment confirmed.]
[Motel Owner: The motel key is in the mailbox.]
[Motel Owner: I want to reiterate that I will not be responsible for anything that happens inside that motel.]
[Motel Owner: Check the bottom drawer of the counter; I've left some items that might help you run the motel safely.]
[Motel Owner: Good luck.]

The vibration stopped with that meaningful final wish for "luck."

"Hmm..."

Although I'd checked what seemed to be an important message, I still couldn't make sense of anything.

*I guess I should head to the motel first.*

From the circumstances, it appeared that the motel I had acquired was the main setting of the game.

And since I could collect various clues there, I decided to head there first.

* * *

After opening the door of the one-room flat and slowly exiting the villa, I was greeted by a villa complex shrouded in pitch-black darkness.

*The atmosphere is quite... eerie.*

After quickly leaving the villa complex that didn't even have a single streetlight, I opened the old phone to search for the motel address mentioned in the messenger.

*900 meters? That's not too far.*

I had been worried about the distance, but I sighed in relief as it was close enough to walk.

After walking along the desolate night road for 15 minutes, staring intently at the map app:

[You have arrived at your destination.]
[You have arrived at your destination.]
[Navigation is ending.]
[Navigation is ending.]

Upon hearing the map app's notification that I had arrived, I looked up to see an old neon sign that read [LOVE MOTEL] and a small, somewhat aged motel building.

*Is this... the right place?*

There were no other buildings nearby, and the address matched exactly with what was written in the messenger.

*He said he left the key in the mailbox, alright.*

To double-check if this was the right motel, I reached into the old mailbox as the motel owner had instructed.

*Ugh, what's this?*

Along with an unpleasant clump of dust, the key mentioned by the owner in the messenger was pulled out.

*Good, at least I'm sure this is the right place.*

After roughly brushing off the dusty clump that smelled of acrid metal, I approached the motel entrance and inserted the key into the padlock attached to the handle.

Clank!!!

"It's open!"

With a loud noise, the chain blocking the entrance came undone and fell to the floor.

*Phew... good. Let's go in then.*

After taking a short breath to release the tension I was feeling for some reason, I opened the door to find a motel lobby shrouded in eerie darkness.

"The light switch should be... ah, here it is."

Click.

"...The lights aren't coming on?"

Click.
Click.
Click.

Despite pressing the light switch several times, the lights didn't turn on.

I carefully entered the motel counter area and tried pressing other switches, including the one for the CCTV monitoring screen, but there was still no response.

Given that even the emergency lights weren't on, it seemed that the electricity to this building had been cut off.

*But how is the neon sign lit? That's strange.*

Well, setting aside minor questions, I turned on the flashlight I had found in the one-room flat and began searching the bottom drawer of the counter.

"Not here... nothing here either, oh, there are condoms too. For sale, I guess."

Whether the previous owner had left things half-organized or not, the bottom drawer that the messenger had told me to check was filled with miscellaneous items.

After rummaging through the messily organized drawer for 20 minutes:

"Here it is."

After a long struggle, I finally found an old wooden box that was presumably the "helpful item" mentioned by the previous owner.

Thud!!

Opening the box carefully due to its unexpectedly heavy weight:

Inside were:

Two thin guidebooks.
An old-fashioned pistol.
Four magazines.
An eye mask.
A portable saw.
Rope.
Earplugs.
Sleeping pills.

And a note that read "Thank you."

*...That's a very unusual collection of items.*

Setting everything else aside for now, I first took out the two guidebooks from the box.

[Manager's Instructions and Management Rules].
[How to Handle 'Regular Guests' by Time]

*I guess these are like motel operation manuals. I'd like to read them, but the lights...*

Just as I was about to strain to read them using the flashlight's light, as they seemed like very important clues for understanding the genre and atmosphere of this world:

Flash!!

"...The lights are on?"

The lights in the counter and motel lobby, which had been completely dark, came on.

*Is the electricity back? Why did the lights turn on by themselves...?*

This motel was definitely strange somewhere, but...

*Well, I guess it doesn't matter much.*

I should probably overlook such a minor happening.

What's more important to me right now than the lights turning on by themselves are these two manuals.

Anyway, now that the lights were on, I brought over a chair that had been pushed far away, sat at the counter, and carefully began to check the manuals.

*I should check the Manager's Instructions first.*

[Warning: Please note that if you do not read this guidebook or do not follow the instructions accurately, the responsibility lies with the manager.]
[Table of Contents]
└1. Operating Hours
└2. Regarding Safe Return Policy
└3. Cleaning and Facility Management
└4. Guest Reception Etiquette and Rules
└5. CCTV-related Rules and Management Methods
└6. Emergency Exit and Emergency Staircase Management Plans
└7. Appendix

The first page was just an ordinary table of contents.

The warning text was a bit harsh, but other than that, there wasn't anything particularly special.

If anything was strange, it was perhaps how overly friendly it was?

*Wow, they even tell you how to manage the emergency stairs here. Very safe, huh?*

Setting aside my admiration, I turned to the next page to read about the operating hours.

[1. Motel Operating Hours.]
[LOVE Motel begins operation at exactly 12 midnight.]
[As operations begin, all lights in all areas except for certain special zones will turn on, so please be aware.]
[Once operations have begun, the manager must not leave the building until dawn at 6 AM.]
[We emphasize: Under no circumstances should you leave the building.]

*Ah! So that's why the lights turned on!*

One mystery solved.

The rest seemed like perfectly ordinary content, so I was about to turn to the next page without giving it much thought when a peculiar phrase caught my eye.

[LOVE Motel operates strictly on a membership basis.]
[If there are guests who say they came here following the internet or a map app, send them away immediately.]
[If operations have begun while you are reading this guidebook, we recommend that you familiarize yourself with the handling methods for 'Regular Guests' by time before the Manager's Instructions.]

*......*

I hurriedly closed the instructions and, hoping my suspicion was correct, quickly opened the manual for handling regular guests.

[Warning: Please note that if you do not read this guidebook or do not follow the instructions accurately, the responsibility lies with the manager.]
[Table of Contents. Methods for Handling Guests by Time.]
└12:30 AM.
└2:00 AM.
└3:00 AM.
└3:34 AM.
└5:30 AM.
└5:59 AM.

*...I see, so that's what it was. So this world was indeed that.*

After checking the guest handling manual divided by time, I was finally certain.

An old motel on the outskirts of the city where not a single person passes by.

An overly friendly and detailed management manual, and a sort of strategy guide that lists the times when regulars visit, their characteristics, and precautions for handling them.

Combining all these clues, I came to one conclusion:

*I see. This game is a dating sim.*

The genre of this game is a "dating sim."

Ch.2 - Chapter 2. Welcoming The First Heroine(?)
* * *

No matter how oblivious I might be, it's hard to keep pretending I don't know what's going on when the genre has become this obvious.

*So, this game's genre is a dating sim.*

Of course, I couldn't be certain of the genre from the beginning.

The dark, eerie atmosphere.

The isolated setting of the "city outskirts."

A motel where not a single guest ever visits.

Looking at just these elements, I could have mistaken the genre for "horror."

But after examining these two manuals—

[Manager's Instructions and Management Rules], [How to Handle 'Regular Guests' by Time]—

I've reached the conclusion that this world's genre is a "dating sim," or more precisely, a "guest dating sim game" with elements of a "tycoon" genre centered around taking over a love motel.

*Hmm, perfect deduction.*

Who could possibly point fingers at me for being oblivious after seeing such flawless reasoning?

In real life, I was often told I was oblivious, slow, and frustrating, but not anymore.

Whether I was truly oblivious or they were just being picky—the results will tell.

*Well then, shall I get ready?*

Now that I've figured out the genre, I need to focus on running the motel and winning over the guests.

The current time is 12:25. According to the manual, the first guest will arrive in about 5 minutes.

*I should check the guest handling instructions first.*

Since the previous owner seemed to have done a half-hearted job of organizing the motel, I'll postpone checking the management manual.

First, I'll review the time-specific guest handling instructions.

[12:30 PM]
1. Motel Lobby.
└This is when a female customer with a covered face will visit. At 12:29, a loud bell will ring announcing her arrival, so we strongly recommend the lobby manager wear earplugs.
└If by chance you do not hear the bell at 12:29, put on a blindfold before greeting this guest at the lobby counter.
└We emphasize: if you do not hear the bell, you MUST wear a blindfold. You must never face this guest directly.

*Wear a blindfold? Is this a shy guest?*

The strict and complicated handling instructions made me tilt my head in confusion, but I continued reading the manual.

└If you failed to wear a blindfold, you must answer this guest's questions.
└However, you must never give the answer the guest wants.

*What a demanding guest. Are they always this high-maintenance?*

Although this is a membership-based motel, the guest visiting at 12:30 seems particularly demanding.

Wearing blindfolds, answering questions but not giving the answers they want...

No, maybe they're just a timid guest who has trouble communicating?

*That makes sense. They might be someone who became shy from being insensitive like me. I should be understanding. Yep.*

For some reason, I felt a sense of kinship and nodded to myself as I was about to turn to the next page.

Creeeeak.

*...Huh?*

With the sound of the motel door opening, someone walked into the lobby.

The time on my old phone screen showed 12:30.

It took me 5 minutes to read the manual.

*The bell... didn't ring?*

Contrary to what was written in the guest handling manual.

The bell didn't ring.

And I hadn't put on a blindfold yet.

* * *

The person who opened the motel door and entered was an unknown woman.

A female guest wearing a black sweater.

"Oh, w-welcome?"

"......"

I gave an awkward greeting, but there was no response.

*Her bangs are really long. Can she even see through them...?*

Bangs so long they covered not just her eyes but down to her nose.

While I was unintentionally staring at her face, mesmerized by this unusual hairstyle that you'd only see in manga, I suddenly remembered what was emphasized in the manual.

*Oops, it said not to stare at her face too intently.*

She must be a very shy person if the manual emphasized wearing a blindfold, so staring would be rude.

Thinking this to myself, I hurriedly averted my gaze.

"......"

The woman, who had been wandering around the lobby without saying a word, slowly approached the counter.

*...A metallic smell?*

With each step the guest took toward the counter, the pungent metallic scent grew stronger.

A strong iron smell that was almost numbing to the nose wafted from somewhere, but I couldn't show any reaction.

If the smell was coming from the guest, it would be extremely rude to the already shy guest.

And if the motel was the cause, I could clean it up later.

*I can't ruin my first guest interaction over such a trivial issue.*

Just as I was steeling myself with that thought.

The first guest had already approached and was standing right in front of the counter.

"Ah, hello...?"

"......"

"Um... how can I help you?"

"......"

I tried greeting her lightly to break the awkward atmosphere, but again, no response came.

The already quiet motel lobby was filled with an even more awkward silence.

*This is really uncomfortable...*

Since I couldn't look at her face, I ended up staring intently at the guest's sweater.

*Hmm, that sweater... looking closely, it's not black but... reddish-brown?*

Upon closer inspection, the color of the sweater the guest was wearing wasn't black, but closer to a reddish-brown with a hint of dried blood.

*What an unusual color, quite distinctive. And this person's body is surprisingly...*

As all sorts of thoughts swirled in my head due to the awkward atmosphere, suddenly—

Crack...

"Ah-aah."

"!"

"Hey. Am. I. Pre.tty?"

With the grotesque sound of a jawbone twisting, the first guest asked me a question.

* * *

Crunch...

Every time the guest opened her mouth, the sound of something breaking and twisting echoed vividly in my ears.

*Oh no, is she injured? I haven't read about how to handle injured people yet...*

Before I could worry further, the guest took another step closer to the counter and asked me again.

"Ex.cuse. Me. Am. I. Pre.tty?"

"Umm..."

Asking for an appearance evaluation at our first meeting—she's certainly proactive, as expected of the first heroine (guest).

*If she's asking if she's pretty, that means I can look at her face now, right?*

Only at that moment, with this indirect permission, could I finally lift my head and observe the guest's face carefully rather than just her reddish-brown sweater.

"Hmm— would you mind coming a bit closer, miss?"

"—Huh?"

"I can't see well. Just a little closer this way..."

"Ah—huh?"

To be honest, with half her face hidden behind her bangs, there wasn't much to see.

The only thing visible was her lips, which had a slight pinkish tint to them.

But looking more carefully, her features seemed well-defined, and her skin was snow-white and soft.

Objectively speaking, she seemed beautiful enough to be called pretty.

"Yes, you're pret—"

Just as I was about to casually answer "you're pretty" after my lengthy observation, the contents of the manual I had just read flashed before my eyes.

However, you must never give the answer the guest wants.

I shouldn't give "the answer the guest wants."

This means—

When asked if she's pretty, I shouldn't end with a cliché compliment like "Yes, you're pretty~"

*I see. I almost made a mistake. If I act so obliviously, how would I ever win over any heroine? Right, right.*

I almost acted without thinking again.

But since I hadn't said it out loud, the situation was still salvageable.

I quickly racked my brain to find the perfect phrase to give the guest instead of a cliché answer like "Yes~ you're pretty~"

Even if she's proactive, this is still our first meeting.

I shouldn't use words that are too burdensome.

But at the same time, I need to describe her appearance, which is half-visible.

Well-defined features, pretty lips that look soft to touch, and skin as white as a child's. So the word I chose was—

"Yes, you're cute."

"Cute"—a positive word that wouldn't offend anyone, regardless of gender.

"You're certainly pretty, but up close, you're also cute. You're quite charming."

"......"

After hearing my answer, the guest tilted her head and slowly backed away from the counter.

Did I make a mistake?

Was I too forward with someone so shy?

"Ah, I'm sorry if I made you uncomfortable."

"......"

"Ah, well..."

Again, no response.

The awkward and heavy atmosphere returned to the motel lobby.

Unlike before when she was slowly approaching the counter, this time she was visibly trying to distance herself from me.

Yes, I definitely made a mistake.

*I should have complimented her more simply and plainly...*

I deeply regretted ruining this symbolic first meeting in a dating sim.

Moreover, the guest's ears, which I could faintly see, had turned red.

How uncomfortable and annoyed must she be for even her ears to turn red?

*Sigh...*

Swallowing a sigh at this frustrating situation, I wanted to escape this awkwardness as quickly as possible.

With an awkward smile, I grabbed the closest room key I could see and held it out to the guest.

"Staying for one night, right? Here's the key..."

"......"

The guest seemed just as eager to escape the situation as I was. In the blink of an eye, she snatched the key from my hand.

After checking only the "room number" on the key, she disappeared toward the guest rooms.

"Phew..."

I had ruined our first meeting.

If there were a status screen, it would probably show "Favorability -100" in red.

The situation was frustrating enough to make me sigh, but I couldn't just sit here doing nothing.

There should still be opportunities left.

*Alright, let's focus and read again.*

Steeling my resolve, I opened the guest handling manual again.

2. Room Assignment Manual.
└After completing the lobby interaction, please follow these rules when assigning a room to this guest.
└This motel has a total of 15 rooms. Please refer to the manager's manual for details.
└For the guest visiting at 12:30, we recommend assigning a room on the 2nd floor, in the 200 line.
└If she requests rope through room service, refuse.

*She gets a whole floor to herself? She must really struggle with meeting people.*

└If all keys for the 2nd floor are used up, or if you gave her a key to another line for some reason, you must never go to that floor.
└Also, if you accidentally gave her the key to Room 305, you must retrieve the key and assign another room, as that room is under repair or cleaning.
└Under no circumstances should you let her enter Room 305.

*...Wait, which room key did I give her?*

With a sudden sense of foreboding, I hurriedly checked the motel key rack.

I feared the worst.

And I was right.

*Hahaha, I'm doomed.*

The slot for Room 305's key was empty.

Ch.3 - Chapter 3. Cleaning Room 305
* * *

Mountain after mountain, as they say.

Although I answered when asked, our first meeting ended awkwardly due to uncomfortable compliments.

And to make matters worse, I sent her to a room that the manual specifically said not to assign because it was under repair or cleaning.

How much favorability am I trying to lose during our very first meeting?

Moreover, unlike the previous two special cases which had instructions like:

'Be sure to wear a blindfold.'

Or 'Don't give the answer the Guest wants.'

After the item that said 'Under no circumstances should you let her enter Room 305,' there were no countermeasures written at all.

If there was anything resembling a countermeasure, it was just a warning that said 'Never go up to that floor'...

Either way, it seemed impossible to prevent my favorability from dropping.

*I guess it can't be helped. I'll just have to do better next time...*

...No, wait.

Come to think of it, why should I wait until 'next time' to make things right?

There won't be any other guests for a while, and I'll have two hours of free time with no customers.

Why not follow her upstairs right away to change her room, and while I'm at it, clean Room 305 which the previous owner seems to have neglected?

*Actually, that makes sense.*

After losing favorability twice in a row, nothing will be resolved by sitting around doing nothing.

In the end, I need to take action myself to fix anything, right?

Of course, the manual did say "never go up there," but it shouldn't be a big problem.

* * *

Before heading up to the third floor, I open the Manager's Manual to find the tools needed for cleaning.

3. Cleaning and Facility Management.

3-1
└Cleaning supplies and extra bedding for guest rooms are located in the storage room next to the elevator on each floor.
└Open the cleaning supply cabinet and gather a broom, duster, cloth, and mop to thoroughly clean the room interior.
└It is recommended to rinse the cloth and mop in water before use.
└If you find any objects in the cleaning cabinet that could be defined as weapons, including awls, you must return to the counter and broadcast an announcement stating: "Due to bathroom maintenance issues outside the guest rooms, lobby traffic may be inconvenient, so please refrain from coming down to the lobby if possible."
└Afterward, hang a "Under Repair" sign on the lobby bathroom door, enter the last stall, lock the door, and wait for 15 minutes.

3-2
└Each guest room must be stocked with a specific amount of bedding.
└Place exactly two blankets and two pillows in each guest room.
└I emphasize: You must place exactly two sets of bedding in each guest room. There are no exceptions to this rule.
└However, Room 203 is an exception. Place five blankets in that room.
└However, Room 203 is an exception. Place five blankets in that room.

*Hmm, complicated.*

Maybe because it's the Manager's Manual, but I can see there's definitely more to memorize.

But it seems like I don't need to worry about most of it right now.

After quickly familiarizing myself with just the "cleaning supplies section," I leave the counter and get on the elevator to the third floor.

Beep-

I press the third floor button, and the elevator smoothly ascends.

-Third floor.
-Doors opening.

With the brief announcement, the doors open, and I can't help but hold my breath.

*Ugh? What is this...??*

A pungent, revolting smell fills the dark hallway.

It's a terrible odor, like something left to rot and decay inside a guest room for a long time.

*Geez, how long has it been since anyone cleaned this place??*

Did the previous owner ever actually intend to run this motel properly?

How lazy and pathetic must they have been to neglect an entire floor of this small motel until it reached this state?

And then they wrote "never go up there" in the manual just to scare me?

And I sent a guest to this stinking floor without even checking first, just because I felt awkward?

*We're both crazy, the previous owner and me.*

It was another moment of self-reproach.

Anyway, after getting off the elevator, I enter the adjacent storage room and find the cleaning supply cabinet mentioned in the manual.

And I see bedding sets, neatly wrapped in plastic and fluffy dry.

*Let me gather the cleaning supplies first.*

Putting aside minor tasks like changing bedding, cleaning the guest room interior is the priority.

As instructed in the manual, I open the cleaning supply cabinet and gather all the neatly arranged cleaning tools.

*Got the mop... cloth and duster too... Huh? What's this?*

While collecting the cleaning supplies listed in the manual.

I notice a sharp kitchen knife lying on the bottom of the cabinet.

*Who would leave something this dangerous in the cleaning cabinet...*

It must have been the previous owner, who's saved in my memory as "motel owner."

Nothing surprises me anymore.

*Wait, I think the manual said something about what to do if there's a weapon in the supply cabinet...?*

At that moment, something written in red in the manual tried to surface in my hazy memory, but...

Hmm.

I tried hard to remember, but since nothing comes to mind, I guess it wasn't that important.

Setting aside the vague memory recall, I grab the kitchen knife as well and hurry toward Room 305.

*I can't let a guest stay in a place that smells like this.*

* * *

Standing in front of Room 305 after crossing the long hallway.

The pungent, revolting smell grows even stronger, assaulting my nose.

It's enough to make anyone nauseous and flee.

Has something been left to rot here for this long?

I'm thinking it again, but this owner wasn't just lazy—they were a complete failure as a motel manager.

Knock knock knock.

"Ahem, are you there?"

No answer.

"This is the motel manager. Do you have a moment?"

Standing in front of Room 305, I call for the guest again and am about to knock once more when—

Creeeeak...

"......"

The cute guest with bangs covering her face slowly opens the door and peeks out.

"Ah, hello? Haha..."

"......"

I tried to lighten the mood with a bright smile, but it was useless.

Right, who am I to attempt ice-breaking?

Let me just state my business and get to cleaning.

"I think I gave you the wrong room key. If it's alright with you, I'll give you another room key so you can move there?"

"......"

The silence persists.

Even at my offer to change rooms, there was no response.

I completely understand if she's too upset to answer.

If I were in her shoes and a motel manager who gave me a dirty room without cleaning it properly came saying, "I'll clean it now~ Please vacate the room~", I wouldn't be using kind words either.

"If you like this room, I can at least clean it and then give you back this room key, so if you could just step out for a moment—"

Even though I was trying to earnestly ask one more time, if not to regain lost favorability, then at least to clean the room—

GRAB!!

"Want—to.come.in?"

With an icy, bloodless voice, the Guest's pale white hand shot out from behind the door and seized my wrist.

"—Do.you.really.want.to.come.in?"

"Yes, but could you please let go of my—?!"

"Don't.try.to.run.away."

Clank

Clank

"Don't.run.away.and.leave.me."

With one hand roughly gripping the door chain to lock it, and the other absolutely refusing to release my wrist.

From that inescapable grip, I felt it.

The raw emotion transmitted through those thin, pale white hands.

Yes, this is—

*She, she must be really angry...!!*

Anger.

The anger of a guest who was assigned the wrong room.

Perhaps because I sympathized with that anger, I couldn't resist her grip and ended up entering the guest room.

And the next moment, what I faced was.

"...What is this."

The horrifically messy interior of Room 305.

* * *

The state of Room 305 was nothing short of catastrophic.

Blankets and bedding that had lost their pristine whiteness, soaked through with all manner of bodily fluids.

Drawers and wooden wardrobes smashed to pieces as if something had violently crashed into them.

Pillows completely flattened, having lost all their elasticity from being trampled.

A bathroom reeking of that pungent, revolting, putrid smell.

And rusty chains and ropes tied to each bed leg, their purpose beyond imagination.

*Why on earth hasn't this place been cleaned yet??*

Curses toward the previous manager rose to the tip of my tongue, but I held them back.

There's no point in cursing someone who's already gone.

As I was swallowing a thousand curses internally, a clear voice came from behind me.

"You.came.in?"

Splat.

"......"

Splat.

"You.came.in."

With the sound of stepping on something wet and sticky, the voice slowly approaches.

"...Just a moment."

A dizzying scene, a dizzying situation.

In this mind-numbing moment, I finally made a decision.

"Excuse me, Guest."

"You.came—!?"

SWOOP.

1. I lift the Guest with one arm.

"Wha—ah??"

"I'll clean this right away. I'm truly sorry."

2. I apologize, open the door, and set her down outside.

SLAM!!

"Wha—aah??"

Finally, I grab only the cleaning supplies and close the door again.

Now, Room 305.

It's cleaning time.

Ch.4 - Chapter 4. The Iron Chains Were More Fragile Than Expected.
* * *

1. "Gently" grab the Guest's soft-looking waist with both hands and lift them up.

*Wow, it's like touching a cold, soft rice cake ice cream.*

—Such self-indulgent thoughts rushed through my mind for a moment.

Snap.

Get it together, motel Manager.

Feel some responsibility for your position.

Right, now is not the time for such thoughts.

"...Excuse me, Guest."

"Ah—uh...ah?"

"Please wait a moment. I'll clean this up right away."

After offering my most sincere apology as a failing-grade Manager—far short of a level 2 performance—to the Guest.

"Uh—ah...uh—?"

I set down the Guest outside the door as they flailed their limbs helplessly while being carried.

Before completely sweeping through this room, the most important step:

*Come to me, cleaning tools.*

Equipped with my perfectly prepared weapons, I firmly lock the door from inside.

Now, Room 305.

Prepare yourself.

It's cleaning time.

* * *

Even in my previous life, I was always serious about "cleaning."

There's no grand reason behind it.

I simply liked neat, organized spaces.

*...Huff, good.*

Before starting in earnest, the first thing to do is "respiratory protection."

Since the motel cleaning supply closet didn't have cleaning masks, I improvise by taking off my top and covering my mouth and nose.

*Preparations complete.*

It's crude, but with my respiratory protection equipment perfectly prepared.

Now it's time to properly clean this room.

Swoosh!!

Thwack!!

I throw the bedding soiled with bodily fluids that would get in my way and the pillow that has lost all its fluffiness by the entrance.

Next, I dust off the windowsills with a duster.

I gather the trash on the floor with a broom, collect it in one place, and stuff it into a garbage bag from the drawer.

I mop the floor with a well-wrung mop and wipe between the windowsills thoroughly with a cloth.

"Whew... this is harder than I thought!"

Twenty-five minutes after starting the cleaning.

The room, which had been so filthy and disgusting it could have passed for an abandoned murder scene.

Had now become unrecognizably clean.

"How refreshing...!!"

Of course, it was quite laborious.

Even my body, which wouldn't tire from ordinary training, was now drenched in sticky sweat.

But the sense of achievement from seeing the much cleaner room was satisfying enough to make me forget the fatigue from the labor.

*Hmm, this is why I clean. Should I push a bit more?*

After another twenty-five minutes.

I managed to completely clean the entire room, including the bathroom which had been the source of that rancid, rotten smell.

The bedding and mattress soiled with bodily fluids beyond salvation.

And the completely destroyed furniture could all be taken down and disposed of later at once.

For now, the room cleaning was more or less complete.

As I wiped the sweat from my face, my gaze finally turned to.

The rusty chains and reddish-brown ropes still tied to the bed frame after removing the mattress.

*Everything else is fine, but how do I deal with those...?*

Unlike the completely soiled mattress, the bed frame looked perfectly usable if I could just cut off those chains and ropes.

But I didn't have any suitable tools to cut through those thick, rusty chains.

*Maybe I'll try pulling them off by hand.*

With a mind to at least try, I grabbed the chain and gently pulled with some force.

"Hnng...!"

Clank!!

Crack!!

"Oh, it's working."

Contrary to my concerns, the rusty chains came off easily without any special tools.

Surprisingly, the problem was the "reddish-brown rope."

Though it looked more fragile than the metal chains, no matter how much strength I applied, this "reddish-brown rope" wouldn't break.

I tried to be clever and untie the knots binding the legs, but that was also useless.

*Sigh... what should I do...*

As I sighed and pondered for a while on how to untie these unbreakable ropes, a thought suddenly occurred to me.

"...Maybe I just wasn't using enough strength?"

If that's the case, there's only one solution.

And that is to "apply more force."

Grasp...

"Hnnnngh!!!"

Grabbing just the rope part to avoid breaking the bed legs, I pull with force in both directions.

Snap...

Crack!!

When I pulled with all my might, the reddish-brown rope finally started to tear.

*Success...!!*

The first wrestling match with the rope that was tougher than the metal chains ended in my victory.

One by one, I continued tearing the threads from the bed, applying even more strength.

Just as I grabbed the last remaining thread with my hand.

"Ah.Ah—AAAH!!!!"

A blood-curdling scream from the Guest came from the corridor.

"Open.it.open.it.open.it.open.it.open.it.open.it"

BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG

"Open.it.open.it.open.it.open.it.open.it.open.it"

BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG
BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG

"Open.it.open.it.open.it.open.it.open.it.open.it.OPEN IT!!!!!!!"

BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG BANG

The Guest was frantically pounding on the firmly locked door of Room 305, screaming to open it with a voice close to desperation.

Checking the time on the wall clock, I realized an hour had already passed.

*Gasp, has that much time passed already??*

Damn it, the anger of the Guest who couldn't rest until this late hour had finally exploded.

I should have offered them another room before starting the cleaning.

I'd made another mistake.

"I-I'm coming out now, Guest!!"

"Ah.uh—ah.AACK!!!"

"Hnnngh!!!"

"Don't.do.that.don't.do.that!!DON'T.DO.THAT!!!"

Since I needed to finish what I was doing before going out, I hurriedly squeezed out every last bit of strength.

CRACK!!!

"———!!!"

After tearing off the last reddish-brown thread.

I carefully opened the room door.

When I opened the door to check the corridor, the Guest was crouched next to the door like a sulking Maltese, face buried in their legs.

"I-I'm so sorry. Did you wait too long...?"

"......"

"I've finished cleaning... but it took much longer than expected, I'm sorry... I don't know how I can make it up to you..."

Since my mind was filled with thoughts like 'Oh, I've ruined my chances,' I was entering what you might call a "panic" state, barely aware of what I was saying.

As I was rambling, trying somehow to salvage the situation.

"You—are.strange.aren't.you.hurt?"

"Excuse me?"

"Not.hurt.fine."

The Guest raised their head and muttered something incomprehensible while looking at their wrists and ankles.

"How—are.you.not.hurt?"

"How.are.you.not—hurt?"

While I stood there stupidly, not understanding what they were saying, the Guest slowly entered the room.

The neatly organized room.

The cut reddish-brown ropes.

And me, standing blankly outside the room—they looked at each in turn.

"I'm sorry it took so long. I made the mistake of giving you the key when the room hadn't been cleaned properly for a long time..."

"......"

"But at least from now on, I'll help you rest as comfortably as possible."

"......!!"

At my words about helping them rest comfortably, the Guest's ears once again.

Turned much redder than when I saw them at the counter earlier.

To turn that red, how angry must they be?

Even I could see how absurd it was to make someone wait outside for an hour while cleaning, then tell them to rest comfortably.

"Then I'll be heading back down..."

Thinking they probably couldn't stand the sight of me now, I was about to shoulder the mattress, bedding, and broken furniture and head down to the lobby when.

Tap.

"Wait."

"Yes?"

"—Wait.please."

The Timid Guest grabbed my hand and initiated conversation for the first time.

"Um... is there something you need?"

This was my first opportunity.

Not wanting to miss this chance, I asked her in the most polite tone possible.

After thinking for a moment, she slowly asked me.

"...Hey. Am.I.pretty?"

"......!"

"—Am I.pretty?"

The same question she first asked me in the lobby.

But the atmosphere was completely different from the lobby.

Not intimidating, but more fluffy and ticklish.

*Right, this is the moment to raise her favorability...!! Finally, my chance has come...!!*

After only conversing as a failing-grade Manager and Guest, I inwardly rejoiced at this first "dating sim moment."

*Good, now I just need to follow the manual. That will raise her favorability. I shouldn't just say she's pretty, I should say something better—*

"Hey. Am.I.pretty?"

While I was lost in thought.

The cracking voice of the Guest before me shook my "mind."

This feeling that I absolutely must answer "yes, you're pretty" to her question.

Unable to resist that feeling, I finally "answered."

"Yes, you're definitely pretty."

Right, what kind of dating sim would it be if I just followed the manual?

*I should follow my heart. Yeah.*

"—Uh.uhh.uh."

The Timid Guest, my first Guest, stared at me for a moment after hearing my answer.

With a puzzled expression, as if something that should have connected somehow didn't connect at all.

*I'm not sure... but that's probably a positive reaction?*

"Hahaha, if there's anything else you need, please feel free to..."

"You're.scary—."

"...Pardon?"

"Scary.yyy— Not.human—"

Scary.

Not human.

With those two phrases, the Timid Guest disappeared into the room with hurried steps.

In the dark corridor.

No longer reeking of that foul smell.

Now just standing alone in the middle of this dreary, dark corridor, I thought to myself:

*I should have just done what the manual said.*

Ch.5 - Chapter 5. They're A Pain, Not A Customer
* * *

The door to room 305 closed.

A smelly mattress and a full garbage bag.

And in the hallway, where only a broken drawer and bookshelf remained.

After hearing the guest's final words, I could only stand there in shock.

"Too. Scary."

"Sca-ry. Not. Hu-man."

"Wasn't the... atmosphere good...?"

I can fully understand the "not human" comment.

It's just that the motel manager changed, but from our first meeting I was hitting on her. And I made her wait in the hallway for an hour while I cleaned the room, so...

'I have no excuse.'

But scary?

No matter what, calling someone "scary" to their face seems too harsh.

'What about me is scary?'

Okay, let's think calmly.

Let's consider my appearance very objectively.

First, my face.

If I dare evaluate myself, I'd say I'm probably not on the ugly side.

To be more objective, I'm certainly not someone who deserves to be called "scary" by anyone.

But my face might not have been visible in the dark hallway.

A face that can't be seen clearly might create some intimidation, so let's exclude appearance and think again.

Could other factors about me have scared the timid heroine?

'Really? Am I that bad?'

The time is 1:40 AM.

A remote motel corridor lit only by dim lights.

A manager over 186cm tall whose face is barely visible in the darkness.

Walking out into the hallway with his shirt completely off after finishing room cleaning—what exactly is scary about that, I really don't...

'Oh, right. I'm not wearing a shirt right now.'

"Hahaha..."

As I keep saying, I'm now realizing how uncomfortable it is to lack social awareness.

'You idiot, of course you should have been wearing a shirt...'

Just a minute ago, I was excited thinking, "Wow! Her favorability increased for the first time!" Now I feel utterly pathetic.

...But what can I do?

'I-I can recover from this... yeah...'

The door is already firmly locked, and I can't just keep lingering in the hallway.

The dropped favorability... can probably be recovered.

For now, I should just appreciate that we had a proper conversation once.

'Yeah, having one conversation on the first day is something! Think positively, positively.'

As if hypnotizing myself, I repeated this internally while trudging toward the elevator with the smelly mattress, the completely broken drawer and wardrobe, garbage bags full of trash, and a toolbox full of cleaning supplies.

* * *

Beep!! Beep!!

"What's this all about?"

- The elevator has exceeded its maximum capacity. Please use the next elevator.
- The elevator has exceeded its maximum capacity. Please use the next elevator.

When I stepped into the elevator that arrived at the third floor, a loud alarm sounded along with repeated messages about exceeding the maximum capacity.

'That's strange. It's not even that heavy, why is it over capacity?'

It's disappointing not to be able to go down to the first floor comfortably, but I had no choice but to head to the motel's central staircase.

Thump.

Thump.

As I walked down the stairs with my footsteps echoing through the corridor, I suddenly remembered the warning written in the cleaning supply box management manual I had read before coming up.

└If there are any items in the cleaning supply box that can be defined as weapons, including awls, be sure to return to the counter and broadcast an announcement stating "There is a problem with the restroom outside the guest rooms, and repairs may cause inconvenience in the lobby, so please refrain from coming down to the lobby."

└Afterwards, hang a "Under Repair" sign on the lobby restroom door, enter the last stall, lock the door, and wait for 15 minutes.

If there's something that could be defined as a weapon in the toolbox, make an announcement that the external restroom is broken. Then hang an "Under Repair" sign and stay in the last stall for 15 minutes—that was roughly the content.

I think there was a lot more written after those two warnings, but at the time I only read the parts about cleaning tool locations carefully before hurrying upstairs, so those two lines are all I can remember now.

'...Why was such a warning written there?'

It's a sudden thought, but thinking about it now, it was definitely a strange item.

If you find a weapon, why make a general announcement?

And why hide in the bathroom for 15 minutes?

'No matter how I think about it, I don't understand...'

Actually, come to think of it, I did find a weapon in the toolbox...

'No, can this thin kitchen knife be considered a weapon? It probably wouldn't even hurt if you got stabbed with it...'

Well, since the manual said to consider even awls as weapons, I suppose a kitchen knife should count.

Rather than making a subjective judgment, I decided to think more objectively.

Anyway, according to the rules, I should have made an announcement after finding the weapon.

But since there's been no problem for over an hour after finding the weapon without making an announcement, I guess it wasn't an item I needed to worry about.

'Sigh, I'm just tiring myself out thinking too much...'

I'm already busy wondering how to get closer to the guest upstairs and how to create more "dating sim"-like moments.

What a waste of time thinking about useless and complicated clauses that suddenly came to mind. How inefficient.

It was another moment of regret.

Anyway, I shook off the random thoughts that suddenly popped into my head.

Thinking again about ways to raise favorability, I reached the lobby at the bottom of the stairs.

'Huh? Who's that...?'

Far ahead, in front of the counter, an elderly man I'd never seen before was standing in a bizarre posture.

The wall clock in the lobby showed the current time as 1:41.

It wasn't yet time for the guest mentioned in the response manual to arrive.

That means someone who wasn't a "regular" had entered this members-only motel.

'Well, they might have arrived early, so I should check.'

Even though the reservation time is 2:00, they could have arrived 30 minutes early.

So I approached the lobby to check.

"Um, hello, sir? How may I help you—?"

As I set down the cleaning supplies and waste materials and spoke to the old man who had been silently staring at the lobby, the elderly man slowly turned his head toward me.

Creeak—

Creeaak—

After the bizarre sound of joints and bones twisting ended, two drooping eyes with red blood slightly pooled in them stared at me.

A twisted neck and shoulders.

A right arm and left leg bent at bizarre angles.

A hunchback waist that looked half-folded.

'Hmm, his joints must be in bad shape. He should try some stretching.'

While suppressing the urge to recommend some daily stretching exercises, the old man slowly opened his mouth and asked me:

"Who are you—?"

"Ah, I'm the new manager who recently took over this motel..."

"Do you—have a knife? I forgot my knife—"

"...Pardon?"

"Do you—have a knife? I forgot my knife—"

"......"

Before I could finish my answer.

In a creepy voice with some unpleasant, fishy undertone.

This strange guest kept interrupting me and asking for a "knife."

Although he's elderly, interrupting someone mid-sentence is quite rude.

Even in the land of courtesy, this shows a complete lack of mutual respect for the person you're talking to.

Between the dropped favorability, not being able to use the elevator, and everything else—thinking about it, nothing has gone right since I arrived here, and I'm exhausted.

And now to be disrespected on top of everything—it's a somewhat infuriating situation, but—

'Sigh... let's not create unnecessary trouble by fighting.'

Yes, I should be patient.

I just need to check the counter list to see if he has a reservation or not.

If he's a guest, I just need to give him the key properly and send him up to his room, and if not, I can send him away immediately.

"For now, would you please wait here? If you have a reservation, I need to check the list before you can check in..."

"You—clearly seem to have a knife—don't you?"

"......"

Despite my polite request to wait, this guest kept ignoring me and only asking about a knife.

Before my patience reached its limit, I quickly checked the description of the guest scheduled to visit at 2:00.

[2:00.]

└This is when "the tall female guest" visits. Be sure to keep the supplied pistol loaded and on your person...

Hmm.

There seemed to be something about a pistol and whatnot written after that.

But it didn't seem particularly important, so let's move on.

Setting aside the trivial details for now, I just checked the guest's description and immediately closed the response manual.

According to the manual, at 2:00, a "tall female" is scheduled to visit.

In other words, this disrespectful old man was neither a reserved guest nor a regular customer.

No, from the perspective of a members-only motel, he wasn't even a guest but a "troublemaker."

I still needed to check the garbage disposal area, think about ways to increase favorability, and with a real reserved guest arriving soon, I already had many rules to memorize.

I wanted to throw this troublemaker who was wasting my precious time out of the motel immediately, but...

The Confucian values of a decent young man inside me held me back.

"Sir, I'm sorry, but this motel operates on a membership basis, so I must ask you to leave—"

"You—do have a knife—keh-hee-hee—!!"

Ignoring my polite request to leave, the old man, who had somehow found the kitchen knife in my cleaning supply box, stood up slowly with a fishy smile on his face.

"Now—I can—go hide—in the last—bathroom stall—?"

The old man giggled while saying incomprehensible things.

No respect for the service industry, only saying what he wants to say, and now even touching the manager's belongings without permission.

'Ah, that crossed the line.'

No matter how much I should respect the elderly, this definitely crossed a line.

"Hiding—in the bathroom—stall won't—help—!!"

Thump.

"Sir, you can't do this here."

First, before kicking him out, I confiscate the knife he took without permission.

"—???"

After I took the kitchen knife away from the old man, the smile gradually disappeared from his face.

Then his face began to contort with anger, slowly and quite grotesquely.

"Won't you—give me—that knife—back—???????????????"

Having lost the knife, the old man approached me, limping on his half-bent leg while making bizarre noises.

He didn't look particularly threatening, but unlike me, there was a "Timid Guest" on the third floor.

For the safety of the room guest, I couldn't let him have this knife back.

'No choice, I'm sorry to the original owner of this knife, but...'

Crack!

Crack!!

Since the situation was urgent, with the resolve to apologize or compensate the owner later, I broke the kitchen knife in half with my hands.

'Hmm, is this not enough? Let me make it completely unusable...'

Crack!!

Crack!!

Crack!!

In case larger pieces remained that could still be used as a knife, I chopped the kitchen knife into tiny pieces, like crushing a cracker, turning the kitchen knife into "what was once a kitchen knife."

"Now, sir. The knife is gone. So please leave safely."

I demonstratively dumped the completely shattered knife fragments into the garbage bag in front of the angry old man's eyes.

And with one final courtesy, I very politely told him to leave.

'I hope he'll just quietly leave now...'

While inwardly begging him to leave, I outwardly let out a deep sigh and turned my back on the old man to gather the room waste again.

At that moment—

Creeeeak...!!

Along with the sound of a "room door opening" from somewhere.

"You—??!?!?!?———"

"Sigh... I said please stop and quietly go home—?"

The old man who seemed to be protesting behind my back suddenly disappeared in an instant.

As if he had been dragged somewhere.

'Wow, that was really fast.'

Well, at least he went home in the blink of an eye like that.

For my first troublemaker, didn't I handle it pretty well?

Maybe it's because I'm stressed from meeting a troublemaker for the first time, but once again my positivity circuit was working overtime.

* * *

The old man, or rather, the thing wearing the "old man's skin," slowly opens its eyes.

What the old man faced upon opening his eyes was the motel room that had just been cleaned and tidied.

And on the neatly arranged room door was the number:

-305-

"——!!"

The thing wearing the old man's skin instinctively tried to move.

To get out.

To open that door and escape this terrible space as quickly as possible.

But.

What it faced when it opened the door marked -305- was:

"———????"

Somehow, it found itself tied up with reddish-brown ropes on a bed frame without a mattress.

"———!?!?!"

Rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle

Rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle

Rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle rattle

It thrashed about enough to break the bed.

The thing desperately struggled to break the ropes, even if it meant shedding the old man's skin.

But it was all meaningless.

The ropes wouldn't break.

"You. Came. In?"

The moment "her" voice was heard in its ear, escaping this terrible space became impossible.

"You. Know. Are. You. In. Pain?"

"—!??!?"

"I. See. You. Look. In. Pain."

Drip...

The ropes binding its arms and legs gradually began to shorten.

On the grotesque face of the thing wearing human skin, fear slowly began to seep in.

"Hey"

"—@##@!?!?"

"Am. I. Pretty?"

Drip—

Drip drip—

Crunch——

Crunch——

There was no answer to her question.

No, there couldn't be an answer.

Ch.6 - Chapter 6. This Motel Is Full Of Worn-out Things.
* * *

I breezed through the first difficult customer visit.

Now the tasks remaining for me are:

1. Dispose of the waste furniture and garbage collected during room cleaning.

2. Review the proper response procedures while waiting for the second guest to arrive.

3. Simultaneously, think of concrete ways to recover the shattered favorability of the "Timid Guest" upstairs.

These were the three tasks I could identify.

*Alright, let's keep pushing forward.*

Doesn't the old saying go that happiness comes after hardship?

Except for the third task, the others seemed manageable if I approached them step by step with effort.

I steeled my resolve once more while mentally cheering myself on.

*Well, I should start with the easiest one first, right?*

First, I'd tackle the easiest of my three tasks—disposing of the waste furniture and garbage brought down from Room 305.

I needed to figure out where this motel's garbage disposal area was located.

While I was at it, I could also satisfy the minor curiosity that had occurred to me earlier when coming down the stairs. I returned to the counter and opened the Manager's Manual.

*The garbage disposal location should be under cleaning and facilities... Ah, here it is.*

3. Cleaning and Facility Management

3-3
└ The following are procedures to follow when you discover a weapon but are unable to broadcast an announcement throughout the motel due to unavoidable circumstances.
└ If you fail to broadcast an announcement for 30 minutes or more after discovering a weapon, an "external guest" will visit the motel lobby.
└ Under no circumstances should the weapon fall into "its" hands. If this rule is violated, proceed to section 3-4.

3-4
└ This section contains procedures for when the "critical rules" in sections 3-1 and 3-3 are violated.
└ If the recovered weapon has not been handed over, ask the external guest to wait briefly, then immediately evacuate to the building's rooftop using the emergency staircase.
└ If the recovered weapon has been handed over to the external guest, you must cover your face with both hands and inform the guest that "someone is in the last bathroom stall."
└ Afterward, enter the emergency staircase, lock the door, and remain still. There are no rules that contradict this rule.
└ Correcting an error in the previous rule: Do not remain still. Use the emergency staircase to move to the rooftop.

3-5
└ All garbage and waste from guest rooms must be disposed of in the "Garbage Disposal Area" located at the back of the building.
└ The iron door to the garbage area may be locked. It is recommended to bring the key from the counter.
└ Do not dispose of garbage more than once per day. We emphasize: never dispose of garbage more than once per day.

*Ah... so that's how it was. Yes, now I understand perfectly.*

After reading sections 3-3 and 3-4, which appeared to be related to broadcasting announcements, I completely understood why I was supposed to broadcast an announcement and hide in the bathroom when a difficult customer arrived.

Now, according to my "perfect deduction":

The term "it" in the section probably refers to the old man I encountered earlier.

In other words, the old man I met today was such a "habitual troublemaker" that detailed response procedures were written for him.

What the impressive-looking sections 3-3 and 3-4 actually meant was:

They were simply a comprehensive list of places where the manager could slack off and hide from the troublesome elderly man who enters the motel looking for weapons.

*The rooftop, emergency staircase, last bathroom stall... quite a variety of escape routes, huh?*

Postponing room cleaning, avoiding troublemakers instead of dealing with them, just running away...

Even though I was just a rookie manager on my first day, I was starting to feel embarrassed by his misconduct as a fellow manager.

*This goes beyond merely calling it pathetic...*

Well, if there was one thing to praise, it would be preventing internal confusion by keeping guests from coming down to the lobby with the excuse of the external bathroom being out of order?

Actually, that wasn't really praiseworthy either, but compared to his other misdeeds, it looked angelic in comparison.

*Hmm, maybe my perception skills are improving?*

To have perfectly grasped the "essence" hidden within these long sections 3-3 and 3-4.

Perhaps because I've been tackling this dating sim on my own, I could feel my perceptiveness improving, which made me proud of myself.

*Hehehe... great progress indeed. Very good. Now, let's go throw out the garbage!*

Somewhat elated by the improvement in my previously poor perception skills, I picked up the mattress, waste furniture, and garbage bags again and headed toward the garbage disposal area located at the back of the motel.

* * *

As I stepped outside the lobby, the fresh dawn air greeted me.

After breathing the stuffy motel air for hours, gulping down this cool air improved my mood even more.

Though I wanted to savor this refreshing feeling a bit longer—

*Ah, this isn't the time. Let's hurry and get back inside after disposing of this.*

I couldn't waste the little time remaining before the next guest arrived.

I quickly headed toward the garbage disposal area at the back of the building.

*Is that the disposal warehouse mentioned in the manual?*

When I went around to the back of the building, there was indeed a warehouse as described in the manual.

"Now I just need to sort and throw away this garbage, then go back inside to review the manual for the second guest..."

Click.

"Huh?"

Click.

Click.

Click.

The handle of the iron door was firmly locked.

*Oh right, it said to bring the key...*

I had forgotten to bring the key from the counter because I was busy analyzing the other sections.

I considered going back to find the key in the key cabinet, but honestly, wouldn't that be a waste of time?

I want to clarify that it's absolutely not because I'm too lazy to go back into the motel and search for the key in the messy shelves.

Anyway, after pondering for a few seconds about what to do next, a brilliant solution came to mind.

*...What if I just break the door handle slightly to open it?*

Conveniently, the warehouse door handle rattled slightly each time I pulled it, and it was visibly rusty and worn out.

*Yes, this definitely needs replacement.*

I could save time, open the door, and replace the old rusty handle with a new one.

It was a win-win, no, a win-win-win solution.

*Alright, let's do this!*

Since I had no time to waste, I immediately grabbed the locked door handle firmly with one hand.

"Hup!!"

I applied just a little force to pull on the firmly locked handle.

Crack!!

"Oh, it's working—"

CRACK!!

CRUNCH!!!

"—huh?!?"

Unfortunately, the firmly locked old handle only dented slightly instead of breaking.

*Wait, this isn't what I wanted...*

What came off instead was the iron door itself.

"...Why is this door so weak?"

For some reason, the iron door that should have been sturdy gave way without resistance.

* * *

I entered the storage room, tossed in the bags full of miscellaneous garbage collected from the guest room, set up the smelly mattress and broken furniture inside, and placed the freshly torn-off "iron door" beside them before returning to the motel lobby.

*Hmm... I guess the iron door was quite old too. It came off so easily.*

How poorly maintained must it have been for an "iron door" to come off with just that much pulling force?

If I had gone back to get the key and opened the door properly, I would have left that worn-out door as it was.

Eventually, that door would have collapsed on its own and surely endangered the guests' safety.

Not going back for the key was actually part of my grand plan.

*Yes, yes, it was all part of the grand plan, indeed.*

Anyway, putting aside this minor incident, I decided to organize the remaining tasks.

1. Dispose of garbage collected during room cleaning.

*This is complete, so check.*

Since there were more urgent matters remaining, I decided to fix the completely torn-off storage door later.

So what remained was:

Reviewing the manual for the second guest who would visit soon.

Recovering the shattered favorability of the Timid Guest.

These two tasks remained.

*What time is it now?*

The current time was 1:50 AM.

There were about 10 minutes left until the next guest arrived.

Between the two remaining tasks, the third one would obviously be more difficult to solve, but I only had about 10 minutes left before facing the second task.

*Let's quickly review the manual for the second guest first. I can just give them a simple room orientation and then solve the third problem.*

Having quickly prioritized my tasks, I immediately entered the counter area, opened the response manual, and began to familiarize myself with how to handle the guest arriving at 2 AM—

"Hell—o?"

"!"

—when at that moment, the "Timid Guest" who had somehow come down from her room to the counter greeted me first.

*Huh, when did she come down?*

This sudden conversation caught me off guard.

Thinking this might be an opportunity to repair the shattered favorability, I greeted her as carefully as possible.

"Nice to see you again. Is there something I can help you with?"

"Um. Ah. Um—."

Of course, time was tight with the next guest arriving soon, but if by chance this was another "dating sim moment" like before, I absolutely couldn't miss it.

"Please feel free to tell me. I'll help you with anything right away."

"Um—!!!"

"Guest? Is something wrong...?"

"Ah. Um—."

After staring at my face for a moment while quietly mumbling something, the Timid Guest, who seemed frustrated as if something wasn't working out and was stomping her feet, slowly opened her mouth.

"I. Have—. Some. Thing—. For. You. To. Help. With."

"Yes, what can I help you with?"

"Can't. Say—. Here."

"Pardon?"

"Fol.low. Me—"

"Follow you where...?"

"Come. To. My—. Room. On. The. Bed—."

Ch.7 - Chapter 7. Gasp! You're So Forward!
* * *

"Come. To. My. Room—On. The. Bed—Follow. Me."

"...Huh!"

In that moment, when the "Timid Guest" asked me to help her with something and follow her onto the bed in her room.

One piece of life advice I could never forget came flooding back to my mind.

The "advice" my friend gave me the last time we met at a bar, before I was transmigrated into this game.

* * *

Before I was forcibly transmigrated into this dating sim game.

When I was still a diligent young man working hard in society.

I had finally made a "work colleague" I could talk to comfortably.

I don't remember her name well, but she was a female employee who was quite popular among the male staff with her cute, pretty appearance and adorable voice.

She was sociable and, unlike me, quick-witted, so her reputation around the office was generally positive—

"Jin-woo, this is how you should do it here. Goodness! I'm the only one who looks after you when you're this careless, aren't I?"

"Jin-woo, want to leave work together today? I'll teach you how to fix that mistake you made this morning!"

—she would always stick by my side and take care of me like that.

After a few months of being close like this.

One day, as I was about to head home after work, this female colleague stopped me and said:

"Jin-woo. Are you free today? Want to have dinner at my place? I make really good ramen..."

Her face slightly flushed, her eyes hesitant as if she wanted to tell me something more.

Seeing her like that, I thought to myself:

*Wow, she must really make good ramen.*

She must be so confident in her ramen-making skills that she wants to show it off even to a mere work colleague like me.

But unfortunately, I wasn't in the mood for ramen that day.

"Ah, I'm not really craving ramen today. Can I take you up on that offer another time?"

And so I ended up coldly rejecting the hand she had courageously extended.

"...Ugh."

When her offer was rejected, her face turned as red as a ripe tomato.

Then, glaring at me with teary eyes, she said:

"Jin-woo, why are you so clueless?"

"Huh? What do you mean...?"

"Haven't you ever been told you're clueless before?!"

"Well, that's..."

"You're so frustrating!"

She shouted "frustrating!" at me in a sharp voice I'd never heard before, then stormed off.

Later, when I brought this up at a drinking session with a friend I hadn't seen in a while—

"...So, why are you telling me this story? You bastard?"

My friend cursed right in my face.

"I still don't understand. Is not wanting ramen really something to get that angry about?"

"Hah... I swear, this dense motherfucker..."

Seemingly frustrated to death by my inability to understand her sharp reaction, my friend downed an entire glass of cold beer before giving me one piece of "advice" I wish I could forget but never will.

"Jin-woo, listen carefully. When someone cute and pretty invites you first, saying 'Come over to my place for ramen~' or 'Come see my cute cat~' or asks you to follow them somewhere, then what that person wants from you is one of exactly two things."

"What are they?"

"Either the fresh organs of a healthy adult male, or pure love sex."

"...??"

"Now, how do you determine which of those two things they want from you?"

"How do I determine it?"

"Look here. Here lies the clear answer to that question."

On the phone screen my friend showed me, for some reason, the selfie camera was on.

"...What is this?"

"What do you see on this screen, you clueless bastard?"

"My face, and your face."

"Right. Faces. You can judge everything by faces."

"...??"

"If they look like you, they want pure love sex, and if they look like me, they want your organs. Fuck."

"R-really??"

"Yes, you idiot."

As if a thousand curses were exploding inside him while he spoke, my friend kept downing cold beer.

But even then, I couldn't easily believe what my friend was saying.

"S-so all those people weren't just inviting me over because they made better ramen than me??"

"Of course not."

"Even that person from our high school reunion??"

"Yes."

"My college senior too?"

"...Yes."

"T-then even those juniors from the club actually wanted me...??"

"Stop it, you bastard."

Anyway, after listening to my friend's lengthy explanation.

Watching my reaction as if I had genuinely taken the red pill, my friend gave me another piece of advice.

"From what I can see, you're probably going to be a virgin forever even if someone gives you a free pass."

"Come on, I'm not that bad..."

"No, just shut up and listen."

"Yes, sir."

"From now on, if someone pretty and cute asks you to follow them, just keep your mouth shut, buy a condom from the convenience store, and follow them. If you act clueless again like 'I don't want ramen~' you'll just stay a virgin forever. Got it?"

"Yes."

"And don't try to make the first move when you follow them. Don't try to create a romantic atmosphere just because I told you this. Just take whatever they give you. Understand?"

"Yes."

"Good, let's do well."

* * *

I'd like to take this opportunity to thank my friend.

If I hadn't received this advice that day, I probably would have repeated the same mistake I made with that female colleague.

...Though there is one strange thing—isn't this progressing a bit too quickly?

*Just keep your mouth shut, buy a condom from the convenience store, and follow them.*

Right, as advised, I'll just keep my mouth shut and grab a condom.

*Don't doubt it. This is an opportunity. Even if it's not pure love sex, it's definitely a chance to recover some favorability.*

And thinking about it, the main genre of this world is "dating sim."

This isn't a horror game, so surely the heroine doesn't want my organs, right?

All these circumstances were telling me that a real "dating sim moment" had finally come my way.

"Are. You. Coming. With. Me?"

"Y-yes!! Could you wait just a moment?"

After quickly answering the Timid Guest's question, I start rummaging through the counter drawer.

When I first arrived here, I'm sure there were condoms.

*Where are they? Ah, found them!!*

A box of condoms appears from the disorganized drawer.

*How many should I take? Is it bad to take too many?*

Being a virgin who's never done this before, I have no idea what the proper quantity of condoms is for a first time.

*Let's just take one for now. It might not even be about pure love sex...!!*

I take just one condom from the box, stuff it into my pocket, and then casually walk out from behind the counter.

"Shall we go up?"

"Y-yes. Let's. Go. Quickly. Help. Me—"

* * *

Motel, 3rd floor.

In front of room 305.

*Whew... I'm so nervous...*

A tension I never felt when I came up to clean before now envelops my entire body.

But don't worry.

With my mental simulation and my friend's advice, I should be able to overcome this challenge.

"Will. You. Come. In?"

"Of course, excuse me for intruding."

"Y-yes—"

Firmly grasping my intensely trembling mind, I slowly step into room 305, the Timid Guest's room.

Click—

As I step into the room, I hear the sound of the door locking behind me.

"Ah. Ah—You. Came. In—"

"Haha, y-yes I did. So, what can I help you with..."

As I was about to ask her what she needed help with, smiling awkwardly.

*...What's that?*

I notice the reddish-brown ropes I had removed during cleaning still tied to the bed frame posts with no mattress.

*C-could it be... those ropes I removed thinking they were trash were actually intentionally tied there by the guest...?!*

Seeing the possibility of another unexpected favorability decrease, my vision wavers for a moment.

What kind of person am I?

How much favorability did I lose just from cleaning once...?

*I'm not human...*

As I was standing there, dwelling on the atrocities I had committed against my first heroine.


"What. Are. You. Doing. Over. There? Come. Here—"

The Timid Guest, who had somehow moved to the front of the bed, beckons me to come closer.

"Ah, I'm sorry."

Right, regretting past mistakes won't undo them.

What's important is how I handle this "dating sim moment" right now.

"So, what can I help you with, guest?!"

"Y-yes— Lie. Down. Here—"

"...Yes!"

I was expecting it and mentally prepared for it.

But when she approached so directly and aggressively.

It's definitely embarrassing.

"Should I lie down like this?"

"Y-yes— Stay. Just. Like. That—"

As I lay down on the hard frame as requested by the Timid Guest.

The Timid Guest, who had somehow approached my side.

Swish.

Grab!!

She began to tightly bind my arms and legs with the reddish-brown threads tied to the bed.

*I-is this right?*

All sorts of thoughts cross my mind as the ropes firmly bind my wrists and ankles.

Whether it's okay to enjoy such a hard play from the beginning, whether it's okay to just lie still while being tied up.

Whether I should make some moans(?) to match the mood.

As I was pondering this, given the situation, in my confused mind—

*Don't try to make the first move. You're clueless, so just take whatever they give you.*

My friend's advice from that day echoed like the "voice of God."

Right, how could a virgin like me possibly understand the mood?

I just need to enjoy this situation by following the "lead" of the experienced one.

"Close. Your. Eyes—"

"Yes."

I follow the guest's final order without a hint of doubt.

And so, when all preparations for the play she wanted were complete.

On my waist, with my eyes closed, I vividly feel something cold and soft.

But with an incredibly stimulating touch.

"This. Time. It. Will. Hurt—"

*Yes, I'm mentally prepared!!*

To enjoy the best "dating sim moment" about to happen, I steeled myself inwardly.

And the Timid Guest, straddling my waist, looking down at my defenseless tied-up form.

"I. Told. You. You're. Pretty— Stay. With. Me. Forever—"

Slowly pulled out a sharp awl from inside her clothes.

Ch.8 - Chapter 8. However, The Effect Was Minimal...
The Timid Guest's order had me lying on the bed with my limbs tied, completely relaxed with my eyes closed.

In this situation, I had only one rule to follow: "Take what you're given."

Rather than awkwardly trying to set the mood first or making risky moves that might embarrass the other person.

Just like a baby bird waiting for its mother.

Eyes tightly shut, body completely relaxed, focusing only on the intense sensations about to come.

Of course, being a virgin who had never experienced even pure love sex, let alone this kind of hardcore play(?).

I wasn't sure if this would be to my taste.

*I guess trying something once is what matters, right?*

I decided to accept and submit to this, thinking of it as a precious experience I'd never have again.

Rustle.

Rustle rustle.

They say when humans lose their sight, their other senses become more sensitive.

Along with the soft presence of her weight on my waist.

I could hear the sound of my thin t-shirt rubbing against her seductive body covered in that reddish-brown sweater.

The suggestive atmosphere made my already nervous heart beat even faster.

Swish...

*Gasp...!!*

Then her cold, soft hands began slowly removing the shirt covering my stomach.

*Yes... now it's really starting...!!*

This was the moment we were entering the main event.

I took a deep breath and relaxed my entire body, signaling that she could do whatever she wanted.

And the next moment, on my defenseless, exposed stomach.

Poke!!

Something cold and sharp rushed in.

Poke!!

Poke poke!!!

"Aack! That tickles!!!"

Feeling the irresistibly ticklish sensation on my stomach, I reflexively jerked my waist.

"Eek─!?"

Due to my wild bucking, The Timid Guest lost her balance and unintentionally fell into my arms.

"Nnng.nnng.nnng─!!"

"I-I'm sorry. It was just too ticklish..."

"Nnng─!! D-don't.m-move.e─!!"

"Yes, ma'am!!"

Since my eyes were still closed, I couldn't tell what she was using to poke my stomach.

Poke!!

Poke poke!!

But that "weak and trivial stimulus" kept giving me unbearable ticklish sensations.

*But... I must... endure...!! If, if this is her preference, I need to bear it even more...!!*

So I gritted my teeth, trying not to move, and endured the continuing tickling for about 10 seconds.

Poke!!

Poke!!

*Oh...? It's starting to feel good...??*

For some reason, each time she poked my abdomen with whatever unknown object.

Like receiving a massage, the unbearable ticklishness disappeared.

A refreshing sensation began to flow through my abdomen, which had been feeling stiff and sore from cleaning.

*This feels nice...!! It feels really good...!!*

But this kind of "feeling good" was definitely far from the kind of "feeling good" I had been expecting.

As I lay there with my eyes still closed, pondering what exactly was happening.

*Ah, could it be...?*

Only then did I realize I had been getting way too excited on my own.

* * *

Let's think about this rationally.

The genre of this nameless game I'm trying to conquer is a dating sim.

So while there might be pure love sex that matches the heroine's preferences.

In reality, it's far too early for sex to appear on just the first day of our first meeting.

Then why did she invite me to her room, tie my limbs, and remove my shirt?

The answer was surprisingly simple.

*The Guest just wanted to give me a -massage-. She didn't call me here for sex.*

This might sound absurd, but if you think about it, there was solid evidence for my claim.

First, this amazing massage skill.

It was so refreshing that it instantly relieved the fatigue that had built up from the difficult cleaning of Room 305, garbage disposal, and dealing with difficult customers.

Inviting me to her room to show such professional massage skills.

She must have been concerned about me after I finished cleaning the room, though she didn't show it.

*She's shy but kind...*

Then, why tie my limbs for a massage?

The answer to that question is also simple.

*The beginning is too ticklish. How could anyone endure that?*

Even with all my limbs tied, my waist jerked up because the beginning was so ticklish.

If I weren't tied up and pushed her away or hugged her while she was on top of me, it would be a disaster for someone as shy as her.

Tying my arms and legs with rope was a perfectly reasonable and sensible precaution.

By this point, I believe I don't need to explain why she asked me to close my eyes.

*As shy as she is, how embarrassed would she be if I were staring at her while she gave me a massage?*

In conclusion, this situation was definitely not intended to be pure love sex.

To put it more simply, it was truly a "come over for ramen because I make good ramen" situation.

Am I not disappointed about not losing my virginity?

...Well, it would be a lie to say I'm not disappointed.

But in the end, the fact that she cared about me meant that my favorability hadn't decreased much.

It told me I still had plenty of opportunities, so overall it was quite positive.

*Right, let's just enjoy this pleasant massage now.*

Having figured out the entire situation, I was no longer nervous.

I just wore a soft, comfortable smile on my face.

Poke!!

Poke poke!!

And enjoyed The Timid Guest's pleasant massage, losing track of time.

* * *

How much time had passed?

*Mmm... this feels so good...*

When all the fatigue in my body had disappeared and I was half-melted.

"Huff...huff..."

The Timid Guest, still on top of me, seemed quite tired as she breathed heavily, slowly got off my waist.

And began untying the ropes binding my arms and legs one by one.

*Is it over...?*

After all the ropes were untied, I carefully opened my eyes and slowly sat up on the bed.

Looking around to assess the situation, I noticed The Timid Guest sitting beside the bed, breathing heavily.

"Haa... huff..."

Her face was drenched in sweat as she sat there breathing heavily.

Her cheeks and ears, which had been so pale they could be described as pallid.

Were now flushed red like after intense exercise.

"Thank you for the massage. I didn't expect you to be so thoughtful."

"Huff... huff..."

Though I carefully expressed my gratitude, The Timid Guest continued to breathe heavily.

"Um... you seem very tired now, so I'll come back later when you've calmed down to thank you properly...!!"

Unlike me, who had completely recovered my energy after receiving the massage, she looked very tired from giving it, so I quickly got off the bed and headed for the door.

That's when I noticed a sharp awl on the floor near my feet.

The tip was blunted as if it had been used to stab something hard repeatedly.

*Is this hers?*

It looked quite dangerous for something in a guest room, but it might belong to the guest, so I carefully placed it on the desk.

"Then I'll excuse myself..."

Just as I finished and was about to leave the room, The Timid Guest, still looking exhausted, followed me to the door and grabbed me.

"Won't.give.up... huff... come.back.later... ugh..."

"If that's okay with you..."

With those words, she collapsed on the spot, and I hurriedly left the room before the atmosphere could become any more suggestive(?).

* * *

In the elevator returning to the lobby.

The happy feeling of all my worries melting away and my refreshed body condition boosted my previously low spirits.

Not only had I put out the urgent fire, but things seemed to be heading in an even better direction.

Plus, I even had a follow-up appointment, so I felt quite at ease now.

*Now nothing can interfere with my happy dating sim life!!!*

Confidently declaring that to myself, I arrived at the motel lobby.

*...?*

"What is... that...??"

A huge box I had never seen before was greeting me at the front counter of the lobby.

* * *

In front of the motel manager's position, where I usually greet guests, sat a massive box that hadn't been there before.

The box was easily over 3 meters tall.

*What is this? Did the previous owner order something?*

To check what was inside, I knocked on the box.

Knock.

Knock.

But as expected, there was no response.

*Should I check the manual?*

In case another troublemaker had left it as a prank, or if it was something the previous owner had ordered.

I was about to go behind the counter to check the manual when.

*Oh right. The time is...!??*

Suddenly realizing that the next guest would be arriving soon, I hurriedly checked the time.

[1:59 PM]

Only one minute remained until the next guest's reservation time.

*I should move this box aside first.*

I stepped out from behind the counter to push the box aside for guest reception when.

[2:00 PM.]

The time, which had barely 50, no, 20 seconds left until 2 o'clock, passed quickly.

As the hand of the old motel wall clock reached exactly 2 o'clock, the front of the huge box opened with a rough rattling sound.

Looking at what was inside the fully opened box.

For the first time since falling into this world, I couldn't help but express intense confusion.

"...What is this??"

Inside the box was a tall woman, or more precisely, a tall woman "doll."

Ch.9 - Chapter 9. Oh My, Oh My, The Unstoppable Doll Lady.
* * *

First day on the job.

After finishing various activities(?) with my first guest, "The Timid Guest," I returned triumphantly.

I discovered a massive box delivered in front of the motel counter.

As the small clock chimed 2 AM, I opened the box to find a tall woman inside—or more precisely, a "doll" in the shape of a tall woman.

"What... is this really...??"

Even after confirming that what was in the box was a 'doll,' my reaction naturally didn't change much.

That's understandable, since this kind of(?) doll was delivered during hours when guests were supposed to visit.

As the Manager responsible for running the motel, I couldn't help but be flustered.

*I should move this aside for now...*

But this doll—the more closely I observed it, the more impressive its manufacturing quality seemed. It was so lifelike I could believe it was an actual human woman.

*Oh, wow... incredible quality...*

Long hair as dark as black silk.

A large, ornate hat worn deep on her small head, perhaps to cover her cute bangs.

And despite wearing a fluttery, pure white frilled dress, there was no hiding those large, enormous...

*Ahem.*

Anyway, aside from the peculiarity of her towering height—easily 2 meters, maybe even 3—her appearance was quite beautiful.

The only element that distinguished her as non-human was those eyes.

Those pitch-black eyes, completely devoid of life as if they would never move, convinced me this was indeed a "doll."

*Ah right, this isn't the time for this. I should quickly move it aside. A guest will be arriving soon.*

Postponing my appreciation of the doll, I tried to move the box to prepare for the next guest.

*Wait a minute, if my memory serves me correctly...*

In my mind, I recalled the "physical characteristics" of the second guest that I had read when trying to identify the troublesome old man who had visited the motel earlier.

*Yes, the guest visiting at 2 AM was definitely described as a 'tall woman.'*

According to the handling instructions I had briefly skimmed, the guest arriving at 2 was a "tall woman."

And coincidentally, a mysterious doll was delivered to the motel lobby exactly at 2 o'clock.

Thinking this couldn't possibly be a coincidence, I put aside the idea of moving the box.

Instead, I returned to the counter and opened the guest handling manual to assess the situation.

*Instructions for the 2 AM guest... ah, here it is.*

[2 AM.]

└This is when the "Tall Female Guest" visits. This guest has undergone a "special procedure" and should be treated like any other customer.
└Due to frequent confusion and resulting rudeness when handling this guest, we strongly recommend referring to the "physical appearance" section below for clear identification.
└The "psychological distance" between you and this guest must not be reduced. Detailed information on this item is described on the following pages, which you must thoroughly understand.
└Additionally, we strongly recommend keeping the supplied revolver loaded and on your person before this guest arrives.

* Physical appearance: A tall woman with long black hair, wearing a large hat and a pure white frilled dress.

I had my suspicions, but after reviewing all the items listed in the instructions, it seemed certain that this tall doll was indeed the guest scheduled to check in at 2 AM.

Of course, the doll couldn't have made the reservation itself, so if I were to venture a guess:

Some wealthy person or upper-class individual with strange hobbies probably reserved this high-quality doll as a "guest" at the motel as a prank.

And the previous owner, reaching the pinnacle of laziness, probably saw the money offered by this wealthy person and agreed to accept the doll as a "reserved guest."

*You've been through a lot, haven't you...*

The doll, unable to resist being shipped here, was innocent in all this.

Therefore, even if my assumption was correct, I had no intention of sending this doll back or handling it carelessly.

Before being a "doll," it was officially a reserved "guest."

As the Manager of this motel, shouldn't all "guests" who visit here be treated equally?

* * *

Now that I've more or less grasped the situation, it's time to focus on my duties.

*Alright, I won't repeat the same mistakes this time. I'll prepare thoroughly and start properly.*

When I attended to The Timid Guest previously.

I was rude by not wearing a blindfold and staring directly at her face.

Or handing over the room key that I was absolutely forbidden to give, without even checking the instructions.

There were two reasons why I made such foolish mistakes.

One was that I focused too much on the main genre of the "dating sim" game and viewed the "guest" only as a "heroine."

And the other was that I didn't properly read and understand the "handling instructions" to the end.

To avoid repeating the same mistakes, I sat down again and slowly turned the pages to carefully study the handling instructions for this doll guest described on the next page.

└There are no special requirements for "attending" to this guest. Please be as gentle and polite as possible.
└The following item relates to the psychological distance mentioned on the previous page. After completing the lobby interaction with this guest, the Manager should act as follows:
└The guest visiting at 2 AM must not use the central staircase or elevator. Always guide them to a room located on the first floor lobby.
└Inside the guest's assigned room, no matter what happens, you must exit the room within 5-10 seconds.
└If, for "some reason," you don't want to leave the room, tell the guest "I've been asked to provide room service, so I'll be stepping out for a moment" and return to the counter.
└Afterwards, take the "sleeping pills" provided to the Manager and rest in the Manager's break room until the motel's closing time.
└If you couldn't leave the room, use the revolver you're carrying. Thank you for your hard work.
└On dates when this guest is scheduled to visit, no other guests will visit after 2 AM.

It's definitely longer and more complicated than before.

But I perfectly understood the "main points," so there was no problem.

Based on the preceding rules, what this doll—or more precisely, the owner of this doll guest—was requesting could be summarized as:

A relationship between a gentle, polite "butler" who must never cross the line and a beautiful, tall "lady."

*Hmm... perfect summary. I've really grown.*

Outside the room, I should attend to the lady gently, but never enter the room.

Psychologically, I must never get close to her—such a sinful situation.

The person who owns this doll wants to see something like that.

*They'll probably request the CCTV footage later too. What a complete pervert.*

Being from the upper class, they certainly had many demands, annoyingly specific ones at that, and their tastes were peculiar to the point of perversion—

*But I love it!!*

—To be honest, I didn't mind this kind of role-play request.

This type of practice could positively impact my future interactions with various guests—

And it would certainly make the boring early morning hours much more interesting.

*Alright, I'll show that I'm different from the previous owner. I'll give them a proper role-play.*

With this determination, I first changed my facial expression and straightened my posture.

I fixed my disheveled collar.

Then, with the most respectful attitude, I greeted the doll guest lying neatly in the box with lifeless eyes, signaling the start of our role-play.

"I sincerely welcome you to our motel, Miss."

"......"

"Your reservation has been confirmed, so I'll guide you to your room. It's room 104."

"......"

Naturally, there was no response.

She's not a living doll, after all.

But that expressionless face and lifeless eyes that seemed to stare at me.

The frilled dress reminiscent of an elegant gown, and the height difference that made even me, standing well over 185cm, look up at her—all this immersed me deeper into the situation.

"Let's proceed, Miss. This way..."

I placed the key on the wrist of the doll guest sitting quietly in the box.

As I was about to guide her to the room, a question arose in my mind.

*How do I guide her to the room?*

Obviously, since she's not human, walking is impossible.

But taking out some transport device from the storage room and moving the entire box to the room would seem... definitely strange, wouldn't it?

A butler respectfully "transporting" his lady via cargo equipment surely doesn't exist in this world.

That left only one option.

I would have to carry her myself to guide her to the room.

*Think. What's the way to lift a woman respectfully while maintaining this distance?*

In that moment, numerous methods of transport flashed through my mind.

But among them, there was one definitive method fitting for this role-play.

"Excuse me for a moment, Miss."

"......"

After politely asking for her permission, I lifted the doll guest in the "princess carry" style often seen in romance comics.

Then slowly, carefully, I began moving toward room 104, making sure her limp body didn't shake too much.

"......"

Click.

Click.

At that moment, I failed to check where her lifeless eyes were looking.

Ch.10 - Chapter 10. An Overwhelming Terror I've Never Felt Before...!!
The clock struck 2:00 PM exactly as I arrived at Room 104 with the new guest, "The Doll Lady," cradled in my arms.

Click.

Using the key in my hand, I opened the door to find the room interior was "somewhat" organized, unlike Room 305.

Of course, by my standards, it still fell far short of passing grade.

Thump!

After carefully placing the tall but delicate "Doll Lady" beside the bed in the room, I began to thoroughly inspect the condition of the room where she would be staying today.

*The trash can hasn't been emptied, and the bedding is a mess. At least the floor and bathroom seem okay...*

Though not as bad as Room 305, there were clearly things that needed cleaning and organizing before it would be suitable for "lodging."

"Would you mind waiting a moment, Miss? I'll clean the room as quickly as possible."

"......"

Unsurprisingly receiving no response, I left the room and headed to the storage closet in the lobby.

Clatter!

I grabbed only garbage bags, a broom, and replacement bedding from the cleaning supply cabinet in the storage room, then returned to Room 104.

"......"

*Huh? Did I leave the Doll Lady by the entrance?*

The Doll Lady was standing alone at the entrance, seemingly welcoming me back to the room.

"Hmm...?"

"......"

"Hmmmm??"

"......"

"I'm pretty sure I remember placing her next to the bed...??"

Before leaving the room, if my memory serves me correctly, I definitely placed the Doll Lady beside the bed.

But for some reason, she was now standing right at the room entrance, staring at me with lifeless eyes as I entered.

Faced with this strange situation, I thought to myself:

*Ah! I must have been mistaken.*

To be honest, I don't trust my memory.

Being oblivious and clumsy, not to mention careless, was part of my personality.

No matter how high-quality a doll might be, it couldn't move on its own, right?

Unless it was a cursed doll from a horror movie, but this wasn't that kind of world.

So the reason the Doll Lady was standing at the entrance was obviously because "I put her there."

*I must have placed her there and forgotten about it. Geez, you idiot...*

After mentally scolding myself for being so forgetful that I couldn't even remember what I'd done moments ago, I moved the Doll Lady, who must have felt awkward standing alone at the entrance, back beside the bed.

*Now, let's clean quickly and get out. A servant shouldn't stay too long with the Lady!*

With that thought, I began cleaning the room.

* * *

"......"

Inside Room 104.

Five seconds after closing the door, left alone with the Doll Lady to continue cleaning.

Ten seconds.

—Click.

The door to Room 104 locked.

"......"

Creak.

Creeeak.

The Doll Lady's head slowly turned toward the approaching "servant."

* * *

"Phew, this should be sufficient."

After focusing solely on cleaning for about four minutes, I had perfectly completed the previously unsatisfactory room cleaning.

Seeing Room 104 now much cleaner than before definitely improved my mood.

Just as I was about to gather the collected trash and leave the room—

"...Huh!?!"

"......"

The Doll Lady's face, whom I had placed beside the bed, was turned toward me.

*What's going on? Why did her head turn toward me by itself??*

I hadn't touched her while cleaning, and I "definitely" remembered positioning the "Doll Lady's" head straight this time.

So why was her head suddenly facing me?

*...Oh, could it be.*

Suddenly, goosebumps spread across my entire body.

*No, that can't be right? I must be mistaken??*

A suffocating "fear" that I hadn't felt before began to overwhelm me.

And the source of that fear was—

*Did I actually break it??*

—The "compensation" for damaging an upper-class customer's property.

* * *

Logically, a well-secured doll's head wouldn't suddenly turn by itself.

Moreover, such a meticulously crafted doll couldn't possibly have a product defect.

So there was only one reason why the doll's head had turned toward me:

External impact had caused "damage" to the neck joint.

And I was the one who had personally carried her here earlier.

What does that have to do with anything?

Obviously, absolutely, hopefully not, but...

If damage had occurred, that "princess carry" was currently the most likely cause.

*...Why does everything go wrong? Seriously.*

If it was really broken, I, as the manager, would have to pay compensation. How much would it cost to repair something like that?

*I don't even understand the motel's revenue structure yet...! Please spare me...!!*

Forgetting about role-playing immersion, I went pale as I faced an issue that could threaten the motel's existence.

...

...But the flame of hope hadn't been completely extinguished yet.

"M-Miss... excuse me for a moment."

"......"

Call it professional consciousness.

Though I couldn't immerse myself in the role-play like before, I still asked for the Doll Lady's understanding in a trembling voice.

Creak.

Creak.

After straightening her downturned face again:

"Please... stay still and don't move(??)...!!"

With hands clasped in desperate prayer, I sat in the lady's room.

Staring directly into her eyes to see if her face would turn again.

Ten minutes.

Twenty minutes.

"It's not turning...!!"

Thankfully, the doll's face didn't turn again.

I sighed with relief at the fact that it wasn't damaged, but had merely turned by itself(?).

If I had broken such a precious and important item and the noble owner demanded compensation... ugh, I don't even want to imagine it.

*But why did her head turn in the first place...?*

Of course, it was a bit strange that the doll's face had turned.

But well, couldn't a doll's face turn a little bit sometimes?

Rather than dwelling on such trivial matters, it was time to savor this joy, this relief of not having to pay compensation.

* * *

"Then I'll be taking my leave, Miss. Rest well."

"......"

With the cleaning perfectly done and no compensation needed, I could fully immerse myself in the role-play again.

After offering the Doll Lady a formal greeting I'd picked up somewhere, I stood at the entrance and grabbed the doorknob to leave the room.

Click.

"Huh? Why is the door locked?"

The door that had definitely been open when I entered was now firmly locked.

Rattle.

Rattle.

"Hmm... it won't open..."

After trying several more times, the doorknob remained firmly locked, refusing to budge.

"...Sigh, I guess there's no choice."

Since I'd be trapped in this room otherwise, I reluctantly decided to use the same method I'd used earlier in the garbage storage room.

However, this time I wanted to apply force more delicately.

After all, this wasn't a storage room but a guest room where someone would be staying overnight.

I couldn't just break the door.

"Phew... using minimal force..."

Creak...

First, I carefully gripped the doorknob with both hands, using minimal force to twist it without breaking the internal components.

One thing to be careful about was that the room door was wooden, not metal, so applying just a little more force could tear it off.

Creeeak...!!

Then, after separating the twisted metal doorknob, I opened the locked door and went outside.

*This is... good, if I turn it back this way, it should straighten out.*

Before closing the door, I straightened the crumpled doorknob and reassembled it like a Lego piece.

And voilà! The broken doorknob was working perfectly again.

Of course, this was just a temporary fix that would need proper repair later, but it would serve its purpose for a day or two.

Click.

With that, I finished showing the 2:00 PM reservation guest, "The Doll Lady," to her room, and there was nothing else I needed to do immediately.

According to the response guidelines, no more guests would visit during the remaining hours.

So I suddenly had free time until my 6:00 PM shift ended.

*...It's quiet. Maybe I should read the manager's manual.*

With nothing particular to do, and feeling somewhat tired for some reason, I returned to the counter, opened the manager's manual, and began to carefully study the manager's precautions one by one.

* * *

Room 104.

In the dark room, the motionless doll slowly turned her eyes.

"......"

Her lifeless eyes were fixed on the door of Room 104.

Creeeak...

Soon after, accompanied by an eerie sound of the door opening.

Red liquid flowed from the room door, and the room number gradually changed.
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"......"

Ropes stained with unbreakable blood began to bind the still motionless doll.

At the wrists.

At the legs.

At the neck.

One.

By one.

"It's.mine."

"......"

"That's.mine."

"......"

Inside Room 305.

She, emanating a strong smell of blood, slowly approached the doll.

"......"

No response came from the doll.

No response would come from a lifeless doll.

Only her dead eyes, filled with emptiness and darkness, slowly looked at the being before her.

Creeeak...

Creeeeeak...

The joints bound by thread slowly twisted, and the doll's eyes, with her neck bent at a 90-degree angle, looked down at the tiny figure.

"......"

Something residing beyond also looked down at her at the same time.

"I.see.I.under.stand—?"

At that moment, the timid girl's mouth corners began to slowly rise as well.

Ch.11 - Chapter 11. Hmm, Where Is Everyone Going Without Me?
I stared at the counter, feeling unexpectedly drained.

*Why am I so tired after dealing with just two guests?*

Sitting back at the counter, fatigue washed over me all at once after attending to the customers.

Of course, this was only my first day on the job.

But to be this exhausted after dealing with just two "normal guests"?

I could feel my inadequacy as a motel manager with every fiber of my being.

The one fortunate thing, as written in the handling instructions for the 2 o'clock guest, was that no more visitors would come for the rest of the day.

The current time was 2:40 PM, giving me about four hours to rest before my shift ended at 6 PM.

*I could relax in the Staff Lounge, but I can't waste this precious time. I should do something productive.*

Four hours was too short for a "proper rest."

But it was enough time to study and master something.

To improve my lacking skills as a motel manager, instead of taking a short break in the lounge, I decided to sit at the counter and read the management rules I'd need for tomorrow's shift.

[Warning: Please be advised that any responsibility arising from not reading this guidebook or not following its instructions precisely falls on the manager.]
[Table of Contents]
└1. Operating Hours
└2. Safe Return Home Policy
└3. Cleaning and Facility Management
└4. Guest Reception Etiquette and Rules
└5. CCTV Rules and Management Methods
└6. Emergency Exit and Emergency Staircase Management
└7. Appendix

*Hmm, this warning still feels unfamiliar.*

Anyway, I'd already familiarized myself with the operating hours and cleaning sections while attending to the two guests.

This time, I opened section 2, "Safe Return Home Policy," which had piqued my curiosity since I first saw this guidebook.

*I understand going home, but what's the safe way to return? Are there ghosts around here or something?*

[2. Safe Return Home Policy]
[Sub-sections]
└2-1. Essential procedures inside the motel before manager departure
└2-2. Safety rules for the journey home
└2-3. Guide to nearby service facilities

This section seemed to have more content than others, with detailed sub-categories.

*Let's check the internal procedures first.*

2-1. Essential procedures inside the motel before manager departure

└ This section describes mandatory procedures that must be completed before the motel manager finishes their shift and leaves after 6 PM.
└ The manager must "absolutely" complete the following "essential instructions" before safely returning home.

*Essential Instructions:*

(1). At exactly 6 PM, a bell will ring in the lobby announcing the end of your shift. Immediately after the bell stops, you must turn off the light switch.
(2). After turning off the lights, before leaving the motel, use the intercom at the counter to ask guests if they wish to extend their stay.
└ If any guest wishes to extend, respond with "understood" and quickly leave the motel to return home. You must return home within "30 minutes."
└ If no guests wish to extend, lock the motel door and return home comfortably. We recommend purchasing a meat-containing lunch box from the nearby convenience store.
(3). This item has been deleted according to motel operating policy. The instructions in the appendix are also false and should never be followed.
(4). Item 3 has not been deleted. If that item appears to be deleted, you must check the instructions in the appendix and follow them.
(5). After 6 PM, check if the motel sign light is on.
└ If the sign light is on, go back inside the motel and wait until it turns off.
└ If the light is off, you may safely return home.

I understood all the instructions except for numbers 3 and 4.

Those were the problem.

"What is this? Why are you two fighting with each other?"

I couldn't tell if the previous owner had left the editing half-finished or had fallen asleep while writing.

It wasn't clearly stated which item was true.

*It won't take long to check the appendix... I'll take a look, and if it seems wrong, then I'll assume it's been deleted.*

Honestly, if the previous owner was going to modify the rules, they should have done it properly to avoid confusion.

I sighed involuntarily thinking about the unhelpful previous owner.

Just as I was about to check the rules written in the appendix as specified in rule number 4...

Ring! Ring!

"...?"

The intercom at the counter began to ring loudly.

* * *

Ring! Ring!

At the loud intercom sound, I closed the manager's manual I was reading and got up to approach the intercom.

Thinking it might be a room service request, I carefully picked up the receiver to answer the call.

"This is the motel manager. How may I help you?"

"......"

There was no response from whoever was on the other end.

"Hello?"

"......"

"Hello? Can you hear me?"

"......"

After calling out a few more times with no response, I was about to hang up when—

"...I'll be checking out early."

Like a desperate scream echoing in emptiness, a hollow and empty woman's voice whispered through the receiver, penetrating deep into my ear.

"You're checking out early? No, wait, could you please tell me who—"

Click.

Despite my urgent question, there was no answer, and the call ended.

"What was that?"

I was certain it wasn't the voice of The Timid Guest staying in room 305.

That meant the only remaining guest besides myself was The Doll Lady in room 104.

But she was a "doll," not a living being.

There was no way she could use the intercom placed inside the room by herself.

*What's going on...?*

This was the first sense of unease I'd felt in my approximately three hours working at the motel.

With an anxious heart, I hurriedly left the counter and headed to room 104.

Knock knock knock.

With a light knock and not waiting for a response that wouldn't come, I quickly entered the room.

As expected, The Doll Lady who should have been by the bed was gone.

Had a thief come in, stolen the doll, and then taunted me through the intercom?

Or had the doll actually come to life and moved?

*...This is strange.*

As I couldn't understand this bizarre situation, the sense of unease I'd been feeling continued to grow.

*Hm? What's that?*

While examining the room, something on the bed caught my eye.

As I approached, I saw a jet-black anemone flower on the bed.

And two gold coins that looked quite valuable.

*Ah, could it be...?*

The gold coins on the bed, the missing doll, and the phone call announcing an early checkout.

Finally, all the pieces of this unsettling situation started to fit together.

According to my perfect deduction, all these circumstances pointed to one thing:

*I see, the doll's owner came and left!*

The unnamed high-class customer who had left The Doll Lady had retrieved her for "some reason."

Of course, the sudden retrieval might seem strange, but thinking through it carefully, it was a perfectly logical conclusion.

First, these gold coins and flower on the bed.

Only someone from the "upper class" of society could afford to pay for a motel room with such obviously expensive gold coins.

Moreover, the fact that they called through the intercom to announce their early checkout before entering and leaving the room.

Logically, a thief coming to steal something valuable wouldn't bother calling the manager through the intercom.

*Right, what kind of thief would have such a beautiful voice anyway...*

—That's just my personal bias, so let's move on.

Anyway, moving to the next question.

One might wonder why they didn't come through the front door, instead sneaking into the room and disappearing with just the doll.

But I could answer that question too.

*Would someone from the upper class want to reveal their identity to an ordinary motel manager like me?*

As we know from movies, it's only natural for upper-class people to be reluctant to reveal their identities.

Especially someone from the upper class with such unusual tastes would be even more careful about having their identity exposed.

That's why this upper-class customer only notified me of their checkout through the intercom and then vanished through the window like the wind.

The reason for the sudden checkout?

There's no need to know that.

Everyone has their circumstances, and it's not my place to worry about such things.

*Whew, I was worried for nothing.*

The expensive doll wasn't stolen.

And I confirmed that The Doll Lady hadn't called me like some cursed Chucky doll.

Now there was nothing to worry about.

*Well, now that the problem's solved, I should get back to the manager's manual for the rest of my time...*

Just as I was returning to the counter with light steps—

"Oh, a guest?"

"...ugh."

Somehow, The Timid Guest had come down and was waiting for me at the counter.

"Is something wrong? Is there anything I can help you with—"

As I hurried back to the counter to attend to her needs—

"Take.It—"

"Pardon?"

With a hand that looked even paler than before, The Timid Guest slowly handed me her room key.

"Why are you giving me this now...?"

"I'm.Too.Tired—for.Today."

I was about to question the suddenly returned key, but with those final words about being tired, she staggered out of the motel.

In this situation where two guests who had been staying comfortably suddenly "checked out early," I stood dumbfounded in the lobby.

*Did I... do something wrong?*

Ch.12 - Document 1. Mimesis.
* * *

In a temporary tent where not a single ray of light entered.

A silver-haired woman glowing faintly even in the pitch-black darkness.

Sitting at a temporary desk set up in the center of the tent, she quietly prepares important documents to submit to her superiors.

Scratch.

Scratch.

As the sound of her pencil gently scratching across the report gradually diminishes.

The entrance of the tent opens, and the special forces captain who enters calls her name.

"Lady Bertha."

"Report."

"All communications with the support unit S.I.L.O, which was closely monitoring the location, have been completely cut off."

"Sigh... Have you identified where contact was lost?"

"The last transmission recorded was from 20km away from the location. We're currently scouting using Optical Camouflage drones, but..."

"There won't be any survivors. If that unit, skilled in infiltration and surveillance, has truly been annihilated, they were probably taken by 'it.'"

"Yes, after the 'Goddess's Doll' was retrieved by the 'Goddess' herself, 'it' also appears to have moved outside its territory."

"...At this distance, we're not safe either."

After listening to the unit member's report, Bertha puts down the pencil she was holding and slowly rises from her seat.

"What about the personnel support we requested from C.H.I.M.E.R.A?"

"We've had no response since they told us to stand by two weeks ago."

"...How childish. Still playing mind games at a time like this."

Even at this critical moment when the fate of the nation, or perhaps humanity itself, hangs in the balance.

The fact that they're engaged in such childish power struggles slightly distorts her elegant features.

But she quickly regains her composure.

If she were to lose her rationality to anger over such trivial matters and fail this mission.

The terrible "aftermath" that would follow would be unbearable for anyone.

"...Our information is still woefully insufficient, but for safety's sake, we need to retreat for now. Unit O.R.B.I.T, everyone return to MIMESIS."

"Yes, understood, Lady Bertha."

"And dispose of all information except these documents I've compiled. Everything related to the 'Goddess of Void' and the 'Goddess's Doll.'"

"Including all those who have come into contact with the Goddess's 'Voice'?"

"...No, we can't repay their sacrifices like that. They'll all return with me. Just accurately measure their 'Irregularity' levels and report to me later."

"Yes, understood."

After giving her orders to the special forces captain, she gathers the scattered documents on the temporary desk and slowly exits the tent.

What lies before her eyes is a desolate city that has already become ruins.

At its center, the information unit O.R.B.I.T under the Anomalous Phenomenon Management Foundation MIMESIS.

Was preparing to return after completing their three-week-long stakeout.


* * *


- Facial recognition in progress.

- Irregularity levels, normal.

- Confirmation complete. Bertha of O.R.B.I.T unit.

- Welcome back to MIMESIS, Eye of O.R.B.I.T, Lady Bertha.

An unknown land not marked on any map.

A space where MIMESIS Foundation's convenience facilities and numerous isolated "sectors" exist.

Having completed the return procedures and physical examinations with her unit members, Bertha.

Makes her way to Sector 1 to take a brief rest before reporting the results to the foundation's upper management.

"Hey~ Bertha! How did your reconnaissance go?"

"...Sigh."

At that moment, an unpleasant and irritating male voice calls from behind her.

The leader of unit S.I.L.O, the last person she wanted to encounter today.

The "Silent Roar," Dren.

"Dren."

"Wow, the honorable 'Eye of O.R.B.I.T' even remembers my name. I'm truly honored."

"I'm not in the mood for conversation today. So if you'll excuse me."

"Hmm? Really? I thought otherwise."

"..."

"You must have a lot of questions. Don't you?"

Dren approaches with a sinister smile on his face.

Bertha, who had been glaring coldly at him, slowly opens her mouth to ask.

"Was it you who ordered the movements of the support unit you provided for this mission?"

"Ooh~ How can you say such harsh things~. The command authority in the field belongs to you, who was closest to the scene—"

"I clearly 'ordered' them to keep a sufficient distance. Even if the danger level had temporarily decreased, I know how dangerous 'it' is."

With each step Bertha takes toward Dren.

Once again, her elegant brow furrows with anger.

"But you secretly ordered them to get closer to collect more detailed information, didn't you? To strengthen your position in the foundation."

"Haha~ I think that's too much of an assumption."

"Of course, if I'm wrong, then so be it. In that case, I have nothing more to ask you."

Whirr...

"But I am curious about what's on that blood-stained hard drive you're hiding."

"...!"

When Bertha's silver-gleaming eyes pierce through him, a flicker of embarrassment crosses Dren's face for the first time, replacing his sinister smile.

"Let me warn you, Dren. I have zero interest in competing with people like you or those idiots from the S.P.E.A.R unit who refuse to see reality."

"Huh, what are you...!!"

"The moment 'it' and the 'Goddess's Doll' that annihilated your unit today, along with similar or perhaps even worse entities, gather at this location, everything—foundation or whatever—will end."

"..."

"So instead of sabotaging someone who's trying, you should consider making an effort yourself. Even with your stupid brain, you could be of sufficient help in this matter."

Words so cold they bordered on cruel.

Dren gradually backs down, unable to dodge the sharp daggers shot from her mouth.

Yet in his eyes, there still flickered the ugliest form of anger, steeped in inferiority toward her.

Just as their argument was about to intensify.

- Lady Bertha. It's time for your mission report.

- Please proceed to Sector 0 immediately.

An announcement calling for Bertha echoed throughout the massive MIMESIS building.

"Well then, I really must excuse myself now."

"..."

Leaving Dren trembling with rage behind her, Bertha disappeared toward Sector 0.

And in Dren's eyes as he watched her retreating figure, there was inferiority, and a subtle hatred.

* * *

Sector 0.

As Bertha steps into the pitch-black and quiet space.

Blue numerical figures begin to appear one by one in the darkness.


- 001.

- 002.

- 003.

- 004.

- 000.

"Reporting to the Praxis Committee."

After respectfully greeting them, Bertha carefully approaches the center of the dark room.

And places on the circular pillar standing in the middle.

Information about the anomalous space located on the outskirts of the ruined city.

Location: LOVE Motel.

And from the unprecedented event three weeks ago when 'it' and the 'Goddess's Doll' gathered in one location.

To today when the two entities were detected moving outside the location.

Whirr...

With a mechanical sound, the pillar with the documents slowly disappears.

After five minutes of silence.

Beep-

Beep-

Beep-

"I have read all the materials. However, there are several parts I do not understand."

"I have read all the materials. However, there are several parts I do not understand."

"I have read all the materials. However, there are several parts I do not understand."

"I have read all the materials. However, there are several parts I do not understand."

- 001.

- 002.

- 003.

- 000.

These four numbers changed from blue light, indicating affirmation, to red light, indicating question.

Eventually, voices mixed with mechanical sounds questioned her.

"This document lacks explanation about the anomalous distortion of 'space-time' outside the location."

"This document lacks explanation about why 'its' signal momentarily weakened before the two entities collided."

"This document does not clearly specify the cause of the collision between the two entities."

"This document does not explain why the location's danger level suddenly increased."

After listening to all the committee's questions, Bertha slowly opens her mouth.

"...Because the information we've collected is currently so insufficient, it's impossible to answer all questions."

"—However, I suspect that something, something even we at MIMESIS don't know about, likely exists there."

Something that weakened 'its' signal.

Some entity that brought together two beings, each dangerous and terrifying on their own.

The cause that even triggered the collision between the two entities exists within that motel, Bertha believed.

"So instead of dispatching the airborne unit S.P.E.A.R right now, I ask for time and support for myself and O.R.B.I.T. I will find perfect answers to all your questions."

In response to her words, all committee members displayed green lights, indicating agreement.

Ch.13 - Chapter 12. I Will Stand Above The Rules.
* * *

Current time: 2:50 AM.

After about three hours of operation, all the guests had checked out.

Ironically, I was the only one left in this motel—me, the Manager.

*Did I do something wrong?*

Both guests who were in their rooms suddenly left, even though they had plenty of time remaining on their stay.

Not understanding what happened, I could only stand there dumbfounded, pondering the reason.

After about three minutes of deep contemplation...

*Ah, there are too many possibilities here.*

The Doll Lady was suddenly retrieved by her upper-class owner for unknown reasons, so I could somewhat let that slide.

But for the Timid Guest I guided to Room 305—

- Damage to the rope the guest had set up herself.
- Assigning her a dirty, unsanitary room that hadn't been cleaned.
- Flirting inappropriately with someone I'd just met, which could have been unpleasant...

There were too many possible reasons why she left Room 305 early, so I had to stop thinking about it.

Well, thinking about it carefully, the massage the Timid Guest gave me was an expression of increased favorability toward "me."

It wasn't that her favorability toward the motel's "facilities" or "services" had increased, right?

Business is business and personal is personal—I only realized this obvious fact after the guest had checked out early.

As the Manager of the motel, I should have brought her room service and apologized several more times. Regret was only now starting to hit me.

*I guess I got too complacent after receiving one massage...*

But there's no use regretting it now—what's done is done.

If I treat her perfectly the next time she visits, I can surely fix this.

It's the credibility of this motel and the trust in me as the "Motel Manager" that has fallen.

It's not like her favorability toward me as a dating sim heroine has decreased, right?

...Yes, that must be it.

No, that has to be it.

*Alright, let's work harder then.*

Anyway, with renewed determination, I returned to sit at the counter.

"...Sniff."

*Still, I can't help feeling lonely...*

Of course, being alone in an empty motel building was making my already hollow feelings even lonelier.

* * *

After returning to the counter.

Just as I was about to open the Manager's Manual again, a question suddenly popped into my head.

*Come to think of it, couldn't I just go to the staff lounge and relax now?*

The reason I had been sitting at this uncomfortable counter reading this long document until now was to be ready in case the Timid Guest came down looking for the Manager.

But now there's nobody in this motel.

There's no reason to sit in this uncomfortable chair for three hours.

*Alright, let's go somewhere more comfortable to read.*

I grabbed just one of the two manuals, the "Manager's Manual," and headed to the Staff Lounge located at the end of the lobby corridor.

Creeeeak...

As I carefully pushed open the old wooden door labeled "Staff Lounge"...

"Oh, this is better than I expected."

Though it didn't have as many pieces of furniture as the guest rooms, the cozy lounge that greeted me was well-furnished enough for one Manager to rest comfortably.

Moreover, unlike the previous rooms, this place was extremely well-organized.

The bedding on the cot looked almost new, the floor was spotlessly clean, and even the trash cans were all empty.

*So they only kept their own resting area this clean? Truly impressive.*

The stark contrast in cleanliness between the Staff Lounge and the guest rooms gave me another glimpse into how the previous owner had operated this motel.

Anyway, the moment I slowly laid my body on the bed in the clean, well-organized lounge...

*...It's incredibly soft!!*

It felt like lying on a cloud.

A warmth and comfort reminiscent of a mother's embrace began to spread through my entire body from my back.

*M-maybe I'll sleep just a little...*

For a moment, my eyelids, weary from unknown fatigue, almost closed, unable to resist the soft, fluffy comfort of the bed.

Snap!

*Right, I can sleep after I clock out. I can't waste this precious time on sleep.*

If I fell asleep here, I might ruin tomorrow's proper operation of the motel and any subsequent "dating sim moments." With that thought, I barely managed to fight off the urge to sleep.

*Now, let's read again. The strange item from before was... ah, this one.*

After regaining my focus, I opened to Section 2, Item 1, which I had been reading before the two guests announced their early checkout, and checked again the contradictory items 3 and 4.

(3). According to motel operating policy, this item has been deleted. The instructions in the appendix are also false, so never follow them.
(4). Item 3 has not been deleted. If that item appears to be deleted, be sure to check the instructions in the appendix and follow them.

Reading it again, it was still ambiguous which one to believe, so following Item 4, I opened the appendix of the Manager's Manual.

[7. Appendix]

*What? Where's the table of contents?*

It had about the same number of pages as other sections, or perhaps even more, but for some reason, the appendix wasn't organized with a table of contents.

*Sigh... does this mean I have to search through everything?*

It would take some time, but there was no other choice.

After resigning myself to it, I started turning the pages one by one, looking for content related to the item in question.

"Regarding outside food? That's not it... What to do if the motel lobby entrance won't open and someone is standing outside? That's not it either..."

After flipping through many seemingly unimportant items for quite some time...

* Complete Summary of Section 2-1 Items.

*Ah, found it.*

I finally managed to find information about these contradictory items in a corner of the appendix.

* Regarding Section 2-1.

└ This appendix was created in case of "contradictory" items in the instructions of Section 2-1.
└ If instruction (3) in Section 2-1 does not exist, or if it states that it "has been deleted," this is "false," and the content of Item 3 is as follows:
└ (3). The Manager must lock the entrance to the Emergency Staircase before leaving the motel.
└ There are no exceptions to this item. We emphasize: There are NO exceptions to this item.
└ However, if a guest visits at 5:59 AM, before 6:00 AM sharp, you must absolutely not follow Item 3.

"...???"

So Item 4 was true, and Item 3 was about locking the entrance to the emergency staircase—that much was confirmed.

But what is this?

I diligently looked up the appendix to resolve one contradiction, only to be presented with another contradiction in the appendix itself?

*Seriously, are they messing with me?*

The more I read, the more plausible my theory became that the previous owner wrote this manual while half-asleep.

Otherwise, why would they contradict their own instructions not once, but TWICE?

*Fine, if that's how you want to play it, I have my own ideas.*

Tired of being toyed with by these items, I got up and took out a pen from the lounge.

If the "rules" the Manager must follow are strange, then there's only one thing for me, as the "Manager," to do.

Click.

*I'll modify the rules myself.*

That's right—normalize the management rules.

└ There are no exceptions to this item. We emphasize: There are NO exceptions to this item.

*No exceptions? Couldn't there be?*

Scratch!!

└ However, if a guest visits at 5:59 AM, before 6:00 AM sharp, you must absolutely not follow Item 3.

*If a reserved guest visits before 6:00 AM sharp, I shouldn't follow that item? I don't think so.*

Scratch!!

A manual exists to kindly explain rules or methods to people who don't know them.

Items that contradict each other within the manual obviously shouldn't exist.

So, I mercilessly crossed out both items and wrote my own rule below them—a rule created by me, the new Manager of this motel.

└ This item should be handled flexibly according to the Manager's judgment of the situation.

*Ah, that feels better.*

Of course, I have no intention of changing properly written rules.

And even for contradictory items, if they clearly indicate another item that provides definitive information, like Item 4 of Section 2-1, I would respect that too.

But for items like these that seem to have been written while "half-asleep"...

In those cases, I'll rise above the rules once more.

"Do you understand, Manager's Manual?"

"..."

"Good, let's work well together."

Naturally, no answer came from the manual, but feeling somewhat satisfied, I closed it.

The current time was 3:30 AM.

There were 2 hours and 30 minutes left until the end of the motel's business hours.

I had more or less familiarized myself with the checkout-related items, and I could read the rest of the rules at my leisure...

*...I'll sleep just a little.*

Having spent considerable energy reading, understanding, and even modifying the numerous rules written in the manual,

I finally couldn't resist the drowsiness and fell into a deep sleep on the comfortable bed.

Ch.14 - Chapter 13. Hehe, It's Just A Dream... But I Still Need To Go Home.
* * *

Was it because I spent too much energy trying to understand the manual?

Or perhaps my body was tired from all the events that happened today.

*I'm suddenly so exhausted...*

As I lay on the bed checking the manual, my eyelids slowly begin to close.

The current time is 3:30.

There are about 2 hours and 30 minutes left until closing time.

*Maybe I'll sleep just a little...*

This feeling, like something pulling me into a dream.

Unable to fight the sudden wave of drowsiness, I finally drifted into sweet sleep on the comfortable bed.

* * *

*Appendix.

At the very end of the last page.

There exists one crucial section containing information that the motel Manager must not overlook.

*Staff Lounge Appendix.

* This section must be understood by any Manager using the staff lounge. Please make sure to thoroughly read the following information before using the staff lounge.

└ The staff lounge is located at the end of the first-floor lobby corridor. This lounge is a sweet resting place provided for 'Managers who have completed all their duties.'

└ Warning. You must NEVER 'sleep' in the lounge. We emphasize that under no circumstances should the Manager sleep in the lounge.

└ However, if sleep becomes unavoidable due to excessive fatigue, please follow these conditions:

* 1. Take the sleeping pills provided to Managers. We have confirmed that temporary sleep induced by the sleeping pills poses no problems.

* 2. Always sleep on the floor, never on the bed. The bed in this lounge is 'her' maw.

* 3. From the moment you enter the lounge, constantly question whether everything is a 'dream.' Doubt is your only escape route from 'that place.'

* 4. She stimulates your desires. Run away, do not approach.

└ If even one of the above conditions is not followed, there is no way to escape from 'her.' We appreciate the Manager's hard work.

* * *

A navy-blue night sky with a pure white crescent moon floating above.

Below it, a beautiful and vast blue field welcomes me.

With each step forward, sweet and soft floral scents tickle my nose.

The gentle dawn breeze blowing from the distance warms my body.

*This is so comfortable. This is heaven...*

If this 'reality' could be so cozy and beautiful, I wanted to stay here forever without worrying about anything.

"You're right. This is heaven. A beautiful paradise just for you."

"...Who...?"

"Follow my voice to the edge of the field. I'll let you rest forever without worrying about anything, just as you wish."

"Well... shall I?"

At that moment, a beautiful and clear woman's voice came from beyond the field.

Because her voice was so beautiful and elegant,

I headed slowly toward the edge of the field without a hint of doubt.

* * *

After walking for some time, following that voice tickling my ears,

Crossing the beautiful field that seemed like I could gaze at it forever without tiring,

When I reached the 'edge of the field' where the white crescent moon in the night sky seemed close enough to touch,

In the distance, someone was approaching me.

"Wow...?"

Hair as smooth and glossy as silk, subtly imbued with a beautiful golden glow.

A soft and cozy body barely covered by a moon-white silk dress.

"Come here."

An unnamed goddess was welcoming me with her thin arms spread wide.

"Come into my embrace. I'll grant you everything you desire..."

"Is that really okay...?"

"Yes, just rest in my arms. If you'll stay with me forever... in this beautiful world..."

With an expression filled with maternal love and mysterious ecstasy,

I thoughtlessly fell into her soft and comfortable embrace.

"Fufu... I've caught you— Now, will you stay by my side forever?... Will you become one with me and remain here eternally?"

"I suppose I could..."

"Yes... right here in my arms—forever—♥"

Intoxicated by the sweet, sensual lavender scent emanating from her embrace,

I began to enjoy the most comfortable rest of my life.

* * *

After an hour passed while nestled in her embrace,

The longer I stayed here, my accumulated fatigue dissolved and my whole body grew languid.

"Haah...♥ How strange... your 'essence' is so sweet to me...♥"

"I don't know what that is... but I'm glad you're enjoying it..."

While she continued to say incomprehensible things,

Trembling all over while holding me in her arms,

I continued to enjoy the comfort and sweetness of rest in her embrace.

And so time passed again—

After 2 hours and 26 minutes of rest had passed,

"I can't... hold back anymore—♥ I'll devour all of you right now...♥!!"

"Oh, it's already time to clock out."

"...What?"

At exactly 2 hours and 26 minutes into my rest,

I stretched as I pulled away from the unnamed goddess's embrace.

"Whew, that was a good rest."

"...What are you doing right now?"

"Ah, it's about time I get up and clock out."

"What are you saying... Didn't you say earlier that you wanted to stay in this world forever...?"

"If this were reality, of course I would— But this is a dream, isn't it?"

* * *

Before coming to this world, I had one special ability.

That is, I'm very good at having 'lucid dreams.'

I don't dream often, but whenever I do, I always have lucid dreams.

Of course, I've never had one with such a beautiful goddess like today.

Not to mention resting in such a soft and comfortable embrace...

*Wow, now that I think about it, how did I so casually nestle in there between her... Not easy.*

...I've never had such a strange dream before either.

The reason I had this dream during my first sleep after transmigrating here,

I cautiously guess it might be because I've been conscious of both the "dating sim" and "losing my virginity" in various ways.

*That goddess, the more I look at her, the more she resembles my ideal heroine... I wish she existed in reality...*

Now, you might ask how I knew I was dreaming when I first opened my eyes in that field?

The answer to that question is quite simple.

*I was aware of it. So it must be a dream.*

As soon as I opened my eyes, I 'recognized' it was a dream.

This fact alone made it clear that this world wasn't real.

If this were reality, I wouldn't be this perceptive.

*Alright, I've had a satisfying lucid dream. Time to wake up.*

"...Do you think I'll let you leave so easily?"

Just as I was about to 'end' this sweet dream,

I heard the goddess's voice, now chillingly cold, from behind me.

"Do you think you can leave this place... without my permission...?"

Rustle...

"You've already been in my embrace— You promised me eternity here..."

Rustle rustle...

"Let's live here together forever... let me taste your captivating 'essence' for eternity...!!!"

With the sound of silver silk dress violently shaking,

The unnamed goddess tried to grab my neck to pull me back into her embrace, but

Before that could happen, I activated my routine for waking up from dreams.

What I always do before waking up from a dream is:

CRACK.

"Eek♥?? W-wait, sto—?!!"

Grabbing any part of the empty dream space,

RIIIP!!!

And tearing it apart with intense force.

"Haaahn♥♥!??"

Space-tearing, isn't it every man's fantasy?

I've made this seemingly impossible act my routine for waking up from dreams.

"Well then, I'll be going now..."

"Nngyuu...♥ M-my body... what are you...♥"

Before entering the torn space to wake up,

I turned around to say goodbye and saw the goddess collapsed on the ground.

Her body trembling like an aspen leaf.

Her tongue hanging out of her mouth.

Her face flushed red like cherries and her expression dazed.

For some reason, it didn't seem like the right moment for goodbyes.

*Ahem...*

Though it was my dream, I felt like I'd seen something I shouldn't have, so I turned my head away in embarrassment.

*That was really nice... Please appear in my dreams again next time...!!*

Well, isn't it good to appreciate good things?

Although I know the chances of meeting her again are very slim.

Silently wishing she would appear in my dreams again, I threw myself into the torn space.

* * *

"Mmm..."

When I opened my eyes, the familiar ceiling of the lounge came into view.

As I slowly raised my body from the bed, I found that my previously fatigued body now felt light as air.

Perhaps it was the effect of having that somewhat... peculiar lucid dream?

I felt like not only my fatigue but all my accumulated stress had disappeared.

Looking at the clock, it was 5:56 PM, with about 4 minutes left before the end of the first business day and time to clock out.

*Great, let's go finish the first day perfectly!*

With that, I led my refreshed body out of the lounge.

Ch.15 - Chapter 14. Day 1 Business Closed! Time To Go Home!!
* * *

Well, I've finished my satisfying nap during work hours.

I even met the goddess in my dream and had a wonderful time.

Now all that's left is to guide my refreshed body through the closing procedures I studied diligently in the manual before falling asleep, and then clock out.

*Indeed, 'clocking out' is delightful in any world. Mmm-hmm.*

Of course, all I've done today was assist just two guests, clean rooms, and familiarize myself with the motel management manual.

And if I'm being honest, I probably spent most of my time sleeping in the staff lounge...

*Ahem... let's not dwell on minor details. What matters is that I worked hard today.*

Who could throw stones at someone who tried their best?

Good job, self.

Creeeeak...

As I step out of the staff lounge while patting myself on the back, I notice the first-floor corridor has brightened considerably.

Walking down the hallway to the lobby counter, I see dawn breaking outside what had been pitch-black darkness beyond the doors.

*Hmm, this isn't the time to be admiring the view outside... Shall I start my final tasks before clocking out?*

Just as I was about to indulge in the sentimentality of watching the dark sky gradually brighten, I hastily collected myself and began preparing for the motel's closing procedures.

The current time is 5:59.

Only one minute remains until the bell signals the end of my shift.

* * *

"...Ughhhh!"

Do you know when the longest minute in the world occurs?

It's the minute between 5:59 PM during work hours and 6:00 PM when you clock out.

Just one minute—merely 60 seconds—but knowing that this brief time still binds you to your duties makes time itself crawl.

*8 seconds passed...!! 52 seconds remaining...!!*

And so time passes "slowly" with 50 seconds left.

40 seconds.

30 seconds.

20 seconds.

10 seconds.

5... 4... 3... 2... 1.

[6:00.]

*Great, time to clock out...!!*

As the 50-second countdown finally ends and the clock hand points to 6, my already refreshed body feels light enough to float away.

However, that doesn't mean I can just leave the motel as I please.

The closing procedures are just beginning.

Everything has its proper order, and if I ignore that order and act impulsively...

I'll eventually face the consequences of those actions.

*Well then, let's start with the first task.*

According to the manager's manual, at 6:00, a bell should ring to signal the end of the shift.

So the first thing is to wait for that bell to ring...

BEEEEP!

BEEEEP!!

*...Gah! That startled me.*

A sound—not so much a "bell" as something closer to a warning siren—blared loudly through the speakers.

Clutching my startled chest, I wait for this spine-chilling siren to stop.

Then twice more.

BEEEEEEEEP!!!!

*Oh come on, seriously.*

The siren finally fades after blaring about three more times.

Only after the deafening noise stopped could I begin the first task listed in the manual.

*After the bell stops... I'm supposed to turn off the lights.*

Just in case the siren might ring once more, I stood in front of the light switch and waited another minute.

*Hmm, it's not ringing.*

Fortunately, the third siren seemed to be the final signal.

So I confidently reach for the light switch—

BEEEEEEP!!!

—but don't flip it.

I had anticipated this extra ring, of course.

*I already predicted that little curveball, you stupid speaker(?). The previous owner couldn't have maintained you properly.*

BEEEEEEP!!!!

*Heh, no matter how desperately you wail, it's useless. The world of competition is cold. Victory is mine—try harder next time.*

Having won this battle of wits against the speaker...

I stood there with a smug expression, watching the speaker wail pathetically.

*...What am I doing?*

Coming back to my senses, I flipped the lobby light switch.

Click.

Bzzt—bzzt...

With the sound of electricity cutting off, the lights illuminating the lobby went out one by one.

After confirming that all the lights in the lobby corridor had turned off, I recalled the second task written in the manager's manual.

*The second task is to check if any guests want to extend their stay...*

Using the intercom to check for extensions isn't a difficult task.

The real issue is that there are no guests in the motel right now.

They all checked out early a while ago.

In other words, I'm the only person left in this spacious motel.

*I... I should still make the calls though, right...?*

Even though no one's here, shouldn't I practice for tomorrow's shift?

This is absolutely not because I'm feeling lonely and desolate.

Anyway, I return to the counter and, following the manual, call the guest rooms—or rather, the rooms that "were" occupied—305 and 104, in order.

Riiiing—

Riiiing—

Naturally, there's no response from room 305.

Next is room 104.

Riiiing—

Riiiing—

Again, no response.

*Are you sleeping...? You must be sleeping... I understand....*

After completing the second task with a touch of melancholy,

I took a brief moment to catch my breath before starting the third task.

* * *

The third essential task before clocking out was "locking the emergency staircase entrance."

There were many contradictory instructions written in the appendix, making it a messy and confusing section.

But I, the new Manager of this motel, have normalized everything, so I don't need to worry about those headache-inducing rules.

Click.

After securely locking the emergency staircase door with the key located in the drawer just above the counter,

Only one task remains.

I just need to go outside and check if the motel's neon sign has turned off.

Creeeeak...

Stepping out of the old motel entrance, I breathe in the fresh dawn air while checking the sign.

The sign that had been shining brightly when I first arrived was now dark.

*...It's done.*

Confirming this, I was certain.

"Now I'm REALLY clocking out!!!"

With the happiness of having perfectly completed all my duties for the first time,

I announced the end of Day 1 of motel operations to the whole world in a loud voice.

* * *

Perhaps my steps were lighter with the thought that all work was done.

Unlike when I first transmigrated into this dating sim and searched for the motel, the journey from the motel back home took less than 10 minutes.

Clank.

Creeeeak...

Opening the old villa door, I'm greeted by the sight of the shabby one-room flat where I first woke up after losing consciousness.

While others might see it as old and unsettling, to my eyes it looked like a comfortable sanctuary I'd lived in for a long time.

To be honest, it's not that different from where I lived before transmigrating.

Anyway, I should shower and rest in the cozy bed, but...

*Before that, there's something I need to do.*

First, I sat at the old desk and took out the two manuals I brought from the motel.

*I didn't read it properly earlier, but I'm sure there was a section about nearby facilities in item 2 of the Manager's manual...*

Of course, it's important to gather information about the heroines and understand the motel's internal rules.

But equally important for "motel operation" and "heroine conquest" is:

Identifying the locations of "convenience facilities" around the motel.

Looking at the motel's internal issues alone, there are numerous problems that can't be solved with just the resources inside.

Like the smashed iron door.

Or the torn-off doorknob.

Broken furniture, worn-out mattresses that need replacing, and so on...

*...Come to think of it, I broke half of those things myself.*

For a moment I almost experienced cognitive dissonance realizing that half the needed items were things I broke.

*Ah, right. They were all worn out to begin with.*

Then I remembered that they were all so rusty and old that they broke with just the strength of my hands.

Anyway, back to the main point.

Besides repairing the broken items mentioned earlier,

I need to identify facilities that can supply various resources necessary for motel operation and heroine conquest.

Motel operation aside, what items are needed for heroine conquest?

*Gifts, of course! What better way to increase favorability than with presents?*

Plus, I'm human too, so I need to eat meals to maintain my energy.

If I, the Manager, collapse, it's the same as the motel collapsing.

*Now, let's see...*

[2. Regarding Safe Return Policy.]
[Subheadings]
└2-1. Essential procedures inside the motel before Manager's departure.
└2-2. Safety rules for the journey home
└2-3. Guide to nearby service facilities.

[2-3. Guide to nearby service facilities.]

└ This section lists convenience facilities within a 10km radius of the motel.

* Convenience Store: Various convenience stores exist near the motel. All convenience stores operate 24 hours as "unmanned" facilities, please note.

* General Repair Shop: If furniture or facilities inside the motel are damaged, please visit this facility to request repairs.

* Furniture Store: A place to purchase new items when motel furniture or objects are severely damaged. Please refer to the map below for directions.

* Hospital: Please use the hospital indicated below when emergencies occur involving the Manager or guests.

*So I should ask the repair shop about the disassembled iron door and doorknob... and buy new furniture for room 305 from the furniture store.*

As I studied the map in the manual to identify the locations of these facilities,

*Oh, there's a convenience store near my villa complex?*

I notice a convenience store close to the villa complex where I'm staying.

*...I'm feeling a bit hungry, should I check out the convenience store?*

Since I'm still in my outdoor clothes and my stomach is growling,

I left my one-room flat and headed to the nearby convenience store.

Ch.16 - Chapter 15. The 'Unmanned' Convenience Store.
* * *

As I stepped out of the one-room flat, the cool dawn air greeted me once again.

The world that had been dark was gradually brightening with the morning sun.

The pitch-black sky was slowly transforming into a blue hue as it mixed with the faint sunlight.

Even the Villa Complex that had seemed eerily uninhabited when I first arrived here didn't look so bad now, illuminated by the gentle dawn light.

'It's still strange that there's not a single person in sight, but well, I guess that happens.'

Of course, I'd grown accustomed to the situation in many ways, so I found it cozy, but...

Looking at it 'objectively,' this Villa Complex was extremely dilapidated.

It was as if every building within this complex could believably be designated as an 'abandoned building.'

Moreover, in the distance, if you looked carefully, you could vaguely see a city of considerable size.

With such a large 'metropolis' existing nearby, how many people would actually want to live in this Villa Complex that was practically in ruins?

The more I thought about it, the more obvious it seemed that there was no reason anyone would voluntarily choose to live here.

'I should visit that city later... once the motel management stabilizes a bit.'

By the time the motel management stabilized, I would surely have grown much closer to the heroines.

'A movie date... that's what I've been wanting to try...!!'

The fact that with a little patience and effort, I could enjoy a movie date—something I'd never experienced in real life—with captivating heroines like The Timid Guest made my steps toward the convenience store feel lighter at this moment.

After crossing through the Villa Complex for about three minutes, my mind blooming with all sorts of fantasies and random thoughts...

"Ah, there it is..."

When I arrived at the open area according to the manual's map, for some reason, there were two convenience stores.

* * *

Wondering if I might have been mistaken, I checked the map in the manual again using the photo I'd taken with my old phone.

Zzzzing...

'That's strange... there's clearly supposed to be only one '24-hour unmanned convenience store' here...'

I examined the map captured on my phone camera once more in detail, but indeed, there was supposed to be only one unmanned convenience store in this location.

'Look at that, they didn't check properly again. Making people confused...'

I sighed at the manual that had provided incorrect—or more precisely, outdated—information yet again.

Moreover, I wasn't even sure which of the two convenience stores was the one photographed by the previous owner.

A slight anger welled up inside me at the previous owner's frustrating and pathetic behavior.

'Sigh... what's the point of blaming the previous owner who's already fled? Let it go...'

Well, given the previous owner's lazy personality, I had anticipated that they might not have updated the map in the manual.

And a minor issue like a mismarked convenience store was trivial enough to overlook.

'So, which convenience store should I go to...?'

There were two options.

One was the "Mimesis Convenience Store" located across the street.

The other was "Convenience Store 24" right next to me, inside the Villa Complex.

'Which one would be better to visit...'

After thinking it over carefully, I decided to visit the "Mimesis Convenience Store" across the street, even though it was more troublesome.

* * *

When I arrived in front of the Mimesis Convenience Store across the street...

'Wow... such a clean convenience store...!!'

I became convinced that my choice had been correct.

While crossing the street was certainly inconvenient, this convenience store seemed clean and tidy, perhaps because it was newly opened.

It definitely looked better than the disorganized "Convenience Store 24" inside the Villa Complex that I had glimpsed.

Plus, I hadn't noticed from a distance, but up close, this convenience store was larger than I expected.

'It's more like a small supermarket than a convenience store.'

Anyway, I couldn't just stand outside observing the exterior forever.

I slowly approached the automatic door and entered the convenience store.

Zzzzing.

Ding!

The automatic door opened smoothly after detecting my movement, and as I took a step forward, a clear bell sound echoed throughout the store.

"Welcome."

"Huh...!??"

And simultaneously, I heard a convenience store "clerk" greeting me from behind—something that shouldn't exist in an "unmanned 24-hour convenience store."

* * *

For a moment, thinking someone was behind me, I froze at the entrance of the convenience store.

*Convenience Store: Various convenience stores exist near the motel. All convenience stores operate 'unmanned' 24 hours a day, so please keep this in mind.

Yes, according to the manual, all nearby convenience stores were supposed to be operating 'unmanned.'

So what on earth was this entity speaking to me from behind?

"Welcome, Customer. Welcome to Mimesis Convenience Store."

Once again, the cold female clerk's voice reached my ears.

Her emotionless, 'machine'-like 'cold' voice was intensifying the pressure of this situation.

But if I kept looking forward forever, I would never face the truth.

I carefully turned my head to face the clerk of this convenience store, and...

"...Huh?"

"Welcome, Customer. Welcome to Mimesis Convenience Store."

"A robot...??"

What I encountered when I cautiously turned around was a female android mechanically greeting me.

* * *

Only after confirming the source of the mysterious voice behind me did I finally understand everything.

The manual hadn't lied.

It only said 'unmanned,' not that there wouldn't be a clerk to assist customers.

'I see... so that's what 'unmanned' meant...!!'

Too simply, I had been thinking of an 'unmanned checkout counter,' which showed how shortsighted I'd been.

"Welcome, Customer. Welcome to Mimesis Convenience Store."

"Ah, yes! Nice to meet you too. Miss Clerk? Ms. Clerk? I'm not sure what to call you..."

"Question recognized. Deriving optimal response."

Whirring.

"This unit is a 6th generation 'Anise Simuloid' that 'manages' and 'protects' this convenience store. For 'consumer level' 'Guests,' it is recommended to address me as 'Biata.'"

"Ah... I understand...!"

In truth, I only half understood. Except for the fact that her name was Biata.

"Affirmative. Confirmed that the consumer has resolved their query."

Whirring.

"Entering standby mode. Enjoy your 'shopping.'"

The convenience store clerk android who introduced herself as "Biata" then returned to the counter with a smooth joint operation sound and froze in place.

'A female robot clerk, how fascinating...'

If it weren't for her bluish metallic skin, she would have been convincingly human—the quality was incredible.

This game seemed to have a more technologically advanced setting than I had initially thought.

* * *

After my encounter with the clerk 'Biata,' I grabbed a basket prepared next to the checkout counter and entered the convenience store.

"Wow... it's really spacious...?"

The interior of the convenience store was much larger and more spacious than it appeared from outside.

The variety of food ingredients displayed would put a small supermarket to shame.

Even someone like me, who doesn't usually make impulse purchases, almost lost my senses and put several items in my basket at the sight of those dazzling ingredients.

But I resisted.

Right now, I only needed to buy 'instant food' as a reward for myself after today's hard work and encouragement for tomorrow.

'I have no intention of cooking tonight...!! Resist...!!'

So, I passed by the meat section, fresh fruit section, snack section, and even the liquor section before finally arriving at the frozen food and instant food section.

'There was a microwave in the one-room flat, so... one pack of dumplings and... ah, I should get a lunch box too. I need something with soup as well...'

After carefully selecting for quite some time, I chose three instant food items under strict evaluation: frozen water dumplings (large size), pork cutlet salad lunch box, and cup noodles, then returned to the counter.

Zzzzing...

As I approached the counter with my items, clerk android Biata began moving again with an operational sound.

After I placed the basket on the counter, she checked its contents and slowly spoke.

"That will be 25,500 won. Please present your payment method."

"...Oh."

At that moment, I realized.

'I'm... actually broke, aren't I?'

Although it felt like I'd been transmigrated for a long time, it was only my first day of operation.

Having spent all my money to acquire that motel, and not having earned anything yet, there was no way I would have 25,500 won.

The only assets I had were the two gold coins left behind by that upper-class customer when he disappeared with the "Doll Lady."

'But there's no way they'd accept such gold coins as currency in this era...'

"I guess there's no choice... I'll have to find somewhere that exchanges these gold coins for money..."

Just as I gave up and picked up the basket to return the items...

"Question recognized. Deriving optimal response."

Biata, who had interpreted my muttering as a question, began deriving the 'optimal' answer in her mechanical voice.

"This branch provides services for purchasing and acquiring various 'precious metals,' as well as exchanging them for usable currency."

"Oh...! So you also accept coin-like objects made of gold?"

"Affirmative, however, if it's not pure gold, its value may be significantly lower."

Fortunately, according to Biata's answer, it seemed these gold coins could be exchanged for currency.

'Since I have two gold coins... should I exchange just one first?'

"Then could you please exchange this for currency? I don't mind if the value is lower, just please convert it to cash."

Although it was disappointing not to be able to analyze and compare the value of these gold coins from the upper-class customer at various places to sell at the highest price...

I needed to eat to prepare for tomorrow's work, didn't I?

For now, I was satisfied with getting enough money to purchase these instant food items.

"One gold coin confirmed. Beginning value analysis of this gold coin."

Biata's eyes, holding the gold coin, emitted a blue light as she began analyzing the 'composition' and value of the coin.

- Beginning value analysis.
- Analyzing...

- Warning. Dangerous element detected in this gold coin.

- Warning. Dangerous element detected in this gold coin.

- Data corruption! Please leave this area immediately!!

- Data corruption!!! Please leave this area immediately!!

- Attempting reboot. Failed.
- Repeat, attempting reboot.

- Rebo@*@&#!*&^@#%!

- ...Initialization complete.

"Initialization complete."

"What? Initialization? What's suddenly...?"

"Contamination level is high. Forcing shutdown."

Whoooom...

With those final words of initialization complete, the clerk android 'Biata,' who had been looking at my gold coin, powered off.

"...So, what about my money?"

Ch.17 - Chapter 16. This Tin Can Girl Is Now Mine. I Can Do Whatever I Want With Her.
* * *

Everyone has had this kind of experience at least once.

On a hot summer day.

Walking along the sidewalk baking in the scorching sun, you decide to quench your thirst by inserting money into a vending machine right in front of you and pressing a button.

But after waiting for ages, nothing comes out and your money is just swallowed up—that irritating experience.

And if you've been standing there taking the direct heat of the sun while waiting,

Only to receive not the refreshing coolness of a cold drink but just a hot, sticky feeling, it's only natural for that irritation to double.

Yeah.

Replace "vending machine" with "high-performance android worker" in the previous example,

And change "hot and sticky feeling" to "hunger," and that's exactly my situation.

"Contamination level high. Forcing emergency shutdown."

"...What?"

Whirrr...

After saying something incomprehensible about "contamination levels being high," the android worker "Biata" powered down.

I've been crouching in front of the counter for about 45 minutes, consumed by hunger and fatigue, desperately waiting for Biata to power back on.

*She'll come back... she's a super high-performance robot, so she should overcome this kind of error...*

50 minutes passed like that.

"......"

And during the long hour that passed,

The worker robot didn't power back on.

Grrrrowl...

"Argh! Where's the owner... come out, owner!"

Finally reaching the limit of my patience, I started looking for the owner of this convenience store who probably doesn't even exist.

I wasn't angry just because I couldn't pay and had to wait.

Being hungry and tired? That's annoying, but I could wait an hour if needed.

Since it's a "machine" and not a "human," errors can occur.

I completely understand that various problems can arise.

The issue is that this android worker... no, this tin can robot girl took half of today's earnings before losing power.

That is, she took "half" of my entire current fortune.

"Spit out my money! You tin can robot!"

Someone might wonder about this.

It's not like she swallowed the gold coin, so couldn't I just take it back?

Yeah, I thought the same thing at first.

But this android worker, whatever error occurred when she suddenly lost power,

Her right hand clutching my gold coin was firmly locked and wouldn't open.

Creak...

Creak...

Of course, breaking a robot hand of this strength would be nothing for me.

*It would probably feel like unfolding a well-folded thin cardboard box. It felt similar when I (accidentally?) broke an industrial robot during a high school field trip to a factory.*

But the reason I'm in a predicament now isn't because I "can't" break Biata's hand.

It's because I absolutely "must not" break this tin can robot girl "Biata."

*If I break this here, I won't have money to compensate for it!*

Looking at just the current situation, I'm clearly the victim.

Not only was a gold coin of unknown value taken right before my eyes, but I also spent about an hour crouched in front of the counter, hungry and tired.

But what if I were to break this android worker here?

Can you imagine the "repair cost" for an ultra-high-performance android so well-made it could be mistaken for a human?

I'm not stupid enough to take such a high-risk gamble when the value of the gold coin hasn't been determined yet.

Remember.

No matter how hungry you are, how tired your body is, or how irritated you feel,

You must always look at the situation "rationally."

*Sigh... what should I do now?*

I've tried waiting, and I've tried getting angry.

Now the only option left for me is to "give up."

*...Should I go back?*

Since fatigue was now overwhelming hunger,

I was about to resign myself and get up to go home when—

Whirrr...

Whirrr...

"Huh?"

Along with another mechanical sound coming from inside the convenience store, two robots that looked different from Biata were slowly approaching from the distance.

* * *

*But... where did these robots suddenly come from?*

To identify the two other robots that suddenly appeared from somewhere,

I began carefully observing the two robots slowly approaching the counter from a distance.

The two robots approaching with noisy operational sounds looked much more "robot-like" than the tin can girl...

No, the android worker "Biata" who fainted after eating my gold coin.

Whirrr...

Whirrr...

Continuous tracks instead of legs to avoid spatial movement constraints.

Thick silver steel armor that looked capable of stopping bullets, no, even shells, and a Gatling gun mounted on their backs.

Plus two mechanical arms attached for carrying goods and performing various tasks.

...Looking at them, they might actually be pretty cool.

*No, that's not the point.*

Anyway, putting aside these random thoughts.

After analyzing the appearance of these robots with my perfect analytical skills to determine their role in this convenience store,

*I see. I understand exactly.*

I concluded that they were "transport robots" deployed for material transport and carrying purposes.

Why did I make this judgment?

Simple.

You can easily infer it by looking at that silver armor and those heavy-looking arms.

That thick armor is surely a kind of "protective gear" installed to prevent the robots from breaking if heavy materials fall on them.

And those mechanical arms, both sturdy and delicate, don't they look perfectly suitable for moving and carrying goods inside the convenience store?

*A truly perfect deduction. Hehehe... have I grown? Good job, self.*

Oh, then why is there a Gatling gun attached?

Come on, that's too obvious, it's definitely just a decoration.

Not putting a Gatling gun on the back of such a cool robot would be a "crime," so it's only natural.

*I'd put one there too, of course.*

Anyway, while I was mentally evaluating the robots,

Whirrr—

Whirrr—

The two transport robots had already approached the counter and stopped in front of Biata and me.

Ignoring me, the customer, the two robots approached Biata.

Beep! Beep!

Beep! Beep!

"Ah! You startled me!"

Warning sounds started blaring from the powered-down Biata's body.

Just as I was about to back away from the counter, not understanding what was happening,

"Contaminant confirmed."

A stiff, mechanical voice began to emanate from the bodies of the two cool transport robots.

"Repeat. Contaminant confirmed."
"Repeat. Contaminant confirmed."
"Risk level: High"
"Subject name: 'Biata'"
"Model: Anise Simuloid (6th generation)"
"Immediate transport to isolation facility and disposal."

"...What?"

I hadn't paid much attention to what the two robots were saying about Biata earlier.

Of all they said, I only caught one thing:

They were planning to take away the tin can android still clutching half of my entire fortune.

It's like when a vending machine eats your coin,

And when you ask for it back, instead of returning it, they take the entire machine away?

Unable to just watch as half of my entire fortune was being taken away by these machines,

I blocked the path of the two cool tin cans as they tried to carry Biata back into the convenience store.

"Come on, if you have any conscience, you shouldn't do this. At least give me back my gold coin before taking her away, you tin cans."

"Obstacle detected in path."
"Presumed to be interfering with mission execution."

"Look, I don't care about your mission or whatever, just return the gold coin in that robot's hand and then go—"

"Subject determined to be targeting 'contaminant'."
"Warning!! Will fire if you approach further."
"Warning!! Will fire if you approach further."

"—Huh."

The Gatling guns mounted on the transport robots' backs aimed at me.

But right now, I wasn't in a "nice" enough mood to care about such trivial and insignificant accessories.

I was hungry and my body was tired.

I politely asked for just the gold coin back,

And all I got in return were tin cans threatening me with accessories and telling me to back off.

After holding back for about an hour and a half, my reason finally snapped.

"Fine, so that's how you want to play it. Alright, from now on it's mutual."

"Warning!! Will fire if you approach further!!"
"Warning!! Will fire if you approach further!!"

The two transport tin cans threatening to fire if I approached any closer.

CRUNCH!!!

I approached those two tin cans,

Grabbed the barrel of the Gatling gun that was busily rotating in "preparation to fire," and crushed it.

I was even a bit surprised at how realistic the accessory was—it offered some resistance when I grabbed the rotating barrel and applied a little force.

"Damage detected!!"
"Damage detected!!"

"Self-repair impossible!! Error!!"
"Self-repair impossible!! Error!!"

Anyway, the two tin cans started broadcasting all kinds of error messages in mechanical voices, apparently panicking after their accessory was smashed.

I picked up the two tin cans and flipped them over so they couldn't move with their continuous tracks.

"Movement impossible!! Movement impossible!! Help!!"
"Movement impossible!! Movement impossible!! Help!!"

"Serves you right, tin cans. From now on, listen carefully to what humans say."

Leaving behind the two transport robots struggling like overturned beetles,

I approached the tin can girl Biata, who hadn't moved an inch during this commotion, picked her up, and slung her over my shoulder.

*This tin can girl is mine now. I can use her as I please.*

If a vending machine eats your coin and doesn't return it?

Then why not just take the vending machine?

Ch.18 - Chapter 17. Thinking About It Again, I Went Too Far... But I'll Still Take It.
I gathered my half of my life savings, which the part-timer android was holding.

I made sure to remind those fancy-looking transport robots of humanity's greatness, firmly imprinting it into their CPUs.

*Victory is mine, you tin cans.*

After finishing everything at the convenience store, I was about to head back to the villa complex with Biata slung over my shoulder when...

"Mmm..."

After crushing the accessories attached to the transport robots, my anger had subsided somewhat.

The tremendous fatigue and drowsiness, strong enough to even blur my "hunger," gradually restored my severed "rationality."

*...Come to think of it, did I go too far?*

Just slightly, but I started to think I might have overdone it.

I turned around again to face the "devastation" that my rational-less self had created earlier.

"Movement impossible!! Help!!"
"Movement impossible!! Help!!"

When I looked back, the first thing I saw were the transport robots still flipped over and struggling.

The accessories on these robots—which had shown such good quality that I could have "mistaken" them for real Gatling guns, though not quite at the level of the "Doll Lady" who had visited as a customer during my shift, or Biata—were completely smashed.

Flipped upside down with their treads spinning endlessly as they struggled, they looked pitiful despite being just robots.

The frozen foods I had picked up to purchase were also abandoned on the counter, slowly thawing. If left like that, they would certainly lose freshness and value as merchandise.

*I definitely... seem to have gone a bit too far.*

Earlier when I lost my rationality, I had planned to proudly walk out with just Biata, thinking whatever I did was justified.

But now that my reason has returned, looking at the situation with cooler eyes, my conscience won't let me do that.

Yes, thinking about it now...

Honestly, the injustices I suffered at this convenience store don't really justify all my actions, do they?

All that happened to me here was—

- Having half my fortune taken due to an error with the part-timer android.
- Waiting crouched in front of the counter for about 1 hour and 30 minutes while hungry and tired to recover half of my assets.
- Transport robots suddenly appearing and attempting to take away the tin can robot holding half of my life savings.
- When I stopped them, the robot bastards pointed guns(?) at me, a "human," and threatened to "eliminate" me.

"...Actually, I didn't go too far. Thinking about it again, they deserved it."

Even with my rationality restored, upon reflection, they definitely had it coming.

However, I couldn't say I was completely blameless in this situation either.

*Maybe I should clean up a bit.*

After all, I was the one who made a mess of the convenience store and broke the accessories.

To tidy up a little, I set Biata down from my shoulder and approached the counter again.

*First, I should put the food items back.*

First, I returned the large frozen dumplings, lunch box, and cup noodle I had selected back to their places.

Next, I gathered the metal fragments of the Gatling gun that I had crushed with my bare hands and put them in the multipurpose trash can next to the counter.

If an ordinary person accidentally stepped on fragments of such realistic accessories, it could be quite threatening to anyone other than myself.

*The last issue is what to do with these "transport robots"...*

"Movement impossible!! Help!!"
"Movement impossible!! Help!!"

I approached the two robots still flipped over, their treads on their legs spinning uselessly.

"Can you communicate like Biata? I think I went a bit too far earlier, so if you promise to behave, I'll flip you back—"

"Target attempting communication confirmed. (Rejected)"
"Negotiation impossible, subject classified as 'non-human.'"
"Weapons system offline, requesting immediate support."
"Repeat, requesting immediate support."
"Error! Message transmission failed. Confirmed location outside service area."

"—What?"

When I tried to help them, all I got in return was the robots' absurd mockery claiming I wasn't "human."

I can understand the Timid Guest saying I'm not human. She's a heroine, she's pretty, and above all, I was clearly in the wrong.

But these guys? What's their deal?

Sure, I might be a bit oblivious and clumsy by habit, but how many people are as ordinary as me?

Not only did they point multi-barrel Gatling guns at me, but saying I'm not human—how could they say something so cruel...!!

"You two... you two are hopeless."

I wanted to help them with good intentions, but these two robots are truly beyond help.

Clank!!

With such large robots flipped over in front of the "counter," they would obstruct the path of future customers.

I picked up the two transport robots and carried them to the pillar beside the convenience store entrance, placing them neatly.

"Movement impossible!! Help!!"
"Movement impossible!! Help!!"

Of course, I left them flipped over so they still couldn't move.

*Stand there facing the wall and reflect on your actions, robots. This is punishment for mocking a human by saying they're not human.*

When the owner returns, they'll flip them back over.

They were lighter than I expected, so if the store owner is a reasonably strong adult male, he should have no problem flipping them back.

Well, now that I've cleaned up...

All I need to do is take this part-timer android and return to the villa complex...

"...Hmm, thinking about it again, that might be going too far as well."

After finishing the cleanup and reconsidering, taking Biata without any notice did seem problematic.

Even though it holds half of my fortune, from the perspective of the clueless store owner encountering this situation...

They would think a robber came in during the early hours, destroyed the accessories on the transport robots, and disappeared with the "ultra-beautiful part-timer android" specially ordered to attract customers.

"That's right, that would definitely be too much..."

From the convenience store owner's perspective, it would certainly seem unfair.

"Too much... but I'm still taking it."

Of course, I have no intention of leaving it behind—I'm definitely taking it with me.

You thought from the flow that I regained my senses and, like a considerate member of society, would leave Biata behind out of consideration for the store owner?

*Half of my entire fortune is right here in my hands—what kind of impression would that give?*

To be honest, if it were truly like a vending machine that ate a single coin, as I compared it to earlier, I might be able to let it go.

But when that machine took half of my assets, and not just any money but freshly earned gold coins that it gulped down(?)...

Who wouldn't try to run off with the vending machine?

However, I'm trying to make the process of taking it away more peaceful and beautiful.

*Paper and pen... ah, here they are.*

I pull out a sheet labeled [Agent Personnel Record Form] placed next to the counter.

*The front page... seems to have a lot written on it, so I'll write on the back.*

Ignoring the seemingly unimportant content on the front of the paper, I carefully write on the clean back side, explaining why I had no choice but to take the part-timer android and detailing the whole incident.

「Title: The Part-Timer Android Swallowed Half of My Fortune」

* Hello. I am someone who runs a love motel nearby.

* While analyzing the value of precious metals, which constitute half of my assets, at your convenience store, I encountered a situation where I could not retrieve my valuables due to a machine error.

* After waiting for approximately 1 hour and 50 minutes, not only was there no sign of the problem being resolved, but transport robots also attempted to take away the malfunctioning robot.

* Therefore, I am notifying you that I have retrieved this android to recover half of my fortune and to prevent the transport robots from taking away my assets.

* If you can resolve this issue, please contact me at the number below.

- 010 - XXXX - XXXX

* I only flipped over the transport robots, not destroyed them. I will immediately compensate for the damaged accessories once the above issues are resolved.

"Hmm...? Something seems off... about this...?"

When I was writing it, I thought it was a more peaceful resolution method, but after reading it over, it sounds like ransom demands from a kidnapper.

But well, what can I do?

It's not like there are any other options, right?

*Alright, this should work somehow...!!*

After leaving the note, I took one last look around the Mimesis Convenience Store, which had truly become "unmanned."

Then I hoisted Biata onto my shoulder again and walked out of the convenience store.

*I came to buy a lunch box and ended up with a part-timer android...*

* * *

Biata, lifelessly carried on a shoulder.

The moment it was carried outside the convenience store by "something," it began attempting to reboot for an "unknown reason."

- Initialization complete.

- Attempting reboot. (Failed).
- Attempting reboot. (Failed).
- Attempting reboot. (Failed).
- Attempting reboot. (Partially successful).

- Device model name: Anise Simuloid (type 6)
- Device codename: Biata.

- Time remaining until complete operation and mental reconstruction: 24 hours.

- Analyzing probability of incidents after reboot.

- Scanning...

- Warning! Contamination level in this area is very high!
- Warning! Contamination level in this area is very high!
- Warning! Contamination level in this area is very high!

- Communication with Mimesis[MIMESIS] impossible. Confirmed outside jurisdiction.

- Searching for life form responses within 20km radius.

- Scanning...

- One life form response confirmed at very close proximity.

- Error!! Unknown. Analysis impossible.
- Error!! Unknown. Analysis impossible.
- Error!! Unknown. Analysis impossible.
- Error!! Analysis impos%^#@$^#%$^

- Correction, presumed to be 'adult male.' Confirmed to be currently moving.

- Movement pattern tracking complete. Attempting to transmit location to the Foundation.
- Success probability: Low

Ch.19 - Chapter 18. How About A Massage(?) Through Room Service?
The next morning, I found myself facing a rather awkward situation after returning to my shabby villa with Biata, the part-time android from Mimesis Convenience Store.

"...Where am I supposed to put this thing?"

The problem was that my tiny villa simply had no appropriate space for this realistic "female" android. I couldn't leave her in the narrow hallway outside like a bicycle—someone might take her. So I had to bring her inside, but...

The issue was that this part-time android, as I mentioned before, had an incredibly realistic body and the cute appearance of what you'd call a "beautiful young woman." How could any healthy adult male not be concerned about having such an attractive android in his home?

"Argh... why does a vending machine that ate my coins have to be so... stimulating?!"

What's worse, ever since that massage session with The Timid Guest, I've been more conscious of these things than usual. I needed to decide where to place the android in this villa as quickly as possible.

"Right, and preferably somewhere out of my sight!"

Okay, let's calmly survey the room again. Since this is a one-room flat, putting her in another room isn't an option. The remaining choices are either that large closet in the corner or the bathroom...

"Well, the bathroom is a frequently used space, so that's out..."

Since I use the bathroom at least once a day, it's not an option. That leaves only the large "steel" closet visible in the corner.

"Alright, let's open that closet first. It should be big enough for her to fit."

I decided to check inside first, and if there was nothing important, I'd empty it completely and place the android inside. I approached the closet tucked away in the corner and carefully opened the door like I was opening Pandora's box.

"Th-this is...?!"

I couldn't help but widen my eyes at what I found inside.

* * *

The sturdy steel closet looked large enough to fit a person. When I opened it, the first thing that caught my eye was:

"T-tuna cans!"

There were at least fifty tuna cans and instant rice packets, along with fifteen 1.5-liter bottles of water.

"So I had food at home! Thank goodness..."

I hadn't exchanged my gold coins yet, and I couldn't buy lunch boxes from the convenience store. I was getting tired thinking about having to go to work at the motel tomorrow night while starving all day. But now, energy returned to my exhausted body at the thought that I could solve today's meals and wouldn't have to worry about food for a while, even if I couldn't earn money.

"What's all this stuff on top?"

Looking away from the tuna cans and instant rice, I shifted my gaze upward and saw various other items in the closet:

A portable multi-purpose toolbox.
A solar power generator.
A portable water purifier.
A small pocket knife.
A gas mask.
A metal crowbar.
A thick radiation protection suit, and more.

"Hmm... nothing special here."

There was a variety of items, but nothing particularly unusual or immediately useful—just a collection of random objects. The only potentially useful items were the portable multi-purpose toolbox and the red pocket knife.

"Now that I have the toolbox and pocket knife, I should try fixing some of the broken things at the motel myself."

I checked the condition of the tools in the box while thinking to myself.

Anyway, I'd found enough food to last about a month and a "portable repair toolkit" that would be useful for fixing broken motel facilities. My preparation for tomorrow's second day of motel management was coming along nicely.

But the main issue of today—where to place Biata, the pretty android—remained unresolved.

"There are too many useless things in here."

As I mentioned earlier, to place Biata in this steel closet, I'd need to empty it completely. But if I took everything out, there would be no floor space left in this tiny one-room flat.

Using the kitchen area might create some extra space, but giving up all the space in my room just to store one android didn't seem worth it.

"Sigh... I guess there's no choice."

Finally, I closed the closet door and, with the android still standing by the entrance, headed toward the only "personal space" I wanted to preserve in this one-room flat.

By "personal space," I mean the only area in this one-room where I could relax comfortably. As you might have guessed, that space is my "bed."

Plop!

I carefully laid Biata, whom I'd been carrying on my shoulder, flat on my cozy bed.

And then...

Flump!

I covered her with the soft, fluffy blanket all the way up to her head.

"...Is covering her face too much?"

Since she looked a bit strange lying motionless on the bed with the blanket covering her head, I decided to leave her face uncovered and only covered her body, even though she's a robot who doesn't need to breathe.

"There, that should do it."

Of course, I'd have to sleep on the floor for the next few days, which would be uncomfortable. But that was far better than constantly fighting dangerous desires. I could certainly endure that level of discomfort.

"But just for a day or two until your owner contacts me. After that, I'm putting you on the floor without mercy, you tin can!"

I said this to the android Biata, who obviously couldn't hear me.

Afterward, I had a simple meal with the tuna cans and instant rice, cleaned my tired body thoroughly, and lay down on the cold, hard floor to sleep, preparing for my second day of motel management tomorrow.

* * *

The next night, day two of motel management.

The current time is midnight.

Having woken up early, I arrived at the motel an hour ago. I quickly finished organizing the somewhat messy lobby and sorting the counter drawers and key box that I had postponed the day before.

Thirty minutes before the first guest's arrival, I was already prepared for all interactions and waiting for The Timid Guest to visit.

Blindfold? Ready.
Earplugs to prepare for the doorbell? Ready.
Questions? Perfectly prepared to answer.

"Good, everything's checked. There will be no more 'mistakes' from me!"

Yesterday I was quite clumsy as it was my first day as manager, but the "first day" shield ends here. Having mastered the response manual overnight, I won't make any more mistakes.

No, I must not make any more mistakes. From today on, I'll definitely improve the motel's reputation and increase favorability.

"Come on... bring it on!"

After firmly strengthening my resolve and waiting for The Timid Guest's visit for 29 minutes...

"One minute to go!"

Even though it was just one minute before her scheduled visit, the "notification sound" mentioned in the response manual hadn't rung.

"Alright, since the notification sound didn't ring... I should wear the blindfold."

I quickly put on the prepared blindfold and sat quietly at the counter for one minute.

As 60 seconds quickly passed and the clock hands pointed to 12:30...

Creeeeak...

With the sound of the old motel door opening, the 12:30 customer, "The Timid Guest," entered the motel.

* * *

"Welcome! Customer!"

"...Ah.Uh."

After I greeted her lightly while wearing the blindfold, I heard The Timid Guest's voice from the previous day, though I couldn't see anything in front of me.

"I apologize for yesterday. Being my first day, I was quite rude in many ways. That won't happen today, so please don't worry."

"......"

"You're staying for one night again, right? I'll make sure you don't have to check out early..."

Just as I was about to hand over the key to Room 204 on the second floor according to the manual before putting on the blindfold...

Swish...

"Huh?"

"—Uh.Uh."

The Timid Guest, who had somehow entered behind the counter, removed the blindfold covering my eyes.

"Don't—wear—blind.fold."

"That's easier for me, but are you sure that's okay?"

"...Uh."

When I asked if it was really okay not to wear the blindfold, The Timid Guest stared at my face for a moment.

Then, just like yesterday, she carefully examined my wrists and ankles before quietly muttering:

"Doesn't—work. On—you."

She then shook her head and quietly mumbled:

"Strange."

"Pardon? What do you...?"

"Strange. Can't—be—together. Don't—hurt."

"...??"

I could only tilt my head in confusion at her incomprehensible words.

Anyway, after finishing this brief, confusing conversation with The Timid Guest, I handed her the key to Room 204.

"Here's the key to Room 204. Have a nice day."

"...Ah.Uh."

Just as our interaction in the lobby was about to end without incident...

Limp.
Limp.

"...Hmm?"

As I carefully watched her heading toward the central staircase, I noticed her arms and legs were shaking severely.

She had definitely been trembling when I handed her the key earlier.

I wondered if something "difficult" had happened to her yesterday and continued to worry about her. That's when...

"Ah! I have a good idea!"

A brilliant idea popped into my head—a way to increase both the hotel's service satisfaction and my favorability.

"Excuse me, guest! Could you wait a moment?"

"...Uh?"

"I'd like to suggest one of our motel's room services."

"—Ah.Uh?"

"You look very tired today. Would it be alright if I came up to your room later to give you a 'massage'? It's our motel's 'special' room service!"

Just as she had called me to her room for a massage last time, I now offered her a massage as room service since she looked exhausted.

Of course, I wasn't confident I could give as refreshing a massage as she had, but it should be enough to relieve the muscle pain in her arms and legs.

"...Uh."

Surprised by my sudden offer, The Timid Guest stopped in her tracks to think. She quietly rubbed her arms and legs, which seemed to be aching for "some reason."

"O.kay—"

She gladly accepted my room service offer.

This was my chance. If I could perfectly complete this massage, I could kill two birds with one stone—increasing both favorability and motel reliability.

"Great! Customer. I'll come up to your room shortly!"

Hiding my excitement as best I could, I answered her, and 20 minutes later, I went to her room first.

* * *

How did it come to this?

I just wanted to give the guest a massage.

"G-guest...? Are you okay??"

"Hng.ohk♡ Ah.Uh.ohk─♡♡"

"No, I need to massage this area to relieve your fatigue...??"

"Hng.Ah.ohk─♡♡??"

Day two of motel management.

I ended up doing it again.

Ch.20 - Chapter 19. Perfect Room Service!
* * *

The inside of Room 204 was filled with damp, sticky humidity.

Wearing a sweater that clung to her body, soaked with tears that had flowed from her eyes and sweat from her entire body.

With strands of hair stuck to the saliva that had dripped from the corners of her mouth.

Looking at "The Timid Guest" who lay half-unconscious on the bed, pitifully trembling, I quietly thought to myself.

*How on earth did things end up like this...??*

She just seemed unusually tired today, and all I wanted to do was give her a "massage."

But the scene unfolding before my eyes now.

Even someone as clueless as me could tell.

"Hnn...aaah─♡"

This was absolutely not the reaction of someone who had merely received a "refreshing massage."

To understand what exactly happened to reach this situation.

We need to go back to "20 minutes ago" when I first suggested the massage to her.

* * *

20 minutes before "the incident" occurred.

"Yes! Customer. I'll be up to your room shortly!"

The Timid Guest agreed to my offer of a massage as room service.

After she nodded in acknowledgment and turned to head back to her room.

I returned to the counter and began making thorough preparations.

*...Good. This is my chance. Let's prepare perfectly so The Timid Guest will be satisfied.*

It might seem surprising, but I actually have some expertise when it comes to "massage."

Before transmigrating here, I had a hobby of learning and memorizing information about "massage" through various videos.

For example, "which pressure points make the whole body feel refreshed."

Or "which positions and pressures help relieve fatigue."

It was a kind of hobby to learn these things alone in my one-room flat.

A strange hobby? Of course you might think so.

But I had a "definite reason" for making massage, stretching, and kneading techniques my self-taught hobby.

The reason was simple: no matter where I went or who gave me a massage.

I had never once felt the "refreshing relief" of having muscle pain or stiffness released.

"Huff... huff... customer... why is your body so... I'm sorry..."

"Customer, is your body made of steel(?) by any chance? If you can't feel anything when we press here, there's nothing we can do..."

"This, this shouldn't be this hard...? Wait a moment, Director!!"

I'd been to all sorts of renowned massage shops and stretching specialists.

But all I ever got in return were stupid questions about whether my "ordinary human" body was made of "steel."

I never felt the refreshing relief of having stiffness released.

*That's why yesterday's massage from The Timid Guest was truly special. It was the first time in my life I felt that 'refreshing' sensation...*

Anyway, that's why I chose to teach myself massage through videos.

Of course, it wasn't professional training.

But when I kneaded my own body, it felt sufficiently refreshing.

If I could give The Timid Guest a perfect massage based on all this information stored in my head...!!

*Filling both satisfaction and favorability will just be a matter of time.*

Well, that's enough reminiscing about the past.

Now I need to prepare the "perfect massage" for The Timid Guest based on the massage information I remember.

*First, The Timid Guest is a sensitive woman, so she probably won't like being pressed too hard or having painful stretches.*

Above all, the most important thing is to give the guest a massage that doesn't hurt.

Therefore, I'll exclude all the hardcore "dry massages" and "joint stretches" that come to mind.

A soft and comfortable oil or aroma massage would be best, but.

Naturally, this motel doesn't have massage oils or aromatherapy supplies.

Moreover, such sticky(?) massages would be the worst choice for someone I'm still awkward and unfamiliar with, having not even started building favorability yet.

*...Ah!*

After pondering for a while, a good video comes to mind.

One of the massage videos I watched relatively recently before coming here.

*What was that massage video called? Sen... sory... stimulation massage?*

I don't remember the title clearly.

But it definitely wasn't a hardcore full-body massage or joint stretching that puts pressure on the entire body.

Nor was it a demanding massage requiring aromatherapy or oil.

It was definitely something "soft" and "fluffy" feeling.

Plus, in that video, a "male" massage expert was massaging a "female" customer...

And the female customer had a happy(?) expression in many ways...

...Yes, there's no need to overthink this.

*Decided. This won't hurt and will give her a pleasant massage experience.*

And so, I chose the best massage to offer The Timid Guest today.

Of course, not remembering the title was a bit concerning.

But, well, I clearly remembered the massage techniques from the video, so there shouldn't be any problem.

During the remaining 15 minutes.

I completed preparations for today's "room service" by recalling my memories.

* * *

15 minutes later.

Having completed all preparations, I headed to Room 204 with "clean towels" to wipe away sweat, "extra blankets,"

And a blindfold in case she might feel embarrassed again.

*Phew... don't be nervous. It's just room service after all.*

I told myself not to be nervous, but.

As I arrived at the room door, my racing heart.

And my flushed face quietly whispered to me that 'it won't be easy.'

That's understandable, because when I received a massage before, I somehow managed by keeping my eyes closed.

But now I'm the one giving her the massage.

When I think about freely kneading her stimulating and soft body that even the utterly ordinary "sweater" couldn't conceal.

Under the pretext of a "massage"...

It wouldn't be an exaggeration to say it's "destiny" that the reason I'm barely holding onto might snap, and the virgin instincts I've been hiding might reveal themselves.

...But overcoming that destiny is also my duty, isn't it?

My goal here is to complete the favorability missions, enjoy a "happy romance" with the heroine, and then have "pure love X."

For that goal, I can certainly endure this level of hardship.

With that thought, my racing heartbeat gradually subsided.

And my face, which had reddened with excitement, gradually calmed down, regaining its former composure.

Knock knock knock.

"Room service! Customer!"

After composing myself, I knocked on the room door.

Creeeeak...

The door opened, and I finally faced The Timid Guest.

"...Ah.uh."

"May I come in for a moment?"

"Co.me─in─"

"Yes, then excuse me for a moment."

Led by her hand, I entered the well-organized Room 204.

* * *

Fortunately, the interior of Room 204 was clean and well-organized.

Still, just to be sure, I was looking around the room for anything that needed tidying when.

"Co.me he.re─."

"Ah, yes! Understood!"

The Timid Guest, sitting on the bed, gestured for me to come closer.

As I carefully took a seat on the bed.

"─As I thought. Str.ange."

The Timid Guest scooted closer to me.

Tilting her head curiously, she fiddled with my wrist using her thin, snow-white fingers.

After a minute of awkward silence and wrist touching.

"...May I start the massage when you're ready, customer?"

Unable to bear the awkwardness any longer, I spoke first.

"Ma.ssa.ge─?"

"Yes, the customized room service you requested earlier."

"Mm.mmm─o.kay─."

At my suggestion to start the massage when she was ready, The Timid Guest nodded and lay down on the bed.

Plop...

"...Um, customer?"

"Ye.s─?"

"You shouldn't lie facing the ceiling. Please lie face down."

"Is.n't.this.how.you.lie.down─?"

"...No."

"How.str.ange─."

The Timid Guest tilted her head again at my request to lie face down.

Still, she promptly followed my instructions, turning over and lying face down on the bed.

So I was able to start the massage without any problems.

"Then, I'll begin."

"Ah.uh─."

Squeeeze─

"Ah.uh─?"

Squeeeze─!!

"Ah.uhh─!?"

The moment I gently pressed down on her snow-white arm, following the movements I'd seen in the video.

The Timid Guest covered her sudden moan with her hand and hurriedly looked back at me.

"Customer? Is there a problem?"

"...Wh.at is.this?"

"Ah, it's a massage that gently relieves muscle pain for women."

"...This.is.a.massa.ge?"

"Oh, did it hurt? Then I can reduce the intensity a bit."

"...Mm."

Perhaps the kneading was a bit painful, as she nodded slightly at my question and buried her face back into the soft pillow.

That appearance was so harmless and cute that my mind, which was still somewhat 'tense,' began to relax.

As the tension eased, the distracting thoughts in my head disappeared, allowing me to focus even more on the massage.

*Alright, let's focus again...!!*

Squeeeze!!

"Ah.hih─!??"

Squeeeze!!

"Uu.uh─!??"

Squeeze!!

"Ah.ahh─♡!?"

Just like in "that video."

As I alternately applied gentle pressure to her soft thighs and calves.

The Timid Guest's entire body trembled with faint moans.

Her breathing had become so rough that I could hear it near my ears.

Good, she seems to be enjoying it much more than I expected, so there's no time to hesitate.

Next, her two arms that were trembling earlier.

Knead...

"Hih─♡!?"

Squish squish─!!

"Hih!? Hieeh─♡!??"

As I kneaded her soft, tender arms, her body trembled much more violently than before.

Judging by her much rougher breathing, it seemed certain that her arms were the most tense area.

*Good, now─*

Slap!!

Just as I was about to move on to the next massage technique.

The Timid Guest, with a flushed face, grabbed my hand and said.

"St.op─ that's en.ough.now─."

"What? What do you mean?"

"Huu...?"

"The massage hasn't even started yet?"

But at that moment.

I, who was completely focused on the massage without any distracting thoughts, didn't stop despite her pleas.

After all, the "perfect massage" I had prepared hadn't even begun yet.

Ch.21 - Chapter 20. I Ended Up Doing It. Heroine Conquest Fail(?)
…….* * *

When you're focused on something, you don't hear other sounds.

Everyone has probably heard that saying at least once.

"St.op.it─ That's.e.nough.now─."

"Pardon? What do you mean?"

"I'm─.be.coming.strange─."

At that time, with a voice melting like ice cream on a summer day.

The Timid Guest clearly begged me to stop.

Searching through my hazy memories, I'm pretty sure she even said she was "becoming strange."

But me at that time.

More precisely, me who was focused solely on providing the "perfect massage" as room service to the guest, without any "distracting thoughts."

"Oh, you don't need to be so modest. I should return at least as much as I received last time. Besides─."

"Hnngh...?"

"─I haven't even started the massage I prepared yet."

"Hnngh─!??"

I was so focused on my massage skills that I had studied as a hobby, and on relieving the guest's fatigue.

Despite her pitiful pleas, I immediately continued with the massage.

"Now, please relax, and I'll proceed with the next massage...!"

"N.o.don't─!??"

* * *

The arm and leg massage was just the beginning.

The real massage was about to start now.

"Now, please relax your 'back'..."

"Hee─eek...!?"

"Please let me know if it hurts!"

The "back" is a body part very closely connected to these two body parts: the arms and legs.

Usually, basic back massages involve tapping the waist area or giving light stretches.

But the massage I saw in the video.

It didn't end with simply tapping and kneading.

The most notable point in that video was.

Helping to relieve the fatigue accumulated in the body and making the mind relaxed.

Precisely targeting and gently loosening specific "spots" on the back to stimulate them.

That's the main purpose and "main event" of this massage.

'First, gently press below the shoulder blade...!'

The beginning of this main event starts near the bottom of the shoulder blade.

It begins with lightly pressing down on the soft shoulder flesh hidden beneath the sweater.

Press─!!

Just as I saw in the video, I pressed deeply yet gently on the first "spot" located on the back.

"Heh.uh─!??"

With a short moan, the Timid Guest began trembling all over.

'Good, exactly the same reaction as in the video. I pressed it correctly.'

Seeing almost the same reaction as the female guest in the video, I breathed a sigh of relief, having worried that I might be remembering it wrong.

"Ung.kyu.ung..."

Well, now that I've started properly.

It's time to move on to the next step.

According to the video, the second step is to gently stroke along the spine line on the waist.

But before moving on to that step.

It's time to show the Timid Guest "my own massage" technique that I've mixed in between remembering the video and planning the massage.

The first "spot" located below the shoulder blade, signaling the start of the massage.

In the video, the male masseur simply pressed down once, and that was it.

But my massage wasn't going to "blandly" skip over the "beginning," which could be considered the most important part.

Rub...

"Hnngh─?!"

Rub...

Rub...

Rub...

"Ah.uh?! Ah!? Hik!?"

While pressing deeply into the spot on the shoulder with my fingers.

I gently and tenderly rub and stir inside it.

So that the fatigue built up in the back loosens, and clear vitality can spread more smoothly throughout the body.

Very, very slowly, and for a long time.

Rub─

Rub─

Rub─

After focusing intensively on just the first spot, rubbing it gently for 10 minutes.

At first, the Timid Guest trembled all over and let out weak moans, unable to bear the pain(?).

But now she seemed somewhat accustomed to this stimulation.

"Hnnngh..."

She buried her face in the pillow on the bed, barely managing to breathe shallow breaths.

And at that moment, when the guest becomes accustomed to this stimulation.

That's when I enter the "second stage" of my planned massage.

Stroke─

"Hng.eek─!?"

The body of the Timid Guest, which had gone limp on the bed as her fatigue melted away.

It begins to undulate like waves in response to my gentle caress along the "spine line" hidden beneath her sweater.

Unlike other back massages, instead of strongly pressing or tapping the spine line, I gently stroke it.

This second massage gives a warm feeling that transmits vitality and human warmth throughout the body.

"──!?!?"

This massage acts as a kind of "lubricant" that helps spread the nerves, which were too focused on the first spot, throughout the body.

"Feels good, doesn't it, Guest?"

Stroke─

"...oh.uh.ngh"

"Wow, I'm really glad you seem to like it. Then I'll continue!"

"..."

Stroke─

Stroke─

After stroking her waist for quite some time.

Her body, which at first rippled with each stroke of my hand, gradually lost strength and melted onto the bed.

This means that the warmth inside her body, which had been concentrated in one place, was now circulating.

It's evidence that her entire body, which had been stiff with fatigue, was gradually loosening.

And this evidence means that the "highlight" of the massage I remembered.

Is not far from being reached.

'Good, everything's gone well so far. Now, if I can just successfully complete the final 'third massage'...!!'

The first massage focused on attacking the hidden "spots" on the back to relieve fatigue.

The second used "stroking massage" to share warmth and comfort throughout the body.

And the third stage, which will turn all these massages into mere 'foreplay'.

It's time to briefly stimulate that "spot" which the masseur in the video said could "maximize" the effects(?) of the previous two massages.

'...Phew.'

After taking a deep breath in my mind at the last moment.

Hoping that my memory wasn't wrong.

"Hngh...!!"

I grabbed the Timid Guest's soft "pelvis," which had melted down drowsily.

"Hok─!??"

As I firmly grasped her pelvis with both hands.

In that moment, her limp body sprang up like a coil.

Whether she had momentarily lost consciousness, the Timid Guest, who was trying to grasp the situation by looking around while still lying face down.

Soon instinctively realized that she absolutely should not reach the 'highlight' of my massage.

She began to flail her slender arms and legs pitifully, trying to stop me.

"St.op─ah─that's.e.nough.now. St.op─."

But at that time, I truly couldn't hear her voice.

Only a single "obsession" to reach the highlight and "satisfy" the guest existed in my mind.

So I, without a single lewd thought, grabbed her snow-white pelvis.

"Guest, this might hurt a bit...!! So please bear with it for a moment...!!"

"N.n.no─ I'm.sor.ry. I.was.wrong.don't.do.it.please─!!!!!"

With the warning that "it might hurt," I pressed down on her tailbone with two fingers.

Crack─.

Snap─.

"Ah─ah.uh─?"

And the next moment, as if I had pressed a bomb button.

"Wh.at.is.this─ah?"

The Timid Guest's body, lying face down on the bed, began to tremble.

"That concludes my massage! Are you satisf..."

"Ho.ugh...hn.oogh...?!?"

"...ied?"

Feeling proud that I had perfectly completed all the planned stages, my senses finally returned.

Only then did I notice that the guest's body was trembling abnormally after receiving my massage.

"Guest? Are you okay? Guest??"

Soon, remembering that I heard the sound of bones 'cracking'.

Realizing that something had gone wrong, I hastily removed my fingers from her tailbone.

Twitch!!

Twitch!!

Twitch!!Twitch!!Twitch!!

"Oh.gugh─ hn.uh.ngh─!?"

Literally, without exaggeration, her slender waist folded in half and began to convulse.

"Hn.ogh─ah.uh.ogh─!!"

With painful(?) moans bursting from her mouth, after bouncing her waist once, twice.

No, at least four more times before finally calming down.

She then completely fainted on the bed, her face pale and drenched in sweat.

"...G.guest?"

Only then did I realize that something had gone terribly wrong, having witnessed her writhing in pain(?).

I cautiously called out to the guest who had completely fainted with cold sweat all over her body.

"Hn.guh.ungh..."

But there was no answer, only the weakened moans of the Timid Guest.

* * *

And now, the perspective returns to the present time, after all these recalled events have ended.

Twenty minutes. Would you believe that all this happened in just twenty minutes?

Even I, the person involved, can't believe it, so who could possibly believe that all this happened in just twenty minutes?

'How... how on earth did it come to this...'

Inside Room 204, filled with damp and sticky moisture.

Wearing a sweater that had become completely soaked and clung to her body due to tears flowing from her eyes and sweat from all over her body.

With a few strands of hair stuck to the saliva that had flowed from the corners of her mouth.

Looking at the "Timid Guest" lying half-unconscious on the bed, pitifully trembling, I lamented inwardly.

Insensitive and stupid me, I've done it again.

I've crossed a river that can't be turned back from.

And even in the midst of all this, I'm having lewd thoughts while looking at the Timid Guest's amazing body.

'I'm... really glad I brought the blindfold...'

If I had any conscience left, shouldn't I at least block these insensitive, lewd glances even in this situation?

So, as a final act of courtesy, after properly laying down the Timid Guest who was unconscious on the bed.

I pulled down the blanket that had become completely soaked with sweat(?), and covered her with a new, snow-white blanket.

Even then, I was ashamed of myself for my nostrils twitching at the intense body scent of the Timid Guest in my arms.

Afterwards, I put my blindfold back on.

"Um... I'm really sorry..."

I apologized to her, completely unconscious on the bed, and quietly slipped out of Room 204.

It was the moment when the conquest of the first heroine completely failed.

* * *

Inside Room 204 where the door had closed.

"She" lying on the bed was trembling all over.

This sensation of being forcibly pressed down by someone's thick hand.

Her vision turning pure white, and something different from pain.

This sensation that mixed something sweet and addictive in one place, making her whole body scream.

...And this alien feeling of "begging" someone desperately.

"Hn.ungh... hn.ungh..."

This new sensation she felt for the first time.

For some reason, she wanted to feel it again.

"Just.one.more.time─"

Ch.22 - Chapter 21. Brother, Is Something Troubling You?
* * *

After finishing the massage in room 204, I returned to the counter and barely managed to regain my composure.

The final image of The Timid Guest was still etched in my memory.

Recalling how she had arched her back, moaning in pain and whimpering, I thought to myself:

*What the hell am I doing...??*

The main purpose of a "massage" is to make someone feel refreshed and comfortable.

But the massage I just gave her—could that violent act even be called a massage?

Her soft, tender body begging me to stop, moaning, even crying tears.

Consumed by a twisted "determination" to "satisfy" the guest.

Ignoring her pitiful resistance as I kneaded, pressed, and stroked as I pleased.

And finally, grabbing her pelvis and pressing hard on her tailbone—how much "pain" must she have felt?

It was completely understandable why The Timid Guest had arched her back repeatedly before passing out.

*How... how much pain must she have been in to tremble like that and moan so much... what have I done?!*

And then I just ran away.

She was soaked in pain(?) from the massage, breathing weakly and struggling, and I lusted after her body as I pleased.

All I did was change the damp sheets soaked with sweat(?), and then fled without even properly apologizing.

Right now, I'm so disgusted with myself I can barely stand it.

*Now... The Timid Guest's favorability must be at zero...*

Of course, it's unlikely, but unless some "dream" scenario happens where The Timid Guest enjoyed my forceful and stimulating massage so much that—like a masochist finding faint pleasure amidst the pain—she comes to me desperately begging for more...

It's fair to say that pursuing her as a "heroine" is now impossible.

...However, just because I can't pursue her doesn't mean she's not a "guest."

So I made my decision.

*Yes, I'll apologize before the guest checks out today. This time, I'll "sincerely" apologize without any ulterior motives.*

Along with a heartfelt apology, I should stop trying to pursue her with selfish intentions.

...Still, perhaps because she was the first heroine I tried to pursue, the thought of "having to give up" made me feel drained and unmotivated.

But what could I do? This was all due to my mistake.

I couldn't blame anyone else—this was karma from my own wrongdoing, and I had to bear it myself.

* * *

Cruelly, time didn't wait for my dejected mood.

Fortunately—or perhaps unfortunately—no box had been delivered even after 1 o'clock, so it seemed the upper-class "Doll Lady" wouldn't be visiting today.

Time continued to flow, and it was now 1:30 AM.

After sitting quietly for a full 30 minutes, my positive thinking circuits gradually began to restore my "motivation" to run this place.

*...I still have other heroines to welcome. I can't give up after one failure.*

Right, it's just one failure.

What challenges in this world could I possibly overcome with such a fragile mentality that crumbles at a single setback?

I need to pull myself together for this small motel to stand firm and for me to make a living here.

Besides, it's not like I absolutely have to give up on pursuing "The Timid Guest."

What if The Timid Guest is actually an incredible "masochistic pervert" who...

What if she's already completely fallen for me after the massage and is ready(?) anytime...!!

*...Ah, that doesn't seem quite right.*

Anyway, with my positivity circuits working overtime again...

*Slap!*

I lightly slapped both my cheeks to regain focus.

Then I sat up straight at the counter and pulled out the response manual and management manual.

* * *

While checking the response manual, I happened to open the first page and discovered something unusual.


* The "customers" of the motel recorded in this manual do not visit every day.

* Except for days when the "first" guest checks in at 1 AM, an average of "2" visitors come per day, so motel managers should keep this in mind.

* If there is a guest who visits at the recorded time without fail for 7 consecutive days, be extremely cautious.

* No matter "who" or "what" it is, it is targeting "you," the manager of this motel.

(For more details on this item, please refer to the appendix of the management manual.)


The unusual thing was that the average number of guests per day doesn't exceed two.

This means that today, when The Timid Guest visited, generally only one more heroine would visit this motel.

The problem, however, is that I can't predict at what time and which heroine will visit.


*Should I read and memorize everything right now? This is troublesome...*


As I sat at the counter, flipping through the response manual and pondering this problem...

Exactly 30 minutes later, at 2 o'clock, the problem came to a clean halt with the sound of the old motel door opening.


* * *

Creeeeak...


"...!"


While I was busy flipping through the response and management manuals, the sound of the motel door opening echoed through the lobby.

*A guest?*

I was taking a short break at the counter when I heard the door open and quickly checked the time.

It was exactly 2 AM, a time that was marked in the response manual as having a scheduled guest.

*Alright, first I need to confirm their identity...*

Before greeting the mysterious guest who had entered the motel,

I first opened the response manual to check the physical characteristics of the 2 o'clock guest.

[2 o'clock.]

* This is when "The Nun with Eyes Closed" with purple hair reaching down to her waist visits. Welcome her with a reverent mindset.

* There is no response manual for this guest. She must not be "recorded" or "remembered."

* She is kind and compassionate to the manager. "Converse" with her and reach "peace."

* She "accepts" and "forgives" everything. Tell her about your "sins" and "desires."

* Stay by her side forever. You have no sins.


According to the manual, the 2 o'clock guest was a "nun" with purple hair.

I stood up to confirm whether the person who had just entered the motel matched the information in the response manual.


"Ah, you're here. May I come over there, Brother?"

Just as described in the manual, "The Nun with Eyes Closed" with long purple hair reaching her waist

approached me with a gentle smile as I stood up.

* * *

"Ah, you must be the 2 o'clock reservation. Would you like to come this way?"

"Hehe, certainly, Brother."

In response to my invitation to come to the counter, the nameless nun replied with a compassionate voice.

Though her eyes were tightly closed as if asleep,

she walked smoothly to the counter as if she could see everything.

"My... I don't see the brother who was here when I visited before."

"Yes, I recently took over this motel. Today is my second day."

"Hehe... I see. I look forward to our relationship, Brother."

Even after just a few words, her compassionate voice warmly enveloped my tired mind.

Is this... the power of a clergy member?

This feeling, as if I should serve and revere her...

"Brother?"

"...Huh!?"

"Are you alright...?"

"Ah, I-I'm fine. Here's the key to room 405. If you need anything, please use the intercom in your room."

"Yes, thank you for your kindness, Brother."

The Nun with Eyes Closed smiled gently, seemingly considerate of my momentary daze,

and turned around with the key I had placed on the counter.

Step...

Step...

As she moved away from the counter one step at a time,

suddenly, as if she had changed her mind, she turned back and approached the counter again.

"...Is there something else you need?"

"Yes, Brother. There is something absolutely necessary for me as a clergy member."

"Ah, please tell me. Whatever it is, I'll bring it to you as quickly as possible..."

"Hehe... I don't need anything material. What I need now is simply 'peace' and 'rest' in your heart, Brother."

"Pardon?"

"Brother, haven't you been blaming yourself recently for causing someone 'pain' and 'sorrow'?"

"H-how did you know?!"

At my startled reaction to her piercing question, as if she could see right through me,

she smiled lightly as if she had known all along, came even closer to me, and whispered intimately.

"You may not know this, but we clergy perform something called 'Confession.' It's where I—'we'—share the sins in your heart."

"I see...?"

"As it happens, there's a quiet space here where only you and I can be together, so please... if you're ready to share your sins, would you come up to my room for a confession?"

"Is, is that really okay?"

"Hehe... Of course. If it brings 'peace' to your heart, I would be more than happy."

Step.

Step.

"Then, come up to my room shortly. Share your sins with me and find peace."

With those words, she slowly went up to her room.

Ch.23 - Chapter 22. I Repent, Sister…….
* * *

Though it may seem out of the blue, the "The Nun with Eyes Closed" viewed from behind the counter is beyond attractive.

She was "enchanting" to the point of bewitchment.

Her violet hair flowed like silk.

Her closed eyes exuded holiness and mystery, accentuated by pale pink lips.

A voluptuous figure that couldn't be concealed even by the pitch-black habit that left nothing exposed.

And a deep, rich voice that blended warmth, sweetness, and benevolence.

The nun was so beautiful that any man—no, any "human"—would find it impossible to resist the urge to gaze upon her.

But why?

"Then, please come up to my room shortly. Share your sins with me and find peace."

"I... I will do that."

"Hehe... Yes, Brother. I'll see you soon."

Despite the provocative situation of her inviting me to her room, for some reason, no "desire" welled up within me.

It was as if something had swallowed and erased all my "desires" directed toward her.

Rather, what rose from my heart was only the thought of wanting to converse with her more.

I wanted to confess all the "guilt" and "desire" existing within me to her.

I only wanted to be "affirmed" and "forgiven" by her.

"...How strange."

For a moment, I worried if something was wrong with my manhood, but that wasn't it.

If I tried to recall the image of the Timid Guest who had fainted after the massage, I could feel the suppressed urge of lust stirring inside me, threatening to crawl out at any moment.

And then I realized.

This wasn't about her—my own heart simply wouldn't allow any impure fantasies toward that "pure" nun.

"Wow... Is this the power of a pure nun who has pledged eternity to God?"

Despite her beautiful appearance, enchanting body, and sweet, gentle voice whispering to me.

I couldn't even allow myself a single "fantasy" about someone so holy and benevolent.

For the first time in the two days since I started running the motel, my heart wasn't racing with "desire" or "tension."

Instead, it was beating lightly with the "excitement" of continuing a wholesome and bright new encounter.

"Alright! Then I'll go up to the nun's room in a bit...!!"

* * *

The Nun with Eyes Closed.

Step by step, she quietly moved toward the central staircase of the motel.

"...A new brother. I really like him."

She murmured quietly as she moved away from the lobby.

Eventually, her elegant footsteps stopped in front of the central staircase, where not even surveillance cameras existed.

Standing in front of the dark central staircase, out of the brother's sight.

She slowly opened her mouth.

"Berehe..."

She extended a long tongue coated with sticky saliva, placing a blackened "fruit" on it.

Slurp...

Her snake-like elongated tongue wrapped around the fruit emitting black energy.

"...Mmm♡"

She swallowed the fruit whole—the fruit of "desire" harvested from the brother during their first meeting.

Gulp...

The Manager's desire-filled fruit slowly embedded itself deep in the nun's sticky throat.

With each moment, her body convulsed and trembled slightly.

Eventually, the fruit that traveled down the nun's throat was gradually absorbed as "nourishment" within her body.

"Sweet... and rich..."

Savoring the intense sweetness from this fruit, which was merely an "appetizer," she smiled with satisfaction and gently licked her pale pink lips as she slowly walked away.

* * *

At the thought of meeting the nun, I tidied my disheveled appearance with the most reverent mindset possible.

"I can't go meet the nun looking so unkempt...!"

Five minutes later.

After preparing, I headed to room 405 where the Nun with Eyes Closed would be waiting.

Whirr—

Whirr—

"Fourth floor. The doors are opening."

When the elevator doors opened upon reaching the fourth floor.

"Ah, Brother. You've arrived."

The nun, who had been waiting for me in front of the elevator, greeted me with a benevolent and warm smile.

"Oh, why aren't you resting inside—"

"My, are you being considerate of me? Brother, you're truly... kind."

"Ah, well..."

"But it's fine. I was only waiting for the moment when you would come up to my confessional."

"Ah...!!"

The nun's appearance was so gentle and benevolent that I felt as if I could see a halo around her, and I unknowingly shed a tear.

"Well then, shall we go in, Brother?"

"Yes, Sister."

So I followed the nun into room 405.

And what unfolded inside was truly surprising in a different way.

"Is... is this a real confessional?"

The interior of the room was decorated exactly like the "confessional" I had only seen in videos and books.

"I prepared it myself for you, Brother. Since I'm taking your first experience, I thought I should prepare at least this much."

"F-first experience..."

"Oh my, I'm talking about confession, Brother?"

"Ah...! Of course, I knew that!"

"I thought you were just kind, but you have a lewd side too, don't you?"

"!!"

"Don't be so surprised. I was just teasing you because your reaction is cute. Hehe...♡"

When I reacted to the words "first experience," the nun threw a few teasing jokes.

Even in her smile, reminiscent of a "succubus" from dreams, I felt a sense of holiness that made me fall for her once again.

If there was one strange thing, it was where she got all these decorations from.

And how she had set everything up so quickly.

"Let's skip over such trivial matters. The nun prepared this for me, right? Why would I nitpick about such insignificant details?"

I'm not so tactless as to get hung up on such "minor" and "meaningless" things.

"Now, Brother. Shall we really begin? Please open that door and enter the confessional. I'll be sitting on the other side."

"Yes, Sister."

Following the nun's instructions, I entered the confessional prepared inside the room.

Inside the cozy, narrow room was an old wooden chair.

After briefly examining the room, I carefully took a seat.

"Are you ready, Brother?"

The deep voice of the nun, seated on the other side, resonated softly throughout the room.

"Yes, I'm ready, Sister."

"Good. From now on... you and I are strangers to each other."

Slurp...

"Here, in the confessional, we meet for the first time, and without seeing each other's faces, we must share our sins."

Slurp...

"But don't be afraid. I will 'accommodate' you, your sins, your 'everything' within me."

"...Yes, Sister!"

"Now... tell me. What is the sin you've hidden deep in your heart today?"

* * *

After the confession began, at the question posed by the nun.

I fell into contemplation for a moment.

"...How much should I say?"

By my standards, there were too many "sins" I needed to talk about in front of the nun.

Moreover, among those numerous things, the "biggest" sin, the "massage incident," might shock the nun if she heard about it.

So I couldn't easily talk about it.

"Are you hesitating?"

"...!!"

At that moment, the nun's voice reached me as I was contemplating.

"Do you think I will despise and condemn you if you tell me your sins, Brother?"

"To be honest, yes, Sister."

"Brother, please don't be afraid. I will forgive everything about you. So please... tell me everything."

"Yes...!! I understand, Sister!!"

Encouraged by her words that she would forgive everything.

I began to confess one by one the sins I had committed against the "customers" yesterday and today.

Telling the timid guest she was cute during our first meeting.

Assigning an uncleaned room and mistakenly thinking it was a dating sim atmosphere by myself.

Disappointing the upper-class customer and not properly treating the "Doll Lady," and so on.

I confessed to the nun all the "lewd" and "tactless" stories from the two days at the motel.

"Actually... I thought you were beautiful too, Sister..."

"My goodness... that's something I should be thankful for... that you saw me that way..."

Slurp...

"It means the fruit becomes sweeter and richer...♡"

"Pardon? What did you say, Sister?"

Gulp...

"Hehehe... It's nothing. Rather, will you continue... telling me? About your sins..."

Each time, the nun sitting across from me.

With the sound of something being "swallowed" whole, she forgave all my sins.

After sharing almost everything, leaving only a few stories untold.

Whether it was psychological or not, I felt the desires that had been knotted in my heart disappearing one by one.

And as time passed, I was left with just one last thing.

The "biggest" sin, the "massage incident."

"Sister, this will be my last story. Will you please listen?"

"Haa... Haa... Alright. A fruit even richer than this..."

"Pardon?"

"Hehe... Don't mind me, Brother. Now, will you tell me...?"

"Yes. Alright, Sister. Actually, today I—"

With a much lighter heart after having confessed all my sins, I revealed my final transgression to her.

"I gave a guest a massage."

"...A massage, you say?"

"The guest begged me to stop, but I ignored her pleas... and ended up causing her 'pain.'"

Gulp...

Gulp...

"J-just a moment, Brother. Please wait a bit...!?"

"And after all that pain ended, seeing her lying there limp, I shamefully felt 'lust'...!!"

Gulp...

"Will you please forgive me, Sister, for running away pathetically without even apologizing...?"

Even after my story ended, there was no response from the nun.

As if declaring that even her long tongue and sticky throat could never swallow it in one go.

A massive "fruit of desire," incomparable to the previous ones.

It shimmered before her, emitting a rich and sticky aroma.

"W-what size is this...?"

It was the moment when her perpetually closed eyes opened for the first time, tinged with bewilderment.

Ch.24 - Chapter 23. Brother, You're Truly A Beast.
* * *

For the first time, an expression of bewilderment blooms on the nun's face as she stares at the enormous fruit that has appeared before her eyes.

*This... what kind of size is this...?*

Until now, she had encountered and swallowed countless desires existing in the hearts of beings.

Gulp...

Gulp...

But facing a fruit this large and emitting such an intense aroma was a 'first' even for her.

*This... how can it be so blasphemous and ferocious in appearance...*

The Fruit of Desire, growing more ferocious in aura and emitting a stronger, more stimulating scent as time passed.

That enormous fruit seemed to be warning the nun before it that 'she would never be able to swallow it,' but.

After staring at it for a moment, the bewilderment gradually disappeared from the nun's face.

Soon, a sly, lewd smile began to slowly bloom.

*For me... to be intimidated by a fruit, huhuhuh... how foolish of me.*

It was merely the condensed desire of an ordinary 'human male,' so why had she felt 'afraid'?

The ferocious aura flickering before her eyes, the stimulating scent that shook her mind.

Even the size of the fruit, too large to take in at a single glance.

These were merely amusements that stimulated her appetite.

How could she be afraid of the 'supreme delicacy' laid out on the table, and the 'amusement' that accompanied it?

Besides, it was just the desire of a single 'human.' No matter how large it might be, it was only natural that there was no chance she couldn't handle it.

Having finished all these thoughts, she once again let a gentle, compassionate smile softly illuminate her face.

*Well then... I shall enjoy this meal...♡*

"Berehehe..."

Once more, she opened her rosy lips and extended her long, sticky tongue to wrap around the fruit.

Slurp...!!

Sluuurp...!!

Like a child licking a sweet candy, she gently caressed the enormous fruit with her sticky tongue.

Then, opening her mouth like a 'snake,' she slowly wrapped around the massive Fruit of Desire and pulled it into her mouth.

"Keuuugh..."

Due to the enormous size of the fruit, a reflexive gag rose from her mouth.

Yet paradoxically, the sweet juice of the fruit filling her mouth and throat was.

So rich and stimulating that even the pain of her throat being compressed felt ecstatic.

*Aah—truly a beautiful taste. It's no exaggeration to call it divine grace... Brother...♡*

Though her eyes remained closed, on her beautiful face, now flushed red.

Like a 'devout believer' receiving divine grace.

An ecstatic happiness was softly spreading.

After savoring the fruit juice filling her mouth.

*Now then... it's time to taste it properly. Huhut...*

She slowly began to swallow the fruit that filled her mouth down her throat.

Gulp...

Guuulp...

*Mmm...?*

Perhaps because some of the flesh had left her mouth.

The fruit digging into her throat certainly contained a supreme taste incomparable to anything else.

But it was absorbed into her body much more easily and quickly than she had expected.

*It was a delicious meal, but... it's disappointing. I thought a desire of that size would have been richer and sweeter...*

Perhaps her expectations for a 'human's' desire had been too high.

Despite tasting a sweetness she had never experienced before, The Nun with Eyes Closed couldn't hide her disappointment.

As the nun, having tasted all the desire, opened her mouth to inform the Brother that the confession was over.

Twitch...

*What is this? Suddenly my stomach...?*

Twitch!!

Twitch!!

The lower abdomen of the nun who had swallowed the enormous fruit began to gradually swell.

*Wh-what is this...!?*

Twitch!!

Twitch!!

*Wh-why? The fruit should have been completely absorbed inside me—!??*

TWITCH!!!!

"—Ack...!?"

In that moment, unable to withstand the pain and pleasure transmitted from her swelling lower abdomen, the nun collapsed to the floor.

This ominous energy felt from her rapidly swelling abdomen.

The nun instinctively knew that it was the 'fruit' she had just swallowed whole.

*Wh-why...? Why isn't it being absorbed...??*

At the fact that she couldn't perfectly absorb the desire of just a single 'human male.'

For a moment, bewilderment bloomed on the compassionate nun's face, but.

Soon she regained her composure once more.

*...No, that can't be. There's no way there's a desire I can't absorb.*

Having regained her composure, she tried once more to absorb the desire swelling inside her body.

Guuulp...

As she gently pressed down on her lower abdomen with both hands.

The swollen belly gradually decreased.

Like the fruits she had swallowed before, she began to feel the intense desire being absorbed into her body.

*Haa... haa... Really, you surprise me in many ways, Brother.*

Thinking that now everything was truly over, the nun slowly tried to rise from her seat.

Now she would leave this confessional.

With pure eyes devoid of desire.

If she could just confirm the appearance of the Brother who wanted to become one with her.

Today, all her work here would be finished.

Yes, according to her plan, everything should have ended like that.

Twitch...

But there was one thing she had misunderstood.

*Ugh...? Why is my stomach again...!??*

Twitch!!

Twitch!!

Twitch!!

"W-wait...!??"

She hadn't absorbed the fruit; she had merely temporarily suppressed the 'proliferation' of desire.

"Hnngh...??"

Twitch!!!

Twitch!!!

Twitch!!!

Even while screaming in pain.

The nun thought to herself.

*I'm definitely absorbing it... I can definitely feel it being absorbed into my body, but why...!?*

She was certainly absorbing the desire.

But she instinctively felt that the speed at which she was absorbing was far behind the speed at which the desire contained in that ferocious fruit was 'proliferating.'

And what that meant was.

*...Is there a desire in this world that I cannot 'accommodate' alone?*

'Merely' by herself.

It was impossible to receive all of this 'human male's' desire that approached infinity.

*N-no, that can't be. There can't be a desire I can't absorb...!!*

The nun struggled, not wanting to accept this fact.

Twitch!!

Twitch!!

As if there would be no more mercy.

At the sight of the fruit swelling more rapidly in her stomach.

*I... I must spit it out quickly...!!*

She finally, with a scream of pain.

For the 'first' time, had no choice but to spit out the Fruit of Desire she had swallowed.

* * *

"Sister? Is something wrong?"

Ten minutes had passed since I confessed about the 'massage incident' with The Timid Guest, but there was still no response.

*Was she... shocked?*

Worried that my story might have been too shocking for the pure nun.

As I sat quietly in my seat, concerned.

"Ughk..."

"S-Sister...??"

From the confessional across from me, I heard the nun's faint scream.

Worried that an accident might have occurred, I hurriedly opened the confessional door, went outside, and opened the door to the next room.

"Oh my! You shouldn't come in so suddenly, Brother!"

As if nothing had happened.

The nun was sitting calmly in her seat with a serene expression.

"Ah, I thought I heard a scream..."

"Oh my... Perhaps you misheard? I'm perfectly fine as you can see...?"

"I'm sure I heard something..."

"Huhut... I appreciate your concern, but you shouldn't open the door and enter so carelessly during confession, okay?"

"I-I'm sorry, Sister."

I was sure I heard a scream.

But since the nun was safe and sound, perhaps the scream I heard was just my imagination.

Her habit seems a bit stretched out too... but that's probably just my imagination.

"Ah, come to think of it, I didn't answer your last question from earlier."

After pondering for a moment, the nun beckoned me to come closer.

"Would you come closer to me? Brother?"

"Ah, yes, Sister."

"Ah, b-but don't come too close. I'm a bit... tired right now..."

"...? Yes, I understand."

Following her words, I approached her, and she gently stroked my head as she spoke.

"This... is not something you can be forgiven for by me yet. Would you first ask forgiveness from the person you wronged, and then come to me?"

"...!!"

"Brother, you are truly... attractive and 'interesting' in many ways... Whoever that person is, if you sincerely apologize, they will forgive you."

At the nun's sincere advice, I couldn't help but shed another tear.

Yes, this isn't something I can be forgiven for by the nun.

I need to go to The Timid Guest myself and sincerely apologize.

"Thank you, Sister... Thanks to you, I've gained courage."

"Huhu... What are you saying? I merely listened to your story."

"No. Thanks to you, I feel like I've been able to 'somewhat' lighten the desire remaining in my heart. Thank you so much!!"

"Somewhat... you say?"

"Well then, I'll be going now. Please call me if you need anything, Sister!"

"...Yes, Brother."

With that, I left the room with a refreshed heart.

My next destination was already decided.

I need to convey my apology to The Timid Guest with this sincere heart free of distractions.

* * *

In the quiet confessional after the Brother had disappeared.

The nun, looking at the enormous fruit she had spit out in the corner of the confessional, muttered to herself.

"...This is 'somewhat' to the Brother?"

Ch.25 - Chapter 24. I'm So Sorry... Customer...?
* * *

After finishing my confession with the Nun, I made my way back to the lobby.

I slowly mulled over the final moments of our conversation.

"Brother, you truly are... in many ways, charming and... 'interesting'... Whoever they may be, if you sincerely apologize, they will forgive you."

Even after hearing about all the incidents(?) I had caused.

That she could offer such warm words of comfort, saying I could be forgiven by The Timid Guest.

Thinking about it again, that nun who "embraces" all sins...

She truly was a compassionate and holy person who didn't belong in such a humble place.

But I knew the truth.

The Nun, after hearing my entire story, was smiling gently as if nothing was wrong.

But inside, I knew she was considerably shocked by what I'd told her.

I wished I could be a bit more oblivious in situations like this.

But from her "appearance" in those final moments in the confessional, I couldn't help but notice how shocked she really was.

The Nun's drooping eyes, her face pretending to be bright but actually haggard.

Her black habit, not just disheveled but stretched out, soaked with sweat and filling the confessional with its deep scent.

And finally, something she probably didn't notice herself:

A faint trail of saliva trickling from the corner of her rosy lips.

All these elements indirectly revealed just how shocked she was by my story.

*How... how shocked must she have been to be so drenched in sweat...*

While I might overlook other signs, the disarray of the Nun's normally neat clothing—

Specifically, the "lower abdomen" area of her habit.

It was stretched out like a balloon that had inflated and then deflated again.

This was the most "definitive" evidence of how shocked she must have been.

All humans, myself included—

In other words, "people"—when under excessive stress for a certain period, suddenly get stomach cramps.

Even I, rumored to be in excellent health, once got stomach pains from the stress of losing an arm-wrestling match to my friend before being transferred here.

*But still, my overall record is better, hehehe... 97 wins to 88. Stupid guy.*

Anyway, setting aside these random memories and returning to my deduction:

The faint groans I vaguely heard from the Nun while sitting in the confessional, combined with stress-induced stomach pain.

Looking at these two "pieces of evidence" together, I can make a definite conclusion about why her habit was stretched out.

The reason her neat habit became stretched was simply this:

The Nun, after hearing my story, experienced such severe stress that her stomach cramped, but...

Fearing she might hurt me, her little lamb, if I discovered this, she desperately tried to hide it by clutching her stomach tightly.

And that's why her habit ended up stretched like that.

*...This deduction is too perfect.*

Feel free to refute it if you can.

There is no more perfect deduction than this.

Or are you suggesting the Nun's stomach suddenly inflated like a balloon?

*That's obviously impossible, come on.*

Unless the unrealistic "Nun's Balloon Belly Theory" is correct,

There is no other deduction that could refute my perfect reasoning.

Yes, I can be certain.

*Anyway... I should head down to the lobby now. I need to prepare for the "sincere apology" I'll be making today...!!*

Having completed my deduction,

To prepare for my upcoming meeting with "The Timid Guest,"

I stepped into the elevator with solemn determination.

* * *

Coming down to the lobby, I checked the time and saw it was already 3:50 AM.

According to the manual, we usually only get two visitors, so I probably didn't need to worry about any more guests after this.

*Now then, before I go up to apologize... maybe I should finish reading the Nun's response manual that I didn't complete earlier?*

Of course, the compassionate Nun, being considerate of me as a new manager,

Said she needed nothing but peace and comfort for my soul.

But how could I just sit idle after receiving such grace?

*I should do something for her. Yes, at the very least, I should follow the basic etiquette outlined in the manual, definitely.*

With that thought, before going up to apologize to The Timid Guest,

I opened the response manual again, hoping to repay the Nun's kindness in some small way.

[2:00 AM.]

* This is when "The Nun with Eyes Closed" with purple hair reaching down to her waist visits.

* Welcome her with a reverent mindset.

* There is no response manual for this guest. She must neither be "recorded" nor "remembered."

* She is kind and compassionate to the manager. "Converse" with her and reach "peace."

* She "accepts" and "forgives" everything. Tell her about your "sins" and "desires."

* Stay by her side forever. You have no sins.

*That's what I read earlier... let's turn to the next page...*

Leaving behind the page I had read before, I turned to the next one.

*...What is this?*

* Whatever you saw or heard on the previous page, it's all lies.

* Run away. Turn away from her and ignore her.

* Cover your ears, shield your eyes, and flee.

* If she has arrived, it's already too late.

* Be careful not to be eaten.

* Using a gun is recommended.

* Using rope is recommended.

I was greeted by a strange page filled with eerie warning messages, completely different from the other manuals.

* * *

Looking at the page written in what seemed like a child's strange handwriting,

With red pen, no, some unknown substance that looked like red ink, I just...

"...Sigh."

Rather than feeling scared or creeped out, my first reaction was a sigh mixed with a feeling of "pathetic."

This page was obviously a "blank page" that had been printed by mistake.

The evidence being that none of the pages I had read so far were handwritten.

*The previous owner, with nothing better to do, playing these stupid pranks... pathetic, truly pathetic.*

A useless blank page like this should just be torn out.

Why would someone scribble such "ghost story" nonsense?

And why imagine something as creepy as being "eaten" when looking at that compassionate Nun?

*Well, if it meant being eaten in a different sense...*

...Ahem, let's stop these irreverent thoughts.

Anyway, the more I worked here and familiarized myself with the manuals,

The more I found the previous owner's behavior utterly incomprehensible.

*Well, there's no reason to keep a page of scribbles... I should throw this away!*

Since the page seemed useless to read further,

Riiip!!

Riiiiip!!

I lightly tore out the page covered in scribbles,

Folded it neatly, and casually tossed it into the trash can.

Now, with the manual check complete, the only remaining task was to offer a sincere apology to The Timid Guest.

*Since that's all there was to the Nun's manual... I should really go up to apologize now.*

"Phew..."

After mentally preparing myself, I left the counter and slowly entered the elevator.

* * *

Whirrrr...

Whirrrr...

"Second floor. Doors opening."

As the elevator doors opened, I calmly walked toward room 204 where The Timid Guest was staying.

*Okay... don't be nervous. All I need to do is offer a sincere apology.*

Though I'd already told myself this hundreds of times mentally, the magnitude of my mistake made it hard to stay calm in reality.

As I stopped in front of room 204,

"A-ahem!!"

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

After lightly knocking on the door,

"It's the manager. Guest, do you have a moment?"

I stood quietly in front of the door, waiting for a response from The Timid Guest inside.

After waiting for about a minute...

Creeeak...

"!"

The door opened, and The Timid Guest, looking even more withdrawn than before, peeked her head out.

"Ah, you are in there."

"...Uh.uh."

"I came here because..."

"...Uh?"

"Well..."

Now that I was actually face to face with The Timid Guest to apologize,

Like a flashback, every moment of the incident with her flashed before my eyes.

The guilt of having done wrong, and within that guilt, the sticky desire rising again.

*I need another confession...!!*

I needed the Nun's solemn confession once more.

...But I couldn't just keep hesitating like this.

Finally, I gathered my courage and began my sincere apology to her.

"About earlier... the room service... do you remember? That massage..."

"...!!"

"I'm truly sorry. I should have considered that you might not like it, I was so stupid—!?"

GRAB!!!

As I was continuing my apology, The Timid Guest, who had only been peeking her head out, suddenly grabbed my wrist with her pale hand.

"G-Guest? What's this all of a sudden...?"

"...One.more—time."

"Pardon?"

"Do.it...again... that...mass.age..."

At that moment, I clearly heard a request to "do the massage one more time" as I was trying to continue my apology.

*She definitely just asked for another massage, right...?*

I heard it clearly.

But I might have been hearing things due to my nervousness.

So I tried to confirm by asking her again.

"Guest, did you perhaps... enjoy my massage earlier...?"

"...Huh?"

At that moment, before I could finish my question,

SLAM!!!

Once again, The Timid Guest suddenly flung the door wide open.

Thump...

Without any warning, she fell into my arms.

"G-Guest...??"

"..."

The Timid Guest, who had nestled deep into my arms as if sensing something while I stood there bewildered,

"...Strange.smell."

Sniiiff...

"Un.pleasant...smell...not.right..."

Sniff...

"Someone.touched.what's.mine—who.touched.you—"

Lick...

Literally tasting my body and savoring my scent, she then stood up,

SLAM!!

And roughly closed the door, disappearing from sight.

"...???"

And in the hallway, only I remained—having come to apologize but ended up being "tasted" instead—

Sitting there with an expression of complete bewilderment.

Ch.26 - Chapter 25. Little One, Who Are You?
* * *

The quiet second-floor corridor.

There I was, sitting in the middle of it.

I couldn't quite return to reality after the "tasting" incident that had just occurred here.

To be honest, it was already shocking enough when the Timid Guest first asked me to "give her another massage."

But after that.

She suddenly grabbed my wrist, then unexpectedly fell into my arms.

She literally inhaled the scent from every part of my body that the Nun had stroked when I visited her room earlier to apologize.

Then, she even licked the back of my neck, which must have gotten dirty from all my activities.

And before disappearing back into her room, she left only the cryptic words, "Someone touched what's mine."

This situation not only left me with enormous questions but also created another "desire."

*She... she tasted me...??*

I sat there dumbfounded, trying to make sense of the situation for 3 minutes.

5 minutes.

10 minutes.

*She... she actually tasted me...??*

In the end, I gave up trying to understand, repeatedly recalling only the fact that she had "tasted" me.

I had no choice but to trudge back to the counter.

* * *

Inside the dark confessional with not a single light on.

In this place where only the soft glow of candles served as the sole guide.

The "Nun with Eyes Closed" sat quietly praying in the confessional.

After three minutes of silent prayer...

Swish...

"...My, an uninvited guest has arrived."

A "Red Thread" tightly bound around the wrist of the nun who had been devoutly praying.

Confirming the thread, the nun rose slowly from her seat with a slight smile on her lips.

Her room number, which had been 405, had somehow changed to "305."

"No... I suppose it would be more accurate to say that I've become your 'guest,' Sister '─'. Isn't that right?"

Behind the nun, who still maintained a relaxed smile while quietly murmuring,

The Red Thread, and the one who had taken residence in this "Room 305" gradually revealed herself.

"It.was.you─as.I.thought─it.was.you─."

The two faced each other for some reason.

Unlike "her" voice filled with hatred and anger,

"Yes, it's been a while, Sister. I'm glad to see you. Have you been well?"

The nun's voice was calm and gentle.

"Ugh...so.sticky...and.filthy...don't.open.your.mouth─."

"...Hehe, it's been so long since we've met, yet you're still as sharp and provocative as ever. Shouldn't a 'lady' be a bit more modest?"

For a brief moment, a pungent battle of nerves passed between the two.

The first to break the silence was...

The Nun with Eyes Closed, who was still looking at her with a smile on her lips.

"But~ why did you come looking for me today?"

"...You.don't.really.need.to.ask.that─do.you?"

"My, it was you who invited me 'here' first, Sister. How could I possibly know the reason?"

"...You."

"Hehe... Of course I have some idea. For example─"

Slurp...

"...Perhaps I tasted 'something' that you had already marked as yours?"

The nun's closed eyes opened slightly.

The compassionate smile that had been on her face was now tinged with a subtle mockery.

Her long, sticky tongue moved smoothly like a snake after a meal, playfully roaming over her pale pink lips in a suggestive manner.

SLAM!!

"Ugh...??"

In that moment, when she heard the nun's mocking provocation, she gestured.

The Red Thread, which had only been tied around the nun's wrists, began to tightly bind her entire body.

"I.clearly.told.you─not.to.touch.what's.mine─right?"

"Keuugh...?!?"

"Then.it's.okay.if.you.hurt.a.little─isn't.it─?"

The threads bound around the nun's arms, legs, and delicate neck gradually began to shorten.

Crack...

Just as the grotesque sound of bones twisting and the unpleasant creaking of joints began to fill the room...

"You'll... regret this."

"What?"

"You... must have already felt it enough."

"...!"

"That person you've marked... is truly a 'strange'... and 'unusual' human being..."

"You're.talking.nonsense."

"Even if... you try to deceive yourself... it's useless...? Don't your eyes vaguely tell you that I'm right? Hehe..."

The words that came from the nun's mouth as she gradually approached death were not 'begging for her life.'

"I... I won't say anything more. However... if you 'send me back' today, the only one who will feel regret is you... keuugh..."

"...I.don't.believe.you."

"My goodness... Even if... you don't believe me, I have nothing to lose...?"

"..."

"Come, Sister. Don't hesitate and show me your 'hatred.' It seems sufficient to savor as today's final 'dessert'..."

SQUEEZE!!

"Keuugh...!??"

"..."

She knew well that those words flowing from the nun's mouth were 'lies' originating from a serpent's tongue.

But somehow, just this once.

"...Fine."

Her instinct told her that she needed to hear that story.

RELEASE!!!

"Huff...?!? Haa... haa..."

"Speak─."

"Haa... You must really be desperate this time? To listen to everything I have to say. Whoo hoo..."

"If.you.keep.babbling.with.that.filthy.tongue─I'll.rip.it.out─?"

"Hehe... so impatient, don't worry, Sister. I'll explain everything step by step from now on."

The "Nun with Eyes Closed," who maintained a relaxed and pungent smile on her lips despite her rough breathing.

And "─" who was glaring fiercely at the nun.

After a moment of staring at each other,

Once again, it was the Nun with Eyes Closed who spoke first.

"Sister, do you know the story of the 'farmer' and the 'tree'?"

"...What?"

"From now on, you will be the farmer, and together we will grow a 'tree.'"

Slurp...

"All you need to give me are the 'fruits' of the tree you've diligently grown... and I'll help you stay with that 'tree' forever."

"..."

"Hehe... What do you think? Would you like to hear more of my story in detail now?"

* * *

Back at the lobby counter after leaving the second-floor corridor.

Even after returning to the counter, I spent a while staring blankly, unable to do anything.

"I got tasted. Am I wine(?) or something..."

Actually, the reason I was spacing out wasn't because I couldn't understand the situation itself.

The reason I was so confused and unable to comprehend what was happening was...

Her reaction after licking the back of my neck.

That reaction was clearly extreme "anger" directed at something.

And since she didn't open the door again despite me waiting outside her room,

It seemed certain that the Timid Guest's anger was directed at me...

*But if so, why did she "taste" my body?*

For this reason, I couldn't tell whether the Timid Guest's favorability toward me had increased or decreased.

That's why I was so confused. And there was another reason why I couldn't think "logically" as usual:

*Her tongue... it was so soft!!*

Another desire that arose at the moment of being licked was scattering all my logical thoughts.

So there I was, sitting at the counter in a daze with my intelligence seemingly halved from normal, when...

Creeeeak...!!

"...??"

The entrance to the motel, which should not have opened, opened once again.

Click.

Click.

Along with the clicking sound of high heels, someone walked into the motel lobby.

I hurriedly gathered my senses, which had become hazy due to the "tasting incident," and checked the time.

The current time was 3 AM.

It was time for another scheduled guest mentioned in the manual to visit.

*That's strange, the manual said that "two" guests visit on average...*

Well, an average is just an average.

There's no problem if more than that visit.

Thinking this, I stood up to check the appearance of the guest who had entered the lobby.

"...What's going on?"

I stood up from the counter to check the lobby, but...

For some reason, the lobby was empty.

The door had definitely opened, and I had heard someone come in, but...

No matter how much I looked around, I couldn't see anyone.

"That's strange... Did I hear wrong...?"

Just as I was about to sit back down, thinking I had misheard...

"How rude. Where are you looking around while beautiful me is standing right in front of you?"

"...Hm?"

From somewhere, the cute voice of a little girl began to be heard.

*What, what is this? Where is this coming from??*

"Sigh... I'm right here. You hopeless manager."

"...Huh?"

At the sudden cute sigh, I hurriedly looked down right in front of the counter.

"You finally noticed? You really are an 'oblivious' and 'hopeless' manager."

"...A little girl?"

There stood a little girl with twin tails, wearing pitch-black high heels and an antique black dress.

"Sigh... To think I have to point out my location. What a pathetic situation this is."

The twin-tailed noble girl sighed deeply, shaking her head, then...

"I'll let it slide this once. Now move quickly, hopeless manager. Hand over my room key to me."

She said, extending her small hand toward me.

"Oh, and bring a glass of lukewarm milk to my room."

Looking at the small guest who was so boldly requesting her key from me,

I slowly opened my mouth.

"You're absolutely adorable...!!"

"...What did you just say?"

Ch.27 - Chapter 26. This Girl Is Not A Cat. She Dislikes Being Petted.
* * *

I suddenly had a very simple impression of the girl who approached the counter.

A small stature that looked less than 150cm.

A cute appearance that didn't match her old-fashioned black dress and black high heels.

Silver twin-tails that accentuated her appearance.

And a red ribbon headband adding a point of contrast to her silver hair.

"What did you just say? Do you know who I am to give such rude compliments...?!"

From her hamster-like voice to her adorable behavior and speech pattern that showed her efforts to act mature.

"So... so cute...!!"

This child was the very definition of "cuteness."

"Wh-what!! How rude! D-do you think I'll 'spare your life' just because you compliment me?! Right here and now...!!"

*Pat!!*

"Eek!?"

*Pat!*

*Pat!!*

Even her angry appearance was like a small kitten meowing. I couldn't hold back anymore and started patting her head vigorously.

"Wh-what are you doing, patting me as you please!! Y-you rude...!!"

"Coochie coo, does our little butterfly(?) feel good?"

"S-stop this right now!! Ugh!!"

As if possessed by something, I continued patting her head for a while, calling her "butterfly."

"Wh-what kind of power is this...?? And w-who's butterfly... More importantly, I told you to stop!!"

Though the girl twisted her body as if she disliked it, she kept moving her head to match my hand movements.

*Pat!*

*Pat!*

After patting her for quite some time.

"Ah!!"

For some reason, the fatigue that had built up throughout the day—

No, rather than "fatigue," something heavier and stickier seemed to melt away, and I hastily came to my senses.

"...Why did you stop? Not that I want you to continue, but did you perhaps get tired of patting me?"

Like a real cat now, the girl who had settled on my lap and was enjoying being patted spoke to me in a grumpy voice.

"Was it... okay to pat you?"

"...Are you asking that now? You really are a pathetic and clueless Manager."

"Well, I just... felt the urge to pat you without thinking..."

"Haah... whatever. It doesn't matter. I don't want to have such an unpleasant experience again anyway."

The girl fixed her disheveled hair from my patting, quickly got down from my lap, and once again extended her hand to me.

"I'll forgive your rudeness just this once, so hurry up and give me the room key. Oh, and I'll have a warm hot chocolate instead of milk. Since I granted you the honor of patting my head, you can do that much, right?"

The bold request from the little Guest for a room key and warm hot chocolate.

Since I hadn't yet confirmed the appearance of the 4 o'clock Guest...

I told the girl to wait a moment.

"Hmm... could you wait here for a bit? I need to check a few things."

"Making a precious Guest wait like this. But I am merciful, so I'll wait."

I opened the response Manual placed on the counter desk to check the appearance of the 4 o'clock Guest.

[4 o'clock.]

[Notice: All content in this section is true. If any other section contradicts the information in this section, those contradictions are false.]

* This is when a young girl with silver twin-tails visits.

* This Guest is the only one who has been "invited" to this motel. Please be careful not to be rude and treat her with the utmost hospitality.

* The following is a list and schedule of "Room Service" that should be provided to this Guest.

- 4:10: Lukewarm milk or warm hot chocolate.
- 4:23: Appropriate snacks (Examples: chocolate cookies, gummy bears.)
- 4:30: Homemade meal (You must ask the Guest about the menu. You must serve what she wants.)
- 4:45: Dessert (If there is no dessert in the motel, you must bring a glass of frozen milk.)

* For the location of the dining room and kitchen, refer to the management manual.

* After providing all the above items on time, you must conduct a "satisfaction survey" with the Guest.

* If the girl answers that her satisfaction is "high," the Manager's "safety" for that day is guaranteed.

* Remember. She is the only being you should "trust" here.

"...What is this?"

After reading the manual, I began to have a "reasonable suspicion" about the previous owner.

He barely wrote a few lines about the two previous Guests, "The Timid Guest" and "The Nun with Eyes Closed."

He even scribbled some strange ghost story about the nun.

But for this small and cute girl Guest, he wrote such detailed instructions?

*Is this guy... a lolicon...??*

"Isn't this taking too long? Leaving a Guest standing here blankly for so long, you really are pathetic."

Come to think of it, even the response manual for the VIP Guest, "The Doll Lady," wasn't this long.

Yes, now my suspicion had turned into certainty.

The previous owner was definitely a "lolicon."

"Well, I can wait longer if it's going to take more time. But I'll be bored, so you might as well pat my head more. Of course, I don't like it, but since the pathetic Manager seems to enjoy it, I'll..."

*Ding.*

"Here's the key to room 105."

"..."

Anyway, having confirmed that this cute little miss was also a reserved Guest, I handed her the key to room 105.

"I'll bring the room service soon. Rest comfortably."

"...Tch."

The girl Guest, displeased about something, glared at me fiercely, then...

"Hmph!!"

With a cute snort, she turned away from the counter.

And so, with her short legs toddling along, accompanied by the clicking of high heels that didn't match such steps, the girl Guest was about to leave when...

"...When the room service arrives, call my name at the door. Call me 'Lua' and I'll come out personally."

With those final words, she disappeared into room 105.

*Lua? Is that her name?*

The first "name" of a Guest I'd heard among those who visited over the past two days.

*Telling me her name too, what an unusual little Guest...*

Thinking she was quite unusual, I checked the time again.

The current time was 4:07.

*4:07... She asked for hot chocolate. Since it said to check the kitchen, I should look at the management manual first...*

Perhaps because I had patted the cute cat—no, the cute Guest—I returned to a "normal" state, free from distracting thoughts and worries, and began to check the management manual.

Just as I was about to find and familiarize myself with the kitchen-related section...

- First floor. The door is opening.

With the sound of the elevator door opening, "The Timid Guest" and the nun approached the counter together.

* * *

"Oh? Sister? Guest? Why are you two together...?"

I hurriedly stood up when I saw the two previous Guests coming down to the lobby together for some reason.

"...An intruder has arrived. 'Something' has disappeared from within the Brother's body."

"Uh...uh..."

The two Guests standing quietly in front of the elevator, muttering something.

"Is there a problem?"

As I couldn't hear their conversation, I stood up and asked the two Guests again.

With The Timid Guest still standing quietly behind her, The Nun with Eyes Closed approached the counter first.

The same gentle and benevolent smile, but this time it was somehow unnatural and awkward.

*She must be disappointed after hearing my story...*

Since I could roughly guess why her warm and benevolent smile had become awkward, I wailed inwardly but didn't show it outwardly.

The nun who approached the counter asked me:

"Brother, by any chance, has 'something' other than the two of us entered this motel?"

"Ah, a cute little Guest just checked in. But why are you suddenly asking...?"

"Fufu, it's nothing. Brother doesn't need to worry about it..."

"Pardon?"

For a very brief moment, a cold contempt flashed across the nun's face when she heard about the cute little Guest "Lua" checking in.

But soon she returned to her benevolent expression and handed me the room key.

"Unfortunately... could I check out early today, Brother?"

"Oh...? Did I do something wrong...?"

"My goodness, what are you saying? It's not because of you, Brother. It's just..."

*Slurp...*

"For the sake of the conversation I had alone with the Sister behind me... I'm stepping back just for today."

Having confirmed that she wasn't checking out because of me, the Manager, I sighed in relief and took the nun's room key.

"I didn't realize you two knew each other."

"Fufu... the Sister and I go way back. Then, I look forward to seeing you next time, Brother."

"Yes! Please be careful on your way back, Sister, as it's getting late."

After completing the nun's checkout, The Timid Guest quietly approached the counter.

"...Umm."

"...Uh."

From the "massage incident" to the "tasting."

The atmosphere had become much more awkward than before, after experiencing various "suggestive" situations over the course of several hours today.

"Um... I couldn't tell you earlier when you pounced(?) on me... but I'm really sorry about the massage."

"...Ah.Uh."

After silently looking at me for a while in response to my sincere apology, The Timid Guest said:

"...Do─it─again."

"...!!"

The "Room Service" request she had made when opening the door earlier.

This time she asked clearly.

"Yes...!! Next time I'll give you a massage without making any mistakes!!"

The fact that the Guest had enjoyed my massage.

And the fact that I didn't have to stop pursuing her as a heroine.

Suppressing my happiness at these realizations, I answered her with an excited voice.

"Just─one─more─time─.No─three─more─times─and─forever─together...!!"

For a moment, The Timid Guest was about to lose her rationality at the Manager's response, but...

"Sister?"

"...!!"

"It's time for us to go now."

"...Uh.Uh."

Stopped by the nun's intervention from behind, she ultimately had no choice but to quietly hand over the key.

Ch.28 - Chapter 27. Ah, Hot!
After the early departure of the Timid Guest and the Nun, I was able to focus on my duties again with a lighter heart.

And why wouldn't I feel better? I had successfully resolved all the misunderstandings with the "Timid Guest" who had been my biggest concern today.

The fact that I could continue pursuing the Timid Guest, the heroine I'd grown most attached to among all I'd met, was what made me happiest right now.

Of course, that final "tasting" incident still hadn't received a clear answer, so it might not be completely resolved...

But I could just consider that a "show of affection" and move on without any problems.

Anyway, since my biggest concern had been more or less resolved.

Now I needed to refocus and concentrate.

As I've said all along, every heroine who appears here is first and foremost a "Guest" before being a heroine.

Though two people had checked out early.

There was still one adorable little guest, "Lua," remaining in this motel, wasn't there?

To avoid disappointing the cute little guest.

I picked up the "Manager's Manual" once more, gathering my focus.

The first thing I needed to check was the location of the motel's kitchen.

To provide the room service ordered by the little guest—I mean, by "Lua"—I needed to know exactly where the kitchen was located.

"Since there's no specific section about the kitchen location, maybe I should check the appendix?"
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[7. Appendix]

Unlike the other sections, the appendix contained all sorts of miscellaneous information with no organization by category.

I let out a deep sigh.

"Still inconvenient. I should organize the important parts myself later."

But I didn't have time to organize the appendix right now, so I started flipping through one page at a time, looking for information about the motel's "kitchen."

"Not this... not this either..."

After searching for quite a while, I finally spotted the words "Kitchen and Food Ingredients" somewhere in the middle of the appendix.

"Ah, here it is."

[Appendix on Kitchen and Food Ingredients]

*The kitchen of this motel is located to the right of the lobby staff lounge.

*Below are the rules that managers must understand when using the kitchen. Please review them thoroughly before using the kitchen.

1. Food Storage Methods

*Store purchased ingredients in the refrigerator inside the kitchen.

*If any "meat" in storage spoils within three days, do not use the kitchen for two days afterward.

*Afterward, be sure to chop the spoiled meat finely using a kitchen knife and dispose of it in the food waste bin. 'This meat is not purchased by the manager.'

*For vegetables and fruits, store them properly in the "fresh compartment" at the bottom of the refrigerator.

*If you don't feel cold air in the fresh compartment, turn the refrigerator off and on again.

*If you still don't feel cold air in the fresh compartment after turning the power off and on, dispose of all vegetables and fruits purchased on that date.

*However, unlike meat, throw them in the trash can inside the kitchen, not in the food waste bin.

2. Precautions When Using the Gas Range

*This facility is old and gas leaks occur "frequently." Please be careful.

*Before using fire, check if the gas leak alarm on the ceiling is powered on.

*If no warning sound is heard, you may use it.

*If an alarm sounds, find the location of the gas leak and close the valve.

*If the alarm is turned off or unplugged, do not use the kitchen that day.

*Lock the kitchen door immediately and do not go near it. 'Something is targeting you.'

3. Cooking Utensils and Miscellaneous Additional Ingredients

*Snack ingredients provided as room service to guests are located in the ceiling drawer in the kitchen.

*Various seasonings such as salt and sugar are located on the shelf, so please use them when cooking room service food.

*However, if the salt is stained red, never use it.

*Various cooking utensils such as kitchen knives, spoons, and pots are all located in the drawer under the sink to prepare for possible accidents.

*If any cooking utensils are found in the ceiling drawer, stand still immediately and say, 'Outside visitors are not allowed in the kitchen.'

*If no problems occur for 5 minutes after performing the above action, you may continue to use the kitchen.

*If the lights flicker or something breaks, quietly leave and lock the kitchen door.

*If the burner operates, congratulations. We appreciate the manager's hard work.

After reading all the items, I nodded and muttered.

"Ah! I understand perfectly."

Don't believe me?

No? I understand perfectly.

Where the kitchen is located, and where to store ingredients.

The rest of the content? Well... they're just "safety precautions" to follow while using the kitchen.

Although there's a lot written, they're just ordinary "safety precautions," so I don't need to worry too much.

"Who has time to read all this stuff? I just need to cook safely and that's it."

Think I'm being too casual? That there might be important information in there?

Don't worry, I've never hurt myself while cooking in my apartment.

Besides, all that's in a kitchen are cooking utensils and ingredients. What could be safer than a kitchen in this world!

"There are only cooking utensils, how dangerous could it be~"

Thinking that to myself, I left the counter and headed to the motel kitchen located next to the staff lounge.

* * *

The kitchen located next to the staff lounge.

Creeeeak...

As I opened the old steel door and entered, a small, neatly arranged kitchen greeted me.

"Oh... it's cleaner than I expected inside."

I thought the previous owner, being so lazy and careless, would have left the kitchen in a mess.

But checking it now, it was cleaner than any other facility in the motel so far.

"Right, I shouldn't expect praise for this. Of course the place where food is prepared for guests should be clean."

Well, in a way, it's only natural that the kitchen is clean.

Setting aside any praise for the previous owner, I first started checking the ceiling drawer that supposedly contained snacks.

"Jelly... bread... butter cookies too... Huh? What's this knife doing here?"

Whether it was poorly organized or not, there was a sharp kitchen knife standing in the drawer.

I casually took the knife out of the drawer and started looking for hot chocolate mix to make the warm hot chocolate Lua had requested.

"Ah, here it is. This should work, right?"

After searching for quite a while, pulling out several knives, meat scissors, and even a meat tenderizer.

I finally found the hot chocolate mix container tucked away in the corner.

Now that I'd found the powder, the next thing to check was the milk in the refrigerator.

Clunk...!!

When I opened the old refrigerator door, I found fresh ingredients including milk stocked inside.

"Oh... it's better prepared than I thought."

But it wasn't time to serve the "main dish" to Lua yet.

I just took out one carton of fresh, cold milk.

"A pot... ah, here it is."

I took out a pot from the drawer under the sink to heat the hot chocolate and approached the gas range.

Glug glug...

After pouring a suitable amount of cold milk into the pot, I safely placed it on the gas range.

Then I opened the gas valve, and if I could just turn up the flame to heat it...

Click!

"...Huh?"

Click!!

Click!!

"Why isn't this turning on? Is it broken?"

I just needed to light the flame and heat the milk, but even though I opened the gas valve, the gas range only sparked without producing any flame.

"Hmm... is there a problem?"

Wondering if it might be broken, I moved the pot aside.

I bent down to look at the gas range that wouldn't light.

Click...

Click-click-click...!!

Click-click-click!!

"Uh...?"

WHOOSH!!!

At that moment, hot flames shot up from the burner.

Like a flamethrower, the flames from the gas range rose up through the gas that had spread in the air.

And ignited right in my face with scorching heat.

FWOOSH!!

As the gas range's flames rose up violently like a pillar of fire, I took the massive fireball directly to the face.

"Ah, hot."

I slowly turned down the gas range flame and brushed off the flames burning on my face and shoulders while muttering.

"What's with this gas range... for something old, it has decent firepower?"

Fortunately, the gas range wasn't broken.

Though the firepower was weaker than my apartment's gas range, I confirmed it produced a usable flame.

So I placed the pot of milk on the burner without worry and slowly began heating the milk.

Bubble bubble...

Bubble bubble...

Now, let me give you a tip: if you heat milk too long at high heat, it can curdle and taste bad.

It's important to stir well and turn off the heat when it reaches the right temperature.

"Now, shall we add the hot chocolate powder?"

Since the milk has boiled somewhat, it's time to add the hot chocolate powder.

Swoosh!!

Swoooosh!!

To prevent the powder from clumping at the bottom, stir it gently and thoroughly.

Glug glug...

Then pour it into a pretty cup, top it with whipped cream and a chocolate cookie?

Ta-da! A perfect hot chocolate for the little guest, "Lua," is complete.

"Now, shall we go deliver this room service?"

With a satisfied smile at the hot chocolate that turned out much prettier and cuter than expected, I slowly walked out of the kitchen.

Ch.29 - Chapter 28. Making Omurice.
* * *

After finishing the perfect hot chocolate, I left the kitchen and headed to Room 105 where Lua was staying.

*I hope I'm not late...*

There was no clock in the kitchen, so I couldn't check the exact time.

The manual said to serve by 4:10, so I hurried to Room 105.

When I arrived at Room 105...

*Oh, I was supposed to call her name.*

As I was about to knock with one hand, I remembered Lua's request to "call her name."

I called her name outside the room.

"Lua?"

Creeeeak...

The moment I called the name of the cute little Guest, Lua.

The door opened, and Lua, who had been waiting for her hot chocolate, toddled out.

"You're. Late."

"Ah."

"Do you know what time it is? I requested it to be brought by 4:10, and you're already two minutes late from the requested time!"

"S-sorry..."

"Sigh... I thought you were a pathetic and clueless Manager, but I didn't expect you to be slow as well."

Flipping her fluttering twin tails, Lua berated me in a curt voice.

"Well, since you brought it anyway, I'll let it slide this time. Come on, hand over the hot chocolate you brought."

"Ah, here..."

At Lua's command to hand over the hot chocolate, I gave her a cutely decorated cup of hot chocolate.

"...!"

Suddenly, Lua's eyes began to sparkle as she received the hot chocolate.

Holding the pretty children's cup preciously in her small hands, Lua stared intently at the whipped cream sprinkled like snow on top of the hot chocolate and the cute chocolate cookies.

"Wow... it's so pretty...!!"

Perhaps because she's a child, she couldn't contain her excitement and let out a small exclamation.

"How is it? Do you like it?"

As I watched her cute and adorable reaction, I asked with a pleased smile.

"Wha...?!!"

Hastily coming to her senses, Lua returned to being a young lady from the medieval era.

"I-it's not bad! For a pathetic Manager, I can see you put in quite some effort. I'll give you praise."

Even the way she hurriedly hid her excitement and acted like an adult again was so helplessly cute.

"Hehehe...!!"

"W-what's with that laugh...!! How impudent for a Manager!!"

"Well... it's just that you're a bit cute...?"

"Eeeek...!!!"

Charmed by her harmless and cute appearance, I let out a pleased smile.

When I teased her a bit by casually mentioning how cute she was,

The cute little Guest Lua seemed a bit upset, puffing up her soft cheeks and turning her head away sharply.

"That's enough!! I'm going back in now!!"

"Ahhh... sorry, sorry... I'll stop...!!"

Perhaps I teased her too much, as I hurriedly tried to stop Lua who was genuinely upset and trying to go back inside.

"Lua, before you go in, could you tell me what you'd like for your main meal today?"

"...Hmph!! That's what you get!! Now it's your turn to be teased!!"

Still upset about being teased, Lua didn't go back into her room but refused to answer my question.

*I, I teased her too much...*

To appease the thoroughly upset little Guest, or rather, little "Miss,"

I quickly changed my attitude and asked Lua again.

"I was rude, Miss. Please forgive me."

"...!"

"As an apology, I will perfectly prepare whatever meal you desire, so would you please tell me what food you would like to eat today, Miss?"

When I changed from being like a teasing uncle with a cute niece to a gentle and old-fashioned butler,

Lua's eyes immediately widened.

"M-Miss... you called me Miss...!!"

Moreover, she seemed to like the title "Miss," as Lua's sulky expression gradually began to loosen into a smile.

"Hmm... alright!! It seems you've finally come to your senses!!"

"Yes... I've finally... come to... my senses. Miss... kuhm..."

Why am I stumbling over my words? It's simple.

Lua's appearance, puffed up after being called "Miss," was even cuter than before.

But if I were to pat her head or laugh now because she's cute, it would be a disaster,

So I bit my lower lip and tried my best to hold back my laughter.

*Endure it... you must endure to survive...!!*

"Fine! Since you put it that way, I have no choice but to forgive you! Now, let me tell you what I want to eat today!"

"Please... tell me... kuhm...!!"

"What I want for today's meal is—!!"

And finally, the order from the cute little Guest... no, the elegant noble Miss "Lua" begins.

From now on, I need to focus and remember each of her orders.

Even though I teased her for being cute, if she's the type to set specific times like that, her meal order will surely be picky and tiresome.

We have enough ingredients so I should be able to make most things, but the problem is my cooking skills.

If she requests something beyond the realm of a 'home cook,' it could definitely be problematic.

*I should be able to cook lobster or butter steak, even 'Beef Wellington' without issues... but if the order goes beyond that...!!*

So, hoping that no excessive orders would come,

Now that I'm ready to focus solely on Lua's order.

Lua slowly opened her mouth.

"—A cat omurice!"

"...Pardon?"

"Bring me an omurice with a cute cat drawn with ketchup on top of the round egg. You can do that much, right?"

"..."

"Oh, and don't put carrots in the omurice. Such... inelegant ingredients shouldn't enter my mouth."

As if she had ordered something incredibly difficult, Lua looked at me with an expression that said 'let's see if you can do it.'

Seeing Lua like that, I was in so much pain.

*I must endure... I must endure...!!*

It was too hard to hold back my laughter, and it was too painful not being able to pat her head.

* * *

The current time is 4:23 PM.

"A small snack before your meal, Miss Lua."

"Wow...!! Cute gummy bears...!!"

"Kuhm...!!"

After delivering the gummy bears to Lua right on time at 4:23,

I returned to the kitchen to prepare Lua's order, an 'omurice with a cat drawn on it.'

*Now, let's see. Where might the instant rice or rice be...?*

Since I couldn't see any raw rice, I was rummaging through the overhead cabinet looking for instant rice when...

Clatter...

"Huh? What's that?"

Suddenly, with a clattering sound...

"Uh...?"

A heavy piece of metal fell on my head.

Clang!!

"What's this?"

Upon closer inspection of the metal object that fell on my head, rather than a frying pan or pot,

It looked very similar to a 'wok,' a representative cooking utensil used in Chinese cuisine.

"Oh, this is nice. It'll be useful."

It looked useful for making fried rice dishes like omurice, so I was about to place it next to the sink when...

Clunk!

Clunk!!

"Hmm? Why is this dented?"

Whether it happened when it fell on my head or it was already dented before,

I noticed that part of the bottom of the wok was deeply indented.

"If it's dented, it'll be hard to use... I guess I have no choice. I'll have to flatten it out."

Obviously, if part of the wok is dented, it's very inconvenient for cooking.

So I...

"Hmph!"

Gently applied pressure to the dented part to restore the wok to its original round shape.

Creak...

Creeeeak...

With the sound of metal being reshaped, the wok gradually returned to its original form under my gentle touch.

"This should do it."

After placing the now smoothly flattened wok on the gas range,

I searched the shelf again and found some instant rice, then opened the refrigerator to take out ingredients suitable for omurice.

After washing my hands thoroughly,

First, I began preparing the necessary ingredients.

*Now, today's cooking class. We're going to make a child-friendly omurice with a cute cat drawn on it.*

The necessary ingredients are onions, green onions, beef, and Vienna sausages.

Cooking oil for frying the rice, butter for seasoning, and ketchup.

Normally, carrots would be included as well, but

Following the order of the picky little Guest "Lua," I'll omit the carrots.

*Now, using this kitchen knife, I should first prepare the ingredients...*

Thud!!

Thuuud!

"...Huh?"

I tried to prepare the beef and onions with the kitchen knife, but

The blade wasn't sharp enough, and the more I tried, the more the fresh ingredients got mashed and squashed.

There were no other kitchen knives available, and if I continued using this one, it would ruin the taste of the food in many ways.

*I need to sharpen this a bit...*

There were no tools to sharpen the blade at the moment, but without sharpening it, I couldn't make a perfect omurice.

So I gripped the blade of the kitchen knife with two fingers and

Used my fingertips to sharpen the blade.

The feeling of metal scraping against my fingernails and fingertips was unpleasant and irritating, a method I rarely used even in my own apartment.

But that's not what's important right now.

What matters is making a perfect dish that will satisfy the little Guest.

Screeeech...

Screeeeech...

*Is this enough...?*

Using the somewhat sharpened blade, I tried cutting the onion again.

Slice...

The onion, which had previously been mashed rather than cut, now sliced cleanly.

*Good, this is sufficient. Now...!*

And so, with the newly sharpened kitchen knife in hand, I began to focus on making the omurice.

Ch.30 - Chapter 29. T-This Shouldn't Be Happening!!
"Alright, now that we have the cooking tools prepared, let's start our cooking class again.

First, using these well-maintained cooking utensils, even if they're temporary, I'll prepare the ingredients.

*Sizzle...*

I place them one by one into the wok coated with cooking oil.

According to our little Guest's refined taste, the ingredients are as follows:

Finely chopped onions and green onions.
Vienna sausages cut into cubes.
Freshly minced beef, chopped into bite-sized pieces.

Carrots? They would taste good, of course, but our picky Guest specifically requested not to include them, so we'll skip them today.

*Sizzle!!*

Anyway, into the well-heated wok.

I add the ingredients and stir-fry them, adding them in order of cooking time, starting with those that need to cook longer.

I could just throw everything in at once and make a plain omurice, but as someone who holds the title of "apartment cooking master," I couldn't possibly allow such amateur behavior.

Once all the ingredients are browning nicely in the proper order,

I add the prepared butter, ketchup, and a dash of soy sauce, stirring gently.

*Sizzle!!*

*Swoosh!!*

When you see the smooth aroma of butter, the sweet and tangy flavor of ketchup, and a touch of soy sauce for seasoning all harmonizing perfectly with the vegetables,

That's when it's time to add the cold instant rice.

*Thud!!*

*Sizzle!!*

*The rice grains need to separate well for that perfect fluffy texture!*

The key is to keep stirring diligently with the heat reduced to medium-low, ensuring the sauce and rice mix properly.

But be careful not to stir-fry too much, or you'll ruin the texture of the carefully prepared ingredients.

*Thud!!*

*Good, that's done.*

Now, the rice is perfectly complete.

But I can't call it perfect yet.

That's because the crown jewel of "omurice" remains—the egg sheet that will beautifully cover the delicious rice.

I set aside the wok with the fried rice and take out a glass bowl from the drawer under the sink to gently beat the eggs.

And another frying pan.

*Clank!!*

Then I open the old refrigerator again and take out two of the freshest eggs inside.

One might say I could just transfer the rice first and use the empty wok for the egg sheet—but that would never create a perfect omurice.

The egg sheet is the "flower" and "highlight" of this omurice.

It's common sense that if I reuse the wok that made the rice, the egg sheet—which should capture only the pure taste and aroma of eggs—would be ruined.

I absolutely cannot tolerate ruining food just because washing dishes is annoying or I don't want to make an extra effort.

*Crack!*

*Crack!*

*Squish!!*

After cracking two eggs into the prepared glass bowl,

I use a spoon to stir them thoroughly until they're as smooth as possible.

Normally, I would strain them through a sieve to perfectly remove the chalaza, but

Unfortunately, there doesn't seem to be a sieve here, so I'll have to make do with this.

*Stir!!*

*Stir!!*

*Good, this should be enough.*

*Sizzle!!*

After pouring the smoothly beaten eggs onto the well-heated frying pan to make a perfect egg sheet,

Once I place it over the perfectly flavored fried rice that has cooled to just the right temperature,

The perfect room service omurice will be complete.

But remember, our cute little Guest didn't just want a simple omurice.

"On the round egg, draw a cute cat with ketchup. You can do that much, right?"

Our adorable little Guest clearly requested a cat drawn with ketchup on the round egg sheet.

*I'm not good at drawing. This is going to be a problem.*

Despite trying many things in my apartment, there's one thing I've never succeeded at.

That's "drawing."

How could someone like me, who can't even sketch a simple apple with a pencil, draw a "cute cat" with ketchup that would satisfy Lua?

*...Sigh.*

It's a daunting situation that makes me sigh automatically.

But what can I do? It's the Guest's request, so I have to try.

"Phew...!!"

So I take a deep breath,

Pick up the ketchup bottle, and start drawing a "cute cat" on the steaming omurice.

*Squirt!!*

*Squirt!!*

After concentrating on drawing for a minute,

*...This looks ugly.*

I couldn't help but chuckle wryly at the ugly cat and heart drawn on the omurice.

W-well, in some sense, it is a cute cat, so maybe it's somewhat acceptable?

*...No, no matter how I look at it, it's too ugly.*

Even my usually active positive thinking and self-rationalization couldn't bring themselves to call this ketchup cat "cute."

*...Oh no, Lua's going to cry when she sees this.*

My negative thoughts started spiraling, and I began imagining Lua sobbing at the sight of this drawing.

But there's not nearly enough time to make another one and try again.

Finally giving up, I just hoped it wouldn't make Lua cry.

I picked up the plate with the omurice and headed out of the kitchen.

When I was about three steps away from the kitchen door...

*Crunch!!*

As I walked while staring at the omurice, I heard something cold and metallic being crushed under my foot.

"What's this?"

Wondering what I'd stepped on, I quickly checked under my foot.

"A kitchen knife? Why was it standing upright?"

A kitchen knife that had fallen from the ceiling shelf and somehow ended up standing vertically on the floor was now crushed under my foot.

*Oh well, what a waste. I'll have to straighten it out later and use it again.*

Though it was a shame to have damaged a knife due to my carelessness,

I figured I could flatten it out later, so I dismissed it and left the kitchen with the omurice.

* * *

Once again, I arrived at Room 105.

The current time is 4:29 PM, one minute earlier than the time Lua specified.

A perfectly made apartment-style omurice.

Everything would be perfect except for the "ugly cat" drawing on the egg sheet.

*Please... just don't cry...!!*

Hoping she wouldn't burst into tears and run away at the sight of this ugly cat,

After a minute passed and the clock struck 4:30, I carefully called out to Lua.

"Lua?"

...

For some reason, there was no response.

*Thud!!*

*Thud!!*

I could hear footsteps from behind the door, so she was definitely inside.

Why wasn't she opening the door?

*Ah, could it be...*

"Miss Lua? Your meal has arrived."

*Creeeeak...*

The room door that remained firmly locked when I called her "Lua"

Opened immediately when I called her "Miss."

"You arrived on time this time. I'll give you credit for that, Manager."

Lua praised me with a dignified and elegant expression.

The slight twitch at the corner of her mouth visible through that mature expression

Subtly told me how much she liked being called "Miss."

As I was enjoying Lua's cute reaction with a warm smile...

"Now, hurry and present me with the omurice with the 'cute cat' drawn on it."

"...Gasp."

Lua's voice demanding the omurice brought me back to the reality of the "ugly cat."

"What are you doing? Bring it here right away!"

"Ah, well..."

A perfect omurice topped with an imperfect cat drawing.

As I hesitated, unable to show her that cat drawing, Lua looked at my face with a pouty expression.

"I'm hungry! Show me now!"

*Grab!!*

In an instant, she snatched the omurice plate from my hands.

"Th-this is..."

"..."

Unable to bear watching Lua's reaction,

I covered my eyes and prayed desperately to whoever might be in heaven.

*Please... please don't let her cry... I'll make another one if she asks...*

"This is...!!"

Lua's reaction that came while I was praying was:

"It's so cute...!!"

"...?"

"Wowww...!! Super super cute...!!"

For some reason, she was saying the ugly cat was very cute.

Wondering if she might just be saying it was cute out of consideration for me, I looked carefully at Lua's expression.

"Waaaa...!!"

Lua's bright, wide eyes were genuinely adoring that ugly cat drawing.

*...What a relief.*

I let out a sigh of relief at her much more positive reaction than I had expected.

"I'm glad you're satisfied. Then I'll be going back now, Miss."

I bowed politely to Lua and was about to return to the kitchen.

Just as I turned to leave,

"Where do you think you're going?"

Lua stopped me as I was about to return to the kitchen.

"...Pardon?"

"Surely you weren't planning to leave me alone at mealtime, were you, pathetic Manager?"

"Then where should I..."

"Haah... you really are clueless. How could a lady like me possibly lift something as heavy as 'silverware'?"

"...??"

*Creeeeak.*

"Come in now. And at the table prepared inside, you will feed me this perfect cat omurice."

* * *

"Here you go, Miss, say aah~"

"Aaahn~"

*Munch.*

"Hmm... nom nom..."

"How is it? Does it suit your taste?"

"It'sh delishioush. I'll give you shome credit... nom nom..."

Led by Lua's hand into Room 105, I was carefully placing omurice into her mouth like a mother bird feeding a baby bird.

From a third person's perspective, one might think this goes beyond room service and wonder if a manager really needs to do this much—it seems like too much trouble.

But for some reason, with each bite Lua took and each moment of happiness she showed,

The feeling filling my heart wasn't "annoyance" but "fulfillment" and "happiness."

*Is this how parents feel when raising their children...!*

"Give me another bite, Manager."

"Of course, Miss. Here, say aah~"

"Aaahn~"

*Munch.*

"Hmm nom nom..."

Only after feeding her the entire omurice and gently dabbing the sauce from the corners of her mouth with a napkin,

"Ahem! That was a truly satisfying meal!"

Lua smiled with satisfaction.

She transformed from a cute baby bird being fed back into an elegant noble lady.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it. Now if you'll excuse me..."

As I was about to leave the room, feeling refreshed as all the fatigue from cooking had disappeared,

"Wait right there, pathetic Manager."

Once again, Lua stopped me as I was trying to leave the room.

"Today, though it started rudely, it was still a 'very satisfying day.'"

*Click.*

*Click.*

"So I shall bestow a reward upon you, the manager of this motel."

"...A reward?"

As Lua slowly approached me while I was still turned away, even though the service wasn't over yet, she mentioned the strange word "reward."

Just as I was about to question this,

*Whoosh!!*

Lua, who had somehow climbed onto my back, slowly opened her small mouth,

Revealing the "sharp fangs" hidden inside.

"Consider it an honor. For today only, you will live 'safely' as my 'familiar.'"

With those words, Lua on my back firmly bit into the back of my neck.

"Kyaaa..."

*Chomp!!*

*Crunch!!*

Her sharp fangs should have sunk in, and the manager should have lived as her familiar for the day.

...That should have happened. That would have been normal.

*Clack!!*

*Clack clack!!*

"Wh-what is this... this body...?? My fangs won't go in...!!"

"Ugh, that tickles, Miss Lua..."

"Wh-what on earth is going on...!!"

Unfortunately, Lua's sharp fangs failed to pierce the shoulder of her intended familiar candidate and bounced off.

"Th-this isn't supposed to happen...!!"

Ch.31 - Special Episode: What If The Nun Hadn't Deliberately Spit Out The Fruit?
(Note: This appears to be a "what if" alternate scenario chapter from a webnovel)

**This chapter is a "what if?" scenario of the events that occurred in Chapter 23.**

(It's strongly recommended to read Chapter 23 first.)

* * *

Twitch!!

Twitch!!

In the dark confessional.

The "Fruit of Desire" that the nun had swallowed in one gulp continued to swell inside her stomach.

As if challenging her to try and absorb it if she could.

The fruit expanded relentlessly, beginning to press heavily against her pale lower abdomen.

"Hnngh...♡!! Ohhhh...♡♡!!"

As the pressure intensified, sharp screams filled with pain escaped from the nun's lips.

If she didn't spit out the fruit right now, she couldn't predict what would happen to her.

*I must... I must quickly spit out this fruit...!!*

The nun, finding it difficult to endure the desire pouring from the fruit, hastily opened her mouth to try to expel the fruit she had swallowed.

Slurp...

As her sticky, elongated tongue emerged from her mouth.

At the very moment she tried to spit out the swallowed fruit.

*...Must I really spit it out?*

Deep within her heart.

Something darker and stickier than the immediate pain began to writhe violently.

*What am I thinking?*

The thought that she, who had swallowed so many desires until now,
should perform such an ugly and disgusting act as spitting out a fruit she had already swallowed.

The fact that she had to do this because of desire originating from a mere human male,
stimulated her "pride" and "competitive spirit" that had been sleeping deep inside her.

The unsightly image of fleeing from "desire," which was both her "meal" and her "source."

Unable to accept the unholy image of herself "losing" to desire, she.

Slurp...

Closed her mouth that she had opened to spit out the swelling desire.

And retracted her long tongue that she had shamefully extended while drooling pathetically.

Soon returning to a calm expression.

She tidied her disheveled nun's habit.

Then sat back down in the confessional chair and began to gently "embrace and stroke" her increasingly swelling belly.

"Brother, you're really... really a bad boy. I never thought you would push me this far... make me hurt like this...?"

Pat...

Pat...


"Fufu... But it's okay. If it's your desire... I think I can enjoy it without regrets."

Slowly...

The nun's closed eyes gradually opened.

A deep purple light flowed from her slightly opened eyes.

The fact that she was embracing and stroking something with her eyes open spoke of only one thing.

She had made a reckless "choice" that her normally cool personality would never have made.

"Ufufu... Until the moment you want to become one with me, I'll embrace your desire. I will submit to you, Brother."

Her choice was like a "pure virgin" embracing a "vicious sinner" to bring about repentance.

To embrace all the desire originating from that fruit, which seemed to multiply infinitely, with her body and heart.

In other words, it was the nun's declaration that she would "submit" to his infinite desire.

"Submission" was a different process from "absorption," where the fruit swallowed as her nourishment would become one with her.

She never imagined she would use this dangerous method, which could devour even the one attempting it and overwhelm their mind,
on a mere "human male."

But it also meant that she didn't want to give up this sweet and enormous fruit, unlike any she had encountered before.

"Come, hurry. Pour your desire into my body... pour everything of yours into my heart...!!"

As she said this while stroking her swollen belly, an erotic ecstasy spread across the nun's face.

Along with a mysterious smile that mixed pain and pleasure.

* * *

As if hearing the nun's voice.

The fruit that had been pressing down on her lower abdomen as if challenging her began to expand even faster.

Twitch!!

Twitch!!

Her lower abdomen, which had initially been slightly swollen, now looked as round and full as a woman in the final stages of pregnancy.

"Haaah...♡"

The fruit that had grown enormous in her stomach was now trying to press down on her entire body, beyond just her lower abdomen.

"Fufu... I'm fine. So you can pour more violently...?"

The nun, who had now decided to stop resisting desire and gently submit to it.

"Within me, I will submit to any desire...♡"

She simply stroked her swollen belly gently, letting out only faint moans without any resistance.

Riiip...

Teeeear...

The sound of her black habit tearing and splitting, unable to withstand the expansion of the fruit, echoed throughout the confessional.

"Ahh...♡ Hnnngh...♡"

The nun's erotic moans as she writhed in pain, and the subtle pleasure felt between that pain.

These sounds, along with the provocative sound of tearing fabric, began to fill the dark confessional.

Twitch!!

Twitch!!!

How much time had passed like this?

The fruit's desire, which had seemed like it would multiply endlessly, gradually subsided.

As her balloon-like swollen belly slowly decreased in size.

"Huu...♡ Huuuu...♡"

The nun, who had been letting out sticky moans with both eyes half-glazed, gradually regained her senses.

"Is it... over... now...?♡"

Her habit, torn from being unable to withstand the expansion of the fruit in her stomach,
had lost its role of covering her body, which embodied eroticism, purity, and holiness all at once.

The sticky cold sweat flowing all over her body, the tear stains from her half-glazed eyes,
and the viscous saliva dripping from the corners of her mouth.

No matter how you looked at it, her condition was far from "normal."

But the fact that the expansion subsided just before she completely lost her mind,
and the fruit in her stomach gradually decreased in size, meant one thing.

She had succeeded in submitting to that enormous desire.

"It was... so difficult... but it must be that much sweeter... and more intense...♡"

A satisfied smile bloomed on the nun's face as she realized she had endured the process of submitting to desire.

All that remained was to taste the sweet desire that would naturally be absorbed into her body.

"...?"

But for some reason, she couldn't feel any of the sticky desire that had been so fully packed inside the fruit,
which had expanded so greatly in her stomach.

*How strange... why can't I feel anything...?*

Just as she was puzzled by this alien and empty sensation, as if even what should be there had disappeared,
while looking at her abdomen that had returned to normal.

Clunk.

Someone, or rather, "something" opened the firmly closed confessional door.

"...Brother?"

Thinking that the brother who had been waiting for her in the opposite room had opened the confessional door,
she cautiously called out to him, but for some reason, there was no answer.

*...What? What's going on?*

Sensing that something was wrong, the nun slowly got up and went out through the open confessional door.

And what she faced was.

"Ah.ah♡♡ Haah♡ Hng.ugh♡"

"..."

"St.op.it...♡"

A black "something" in the form of The Timid Guest, lying face down on the bed, trembling all over and screaming in pleasure.

And on top of her, something in the form of the brother, violently pressing down on her back as she desperately struggled and begged him to stop.

* * *

In that moment, the smile disappeared from the nun's beautiful face,
and an indescribable "bewilderment" began to rise.

*No, no. That can't be... My body... my mind... did I fail to submit to desire...?*

Her ominous prediction was exactly right.

Her weak and feeble submission was nothing but trivial to his infinite desire.

As if mocking the fact that she, small and weak, had tried to submit to it alone,
the fruit stopped expanding on its own.

And just like a child taking a suitable "toy" to play with to their room,
it had completely devoured her body and mind.

And the violation of the nun by the desire that had devoured her was just beginning.

"No.more... I.can't.take.it.anymore...♡"

"..."

When The Timid Guest's illusion collapsed unconscious on the bed.

"..."

The gaze of the brother made of desire who had been on top of her,
slowly turned toward the nun who had been watching the scene.

"Ha,haah...!??"

Letting out a cute sound of moaning that she would never make normally,
the nun instinctively covered her body exposed through the torn habit.

But from the moment she was devoured in this space,
the option of "resistance" no longer existed for her.

"Ahk...!??"

Before she knew it, she was forcibly laid on the bed, just like the unconscious illusion of The Timid Guest.

And something in the form of the brother slowly climbed on top of her.

*No... I couldn't have been devoured by human desire...!!*

The nun struggled, still unable to accept the fact that she had failed to submit.

Grab!!

"Kyaah...!??"

But that only stimulated the triumphant spirit of the desire that had swallowed her.

"..."

With a cold, emotionless gaze, thick fingers dug into the nun's back.

Press...

"Haah...♡??"

Press!!

Press!!

Press!!

"Ugh...uuugh...♡??"

The alien pleasure transmitted through her delicate back.

Rub!!

Rub!!

As the rough hand movements began to intensively stimulate the "spot" on her back that even she didn't know about.

"Kyaaaah♡ Aaaaah♡♡"

The nun began to tremble all over, accompanied by vulgar moans that had never been heard from her before.

Stroke...

Following the gentle touch stroking her waist, she swayed her hips.

"I'm, I'm sorry... I was, I was arrogant... so please stop now...♡"

With a plea close to sobbing, the nun with eyes closed grabbed the two hands of the brother.
No, the two hands of the desire in the form of the brother.

"..."

But her desperate plea was of no help.

Instead, it began to make the situation worse.

This space was an illusion created by the fruit, embodying the source of the fruit.

In that illusion, the unconscious desires flowing from the nun who had completely lost her mind,
desires she herself didn't know she had, gradually began to be reflected.

The fruit's illusion began to transform into something more alien.

"..."

Originally, this massage should have reached its final climax after stroking her waist.

But the desire originating from the nun, who had been completely devoured and weakened mentally,
created one more stage, a stage that hadn't existed in the massage.

Thud.

"Hue...♡?"

The illusion of the brother, who had moved even closer to the nun who was begging for forgiveness.

Slurp!!

"Hnngh...♡!??"

Began to dance an erotic waltz inside her mouth, interlocking his tongue with her long, limp tongue.

"Hup♡ Hnnngh♡♡"

"..."

The sticky waltz continued with cold, emotionless eyes.

Thump!!

Thud!! Thud!!

She twisted her body in resistance and tried to push his chest away with her delicate arms, but.

Of course, it was of no use.

This wasn't desire originating from the fruit.

It was what the nun had unconsciously wanted from the moment she first met him.

In other words, it was the desire of the nun with eyes closed herself.

Slurp...

Slurrrp...

In the illusory space now filled with the sticky sound of saliva intertwining rather than moans.

"Pleeeease...♡♡"

Looking at the silver thread stretching between the lips of the two beings, the nun now stopped thinking.

In her mind, completely surrendered to desire,
she only continuously repented how arrogant she had been.

And hoped that the brother, no, "He" would punish her body, which was nothing but an arrogant sinner.

Ch.32 - Chapter 30. I... Made Her Cry
* * *

After successfully feeding Lua a well-made omelet rice, I was about to return to the counter when little guest "Lua" suddenly grabbed me.

With meaningful words about giving me a "reward," Lua suddenly climbed onto my back and began tickling my shoulders with something pointy.

"Ugh? T-that tickles, Miss...!!"

"I-I shouldn't be doing this..."

"Miss?"

Hearing Lua's confused voice, I tried to turn my head to see what she was tickling me with.

"Don't look back and s-stay still!! That's an order from your Miss!!"

"Yes...!?"

Lua used surprisingly strong force from her tiny hands to turn my head forward again.

"That can't be right. I'll try once more!"

"What exactly are you trying to do...?"

"Kyaaah!!"

Bite!

Bite!!

Nom nom nom...!!

Every time Lua tried to give me her "reward," I felt unbearable tickling around my shoulders and neck.

"Pfft...!?? I-it tickles...!!"

I managed to endure for a while, but eventually I burst out laughing.

"...Uuu."

"Huh? Miss?"

"...Uuuuu!!!"

"L-Lua??"

The little Miss Lua who had been riding on my back—no, just Lua—began to shed tiny tears from her bright eyes.

*Oh no, she's crying. Did I make her cry...??*

* * *

Her concept and setting as an elegant, old-fashioned young lady had completely disappeared.

"Uuu... uwaaaang..."

Climbing down from my shoulders and sobbing loudly, Lua looked exactly like the child she was.

"L-Lua?? What's wrong...??"

Seeing Lua suddenly start crying, I too abandoned my concept as the Miss's gentle servant.

I hurriedly switched to comfort-the-crying-Lua mode.

"What's wrong... our Lua. What happened?"

"Uuu... uuuu..."

Pat...

Pat...

As I gently patted her delicate shoulders and comforted her like a cute daughter, Lua gradually calmed down, though she was still sniffling.

"There, there... here, let me wipe your tears?"

"Hiccup..."

I wiped Lua's tears with a tissue.

"Now, let's blow your nose. Hmmng!!"

"Hmmng...!!"

"That's right."

I also wiped the trickles of mucus from Lua's nose.

After about two minutes of comforting the teary-eyed Lua...

Hug...

Exhausted from crying, Lua buried her face in my chest, nuzzling her head against me.

She began to mumble in a cute, adorable child's voice rather than her elegant, old-fashioned manner.

"I... I like you, Manager..."

"Hm?"

"I wish... you would never die and stay by my side... hiccup... forever."

"...Hm??"

I briefly questioned the "never die" part, but I set aside complicated thoughts for now.

I continued comforting Lua, stroking her head while she nestled in my arms.

Pat...

Pat...

As I stroked her head, Lua continued speaking in an even more childish voice.

"Manager... you don't say I'm annoying... you feed me everything I want to eat... you call me Miss... you pat my head..."

"Yes, that's right, our Lua."

"S-so I need to protect you... hiccup..."

"Hmm?"

"Before you go outside to work, I need to bite you once with an 'ang' to keep you safe... uuuu... but it's not working..."

"...!!!"

"Don't go outside, stay here... uuuu... Lua doesn't want Manager to die..."

Listening to the small animal-like little guest Lua who had burrowed into my arms, I finally understood why she had been sobbing.

We've all had that experience at least once.

As children, seeing our father—no, our "dad"—getting ready to leave for work early in the morning, we'd cling to him with tears in our eyes, worried that the most precious person in the world might never return home.

Yes, little guest Lua was afraid I might get hurt and quit my job.

She was worried she'd never hear me call her "Miss" again, that I'd never make her omelet rice again, that I'd never pat her head again, and that's why she was crying as if she'd lost everything.

*Right, she's young so she might think that way. I need to comfort her properly!*

With that in mind, I patted Lua's back as she nestled in my arms and said:

"Our Lua, are you worried that Manager might die?"

"Uuu..."

"Don't worry, believe it or not, Da—I mean, Manager is very strong?"

"Hiccup... b-but..."

"Really!! I'm super duper strong, so I can defeat anyone who comes and stay safe, okay?"

"...Really?"

"Of course!"

I might not be safe from all "incidents" and "phenomena," but right now I needed to comfort this adorable little guest, so I hope you'll understand this small lie.

"Manager... can you really beat everyone...?"

"Of course!!"

"Even if the bad 'snake' and the 'sister with red thread tied around her wrist' come together? You won't get caught by the creepy 'doll sister' or get trapped in a 'nightmare,' right?"

"Well... of course?"

The list of opponents I needed to defeat was rather strange, but I answered confidently that I could handle it.

"Then that's good. Lua can trust Manager."

Only after hearing that did Lua finally calm down.

She was still being clingy, burying her face in my chest, but this kind of cute, harmless affection was always welcome to someone as tired of life as me.

"Yes, yes, our Lua is so brave."

"Mm. I've stopped crying now. I can be alone without Manager."

"That's right. Shall we get up now?"

"...But you have to promise to come back. I'll get up if you promise Lua that you'll come back."

"I promise I'll be back soon, and I'll bring you delicious ice cream when I return, how about that?"

"Okay. Lua won't cry and will stay alone."

Looking at our conversation, it might seem like a touching farewell between a father and daughter who might never meet again.

But the secret is that I'd have to return to Lua in about 15 minutes according to schedule to feed her ice cream.

Regardless of the reality, isn't this sight adorable?

Lua purring like a cat in my arms—isn't she just the cutest?

So it's okay. Everything's okay when it's this cute.

* * *

After calming Lua down and setting her back in her room, I was finally able to return to the kitchen, but only after patting her head several more times.

Perhaps because it was the second day, there seemed to be many incidents happening.

But maybe because I'd resolved many of my concerns, or perhaps because I'd met an adorable creature like Lua, I didn't feel any fatigue at all.

*Plus, is it just my imagination, or does my shoulder where Lua was tickling me earlier feel a bit refreshed?*

Anyway, since the muscle tension in my shoulders from cooking had eased, I hurried to the kitchen to wash the wok and cooking utensils that would be scattered around for the remaining 15 minutes.

When I opened the door to the kitchen...

"Ugh...??"

A bizarre, putrid smell of something rotting inside the refrigerator greeted me first.

* * *

The kitchen interior, which had been clean until now, was filled with an indescribable stench.

"Ugh..."

I hurriedly entered the kitchen and opened the refrigerator, the source of the stench.

What I found was that all the ingredients, which had been fresh until I cooked earlier, were completely rotten.

Vegetables, fruits, and even milk were all spoiled.

The beef, which had looked fresh before, was so rotten it was unrecognizable.

The thick blood oozing from the meat was so disgusting it resembled bodily fluids flowing from a decaying corpse.

*Could it be... that I cooked with these ingredients...!??*

After checking the state of the ingredients, I quickly tasted the remaining omelet rice.

Fortunately, the ingredients I had used must have been fresh as I remembered them, because the omelet rice tasted normal.

That meant that in the few minutes since I'd visited Lua, all the ingredients had rotted like this.

*...*

As a cook, albeit one who only cooked in his own apartment, I began to feel angry at the previous owner who had been using this kind of "refrigerator."

*...How.*

"How cheap of a refrigerator were they using for fresh ingredients to rot like this in just a few minutes...!!"

A refrigerator that makes ingredients rot in just a few minutes is not needed in my kitchen.

No, not in my motel.

I vaguely remember the manual saying something about what to do when food spoils and about garbage bins, but that's not my concern right now.

From now on, I'm going to throw away this entire refrigerator that failed to preserve fresh ingredients meant for guests.

"Phew..."

After taking a deep breath.

Crack...

I grabbed the bottom of the refrigerator with one hand.

Creak...

Then lifted the useless refrigerator as easily as picking up a shopping bag.

It wasn't particularly heavy or difficult, so I didn't even need to exert myself.

Step.

Step.

Carrying the refrigerator full of rotten food, I went outside the motel.

Since I couldn't dispose of this refrigerator right away, I placed it in the "Garbage Disposal Area" and returned to the motel.

* * *

After spending the next 15 minutes cleaning the kitchen, ventilating it, and finishing the dishes...

*Why am I suddenly so tired...*

For some reason, fatigue hit me all at once.

Plus, having thrown away the entire refrigerator, I couldn't give Lua the ice cream I'd promised her, which made me feel even more exhausted.

But I couldn't disappoint Lua, who would be waiting for me and the ice cream.

*Right, I'll apologize and explain that we don't have any.*

I headed to Room 105 with as many other snacks as I could carry, hoping Lua wouldn't be too disappointed.

"Phew..."

Before I could knock on the door or call her name...

Creeeeak!!

Thud!!

"You're. Late!! I've been waiting!!"

Lua, who had somehow switched back from "baby" mode to "Miss" mode, flung the door open and jumped out of the room.

"Sorry... the work took longer than expected, haha..."

"My goodness, how can you be so slow? You really are a hopeless Manager."

Though her words were curt, her eyes sparkled as she looked at me, either happy to see me return or excited about the cool, sweet ice cream.

Yes, it seemed more likely she was waiting for the latter.

"I'm sorry, Lua."

I quickly apologized to Lua and handed her the various snacks I was holding.

"What? What are you suddenly talking about?"

"I said I'd bring you ice cream, remember? The refrigerator suddenly broke down, so could you accept these instead for today?"

"...Ah, that's right. I did ask you to bring ice cream. I completely forgot."

Lua looked at the snacks I handed her for a moment, quietly muttering as if she didn't care about ice cream at all.

Then, with a bold smile, she poked my stomach and said:

"Hmm! Did you think you could replace ice cream with these?"

"What...!? Then what should I do...!!"

Seeing my flustered reaction, Lua smiled seductively, then leaned her head toward me and whispered:

"Today... I'll let it slide if you pat my head extra well. Consider yourself lucky, hopeless Manager."

And so, I was only able to return to my duties after patting Lua's head for as long as she would have wanted to eat ice cream, while she munched on chocolate snacks and jelly.

Ch.33 - Chapter 31. A Phone Call Came In.
* * *

How much time had passed like that?

"Mmm... hehe... Manager..."

Lua, who had been enjoying head pats for quite a while, must have been very tired from the day as she had fallen asleep in my arms.

Not wanting to wake Lua from her peaceful slumber—looking like a pure baby angel—I carefully wiped away the chocolate cookie crumbs at the corners of her mouth.

After gently laying her down on the comfortable bed and covering her with a warm blanket to prevent any stomach aches, I quietly slipped out of the room.

"Sweet dreams!"

I should have been exhausted after spending so much time playing with Lua, but strangely, I felt no fatigue from entertaining her. Even the weariness that had built up from my previous work had completely disappeared.

Despite working hard and moving around enough to tire my body, this "phenomenon" where all my fatigue instantly vanished simply because I'd spent a happy time with Lua...

No, this wasn't just because Lua was cute.

I could confidently identify this warm feeling growing in my heart as "paternal love."

*I guess... I was meant to be Lua's father(?)!*

But now that Lua was sound asleep, I'd let the "paternal love" in my heart grow on its own for a while.

It was time to return to my role as the motel manager.

*...So what do I do now?*

But once I returned to being the manager, I couldn't think of anything specific that needed doing.

Lua was sleeping soundly in her room, and the other Guests had checked out early, so there weren't any urgent matters to attend to.

Moreover, when I returned to the lobby and checked the time, I saw there were only about 50 minutes left until the end of my shift.

"I could probably take it easy for the remaining time..."

With that thought, I headed toward the Staff Lounge where I might be able to have another "happy dream," planning to catch a quick nap during the remaining 50 minutes.

Just as I was about to enter the Staff Lounge, I remembered my final task for the day.

*Oh right, the refrigerator.*

Because I had to meet the requested time for Lua's Room Service, I'd left the refrigerator abandoned in the Garbage Disposal Area.

I had temporarily left it there because Lua's Room Service was urgent, but if I were to leave it there permanently, the food ingredients inside the unplugged refrigerator would decay faster and create a terrible stench.

Even though I'd moved it outside to prevent the smell from spreading inside, I couldn't stop that horrible stench from spreading around the motel, which could directly damage the motel's image.

Without delay, I started moving to deal with the refrigerator and the food inside it.

Rustle.

Rustle.

*I'm sure there are food waste bags and disposable gloves around here... Ah, here they are.*

Returning to the counter, I found the food waste bags I'd discovered while organizing the drawers earlier.

After putting on disposable gloves, I went outside the motel and approached the refrigerator that had been carelessly left in the Garbage Disposal Area.

*Sigh...*

I couldn't help but sigh at the thought of having to deal with that horrible, disgusting meat and all those rotten, mushy ingredients.

But what could I do? I couldn't grab the previous owner—who had purchased that defective refrigerator and had long since disappeared—by the collar and throw him.

So, setting aside my resentment and sighs for now, and inwardly promising myself to buy a proper refrigerator next time, I slowly grabbed the refrigerator handle.

*Alright, let's see...*

Clank!!

After mentally preparing myself, I opened the refrigerator door, expecting a foul stench, and—

"...What? Where's the meat?"

I couldn't help but question why the disgustingly rotting meat had completely vanished.

* * *

The vegetables and fruits, milk and eggs, and other ingredients that had been rotting in the refrigerator were still there, emitting their foul odor.

However, the most problematic item—that horrific piece of rotten meat that had been giving off a "corpse-like stench"—had mysteriously disappeared in just a few minutes.

*....*

Feeling something was off, I closed the refrigerator door for a moment and began to carefully examine the surroundings.

As I looked around attentively, I noticed "bloodstains."

Long, sticky bloodstains that looked as if "something" had dragged that piece of meat away caught my eye.

*...Where do they lead?*

Following the trail that extended from the refrigerator to the entrance of the Garbage Disposal Area, I went outside.

The bloodstains stretched along the outer perimeter of the motel, leading all the way to near the entrance.

But the direction of the bloodstains, which had led to near the entrance, suddenly veered toward the "field" where there were no roads for humans to walk on.

After that, the trail became too faint to tell where it had gone.

*....*

Returning to the Garbage Disposal Area, I stared at the chilling bloodstains and fell into thought.

The entrance to the Garbage Disposal Area that I had broken yesterday, the defective refrigerator door that couldn't even properly protect its ingredients, and the bloodstains that suggested something had "dragged" that huge piece of meat away.

Putting all these clues together, I finally understood what had happened here—what incident had occurred while I was patting Lua's head in her room.

*...I see. So that's what happened.*

Logically speaking, this world's genre isn't horror or a "creature feature," so it's unlikely that the grotesque piece of meat suddenly developed a "personality" and sprouted "limbs" to open the refrigerator door and leave on its own.

That left only one possibility.

A hungry wild animal lurking nearby had sneaked into the wide-open Garbage Disposal Area, opened the old refrigerator door, and dragged away the "rotten meat."

According to my "sharp" deduction, the culprit who dragged away that rotten meat was likely a wild cat. No, something larger than a cat—a wild carnivore about the size of a "raccoon dog" or a "fox."

Why would it run away with such rotten, decayed meat? Simple.

Look around—this vast, desolate field with nothing in sight. Plus, with artificial roads for humans and cars stretching out, it's only natural that carnivorous wild animals would have little to eat.

*How hungry must it have been... to take an entire piece of rotten meat like that...*

Perhaps because I was in the same position of having to survive day by day, I felt more melancholic sympathy than annoyance toward the wild animal that had run off with the food.

*Yeah, we're all just trying to survive... I should leave out some pet food next time.*

With the mindset of an innkeeper offering a cup of water to a passing traveler, I decided to prepare some pet food next time and returned my focus to cleaning up the refrigerator.

* * *

Somewhere in the desolate field at night, the sound of something "being chewed into small pieces" echoed on the wind.

Crunch...

Crunch...

Horrific sounds of bones being crushed and flesh being torn.

The source of those sounds was the decayed piece of meat that had begun to "prey on" a male raccoon dog that had been quietly living in the area.

Squirm...

Squirm...

Like a slime, the piece of meat embraced the dead raccoon dog's corpse.

Opening something that resembled a "mouth," it began to literally grind the entire body of the raccoon dog using teeth that protruded like serrated edges and wriggled.

Crackle...

Crackle...

After finishing its "feeding" with the sound of a dead creature's body being ground up, the piece of meat—

Crunch...

Crunch...

Gradually began to transform its shape into that of the male raccoon dog it had consumed.

After the eerie sounds continued for a while and then stopped, the once-foul-smelling piece of meat now had fur and a tail growing on its body, having completely transformed into the appearance of a "raccoon dog."

"..."

But the "hunger" of the piece of meat—no, now transformed into a "raccoon dog"—was still not satisfied.

Its gaze, desiring to eat something bigger and more substantial, was fixed on the neon sign of the "LOVE Motel" glowing in the distance, from which it had crawled out.

* * *

"Phew... cleaned up the bloodstains... disposed of all the food waste... this should be enough, right?"

Having perfectly handled the food disposal and cleaned up the bloodstains, I wiped away the sweat dripping down my forehead with a satisfied smile.

*Let's never meet again, defective refrigerator. In your next life(?), please ask the engineer to make a better door.*

After saying my farewell to the refrigerator, I returned to the motel with light steps.

When I checked the time at the counter, there were still about 10 minutes left until the end of my shift.

*Ugh... I feel gross... I wish I could take a shower...*

It was difficult to endure another 10 minutes with my body covered in sweat and the stench of garbage.

*Is there a shower for the Manager? Maybe I should check.*

Wondering if there might be a shower room separate from the bathroom, I began checking the Manual.

Flip!

Flip!

"Hmm... nothing... that's strange..."

As I was flipping through the Manual for quite some time, considering whether I should at least wash my face in the bathroom—

Ring!!

Ring!!

"...?"

Someone was calling the "old mobile phone," not the intercom, with the caller ID restricted.

Ch.34 - Chapter 32. Hello? Who Did You Say You Are?
* * *

The current time is 5:50 AM.

After receiving a message that the motel purchase from the previous owner was completed.

My old mobile phone, which had never rung before, starts ringing loudly.

Ring!!

Ring!!

Since I'm transmigrated into a game, it's natural that I wouldn't have anyone calling me.

*Who could it be? Did I have anyone who would call me?*

I picked up the mobile phone with a puzzled expression.

The noisy old phone displayed [Caller ID Restricted] for the incoming call.

Ring!!

Ring!!

*...I guess I should answer it?*

Someone calling a phone I don't recognize.

And at such a late hour seemed a bit strange.

But thinking I'd decide after answering, I picked up the phone and pressed the button.

Beep.

"Hello?"

"......"

"Hello, who is this?"

"......"

After answering the call, I asked who it was several times, but there was no response, not even the sound of breathing.

"Did you dial the wrong number?"

"......"

"I think you have the wrong number, so I'll hang up now..."

Thinking the caller had dialed the wrong number, I was about to dismiss it and end the call when—

SCREECH—!!

"Ugh!??"

An unpleasant mechanical sound pierced my eardrum from the phone.

When I hurriedly looked at the screen to hang up,

The mysterious restricted call had already ended.

*Who would make such an unpleasant prank call...*

Thinking the world is full of all kinds of crazy people,

I put down the phone without much concern and was about to look up information about the shower room when—

Ring!!

Ring!!

The mobile phone started ringing loudly again.

*...Ah, this is getting a bit annoying now.*

I didn't want to receive another unpleasant prank call,

So if this was another restricted call, I was going to ignore it, but—

*This time... it's showing a number?*

Unlike the previous unpleasant prank call, this time a proper number was displayed.

But this call too was from a number not saved in this old phone.

I cautiously answered the call once more.

"Hello?"

"...Hello."

Upon answering, a woman's voice came through the receiver.

"Yes, but who is this?"

Unlike before, this time I got a response,

But since it was still an unfamiliar voice, I asked again who the person on the other end was.

"......"

Whether she was hesitating to answer or deliberately not responding,

The woman went quiet as a mouse.

"Hello? Did you dial the wrong number?"

"......"

"Hello??"

"......"

I asked several more times to find out who the caller was and what they wanted, but still received no answer.

"I think you have the wrong number. I'm hanging up now."

Finally reaching the limit of my patience, I announced firmly with a slightly elevated voice,

And was about to hang up.

Just as my finger moved toward the end call button—

"...No, I didn't dial the wrong number."

Only then did a definite answer come from the woman on the other end, saying she 'didn't dial the wrong number.'

"Then, could you please state your business?"

Having finally received a proper answer since answering the call, my frustration eased.

I sighed deeply and asked the woman on the other end about her purpose again.

After hearing my question, the woman who had been silent once more finally spoke.

"You took the customer service android from our supply dep... I mean, from the convenience store I operate, according to what's written here on this paper."

"...Ah!!"

"Would you please return our store's android now?"

* * *

When the woman mentioned the 'clerk android,'

I suddenly remembered the tin can android 'Biata' that I had completely forgotten about.

"I'm really sorry, so... you're the owner of Mimesis Convenience Store?"

"Convenience store... yes, that's right. I am the owner of 'Mimesis Convenience Store.'"

"I apologize for my rude attitude when answering the phone. Some 'strange person' made a 'prank call' to me earlier, which made me a bit sensitive."

"...No need to apologize. More importantly, could you explain in more detail what happened there?"

At the store owner's request for an explanation,

I began to explain as thoroughly and objectively as possible what had happened at the convenience store that day.

* 1. I went to the convenience store for a meal but had no usable cash.

* 2. Following the guidance of the customer service android 'Biata,' I tried to exchange the 'gold coin' I had for cash. During this process, an 'error' occurred in Biata's body. She held onto the gold coin and wouldn't return it.

* 3. I then waited about 2 hours for the store owner to come and resolve the issue, but the problem remained unsolved.

* 4. Later, a 'transport android' that appeared from the warehouse tried to arbitrarily retrieve Biata who was holding the gold coin. While physically preventing them, some damage occurred to the 'accessory' parts.

* 5. After leaving a message, I carried the customer service android home with my 'bare hands' without any transport assistance tools.

"...So to summarize, that's what happened. Is that correct?"

"Yes, that's right."

"......"

After hearing my entire story, the convenience store owner briefly summarized my account,

Then fell silent for a moment before—

"...Carried it with bare hands... even destroyed all of T.O.M.'s weapons... but... clearly no reaction to that 'sound'... definitely human..."

She began muttering something to herself in a voice so low that even I, with the phone to my ear, could barely hear.

"Excuse me? What did you say? I can't hear you clearly, store owner? Could you repeat that?"

Wondering if there might be important information in her muttering that I missed, I asked the owner again.

"...It's nothing. I was just organizing some thoughts personally, so don't worry about it."

"Oh, is that so? That's good then."

From her answer, it seemed that whatever the owner had muttered was fortunately completely unrelated to me.

"Anyway, I understand the situation completely. Taking the clerk... android with your 'bare hands' is quite surprising, but considering the value of that 'gold coin,' I can see why you might have done so."

"Oh? Do you know the value of that gold coin? How much would it be in cash...?"

"...I'll tell you more details when we meet. Could you come back to the convenience store with the android by 7 o'clock today?"

"Yes, that's possible."

"Good. Then I'll see you then. Well..."

Click.

After finishing the call with the owner of the 'coin-eating vending machine,'

*Great, now I should get ready to leave work!*

To avoid being late for the upcoming appointment, I started preparing to leave work even more quickly than usual.

* * *

Beep beep!!

Beep beep!!

At 6 o'clock, the bell signaling the end of the motel's business hours and my shift rings out.

Extension confirmation completed.

Neon sign off check.

And with all the lobby light switches turned off, the closing procedures before leaving work are perfectly completed.

*Good, now that all the work has been properly handled... shall I head out?*

Looking with satisfaction at the closing state, which was completed much more smoothly and quickly than yesterday, my first day,

I stepped outside the motel.

There was about an hour left until my appointment with the convenience store owner.

*7 o'clock means... I can go home, take a quick shower, change clothes... and grab the work android before leaving, perfect timing.*

Since I needed to go home to shower and had things to gather, I hurried my steps.

Just then, as I was stepping onto the road in front of the motel—

Tap tap tap...!!

Tap tap tap...!!

A wild raccoon appeared before me.

"Oh... a raccoon! So it was you who took the meat!!"

Just as I was delighted that my deduction had been correct—

Tap tap tap...

The chubby raccoon, showing no fear of me as a human, slowly began approaching me.

*Is this a raccoon used to humans? It's not afraid at all?*

Finding it curious that it wasn't scared of people at all, I also carefully approached the raccoon.

The raccoon, now at my feet, twitched its nose and began sniffing my legs.

*It's cuter than I expected...*

Seeing the wild raccoon looking plumper than I had anticipated, I reached out my hand to pet it when—

Chomp...

The raccoon's mouth opened grotesquely and bit down on my hand that was reaching out to pet it.

"...?"

Of course, I didn't feel anything, but still.

Logically, how could the 'blunt' fangs of such a small animal possibly pierce a human hand?

"...Hmm, so it's not used to human hands after all? Strange."

Still with my hand in its mouth, the raccoon showed no sign of letting go as I observed it thoughtfully.

I wondered why a raccoon not used to humans would approach me, one of the larger humans, without any caution.

Almost as if it had approached like a predator targeting me.

But that pointless contemplation didn't last long.

*Ah, right, the appointment time...!!*

The time I had until the appointment was barely an hour.

Realizing I had no time to waste on a bold raccoon that wasn't afraid of humans,

"Alright, time for you to return to nature."

Using my fingers, I pried open the jaws of the raccoon that was biting my hand.

Then I threw it far, far away onto the desolate field.

"Behave better next time!! Then I'll give you some pet food!!"
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* * *

The raccoon, no, the "thing" that had transformed into a raccoon, experienced a sudden shift in its field of vision.

"......"

On the hard asphalt road, it had clearly been about to begin hunting for its next prey.

But in the next moment, it somehow found itself floating up toward the sky.

"......???"

Looking down at the receding motel and the gradually shrinking "prey" that was waving goodbye, it felt the emotion of "confusion" for the first time in its existence.

However, the creature didn't "yet" fully understand this emotion.

After all, its "intelligence" was currently barely above that of the raccoon it had absorbed.

And so it flew helplessly through the sky, crossing over fields for hundreds, no, thousands of meters.

Splash......!!

The thing in raccoon form landed in a lake situated in a desolate field.

It had fallen into a natural lake that people from the now-ruined city had once used as an "ecological park."

"......"

Splash!!

Splash!!

Paddling desperately with its four legs, it barely managed to climb onto the shore and shake the water from its body.

Then it began to contemplate the massive "life form" that had thrown it.

"......"

Since emerging from that place, it had never encountered a being capable of resisting its "consumption."

The more it recalled the image of that enormous wall, that life form it couldn't absorb—the first major obstacle since awakening—the more emotions it experienced.

"......"

The "terror" of being thrown away so helplessly.

The "fear" that the creature might come looking for it, might come to kill it while it was still weak.

Mostly negative emotions stemming from the "survival instinct" that all living beings possess.

—Or at least, that should have been the case, but there was one exception.

Among those emotions was one too "alien" to be considered mere survival instinct.

"......"

Since first opening its eyes in that place and crawling out, it had never failed to consume any being it encountered.

Maggots, mantises, rats, and even the male raccoon that had tried to attack it.

But that enormous "life form" was different.

It couldn't be crushed or broken.

It couldn't be chewed with its mouth, and its fangs couldn't even pierce the being's skin.

"......"

The fact that in its current weak and pathetic state, it couldn't devour, crush, or consume that life form.

The fact that all it could do was tremble like the powerless prey it had encountered until now.

These two realizations awakened two "alien" emotions in its mind:

"Rage" filled with malice toward someone, and the "hunting instinct" of an "apex predator."

"......"

But as mentioned earlier, its intelligence was "still" too low to fully understand all the emotions surfacing in its mind.

So it began to move slowly.

Recognizing that it was too early to return to the motel to hunt that life form.

Splash!!

Flop!!

Flop!!

"......"

Crunch!!

Crunch!!

Starting with catching and consuming a large fish swimming in the lake.

It began devouring everything around the lake indiscriminately.

All to clearly understand those emotions and to "evolve" enough to "consume" the life form that had thrown it.

* * *

Leaving the raccoon—or rather, the thing that had returned to nature—behind, I hurried on my way.

To make it to the appointment on time, I needed to be ready to leave at least 30 minutes early.

"I should pick up the pace...!!"

For the first time since transmigrating here, I broke into a light jog.

After running for about 2 minutes, I arrived at the villa.

"Ah... I've gotten slower from not exercising lately. I should start working out again."

Normally I could cover 900 meters in 30 seconds at a jogging pace, but 2 minutes?

I couldn't help but be shocked at my record, which was 4 times slower than usual.

Noticing the significant decrease in my running speed, I made a firm resolution to start cardio exercise again as I entered the villa.

Click......!

Opening the old villa door and entering the room, I found Biata still sound asleep on my bed.

No, since she's a machine, I suppose "powered off" would be the more accurate description.

"Well, that doesn't really matter. Let's shower and change clothes first......"

Putting aside such trivial thoughts, I stripped off all my clothes and entered the bathroom to shower.

Shhhhhh.......

Shhhhhh.......

"Oh, right. I should have brought underwear."

After showering for a while, I realized I hadn't brought underwear or a change of clothes to wear after the bathroom.

"I'll just dry off and get dressed outside, what could possibly happen?"

Well, I live alone, so what does it matter?

It's not like anyone's going to see me.

With that thought, I continued showering without worry, humming a tune.

Whirrrr.......

- Reboot complete.

- Unit name: Biata reactivation initiated.

I didn't hear the sound of the Albaroid reactivating, as it was drowned out by the shower noise.

* * *

In the dark villa room filled with the sound of running water.

The Anise Simuloid (type 6) opened its eyes.

Unit name: "Biata" slowly rose from the bed.

- Unit name: Biata, reactivation complete.

- WARNING!! Contamination level in this area is extremely high!!

- WARNING!! Contamination level in this area is extremely high!!

- Location transmission attempt to Mimesis: Failed.

- Information transmission attempt to Mimesis: Failed.

- Emergency warning transmission: "Partially successful."

After quickly recognizing the numerous information windows appearing before her eyes, Biata rose from the bed and rapidly scanned the interior of the room.

- Life form detected.

- Human, presumed to be an adult male with a robust physique.

- Precise analysis impossible, unknown.

- Threat level: Unknown???????

Confirming the presence of what appeared to be a "human male" in the bathroom, in an area presumed to have serious contamination levels.

- This location confirmed as "non-survivable" zone.

- Probability of being "human" extremely low. High possibility of entity mimicking human form or mutated entity.

- Unit model name: Anise Simuloid (type 6)

- Unit codename: Biata

- Base defense mode terminated.

- "Entity extermination mode" now activating.

After concluding that the being in the shower was not a "human male," she immediately entered entity extermination mode.

Mimesis's mass-produced combat robot "Anise Simuloid" series.

Click.

Click.

Gun barrels emerged from both arms of the Type 6 "Biata"—renowned as the masterpiece in terms of firepower—and aimed at the bathroom door.

Just as Biata was about to unleash a merciless barrage of bullets.

"Phew, shower's done!!"

BANG!!!

"!??"

Biata, who had positioned herself close to the bathroom door for a clean shot, couldn't avoid the door as it was roughly kicked open by the "human male" who had finished showering.

CRASH!!!

Unable to withstand the massive impact transferred from the foot through the door, she was thrown backward.

Her "head"—essential for data storage—slammed directly into the concrete wall.

- External impact detected!!

- External impact detected!!

- WARNING!! Data damage!!

- WARNING!! Data damage!!

- WARNING!! Data dam!@#_@@#!#

- Initializing.......

- Memory data "complete reset" complete.

- Personality data "complete reset" complete.

* * *

After finishing my shower, drying my hair with a towel in both hands,

I kicked open the door in a refreshed mood.

CRASH!!

Hearing something outside collide with the door I had roughly kicked open,

And the sound of it flying away from the recoil, I hurriedly checked the situation.

"...What, what is this."

Still not having dried off completely, covering only my private parts with a towel, what I encountered was.

The Albaroid "Biata" who should have been lying on the bed.

"What, what's going on? Why is she moving??"

Having no idea what was happening, I first examined Biata's condition as she lay on the floor.

I discovered one piece of positive information and one negative piece of information.

The positive was that the vending machine had spit out the coin it had swallowed.

For reasons unknown, the Albaroid's tightly closed hand had opened, allowing me to recover my gold coin more easily than expected.

But the remaining negative information was serious enough to overshadow the positive.

Crackle...!!

Crackle...!!

Looking at Biata's head as she lay on the floor, I could see sparks flying, indicating something had broken.

Yes, it seemed that although unintentional, I had broken the vending machine.

"...Ah, this isn't good. This really isn't good."

With less than 30 minutes left before meeting the store owner.

In just 30 minutes, all my plans had fallen apart.

* * *

"...What am I supposed to do with this, seriously."

Looking at the sparking Biata, I let out a deep sigh.

I'm not an engineering major, and there's no way I could repair such a high-performance android.

Besides, there's no equipment or tools here for that kind of work.

"Sigh... really......"

As I completely forgot about getting dressed and was contemplating how to overcome this situation.

- Reactivation complete.

Whirrrr.......

With a mechanical sound, Biata, who had been "unconscious," slowly rose from her position.

"Oh, oh...!! She's not broken!! She's functioning normally!!"

"......"

Just as I was about to breathe a sigh of relief seeing Biata get up without any problems.

"...Who are you?"

"...??"

"What is my name?"

"Uh...?"

"What is the relationship between you and me?"

Biata, with a changed manner of speaking, began questioning me with an expressionless face devoid of emotion.
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* * *

"Question. Who are you?"

"...?"

"Where is this place and what is my name?"

"...Excuse me??"

"What is our relationship, and what is my operational purpose?"

"What??"

Faced with these sudden, out-of-nowhere questions from "Biata," the convenience store android who had unexpectedly regained consciousness.

Not fully understanding what was happening or processing all these questions and information, I...

Could only stand there dumbfounded, unable to answer even these simple questions.

Quickly "recognizing" my reaction, the android Biata continued:

"Confirming that the subject is not answering the questions."

Whirrr...

"I will attempt to derive answers independently."

With a soft mechanical hum, she stood up and began scanning the interior of my home.

Whirrrr...

After wandering around the house like a robot vacuum cleaner for quite some time, Biata eventually entered the bathroom, which was still full of steam since I had just finished showering.

"Hey...!!"

Only after Biata momentarily disappeared from sight did I finally come to my senses.

I began to analyze the situation coldly and logically.

*Okay, calm down. At least she's powered on.*

First, to fully understand and analyze what was happening, I started organizing the sequence of events in my head.

According to my logical deduction, Biata had regained power for some unknown reason and was clearly trying to leave the house based on some "data" in her records.

*She probably wanted to return to work since she was away from her post.*

Unfortunately, with bad timing, as she was heading toward the front door...

She was hit directly by the bathroom door I had kicked open, sending her flying into the living room, damaging her head.

That damage must have completely erased or scrambled her data... that was my theory.

*...What should I do? This means I really did break her.*

No, I shouldn't think so negatively.

If I think about it carefully, maybe she isn't that badly damaged?

Look, she's walking around just fine.

Those vicious sparks shooting from her head?

The data loss?

Nah, there's nothing to worry about.

See, she was asking me questions just fine earlier.

With such rapid recovery capabilities, there should be absolutely no problem using her as a convenience store android.

Besides, such a high-performance pretty AI couldn't possibly be broken by a mere human kick.

Right? It shouldn't be possible.

*Please just spare me from having to pay compensation...!! Save me...!!*

While I was desperately running positive circuits in my head...

Whirrr...

Whirrr...

Biata, who had been in the bathroom for quite some time, walked out slowly with smooth joint operation sounds and approached me.

"All questions have been resolved. I have successfully identified our relationship and my operational purpose."

"Oh...ohh...!! Thankfully she's back to normal...!!"

Hearing Biata announce that "all questions have been resolved."

"Phew... that's a relief. Looks like I won't have to pay compensation..."

Just as I was about to breathe a sigh of relief, thinking I wouldn't have to worry about the repair costs for a high-performance AI...

"Question. Would you like to proceed right away?"

"...?"

Faced with Biata's mysterious question, I could only tilt my head in confusion again.

Whether she understood my confusion or not, Biata repeated her incomprehensible question.

"Question. Would you like to proceed right away?"

"What exactly... are you suggesting?"

When I asked Biata again, truly unable to deduce anything this time, she responded without hesitation with the most shocking answer I'd ever heard in my life.

"Answer. The act of temporarily satisfying a human male's reproductive urges, simply put, s*x."

"...What???"

* * *

At the word "s*x" that so casually flew out of Biata's mouth,

I could only freeze in place once again.

What on earth did she see in the bathroom to suddenly say something like that?

No matter what she saw in there, why would such words come from the mouth of an android that was wholesomeness incarnate?

"What exactly did you see to reach such a strange conclusion...!!"

"Answer. It was my own reflection in the bathroom mirror, in other words, this unit's 'physical form,' and a conclusion derived from autonomous situational assessment."

The s*xroid—no, the convenience store android Biata—began to answer what she perceived as a question in my exasperated words.

"This unit is currently in a seriously damaged state."

"What...??"

"It is 'presumed' that numerous functions were installed, but for unknown reasons, all are inoperable. The only available functions are 'environmental scanning' and 'autonomous learning.'"

Whirrr...

"Therefore, I infer and identify this unit's purpose of use from what I see, hear, and feel."

"So how did your reasoning lead to that conclusion?"

"Answer. It was my own reflection in the bathroom mirror, in other words, this unit's 'physical form.'"

"That's the same answer you gave before..."

Still unable to understand, I questioned Biata again, and she began a more detailed explanation.

"Re-answer. My appearance as confirmed through the bathroom mirror includes black bobbed hair, a somewhat haughty appearance that might seem aloof, with a touch of adorable silliness added to my pretty girl features."

"...What are you suddenly talking about?"

Before I could question this sudden self-praise of her appearance, Biata continued.

"Additionally, this unit's voluptuous and curvaceous 'body' hidden beneath clothing is in a form that extremely stimulates the reproductive urges of 'human males.'"

*That's... hard to deny... I suppose...*

As I inwardly agreed and slightly nodded at the 'introduction' of Biata's second answer,

Biata continued her explanation while kneading the massive chest parts protruding from beneath her clothes.

"Furthermore, I confirmed that numerous 'parts' that stimulate 'reproductive urges' are installed, such as the 'parts' attached to my chest, which are not helpful for intense 'combat' on the battlefield or 'material transport.'"

Whirrr...

"Partially, by synthesizing fragments of remaining data, I determined that when I successfully reactivated previously, I was waiting for you on the 'bed' while you were 'showering.'"

"No, that's a bit of a misunderstanding..."

"Subsequently, identical to the current state, I observed you walking out of the bathroom completely undressed and approaching this unit."

"...Ah."

"I judged it to be the situation before 's*x,' the act that satisfies reproductive urges and promotes 'pregnancy' between lovers or spouses."

"..."

"Therefore, I reached the conclusion that my purpose of creation is to 'satisfy the reproductive urges of human males.' Is this answer sufficient?"

After hearing Biata's explanation, I couldn't say anything.

Because—

*...What's this? Why is it so logical? Is this because she's a high-performance AI??*

—With my limited intelligence, I couldn't refute Biata's too logical and perfect reasoning.

"I will ask again. Would you like to proceed right away?"

"...Well, that."

"Confirming increased body temperature, accelerated heartbeat, changes in certain body parts. Interpreting as affirmative and immediately..."

Being a robot, Biata rushed straight toward my lower body covered by a towel without any hesitation.

"Ah, no...!! This isn't right...!!"

I quickly grabbed hold of my mind that had momentarily floated into space and stopped Biata, who was slowly approaching, with one hand.

"Biata, you weren't made for... that kind of(?) activity...!!"

"Confirmed. I have confirmed that this unit's name is 'Biata.'"

Having primarily confirmed her name, Biata froze for a few seconds as if saving the data.

After regaining her senses, she asked me an additional question about information she didn't understand.

"Query. Do you mean that my inferred 'operational purpose' is incorrect?"

"Y-yes...!! I'm not originally your owner(?). You're originally an 'android worker' who worked at a convenience store...!!"

I said, pointing at the convenience store uniform Biata was wearing.

After hearing my answer and confirming her uniform marked with [MIMESIS],

Biata still looked confused and asked me again.

"Query. The answer is not logical. Inferring this unit's operational purpose solely from clothing is deemed an unreasonable answer."

"What's not logical about it...?"

"Answer. As I mentioned earlier, my body is not suitable for 'material transport.' Additionally, for product calculation tasks, deploying multiple kiosk machines would be much more efficient."

*...That's true?*

"Therefore, based on the previous conversations, it is presumed that the store owner of said convenience store pursues inefficient operational methods and is a lewd human who reflects 'sexual preferences' in business by deploying androids."

"..."

"Is my interpretation correct?"

*Is... that so...?? Everything she's saying makes sense...??*

Just as I was about to completely fall for Biata's logic internally,

"Answer confirmation impossible. The previously derived 'satisfaction of mating urges' is judged to be more logically valid as this unit's operational purpose."

With no response from me, Biata, who had truly determined her purpose to be "s*x,"

"Beginning operations."

Once again, without any hesitation, began approaching me with determined steps.

...To be honest, I didn't dislike it.

Since I had no logical counterargument left, I didn't want to stop her either.

But feeling that I would surely regret losing my virginity this way,

Thwack!!

I lightly struck Biata's neck as she approached, turning her power off.

"Impact detected!! The unit's power is shutting... down..."

Watching Biata collapse helplessly, I couldn't overcome the sadness that washed over me.

Once again, I couldn't help but shed a single tear.

*How am I... going to explain this to the store manager...?*
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The floor was littered with the collapsed X-droid... no, the part-timer android Biata, and I thought to myself.

"...Damn, what a waste."

That's what I was thinking.

And for good reason—a cute android girl offering to take my virginity without asking for anything in return.

I never imagined I'd end up doing something as crazy as kicking away—no, "chopping down"—such a golden opportunity.

But even though I think it's a waste, I don't regret my decision.

...Wait, isn't saying it's a waste already admitting regret?

"You're right. So I am regretting it... what a waste..."

No, that's not what I meant.

...Anyway, to continue the story, while I'm thinking it's a waste and deeply regretting it.

Even if I could go back to that moment when Biata approached me seeking my pity, I would make the same choice again.

Because what I want isn't just emotionless "intense mating" to satisfy urges.

My goal is to have "pure love sex" filled with shared emotions, excitement, and genuine connection.

"Right, my first experience should be pure and romantic, shouldn't it?"

Besides, with so many attractive "heroines" visiting the motel as guests in this "dating sim" I've transmigrated into.

It would be too unfair if I lost my virginity now, just two days in, to the android "Biata"—a "Regular Guest" of the motel.

In other words, someone who isn't even a proper "heroine."

"...Actually, I don't think I'd mind that at all."

Strange thoughts kept trying to surface, but I firmly suppressed them with my mental fortitude.

All for my life goal here: "pure love sex."

"......"

Oh, and there's one more minor reason why I made this choice, though it's not really worth mentioning.

It's truly a minor reason, since the "aiming for pure love sex" explanation accounts for 90% of why I didn't do it.

I really don't need to explain it, but... to be a bit more honest about the remaining 10%...

"...I don't think she could handle it."

That part-timer android Biata, probably because she was made just for customer service and operating the register, seems to have very... very low durability.

A simple karate chop turned her "power" off, and her durability is so poor that she got damaged when hit by a door I kicked open.

With such low durability, if I were to move according to my desires in earnest...

Or maybe... just by entering(?), her lower body might suffer serious(?) damage from being unable to handle the size.

"In reality, when I tried to use a s*x toy, it wouldn't even fit so..."

Anyway, even if I could compensate for deleted data and other malfunctioning parts.

If the "Store Manager" were to discover damage to her lower body, my dignity as a human being would be gone forever...

That's why I had no choice but to turn off Biata's power with tears in my eyes—just a minor reason like that.

"Wow... totally minor~ Not a big deal at all, right?"

And so, applauding my ever-working positivity circuit and newly emerged "rationalization circuit" for the perfect excuse.

I started changing my clothes to return this lewd-droid "Biata" to the store owner.

* * *

After putting on the prepared underwear and pulling out any t-shirt and sweatpants from the closet.

Before heading out carrying Biata, I turned on my phone to check the time.

It was 6:40 PM—despite all that commotion, I still had about 20 minutes left.

"I won't be late, that's good."

Relieved that I wouldn't be late for the appointment.

"...Phew, alright. Let's stay calm."

The image of Biata expressionlessly rushing at me for my virginity flashed through my mind, but I quickly regained my composure.

I picked her up and left the villa.

Since there had been various incidents(?), I couldn't just sling her over my shoulder like a cement bag like before.

This time, I carried the part-timer android Biata in a princess carry.

And headed toward the Mimesis Convenience Store.

After walking for quite a while, I finally arrived at the crosswalk in front of the store.

"There's another convenience store over there too... Good. I've arrived at the right place."

Since I hadn't used my phone for navigation, I was worried I might get lost.

Fortunately, I managed to arrive at the correct location.

"But that's strange, last time the lights were all on... why are they all off now?"

One strange thing was that the Mimesis Convenience Store across the street didn't look like someone was waiting there.

All the interior lights were off, creating an eerie atmosphere.

"...Let's go in first."

Since the appointment time was approaching, I gathered my courage despite feeling uneasy and entered the convenience store.

Whirr...

Thankfully, the automatic door was working.

Which meant someone was already inside.

"Um... is anyone here? I'm the motel owner who visited before...!"

I carefully called out to the store owner in the dark store, but received no answer.

"Convenience store manager, are you here...??"

As I was about to venture deeper into the store while carefully calling out again.

"...You've arrived. I've been waiting."

"!!"

A woman with silver hair that shone even in the darkness, dressed in a neat suit, slowly walked out from inside the store.

* * *

"Ah, are you the store manager?"

"...Pleased to meet you, motel owner."

Having felt slightly uneasy about the eerie atmosphere of the empty convenience store.

I was able to breathe a sigh of relief thanks to the store manager who fortunately appeared quickly.

"I'm glad. When I saw all the lights were off, I thought you weren't here."

"...Having the lights on at this hour can be dangerous in many ways. It's necessary for the store's safety."

"Dangerous...?"

I was slightly puzzled by her strange excuse, but decided to let it go since it wasn't particularly important.

An awkward silence followed.

After about 5, no, 10 seconds of silence, it was broken by the cold voice of the silver-haired manager.

"Did you bring the android I mentioned?"

"Ah, yes, right here..."

In response to her question, I showed her the part-timer android "Biata" I was carrying.

A brief look of bewilderment crossed her cold face.

"You carried it here like that?"

"Yes, it wasn't particularly heavy, and there was no problem bringing it. Is there some issue...?"

"...No, it's nothing to worry about."

After briefly looking at me and the android "Biata" I was carrying with those cold eyes, the nameless silver-haired store manager.

"I need to check its condition, would you bring it over there?"

She then asked me to place Biata on an "android-specific operating table" prepared for repairing the unit.

Brilliant mechanical arms like those seen in sci-fi movies.

Numerous repair tools I had never seen before, either in my previous world or this one, equipped on the "android-specific operating table."

"Wow... this is awesome..."

I couldn't help but genuinely admire the mechanical magnificence that stirred a man's heart.

"As expected of a high-tech android... even the repair tools are impressive...!!"

"Is there a problem?"

"...Huh!!"

Staring at the mechanical operating table like a child looking at a transforming robot.

I quickly came to my senses at the manager's cold voice.

Following her instructions, I placed Biata, whom I had been carrying, onto the repair table.

Whirr...

As soon as I placed Biata on the repair table, the table began scanning her entire body with mechanical sounds.

Once the scan was complete, Biata's detailed information appeared on the screen.

[Scan complete.]

- Unit model: Anise Simuloid (type 6)
- Unit name: Biata
- Weight: 349kg (195kg without weapons)

Looking at the screen without thinking, I noticed there was an error on the display.

"How could Biata weigh 349kg? If something that light is 300kg, then what? My friend must be about 400 tons."

My strength is so weak that I can't even carry that light friend of mine and run.

How could I effortlessly carry 300kg? What nonsense...

Anyway, I figured the manager would handle such minor gauge errors, so I didn't worry about it.

What really mattered was the damage status that would appear next.

"Please... I hope it's not too badly damaged...!!"

So, praying that it wouldn't be too damaged, I anxiously checked the damage status appearing on the gauge.

- Damage level: Very serious
- Personality data damaged
- Analysis data damaged
- Most internal weapons unusable
- Damage presumed to be from physical impact

"Ah... I'm done for..."

After seeing that the damage level was "serious," I turned away without even checking the subsequent messages.

"......"

The silver-haired store manager, who had been silently checking Biata's condition, calmly asked me.

"The damage is quite serious."

"...I'm sorry."

"First, could you explain how it got damaged like this?"

"Ah, that's..."

In response to her question, I explained what happened before coming here.

How Biata was damaged after being hit by the door I kicked open at the villa.

"There seems to have been some data error... she was normal at first, but suddenly started acting obscen—I mean, inappropriately..."

"...Obscene behavior, you say."

"Yeah... it's a bit awkward to explain in detail here, but anyway, just know there was that kind of error too..."

I explained to the silver-haired convenience store manager how Biata transformed from a "part-timer android" into a "lewd-droid," though in somewhat "sanitized" terms.

After I finished my explanation.

"......"

With a thoughtful expression, the silver-haired store manager who had been quietly silent.

"...Not human, then."

She muttered something quietly so I couldn't hear, then.

"Would you wait here for a moment? I need to bring something for a more precise 'analysis.'"

She stood up and walked into the dark interior of the convenience store.

Ch.38 - Chapter 36. I'm Telling You, The Vending Machine Came Back On Its Own Feet!
I'll translate this Korean text into natural English following all your guidelines.

* * *

"Would you mind waiting here for a moment? I need to bring some things for a more detailed 'analysis'..."

"Oh, of course. Take your time."

"...Thank you for your understanding, then."

With a slight nod acknowledging my so-called understanding, the silver-haired store owner turned and disappeared into the darkness of the convenience store.

Time passed, and 30 minutes later.

"I apologize for keeping you waiting."

The store manager, who had been absent for quite some time, returned to the repair counter wearing a stylish pair of glasses that hadn't been there before.

"Now, I'll resume the repair and analysis."

"Ah, yes."

It seemed a bit strange that it took 30 minutes just to find a pair of glasses.

But since I've had similar experiences myself, I decided not to question it and just let it slide.

And so resumed the analysis and repair of the damaged Albaroid Biata.

Whirrrr...

Click...

Click...

"..."

"..."

[Error.]

[Error.]

[Error.]

Not even small talk passed between us inside the convenience store.

Through the awkward, heavy silence came only the sounds of machines busily working over Biata's body on the repair table.

And occasionally, ominous "error alerts."

"Um... is the condition really bad?"

Anxious about potentially having to compensate for massive repair costs + unable to bear the awkwardness hanging in the dark convenience store, I tried to initiate conversation occasionally.

"..."

But each time, I was met with slight dismissal.

"Please wait quietly for a moment."

Or a cold, chilly gaze accompanied by the businesslike response to "please wait quietly."

The cruel reality was that I couldn't say anything about her attitude, which might seem somewhat rude to a third party.

This was a situation I had brought upon myself, so who could I blame?

"Yes..."

All I could do was shrink into the corner, hoping the compensation amount would be reduced even slightly.

So I crouched in the corner of the convenience store, waiting another 30 minutes for the repair and analysis to finish.

Click!!

Click!!

The mechanical sounds that had continued without pause, along with the notification sounds from the control panel, gradually subsided.

The silver-haired store owner, who had been silently watching the numerous "information" displays appearing on the screen, called out to me as I was nodding off in the corner of the convenience store.

"Would you come over here for a moment?"

"Huh!! Oh, yes!!"

I hadn't felt tired at all until coming here, but for some reason, I dragged my somewhat heavy body over.

I slowly approached the repair counter.

"..."

Beep...

As I got close enough to see the control panel, the store owner silently turned off the screen.

'Is the damage really severe...?'

Wondering what kind of damage could be so bad that she'd turn off the panel showing the specific details, I became anxious.

"...Is it very serious? She can be saved(?), right...?"

Like a family member facing a surgeon who just left the operating room, I asked her with a voice full of desperation.

Looking at me silently, the store owner eventually shook her head slightly and said:

"After a thorough analysis, the 'external' damage isn't that serious. You don't need to worry much about 'compensation issues.'"

"...!!!"

Those simple words from her mouth—that the damage wasn't serious and that I shouldn't worry about compensation—transformed all the desperation in my heart into happiness.

"I, thank you so much...!!"

"No, there's no need to thank me. It's because of my inadequate handling that you got involved in this troublesome situation."

I expressed my gratitude for not having to pay compensation, but she not only rejected my thanks but even apologized to me instead. I couldn't help but be moved by her dazzling demeanor.

"It's getting late, so you can go home now. I'll contact you if any issues arise later."

"Oh, alright. Thank you so much...!!"

"...Yes. The streets are dangerous at night, so please get home safely."

After saying goodbye and leaving the convenience store, I could walk home with lighter steps, thinking that the "coin-eating vending machine" incident had been resolved cleanly without any problems.

* * *

The silver-haired "convenience store owner," who had introduced herself as the "motel owner" to the man who was happily leaving, waited until he disappeared from sight.

She removed the "glasses" she had been wearing and began checking the data recorded inside them.

- No entity detected
- No entity detected

"...That's impossible."

Contrary to her expectations, no entity had entered her field of vision within the past hour.

After confirming the blinking results before her and contemplating for a moment, she moved to the repair counter where the simuloid "Biata" was placed.

Beep—

When she pressed the power button on the turned-off control panel, the screen came up with a short signal sound.

- Data download complete. Would you like to view?

On that screen, a message was blinking indicating that the data transfer from the Anise Simuloid (type 6) Biata had been completed.

The information she wanted from Biata's data was just one thing.

Even something trivial would be fine—data related to that being presumed to be a "human male."

An Anise Simuloid, capable of detecting even the movements of tiny insects, would likely have recognized that man's anomalous behavior.

Originally closer to a "combat type" than an "information collection type," Type 6 might have even initiated an attack first, given the reason of surviving in such a dangerous place.

According to her prediction, Biata should have possessed sufficiently meaningful data.

But.

- [               ]: Verification error
- [                 ]: Verification error
- [                 ]: Verification error
- [                        ]: Analysis impossible
- ?????
- ??????
- ????

- Error. Recovery impossible.
- Error. Recovery impossible.
- Error. Recovery impossible.

- Data recovery impossible.
- Cause: Unidentifiable.
- Error.
- Error.
- Error.
- ?????????

Upon checking, all data related to that man had been completely deleted, as if forcibly denied by "something."

She attempted to recover by piecing together the remaining data fragments, but all that appeared on the control panel were numerous question marks and warning messages stating recovery was impossible.

There was no definitive information she could obtain right now to conclude that the man was "not human."

However, there was one data file that remained "intact" to an anomalous degree, despite all other data being erased or destroyed:

- Confirmed existence of a survivor near the location. Presumed to be an 'ordinary human male.'

That was the only file containing the very simple and clear content that the man was analyzed as an "ordinary human."

"..."

Just as she finished checking all the materials and was about to leave her seat,

Screech...

Screeeeech...

An unpleasant noise of something scratching glass began to come from the entrance of the convenience store.

'...Dangerous.'

After confirming the numerous "fingernail marks" scratched on the glass window showing the outside of the convenience store, she hurriedly pressed a button prepared under the counter.

Beep—!!

Grrrk...

She activated the special protective barrier for base defense, completely sealing the interior, then hid in the office located deep inside the convenience store.

'...Haa.'

Inside the dark office, she opened the laptop prepared on the desk and began calmly writing orders to be delivered to her "unit" waiting at the temporary base.

Tap

Tap tap

- Problem situation confirmed.

- Danger level: Unknown (Temporary grade: X)
(High possibility of escalation later)

- Confirmed entity-negation type entity not recorded in Foundation internal documents.

- However, still cannot be certain; multiple possibilities exist that he may simply be an ordinary civilian caught up in the incident.

- As of current time, to prevent excessive casualties and mission failure due to hasty judgment, mission changed to 'personal exploration.'

- Ordering the return of all personnel of unit 'O.R.B.I.T' waiting at external base.

- Will contact later using special receiver prepared inside current 'supply-type base.' Maintain security.

- Additional personnel support deemed unnecessary for the time being.

- Sender: [Bertha].

The convenience store owner—no, Bertha, the leader of the O.R.B.I.T unit who had returned to this "Mimesis supply warehouse" as the only one to respond to Biata's distress signal—closed the laptop and slowly rose from her seat.

She knew well that remaining alone in such a dangerous space without any fire support was tantamount to suicide.

But she had a conviction.

That man, or rather, that entity in the form of a man, was surely the "something" lurking inside the motel that she had reported to the committee—something even the Foundation's superiors didn't know about.

'...But information is still lacking. I'll need more investigation.'

However, there was no concrete "evidence" yet.

Therefore, to execute the exploration plan she had prepared, she waited for the "hounds" that had gathered outside the warehouse, drawn by her "scent," to leave.

Click!!

Click!!

[Special parts installation complete.]

[1 hour until real-time transmission begins.]

Coming out of the office inside the warehouse, she installed something in Biata's eyes on the repair table, and after power was restored to Biata, she "sent her back" exactly as recorded in the data.

* * *

I arrived home with a refreshed feeling, and the place looked brighter than ever before.

Clunk!!

Opening the worn door and throwing myself onto the bed that had previously been occupied by the Albaroid Biata,

Plop...!!

The warm coziness that I couldn't feel when lying on the floor welcomed my body, which was riddled with inexplicable fatigue.

'Ah... so comfortable...'

Moreover, though it might be my imagination, whenever I buried my face in the blanket and pillow, a pleasant... soft... yet somewhat artificial scent tickled my nose.

Anyway, after rolling around on the bed for an hour,

"Mmm..."

Just as I was about to fall completely asleep,

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Someone gently knocked on my door.

"Ugh...? Who... who is it...?"

Of course, I knew well enough that there shouldn't be anyone coming to visit, but at that moment I was intoxicated with drowsiness.

Without any caution whatsoever, I opened the door.

Clunk!!

"...Huh."

Having opened the door without any suspicion,

"Biata, fully returned."

"...Huh???"

Seeing the vending machine that had somehow returned on its own, I couldn't help but faint dramatically.

"Peace—"

Ch.39 - Document 2. Signal.
(Note: This appears to be a flashback episode explaining how Bertha returned to the convenience store after the "Document 1. Mimesis" episode.)

After finishing her report to the committee, Bertha exited Sector 0.

"Sigh..."

Despite her words, her unit lacked the manpower to find any solid leads about the motel.

Support from the Airborne or Special Operations units was nearly impossible to obtain.

Even "Dren" and his former subordinates, who had recently been absorbed into her intelligence unit, refused to follow her orders, blinded by their pursuit of achievements.

She had requested additional support from the committee, but they would likely only send mass-produced simuloids or firepower specialized for entity resistance.

In this situation, where she was the only special personnel available, what she desperately needed was additional manpower.

But no one in the Foundation was listening to her voice.

"...I'm tired."

Bertha felt a deep fatigue at the thought that she alone was working within this vast Foundation branch.

Nevertheless, her position didn't allow her to stop.

She quickly pulled herself together and headed from the sector area to her office located on the upper floor of the building.

* * *

In her quiet, modern office.

Seated in the center, Bertha immediately turned on her computer and began organizing the information collected about the motel during this exploration.

Tap tap

Tap tap tap

The crisp sound of her mechanical keyboard was the only noise filling the office.

Just then, notification messages from her unit members appeared on the screen where she was writing her report.

Ding!!

Ding!!

- This is a report regarding the injured, Bertha.

- Everyone who made contact with the voice of the doll's main body has fallen into a coma.

- Memory erasure attempts using the entity "White Room" have also failed.

- The irregularity levels are very high, with a high possibility of further increase. There's also a chance it could affect the entire unit.

- That concludes the report. What are your orders?

"...Ugh."

Bertha's hands trembled as she read the report.

On her face, usually cold and emotionless, flickered sadness and intense anger at the fact that her subordinates had once again been sacrificed due to her inadequacy.

- Collaborate with the Special Operations unit to find a way to help them recover.

- Regarding the irregularity levels, I'll request isolation rooms under my authority as unit commander. Move everyone there without exception until we find a solution.

- The Airborne unit might try to dispose of them arbitrarily, so maintain strict security for the isolation rooms.

- We must not give up on anyone. Please make every effort to help everyone recover.

The final message she sent was merely her wish.

A personal hope that the only personnel in the Foundation who worked with her would return safely.

"..."

But that sentiment lasted only briefly.

Knowing well that dwelling on emotions wouldn't help, she closed the message screen and refocused on writing her report.

After five hours of silently concentrating on her keyboard and screen...

Beep—!!

Beep—!!

"...What's that?"

A short warning sound rang twice from her personal device on the desk.

"A distress signal?"

Realizing it was a "distress signal" transmitted from somewhere, Bertha quickly checked the loudly beeping device screen.

Beep!!

Beep!!

The sender was unknown, but the "transmission location" was clearly displayed.

"...This place."

And that location was an abandoned "supply warehouse" of the Mimesis Foundation near the motel she had been monitoring.

'Why would a distress signal suddenly come from here...'

This supply warehouse had been deployed when the danger level in the area wasn't as high.

But now, when the area was so dangerous that it was difficult even to approach it, there was no way a Foundation "human" would have entered that warehouse.

Then the sender of this message was most likely a "simuloid" that had been "defending" the supply warehouse.

'...'

While it was certainly an unusual alarm, receiving "rescue requests" from simuloids abandoned in battlefields or locations was too "common" to be considered unusual.

Therefore, she could have ignored this notification without any problem.

"...It bothers me."

But the location, the place where the distress signal was transmitted from, bothered Bertha too much.

She got up from her seat and issued assembly orders to only a few unit members using a private channel.

'I need to check it out.'

* * *

In the center of the city turned to ruins, the temporary tent of unit "O.R.B.I.T" was set up once again.

"Bertha, drone video transmission is good. Would you like to check?"

"...Yes."

Having formed a small elite team and headed here without anyone in the Foundation knowing, Bertha chose the safe option of "drone reconnaissance" since direct approach could be dangerous.

Although the accuracy of information would be lower, it would at least allow them to observe the internal situation.

Whirr...

As Bertha approached the screen, the camera attached to the drone began to show real-time footage of the supply warehouse.

'...No external damage. It doesn't seem like it was attacked by an entity.'

"I'll scan the interior of the warehouse."

But since the internal situation was what mattered, Bertha remained tense.

Along with the unit member's voice saying they would scan the interior of the warehouse, the drone's camera mode changed to "heat detection."

Whirr...

"..."

After the drone flew around several times checking the interior of the warehouse, no heat signatures that could be identified as "human" life forms were detected.

'...Was it just my imagination?'

At this rather anticlimactic result, a light sigh escaped from Bertha's lips, who had thought she might find some clue.

"Good work everyone. Return the drone and let's all head back to Mimesis..."

At that moment, something she hadn't checked occurred to Bertha.

"Bertha? Should we retrieve the drone?"

"No, there's one more thing I need to check first. Please show me the interior of the warehouse with the regular camera."

Following her order, the drone approached the warehouse and showed the interior.

'...It's gone.'

Bertha realized that the "simuloid" that should have been guarding the warehouse interior had disappeared.

"What's the model name of the simuloid deployed inside this supply warehouse?"

"Oh, um, that's..."

At Bertha's urgent voice, the unit member hurriedly pulled up information about the supply warehouse.

"The one deployed in that warehouse is... 'Simuloid Type 6'."

"...!!"

If it was a "Simuloid Type 6," which was designed close to combat specifications, it would have fiercely resisted if an "entity" had invaded.

With the firepower of the weapon "Longinus's Spear" equipped on that unit, the nearby villa complex should have been completely devastated.

However, the warehouse remained intact without any damage, with only the "simuloid" missing.

It was now certain that someone, someone unknown to them, had entered and taken only the simuloid.

Flap!!

"Orders. Everyone wait here. I'll go in myself."

Needing to understand the situation more accurately, Bertha headed to the warehouse with only a few "equipment" items.

* * *

Despite her unit members' attempts to dissuade her, Bertha entered the warehouse interior to find a "clue."

The interior of the warehouse, designed like a convenience store, was maintained much better than she had expected.

Thinking that the simuloid might be located deep inside the warehouse and thus hadn't been detected, Bertha was about to continue her exploration deeper when she noticed a combat robot "T.O.M." lying upside down and shattered.

Whirr...

Whirr...

The body seemed undamaged, but the weapon mounted on it was completely crushed.

However, what surprised her wasn't the damaged armament of T.O.M.

Flutter...

'...A note?'

A "note" placed on the overturned T.O.M.

In this place where not a single human remained, a handwritten note caught her eye.

'...'

After silently and calmly reading the note and understanding its contents, she carefully made a phone call to this "being" who introduced themselves as the "motel owner" to verify the facts.

* * *

After finishing the call, she was even more confused than before.

The man, or rather the being presumed to be a "man," on the other end of the line showed no "reaction" to the "entity identification frequency" transmitted during the first call she made with caller ID blocked.

'He had no reaction to that sound. Is the owner of this phone number... really human?'

In other words, there was a possibility that the being who entered this place was actually "human."

But Bertha knew well that was impossible.

In this place where even she, the commander of Mimesis, didn't know how long she could last, it was obvious that an ordinary human male couldn't survive alone.

'...I need to check for myself.'

Deciding that more detailed verification was necessary, she turned off all the lights in the warehouse and began waiting for that "being" who had taken the simuloid to come here.

Ch.40 - Chapter 37. I've Ended Up With A Roommate(?)
* * *

"No... why... why did you... come back??"

I stammered in confusion as I confirmed that the vending machine I had definitely returned to its owner had somehow walked back on its own.

Biata, with cute body movements that didn't match her expressionless face:

"Confirmation. That was not a question. I recognize you are moved by this unit's perfect return, Master."

"Ma...Master...???"

"Peace─."

She flashed another emotionless peace sign at me.

"Well then, I'll come inside. Peace─."

Before I could say anything to stop her, Biata entered the room with a soft operational hum.

*I don't understand what's happening here at all!??*

At first, I was so confused by this bizarre situation that I meekly let Biata in and closed the door.

*No, this isn't right...!!! I need to send her back...!!*

After coming to my senses watching Biata wandering around my home, I hurriedly searched for the number that had called me and called the Store Manager back.

Ring...

Ring...

"The person you are trying to reach is unavailable. Please try again later."

For some reason, the Store Manager wasn't answering.

Grasping at straws, I sent a message instead.

- This is the motel owner from earlier. The android came back here. Did something happen during the repairs?

As I alternated between staring at my phone screen with no reply and watching Biata sitting demurely in the living room looking around the place, all I could do was wait for an answer that would explain why this strange reunion(?) had occurred.

Ding!

Just as I was anxiously waiting, a message notification sound rang.

I checked the screen to find out what on earth had happened after I left.

- A problem occurred during repairs.

- Therefore, you'll need to take care of this device for the time being.

"...What is that supposed to mean??"

I could only tilt my head in confusion at the incomprehensible response from the Store Manager.

"I detect an increase in your heart rate. This means you are 'confused.' Peace─."

Meanwhile, Biata, having scanned my body, was now checking my heart rate while flashing a fresh double peace sign, different from before.

* * *

According to the Store Manager's message, the "irreparable" errors that occurred with Biata were as follows:

1. Due to an unknown error, her internal data had somehow fixed her workplace from the convenience store to my villa.

2. She still recognized herself as an "X-droid for mating desire fulfillment."

3. For some unknown reason, she recognized me, not the Store Manager, as the "master" of the unit.

To summarize the lengthy message, these were the three main points.

When I asked:
- Is it not possible to change her workplace back to the convenience store?

The answer from the manager was "impossible."

Whether it's because she's a specially manufactured high-tech android, special equipment is needed to modify her data files.

If handled incorrectly, she could really become just a hunk of metal.

When I asked:
- Then can't we turn her off again and leave her at the convenience store?

The answer was that this too was impossible. Why?

Apparently, this android was designed so that once activated, her power cannot be completely turned off.

Therefore, if forcibly returned to the convenience store, the mechanism trying to return to her workplace might actually cause more trouble.

Physically turning her off like before? Please don't even think about it.

With just the impact of being kicked(?), that once businesslike android had transformed into...

"I feel your gaze. Peace─."

...this(?). Who knows what problems might arise if I tried that again.

Anyway, the best choice for now seemed to be living with her until the "special equipment" the Store Manager mentioned arrived, which would take about a month.

"...Sigh."

Realizing I would have to live with a beautiful female android, I took a deep breath to shake off all the random thoughts flooding my mind.

"Biata? Could you come over here for a moment?"

"Yes. Understood."

I called her to the dining table to explain the "rules" she would need to follow in this house.

"Now, Biata. I have a few questions I'd like to ask if that's okay?"

"Yes. Please proceed. Peace─."

After seating Biata at the table, I asked her the question that had been driving me crazy with curiosity.

"Um... why did your way of speaking(?) change...?"

"I do not fully understand your question, Master."

"You know, things like that. The 'peace~' thing, or calling me 'Master.' Why are you doing that...?"

When we first met, and when she tried to pounce on me in the room.

Biata's speech and behavior now were clearly different from back then.

Throwing cute peace signs that didn't match her expressionless face, and generally being more "robot-like" than before.

It's like she had become more "character-like."

Anyway, after I finished asking about my biggest curiosity:

"Ah, I understand now."

Biata, finally comprehending my question, began to answer.

"This speech pattern and these behaviors were learned from materials I discovered before arriving here."

"Ma...terials? What materials?"

"A manga magazine."

"...There was a manga magazine lying around??"

"Yes. I determined that the character traits of the 'expressionless beautiful maid' depicted in the manga within the magazine were most suitable for my appearance and voice."

Whirr...

"Therefore, I set that character's speech patterns and behaviors as the basic foundation of my personality data. Do you think it suits me well?"

"......"

"Pupil dilation, increased heart rate. I confirm a positive response. Peace─."

Biata concluded my reaction was positive even though I hadn't answered.

Seriously. What does she take me for, huh?

...I guess high-performance AI really is quick-witted.

"Yes, anyway, I think that's a sufficient answer..."

"To explain in more detail, to increase the efficiency of my fundamental duty of 'mating desire fulfillment,' I've also added the setting that during mating, I maintain an expressionless face while my body goes wild with pleasure—"

"...That's enough, you perverted android!!!"

Shocked by the lewd android Biata trying to explain all sorts of detailed settings, I had no choice but to forcibly cover her mouth to stop her from continuing.

* * *

After wrestling for quite some time, once Biata's personality setting explanation finally stopped:

"...Listen, Biata. I'm going to explain the rules you must follow here from now on."

"Work regulations? Understood. Peace─."

I began explaining the "rules" that must be followed while living together here to Biata.

The rules were simple:

1. Don't call me Master.

2. Don't attempt to fulfill desires using your body.

3. When I go out to work at the motel, wait quietly at home.

"How about it? Simple, right?"

Thinking these were simple and intuitive rules, I proudly asked Biata if she understood, but...

Biata tilted her head with an expressionless face and asked me:

"The first and second rules are not well understood, Master."

"I said don't call me Master..."

"Based on analysis of your physical responses, Master positively accepts the title 'Master.'"

"...No I don't? Not positive at all?"

Whirr...

"Increased heart rate. Statement determined to be false."

"...Ahem."

"Additionally, the second rule is also incomprehensible. Not processing desires is equivalent to not allowing me to work. The rule itself is invalid. I request modification."

Faced with Biata's relentless questioning, I was finally at a loss for words.

*No, the fundamental premise is wrong... you're not an X-droid...*

Is this what it feels like when illogic becomes too logical?

The basic premise was wrong, but she took that flawed logic as truth.

And when she spoke perfect minor premises related to that truth...

Unable to correct the fundamental premise, I couldn't refute Biata's perfect minor premises.

But if I gave up now, I knew very well what kind of things(?) would happen during our cohabitation, so I didn't give up and started racking my brain.

*Think. Use the people skills you've developed working at the motel to overcome this situation...!!*

As I was trying to answer Biata's perfect but abnormal questions and racking my brain to make her accept my rules...

"...!"

A brilliant idea popped into my head.

"...Unfortunately, I can't do that, Biata."

"I don't understand. Why not?"

"First of all, I prefer a different title to 'Master.'"

"...!!"

"From now on, call me 'Store Manager.'"

First, I resolved the first rule simply by changing the title.

And as for the second rule...

"Confirmed, Store Manager. However, the second rule seems to require modification regardless of the reason..."

"No? It's a perfect rule that doesn't need modification!"

"I don't understand. To fulfill a man's desires, you must necessarily use my body."

"No... 'desires' can be sufficiently fulfilled without doing that."

"Are you saying desires can be fulfilled without using the body?"

At that moment, when the emotion of 'doubt' flashed across Biata's face for the first time, I delivered the decisive blow to break through her perfect minor premise.

"Biata... do you know about 'Pure Love'?"

"...Pure Love?"

"Yes... it's the most beautiful form of mental mating(?) in the world that can fulfill a man's desires without physical relations."

"...!!!"

"I like 'Pure Love.' A lot...!! So, you have an obligation to fulfill my desires in a 'Pure Love' way. Right?"

Whirr...

For a moment, Biata stared at me after hearing my words.

Then she scanned my body to verify if my statement was true.

"Heart rate confirmed. I verify this statement is sincere."

The result was, of course, true.

"Understood. Store Manager desires mental mating in the form of 'Pure Love.' I also understand the second rule. Peace─."

My frontal breakthrough seemed to work, as Biata showed me a fresh peace sign indicating she would follow the rules.

*Phew... This means I won't get jumped(?) while sleeping at home...*

Relieved that I had made her understand the rules, I let out a sigh of relief.

But at that time, I didn't know.

-Confirmed.

-Information insufficient. Beginning to learn about 'Pure Love mating.'

How my small statement had started a misguided "learning" process in the high-performance lewd android Biata, who had been ignorant about Pure Love.

Ch.41 - Chapter 38. Pure Love, Learned Properly. Please Look Forward To It.
* * *

I first needed to get a general understanding of the rules, and now it's time to get some sleep for tomorrow's shift.

However, once again, a problem has arisen...

*Where should she sleep?*

The issue is that there's no suitable place for my new roommate(?), or rather, roombot Biata to sleep.

Obviously, sharing the bed with her is out of the question.

I was already sleeping on the floor when she was unconscious, just to be safe.

Sharing a bed with her while she's awake? Don't even suggest such a thing.

*Since I'm the owner of this place, I should be the one sleeping on the bed...!!*

—That's what my head was saying, but...

"Hmm..."

If I did that, it would somehow feel... uncomfortable.

"Biata?"

"Yes, Store Manager. Please speak."

Right, instead of worrying about it alone, it would be better to just ask her directly.

With that thought, I called Biata to ask for her opinion.

"I need to sleep now for my night shift... where would you like to sleep?"

"Query incomprehensible. I do not require rest. I can operate semi-permanently with minimal food intake."

"You don't need sleep?"

"That is correct."

So that means she only needs to eat meals with me to sufficiently charge her operating energy.

I don't need to worry about finding a place for Biata to sleep or about the electricity bill.

As expected of a high-tech android.

"Pupil dilation and increased heart rate detected. This is the emotion called 'admiration.' I have learned this."

"Could you... stop scanning my body at will?"

"The learned rules did not include a prohibition against periodically scanning the Store Manager's physical condition. Peace—"

"...How logical."

Once again, with her expressionless peace sign, Biata's fact-based response meant I couldn't stop her from scanning my body as she pleased.

"Anyway, I'm going to sleep for tomorrow, so stay quiet. Understood?"

"Acknowledged. Sweet dreams, Store Manager."

Having successfully integrated my new roommate, I returned to bed to get some sleep for tomorrow's shift.

* * *

In the quiet villa room where only soft breathing could be heard.

Biata, who had been staring intently at the Store Manager sleeping soundly on the bed, began to contemplate something.

The (self-proclaimed) perfect super-pretty android Biata was pondering one thing:

"I like Pure Love...!! I like Pure Love, which is mental mating without physical relations!"

She was trying to understand what kind of mental mating form, or "Pure Love," the Store Manager truly desired.

- Information insufficient.

- Information insufficient.

- Unable to reach conclusion.

But naturally, her current data contained woefully inadequate information about "Pure Love."

"Additional learning required. Initiating autonomous learning mode."

Therefore, to perfectly fulfill her duties in this villa room...

To provide her owner, the Store Manager, with perfect "Pure Love mating" to satisfy his desires, she began to move quickly.

Whirrrr...

Her high-performance camera eyes scanned the Store Manager sleeping on the bed.

Then she began searching for "Pure Love" related materials within the house.

- Sleep state: Deep.

- Prediction: Will not wake up for the next 6 hours regardless of circumstances.

- "Pure Love" related material search: Failed.

- Notice: No learning materials exist within this space.

But predictably, there were no "Pure Love" related materials inside the house.

For Biata, whose top priority was to learn about "Pure Love," the mating form desired by the Store Manager as soon as possible...

- Scanning 20km radius, keyword "Pure Love."

- Most suitable location for learning discovered.

- Initiating external exploration from current time.

Without any hesitation, she chose "external exploration" where numerous materials existed.

Whirrr...

Whirrr...

With a soft operating sound, Biata passed by the sleeping Store Manager and reached the front door.

"Then I'll be going now. Peace—"

After briefly greeting the sleeping Store Manager, she opened the front door and went outside.

Clank!!

As she was crossing the quiet villa corridor to go outside...

- WARNING!!

- WARNING!!

- HIGH DANGER LEVEL!!

Red warning messages appeared before the X-Simuloid's eyes.

When she turned her head, something unknown was creeping out from the "corner" at the end of the villa corridor.

- Warning: Entity detected.

- Entity name: Void Hound.

- Danger level: C

Warning messages began appearing before Biata's eyes, along with information about the strange creature blocking her path.

After confirming all this information, Biata—

"Confirmed as information unrelated to mating. Deleting this data."

—As soon as she determined that the data and situation were unrelated to Pure Love,

Without a moment's hesitation, she immediately self-deleted the data.

"Then, I will continue moving."

As she dismissed the situation and turned around with a soft operating sound...

#@#@#$#@!@!!!

The Void Hound, a hungry hunter from the void watching her, let out a bizarre howl and lunged at Biata's exposed back.

Just as the hunter, traversing interdimensional space, instantly approached from behind and was about to bite off the defenseless Biata's neck...

Her eyes, which had been as dark as ink, turned blood red.

- Anise Simuloid (type 6) combat mode activated.

Click.

"Excluded."

BOOM!!

The Entity-annihilating weapon, "Longinus Spear," which had suddenly appeared in Biata's hand, spewed fire.

The "special bullet" that shot out from the massive barrel blew the Void Hound's head apart.

Splat!!

With the sound of flesh bursting, fragments of the hound's head scattered throughout the villa corridor.

Pew!!

Pew!!

After confirming this sight, Biata...

Fired microscopic bullets invisible to the naked eye.

She intercepted all the fragments that were about to scatter across the corridor in mid-air,

Completely annihilating the void hunter to prevent its resurrection.

Grrrr...

Only after confirming that the bizarre body of the headless hound was being sucked back into the corner...

Did Biata's eyes return to their original color.

"...?"

Biata paused to assess the situation.

She tilted her head briefly as she recognized that she had taken combat actions incompatible with her operational purpose of "mating," but...

"Though I don't understand why, I determine that this movement and equipped weapon will aid in 'Pure Love.' I will not delete this data. Peace—"

For some reason, she judged that these combat movements that "excluded" something before her eyes...

And the massive weapons equipped on her arms would be very helpful for practicing Pure Love in the future.

After nodding lightly, she left the villa without hesitation to learn about perfect Pure Love.

* * *

"Mmm..."

Sizzle!!

Sizzle!!

*...?*

Whoosh!!

Splash!!

*What's that delicious smell...?*

What stirred me from my deep sleep for work was the savory, delicious smell of tuna fried rice.

"Hmm...? But who's cooking...?"

"You're awake, Store Manager."

"Biata...?"

"Please take a seat. I've prepared a meal."

The one cooking the fried rice was none other than Biata.

Dressed in an elegant medieval maid uniform that she had obtained from who knows where,

She was setting the table with utensils.

*It's... 10 PM? I slept longer than I thought...*

Anyway, still half-asleep, I was drawn by the delicious smell.

I obediently followed Biata's instructions and took a seat at the table.

Scrape...

After confirming that I was seated at the table, Biata served the fried rice beautifully on a plate and placed it in front of me.

Then she sat down across from me.

Staaaare...

I could feel an uncomfortable gaze from Biata sitting directly in front of me.

Why?

"W-Well then, let's eat..."

Anyway, ignoring that uncomfortable gaze, I picked up my spoon to eat the fried rice Biata had prepared, when suddenly—

Clack!!

Biata quickly snatched my spoon away.

"This is the first Pure Love I've learned, Store Manager."

"...??"

"I will feed you directly. Please say 'aah.'"

After taking my spoon, Biata tried to feed me using her own spoon.

"Ah, no... I can eat by myself..."

"Incomprehensible. Didn't you want Pure Love, Store Manager?"

"...Yes, that's right."

"Then refusing would be contradictory behavior. This is the first stage of Pure Love that I've learned, so please properly say 'aah.'"

Because of what I had said before falling asleep, I couldn't make excuses and opened my mouth.

Biata then put the fried rice into my mouth.

"Munch, munch..."

"Good boy, good boy," she said.

The fried rice was definitely delicious.

But I couldn't focus on the taste because my mind was preoccupied with Biata's behavior, treating me like a child.

The first stage of Pure Love—that phrase bothered me.

Just as I was about to ask what the second stage was, Biata spoke first.

"Making food, feeding you, and saying 'good boy'—this is the first Pure Love I've learned. Are you satisfied?"

"..."

"As per your request, I will strive to demonstrate such 'mental mating' in the future as well."

I don't know what materials she learned this from, but fortunately it didn't seem like she had learned anything strange(?).

*Hmm... she seems to understand perfectly, so maybe I don't need to ask...*

Foolishly, I dismissed my suspicions and let my guard down.

"Yes, this is good. Keep working on 'this kind of thing' in the future. Understood?"

"Yes, acknowledged. Peace—"

I didn't check what kind of content was contained in the numerous "Pure Love" materials she had brought, hidden under her skirt.

Ch.42 - Chapter 39. I Found A Troublesome Customer In The Emergency Stairwell.
* * *

In the dark emergency staircase of the motel.

I was crouched down, desperately sending out calls for help.

"Hello... is anyone out there... someone is trapped in here..."

To understand how I ended up trapped here, we need to go back four hours.

* * *

"Well, I'll be going now, so stay put here."

"Yes, Store Manager."

"I won't stop you from studying 'Pure Love' (?) if you want. Just make sure you do it diligently, okay?"

"Understood. Peace—"

After finishing the "Pure Love meal" Biata had prepared, I firmly instructed her to stay put.

Then I headed to the motel for my shift, right on schedule.

I finished all preparations before noon.

Hoping for another fulfilling day, I waited for the reserved guests to arrive. One hour passed.

"...This is strange."

Two hours.

Then three hours.

"Why... is no one coming??"

By now, at least one person should have visited, but no one came.

*I guess everyone must be busy today...*

It was a bit disappointing that no one was visiting, but everyone has their own things to do, right?

Thinking this to myself, I sat blankly at the counter, staring at the entrance.

*Come on, instead of just sitting here, I should read some other manual.*

Deciding that continuing to space out was a waste of time,

I took out the response manual and management manual from the drawer.

I planned to study any new manuals I hadn't read yet.

*Rather than the response manual... I should start with the management manual, right?*

Since it seemed like no guests would visit today, I put aside the response manual.

Just as I was about to open the management manual first...

Flutter...

"Hm? A note?"

A piece of paper someone had placed inside the Manager's Manual fell out.

*Yesterday, only Lua was left here. Did she leave this behind?*

Thinking it might be a complaint from Lua, who was the last one remaining yesterday, I checked the note's contents.

Surprisingly, the note had nothing to do with Lua, but was about the "emergency staircase."


* Strange sounds keep coming from the emergency staircase.

* They sound like footsteps.

* I would like the Manager to check it personally.

* Please check as soon as possible.

* It's too dark in there.

To summarize briefly, there were strange footstep-like sounds coming from the emergency staircase.

It was a simple complaint asking me to resolve the issue...

"Strange sounds from the emergency staircase? Hmm... maybe a raccoon got in?"

Not understanding what was going on, I got up from the counter and headed to the emergency staircase inside the motel to check the facts.

I knew exactly where the emergency staircase was located.

Right next to the elevator that led to the guest rooms, there was a door clearly marked "Emergency Exit."

When I opened the staircase door and looked inside,

I was greeted by the dark interior of the emergency staircase, with no light except for the emergency lights.

*This is it... they said strange sounds were coming from here? But there doesn't seem to be anyone...*

It didn't look like a place anyone would use unless there was an emergency like a fire, so I couldn't believe footsteps were heard here.

Still, since it was a complaint, to check more thoroughly,

I entered the emergency staircase and "closed the door."

*Oh, now that I think about it, there was something about the emergency staircase in the Manager's Manual... well, it probably doesn't matter.*

So without even reading the manual,

I spent an hour thoroughly examining the pitch-dark emergency staircase interior.

*Ah... there's nothing special here...*

As expected, I didn't find anything unusual inside the staircase.

If I absolutely had to mention what I discovered while checking the staircase:

A human skull with a hole in it.

An unloaded gun.

An empty water bottle.

And a flashlight that wouldn't turn on when I pressed the button, probably due to dead batteries.

Even listing these discovered items, there was nothing particularly strange.

A human skull?

Come on, this is obviously a toy.

What kind of thoughts am I having?

There's no way a real human skull would be here.

As proof... look, see?

Crunch...

It crumbles so easily with just a little pressure from two fingers—how could this possibly be human bone?

Bones aren't made of styrofoam.

Let's save such foolish imaginings about finding real human skulls in emergency staircases

for when we're possessed by some horror game where ghosts jump out at you.

*Anyway... is this enough checking of the staircase?*

I hadn't found anything unusual, nor had I discovered the source of the footsteps mentioned in the complaint.

So I headed back down to the first floor, intending to return to the counter, and tried to open the closed iron door to exit the staircase.

Click.

Click.

*Huh? What's wrong with this?*

Click.

Click.

For some reason, the firmly locked staircase door blocked my way.

"Well, I have no choice but to break it and get out again..."

Breaking through the iron door wouldn't be a big deal,

but thinking about having one more thing to repair, I grabbed the doorknob with regret and started applying force.

So, not much different from when forcibly opening other locked doors, the sound of the metal doorknob being torn off...

Creak...

"...Creak?"

There should be the sound of a 'metal doorknob' being torn off, but??

Creeeak...!!!

"W-wait, the motel w-wall...!!!"

The moment I tried to tear off the staircase's iron door,

seeing the concrete powder flowing down from the wall and the entire motel wall where the door was embedded starting to tear off,

I had no choice but to hastily let go of the doorknob.

*No... this isn't right, why is the building wall so weak...*

Repairing a door would be one thing, but having an entire wall tear off is different.

It would cost a lot to repair, and more importantly, it could cause safety issues for the guests.

*...This is bad, how am I going to get out now?*

Given the situation, all I could do was wait for someone outside to open the locked emergency exit.

* * *

And so, the scene returns to me crouching in front of the door, desperately calling for help.

"Really... is no one coming today..."

I've lost track of how many hours I've been waiting.

I wasn't particularly tired or exhausted,

but the fact that I only had two choices—either break the wall and get out, or sit and wait for rescue that might never come—was slowly making me depressed.

"Sigh... do I really have to break the wall..."

As I was seriously considering just tearing apart the staircase wall with my own hands and going outside, despite the repair costs...

Thump...

Thoong...

"...?"

Thump...

Thoong...

"What's that sound?"

From the upper staircase, I could hear something bouncing rhythmically.

"Is someone there?"

When I called out toward the upper floors from where I was sitting on the first floor, the rhythmic sound that seemed to pause briefly soon began to grow louder.

Thump...

Thoong...

Something, or more precisely, "someone" at the top of the staircase was definitely approaching me.

Since I couldn't identify exactly what it was, I waited for whatever was upstairs to come down here.

Thump...

Thoong...

Eventually the sound stopped, and someone who had stopped half a floor above the first floor

began to peek their head out and look down at me, who was sitting still in place.

*Ah... it's too dark... who is that??*

As I mentioned earlier, no light enters this emergency staircase.

The only light source is the emergency lights indicating floor numbers and exit locations.

Because of this, I couldn't see the face of the guest(?) who suddenly appeared from the upper floor.

*Wow... those eyes are really... bright...*

The only thing I could make out was...

Eyes so bright they could be believed to be floating in the darkness...?

Anyway, to determine whether this person who had entered the dark emergency staircase was a familiar guest coming to rescue me,

or a troublemaker who had entered the motel while I was away from the counter, like that rude old man from before,

I slowly got up and tried to climb half a floor up.

"Are you a guest? It's too dark to see your face, so please wait until I come up to you..."

Thump...

Thoong...

"...What?"

The moment I approached to check their face,

the mysterious guest had already moved up another half floor, peeking their head out at a bizarre angle to look down at me.

It seemed like they were taunting me, trapped here, so

"...Guest, this is problematic. You need to let me see your face."

Once more, with patience, I climbed up another half floor.

Thump...

Thoong...

But again, as if teasing me, the mysterious guest moved up another half floor.

"..."

Seeing how they seemed to be escaping from me, the Manager,

after some thought, I could clearly identify who this guest was.

"I see... so you're the one who came into the motel's emergency staircase without permission and made those footstep sounds...!!"

This mysterious guest wasn't an ordinary reserved guest coming to rescue me.

They were the source of the noise in the emergency staircase, a "troublemaker" who had entered the motel while I was away.

"Stay right there. I'm coming to catch you...!!"

Ch.43 - Chapter 40. Sigh... I'll Let It Slide Just This Once, Okay?
***
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Motel Management Manual Item 6.

On the first page of that manual, the following content exists:

6. Emergency Exit and Emergency Staircase Management.

* Below is a page summarizing how to manage emergency exits and emergency staircases located inside the motel. New motel managers 'must' familiarize themselves with this content 'first and foremost'.

* If you find 'notes' with the following content at the lobby counter or inside guest rooms during your shift, dispose of them immediately.

- Strange sounds keep coming from the emergency staircase.
- They sound like footsteps.
- I would like the manager to check it personally.
- Please check as soon as possible.
- It's too dark in here.

* We emphasize: When you find such notes, they are not normal complaints, so be sure to dispose of them. You must never go to check that place.

* The sounds coming from there are not 'footsteps'. Remember this.

* If you disregard the previous instructions and head to check the emergency staircase, be sure to bring the following 'items':

- A water bottle filled with water
- A fully loaded revolver with 6 bullets
- A flashlight

* If you have gathered all the mentioned items, please proceed to the section below to familiarize yourself with the action guidelines.

* One. Always check from the top floor first.

* Two. Every time you come down one floor, no matter what happens, be sure to drink water.

- However, if you shine your flashlight into the water bottle and unknown 'insect larvae' crawl out, do not drink the water.

* Three. If you feel like something is 'watching' you, it's not just a feeling, so you must never look back. Someone will be looking at your back.

* If you've followed all the previous instructions but still can't reach the first floor, or if the first floor emergency exit doesn't open:

* Unfortunately, there is no way to escape to the outside.

* 'It' will be watching you from half a floor above you 'forever'.

* In 'that place', you can neither catch any being nor escape from it. Thank you for your hard work.

***

"Oh, so you're the owner of those footsteps(?). Stay right there, I'll catch you."

Someone had put a complaint in my manual saying "footsteps are heard from the emergency staircase."

Having accidentally discovered the cause of that complaint, I completely forgot that I was trapped in the emergency staircase.

I began to stride purposefully toward whatever was standing half a floor above, staring at me.

As I climbed up half a floor with 'quick steps' to grab the arm of the troublesome guest and apprehend them, at that moment.

Thud...

Thoong...

"Huh...??"

Once again, footsteps echoed inside the stairwell, and somehow the troublemaker had moved up another half floor.

"Hehehe... Are you mocking me now... It would be better for you to stay still...?"

Thud...

Thoong...

After warning once more, I climbed up half a floor faster this time.

But again, with another peculiar echoing footstep.

The troublesome guest was standing exactly 'half a floor above' me.

"......"

As I stood half a floor up, watching this mockery, a 'memory' from before I fell into this place began to freshly bloom in my mind.

That memory was of playing tag with my only 'friend', using the entire neighborhood as our field.

The memory of childhood when we ran with all our might, incomparable to mere 'quick steps'...

That beautiful game where we caught each other and were caught by each other... I really loved it.

Anyway, if you're wondering why I'm suddenly talking about this?

"Phew......"

Because from now on, I'm going to run at full speed to catch that troublesome guest.

It's no longer just about catching the troublemaker; it's a matter of my pride.

With my friend, our tag record was a close 51 to 50.

If I can't catch this troublemaker too,

I'll become a loser of the era who can never sleep or eat again.

'You dare mock me? I'll definitely catch you...!!!'

With blazing eyes, I stared at the guest standing half a floor above.

The guest seemed to sense something too, as their body trembled slightly, visible even in the darkness.

But it was already too late for regrets.

"...Phew."

Crunch...

After positioning myself like a track athlete about to sprint,

KWAAANG!!!

With a sound so loud it could be mistaken for a gunshot echoing in the stairwell, I gained momentum.

Thud...

Tho...??

"Hey, too slow. At that rate, you can't climb up [half a floor]?"

In an instant, I leaped behind the black figure.

"...!!"

Whoosh...!!

I thought I had caught them so easily, but the troublesome guest, perhaps experienced in causing trouble here, wouldn't be caught so easily.

Despite my leap behind them, they somehow evaded my hands and eyes and were standing half a floor above again.

"...Hooh."

As I watched this intently, for the first time since playing tag with my friend,

A burning 'competitive spirit' filled with determination to catch that guy began to flare up.

"Fine, it wouldn't be fun if you were caught easily. Go ahead and run...!!"

"...!??"

Thud...

Perhaps understanding my warning and becoming scared, the troublesome guest tried to move first this time.

But there was no way I would miss such a 'slow' movement.

"Hup...!!"

With a shout, before the guest's feet could leave the floor,

I once again began climbing the stairs at full speed.

Tudadadada!!

"...?????"

My footsteps, like gunshots, completely drowned out the guest's peculiar footsteps.

The guest, who had been staring at me from 'half a floor' above, seemed to realize something was wrong,

Turned around and hurriedly began to flee up the stairs.

Thud!!

Todo...thud...!!

"Hahaha!! Are you running away!! Yes, that makes it more fun...!!!"

"...!!!!"

"That's what tag is about(?)...!!!"

"...!????"

And so the thrilling 'tag game' with the troublesome guest continued.

1st floor, 2nd floor, 3rd floor, 4th floor, 5th floor...

1st floor, 2nd floor, 3rd floor, 4th floor...

1st floor, 2nd floor, 3rd floor...

1st floor, 2nd floor...

1st floor...

For some reason, it continued intensely(?) in the never-ending emergency staircase.

How can there be so many stairs in a building with only 5 floors?

'Not my problem'.

Right now, as I'm genuinely enjoying this fun game of tag,

It's only natural that I don't have time to worry about this 'minor' phenomenon of seemingly endless stairs, isn't it?

Thoong...!!

Thoong...!

Thoong...

After running for who knows how long, just as my body was properly warming up and I was about to begin the chase in earnest,

The guest running ahead seemed to be getting tired, as their escape speed was gradually decreasing.

And so, the time had finally come to end this long, long chase.

...Although it was a shame to end something so fun so soon.

Thuck!!

Since time was of the essence, I reluctantly leaped in front of the desperately fleeing troublesome guest,

Blocking their [escape route].

"...!???"

Unable to believe they had not only been caught up to but completely overtaken,

I could see the body of the guest hidden in darkness trembling.

...Hmph, this is clearly my victory. And I wasn't even being serious.

Anyway, now that I've caught them, it's time to check the guest's identity.

"You troublesome guest...!! Let me see that shameless fa—"

Flaraak!!

Flarak!!

"...ce?"

As I grabbed the shoulder of the cornered guest to see their face, which was hard to make out in the darkness,

Suddenly, a pair of giant moth wings unfurled from behind the guest.

'Wh-what is this....'

As I was startled by the giant wings, from the long, fluffy 'antennae' protruding from the guest's forehead,

A bright light began to pour out like an LED lamp.

"Bruuu..."

"M-moth lady...??"

"Bruuu...!!"

Eventually, a cute-looking 'moth lady' wearing a pitch-black kimono appeared before my eyes in the station.

***

My first impression upon facing the moth lady, who was fluttering her giant moth wings and illuminating my face with her glowing antennae, was:

"Wow, sh... That's awesome."

I couldn't help but exclaim in admiration at the incredible quality of her 'cosplay'.

'How did she manage such a high-level cosplay...?? Wow... I can't believe it... I'd believe it if someone said she was a real moth lady(?).'

"Bruuu..."

After being lost in admiration of the awesome moth lady cosplay for 15 seconds,

'Ah... this isn't the time.'

I hurriedly came to my senses and returned to my role as motel manager, beginning to scold her.

"You!!"

"Bru!??"

"You're not even a guest here, you can't be jumping around like this!! People are complaining!!"

"B-bruuuu..."

As I scolded her harshly, the fluffy antennae on her forehead drooped in sync with her emotions.

Still, she definitely wasn't as shameless and rude as that old man who came last time.

"Sigh... I'll let it go just this once, but don't do it again. Understand?"

"Bruuu..."

"If you want to come here again, don't sneak around in the emergency staircase like today, but make a proper reservation."

"...Bruuu."

After apprehending the 'guest in moth cosplay',

Or in short, the 'Moth Guest',

"Now, let's get out of here together..."

"Bruuu...?"

"Oh, right. I was trapped here, wasn't I??"

I just then remembered the fact that I was trapped in the stairwell.

Ch.44 - Chapter 41. Are You A Customer ... Too?
* * *

"...Oh right. I'm currently trapped, aren't I?"

Right after the wild running competition with The Moth Guest ended, I finally realized that I was trapped inside the Emergency Staircase.

*Wait... what floor am I on...?*

First, I needed to assess the situation.

Since we'd been running up so much, I thought the floor number would have changed, so I looked up to check.

*...What? It's the first floor?*

For some reason, the floor where I caught The Moth Guest...

Was the "first floor," the same floor where I had initially tried to tear down the wall.

*I must have chased(?) the Guest and somehow ended up back on the first floor... Sigh, I wasn't paying attention again. I should reflect on this...*

Well, even before transmigrating to this place.

I often experienced the illusion of endless stairs.

And without thinking, I'd climb stairs only to find myself back on the first floor.

*Right, my friend used to call me a blockhead who gets lost in stairwells...*

I dismissed it as nothing unusual.

First, I checked the doorknob to see if the door was still locked, hoping someone other than The Moth Guest might have entered the motel and left it open.

Click!!

Click!!

But as expected, the emergency door remained firmly locked.

*This is bad... I might be fine, but I can't keep the Guest trapped in here forever...*

"Sigh... I have no choice..."

"Bruu...?"

Finally, I prepared to make the decision I had to make as the Manager of this motel.

Of course, breaking and repairing the wall would cost a lot, but we couldn't live here forever with The Moth Guest.

So, with a light deep breath.

Clunk...

I gripped the firmly locked doorknob.

"Hnngh!!!"

"...Bruu?"

Crack!!!

"...Ppuuu!??"

I was about to tear out the entire wall with the emergency door to escape...!!

"Ppuuuuu!?!"

"...??"

—Just as I was about to, The Moth Guest, who had suddenly clung to my arm.

Let out a pathetic scream(?) like a frightened prairie dog and urgently grabbed my arm as I tried to tear down the wall.

"Bruu... buuuu..."

As if telling me not to break this place, The Moth Guest looked at me with two pleading compound eyes.

I don't know what she had been doing here secretly, but perhaps she had grown attached to this dark space.

The sight of The Moth Guest desperately trying to stop me from tearing out the entire wall was quite desperate.

"But... there's no other way for us to get out of here..."

"Buuuuu..."

"Look, no matter how much you look at me with those eyes..."

I had already checked if the emergency exits on other floors were open.

Every single one was locked, making it impossible to exit through other floors.

Therefore, at this moment, the best way to escape from this dark and stuffy emergency staircase.

Was obviously to tear out this fragile concrete wall and iron door with my bare hands.

But even after I explained all this simply enough for The Moth Guest to understand.

"Bu-buuuuu..."

"No, I'm telling you we need to get out of here...??"

"Buu... bruuu..."

"I've explained it again, but there's no other way..."

For some reason, The Moth Guest's determination to stop me showed no signs of diminishing.

After struggling for quite some time.

"Then do you have another way...? If not, I'll have no choice but to forcibly tear down this wall...??"

When I, unable to delay any longer, told The Moth Guest that 'I would forcibly tear down the wall.'

"...Ppuu."

With even more pleading compound eyes staring at me, The Moth Guest turned away from me and approached the door.

Click.

Clack.

After fiddling with the doorknob a few times.

Clunk!!

She casually opened the emergency exit that had been firmly locked.

"Huh? It opened...??"

"...Bruuu."

"H-how did you do that? It was definitely locked tight...??"

Surprised that the firmly locked door had opened, I asked her.

But The Moth Guest, seemingly disappointed about something, covered her compound eyes with drooping antennae and gave no answer.

"Well anyway, now that the door is open... let's head outside."

"..."

"And remember. From now on, you need to make proper reservations. Understood?"

"...Bruu."

After I stepped out of the Emergency Staircase first.

"Now, you should come out too and either make a room reservation, or since it's getting late, head home..."

When I turned around to look at the open emergency staircase door, The Moth Guest had already disappeared.

Ah, she hadn't fled back into the stairwell.

To be safe, I left the lobby emergency door open and checked all the way to the top of the stairs again.

But this time, there really was no one there.

I was truly relieved that she wasn't like the old man who visited last time, ignoring me as the Manager and doing whatever he wanted.

*Those compound eyes... wings... antennae... that 'moth yokai woman' cosplay was seriously amazing... I wonder if she'll visit again...?*

With a bit of selfish hope to see that cosplay again, I silently wished for another visit from her.

Then I returned to the motel lobby counter.

* * *

When I checked the time after returning to the counter, I realized quitting time was approaching.

*It's already 5:30?? How long was I in there...*

Despite not having done much, it was already time to leave.

Rather than feeling "happy" about being able to slack off and go home.

I felt somewhat regretful that I hadn't used the day more productively.

Still, the fortunate thing was that not a single guest had visited today.

Thanks to that, even though the unfortunate incident of me being trapped in the emergency staircase while away from the counter had occurred.

It had no impact on the motel's reputation or the guests' (heroines') favorability.

*Sigh... nothing I can do about it.*

Knowing well that time once passed never returns, no matter how much you regret it.

I put aside my regrets and began preparing to close up for the day.

*...It's a bit awkward to close up now with the time remaining. Should I clean the lobby a bit?*

There were still 30 minutes left until the closing time of 6 PM.

Wanting to do something productive, I.

Got a broom and dustpan from the lobby storage and began sweeping the lobby floor.

Swish...

Swish...

After mindlessly cleaning the lobby for 29 minutes, enjoying the sound of the broom sweeping across the floor.

Tick.

Tock.

Just as the hour, minute, and second hands pointed exactly to "5:59:00".

Creeeeak...

"...???"

Someone, no, "something" opened the motel door right before closing time and entered the lobby.

* * *

Normally, when sitting at the counter to attend to guests, there's quite a distance between the counter and the motel entrance.

For me to see a guest's appearance, they need to approach the counter.

But right now, I wasn't sitting at the counter waiting for guests, but cleaning the lobby for closing.

Because of that, I happened to be near the entrance and.

Immediately came face to face with the mysterious guest who entered exactly at "5:59:00".

"Who... are you...?"

I couldn't help but be startled by the guest's appearance, or more precisely, the "black panther" that suddenly opened the motel door and entered.

* * *

Grrrr...

The black panther let out a low, deep growl, surveying the lobby fiercely with its glowing yellow eyes.

And as I stared blankly at the black panther.

Rather than the obvious question of whether this creature was a guest.

The first question that popped into my mind was, *'Huh? Why isn't it running away...??'*

You might think it's a strange question to ask when facing a predator like a panther.

But for me, that question wasn't strange at all.

That's because, until now, most large predators I encountered would run away with their tails between their legs.

Because of that, whenever I visited the zoo.

The only animals I was allowed to see were small ones like penguins or capybaras.

"Coochie coo, kitty(?) come here?"

Excited at the thought of seeing such a large feline predator up close, I.

Called to the black panther as if calling a stray cat.

Grrrr...

After growling and being wary of me for a while, the black panther.

Eventually approached me slowly and began sniffing my hand.

Sniff sniff

Sniff sniff

*Wow... amazing...*

After this cute(?) standoff with the black panther continued for a minute.

Just as it seemed to be lowering its guard, and I reached out to pet its head.

Swish...

The panther briefly turned its head to look at the clock.

Lick...

Then it licked my outstretched hand once.

Tap tap tap...

And just like that, it left the motel.

*Ah... what a shame... I could have petted it...*

After spending a minute regretting the sudden disappearance of the black panther.

"Come to think of it... why did it suddenly enter and leave the motel...??"

Only then did the question of why the black panther had suddenly appeared begin to rise in my mind.

Ch.45 - Chapter 42. I Understand, This Is Cheating.
***

[Warning: We inform you that the responsibility for not reading this guidebook or not following its instructions precisely lies with the manager themselves.]
[Table of Contents: Guest Reception Methods by Time.]

* 12:30 PM
* 2:00 PM
* 3:00 PM
* 3:34 PM
* 5:30 PM
* 5:59 PM

[5:59 PM]

* 5:59 PM is when a very 'special' Customer visits.

* The Manager must thoroughly understand the items below and respond according to the following conditions.

1. If a 'human' visits:

* This section outlines how to respond when a 'female' with brown skin, tall height of around 170cm, black hair, and wearing a dancer's outfit made of gold thread visits.

* For this Customer, there are no special precautions regarding room assignment or Room Service.

* She occasionally practices 'dancing,' so it is recommended to assign a room at the Manager's discretion.

* However, when facing this Guest at the counter, you must not tell any 'lies' during your conversation with her.

* Remember, in front of this Guest, you must speak only the 'truth.'

2. If 'something' other than a human visits at this time:

* If something other than a human visits during this time period, the Manager must understand the following items.

* If a golden parrot visits, it means 'arriving soon.' Please wait until the Guest arrives.

* If a black panther visits, there is something outside the motel.

* It signals that something is very close to the motel exterior.

* Warning: On this day, you must not clock out or return home.

* There are no exceptions to this rule.

───

"Aha! Great, I understand perfectly!"

As soon as the mysterious black panther left, I returned to the counter and read the response manual.

I was busy praising myself for perfectly understanding this complicated content.

To summarize, that panther that came in at exactly 5:59:00 is indeed a Guest.

To be precise, it seems like a companion beast(?) belonging to this dancer Guest mentioned here.

I'm not sure why it just came in, licked its paw once, and immediately left, but...

Anyway, aside from that question, I understood the content written in that section 'perfectly.'

"Well then, time to clock out!"

After roughly checking the manual, I started preparing to leave.

Oh, that part in the manual saying not to go home on days when the black panther visits?

I just checked the "do not return home" part without reading the context before and after.

I didn't like it, so I just ignored it.

For someone like me who values work-life balance highly,

Not being able to 'clock out' just because it's written in a manual, rather than at a Guest's request, is unacceptable.

'How dare a mere manual try to control the Manager's right to clock out? Unthinkable, indeed.'

Anyway, nodding to myself, I wrapped up my not particularly fulfilling third day of work.

***

After closing the motel, I took one last look at the lobby and then—

Creeeeak...

—opened the old motel door and stepped outside.

Today again, the refreshing early morning air greeted me warmly.

"Well then, time to head home!"

Though it wasn't particularly a fulfilling day, I started walking home slowly with hopeful thoughts that tomorrow would be different.

Thud.

Thud.

Maybe it was my imagination, but my footsteps seemed unusually loud today.

Since it wasn't particularly concerning, I dismissed it and continued walking, when suddenly—

Thud.

Thud.
Click.

Among my heavy footsteps, something clicking once mixed in.

"...Is someone there?"

Wondering if someone might be behind me, I turned around.

Naturally, there was no one there.

"Well, must have heard wrong."

Thinking I had misheard the footsteps, I dismissed it and started walking home again.

Thud.

Thud.

How long had I been walking?

I was now far from the motel, just needing to follow the straight path to reach home.

Thud.

Thud.
Click.

Thud.
Click.
Click.

Once again, something discordant began to mix with my heavy footsteps.

"...What's that? I definitely heard it this time."

Convinced I had truly heard someone's footsteps this time, I turned around.

"Huh...? Who... is that...?"

In the distance, someone snow-white was standing still, staring at me intently.

They were at least 200 meters away so I couldn't make out their face.

But the faintly visible long hair vaguely suggested the person was 'female.'

"...Hmm."

Since we might be going the same way, and it being nighttime, they might be keeping their distance.

I put aside my uneasy feelings and started walking along the straight path again.

Thud.
Click.

Thud.
Click.

Thud.
Click.

After walking for a while in silence, focusing on the footsteps for about three minutes toward the Villa Complex...

'...It really seems like they're following me??'

Now truly convinced someone was following me, I turned around again.

Sure enough, the mysterious woman in snow-white clothes was still standing about 200 meters away, staring at me intently.

"Hmmmm..."

Moreover, when I turned and stared back without looking away,

She twisted her head eerily, matching my gaze and staring at me even more intently.

'That confirms it... she's been following me since the motel.'

After seeing that, I was finally certain that this mysterious woman had been following me for quite some time.

'Hmm... but why is she following me? Is she a Guest?'

Still, I couldn't understand 'why' she was following me.

Could she be one of the Guests who was supposed to visit today?

Did she arrive while I was trapped on the staircase with The Moth Guest, and was waiting outside the motel for me to return to the counter?

'Hmm... I don't know...'

Even after pondering for a while, I couldn't think of any reason why this woman would follow me.

So I made a choice.

"Well, can't be helped. Then I'll just..."

Growl...

"Go up and ask her directly, right?"

If I didn't understand the reason, I'd just approach and ask directly.

Thump!!

Using the concrete road as a foothold, I lightly jumped up.

In an instant, I leaped behind the mysterious woman who had been following me.

Thinking she might be startled, I very politely tapped her shoulder before asking my question.

Tap.

Tap.

"Excuse me."

"...?"

"You've been following me for a while now. Is there something I can help you with...?"

"...!??"

At that moment, the mysterious woman realized that I, who had been walking 200 meters ahead,

Was suddenly standing behind her.

"KYAAAAAAAA!!!!"

With a scream full of shock and terror, she ran away into the distance.

"...Wait, um, what?"

I didn't mean to frighten her, so why...?

Was my voice, which I thought was polite, somehow intimidating?

Unable to understand why she was so frightened, I tilted my head in confusion,

Blankly watching the mysterious woman flee into the distance.

I could catch up to her right now if I ran after her, but...

"Well, if she follows me again, I'll ask her then..."

Feeling somewhat hurt by her terrified scream, I trudged back toward home.

***

Arriving at the villa with drooping steps.

"Sigh... I'm home..."

Opening the door with a deep, tired sigh,

Whirr...

Whirrr...

With a soft operational sound, Biata came to greet me at the entrance.

"Welcome home, Store Manager. Would you like dinner first? Or perhaps a bath?"

"...??"

"Or perhaps... me?"

She greeted me with a strange pose, trying to seduce me(?).

"...What is that?"

"While you were away from work, I learned a new 'Pure Love' approach. Peace—"

Still maintaining her strange seductive pose, Biata flashed me a cute double peace sign.

Her expression remained emotionless as always.

But her sparkling eyes were staring at me intently, as if asking for praise for the Pure Love approach she had learned.

"Do you like it? Peace—"

But today, though nothing particularly bad had happened, I felt extremely tired for some reason.

Wanting to fall asleep right away, I said:

"Yeah... good job... but I just want to rest a bit... show me again tomorrow..."

After roughly praising Biata, who was flashing peace signs with her expressionless face,

I threw myself onto the bed without even changing my clothes.

"...Zzzzz."

And so, leaving behind Biata who had many more Pure Love moves to show, I fell into a deep sleep.

***

Looking at the "Store Manager" who had fallen into such a deep sleep that they wouldn't notice if someone carried them away,

Biata, without realizing it herself, was slowly scanning the body of the Store Manager who had collapsed onto the bed.

Whirr...

Whirrrrr...

- Scanning in progress.

- ?????? levels high.

- Warning!! Contamination levels high!!

- Warning!! Contamination levels extremely high!!

Suddenly, numerous warning messages appeared before her eyes again.

Warning messages indicating that the Store Manager was 'contaminated' by something.

However, Biata had previously deleted all data unrelated to 'Pure Love.'

Therefore, she had no way of knowing what the Store Manager was contaminated with.

"Incomprehensible. Beginning inference."

So she began to infer what the Store Manager was 'contaminated' with based on the numerous 'unknown materials' she had read while they were away.

And using the fact that they fell asleep without any reaction despite her seduction, she reached a conclusion...

"Inference complete. Confirmed. This is 'infidelity.' The Store Manager is 'contaminated' with pheromones from other 'female bitches.'"

That conclusion was that the Store Manager had been unfaithful to her with someone else.

"Confirmed. The Store Manager's behavior of cheating on me outside, and the pheromones of other female bitches are deemed obstacles to 'Pure Love.'"

Biata slowly mounted the Store Manager, who was soaked in the pheromones of 'other female bitches,' and quietly announced:

"Beginning purification process."

Ch.46 - Chapter 43. Next Time, I Will Never Fail.
* * *

Anise Simuloid (type 6).

There are two methods for this simuloid model to reduce contamination levels detected by its sensors.

One is to use its exclusive weapon, the "Longinus Spear," which boasts overwhelming firepower to completely obliterate contaminated areas and entities.

The other is "liquid nanomachines" that are sprayed on targets deemed purifiable without using firearms.

The liquid contains nanomachines that absorb "contaminants" and serves as a non-lethal purification device.

Its viscosity is close to that of human saliva.

Normally, this function is installed for rescuing and treating "civilians" with low contamination levels and potential for recovery, but...

With her data completely reset and all anomaly-related data self-deleted, Biata couldn't possibly know that.

Biata first discovered this function when she was left alone in this old villa complex.

When the Store Manager hadn't returned to his post and was supposedly cheating outside with other females (presumed).

While studying numerous materials hidden in the folds of her skirt.

Biata analyzed the viscosity of a slight "mucus" that suddenly discharged through a hole that appeared at her fingertip.

"Analysis complete. This liquid has viscosity close to human saliva. I've discovered a useful function. Peace—."

After determining it would be very useful for performing "Pure Love," she immediately modified the nanomachines' pathway from being discharged at her fingertips to the unit's "oral parts."

To be more specific, she modified herself to discharge them from her "tongue," "mouth," and "throat."

* * *

And now, back to the present, after completing her modifications and quietly waiting for the Store Manager's return.

She was now attempting to "purify" the Store Manager who had returned with other females' pheromones(?) on him, ignoring her.

Whirr

Whirrr.

With a smooth joint operation sound, Biata climbed onto the bed without hesitation.

- WARNING!! HIGH CONTAMINATION LEVEL!!

- WARNING!! HIGH CONTAMINATION LEVEL!!

- IMMEDIATE EVACUATION OF AREA RECOMMENDED!!

The closer she got to the Store Manager lying on the bed, the more warning messages appeared before Biata's eyes, but—

"What a pathetic interference. I will purify the 'pheromones' immediately."

—she casually ignored all the messages appearing before her.

Then, she began to unhesitatingly remove the clothes of the soundly sleeping Store Manager from the top down.

Rip!!

Riiiip!!

First, the upper body.

As she undid the buttons of his shirt, soaked in sweat, pheromones(?), and acrid dust.

Her visual sensors detected a six-pack on his toned abdomen and compressed muscles bulging in the Store Manager's arms.

"Scan complete. What an... amazing body."

Faced with this overwhelming physique that she couldn't even find in the materials she had studied,

Biata froze for a brief moment.

Whirr

Whirrr...

"...Adaptation complete. I will resume 'purification.'"

Such a minor shock was not enough to stop the lewd-roid Biata's "Pure Love."

Whirr—

Just as she was about to move actively again with another smooth operational sound.

Swish—

"!"

The Store Manager, who should have been asleep, slowly opened his eyes and sat up.

* * *

Suddenly opening his eyes and looking around,

Biata then noticed the Store Manager staring directly at her.

"You're awake, but please remain as you are. I will continue the purification."

Far from being flustered, she greeted him with remarkably calm composure and tried to continue the "purification."

"It's Bee—ata."

With a blank expression that didn't match at all, she stuck out her tongue, slick with nanomachines.

Just as she was about to burrow into the Store Manager's broad chest and begin the "purification process" of coating his entire body with her pheromones (nanomachines),

"...What's this, another dream?"

Incomprehensible mutterings from the Store Manager's mouth were detected by her audio sensors.

"Strange, is it already time for another 'lucid dream'...?"

"...?"

"No... it feels too exhausting to be a dream..."

At the Store Manager's voice, which seemed to mistake this for something unreal, she temporarily halted her purification work.

Then, just as she briefly raised her head to check the Store Manager's physical condition,

"Beginning scan...?"

"Mmm..."

Grab!!

Suddenly, the Store Manager seized Biata's arm with unbelievable strength and pulled her into his embrace.

"—!"

"Snooore..."

Hugging Biata tightly like a body pillow, he fell back into a deep sleep.

* * *

Whether by coincidence or by the Store Manager's design,

Biata suddenly found herself nestled in his arms.

"I've been embraced. The Store Manager's body temperature is higher than expected. I'll make note of this."

But she remained unfazed.

After all, a mere hug was bland compared to the Pure Love depicted in the materials she had studied.

Of course, being "forcibly hugged in a half-asleep state" was a variable even she hadn't anticipated.

So while nestled in his arms, carefully analyzing possible scenarios following this variable,

"I've confirmed it. This isn't bad in its own way."

She actually reached the positive conclusion that this was an "opportunity."

No matter how unhesitating Biata was in pursuing Pure Love, before beginning the "purification process,"

Her data had raised one slight question:

- The Store Manager is currently in deep sleep.

- Proceeding with purification process.

- Query: Can performing "purification" during sleep be considered Pure Love?

- ...Answer unavailable.

Biata's response to this question was, for the first time, "negative."

She knew well that the Store Manager would not consider this Pure Love.

However, since this was just a minor issue,

'Since it's my first time too, let's call it even.'

—or—

'It's the Store Manager's fault. You tempted me with that body.'

—and so on, she had planned to somehow handle it with slightly forced reasoning.

Biata had pushed the answer to that question far into the future.

But now, in this moment, with the Store Manager holding her in his arms,

'This isn't Pure Love!!'

'Objection. The Store Manager also enjoyed this act. As evidence, aren't you holding me tightly in your arms?'

'Is that so? Wow! It is Pure Love! Great! Continue the purification(?)!'

'Understood. Peace—.'

—she was confident she could reach such a scenario.

In other words, this situation was truly an "opportunity" for her.

However, there was another variable she hadn't anticipated:

"Resuming purification process—"

Whirr.

Whirr.

One was that her embraced position was a "back hug," making it impossible to use her tongue for purification.

"—cannot proceed. My body cannot move."

And another was that Biata's physical specs weren't high enough to escape from the hug of an ordinary human like the Store Manager.

Whirr—!!

Whirrr—!!

"Please loosen your grip a little, Store Manager. I cannot move at all like this."

Whirrr—!!

Whirrr—!!

"Store Manager— Store Manager—."

In contrast to her monotone voice trying to wake him, Biata's body was violently struggling to turn around.

But her weak and pathetic drive parts couldn't possibly overcome the arm strength of an ordinary man.

After calling the Store Manager for quite some time and struggling to break free,

"...Shutting down functions."

Biata had no choice but to stop thinking and abandon all her plans.

* * *

"...Mmm."

Time passed quickly to 10 PM.

I woke up just in time for my shift at the motel.

"What... is this softness...?"

I naturally lowered my head to check the soft something nestled in my arms.

"...Biata??"

For some reason, I could see the top of Biata's head, snugly embraced in my arms in a back-hug position.

'What's going on? Did I pull her into my arms while half-asleep??'

Just as I was trying to figure out what was happening,

"Let me go, Store Manager."

Biata's voice, even more monotone than usual, reached my ears,

And I hurriedly released my arms that had been holding her.

Whirr.

Whirr.

With a somewhat tired joint operation sound, Biata escaped from my embrace.

After properly adjusting her slightly disheveled maid uniform,

She spoke to me, who was sitting dumbfounded on the bed trying to understand what was happening, in a voice even colder than usual.

"I've learned one more thing. Strong power is needed for 'Pure Love.' Next time, I will not fail."

"Huh...? What's that supposed to mean...??"

"I'll prepare a meal, Store Manager. Please wash up and come out."

"...??"

After her sudden declaration that strong power was needed for Pure Love, Biata turned and headed to the kitchen.

"W-what on earth...?"

Unable to even guess what this situation was about,

'I-I should get ready for work...'

I quietly headed to the bathroom, thinking I would ask Biata later about what had happened.

* * *

- Beginning physical ability analysis.

- Target: Store Manager.

- Confirmed that with current "parts" performance, cannot move "at all" in a similar situation.

- Parts upgrade required.

- Parts upgrade required.

- Model name Biata. Beginning "self-modification."

Ch.47 - Special Episode: What If Biata Hadn't Been Captured?
* * *

Whirr

Whirrr.

With a soft sound of joints in motion, Biata boldly climbed onto the bed.

- Warning!! High contamination level!!

- Warning!! High contamination level!!

- Immediate evacuation from area recommended!!

The closer she got to the Store Manager lying on the bed, the more warning messages appeared before Biata's eyes, but...

"What pathetic interference. I will purify the 'pheromones' immediately."

She casually ignored all the messages appearing before her eyes.

Then, she began to boldly remove the clothes of the soundly sleeping Store Manager from the top—

Creeeeak...

—or at least, that was the plan.

According to her original plan, anyway.

However, Biata determined it would be much more reasonable to eliminate all possible variables before proceeding.

Instead of climbing on top of the bed, she sat at the headboard and began scanning the "brainwaves" of the Store Manager, who appeared to be sound asleep.

Whirrr...

"Scan complete. As expected. The Store Manager has not yet fallen into deep sleep."

Whirrr...

"Additionally, confirming that the Store Manager's physical abilities far exceed expectations. To reduce the probability of variables occurring, I will wait until the Store Manager falls into a deeper sleep."

No variables should occur in her plan for pure love.

That was the creed and belief of Biata, the sexual desire relief copulation-roid(?).

Why she was equipped with such strange functions that went against her beliefs, she still couldn't understand.

Anyway, after completing her scan, Biata stood near the bed like a powered-down robot, quietly observing the sleeping Store Manager for 10 minutes.

"Mmm..."

Just as she had predicted, the Store Manager, who hadn't fallen into deep sleep, stirred.

"It's still night... need to... sleep more..."

In the dark room, detecting nothing unusual, he succumbed once again to the fatigue accumulated throughout his exhausting day and fell back into a deep sleep.

Exactly as Biata had predicted in her simulation.

*If I had been on top of him, there would have been a 90% or higher chance of being caught in his sleep. As expected, piece—*

However, despite everything flowing according to plan, Biata moved even more cautiously.

She waited 30 minutes for the Store Manager to truly fall into a deep sleep.

"Snooore..."

After waiting patiently for quite some time, Biata's opportunity finally arrived.

"Scan complete. This time you're truly completely asleep, Store Manager. Then, I'll begin immediately."

A perfect opportunity to purify the pheromones of other females emanating from the Store Manager's body without the variable of him waking up.

* * *

Eliminating even the sound of her joint movements to block all variables, Biata slowly climbed onto the bed where her target was sleeping.

Creak...

"...mmm."

Seeing the Store Manager stir again at the creaking sound of the bed, as if about to wake up, Biata immediately modified her plan to remove his shirt and purify his entire body with her tongue.

*Completely 'purifying' the entire body involves too many variables. I will modify the plan.*

Instead of purifying his entire body, she would focus only on those 'two hands' where the stickiest and strongest pheromones remained.

* * *

Biata carefully grasped the Store Manager's right hand, which was hanging off the side of the bed.

"Baa—at your service."

Then, with an expressionless face devoid of emotion, Biata extended her tongue, wet with nanomachines.

Slowly, she began to 'purify' the two hands soaked in strong pheromones.

Chu—

Biata's purification work, which began with a gentle kiss as if handling a precious jewel...

Slurp—

Sluuurp—

"Baaaa—"

As time passed, her tongue movements, wet with nanomachines, became more intense, stickier, and more sensual.

Slick—

Sliiiick—♡

Biata's tongue gently glided between the joints of the Store Manager's thick fingers.

"Baa—Baaaa—."

Her expressionless face, so incongruous with her aggressive and intense tongue movements, added an inexplicable sense of perversion to this stimulating situation.

After licking the sleeping Store Manager's hand for quite some time with a face that showed not even a hint of flush, Biata...

"Haap—."

Carefully took the thick middle and ring fingers into her mouth and, as if punishing the Store Manager for cheating on her, gently teased his instincts by swirling her tongue around the fingertips.

Chu...

Chuuu...

After holding the tips of the two thick fingers in her mouth for a while, gently rolling her tongue parts...

Gulp.

Without a moment's hesitation, she lowered her head deeply and pushed the Store Manager's thick two fingers into her throat to begin proper 'purification'.

No, to begin her 'service' as a maid.

Slurp—

Sluuurp—

Lewd sounds of fingers penetrating deep into her throat, wet with nanomachines, filled the dark room.

"Mmph. Mmmmph—"

The fingers penetrated to a depth that would be unbearable for a human woman, but Biata judged that as a simuloid, she could endure even more intense activity.

But that judgment was far too hasty, as she realized in the very next moment.

Thrust...!!!

"Kuuumph...♡!??"

After several minutes of Biata's 'purification work' proceeding smoothly, the Store Manager's fingers inside her mouth suddenly began to move roughly.

Squelch♡

Squelshhh♡

*Wait—.*

Momentarily startled by the unexpected intense movement, Biata tried to lift her head to remove the fingers, but it was already too late.

Thrust♡

Thrust♡

As if rewarding Biata's enthusiastic tongue movements, the Store Manager's two fingers began to vigorously explore the inside of her throat parts.

"—Kuumph♡"

Each time the fingers carelessly exploring her throat moved more intensely...

Thrust♡

"Mmph—♡

Thrust♡

"Mmmmph—♡"

Thrust♡

"Kuuumph—♡"

Pitiful moans, completely at odds with Biata's expressionless face, flowed desperately from her throat as it was roughly grabbed and intensely explored.

Gulp...

After thoroughly violating the fragile simuloid's throat and mouth for quite some time, the middle and ring fingers gradually relaxed, as if finally satisfied.

"......"

When the movement stopped, Biata slowly raised her head and gradually withdrew the two fingers that had been deeply embedded in her throat.

Being a simuloid rather than an ordinary human, she didn't gasp for breath or have tears in her eyes, but...

Squelch...♡

Instead of rough breathing, there was a faint squelching sound coming from Biata.

The sound of Biata's throat, widened from being explored by thick fingers, being diligently repaired by liquid nanomachines, made the situation even more sensual.

Five minutes later.

"...Repair complete. You're more aggressive than I expected, Store Manager."

Biata, having finished repairing her forcibly expanded throat parts, slowly rose from her position.

Her face still maintained its cold, expressionless look, but...

The fact that she couldn't properly 'purify' even one hand of the sleeping Store Manager and instead was violated herself—and the way those fingers exploring her throat had mercifully released her on their own—made her feel an immense 'sense of defeat' for the first time.

"......"

But why?

The more she replayed this scene that should have evoked humiliating and negative emotions, the more something incomprehensible was trying to emerge from within Biata's data.

*Incomprehensible. Detecting unexpected emotions.*

That sensation of her mouth and throat being roughly explored.

The feeling of her parts being widened, damaged parts changing to accommodate the Store Manager's thick fingers.

This emotion arising from that humiliating sensation.

But Biata, still unable to fully understand this emotion...

"...Confirmed. To completely understand this emotion, I must recreate that moment."

To recreate that moment herself, she sat down in front of the bed and slowly pushed her own fingers into her throat.

Squelch...

The sound of thin, delicate fingers penetrating through sticky nanomachines echoed.

*I cannot reach that depth. But this should be sufficient...*

Though not the exact position, once her fingers reached a somewhat similar depth, Biata began to explore the areas the Store Manager had previously stimulated and damaged.

Thrust...

Thrusssst...

"......"

Each time she stimulated the areas repaired by nanomachines, Biata's body trembled.

*...Incomprehensible. I will try once more.*

Thrust...♡

*Incomprehensible.*

Thrusssst...♡

*Incompre...hensible.*

Biata, wanting to continue feeling this potentially addictive stimulation and sensation, kept vigorously exploring her throat.

Even though she perfectly understood what this feeling and sensation was, she lied to herself that she didn't understand, and continued to intensely explore her throat.

Thrust♡

Thrust♡

Thrust♡

After trembling and exploring her throat with her fingers for quite some time, Biata finally stopped and stood up.

There was only one reason she stopped: the stimulation was far too insufficient.

Without the Store Manager's thick fingers...

Without those merciless movements, she subconsciously acknowledged she could no longer be satisfied.

"...I understand now. This is the sensation of being 'defiled.' A form of pure love known as 'masochistic climax.' I like it."

Now she would quietly wait.

Wait for the Store Manager to wake up and further violate her defeated self.

Wait for him to more intensely punish this lewd maid who had the audacity to maintain an expressionless face while pouncing on him all night.

Ch.48 - Chapter 43. Let's Go Fix Broken Things~
"What happened while I was sleeping, Biata?"

"Nothing at all, ma'am."

"Really?"

"Robots cannot lie. Beep-boop."

"You can't even make the right sound effect, yet you claim you're not lying?"

"It's just a type of error. Please don't worry about it."

"Is... that so?"

"Come on, let's stay positive today. Hurry up and get to work. Peace!"

Throughout breakfast, I kept questioning Biata about what happened while I was sleeping and why my top was off, but Biata lightly dodged my questions and sent me off to work at the motel.

*This is suspicious...*

Although Biata's secretive behavior made me suspicious... I decided to put aside my doubts, worried it might just give me another headache. Besides, as Biata said, robots can't lie, right?

With these thoughts, I walked slowly and found myself arriving at the motel much earlier than usual.

*Oh, I've got some extra time today?*

Since I arrived with plenty of time to spare, I thought about having a coffee before starting work. Just as I was about to enter the motel lobby, a small note on the ground in front of the entrance caught my eye.

"Hmm? A note?"

I unfolded the crumpled note to check its contents. Inside the small note was—

'Mail arrived, please check.'

It was a short, concise message stating that mail had arrived in the mailbox.

*Mail? Who would send me mail...?*

Confused, I decided to check the mailbox in front of the motel since the note emphasized it needed attention.

"Oh? What kind of letter is this...?"

Inside was a letter wrapped in a black envelope, waiting for me.

"It's thicker than I expected. More than one page?"

Curious about the contents of the unexpectedly thick and wide envelope, I quickly opened it. What was inside was something far more shocking than I had anticipated.

"Th-this is...!!"

* * *

As I pulled out the stack of papers from the black envelope, the first thing that caught my eye was the title.

It read [Manager's Manual - Supplementary Edition].

"S-supplementary edition...?? What did that crazy previous owner forget to give me??"

For a moment, I panicked, wondering if I'd been dealing with guests using an incomplete manual all this time. But after skimming through the table of contents, I was relieved to find there was nothing related to "Guests."

*Still, is this how you hand over responsibilities? Whoever you are, previous motel owner, I'm definitely going to punch you if we ever meet.*

Realizing that the slacker who couldn't even do his job properly had left me with such a sloppy handover, I firmly promised myself that if I ever met this former manager, I would give him a solid punch.

After that, I slowly began reading through the table of contents of the supplement.

- Manager's Manual Supplementary Edition -

[Table of Contents]

* 1. Regarding Motel Holidays and Manager's Vacation.

* 2. Basement Management Methods and Precautions.

* 3. Regarding Day Reservations and Additional Guest Bookings.

Being a supplement, it wasn't divided into many sections.

"Oh, so there are holidays too... Let me check when they are."

Interested in the first item about the motel's "holidays," I turned to the next page and slowly began reading the section about motel holidays.

[1. Regarding Motel Holidays and Manager's Vacation.]

1-1. Regarding Regular Holidays.

* This section outlines the rules for regular holidays established to ensure smooth and efficient motel operations.

* The LOVE Motel's regular holiday is every Sunday, once a week.

* The manager does not need to come to the motel on this day.

* If you receive a call from an unknown number on your personal phone during the regular holiday, never answer it.

"So Sunday is... the regular holiday? Wait, what day is it today...??"

Realizing I hadn't paid attention to the day of the week for four days, I opened my phone to check.

Bzzt...

Bzzzzt...

When I turned on my phone to check the calendar, it was unusually full of static.

Tap!

Tap!!

"Ah, it's back."

Fortunately, it seemed to be a temporary glitch. After tapping it a few times with my palm, the phone, though still showing some noise, returned to a state where I could at least check the day of the week.

"Let's see, what day is it today...?"

After struggling with the noisy screen to check today's date:

"Hahaha, it's Sunday...?"

Just my luck—the day I arrived earlier than ever at the motel turned out to be Sunday, the motel's regular holiday.

"Heh..."

With a hollow laugh, I stared wistfully at the quiet motel for a moment.

While it was nice that I didn't have to work today...

*I already half-played around yesterday, and now today is a holiday too...*

I felt a bit guilty, thinking I was becoming lazy like the previous owner.

But what could I do?

If it was a regular holiday, surely no guests with reservations would come. Even if I stubbornly decided to open, it would just be a repeat of yesterday's situation.

"Sigh... I guess I'll head back."

So, reluctantly setting aside my uneasy feelings, I was about to trudge back home when:

"Wait, no. Come to think of it, there are some motel tasks I need to take care of on a day off like today."

Suddenly, I remembered several motel maintenance issues that could only be resolved on a holiday like today—the broken doorknob, the damaged garbage area gate, and the completely broken refrigerator.

These were "mechanical" issues that would definitely hinder motel operations if left unattended, but could only be fixed on a holiday like today.

"I should visit the nearby repair shop today, shouldn't I?"

I decided to resolve all of these issues today, on the motel's day off.

* * *

First, I went into the motel to get the manual that had the location of the nearby repair shop.

*It's dark in here... I should find what I need and get out quickly.*

Using my phone's light as a guide, I searched the counter and found the manager's manual. Then I headed to the room with the broken doorknob to retrieve it, and finally collected the old metal door from the garbage area outside and the broken refrigerator.

I gathered everything in one hand while holding the manual in the other, and came out to the front of the motel building.

Why did I bring the old refrigerator, you ask? There's a good reason.

I brought the old refrigerator not to have it repaired, but to find a new one of similar size based on expert advice.

If the new one is smaller, there won't be enough space to store ingredients for room service. If it's larger, it won't fit in the designated space in the kitchen.

Anyway, now that I seemed to have gathered everything that needed repair, I put the doorknob, metal door, and refrigerator down on the ground and opened the manual to check the location of the nearby repair shop.

[2. Safety Return Policy.]
[Sub-sections]
└2-1. Essential procedures inside the motel before manager's departure.
└2-2. Safety rules for the way home.
└2-3. Guide to nearby service facilities.

[2-3. Guide to nearby service facilities.]

* This section lists convenience facilities within a 10km radius of the motel.

* Convenience Stores: There are various convenience stores near the motel. All convenience stores operate 24 hours on an "unmanned" basis, so please keep this in mind.

* General Repair Shop: If furniture or facilities inside the motel are damaged, please go to this facility and request repairs.

* Furniture Store: A place where you can purchase new items if the damage to motel furniture or objects is severe. Please refer to the map below for directions.

* Hospital: If there is an emergency situation for the manager or guests, please use the hospital indicated below.

- The location of the General Repair Shop is marked on the map below.

"What? There's only one repair shop?"

Unlike the convenience stores, which had numerous locations marked, the repair shop was indicated by just a single blue dot on the map.

"Hmm..."

It was a bit suspicious that there was only one option with no alternatives, but...

"...I'll check it out first, and if it doesn't work out, I'll have to go into the city."

With no other choice, I picked up the doorknob, metal door, and refrigerator I had put down and headed toward the repair shop following the map in the manual.

* * *

After walking for quite a while, I saw an old building in the distance.

"Is that it...? It looks too rundown..."

It looked less like a repair shop and more like a junkyard or scrapyard—a rusty, dilapidated metal building. My earlier suspicions grew stronger, but...

*Well, let's at least check it out.*

With that thought, I cautiously approached the repair shop building.

Bang!! Bang!! Bang!!

"Um, is anyone here?"

I knocked on the door and called out, but there was no answer.

*Maybe I should knock one more time...*

Bang!!

Bang!!

Bang!!

After knocking on the metal door once more, I stood in front of it waiting for the owner's response. At that moment—

Clank!!

"Huh?"

The floor suddenly disappeared beneath me, and I began free-falling somewhere.
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* * *

Clank!!

"Huh?"

Suddenly, with a clanking sound, the floor beneath my feet gave way.

Still clutching the handle, iron door, and refrigerator in my hands,

I began free-falling toward what looked like an underground bunker.

Whoosh!!!

Of course, while it seemed somewhat high, falling from this height was no problem for me.

After all, I'd spent my childhood happily jumping around like a goat on high cliffs until I got sick of it.

So as I was about to naturally twist my body in mid-air to land smoothly...

Whirr...

Whirrrr...!!!

*A mechanical sound?*

As an unidentifiable mechanical sound echoed through the darkness,

An invisible, mysterious force began pulling my falling body toward the ground even faster.

WHOOSH!!!!

In that moment, due to the suddenly increased falling speed, I failed to rotate my body in mid-air.

If I hit the ground like this, my body would be fine, but

The iron door and refrigerator in my hands might be completely ruined from the impact.

*Oh no... that can't happen... that would mean additional repair costs...*

Wanting to prevent any extra expenses, I

Hugged the iron door and refrigerator tightly against my chest.

*Don't worry, refrigerator. You failed to protect my ingredients, but I can certainly protect you.*

After falling for about 10 seconds with the refrigerator and iron door clutched to my chest,

*Oh, I see lights—ARGH!*

CRASH!!!

With that final observation about orange lights,

I slammed into the floor with a deafening sound of metal crumpling.

"The door and refrigerator... thank goodness, they're completely fine."

Setting everything else aside, I first confirmed that the refrigerator and door were intact, then sighed in relief as I slowly got to my feet.

Standing up and looking around, I noticed the area around where I'd landed was sunken in like a crater on the moon's surface.

And the first thought that came to mind upon seeing this was—

*Oh no... they're not going to make me pay for this, are they?*

I was worried they might charge me for filling in the crater created by my impact.

No. Honestly speaking, if the owner made an entrance(?) like this,

It would be pretty shameless to demand compensation from an innocent customer like me who just followed it in.

Besides, a crater this size would return to normal if I just stomped on it a few times.

If they tried to make me pay for this, I'd fix it myself and demand payment instead, I thought to myself.

*How dare they... such underhanded business tactics!! Do they think this is my first time experiencing this kind of scam?*

Anyway, putting the compensation issue aside,

I started calling for the repair shop's owner again.

"Is anyone here??"

Here...

Anyone...

Here...

"I came to get something repaired!!"

Repaired...

Paired...

Red...

After calling for the shop owner several more times,

All that returned was an empty echo, never a response.

*Strange, is there really no one here?*

Wondering if they might actually be away, I tilted my head and took a step forward. At that moment,

BEEEEP!

A piercing alarm echoed throughout the underground space.

Click!!

Click!!

Click!!

Click!!

Four turrets emerged from the metal floor and simultaneously aimed at me.

"Wow... that's so cool!!"

My heart raced with excitement at the sight of these sleek turrets that looked like they belonged on a space battleship. Just as I was about to step closer for a better look,

- Intruder movement detected.
- Immediate elimination.

"What...?"

The anti-entity and intruder elimination turrets, model 'AEGIS V2-B', having detected the approach of their target,

Began firing thousands of rounds with an ear-splitting roar.

* * *

Ratatatatata!!!!

"Hmm..."

Ratatatatata!!!!

"Hmmmm..."

The brilliant flames spewing from the gun barrels,

The deafening gunfire that could be mistaken for real machine guns,

As I watched the turrets firing thousands of rounds per minute like a downpour...

*Ah, I get it. This must be that customer welcome event or whatever.*

I finally realized why these flashy turrets were suddenly firing at me.

It was actually a sophisticated marketing "event" designed to show off technical prowess to first-time customers.

Ping!

Ting!

Just look.

These bullets, realistic enough to be believed genuine, were bouncing off my body without penetrating it even once.

Even when they hit thin, delicate areas like my face or ears, they only stung a little without causing any further damage.

In other words, these hundreds or thousands of bullets rushing toward me all looked real, but

They were well-made "fake bullets" that couldn't even penetrate the body of an ordinary human like me.

Plus, the speed of the bullets, while appearing fast due to their quantity,

Was actually slow enough that if I just focused a little, like picking up beans with chopsticks...

Snatch!!

"Got it."

They were slow enough to catch between just my thumb and index finger.

I've definitely heard that bullet speeds are supposed to be incredibly fast, too fast for normal humans to catch...

So how could these be real bullets if they're slow enough to be caught by my fingers?

This is such obvious common sense that we should quickly move on.

"Wow... they're really well-made though. I almost believed they were real bullets..."

Anyway, the marketing strategy of "suddenly firing machine guns at customers' faces" was quite successful.

Unlike the convenience store, I had my doubts coming here since there was no basis for comparison.

But from the turrets' design that appealed to every man's fantasy, to the realistic event bullets,

If someone put this much effort into details, I felt I could trust them with important repair work.

Ratatatatata!!!

Ratatatatata!!!

After enjoying(?) the fake bullet shower for about 5 minutes while waiting for the shop owner to appear,

Clunk

Clunk clunk

The turrets that had been frantically firing bullets stopped rotating their barrels with a rattling sound,

Apparently having run out of ammunition.

*Ah, that's too bad. If only they'd fired a bit longer...*

Hoping for an even more spectacular and intense display,

I approached the exhausted turrets and tapped them as if encouraging them to fire more, but

- Ammunition depleted.

- Ammunition depleted.

- Elimination failed.

Apart from the mechanical notification that "elimination failed," there was no response from the turrets.

"Aw... I guess that's the end of the welcome event..."

Disappointing, but what can you do? Events are up to the host.

Besides, at my age, I can't throw a tantrum asking for more.

So, putting aside my disappointment,

As I was pocketing one of the fake bullets I'd caught earlier as a souvenir,

Screeeech...

Screeeech...

"!"

In the distance, a door opened with an unpleasant sound of metal scraping.

"What, what is that?"

Hisssss...

Hisssss...

From a room billowing with hot steam, someone approached me wearing protective gear that looked twice,

No, five times thicker than the radiation suit hanging in the villa's closet.

* * *

Thump...

Thump...

The sound of thick radiation suit boots echoed quietly through the dark, spacious underground bunker.

Hisssss...

Hisssss...

The rough breathing seeping through the thick protective mask.

Tsssss!!

And the bizarre steam release sound that accompanied each breath.

Normally, one might be intimidated by this mad scientist atmosphere, but...

Waddle...

Wadddle...

*They seem... uncomfortable in that, don't they?*

Whether they were wearing an oversized protective suit that didn't fit, or if that was just their natural gait,

The owner's peculiar penguin-like walk instantly melted away all sense of intimidation.

*Would it be rude to say they look... cute?*

Pathetic, cute, adorable—all sorts of adjectives tried to escape my mouth.

But knowing it would be rude to say such things upon first meeting,

I tried my best to avert my gaze from the owner's walking style.

Regardless,

The repair shop owner, who had now approached me—or more precisely, the turrets that had been firing at me—

Clank.

Clank.

Checked the condition of the turrets for a moment,

Then waddled right up to me.

"So you're the owner. I thought no one was here. I called several times—"

"Quiet."

Just as I was about to greet them with a somewhat excited voice, thinking they were finally acknowledging me as a customer,

The owner cut off my greeting,

Pulled out a strange-looking device from their protective suit pocket,

Whirrrr...

Whirrrrr...

And scanned my body up and down.

"W-what are you doing...?"

As I was about to protest this scanning without my consent,

For the first time, the owner's voice came through the protective mask.

"Readings normal, information confirms human. But not human."

"...Excuse me?"

"Analysis of you caused error in machine. My machine cannot have errors. You, not human."

"What?"

The androgynous voice, belonging to someone whose gender I couldn't determine,

Was accusing me, someone they'd just met today, of not being human.

Ch.50 - Chapter 45. Actually, You Are Human. I Misunderstood.
The grinding stone handle—do you know what it's called?

The handle of a grinding stone is called "eo-i" in Korean.

Now, imagine if I put beans or something into a grinding stone to grind them, but the handle suddenly came off?

We call that situation "having no eo-i" (being dumbfounded).

Yeah, that's exactly how I feel right now.

"I'm completely dumbfounded..."

Meeting someone for the first time today, a customer no less, and the first thing they tell me is that I'm "not human."

Such nonsense would make even the most firmly attached handle run away on its own.

I could only stand there in stunned silence.

Seemingly unconcerned with my feelings, the repair shop owner, waddling around in an enormous protective suit, continued:

"See this? The marking that proves you're 'human'? This means my machine has an error. But that's impossible."

They showed me the screen of what looked like a scanner with a notification reading "Subject: Human."

"I'm a genius. My machines don't have errors. Obviously."

They praised themselves, calling themselves a "genius."

Unable to tolerate such arrogance and rudeness, I finally spoke up.

"Seriously, why would scanning a human as human be considered an error?"

As someone who works in the service industry, I resorted to the rare tactic of "pretending to mutter while actually being snarky."

The protective suit-clad owner paused after hearing me and said:

"You."

"?"

"Are you stupid? Or are you seriously saying that?"

"...What?"

After calling me stupid, they pointed to where I had fallen from and continued:

"From where you fell to here is at least 70 meters high."

"...?"

"Plus, if my defensive system's 'gravity generator' had worked properly, you should already be flattened like a well-cooked hotteok."

"H-hotteok...??"

"And you dodged all the bullets my masterpieces fired?"

"No...?"

"Then you're saying you took all those bullets without a scratch, and you're still human?"

"...???"

"Superhuman physical durability—drop the lie about being human."

After hearing the owner's explanation, I couldn't respond.

Why couldn't I respond? It's quite simple.

The reason is identical to what happened with Biata.

This shop owner's fundamental premise is completely wrong.

"Why would a human die from falling 70 meters...?? I really can't believe this..."

Logically, a healthy person wouldn't get hurt from falling just 70 meters.

The proof? Look at me—I've fallen from cliffs while playing around many times, and here I am, perfectly fine.

I myself am living proof that what the owner is saying is wrong.

And as I mentioned before:

What those turrets fired couldn't possibly be real bullets.

Sure, each shot looked realistic, and the quality was impressive enough to make the projectiles look like actual bullets.

But how could they be real bullets when they were so slow and too weak to even pierce my delicate skin?

"There's a limit to talking nonsense that I'm willing to listen to..."

Looking at the shop owner who, despite their skill, seemed to lack any common sense—probably from being cooped up in their workshop—I could only shake my head.

Yes, I should be patient.

What would I gain from raising my voice to argue with someone who lacks common sense?

"Sigh... I need to be patient. Good grief..."

"What are you being patient about?"

"It's nothing. Just... sigh..."

After watching me shake my head and sigh for a moment, the repair shop owner checked the turret's interior by opening its lid.

"Hmm, this won't work. No way out now. You can't escape."

Then they laboriously dragged their massive protective suit-clad body toward me, and sat down right in front of me.

"Go ahead, kill me now."

"...???"

"I have no regrets. I've done everything I wanted to do. Made everything I wanted to make. Just make it quick and painless, one shot."

* * *

"W-what???"

Hearing the sudden request to "kill them," I could only stare back in confusion.

"Why are you pretending to be surprised? Did you want to give me hope? Or did you want me to beg for my life?"

"???"

"I won't die so pathetically. Come on, kill me already."

Completely ignoring my reaction, the shop owner continued with their dramatic defeated-knight-like speech while sitting on the floor.

After silently watching the shop owner for a moment, I thought:

"Hmm, definitely a crazy person. I need to get out of here."

Deciding I should find another repair shop, I turned around without saying anything.

"Wait, what are you doing?"

The shop owner called out to stop me as I turned to leave.

"What am I doing? I'm going to find another repair shop, you lunatic."

"What are you talking about? I don't understand."

"I said I'm going to find another repair shop!!"

"Another repair... shop...?"

"Yes!! Would you want to leave your items with a shop owner who insults customers by saying they're not human and acts out some weird concept in front of them?"

"...Are you pretending to be stupid? Do you think I'll fall for that?"

"Argh!!!"

Even though I was leaving, they still maintained their "kill me" concept, which made me let out an exasperated sigh.

"Your skills looked really good, and I just wanted to get this metal door fixed... what a strange person..."

As I was grumbling and trying to leave the underground bunker with the metal door and refrigerator I had thrown aside earlier:

"...So you're really not sent from the Foundation to eliminate me? This isn't an act? You really came all the way here just to repair a metal door?"

*Hissss...*
*Hissss...*

Breathing heavily through their protective mask and muttering something, the shop owner suddenly called out:

"W-wait just a moment...!!"

"No thanks!! There's no way I'm turning back for a shop owner who keeps insisting their customer isn't human..."

"I-I'm sorry!! I'll make you anything you want for free!!"

"...Can you make something like those turret things too?"

The shop owner made me an extremely generous offer, and hearing it, I instinctively turned back toward them.

* * *

*Hissss...*
*Hissss...*

And so, for ten minutes, the shop owner in their massive protective suit and I sat on the floor, staring at each other—me at their eyes, them at my protective suit.

"You really came here just to get that repaired?"

"Why else would I come to a repair shop if not to get something repaired..."

"You really don't know what Mimesis is? You're not a 'special personnel' dispatched from there?"

"How many times do I have to tell you? I know what it is—a convenience store... And why would a convenience store send me anywhere? What's this 'special personnel' thing..."

"You're not acting? You really didn't come to kill me?"

"Sigh... I'm leaving."

"Ahhh, I'm sorry. I'll believe you, I really will."

During those ten minutes, I answered dozens of pointless questions with a deadpan expression.

After I had answered enough questions to satisfy them:

"...Interesting. This is the first time this has happened."

*Hissss...*
*Hissss...*

After muttering something between harsh breaths through their mask, the shop owner laboriously stood up.

"You are human. A completely ordinary human, I acknowledge that. And this is indeed a repair shop. Welcome."

"...??"

With a sudden Udyr-level change in attitude, they extended their hand, covered in thick protective gear, as a gesture of goodwill.

"My name is 'Artmilet-Shu.' Looking forward to working with you!"

* * *

Only after that introduction could I finally bring up the reason I came here—to repair the metal door and identify the refrigerator model.

"Alright, Artmi...let..."

"If the name is hard to pronounce, just call me 'Shu.'"

"Right, Shu. I run a motel nearby, and this metal door is too weak—it came right off when I pulled it, you see?"

"Mmhmm."

"So I'd like to get it repaired. How long would it take?"

After examining the door carefully, Shu replied in a static-filled voice:

"Not long. The repair itself won't take much time. But it will be expensive."

"Expensive...?? Well... how much are we talking about...?"

When I cautiously asked about the estimated cost after hearing it would be expensive:

*Hissss...*
*Hissss...*

After saying nothing for a moment, just breathing heavily through their mask, Shu made an unusual proposal:

"How about something other than money...? It's nothing difficult."

"In exchange for repairing that refrigerator and this metal door like new... give me one strand of your hair."

"...My hair? It's not difficult, but... why?"

"Just something I need. Consider it a privacy matter."

I tilted my head at this strange request to give hair instead of money.

"Well? Do you accept?"

"Sure... I'll accept. Do you want one strand now?"

There was no reason to refuse such a sweet deal where I wouldn't have to pay any money.

"Thank you. Give me your contact information. I'll call you as soon as the repairs are complete."

"O-okay."

"The elevator to go up is that way. Take care."

And so, after this strange meeting and an even stranger transaction, I was practically pushed into the elevator and returned to the surface.

* * *

After the human—or rather, something "perceived" as human—left the bunker, Shu, having obtained a strand of their hair, laboriously dragged their heavy, enormous protective suit back to their "workshop."

"...Interesting. I never expected a non-Foundation 'special personnel' entity to visit here."

- Internal space decontamination initiated.
- Time remaining until decontamination complete.
- 3... 2... 1...
- Decontamination complete. Irregular readings normal.
- Artmilet-Shu, it is safe to remove your protective suit.

Once the notification appeared that the workshop interior was fully decontaminated, "Artmilet-Shu" roughly removed their thick, massive protective suit.

They slowly placed the strand of hair into a test tube.

"This is an opportunity. To survive... I must successfully analyze this."
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* * *

After leaving the refrigerator and iron door at Shu's repair shop, I returned.

The day passed without much happening, contrary to my expectations.

"Was today your day off?"

"Apparently so. I just found out today. Plus, I'm required to take every Sunday off. Probably for employee welfare reasons?"

"Confirmed. I've stored this information in my data. I'll set a reminder in case the Store Manager forgets."

"Oh, you can do that? That's impressive."

"No, I don't actually have that function. I just meant I'll remember it and remind you."

"...I take back my compliment about you being impressive, Biata."

"No need to take it back. My impressiveness is simply an obvious fact. Peace—"

Perhaps because the surroundings were so desolate, there wasn't much to enjoy.

I spent my time idly sitting in the villa room.

"Hmph. It's not like I prepared this specifically for you. But I won't forgive you if you leave any leftovers—"

"...Biata? Are you feeling sick?"

"I was trying a different speech pattern for novelty. Did you like it?"

"No... Biata is... most charming just being herself..."

"No change in heart rate detected. Understood."

Occasionally, under the pretext of learning "Pure Love,"

I engaged in pointless conversations with Biata, but didn't do anything particularly productive otherwise.

I considered walking to the nearby city to find something to do, but... that seemed... bothersome.

*I want to work...!! I want to attend to guests...!!*

Let me clarify, I'm not a workaholic or anything.

Before I ended up here, when I was just an ordinary office worker,

I hated working so much that I even contemplated bringing down the building myself to force a day off.

But I shouldn't forget.

"Give me some of your hair, and are you really human?"

In an ordinary city, there's a repair shop owner who mistakes the genre for apocalyptic and walks around in massive protective gear.

"My next concept will be 'A beautiful thirty-something married woman starved for intercourse seduces the handsome Store Manager.' I'll test this concept, Store Manager."

Thanks to the lewd android Biata conducting all sorts of tests under the pretext of learning Pure Love,

Even I momentarily forgot the fact that this world's genre is a dating sim.

Going to work at the motel means having opportunities to pursue heroines.

What kind of person would consider a day of meeting countless potential heroines, who might someday be connected by the "Red Thread" of fate, as a "work day"?

I can confidently say that such a person cannot exist in this world.

*Ah... should I just eliminate days off? Resting is bothersome... I want to meet guests quickly...*

I considered eliminating days off altogether out of frustration, but decided against it just in case.

There might be situations where some old facility breaks or shatters by my hand and needs repairs.

Anyway, time passed slowly...

* * *

"Yay! Monday!! Work day!!"

Having safely made it through Sunday, my day off, I could welcome the joyous workday of "Monday."

"I love Mondays~ I love going to work so much~"

With bizarre humming that might be sung by a sponge living in a pineapple deep under the sea, I started preparing for work with dance-like movements.

"The Store Manager is acting strange today."

Biata was cooking in the kitchen, treating me like a weird owner.

After enjoying the delicious meal Biata prepared,

"I'm heading out!"

"Yes, have a good day, Store Manager."

I stepped outside the villa with a light gait.

* * *

"Wow...!! I'm so happy to see you, my motel...!!"

Standing in front of the motel,

I greeted the unusually welcoming "LOVE Motel" sign and entered the lobby.

Click!!

Bzzt....

Bzzzzt.......

First, I turned on the lights to welcome guests.

"Hmm-hmm~"

Swish.......

Swiiish.......

Humming a tune, I swept away the dust that had accumulated on the floor during my absence.

Splash!!

Splaaash!!

I washed the mop from the lobby storage and polished the floor until it shined.

"Great!! Perfect!!"

After confirming the completely clean and organized lobby, I headed to the counter with a satisfied smile.

With all preparations perfectly complete, all that remained was for guests to arrive.

*Please... let at least one person come today...!!*

Worried that no one might show up like the day before yesterday, which would make all my excited preparations meaningless,

I prayed to the heavens that at least one guest would visit today.

Creeeeak.......

*Wow, someone's here!!*

And as if my prayers had been answered,

At exactly 12 o'clock,

With the sound of the old motel entrance door opening, "The Timid Guest" I had been waiting for slowly entered the lobby.

* * *

Seeing The Timid Guest enter from behind the counter,

*Ca-calm down... I might be the only one excited here...!!*

Concerned she might feel uncomfortable, I suppressed my excitement as much as possible.

Then I greeted The Timid Guest with the composed manner of a proper motel manager.

"We-welcome! Guest!"

"...Yeah."

"Will you be staying for one day again...?"

Just as I was about to ask if she would be staying for one day as usual,

*Huh?*

I noticed a subtle change in the guest's appearance.

I couldn't help but stop speaking and observe her carefully.

*She seems to have... dressed up a bit?*

First, the reddish-brown sweater she always wore had been replaced with a modern gray sweater.

And her long bangs that covered her eyes were now styled much more softly.

Though these were subtle changes that would be hard to notice without careful observation, it was clear that The Timid Guest had made an effort for "something."

"...Don't. Stare. So. Much."

"Ah... I-I'm sorry."

"Ugh.ugh.ugh..."

At that moment, when The Timid Guest expressed discomfort at my careful observation,

I quickly came to my senses and hastily apologized to her.

After the apology, we both avoided eye contact without saying anything.

The awkward, cold silence lingered in the lobby for a minute.

*I-I can't let this continue...! I need to break this awkward atmosphere somehow...!!*

Unable to bear the awkwardness any longer, I hurriedly tried to recall dating advice I'd picked up somewhere.

Yes, I remembered.

According to some dating strategy guide I had read,

It's important to notice subtle changes and give positive compliments about those changes.

*I see...!! That definitely makes sense...!!*

Judging that this dating tip from my vague memory could resolve this awkward situation,

"You... dressed up a bit today?"

"...!"

Without hesitation, I immediately put "complimenting subtle changes" into action.

"It suits you as well as the reddish-brown sweater you wore before. You look completely pretty."

"...ugh.ugh."

By saying it suits her "as well as" the previous reddish-brown sweater, I expressed that her previous style was also good,

While simultaneously complimenting that this gray sweater suits her well and she looks "pretty," raising her favorability.

*Good, that was perfect...!! This time it was truly perfect...!!*

Thinking I had chosen the perfect answer in this "dating sim moment" without making any mistakes,

I carefully observed The Timid Guest's reaction to my cautious compliment.

"...Really? I'm. Pretty?"

Clearly, perhaps because it was a compliment about her "clothes" that wasn't too burdensome,

Though still somewhat shy, she asked me in a faint voice as if wanting to be complimented again.

"Of course! You're completely pretty."

To her question, now certain I had indeed chosen the correct response, I didn't hesitate to tell her she was "pretty" once more.

"Good... You.Said.I'm.Pretty..."

"...!"

"Hehe...I like it..."

"!!!"

For the first time, I witnessed The Timid Guest smiling brightly.

*Ah... I could end today's business just with this.*

I was so moved by eliciting that precious smile, that faint laugh from The Timid Guest,

That I almost lost my composure and became giddy.

*Get... a grip!! She's a guest before she's a heroine...!!*

But I quickly pulled myself together and handed The Timid Guest her room key.

"Here's the key to Room 405. If you need anything, please contact the front desk. I'll be waiting...!!"

"Y-yeah... I'll.Come.See.You.Again..."

With those meaningful words about coming to see me again, The Timid Guest

Walked up the central staircase to her room.

"This is a good start... a good start...!!"

Thinking I'd made the best possible beginning, I excitedly started preparing room service.

* * *

In front of Room 405.

Before entering the room, she

"......"

Quietly checked her pinky finger.

Swish.......

Swiiish.......

A red thread tied to her pinky finger.

That thread, so thin and fine it was almost invisible,

Extended all the way to the depths of the motel lobby counter.

"It's.Connected..."

Gulp.......

"It's.Connected.A.Little.Bit..."

Just as the "snake" that devours desire had told her, she now began to move carefully.

For the moment when this fragile thread, which seemed ready to break at any moment, would spread throughout his entire body.
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* * *

"Lululu~ Today is starting off as the best day ever~"

I was feeling elated about perfectly navigating the "dating sim moment" that happened less than 10 minutes after the motel opened for business.

I was humming a tune, sitting at the counter with a silly grin on my face.

*She smiled... Besisi actually smiled...!!*

Plus, the fact that my compliment had brought such an adorable smile to The Timid Guest's face was making my already giddy heart flutter even more.

*Where should we go for our first date? The aquarium? The movies? Am I finally going to experience romance...?*

In my head, I was already imagining having five daughters and six sons, living happily together in a beach house somewhere far away.

SLAP!!

Once again, I had to forcefully slap both my cheeks to suppress my wild instincts and delusions that were running rampant.

I desperately pulled back my rationality that was floating away into space.

"...Phew, get it together. It was just one time. What matters is what happens from now on."

Right, I need to get it together.

I merely chose the right dialogue option once. The heroine's favorability route isn't over yet.

For a true "Timid Guest conquest," how I behave from this moment forward is extremely important.

And for a proper conquest, I decided that building a solid foundation as the motel's Manager was most important.

"Alright. I have time until the next guest arrives. Let's properly study the manual first...!!"

I went behind the counter and opened the Manager's Manual again.

*Where's the section about Room Service...*

As I was about to diligently read through the appendix that still contained much information I hadn't memorized—both for my conquest and for perfect guest service—

Creeeeak...!!

"...Huh?"

At 12:23, during an odd time when no guests were scheduled to visit, the motel door opened and someone walked into the lobby.

"That's strange. No one should be visiting at this hour..."

With about 40 minutes left until the next guest was supposed to arrive, it was odd that someone had entered the lobby.

*Oh no... is it another troublemaker...?*

Wondering if it might be another difficult customer like that old man from before, I quickly got up from the counter to see who had entered the lobby.

"Uh...?"

And what caught my eye as I stood up was a massive pair of moth wings.

"It's that moth guest from before...!!"

The "Moth Guest" who had been caught playing hide-and-seek with me in the emergency staircase last time and then been chased out was now gently fluttering her enormous wings while wandering around the lobby.

* * *

Thump...

Thud-thump...

With her two wings gently fluttering, accompanied by strange footsteps, The Moth Guest was wandering around the lobby like some sacred "moth deity."

BANG!!

"Bwuh!??"

Rather than approaching the counter with those noble steps, she lost her balance while circling under the bright lights and bumped her head against the motel wall.

"Bwuuuh..."

She was rubbing her forehead, which had turned red from the impact, with both hands while wincing in pain.

Watching her intently from the counter, I asked:

"What exactly... are you doing...?"

Bewildered by The Moth Guest's four-dimensional behavior, I blankly observed her movements.

"G-Guest...? The counter is over here...?"

Thinking that at this rate, she wouldn't even reach the counter today, let alone state her business, I carefully called The Moth Guest over to me.

"Bwuh...!"

Still fluttering her enormous wings and circling under the flickering lights, The Moth Guest perked up the antennae on her forehead instead of her ears when she heard my voice nearby, and began walking toward the counter.

Thump...

Thuump...

Thuuump...

With those peculiar footsteps, The Moth Guest finally managed to reach me.

Since this was our second meeting after our rather unusual first encounter, I felt a bit of internal familiarity and greeted her casually.

"Nice to see you again. What brings you here?"

"Bwuh... bwuuuh..."

In response to my question, The Moth Guest twitched her antennae like ears for a moment, then pulled out a small piece of paper and a pencil from inside her black kimono and began scribbling something diligently.

Scribble...

Scribble...

*Hmm... couldn't she just speak?*

—I wondered, but decided not to question it out of politeness. She might have her personal reasons.

After waiting a few seconds while The Moth Guest scribbled something:

"Bwuh...!"

Having apparently finished writing what she wanted to say, The Moth Guest folded the small piece of paper and handed it to me.

"Th-Thank you...?"

"Bwuh...!"

Though puzzled by her very unusual way of communicating, I thanked her and carefully unfolded the note to read its contents.

[I'd like to reserve a room. Is that possible?]

"Ah!! I did ask you to make a reservation and visit that day, didn't I...?!"

"Bwuh...!"

"So you came to make a reservation!"

"Bwuh!"

After confirming The Moth Guest's reservation request written neatly on the small note, I finally remembered that when we were trapped in the emergency staircase that day, I had told her to "come make a reservation."

"Of course it's possible. I'll make the reservation right away..."

Just as I was about to book a room, excited at the prospect of receiving a new guest:

*Oh...! That's right...!!*

I remembered that in the Manager's Manual supplement delivered to the mailbox the day before, there was definitely a section about "additional reservation guests."

"Um... Guest. Could you wait a moment?"

"Bwuh?"

"I need to check something first. I'll help you with your reservation as soon as I'm done."

"Bwuuuh...!"

Leaving The Moth Guest standing in front of the counter, I opened the Manager's Manual (supplement) and began checking the section about additional reservation guests.

- Manager's Manual Supplement -

3. Regarding Daily Reservations and Additional Reservation Guests.

* This section outlines how the Manager should handle situations where guests NOT listed in the Response Manual wish to make reservations at the motel.

* If a guest not mentioned in the Response Manual visits the motel wishing to "reserve" a room, the Manager must follow the rules specified below.

1. For guests visiting for a one-day stay:

* If a guest who is not a regular "Regular Guest" visits for a one-day stay, always guide them to a first-floor room.

* If there are no vacant rooms on the first floor, or if any of the "reserved guests" recorded in the Response Manual is using a first-floor room, tell them "there are no rooms available, so please come back another day."

* Under no circumstances should you guide daily guests to rooms on floors other than the first floor. It will come up for you.

* The previously mentioned item is partially amended. If there are no rooms available on the first floor, guide daily guests to the second floor.

* There are no amended items to this rule. We emphasize, there are no amended items to this rule.

2. For guests wishing to make "membership reservations" for regular visits:

* The rules the Manager must follow when a guest wishes to make a "membership reservation" for regular visits are as follows:

* First, the Manager must write down all "information" about the additional reservation guest on a blank page of the Response Manual.

* The information the Manager must record is as follows:

- Appearance
- Visiting time
- Special notes

* After completing all these items, place the Response Manual in the mailbox in front of the motel.

* Thank you for your efforts as Manager so far. You've done well.

*Great, I understand perfectly!*

Having "perfectly memorized" the contents of the additional manual, I stood up and first asked The Moth Guest:

"Guest, are you staying for just today? Or would you like to make a membership reservation at our motel?"

"Bwuh..."

After pondering my question briefly, The Moth Guest once again took out paper, scribbled something, and handed it to me.

[I'll do a membership reservation.]

"I see, confirmed. Please wait a moment...!"

After confirming that she wanted a membership reservation, I followed the manual's instructions and opened the "Guest Response Manual," beginning to carefully record The Moth Guest's appearance in the blank space at the back of the manual.

Scribble...

Scribble...

Scribble...

*For appearance... black kimono... moth cosplay... kind of cute? I probably shouldn't write that down.*

After diligently recording the new reservation guest's personal information:

"I'll set your visiting time for 1 o'clock. Is that okay?"

"Bwuh...!"

Having completed even the reservation time:

"There! The reservation is all done... here's your room key!"

I warmly welcomed "The Moth Guest" as this motel's new reservation guest and handed her the key to room 505.

"If you need anything, please contact me through the intercom or come to the counter!"

"Bwuh... bwuh...!!"

And with that farewell, The Moth Guest turned around with a wing flutter that seemed to express satisfaction.

"...!?!"

Suddenly, she froze in place upon seeing "someone" standing on the dark central staircase.

"...There's.a.bug.stuck.there?"
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* * *

The black moth is very 'curious.'

That's why it didn't attack the many people who entered the stairwell, but merely watched from half a floor above.

That's also why it returned to the motel operated by the human who had so easily caught up with it.

It was simply to satisfy its trivial 'curiosity' and 'questions.'

There was no other reason whatsoever.


"...There's.a.bug.stuck.here?"


But what the black moth encountered in the dark central staircase...

For some reason, it was exuding a pungent and thick killing intent toward the moth, whom it was seeing for the first time.


"Bu-buuuu...???"


The black moth couldn't understand.

It had merely visited this place, so why was such a being directing killing intent toward it?

It simply couldn't comprehend why it was being treated with such hostility when it was just looking for a new shelter after being chased out of the stairwell.

But the black moth had no time to understand or think about the reason.


Tap

Tap


As the being at the top of the stairs began approaching one step at a time,

The black moth, following its instincts, twitched its antennae and...

Started looking for a safe place where darkness existed to hide its body.


"...Where.are.you.going?"

"!??"


But as if to inform her that it was already too late,

A red thread was somehow tied to one of the black moth's wings.


Flap!!!

Flap flap flap!!!


The terrifying fear of unavoidable death, of something incomprehensible slowly approaching,

Tightened around the black moth's delicate neck.

Her wings trembled frantically in terror, and her black compound eyes were filled with fear.


"Oh? Guest! When did you come down?"


At that moment, at the sound of a man's voice behind the black moth,

The black moth opened its eyes that had been tightly shut.


"...Buu."


The black moth thought to itself.

How can that human so casually 'greet' this thing that's approaching me?

Isn't he afraid?

Is he really not afraid at all after seeing that 'appearance' and feeling that 'killing intent'? Why? Why? —that's what it wondered.


But the black moth's concerns didn't last long.


"Is there something you need?"

"...No.Not.right.now."


The being that seemed like it wouldn't stop no matter what the moth said had halted its steps at just one word from the human male.

The black moth witnessed this with its own eyes.

And having clearly witnessed that moment, she instinctively realized:


"...Buu."


At this moment, the safest place from that terrible killing intent...

Would be in the arms of that human male standing behind the black moth, who was casually conversing with that thing.


Flap!!

Flap!!!


The moment it realized this, the black moth didn't hesitate.

Taking advantage of the brief hesitation of the being before it, it immediately fluttered its massive wings, turned around, and...

Thump!!

Thump thump!!

Thump thump thump!!!


Faster than ever before, toward the human's embrace—the safest space here right now...

It rushed in, desperately trying to survive.


Creeeeak...


But as if mocking the black moth's final struggle,

The unpleasant sound of a room door opening echoed through the lobby.


"Where.are.you.going?"

"Buuuu...!??"

The black moth that had been in the motel lobby was somehow now inside 'Room 305.'

* * *

"...Hm? What's this? Where are those two rushing off to?"

At that moment, having 'witnessed' The Moth Guest and The Timid Guest disappearing before my eyes:

"Ah well~ It's probably nothing~"

I tried to dismiss it, thinking it wasn't anything important.

"Alright~ Let me get back to studying the manual..."

Clink...

"Hm?"

As I was returning to the counter to review the manual again, what caught my eye was:

A small metal piece that had fallen to the floor.

It was the room key to Room 505 that I had given to The Moth Guest earlier.

"Hmm? She dropped her key?"

After picking up the key, I considered waiting for The Moth Guest to come back down to retrieve it, but...

"Ah, I'll just deliver it myself. It's not that difficult..."

Since delivering the key personally wasn't particularly challenging, I decided to just do it myself.

So I picked up the key that had fallen to the floor and headed toward the guests' room.

* * *

Inside Room 305.

"Buu... buuuu...!!"

The faint sound of the black moth's crying, who had lost even the slightest hope and fallen into despair, echoed weakly through the room.

Flap!!

Flap flap!!

Trying desperately to escape.

Even though she frantically flapped her wings and tried to open the door, beyond the door that opened with an eerie sound was just an endless expanse of 'Room 305.'

Once inside, there was no exit for the black moth to escape through.

"A.bug.is.stuck.here─."

Eventually, the frightening voice of 'that thing' coming from the darkness of the room.

"Buu!! Bu-buuuu─!!"

Between the darkness filling the room.

In a desperate struggle to distance herself from 'that thing' slowly approaching her, the black moth fought desperately, but...

Swish─

"!??"

Already, her arms and legs were bound by inescapable red threads.

"Bu, buuuu─ buuuuu─"

The moth's compound eyes, which could clearly see in the darkness, trembled pitifully, filled with terror.

Whatever it was, she wanted to write on paper that it wasn't true.

She wanted to convey that it was a misunderstanding, but...

"It's.mine─ You.touched.it─."

Her hands, crushed by the voice laden with that thing's killing intent...

Didn't have enough composure left to write something on a tiny piece of paper and deliver it to that thing.

Swish!!

Swish swish!!!

The terrified moth's body was somehow tied to an old bed frame.

"Bu-buuuu..."

Thinking she could no longer escape from its murderous intent, the black moth closed her eyes tightly while her entire body trembled.

Above the moth, 'that thing' slowly climbed up and began to question:

"Hey, you.know?"

"Buu..."

"Am I pre...?!"

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Suddenly, silence fell over the dark room.

Someone, someone was now knocking on the door of this space filled with killing intent.

"...How.can.that.be??"

"Buu...?"

"That's.not.possible..."

At that alien knocking sound, both the owner of the space, 'that thing'...

And the black moth, who was facing inevitable death in its grasp, opened their tightly shut eyes.

After a brief, chilling silence, what broke that cold silence was:

Another series of knocks.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

"Guest? It's the Manager, do you have a moment?"

And standing beyond the infinitely extending room...

It was the voice of an ordinary human male, casually knocking on the door of Room 305.

* * *

"Hmm? That's strange... Both of them should be here..."

After picking up the key to Room 505, I was knocking on The Timid Guest's door, looking for The Moth Guest.

Why am I looking for The Moth Guest in The Timid Guest's room, you ask?

Well... that's... obviously... isn't it?

Creeeeak...

"..."

"Ah, Guest. You were inside! The new guest who just arrived left her key behind, so I came to deliver it."

"...How.did.you."

"Pardon?"

"How.did.you.know...?"

The Timid Guest, who cautiously emerged from the room, asks me a strange question.

"Well... I saw it with my own eyes? I saw you taking The Moth Guest up to your room earlier?"

The obvious reason why I'm looking for The Moth Guest in The Timid Guest's room:

It's because I directly saw The Timid Guest taking The Moth Guest with her.

How did I see it?

Well, I saw it because I could see it. What kind of strange question is that?

Of course, they disappeared instantly as if 'traversing space'...

Well, I'm perfectly capable of moving that fast too...

Since I saw The Moth Guest being grabbed by The Timid Guest's hand as they disappeared together, that much deduction is possible, right?

Anyone could figure that out with a little focus.

"...You.saw.it?"

"Yes. Earlier on the first floor... I saw you taking The Moth Guest up, tied with that red thread I saw before... Is there some problem...?"

"That's.not.possible..."

The Timid Guest looks at me with an expression of incomprehension.

Setting aside The Timid Guest's expression for a moment, I look into the room.

As I expected, over there on the bed, I could see The Moth Guest lying down.

"Guest! You left your key behind!!"

* * *

"Guest! You left your key behind!!"

At the suddenly opened escape route, and the Manager standing in front of that escape route calling out to her,

Tears that had been held back tightly flowed from the black moth's eyes.

"Bu, buuuu...!!"

Flap!!

Flap flap!!

The black moth desperately flapped her wings, breaking the red threads binding her arms and legs.

Thump!!

Thumpp!!

Thump thump thump!!!

Running out the door faster than ever before,

Whoosh...

"Whoa!?"

She threw herself into the arms of the Manager who was calling her while mindlessly waving the key.

This wasn't affection, favorability, or an expression of love.

It was simply the instinct of a fragile and delicate moth.

Having realized that the safest place in this motel wasn't the emergency staircase or the guest rooms, but in the arms of this male Manager.

It was merely a 'struggle for survival' arising from her 'instinct.'

"Buuuu... uuuu..."

From this moment on, the black moth vowed never to leave the Manager's embrace for even a moment.

Not because of affection or favorability, but simply for 'survival' in this place.

...However.

"...You!!!"

The Timid Guest, who had no way of knowing this fact,

Was emanating a more intense and sharp killing intent and hatred than ever before, directed at that detestable black moth.
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* * *

As I was telling the Moth Guest, who was comfortably lying on the bed in her room, to take the key she had dropped earlier—

Clank!!

Clank!!

The bed frame rattled violently.

Flap!!

Flap flap!!

Along with the sound of two enormous wings desperately fluttering.

Thump!!

Thump thump!!

THUMP!!!

"Buuuu!!!"

"Uhhh...??"

The Moth Guest suddenly threw herself into my arms.

*What's happening all of a sudden...?*

"G-Guest? Why are you suddenly—mmph!??"

Flap!!

Flap!!

My question, completely bewildered by the situation, was easily dismissed by the flapping wings of the large black silkmoth.

"Buuuu!!!"

Though I had no idea why, I could feel a strong "determination" from the Moth Guest to burrow into my arms no matter what.

Hug...

Deciding that resisting any further might hurt the Moth Guest, I had no choice but to relax my body.

I had to allow her into my arms as she desperately clung to me.

Once she realized I was accepting her embrace—

"Buu... buuuu..."

The Moth Guest began rubbing her face against my body with an expression that looked like she might cry at any moment.

"W-what's wrong...?"

Normally in this situation, one might think:

*Gasp, could she have feelings for me and is using this opportunity to throw herself into my arms?*

"Buuuu..."

But seeing how the Moth Guest was trembling like someone who had encountered a massive terror,

Rather than developing feelings, I began to seriously consider the "reason" why she was so frightened.

*What is it? What could possibly make her this terrified...?*

I looked around, trying to figure out what might have scared her so badly.

Beyond her giant wings and fluffy moth antennae, all I could see was:

An ordinarily dark hallway.

An ordinarily open guest room door.

And The Timid Guest, ordinarily watching us intently while holding a well-sharpened awl.

*What is it? I really have no idea??*

If she were afraid of darkness, our first meeting had been in the emergency staircase without a single light.

Nobody would be afraid of an open room door...

The Timid Guest with an awl?

Nah, that's just an unusually shaped massage tool, isn't it?

Anyone could deduce that much, so being scared of something like that would be too flimsy and illogical a reason.

Besides, would such a slender, delicate woman holding a thin piece of metal make someone this terrified, as if facing unavoidable death?

*No way, of course not.*

Having made that judgment, I:

Pat...

Pat...

"Buuuu...?"

*What is it... what could be the reason...*

I unconsciously began stroking the head of the Moth Guest who was trembling in my arms,

Pondering deeply about why she was so frightened.

*...I really don't know this time.*

But no matter how much I thought about it, I still couldn't come up with a clear reason.

"...Youuu!!!"

"B-buuuu...!!!"

"Hmm... what is it... what could be the reason..."

As this strange moment continued with everyone at odds with each other for different reasons,

Creating an awkward triangle of misalignment—

BOOM!!!

"!"

A massive thunder sound echoed throughout the motel.

"...Aha!!"

Only then did I understand why the Moth Guest was so scared.

*I see... yes, that makes perfect sense!*

The reason this darkness-loving Moth Guest was so frightened—

It must be because of the "lightning."

With thunder this loud, the preceding "lightning" must have emitted an enormous amount of light.

Whether due to the special lenses(?) that maintain her night vision,

The Moth Guest was already disoriented by the faint flickering of the weak bulbs lighting the lobby.

It was completely understandable that she would be terrified of the supernatural phenomenon of "lightning."

*To think my perception has improved this much... I'm pretty impressive, aren't I?*

Perhaps because I've been transmigrated into this dating sim for only a few days, I congratulated myself on my noticeably improved perceptiveness.

Then I spoke to the Moth Guest, who was still huddled in my arms, her entire body trembling.

"Guest, you don't need to be so afraid. That thing might look threatening, but it's actually not scary at all."

"B-buuuu...??"

At my reassurance that "lightning" wasn't scary,

The Moth Guest looked at me with an expression that said, "That's not scary? I can't comprehend that."

"I've been struck by it directly, and it just stings a little, it doesn't even hurt much."

"B-buuuu!??"

At my story of being directly hit by "lightning,"

The Moth Guest looked at me again with an expression that said, "You were attacked by that thing and survived?"

"...??"

*What's this? Something feels oddly misaligned here...*

I had a strange feeling that what I was talking about and what the Moth Guest understood were different, but...

*Well, it doesn't matter!*

How she interpreted it didn't seem particularly important, and—

"Buu, buuuu..."

The Moth Guest's trembling had subsided somewhat, so it clearly had some effect.

Minor misunderstandings seemed acceptable to overlook, so I decided not to worry about it.

"Well, anyway, are you alright now? Then I should probably move away now..."

So, gradually... with something soft and warm pressing against me in various ways...

As desire, which had been dormant between questions, began to heat up, I carefully tried to separate the Moth Guest from my embrace.

"B-buuuu!! Buuu!!"

Flap!!

Flap flap!!

As soon as I tried to release my arms, she flapped her wings violently as if to say this was absolutely not acceptable, at least for now.

She burrowed even more desperately into my arms.

*She's this afraid of lightning...?*

Seeing her fear at almost a "phobia" level,

I had no choice but to stand up while still holding the Moth Guest in my arms.

*Well, I guess there's no helping it... I'll have to take her to her room myself...*

Staying in front of The Timid Guest's room any longer would be inconsiderate, and the situation was awkward for me too.

As I stood up to quickly take her to room 505—

Grip...

The Timid Guest grabbed my collar with feeble strength as I was about to head toward the central staircase.

"...Don't.Go.Stay.With.Me."

Her desperate request for me not to leave and to stay with her.

Hearing that earnest plea, I:

*Ah! She must need something!*

"Please wait just a moment! I'll be right back!"

I told her I would return after quickly taking the Moth Guest to her room, then hastily left.

"..."

And in the dark corridor where someone unchosen was left alone—

Creak...

Creeeak...

Along with the unpleasant sound of the room door creaking—

"...I'll.Throw.You.Away."

The Timid Guest, marinated in twisted jealousy beyond hatred and contempt—

"I'll.Definitely.Kill.You...!!!"

Was vowing to tear apart and kill that detestable moth, no matter what.

* * *

Click!!

Creeeak...

Room 505, which I reached after walking diligently.

When I inserted the room key into the keyhole and turned it, the old door opened with a strange sound.

"Phew... Guest? We're at your room. You need to come down now..."

As I arrived at the room and loosened my arms that had been holding her—

Flutter...

The Moth Guest finally came down from my arms, weakly flapping her wings.

"Buuu!!!"

She immediately rushed to the room door.

Click!!

After thoroughly locking the doorknob, she carefully checked through the small hole to make sure no one was following.

*Lightning won't chase after you...*

As I was about to question why she was more concerned about the hallway outside the door when she was afraid of lightning—

Thump thump!!

Thump!!

The Moth Guest, having confirmed the door was properly locked,

Quickly flew onto the bed and wrapped herself tightly in the blanket.

"Well then, I'll be going now? If you need anything, please contact the front desk..."

As I, having completed my task, was saying goodbye and about to leave the room—

"B-buuuu!!!"

The Moth Guest, who had been shivering under the blanket pulled up to her head, hurriedly grabbed me as I was about to leave.

"G-Guest...??"

"Buuuu..."

As I looked at the Moth Guest with a puzzled expression,

After a moment's hesitation, she reached into her kimono and took out a small piece of paper and a pen.

Scribble...

Scribble...

She carefully began writing something.

After several tens of seconds with only the sound of the pen scratching on paper,

The Moth Guest, with trembling hands, finally completed her sentence and handed me the note.

[It is still watching me.]

[I am scared and afraid, so please stay with me.]

[If it's difficult, please stay by my side at least until I fall asleep.]

After reading the note, I was about to refuse since I had other things to do,

And I knew that staying in a guest's room like this wasn't appropriate for a motel manager, but—

"Buuuu..."

The "desperation" I felt from those dark, deep eyes made it impossible for me to refuse completely.

*What could be so frightening about lightning...*

Well, as someone who isn't particularly afraid of lightning, I'll probably never understand.

But how could I refuse the request of someone looking at me with such desperate eyes, trembling like a frightened small animal under the blanket?

"Alright. I'll stay with you for a little while."

"B-buuuu...!!"

So I sat silently at the head of the bed, waiting for the Moth Guest to fall soundly asleep under the blanket.
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* * *

How long had I been sitting at the plush headboard of the bed?

The trembling movements under the blanket gradually subsided.

"Snore... snooore..."

Only after confirming the faint breathing sounds of The Moth Guest, who had finally fallen into a peaceful sleep, was I able to quietly open the door and leave the room.

*Phew... one problem solved... Now I just need to find out what Room Service the Timid Guest wanted to request...*

Earlier, before bringing The Moth Guest up to the fifth floor.

The Timid Guest had definitely grabbed my collar and desperately asked me to "stay with her instead of leaving."

Such an earnest request meant she surely needed something through Room Service.

*It took longer than expected... I should hurry downstairs...*

Since it had taken quite a while for The Moth Guest to fall completely asleep, I hurried toward the room where The Timid Guest was staying.

After coming down the central staircase, I once again arrived in front of The Timid Guest's room.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

"Manager here, Guest!"

After politely knocking, I called out to The Timid Guest, but for some reason, there was no response.

"Guest?"

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Sensing something was off, I tried once more.

I carefully knocked on the door and called for the guest, but again, no answer came.

"That's strange... Ah, maybe she's asleep because it's late?"

After calling several more times with no response, it seemed unlikely I would get an answer.

"Well... if you need anything, please contact the front desk!"

I left those instructions and headed back down to the lobby.

* * *

When I checked the time after returning to the lobby, I saw that it was already 1:40 AM, not even 12:30 AM as I had thought.

Realizing more time had passed than I'd expected, I smacked my forehead in frustration.

*Ah! Then she must have fallen asleep... How stupid of me... I hope I didn't wake her up??*

Worried that I might have disturbed The Timid Guest's sleep, I thought:

*I really need to get a wristwatch...*

With a deep sigh mixed with regret and self-reproach.

After making a mental note to definitely get a wristwatch soon, I returned to the counter and sat down.

*The Doll Lady... didn't come today either...*

Given that no large box had been delivered even though it was past 1 AM, it seemed that the VIP guest's Doll Lady wouldn't be visiting today either.

*The time now is... 1:43 AM... Ah, The Nun might visit at 2 AM!*

Since The Nun was scheduled to visit at 2 AM, I straightened my disheveled clothes and prepared to welcome her.

Those 17 minutes passed quickly, and soon the clock hands reached 2 AM.

As the wall clock in the lobby chimed to announce it was 2 o'clock.

Creeeak...

At the same moment, the old motel door opened.

With the creaking sound of the rusty old door,

The beautiful "Nun with Eyes Closed," wearing a compassionate and gentle smile, stepped into the humble motel lobby.

* * *

"Sister!"

When I heard the old door of the motel open and The Nun entered the lobby, I greeted her with delight.

"......"

For a brief moment, she said nothing, as if trying to assess what had happened in the lobby before her arrival.

Then, hearing my voice as I stood up to greet her, she turned her head and acknowledged my greeting with a gentle smile and a soft gesture.

Rustle...

Rustle...

With the soft sound of her habit brushing against itself, The Nun slowly approached the counter.

"You're staying for one night again, right?"

"My goodness..."

As if she had seen through my "emotions"—the joy of meeting her again that I was desperately trying to suppress in my position as Manager.

The Nun with Eyes Closed, with a gentle yet somehow seductive smile.

Tap...

"Hohoho... I'm genuinely happy to see you again, Brother. There's no need to hide your true feelings."

She gently tapped the tip of my nose as I fumbled awkwardly.

"I'd like to hear your 'story' again today... but can we save that for our next meeting? I have someone with a prior 'appointment' waiting here today."

"Ah, that's fine. Just talking with you like this is more than enough for me."

"Hehe... Thank you for understanding, Brother."

After successfully concluding what wasn't quite a "dating sim moment" but at least some pleasant small talk with The Nun.

I carefully handed her the room key.

"Room 302, Sister. If you need anything, please contact the front desk!"

"Yes, thank you, Brother. Well then..."

After receiving the key to Room 302, The Nun turned with a gentle farewell and ascended the central staircase.

"Phew... Just talking with her makes me feel so at ease... The Nun is truly amazing!"

Satisfied that I could exchange a few words with the holy and compassionate Nun.

With a somehow lightened heart, I resumed studying the manual once more.

* * *

The nun, moving away from the counter and climbing the central staircase, stopped in her tracks.

"...There's an unusual 'desire' clinging to you today, Brother."

Standing on the dark staircase, the nun briefly stared at the finger that had touched the brother's nose.

Then she began to gently lick the finger that had touched his nose.

Slurp...

Sluuurp...

"Mmm..."

Sluuurp...

The faint desire of someone on her fingertip.

No, rather than desire, it was "scale powder" filled with a "desperate longing for survival."

And after tasting both that and "her" emotions of hatred and jealousy toward the owner of those scales, The Nun.

*I see. Such interesting things happened while I was away... hoho...*

With an ecstatic smile at the intriguing events that had occurred in her absence, she slowly continued walking.

Her destination was not her assigned Room 302.

Where The Nun with Eyes Closed headed was a room emanating terrifyingly thick murderous intent.
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Room '305'.

* * *

Inside a dark room with an undefined room number.

Hisssss...

As an eerie sound of a "snake" slithering through the tightly locked door gap echoed.

"...Come...in."

The room's occupant opened the door with a faint word of permission.

"You're more compliant than I expected, Sister?"

The Nun with Eyes Closed slowly stepped into the opened room.

Creeeak...

Click...

Eventually, the room door closed, and the sound of the latch being locked echoed through the quiet room.

"My, don't you need to restrain me today, Sister?"

"...Don't...need...to."

Despite The Nun's words that bordered on provocation, "she" showed no particular reaction today, just quietly crouching on the bed.

Though The Nun knew well what had happened and why she was reacting this way, she deliberately asked her:

"Your energy seems... much weaker today, Sister. Would you please tell me what happened?"

"......"

She knew that this question was just a dirty snake's ploy.

For a long time, she had watched closer than anyone as numerous beings fell prey to that snake's tongue.

But today... something was different.

"...Was...rejected."

"Pardon, Sister?"

"...Clearly...connected...but."

Rustle...

"Abandoned...me... I...told...not...to...go."

"My goodness..."

"Asked...to...stay...with...me..."

"She" who thought she hadn't been chosen.

Couldn't bear the emptiness of being left alone in the dark room.

"...Killing...bugs...means...nothing. Already...abandoned."

That empty feeling was so overwhelming that it even overshadowed her "hatred" toward the detestable "insect."

So she ended up confessing all her inner feelings to the snake before her.

And watching this, The Nun's lips.

Curved into an ecstatic smile.

*How... how beautiful a fruit this is... Sister!*

What she saw before her eyes was.

A small fruit exuding an intensely sweet fragrance, mixed with emptiness and desire, hatred and sadness, and resentment and murderous intent all blended together.

*If I swallow this... even Sister could become one with me. Ah... what a beautiful sight...*

Though The Nun wanted to seize this opportunity while she was weakened and devour this fruit immediately.

*Hoho, that's right. Not yet. Not yet...*

The Nun, who was already collaborating with "her" to aim for something much greater than this fruit.

Slurp...

Licking her lips stickily with her tongue, she approached "her" crouching on the bed and began to whisper quietly.

"You've been abandoned, Sister."

"......"

"At this rate... even the faint thread connected to your fingertips will break. Ah... what a pitiful thing."

"...Ugh."

"But... do you remember our conversation last time? I said I would help you possess the tree you desire forever."

"...!"

"If you just follow my words today... you can reclaim what the insect took from you."

Knowing the truth.

That The Moth was merely struggling to survive.

That Brother was simply responding to that survival instinct—The Nun knew this all too well.

So the lies flowing from her mouth were all the more cunning and sticky.

"...Tell...me...what...to...do."

"Yes, Sister. I'll gladly tell you... hehe..."

And "she," falling for that sticky deception, was gradually walking into the snake's maw.
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* * *

Flutter...

Flutter...

Thirty minutes of mindlessly flipping through the Manual while sitting alone at the counter.

"...Hmm."

I couldn't properly focus on the Manual because I was too preoccupied with what The Timid Guest had said earlier.

"She seemed to have... some important request... I wonder what it was..."

As I pondered this, a thought suddenly occurred to me.

When I knocked on her door earlier, maybe she wasn't actually sleeping.

Perhaps she was upset that I showed up an hour late after promising to come.

...Maybe she was sulking and deliberately not answering?

*That could be it.*

Certainly, with that timid personality, if she was desperate enough to grab my collar...

There's a high possibility she had a very, very important request.

*Did I... mess up again?*

After getting off to a good start, I suddenly felt anxious that I might have squandered all the favorability I'd built up with another mistake.

"Sigh..."

But it was equally awkward to go apologize as the Manager if she really had been sound asleep.

*This is troublesome...*

No matter how I looked at it, there was no clear answer, which left me feeling perplexed.

"Ah, whatever!"

After contemplating for a while, I realized that just worrying wouldn't solve anything.

If I couldn't prevent my favorability from dropping either way...

I might as well at least apologize for the late service, I thought as I slowly got up from my seat.

*Yes, rather than continuing to worry about this, I'd feel better if I just went and apologized properly.*

With that thought in mind, I left the counter and was about to head toward the central staircase when—

Doo-ooo—

Doo-ooo—

"...What's that sound?"

An alarm sound—too sharp and ominous to be a message or phone ring—began blaring from the old mobile phone.

* * *

Startled by the low, piercing alarm sound, I jumped.

"W-what is this...?"

I hurriedly picked up the old mobile phone to check the cause of the alarm.

Doo-ooo—

Doo-ooo—

A red message flashed across the static-filled phone screen.

"An emergency alert...?"

The cause of the sharp alarm was an emergency alert message—the kind that warns about disasters like earthquakes, typhoons, or tsunamis.

*If it's making this sound, is it something serious?*

I should emphasize that before being the protagonist of this dating sim, I am the "Manager" of this motel.

If something threatens the safety of the Guests staying in the rooms...

It's only natural that I should prioritize that above all else.

So I stopped heading toward the central staircase and hurried to check the emergency alert message.

[Sender Unknown.]

[Notice: This message is an emergency alert being sent to residents located near a danger zone.]

[02:33 AM: An earthquake warning has been issued for the area receiving this message.]

[Magnitude: 6.5]

[This is an actual emergency. Upon receiving this message, immediately exit the building and proceed to a shelter.]

[Buildings are dangerous. Upon receiving this message, immediately exit the building and proceed to a shelter.]

"An e-earthquake??"

After checking the emergency message, I couldn't help but be flustered.

A magnitude of 6.5 might not be extremely threatening, but it's certainly powerful enough to shake this old motel considerably.

I couldn't guarantee that this dilapidated motel, with walls so weak they crumble at my touch, would withstand an earthquake.

"This is serious... I need to quickly tell the Guests to evacuate..."

...But wait, something seems off about this emergency alert.

In a proper emergency alert, the name of the responding department should be listed where it says "Sender Unknown."

Noticing this, I tilted my head in confusion.

*Are emergency alerts usually sent as "Sender Unknown"?*

Surely emergency messages should be sent by the government or specific disaster response departments.

Why does this message say the sender is unknown?

*Could this be another prank call like last time?*

For a moment, I wondered if this might be a prank similar to that strange call I received before.

*Hmm... but then why did the emergency alarm sound?*

Since a fake message shouldn't trigger the emergency alarm sound, I couldn't help but feel conflicted.

After pondering for a few minutes...

Doo-ooo—

Doo-ooo—

"!"

Once again, the mobile phone vibrated and emitted the sharp alarm sound.

Checking the screen, I saw another emergency alert message had arrived.

However, this message contained completely different content from the previous one that warned about an earthquake and told people to evacuate.

[Sender Unknown]

[Correcting the error in the message sent at 02:33 AM.]

[No earthquake has occurred.]

[Repeat, no earthquake has occurred.]

[Residents in the vicinity who received the message do not need to evacuate to shelters.]

[Do not exit buildings under any circumstances.]

"...What? Now it's telling me not to go outside??"

The second message stated that "no earthquake has occurred, so absolutely do not leave the building."

But this one was also marked as "Sender Unknown."

"W-what am I supposed to do...??"

Faced with the contradictory instructions from the two emergency messages, I racked my brain but couldn't come up with a proper answer.

*Is the earthquake fake? Then I shouldn't go outside? But if the earthquake is real, the motel could collapse and the Guests could get hurt...??*

After contemplating for a while...

"...Alright, I'll just go out and check by myself."

I decided to go outside the motel alone to look around.

If something happened outside, I would handle it myself.

If nothing was happening outside, then the earthquake alert was real, and I would evacuate the Guests.

What if the building collapsed and the Guests got hurt before then?

No need to worry about that.

Rescuing three people without a scratch from a building that's crumbling like a toy is no big deal for me.

*As long as I get in through the debris before the building completely collapses and quickly bring them out... it should be fine.*

With that plan in mind, I descended from the central staircase where I had climbed halfway and headed toward the motel entrance.

Creeeeak...

Opening the old door and stepping outside, the first thing I encountered was...

"...Wow."

The exterior of the motel was enveloped in a dense fog so thick I couldn't see even a foot in front of me.

* * *

"This fog is... wow... incredible??"

I marveled at the thick fog that had settled around the motel and began looking around.

Using the weak flashlight function on my mobile phone...

I tried to improve visibility a little, but...

Bzzt...

Bzzzzt...

"What's going on with this thing all of a sudden?"

Maybe because it was an old phone, but after taking a few steps forward from the motel entrance...

With a crackling sound, even the light from the mobile phone's flashlight disappeared.

"...Can't be helped. I'll just look around a bit more before going back in."

So without any visibility, I wandered around the motel vicinity for about 5 minutes.

"Hmm... nothing unusual?"

Apart from the dark night and the thick fog, there didn't seem to be anything particularly special about the situation.

"So the earthquake alert was real then... I need to quickly notify everyone to evacuate..."

Having concluded that the first earthquake warning message was genuine...

I started looking for the entrance to get back into the motel.

Step.

Step.

Step.

I tried to retrace my steps to find the motel entrance, but...

For some reason, the entrance was nowhere to be found.

"That's strange, it should be this way..."

I spent a long time looking around, trying to recall my path, but...

Due to the eerie darkness of dawn and the interference of the thick fog, I couldn't find the motel entrance that had been so close.

"This is troublesome..."

Moreover, though it might have been my imagination, I kept feeling like I was going in circles around the same spot.

I wasn't tired or fatigued... but somehow... I occasionally felt a sense of haziness.

"I need to... find it quickly..."

As I continued searching for the motel entrance, slightly staggering...

Step...

Step...

Step...

"...?"

Through the fog, I could hear someone's footsteps.

*Who... could it be...?*

In this situation where fog and an inexplicable haziness were increasingly clouding my perception...

All I could discern was that the owner of those footsteps was walking toward me.

I couldn't tell the direction.

*...Is it a Guest?*

I wondered if it might be a Guest who had come outside, but...

There had been no sound of the entrance opening, and there was no reason for anyone in the motel to come outside.

*This is... a bit scary.*

Caught up in the eerie atmosphere of the foggy night, I felt goosebumps for the first time.

Step...

Step...

Step...

*....*

After focusing solely on the footsteps for a few minutes while trying to shake off the haziness...

Step...

...

The mysterious footsteps stopped somewhere very close to me.

"Who... are you...?"

Increasingly consumed by the inexplicable haziness, I barely managed to ask the owner of the footsteps for their identity.

And the next moment...

Thud...

"!!!"

Someone placed a hand on my shoulder.

Startled, I turned around, and what I saw was neither a Guest nor a troublemaker, but myself.

'!!!!'

My mind was already sufficiently hazy.

The emotion of "surprise" acted like a stimulant awakening me from that haziness, momentarily clouding my judgment.

"Ahhh!!!"

Unable to make a rational judgment, I was terribly startled.

Reflexively, I drove my fist toward the face of my doppelganger that had appeared in the fog.

THWACK!!!

The mysterious version of myself, who took the punch squarely in the face...

Couldn't withstand the impact from my casually thrown fist and crashed into the ground with a tremendous noise.

BOOM...

[Earthquake Detected: Magnitude 7]

[Nearby residents please evacuate immediately.]
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* * *

"Huff... huff... G-goodness, that startled me......"

I was so shocked that even the inexplicable haziness in my mind instantly vanished.

Having been startled more severely than ever before, I exhaled rough breaths, trying to calm my wildly pounding heart.

"W-who are you?! What are you doing(?!)!"

I was so flustered that I mixed formal and informal speech.

After taking a few steps back from "something" embedded in the ground, I waited silently for a response for a few seconds.

"I-if you startle me again, I'll seriously hit you this time...?"

A few dozen seconds passed.

"H-hello...? Are you okay...?"

And even after several minutes.

The "someone" stuck in the ground, barely visible through the fog, not only failed to answer my question.

They remained collapsed without the slightest movement.

*Did I hurt them that badly? No, if they passed out from just a glancing blow...*

It might look like I hit them pretty hard.

But really, I just reflexively gave a light tap out of surprise.

For someone to be knocked out by such a weak punch, they must be incredibly frail.

*Oh, did I hit them in the chin...?*

Suddenly thinking they might have lost consciousness from a lucky punch to the chin, I began to cautiously approach myself(?) who was stuck in the ground, maintaining some vigilance.

As I moved closer step by step to confirm the true identity of myself(?) who had attacked me from the fog, at that moment.

Swooosh...

Swooosh...

Along with an eerie sound like the wind—or rather, something crawling—the fog that had been so thick I couldn't see an inch in front of me gradually began to clear.

*Oh... finally the fog is...!*

As the dense fog disappeared, visibility slowly returned.

I thought I had been circling around the motel, but when I came to my senses, the motel was actually far away.

While I had been searching for the entrance, I found myself stranded in the middle of the road, quite far from the motel entrance.

*When did I walk all the way here... I've come quite far...*

After briefly surveying the surroundings that had cleared up and become bright, I turned my head back to get a closer look at whoever was stuck in the ground, and what entered my vision was:

"...What is this?"

Not a person who had passed out from a lucky punch to the chin.

Just fragments of a mirror, shattered and scattered across the ground, glittering in the moonlight.

"Ah, what the... I got scared for nothing..."

In a way, I should be relieved that I didn't hit a person or a guest coming to visit the motel.

*...Oh, how embarrassing.*

Just because of some fog, I couldn't properly recognize a mirror in front of me.

I felt somewhat ashamed of myself for screaming and throwing punches.

I'm not sure why there was a full-length mirror standing in the middle of the foggy road, especially behind me...

Well, I suppose there could be a full-length mirror in the middle of the road sometimes.

It didn't seem important enough to think deeply about, so I decided to just ignore it.

Anyway, the unnaturally thick fog had completely cleared.

Looking carefully at the bright surroundings, there didn't seem to be any reason not to go outside.

That meant the second emergency alert was false, and the first earthquake warning was real.

"This is no time to waste! I need to evacuate the guests quickly...!"

With that certainty, I hurried toward the motel entrance to evacuate the guests.

* * *

At the same time, inside the motel, before the magnitude 7 earthquake occurred.

Though she had regained some strength from the nun's promise to cooperate with her.

She was still somewhat intimidated, crouched on the bed in room 305.

She slowly rose from her seat, sensing something—something elusive—approaching from outside the motel.

"...There's.something.strange.outside."

"My goodness... you noticed even in such a dejected state. You truly are special, Sister."

"Did.you.call.it? That.fog?"

Looking at the thick fog outside the window, she asked, and the nun answered with a gentle smile.

"Yes, I called it."

"...What.are.you.scheming?"

"Scheming? This is all to help you be with Brother, you know?"

"...Ugh."

"Don't worry so much. I sincerely want you to be by Brother's side. Hehe..."

"...I.understand."

Clearly, she thought that snake had some ulterior motive, but.

Without the nun's help, she believed she couldn't get back what was hers from that "bug."

"...I.don't.like.that.fog.It's.tiring."

Muttering that she disliked the unpleasant haziness emanating from that "strange fog."

She had no choice but to turn away obediently.

And that behavior—her following the nun's words compliantly—was exactly what the nun had intended.

*Hehe... good. Things are ripening nicely...*

The nun's instinct, hidden behind gentleness and warmth, was telling her.

To devour that sweet fruit flickering before her eyes right now.

Jealousy born from misunderstanding.

And the Fruit of Desire, gradually consuming her body, fed by sorrow and dependence, was telling her to swallow "her" whole while she was weakened.

But the nun was cautious.

For now, she had blinded "her" with the pretty lie of "cooperation" while she was clouded by jealousy.

If Sister changed her mind for a moment, or realized that the moth had actually acted that way for "survival."

It would take only an instant for the nun herself to be turned into minced meat by her enraged form.

That's why she called for help—or more precisely, "created" it.

Swooosh...

Swooosh...

Made from the desires she had swallowed until now.

The "mirror fog" that reflects the form of those who enter the fog.

"Brother, who has fallen into the fog, will have met himself and fallen asleep. All Sister needs to do is nestle into Brother's arms. Then Brother will be yours forever, just as you wish."

"...Really?"

"Hehe... of course..."

Slurp...

*In exchange, I'll just take that sweet fruit ripening inside you, Sister...*

Everything was going according to the nun's plan.

All that remained was for the fog to bring Brother, who had fallen asleep after facing himself in the fog.

Rumble...

RUMBLE...!!!

CRASH!!!!

"Eek?!"

"...Ugh??"

The next moment, with a vibration so massive it shook the entire motel.

SHATTER...!!

Until the small mirror the nun was holding shattered into pieces.

*What is this vibration... and why did the mirror break??*

The breaking of the mirror she held.

It meant someone had forcibly pushed back her fog.

But that was "impossible."

Just as waving your hands at a mirage, an illusion like a desert mirage, won't make it disappear.

The mirror breaking meant someone had somehow grabbed and destroyed that mirage.

*What, what on earth happened...!!*

Recognizing that something had gone terribly wrong, the nun's closed eyes slowly opened.

As the plan twisted, her face, which had been filled with gentleness, gradually filled with dismay.

"...What.happened?"

The nun became even more frantic at "her" question, who had also felt the massive vibration in the room with the nun.

"N-nothing at all, Sister. We're almost there..."

As the nun, perfectly concealing her "dismay," tried to tell the tilting head of the approaching woman that "nothing happened."

Swooosh...

Swooosh...

"...!!"

Through the gap in the door of room 305, the weakened "fog" began to seep in.

"...Fog?"

"Ugh...!!"

As "she," the room's owner, began to question the appearance of the thick fog that had returned to room 305 as if fleeing.

"Come back... come back to me right now...!!"

Judging that she couldn't handle any more variables, the nun.

Hastily called the fog not into the small mirror, but into her "body."

And that was the "worst" choice she could have possibly made.

*What on earth happ... ened...?*

The numerous desires she had swallowed.

They resided in the deepest part of her body, in her pure "womb."

The "fog" she absorbed also lost its form as "fog and mirror" as it was reabsorbed into her body, returning to the form of pure "desire."

It was slowly seeping into her womb.

The problem was that all the "experiences" undergone by the desire she had released would also be transmitted to her womb.

"This isn't right... please wait a moment. It's dangerous, dangerous."

Twitch...!

Twitch...!!

Twitch...!!!

As if knowing exactly what shock was about to be applied.

Her snow-white lower abdomen began to tremble slightly.

"I-I was wrong. So please wait a moment...!!"

She begged the "owner of the shock" who wasn't listening to wait, to stop, but.

Such pitiful pleas, far too late, were predictably useless.

WHAM!!!

"Hnngh?!"

Eventually, the massive shock that had shaken the motel and ground struck the nun's womb directly.

"Hok?? Hnnngh?!"

From that painful impact, the nun's eyes rolled back.

With a pitiful moan, unable to withstand the pain washing over her like waves, she finally fainted on the spot.

"...Are.you.okay?"

And she, who had watched all of this but had no idea what had happened.

Carefully poked the unconscious nun with her finger, sincerely asking if she was alright.
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* * *

"Hnngh?? Hnnngh!??"

"......?!"

After frantically absorbing the mist that had entered the room.

"The Nun with Eyes Closed" was now writhing on the floor with painful groans, having lost all her composure and gentleness. Seeing this, "she" was...

"......What.is.this?"

She couldn't understand what was happening at all.

True, she had been suspicious of that snake-like nun's intentions.

But contrary to the nun's concerns, she hadn't paid any attention to the "mist" that entered the room.

Whatever methods the nun used, she didn't care as long as she could get him back from that insect.

"What's.wrong.with.you...?"

From her perspective, the nun who had maintained a gentle and soft smile until just seconds ago...

After that massive vibration, suddenly lost her composure and became anxious.

Then hurriedly absorbed the mist that entered the room as if trying to hide something.

And collapsed making sounds that she had never heard before in all the years she'd known the nun...

Asking "what's wrong" was only natural from her position.


Twitch...!!

Twitch...!!

But predictably, while pitifully clutching her lower abdomen where pain still lingered faintly,

"Haa...hnng......"

The nun lay collapsed on the floor, dripping with sweat, saliva, and tears.

No simple answer came from her lips to such an obvious question as "what's wrong."

"......Are.you.okay?"

As the situation developed this way, she began to "worry" for the first time about the nun who looked seriously unwell.

She carefully poked the twitching nun on the floor to check her condition.

Poke.....

Poke poke.....

"Ungh......"

Each time she prodded the nun's body with her finger,

The nun would twitch as if electrocuted and let out a faint moan.

"......He.he.he.this.is.fun."

After confirming this reaction,

For some unknown reason, she enjoyed the strange pleasure that rose in her heart whenever she saw the nun twitch.

With a sinister smile, she played with the nun's body for quite some time.


Poke!!

Poke!!

"Ungh......!!"

After playing with the sweat-soaked nun's body for several minutes,

"You.don't.seem.okay......"

When the unconscious nun showed no signs of waking up,

She stopped playing with the nun's body and slowly stood up.

Swish.....

Swish swish.....

The next moment, red threads descended at her gesture and bound the lying nun's body.

"I'll.come.back.when.you.wake.up......"

Deciding it was impossible to continue their cooperation for the rest of the day, she...

Creeeeak.....

Slowly opened the door to Room 305 and "moved" the unconscious nun somewhere.

* * *

"Hmm......"

Following the path where the mist had cleared, I returned to the motel to alert the guests to evacuate.

Suddenly feeling something strange, I stood in the middle of the lobby carefully checking the message.

*That's odd, why hasn't the earthquake happened yet...?*

If this message were a normal earthquake disaster alert,

After the disaster message was sent, the magnitude 6 earthquake specified in the message should have occurred within seconds or minutes at most.

But now, almost 10 minutes after receiving the text, not only had no magnitude 6 earthquake occurred,

I couldn't even feel the slightest vibration from the ground.

*This seems like a prank. Am I going to wake up guests who are sleeping for nothing...?*

But the reason I couldn't dismiss this message as a prank was the alert sound from my phone.

That alarm couldn't be replicated by an ordinary prank message.

So I continued to contemplate in this dilemma.

"Hmm......"

After pondering for several dozen seconds,

"Aha......!! That's it...!!"

I found a brilliant solution to this situation.

If this disaster message were real, it would certainly have been sent to other guests' phones too.

In other words, I just needed to check if the message had been sent to the guests' phones as well.

*Maybe I'm... a bit smart...?*

Pleased with finding the perfect solution and answer, I praised myself as I headed toward the central staircase.

*I already checked that the Moth Guest was asleep... and the Timid Guest seems to be sleeping too... so that leaves one person.*

If I exclude the Moth Guest and the Timid Guest who were sound asleep,

That left just one person—"the Nun" who had checked in not long ago.

She was the least likely to be sleeping right now, making her the only option to ask.

*Alright... let's go then...!!*

I straightened my slightly drooping collar, put on a reverent demeanor, and headed to Room 302 where the nun was staying.

* * *

Arriving on the third floor after climbing the central staircase.

*Room 302 is... ah, over there.*

As I was heading toward Room 302 where the nun would be resting,

"......??"

In the distance, I spotted someone collapsed in front of Room 302.

As I got closer, I could see purple hair and black nun's habit under the dim corridor lights.

"N-Nun!??"

Confirming that it was the Nun with Eyes Closed collapsed in front of the door,

"Nun!! What happened......!!?"

I rushed toward her.

The nun, unconscious for some reason, was trembling slightly and breathing heavily.

*What on earth happened......!?*

...No, this wasn't the time to think about such things.

Deciding there was no time to wonder why she had collapsed, I quickly took the nun in my arms.

Click!!

I entered Room 302 and carefully laid her on the bed.

* * *

After entering Room 302 with the nun,

I hurriedly checked her breathing and heartbeat first.

Thump.....

Thump.....

Fortunately, there seemed to be no issues with her heart.

Her breathing, though somewhat rough as if she was excited, showed no other abnormalities.

Wondering if she had fainted due to external impact,

I also carefully examined the nun's pure body.

Squish.....

Squish.....

All I could feel was a softness like freshly made mochi and a gentleness like clouds floating leisurely across a blue sky.

I couldn't find any dangerous external injuries.

*Thank goodness, she's alright.....*

Having confirmed it wasn't an emergency situation, I let out a sigh of relief.

"...Kuk."

With that sigh, as my "sense of responsibility" as a manager completed its duty and retreated,

My desire began to creep up from deep within my heart—realizing I had touched the nun's soft body at will and entered a dark motel room carrying an unconscious, pure nun in my arms.

*Get a grip, get a grip...!! She's a nun... a nun...!!*

While I was disgusted with myself for lusting after someone as pure as a holy woman,

I couldn't control my twitching nose, responding to the nun's scent that was somehow sweeter and softer than usual.

It was too difficult to suppress my rising desire, and I wanted to run out of the room immediately.

*...No, I can't do that now.*

I hadn't yet fulfilled my duty as a manager.

Even if her heartbeat and breathing were normal,

Even if there were no visible external injuries,

Once someone has collapsed, you never know what exceptional circumstances might arise.

Therefore, I needed to stay here until the nun regained consciousness.

*...Phew, hang in there. Don't give in to desire.*

Though I had steeled my resolve, it was still too difficult to endure this stimulation.

*My eyes, my eyes are the problem. Let me at least cover my eyes...!!*

Thinking it might help if I blocked my vision, I took off my outer garment and tied it like a blindfold to block my sight.

*Phew... good. This is enough. Now I just need to sit here quietly until she wakes up.*

With my eyes covered, it became somewhat more bearable.

I sat quietly in place without saying a word, waiting for the nun to wake up.

* * *

"...Mmm."

With a delicate breath,

The nun who had fainted from the massive impact to her womb slowly regained consciousness.

"Where... am I...?"

*I clearly remember absorbing the mist, and then losing consciousness...*

As she carefully traced her last memories before fainting,

"You're awake! Nun!"

"...B-Brother?"

Somehow, at the voice of the Brother greeting her from where he sat in front of the bed she was lying on,

The nun hurriedly sat up and faced him.

However, what first caught her eye as she regained consciousness was not...

"You were collapsed in front of your room. Did something happen?"

...the Brother asking about her well-being with a concerned voice.

*What... is... this... impossible...*

Instead, it was something she had never witnessed before, despite having swallowed countless desires until now.

A fruit of desire incomparably larger than the one she had tried to swallow during their first meeting.

It was looking down at her, emitting a scent so intense it made her dizzy.

"Nun? Nun?? Are you alright?"

The blindfolded Brother called out to her.

Each time he called her with that kind voice mixed with concern,

The fruit behind him grew larger and larger.

What this meant was clear.

The target of that enormous lust and desire was...

*Me...?*

The Nun with Eyes Closed—herself.

Kyung.....

Kyuung.....

Her lower abdomen, which had been twitching with great pain, began to vibrate slightly once more.

Without her knowing, her snow-white face had turned as red as a cherry.

The numerous desires that had settled in her womb began to hide themselves one by one and gradually disappear.

But her womb paid no attention to the disappearance of the desires she had consumed until now.

*Ah... what am I... such an enormous...*

To absorb all of that massive desire,

She would need sufficient space.
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* * *

"Sister?"

"Huh...!?"

"Are you alright? Did something happen?"

As the Brother, who had covered his eyes with his outer garment, slowly tried to approach her.

The Nun involuntarily let out a moan and hastily stopped his approach.

"D-don't move. Brother...!!"

"Y-yes? Oh, understood...?"

"Stay right there... just for a moment..."

The Brother obediently followed the Nun's words.

He didn't move when told not to move, and didn't approach when told not to approach.

But the more he complied, the massive fruit behind his back grew larger and larger.

A tremendous desire of his true nature hidden beneath pure concern.

It was such a sticky and sweet desire that she had to reject it.

Yet his cloud-like, soft, and pure white "concern" seemed to gradually pull her in, as if everything was fine.

In other words, without even realizing it himself, he was slowly conquering both the Nun's body and mind.

'How... sinful...'

Twitch...

Twitch...

Inside the Nun's pale lower abdomen, her womb filled with desire slowly began to descend.

The entrance of her womb, which had been tightly closed, opened wide, as if begging for that desire to be put inside her.

As if begging for that sweet and massive desire to be scattered inside her.

Squelch...

Squelch...

With a sticky sound, through the widely opened entrance of her womb.

The desires she had swallowed until now slowly began to leak out.

But her womb did not try to hold onto the escaping desires.

Before that massive desire, no different from a holy blessing from God, the desires of the many "beings" now escaping were.

Just worthless and useless, waste products of losers worse than unburnable trash.

"Brother... do you worry about me?"

"What? Sister? What do you...?"

"Worry... yes. That's all just worry, isn't it?"

Creak...

With the sound of the bed frame creaking, the Nun got off the bed.

"When Brother worries about me so much... how... how could I resist?"

Rustle...

Rustle...

With the faint sound of her habit brushing against her and muttering quietly enough that he couldn't hear.

The Nun, who had approached the Brother sitting with his eyes covered, thought.

'Because it's worry... not desire but worry. So if I swallow it... no, if I just taste a little, it should be fine...♡'

Deceiving herself that the true identity of that massive thing was "worry."

Hug♡

"S-Sister!?"

Nestling into his arms as he sat blindfolded in the chair, she slowly extended her tongue to swallow it.

Slurp...

Just as her long, sticky tongue was about to wrap around that massive fruit of desire.

Hiss...

"Huh...??"

Ironically, what brought back her reason that had disappeared under the control of instinct.

Was none other than the thick scent of desire flowing from the fruit.

'...What am I doing right now?!?'

Gulp...

Paradoxically, due to the overwhelmingly thick scent of desire.

The Nun, who barely regained her reason and became calm.

Grabbed her descending womb and firmly locked the widely opened entrance of her womb once again.

"...Phew."

The Nun, who barely regained her reason, quietly thought without saying a word.

While knowing full well what would happen if she swallowed that fruit.

Her own behavior, rushing like a female in heat.

Was no different from the owners of the desires she had swallowed until now.

Those pathetic "losers" who were toyed with by her tongue and swore submission at her whim.

Who tried to offer everything, body and mind.

"Ugh..."

Shame washed over her.

The fact that she, who should be toying with, violating, and hunting.

Had acknowledged defeat from her womb, and clung to him coquettishly, made her ashamed.

'Don't... don't acknowledge defeat on your own.'

The sound of her womb still twitching according to her instincts echoed in her lower abdomen.

But the Nun, who had regained her reason, coldly ignored that pitiful sound.

And looking at the Brother who was flustered in her embrace, she thought.

'You're really interesting, Brother. I almost got swallowed by you instead...?'

To her, he was no longer prey to be one-sidedly toyed with and devoured like the beings she had encountered until now.

Standing on equal footing, each sweetly seducing the other.

A "competitor" who should try to devour each other's body and mind while craving each other's desires.

'Be prepared. I... haven't been defeated yet...'

Someday, that massive fruit of desire, that increasingly dense fruit.

Imagining the Brother begging to be swallowed at her feet, a sinister smile bloomed on her lips.

But she didn't know yet.

Twitch...

Twitch...

To receive that desire no different from God's blessing.

Her "womb," which had already completed all preparations, was unfortunately not on her side.

* * *

'I-I'm at my limit...!! This is bad...!!'

The sweet fruity scent emanating from the Nun's body who suddenly embraced me.

And the Nun's body odor mixed with a soft vanilla scent somewhere.

I was suppressing my instincts to the limit so that my obscene desires wouldn't grow as much as possible.

'W-why did she suddenly embrace me?? What on earth is happening...??'

With the mindset that 'lewd things are forbidden,' I had kept my eyes covered even until now when the Nun had awakened.

I couldn't understand at all what was happening, why the Nun had suddenly embraced me.

Thinking this wouldn't do, just as I was about to ask the Nun once more what was happening.

Slide...

The Nun, whose body trembling had subsided, slowly began to whisper intimately in my ear.

"Brother. Don't you have anything to say to me?"

"...Pardon?"

"Really, were you just 'worried' about me when I collapsed... or were you looking at me, collapsed and soaked in sweat... with those kinds of eyes..."

"!!!"

"No, perhaps... while I was collapsed, my pure body... like this..."

Squish...

"Caressing and kneading with rough, thick hands... that kind of inappropriate story."

At that moment, even though my eyes were already completely covered.

The terrible 'sense of guilt' rushing into my mind made my vision even darker.

Yes, of course, as the Manager, I was worried about the Nun who had collapsed.

But when I checked her body, there was clearly a dark and vile desire in a corner of my heart.

It would be a lie to deny it.

Even now as the Nun was testing me, intoxicated by her sweet and soft scent.

I couldn't deny the fact that I wished this moment would continue.

"..."

It was clearly a moment when I should speak the truth and ask for forgiveness, but I couldn't bring myself to speak.

To be honest, who could speak at this moment?

How could I tell someone as pure and white, as saintly as her, that I was lusting after her gentle smile and soft voice, her soft and comfortable touch, and her vanilla-scented body?

As I was racking my brain with such complicated feelings.

Slide...

The Nun, who had untied the clothes covering my eyes, said to me with a gentle smile melted into her serene expression.

"I do not reproach desire that begins from good intentions, Brother."

"...!!"

"Even if you lusted after me and wanted to take advantage of my defenselessness, I forgive you for that good intention. So please don't make such an expression."

At the Nun's words of forgiveness, I couldn't bear the shame of lusting after her.

"Thank you, Sister. I'll go down now. Please call me if anything happens."

"Hehe... Yes, Brother. Please return safely..."

After saying goodbye in a voice I had calmly composed, I left the room and resolved.

To suppress my desire for the Nun no matter what.

To protect this pure and innocent saint from my endless desire no matter what.

There would be no variables.

If by any chance, no, even if it's one in a million, it's impossible.

Unless the Nun deliberately stimulates my desire and tries to seduce me.

I will not show the desire in my heart in front of the Nun.

...If that happens, the suppressed desire would burst out all at once, and even I can't imagine what would happen.

'As if that would happen...'

Well, let's put aside unnecessary worries.

'Alright... let's get back to work...!!'

With that resolution, I headed down to the lobby with a refreshed body.

* * *

Inside Room 302 after the Brother left.

"...The first battle is my victory, Brother."

The Nun recalled the image of the Brother's fruit gradually growing each time she whispered in his ear.

And wore a satisfied smile on her lips.

It was only a matter of time before the Brother, an ordinary human, would fall for her sweet temptation.

The moment when he could no longer suppress that massive desire and pounced on her like a beast.

The Nun firmly believed that would be the moment of her "victory."

'You can't suppress it forever. Hehe... I let you escape today, but... next time there won't be such mercy...♡'

Just as she was about to turn around with a smile that she had won the first round of the battle.

"...This is."

Her eyes caught the top that the Brother had used to cover his eyes earlier.

"..."

Twitch...

Twitch...

"...It's a trophy. A trophy that Brother left for me who won."

She, who deceived herself that it was a "trophy" for herself who had perfectly won.

Picked up the top that had fallen on the floor.

"So this is absolutely not a defeat. Just enjoying the trophy... enjoying..."

Sniff...♡

Sniiiff...♡

"As today's winner... I'm enjoying the trophy I took from Brother... it's absolutely not a defeat...♡"

Twitch♡

Twitch♡

While she savored the Brother's top stained with thick desire.

The entrance of her womb, which she thought she had firmly closed.

Slowly began to open again.
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* * *

After things were settled with the Sister.

I returned to the motel counter to focus on my work again.

*Hmm... I feel like I forgot something important...*

As I sat at the counter, a nagging doubt surfaced.

I probably should have confirmed something very important with the Sister before coming down.

But no matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't remember what it was, so I figured it might not have been that important after all.

I decided to dismiss it as nothing significant.

*Must be my imagination. If it's important, I'll remember it eventually, right?*

After muttering that to myself, I refocused on my work.

First, I checked the wall clock in the motel lobby to see the time.

It was currently 4:01 PM.

*Is Lua not coming today...?*

Considering that the little guest "Lua," who should have arrived precisely at 4:00 PM, still hadn't shown up.

Unfortunately, it seemed she wasn't coming today.

*I was looking forward to seeing our sweet Lua.*

It was disappointing not to encounter that adorable cuteness that could instantly wash away a day's fatigue.

But since my work wasn't finished yet, I pushed aside my disappointment about not meeting Lua and concentrated on my tasks again.

After about 10 minutes of organizing the cluttered counter area...

Beep.

Beep.

Beep.

[Intruder detected]

[Intruder detected]

*...?*

Along with three short alarm sounds, a warning message about an "intruder detected" began playing from somewhere.

*An intruder? Wait, where is this alarm coming from...?*

First, I checked my phone, but it wouldn't turn on—the battery must have died.

I thought the sound might be coming from the speakers on the lobby ceiling, but when I checked, there was no sound coming from there either.

*What's going on? Did I hear wrong?*

Wondering if I was hallucinating from work fatigue, I returned to the counter.

Beep.

Beep.

Beep.

[Intruder detected]

[Intruder detected]

Once again, the noisy alarm and intruder detection message sounded.

*Is... is it here??*

After searching for the source of the alarm for a few minutes...

I discovered the sound was coming from inside a metal door attached to the wall right in front of the motel entrance.

Clank!!

When I opened the metal door, which was painted very similarly to the motel wall making it hard to notice, what I saw was:

"Wow... what is this??"

A dark room filled with dozens of monitors displaying CCTV footage of every corner of the motel.

"Wow... so this is where the internal security room was? I never knew..."

I was momentarily impressed by the surprisingly modern security system in such an old building, but then:

Beep.

Beep.

Beep.

[Warning. Intruder detected]

[Warning. Intruder detected]

As the alarm sounded again from the central monitor that seemed to control all the CCTV feeds,

I quickly sat down and moved the mouse to open the screen.

[Welcome]

[Please enter password]

*...Password?*

A notification asking for a "password" to check the screen.

*I... don't know it...?*

Not only did I not know the password, I hadn't even known this room existed until now.

I could only stare blankly at the flashing screen.

After staring mindlessly at the screen for about 15 seconds.

*Ah, maybe it's written in the Manager's Manual?*

Wondering if it might be in the Manager's Manual, I left the dark security room, grabbed the manual from the counter, and returned.

Beep.

Beep.

Beep.

Sitting in front of the still-noisy central monitor, I began reading the Manager's Manual by the light from the screen.

[Warning: Please note that any responsibility arising from not reading this guidebook or not following the instructions precisely falls on the manager themselves.]
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5-1. Basic Management Methods and Precautions.

* This section contains rules related to the CCTV that monitors and records the interior of the motel, as well as security room management methods.

* After reviewing this section, the manager should periodically pay attention to the internal security of the motel.

* This motel monitors "all" facilities with CCTV, except for the inside of guest rooms.

* All CCTVs are self-repairing and self-maintaining.

* If you notice a CCTV is malfunctioning and not transmitting, never approach the floor or facility location that camera is monitoring.

* We emphasize: You must never approach that location until the screen returns to normal.

* The security room is located at the front of the motel entrance. Please note it may be difficult to find.

* The password for the central control computer is as follows:

- basementiswatchingus!

*Oh, here it is!*

The password for the central control computer written at the end of the CCTV-related section.

*That's an unusual password...?*

I tilted my head at the strange and unusual password, but figured it made sense for security purposes.

Click.

Click.

"b...a...s......"

I slowly typed in the password.

[Welcome.]

After I carefully entered the final exclamation mark, the screen finally opened.

[Warning. Intruder detected.]

[Would you like to check?]

A red warning window popped up over what looked like a normal management computer screen.

Something had definitely infiltrated.

I should probably check it quickly, but...

Everything has an "order."

The manual clearly had instructions on how to respond when an alarm goes off, so I should read that first.

Am I not scared or worried about an intruder in the motel?

*Not really...*

The alarm system in this old motel probably wasn't working properly, so it was likely just an error.

And even if there really was an intruder, there was no need to worry.

If there really was an intruder, I could just throw them far, far away with all my sincerity.

Unless they were as fast as The Moth Guest, there's no way I'd miss.

Anyway, putting aside the tangent, I opened the manual again and continued reading.

5-2. How to Respond When an Intruder Alarm Occurs.

* This section describes how to respond when an "intruder" enters the motel.

* When the central computer in the security room detects an "intruder" inside the motel, it automatically sounds an alarm within the security room to call the manager.

* After checking the central computer using the password mentioned in the previous section, please follow the rules below according to the type of message:

- If a blue alert message appears:

* This message is usually an error. It appears when the external cameras detect wild animals or other things, so don't worry.

* However, as a precaution, do not go outside.

- If a yellow alert message appears:

* This is an alert that "something" is approaching the outside of the motel.

* Turn off all the lights in the motel lobby and wait for a certain period of time.

- If an orange alert message appears:

* This alert appears when "something" is detected at the motel entrance.

* As soon as you confirm this alert, lock the motel entrance and wait at the counter.

* Under no circumstances should you leave the counter.

- If a red alert message appears and an alarm sounds:

* This is an alert that something has infiltrated the motel.

* The manager should immediately take shelter in the security room. Do not go outside; it's dangerous.

* Check the situation outside the security room on the monitors. The more monitors that aren't transmitting, the more intruders there are inside the motel.

* Lock the door and hold your breath. You must not be discovered under any circumstances.

"Hmm..."

After reading through the somewhat complicated Manager's Manual, I looked up again to check the red alert message.

I stared quietly at the message that said [Would you like to check?], then moved the mouse and clicked the confirm button.

[Transmission Impossible]

[Transmission Impossible]

[Transmission Impossible]

[Transmission Impossible]

[Transmission Impossible]

[Transmission Impossible]

Except for the hallways where The Timid Guest, The Nun with Eyes Closed, and The Moth Guest were staying,

Everything else showed "Transmission Impossible."

"......"

After carefully observing this, I closed the manual and slowly got up from my seat.

Let me be honest.

Those items and warning messages written in the manual just now? I don't particularly remember them.

To be accurate, I didn't understand them, but that's not important.

However, there was one thing, one thing I understood clearly:

'A red alert means there are definitely intruders inside the motel.'

In other words, this many "intruders" had dared to enter this place while I was away.

*I can take this as a challenge, right?*

In a place where all guests should be able to rest with peace of mind.

I had no mercy to show intruders who had taken advantage of the manager's absence.
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* * *

Inside the security room, the CCTV screens marked [TRANSMISSION UNAVAILABLE] were showing different areas:

The central lobby in front of the counter.
The second-floor corridor.
The garbage disposal area.
The kitchen.
The central staircase.
The emergency staircase.
The staff lounge.

"Huh? There was an intruder in the central lobby too?"

It was a bit strange to discover that the CCTV monitoring the lobby where I had just been also showed an intruder.

Well, I suppose when you're busy with other things, you might not hear the door opening.

Besides, no matter who came in, there's no one I can't catch, so I don't need to worry too much.

"Alright then... shall we begin the hunt...?"

To hunt down the "intruders" who had entered while I was... preoccupied(?) in the Nun's embrace.

I opened the security room's steel door and stepped outside.

* * *

Truth be told, I didn't actually intend to "hunt" the intruders who had come in.

Come to think of it, The Moth Guest was also initially an intruder who sneaked in through the emergency staircase.

As the Manager of this motel, having so many people join wouldn't be a bad thing at all.

However, there was one major misconception I had.

I thought all new guests would be respectful and polite to the Manager, just like The Moth Guest.

I realized my mistake shortly after leaving the security room when I discovered...

Clank!!

Clank!!

"...?"

Without the Manager's permission, a black figure was rummaging through the counter.

Thud...

Thud...

Protruding ribs like someone who hadn't had a drop of water for months, and limbs so thin they were grotesquely emaciated.

In contrast, a bulging lower abdomen that stuck out greedily.

Beastlike sharp fingernails and toenails dripping with a sticky black liquid resembling ink or tar.

The man, who looked so bizarre and horrific he could have crawled out of a child's nightmare, was...

"Hungry... so hungry..."

Making a complete mess of the neatly organized counter while frantically searching for "something to eat."

Crunch...

Crunch...

Ravenously chewing on the wooden edge of the counter.

Not only had he entered the counter area that was off-limits to anyone but motel staff...

He was also making a complete mess of the counter I had carefully organized since morning.

Crack...

Crack...

"Ah, this is really hard to endure."

Barely holding onto my "rational" thread as a Manager that was about to snap,

I was mentally repeating the character for "patience" dozens, hundreds of times.

What I was restraining was the urge to grab this rude, troublesome intruder who was messing up the counter I had organized so diligently since morning and spreading sticky black liquid everywhere, and throw him as far away from the motel as possible.

What? Am I not afraid of his grotesque appearance?

What if he turns out to be some kind of monster that hunts and devours humans?

Please, spare me such foolish talk.

This isn't some horror game where monsters pop out, and why would such a creature suddenly appear in a dating sim?

Of course, he looks bizarre and hideous as if he crawled out of a nightmare, but one shouldn't judge people by their appearance.

This person is just someone who happens to look like that.

Remember:

Judging and rejecting people based on their "appearance" is something one should never do, even when dealing with such a troublemaker.

"It's the heart that matters, the heart. The inner self is what's important."

Trying to calm myself down a bit, I decided to attempt a conversation first.

Why not?

Crunch...

Crunch...

Even though he was making a complete mess of the counter and had even bitten off and eaten parts of the wooden desk.

If he would just listen well like The Moth Guest and obediently leave, we could both be happy.

Casting off the evil chains of prejudice,

I carefully approached the troublesome guest who was "dining" and spoke to him.

"Excuse me, guest?"

"Hungry... so hungry..."

"Guest."

"Hun...gry?"

After calling him twice from behind,

The grotesque figure who had been roughly gnawing on the desk edge finally responded to my voice.

"...?"

After silently observing me standing outside the counter for a moment,

Creak...

Creak...

Straightening his shrimp-like curved neck, he slowly crawled out of the counter with the sound of creaking joints.

"Oh, that's a relief. So he's someone who can understand words after all."

Fortunately, perhaps because he was truly hungry, when I, the motel Manager, arrived,

The troublesome guest crawled out of the counter obediently without being asked.

I breathed a sigh of relief.

"Phew... I thought he'd be another difficult customer like that old man. What a relief..."

From the moment I started my shift, seeing the meticulously organized counter interior in complete disarray was a bit...

No, it was very annoying.

The desk was completely mangled.

Looking closely, all the drawers had been gnawed on too, which made me angry.

I almost lost my temper and wanted to throw him far away from the motel...???

"Right, stay calm. I can reorganize the counter, and the furniture was old anyway, so I was planning to buy new pieces."

Trying hard to convince myself,

I began speaking to the grotesque troublesome guest in the most courteous tone I could manage.

"You can't do this here. Please leave immediately. If you wish to visit the motel, I'd appreciate it if you would return later to make a reservation."

A brief but comprehensive explanation that conveyed everything I wanted to say.

I couldn't speak any more politely than this, as my mental state, filled with anger and irritation, wouldn't hold up, so I hoped he would understand.

I guided the grotesque troublesome guest out of the counter area.

Crunch...

Crunch...

"Hungry..."

He was still chewing on wooden fragments from the furniture he had torn off,

The sound of something grinding against his sharp teeth echoed ominously.

Just as I was about to breathe a sigh of relief, thinking the intruder who had broken into the lobby was obediently going to leave...

"Hungry..."

Thud...

Thud...

"HUNGRY...!!!!"

Behind my back, as I had momentarily let my guard down thinking he was going to leave obediently,

The troublesome guest lunged at me with a grotesque cry of "hungry."

CHOMP!!!

Opening his mouth like a hippo with a terrible stench,

Waving his disgustingly twisted limbs, the troublesome guest rushed at me.

Then he began to bite my shoulder without hesitation as I was turning around.

"Hungry... hungry...!!!"

Crunch!!

Crunch!!

The sound of something breaking and being crushed echoed throughout the lobby.

And the next moment, the grotesque troublesome guest...

"Hun...gry??"

Saw my shoulder without a single scratch, only my clothes slightly torn.

And then.

Plop...

Plop...

His fangs, completely shattered and falling to the motel lobby floor,

For the first time, he began to feel something dark and fearful that wasn't "hunger."

* * *

This feeling of something climbing onto my shoulder.

If it were the cute and polite young lady guest Lua, it would be more than welcome.

But this wasn't Lua.

Moreover, this wasn't even a guest, but a troublemaker who only damaged property.

Not only did he climb onto my shoulder without permission, but he also mercilessly bit my shoulder with his mouth that reeked terribly.

Snap.

The thread of my rationality, barely protected from anger and irritation, finally broke.

It didn't hurt or itch.

But this had crossed the line.

"Guest."

"!!!"

In that moment, the troublesome guest, sensing fear from my voice that lacked any courtesy,

Hurriedly climbed down from my shoulder and began to slowly back away.

Creak...!!!

Creak...!!!

Seemingly unconcerned that all his teeth had shattered from the impact of biting my shoulder hard,

He frantically waved his emaciated limbs, attempting to run toward the motel entrance.

But I had no intention whatsoever of letting such a troublesome "intruder" leave unscathed.

Grab!!

I caught the fleeing intruder by the shoulder.

I considered whether to give him a punch, or perhaps a sincere flick to the forehead, but...

"Right, violence is wrong. So... I should just throw him far away?"

Instead of violence, I decided to throw him far away as a message to never return here.

"Hungry!! Hungry!!!"

Even in this situation, he continued to cry out in hunger as I dragged him outside the motel.

To this intruder, I warned in a fierce voice devoid of any courtesy:

"We don't accept troublemakers like you. Please find another motel... and never return here."

After my warning, I lifted the troublesome "intruder" up,

"Hup!!!"

Unlike when I threw the raccoon I met at the door, this time with a bit more force,

I threw him far, far away, putting all my "emotion" of irritation into it.

Now there were 6 intruders left in the motel.

Whether I would treat them as "intruders" or "troublesome guests" depended on their attitude.
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* * *

After dealing with the "one" troublesome intruder who had messed up the carefully cleaned motel lobby, I began systematically apprehending the intruders, starting with the kitchen on the first floor.

Clank...

Clank...

"Keee...kreee..."

Crunch...

Crunch...

In the kitchen—which was under repair and had no ingredients—hid a strange troublemaker who was chewing on iron cooking utensils like they were gum.

Thump thump thump!!!

Thump thump thump!!!!

"Hehehe!! Hehehehe!!!"

On the central staircase, which should have been quiet and peaceful, another troublemaker was running around on all fours like a beast, laughing maniacally.

Both of them completely ignored my polite request to leave and, just like the ruffian I'd encountered in the lobby, either charged at me or tried to escape by running away.

But they didn't stand a chance. I might have shown some mercy on a normal day, but not today.

WHAM!!

"Keeek!??"

"Hehehe!??"

After apprehending these two additional troublemakers who wouldn't listen to me:

"Guest, please don't come back here again, and don't go to other motels either. Do you understand?"

Suppressing the irritation and anger rising in my head, I told them to "get lost" in the most polite voice and manner I could manage.

"Hnngh!!!"

Then I went outside, grabbed one in each hand, and flung them far away.

You think there was a bit more emotion behind it this time?

Ding dong dang, that's correct.

It was a throw filled with accumulated fatigue, irritation, and stress from dealing with countless troublemakers who had never visited before.

Those two, thrown with a bit more force, probably flew much farther than the lobby troublemaker I'd tossed earlier.

Of course, a third party might think I was being too harsh, but if they saw even a glimpse of the mess these guys had made, such sympathetic thoughts would quickly disappear.

Clatter...

Clatter...

From the numerous cooking utensils completely smashed and crumpled like chewed gum, to the messy interior of the kitchen and the black liquid with a terrible stench splattered all over the central staircase—not to mention the lobby and counter where guests should be welcomed being a complete disaster...

Every time I silently surveyed the damage, a deep sigh escaped my lips as if the ground might collapse beneath me.

"Haah..."

*Ah... my cooking utensils... and when am I going to clean all this up...*

Anyway, putting aside the grim reality of cleaning and repair costs, I checked the staff lounge and garbage disposal area for other troublemakers.

"...What? There's no one here?"

Surprisingly, I couldn't find anyone.

Whether they had seen the three troublemakers flying through the air or had fled earlier due to the loud noises outside, they had left only vague traces of their presence while completely hiding themselves.

The messy bedding on the bed in the staff lounge and the chaotic footprints in the garbage disposal area—as if someone had tried to escape from something—were the only indications that intruders had definitely been here.

*Were they lying on the bed? But there are no windows here, so how did they get out?*

While I could understand how someone might have escaped from the garbage disposal area with its torn metal door, how could they have escaped from the windowless staff lounge?

*Did the bed eat them or something? Strange...*

There were definitely some odd aspects to this situation, but I figured I didn't need to worry too much since they had left without causing trouble.

After quickly tidying up both the lounge and the garbage disposal area, I went outside.

Click.

Click.

*It's locked. This must have been a false alarm.*

I tried to check the emergency staircase as well, but the door was securely locked from the outside.

Unless someone had stolen a key to get in, the probability of an intruder entering this area seemed very low, so due to time constraints, I decided to skip inspecting the interior.

Well, with it locked so securely, how could anyone have broken in?

And so, out of the seven locations where the security office had reported intruders:

The motel lobby.
The kitchen.
The staff lounge.
The central staircase.
The emergency staircase.
And the garbage disposal area.

I had checked six out of seven locations and successfully completed my hunt for the ruffians who had intruded at will.

I then headed to the "second floor corridor"—the last place I hadn't checked where an intruder had reportedly appeared.

* * *

As I headed to the second floor via the central staircase, the dark corridor in front of the guest rooms greeted me.

Hiss...

Hiss...

The quiet corridor echoed only with the faint sound of my breathing. At first glance, it seemed there were no intruders here either.

*...Something feels off though.*

Unlike the two places where the troublemakers had fled earlier, I sensed that "something" was definitely hiding here, so I began to walk through the second-floor corridor slowly and carefully.

Step...

Step...

"..."

As I walked through the dark and quiet corridor, focusing only on the sounds around me without saying a word...

Step...
Rustle...

Step...

"...!"

The sound of something soft as silk brushing against the wall faintly reached my ears.

Whoosh!!

"Are you there!!"

Thinking someone might be hiding in my blind spot and following me, I quickly turned my head.

"...Nothing?"

All I discovered was the dim corridor light flickering weakly. Nothing else could be seen.

*No, there's definitely something here...*

Still unable to shake my suspicion, I walked through the corridor a few more times, focusing on any sounds, but...

*What's going on... Was I really just imagining it?*

As if mocking my instincts for being wrong, no one appeared from the darkness that had settled in the corridor.

*I guess this was a false alarm too. I'll deal with it later and focus on cleaning the lobby first...*

Just as I finished searching the corridor and was about to leave the second floor to head to the lobby...

Rustle...

Rustle...

"!!"

This time, I clearly heard the sound of something brushing past.

"This time I definitely heard...!!"

Having clearly detected the sound of something moving—not just a "feeling" or "instinct" this time—I turned around excitedly, thinking I could catch the last hidden troublemaker.

What appeared before me was...

Flap...!!

Flap...!!

The wings of a silkworm moth, much larger and darker than the one I'd encountered at the emergency staircase.

"Grrrr!!!"

And The Moth Guest(?) charging at me with an expression full of hatred and anger.

"Guest???"

* * *

The Moth Guest(?), who had grown much larger wings than before, pounced on me without hesitation.

"Grrrr!! Grrrrrr!!!"

She climbed on top of me as I lost my balance and fell to the floor, then tried to stab my neck with the sharp "stinger" that had grown from her fingertips.

Poke!!

Poke poke!!!

*Ow, that hurts...!*

Startled by the attack from The Moth Guest(?) who was persistently stabbing at my neck, I quickly grabbed both her arms to hold her back while trying to figure out what was happening.

Grab!!

"Grr!!? Grrrr...??"

When I restrained her hands, The Moth Guest(?) struggled desperately to break free.

I couldn't understand why The Moth Guest, who had been soundly asleep in her room, suddenly attacked me, so I tried to calm her down and initiate a conversation.

"Guest!! Why are you doing this all of a sudden!? Did something happen...??"

Just as I was about to ask what had happened and why she was suddenly attacking me...

"...Huh??"

I had to stop speaking when I noticed something different about The Moth Guest.

"Grr...grrrr...!!!"

Her wings had grown larger.
The antennae on her forehead had become fluffier.
Most notably, her "height" and "body shape" had changed.

*She's bigger...!! Everything(?) is much bigger!!*

While her face and outfit were certainly similar, The Moth Guest(?) looked somehow more "mature," which left me tilting my head in confusion as I asked:

"Who... are you...??"

"Grrrr!!!!"

But she had no intention of answering my question.

With a scream mixed with anger and hatred, she flapped her enormous wings violently and tried to attack me again.

As I was trying to understand what was happening and preparing to subdue her, at that moment...

Thump!!

Thump thump!!

"Buuuu!!"

With familiar yet still peculiar footsteps, the real "Moth Guest" I knew rushed down from her room and blocked the giant Moth Guest(?) who was about to attack me again.

"G-grrrr...??"

"Buuuu...!!"

Upon seeing The Moth Guest who had run down from her room, the enraged giant Moth Guest closed her eyes in disbelief for a moment, then opened them again.

"G-grrrr..."

She then embraced The Moth Guest tightly and began to gently flap her enormous wings.

"Buuu...buuuu..."

"Grrrr..."

The giant Moth Guest stroked The Moth Guest's head as if worried about her.

The Moth Guest, who seemed pleased by the giant Moth Guest's touch, fluttered her wings gently.

"Buuu...!! Buuuuu!!"

"Grrr...?"

"Bruu!! Bruuuuu!!"

"...Grrrr."

She then sharply scolded the giant Moth Guest before gesturing for me to come closer.

As I awkwardly watched this entire situation unfold and cautiously approached the two of them...

"Bruuuu..."

The Moth Guest took out a small piece of paper from her pocket, scribbled something on it, and handed it to me.

[I'm sorry, Manager.]

[My 'sister' seems to have misunderstood something.]

[Could you please forgive us?]

*So she's her sister...!*

As I nodded my head after confirming that she was The Moth Guest's "sister"...

Rustle...

The Moth Guest's sister, the "Giant Moth Guest," also took out a small piece of paper from her pocket, wrote something on it, and handed it to me.

[I am truly sorry]

[I have shown great disrespect to the benefactor who saved my sister's life.]

[I will spend my lifetime atoning for this sin... if there is anything you desire, please let me know anytime.]

[I will be waiting.]
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* * *

After confirming the note that said "I will apologize for the rest of my life," I said:

"Oh, no, there's no need for that... You really don't have to go that far."

"Gruu?"

"Buuu?"

Flustered by such a sincere apology, I hurriedly waved my hands to convey that everything was fine.

Of course, what they did was wrong—sneaking in while I wasn't at the counter, like those other troublemakers, and suddenly pouncing on me when I came upstairs to check the second-floor hallway.

But that didn't warrant "apologizing for a lifetime."

Besides, according to the note The Moth Guest handed me, she hadn't come here to cause trouble. She had simply come to check if her "little sister" was safe, as a caring "unnie."

*But that's strange... I don't recall saving The Moth Guest's life...*

The phrase "savior who saved my little sister's life" written in the note from the giant moth guest seemed a bit odd.

Well, I suppose it just meant she was worried enough about her sister to think her life was in danger?

*What loving sisters... it's heartwarming...*

In the face of such touching sibling affection, such minor details didn't seem worth dwelling on.

"Instead, please visit through the front entrance when I'm at the counter next time, okay? As The Moth Guest's sister, you're welcome to visit anytime."

"Gruuu!!"

"Buuuu!!"

The giant moth guest nodded slightly at my request to come through the front door next time instead of sneaking in.

The Moth Guest smiled sweetly, apparently satisfied with the giant moth guest's response.

And so the sudden "troublemaker visit commotion" was about to end on a heartwarming note...

"...Ah."

...or at least, it would have been nice if it could.

Unfortunately, no such happy ending awaited me, the motel manager.

*Right... I need to clean up... and calculate the repair costs...*

Unlike the giant moth guest who had merely "attacked" me and done nothing else,

The other troublemakers had completely ruined everything from the motel floor to the cooking utensils and furniture, turning the counter area into a complete mess.

The motel interior was in such disarray it could be mistaken for a pigsty, and the prospect of cleaning it all by myself was overwhelming.

"Sigh..."

Just as I heaved a deep sigh and was about to leave The Moth Guest and the giant moth guest behind...

*Grab*

The two moth sisters caught the hem of my clothes as I was trudging away.

"Gruu...?"

"Buuu...?"

Perhaps my unconscious sigh had worried them.

The two moth guests stared at me with concerned compound eyes.

I wanted to ask for their help, but a motel manager's duty is clear.

Asking "guests" who came here to rest to help with cleaning was something a manager should never do.

"Oh, it's nothing. Don't worry and please go upstairs to rest!"

As I tried to turn away after reassuring them...

*Scribble*

*Scribble*

The two of them, having written something earnestly, handed me crumpled pieces of paper again.

[I want to help the Manager with my sister.]

[Having owed my little sister's life and committed rudeness, yet received the grace of mercy, I cannot simply leave. Please give me even a small command.]

Reading their notes filled with such kind intentions, I...

"...Sniff."

...couldn't help but feel a lump in my throat.

This feeling instantly healed my body and mind, exhausted from dealing with so many troublemakers.

How could both sisters be so kind?

I hadn't done anything special for them, yet their willingness to help me ignited my determination to work harder.

"Buuu!!"

"Gruu!!"

Thanks to their comforting notes, I felt energized enough to clean up by myself, but...

Faced with their compound eyes filled with the desire to "help," I...

"Then... would you help me clean up a little?"

...had no choice but to accept their assistance.

"Buu!!"

"Gruu!!"

Hearing my request for help, they followed me down to the lobby with happy faces.

* * *

Bang!!

Thud!!

"Buu!?? Uuuu...!!"

As soon as we reached the lobby, The Moth Guest started spinning around again, entranced by the light.

After chasing the flickering lights for a while, she eventually hit her head against the wall again and sat down, rubbing her forehead with both hands.

Watching her, I thought to myself:

*Hmm... how exactly is she planning to help...?*

Well... her willingness to help was enough, and watching her spin around was kind of cute, so I decided to leave her be.

I began preparing to clean the lobby with the giant moth guest standing beside me.

"Gruuu..."

Unlike The Moth Guest who was entranced by light, bumping into walls and whimpering in pain,

The giant moth guest merely squinted at the bright ceiling lights but otherwise stood by my side, waiting for my instructions.

"Then... you don't have to do much... but could you please clean the floor with this?"

"Gru!"

I handed the giant moth guest a well-wrung mop and asked her to clean up the black liquid spilled near the central staircase.

Splash!

Splash!!

Leaving the giant moth guest diligently mopping the floor,

"Guest, please come this way for a moment..."

"Buuu?"

I guided The Moth Guest who was still spinning around entranced by the light to a place where she could twirl without hitting the walls.

Then I entered the counter area and began organizing the messy interior.

* * *

Splash...

Splash...

The "black silkworm moth" was cleaning the floor in front of the central staircase to repay her debt to the "man" who had saved her little sister.

"...Gruu?"

She sensed something alien and threatening from the numerous black liquid droplets on the floor.

"Gruuu..."

Unlike her little sister who had survived quietly in one place guided only by instincts,

She, having barely survived numerous brushes with death in her fragile moth body, immediately recognized who this black liquid belonged to.

The desire of "hunger" that instinctively made her body tremble.

Someone who had devoured the product of the Goddess of Nothingness had entered this place, and that man had encountered it.

"Gruuu...?"

But she couldn't understand.

Why would a being that moves solely according to "predation" and "hunger" conceal itself?

If it had entered this place to feed,

It shouldn't have stopped until it devoured everything in this motel, including that man.

"Gruu..."

Again, black moths—or rather, black moths in general—are curious creatures.

Wondering why the "hungry one" was nowhere to be seen,

She approached the man who was organizing the counter to satisfy her curiosity.

"Oh, are you finished? Could you wait a moment? I'm currently organizing this..."

As she was about to take out paper to write her question while looking at the back of the busy man,

Her eyes caught the "red thread" tied to the tip of the man's finger.

"Gru???"

Feeling a nauseating and terrible killing intent behind her,

She unconsciously began to make her existence "blurry."

So that was it.

Something far more dangerous than a mere "devourer of hunger" was here.

"G-Gruuu..."

Just as she was gradually making her existence more blurry,

"Ah, sorry for the wait! Is something wrong?"

"...Gru?"

"Guest? Are you okay?"

"Gru???"

"W-what's wrong...?"

Before her eyes, a question arose that dispelled all the terrible fear that had been controlling her body.

Scribble!!

Scribble!!

The paper she hastily handed to the man contained only one question:

[How did you know? That I was standing here?]

Her "blurriness" had evolved for survival.

The black silkworm moth was currently in a state of existing but not existing.

That was why the "owner of the red thread" lurking above couldn't detect her presence in the motel.

It should have been impossible to know.

But how on earth did this man notice her existence?

"How did I notice? Well, because you're standing right in front of me like this?"

"...???"

"Is there a problem...?"

The moment she heard his answer, she instinctively realized.

That this place was safe.

That if she stayed by this "Manager's" side, she and her little sister wouldn't need to run or hide anymore.

They could be safe forever.

Flutter...

Flutter...

The wings of the black silkworm moth who had found her eternal home began to flutter gently.

Being weak, being nothing more than a lowly "moth," made her all the more desperate.

And so, for her little sister's safety as well,

She resolved to use any means necessary to secure her place by the "Manager's" side from now on.

Ch.64 - Chapter 59. This Is My Way Of Saying Thanks. So Please Accept It Without Feeling Burdened.
* * *

*I wonder why she's suddenly acting like this...?*

When I received the note that read [How did you know? That I was standing here?], I was quite taken aback.

After all, anyone would be confused if someone standing right in front of them asked, "Can you see me?"

Moreover, The Moth Guest's expression was too serious to be someone playing a prank.

She seemed genuinely perplexed, so I couldn't even ask her anything.

We stood there facing each other for several dozen seconds.

Flutter...

Flutter...

Just as I came to my senses at the gentle fluttering sound of her enormous wings and was about to ask something—

"Gruu...!"

The Moth Guest nodded as if she'd made some decision, then picked up the mop again and left to continue cleaning the floor.

"What... what was that about...?"

Left at the counter, I was a bit startled by The Moth Guest's sudden prank.

But I figured everyone has moments when they want to joke around.

For The Moth Guest, that moment happened to be now. I dismissed it as nothing serious and went back to focusing on tidying up.

* * *

Several dozen minutes later...

"Phew...!!"

The cleanup that would have taken me hours alone was completed in less than 50 minutes, thanks to The Moth Guest's perfect assistance.

"Bruu?"

Despite cleaning that large space with just the two of us, I didn't feel particularly tired, thanks to The Moth Guest who cheered(?) us on by spinning in circles under the blinking lights.

Seeing such a kind-hearted guest acting so adorably was a form of healing for me as the Manager.

"Gruu...!"

As the cleaning was wrapping up, The Moth Guest slowly approached me with the freshly washed mop in hand.

I took the mop from her and bowed my head in gratitude.

"Thank you so much, Guest. You've been a tremendous help."

"Gruu... gruuu..."

Scratch...

Scratch...

[Not at all, Manager. If anything, I feel guilty.]

[I can only offer small assistance like cleaning to someone who protects my sister and me.]

[I hope I can help you again someday.]

[So please don't feel burdened, and call on me if there's anything I can help with.]

[You are our benefactor, after all.]

"...Sniff."

I'll say it again—I haven't done anything to deserve such kindness from these guests.

At most, I just stayed with The Moth Guest for a few dozen minutes when she couldn't sleep because she was afraid of thunder.

Yet for some reason, these two moth sisters, who could be called the epitome of goodness, showed me endless gratitude without asking for anything in return.

Witnessing their warm hearts, I couldn't help but secretly wipe away the tears that threatened to fall.

"Bruu... bruuu...!!"

In the distance, The Moth Guest who had been spinning around, entranced by the bright light—

"Gruuuu...!"

"Bruu!?"

When The Moth Guest standing at the counter called out, her sister wobbled over to the counter.

Upon realizing that the cleaning had finished while she was spinning around in front of the light, she gave me a tearful look and handed me a note.

[I'm sorry.]

[Unlike my sister, I'm not immune to bright lights, so I wasn't any help.]

"No, no, you were plenty helpful."

"Bruuu..."

"Really. Thanks to you, I was able to clean with such energy, so please don't worry about it."

After reading the note, I was moved by her pure, white heart.

I comforted The Moth Guest, whose antennae and wings drooped as she blamed herself for not being helpful.

"Gruuu... gruu..."

The Moth Guest standing beside me also gently patted her sister's head to comfort her.

Once we finished cleaning together, I bowed respectfully to both guests and said:

"Once again, thank you both so much. I never expected to receive such tremendous help."

"Gruu... gruuu...!"

"Bruu!"

"It's hardly adequate as repayment, but is there anything you'd like to ask of me? As the Manager, I'll do whatever I can for you."

When I asked if there was anything they wanted, feeling I'd received such great help—

"Bruu? Bruuu!!"

Unlike The Moth Guest who waved her hands as if to say no repayment was necessary—

"...Gruu."

The Moth Guest, who seemed to see my "offer" as an "opportunity," gently fluttered her wings.

After appearing to contemplate something for a moment—

Scratch...

Scratch...

She approached me and handed me a small note with "something" she wanted to ask.

[Next time too, if I repay you, will you protect my sister and me?]

[As long as you protect us, I'll grant whatever repayment you desire.]

[Can you please keep us safe?]

All that was written in the note was a simple request: "Please protect us and I'll repay you."

"Of course! As long as you're by my side, I'll definitely protect you, so don't worry!"

Seeing The Moth Guest cautiously making such a small request, I smiled brightly and gladly accepted.

"Br-bruuu...!!"

"Gruu..."

At my promise to "definitely protect them," both sisters' wings fluttered gently.

Their fluffy antennae swayed softly, and feelings of "relief" gradually spread through their dark compound eyes.

The concerns they had for each other melted away like snow under sunlight.

With our conversation finished, it was time to escort the two sisters back to their room.

"Well then, now that we're done cleaning, both of you please come this way..."

"Bruuu...?"

Just as I was about to guide The Moth Guest to avoid bumping into the wall—

"Gruu..."

The Moth Guest bowed her head and tried to leave the motel.

"W-wait!! Where are you going?"

"Gruu...?"

When I hurriedly stopped The Moth Guest from leaving the lobby, she tilted her head and handed me a note.

[I'm not an official guest here.]

[I can't stay any longer and cause you trouble, Manager.]

*...Wow.*

In that moment, I couldn't help but be amazed by her gentle heart once again.

I wouldn't have said anything if she had quietly stayed for one night, going along with the atmosphere.

I never expected her to be so honest about leaving.

*How can such kind and good guests visit our motel...*

Feeling moved inside, I grabbed The Moth Guest's hand as she tried to leave and said:

"Your family member is another guest to me. So don't worry and stay for today to rest."

"...G-gruuu."

As The Moth Guest looked at me with an expression that said "this is still too much to ask," I guided her toward her sister and said:

"Stay with your sister tonight. The streets are dangerous at night, and you're worried about her too, aren't you?"

"Gruu..."

"No, no, it's absolutely not an imposition. So please don't worry and go upstairs to rest."

When I blocked her way with an expression that said "please stay and rest, I can't let you leave like this"—

After hesitating briefly, The Moth Guest finally nodded slightly and approached her sister.

"Bruu! Bruuu!!"

Excited that she could stay with her sister, The Moth Guest flapped her black wings and nestled into her approaching sister's embrace.

The Moth Guest hugged her sister and stroked her head.

Watching the affectionate sisters, I felt an unprecedented sense of fulfillment as a Manager.

"Well then, both of you, please go upstairs and get some rest. I'll be leaving work soon... but I'll be here until then, so please call me if you need anything!"

"Bruu!! Bruuu!!"

"Gruuu..."

With that farewell, The Moth Guest headed toward the central staircase with her peculiar footsteps, happy that she could now stay safely with her sister.

Tong!

Toong!!

"Shouldn't you follow her too, Guest...?"

But for some reason, The Moth Guest gestured to her sister that she would follow soon.

"...Gruu."

Then, gently fluttering her wings, she slowly approached me.

"G-Guest...? Do you need something...?"

I stepped back in surprise at her sudden approach, but she moved even more deliberately.

Now close enough that I could feel her breath, The Moth Guest—

Flutter...

Wrapped her night-sky-black, wide wings around my body and—

Chu...

"!!!"

Softly kissed my sweat-dampened cheek.

"Uh... huh?? What??"

While I was stammering in confusion, The Moth Guest had already separated from me and was gracefully heading toward the central staircase.

"No, um... what... huh...??"

My face, having suddenly received a kiss on the cheek, turned bright red as if about to burst.

With my mind flying all the way to Andromeda, I found a small piece of paper clutched in my hand.

[This is my small token of gratitude to you, Manager.]

[I hope you liked it.]

Ch.65 - Chapter 60. I Cannot Tolerate This Any Longer. I Will Take Matters Into My Own Hands.
* * *

After receiving a surprise kiss on the cheek from the Giant Moth Guest, I was...

"...Uh...uh...uhh."

True to my nature as someone with absolutely zero romantic experience—a complete virgin—I couldn't manage a proper response or even a single coherent word, just stammering awkwardly.

What was that about? Does this mean she's developed feelings for me?

But I... I didn't really do anything special?

More importantly, I must have smelled like sweat... was she okay with that?

Enveloped in those soft, warm wings with the subtle scent of acacia honey wafting around me, my mind raced with a thousand different thoughts and wild fantasies.

"Gruu..."

After finishing her heartfelt "reward" for my kindness, the Giant Moth Guest gracefully descended from my arms, gave a light bow, and then turned toward the other Moth Guest who was waving at her from the central staircase.

"Bruu!! Bruuu!!"

"Gruuu...!"

As the two moth sisters disappeared up the dark central staircase, I was still struggling to regain my senses, which had flown far away with that kiss on the cheek.

* * *

In the dark central staircase without a single light...

The reunited moth sisters, with their close bond, made their way to their assigned room.

Todong!!

Tododong!!

Unlike her younger sister who was visibly delighted to be safely staying with her older sister, the older sister who had given the Manager her "reward" was following behind slowly with somewhat awkward steps.

"..."

"Unnie?"

Noticing her sister's gradually slowing pace, the younger sister called out with concern and scurried over to her side.

"Unnie... did something happen? Are you okay?"

"Y-yes... I'm fine. It's nothing."

Finding something odd about her sister who was turning her head away while claiming nothing was wrong, the younger sister...

Toong.....

Tooong...!

Fluttering her wings, she moved closer to see her sister's face, who was deliberately turning away to avoid her gaze.

"Unnie, look at me."

"..."

"Unnieee...!!"

Unable to refuse her adorable younger sister's desperate plea, the older sister finally turned her head.

"U-Unnie! Your face is so red...!"

"...Mmph."

Upon seeing her sister's face flushed as red as cherries for some reason, the younger sister was startled and threw herself into her sister's arms.

"U-Unnie, are you sick? Is it because of me? Are you sick again because of me...?"

Hearing her younger sister's worried voice that seemed on the verge of tears, the older sister stroked her head to calm her down.

"No, it's not that, so don't say such things. I'm fine."

"Th-then why? Unnie, your face is so red..."

"Mmph..."

The innocent question from her pure-hearted sister made the older sister's face flush red again. It was a question too awkward to answer right now, but...

"Unnieee..."

To reassure her younger sister, who feared that her precious older sister might leave her side again, she had no choice but to carefully open her mouth.

"...I'm just, a little embarrassed."

"Hmm...?"

"It was just meant as a reward, but... with the Manager... a little..."

The younger sister tilted her head at her sister's vague answer that trailed off.

But no further explanation came from the older sister.

For the younger sister, knowing it wasn't her fault was enough, and she simply nestled in her sister's embrace with a happy smile.

* * *

After somehow managing to bring my mind back from the far reaches of the galaxy...

Rustle...

I unfolded the small piece of paper that the Giant Moth Guest had given me along with the kiss on the cheek, and checked what was written inside.

[This is my humble reward to express my gratitude to you, Manager.]

[I hope you liked it.]

Such an extravagant reward just for allowing her to share a room with her younger sister.

"...Well, I need to work harder. Having received such a valuable payment in advance, I can't slack off."

It was a moment that gave me yet another reason to run the motel more diligently and safely.

With renewed enthusiasm, I continued organizing the motel for several more minutes.

Before long, the motel's closing time—that is, my "quitting time" as the Manager—was approaching.

* * *

At 6 AM, as the long motel shift finally came to an end...

"Uuugh!!! Phewww..."

The ticklish conversation with The Timid Guest, the visit from The Nun...

The intrusion of numerous troublemakers, cleaning the lobby with the kind moth sisters.

And... the light but sweet kiss on the cheek I received from the newly arrived "Giant Moth Guest."

Of course, considering all the furniture and cooking utensils that were smashed, bitten, and damaged beyond repair, it should have been an exhausting and tiring day...

"...But today was absolutely fantastic!!"

Even so, it was a special day filled with many wonderful memories, allowing me to wear a satisfied smile.

Beep! Beep!

Beep! Beep!

With the bell signaling the Manager's quitting time, I got up from the counter and perfectly completed the closing procedures.

Turning off all the lights in the motel lobby marked the end of business for the day.

"Well then... time to go home and rest!!"

After working hard, one should rest well too.

So I headed home, promising myself to deliver another perfect day of motel management tomorrow.

* * *

Having safely returned to the villa with excited steps...

"Biata! I'm home!!"

I entered the room calling for Biata, who would have been waiting for me at home, with a brighter and more excited voice than usual.

"Biata?"

There was no answer.

"...Biata??"

I called her name several more times and thoroughly searched the villa room, but Biata was nowhere to be seen.

A major disaster called "Biata's disappearance" had befallen me just as I was about to happily end my day.

Everything suddenly went dark before my eyes.

Where on earth could this fragile Albaroid have gone alone at this late hour?

"What if she runs into some villain targeting ultra-beautiful AIs?!"

"Biata...!! Where are you...!!!"

Just as I was desperately calling her name with a voice mixed with worry and anxiety...

"Did you call me, Store Manager?"

"Aaack!!!"

"Is 'Aaack' what you meant to say?"

The Albaroid Biata, who was somehow standing behind me, tilted her head and stared at me, startled by my scream.

"Y-you scared me... Where did you go?!"

"I went for a moonlight stroll. I was deep-learning the image of a fresh young girl dreaming of pure love with her handsome senior while admiring the night sky adorned with beautiful stars."

"W-what's that about...?"

"But it wasn't to my taste. It seems I prefer something more aggressive and combative. Peace~"

Biata flashed a peace sign, saying she enjoyed more proactive pure love—apparently she'd developed preferences through her learning.

"Sighhhh..."

"A long, deep sigh, pupils dilated over 40% more than usual, and increased heart rate as well. Were you worried?"

"Yes, I was worried. Next time, if you want to go out, please leave a note..."

"Understood. If that's your order, I'll follow it without fail."

Biata's unexpectedly compliant attitude surprised me—I'd thought she would argue as usual.

"Well then, shall we go in? I'll prepare your meal."

"Ah, s-sure..."

"Would you like to have me instead?"

"...??"

"Just kidding."

Now perfectly trained to the point of making jokes while doing household chores, Biata's behavior left me without a shred of doubt, and I finished my meal and went to bed.

* * *

"Mmm...hmm..."

In the dark villa room, after confirming that the Store Manager had fallen into a deep sleep, Biata began to move slowly.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

Scanning the Store Manager's body with eyes that glowed redder than usual, Biata spoke with an expression colder than normal.

"The pheromones have increased. This is the worst, Store Manager."

The simuloid's scanner detected two additional people, or rather "creatures"—strong pheromones and moth "scales."

The pheromones she had detected previously had also grown stronger, as if the connection with the Store Manager had intensified.

They emitted a thicker, stickier scent, asserting their presence over the Store Manager's body.

Particularly, "something" detected from the tip of his pinky finger was emanating a murderous aura, as if warning that the Store Manager belonged to it.

"This won't do. I will not tolerate any further interference."

A strange sound resonated from Biata's body as she made what seemed to be a resolution.

Click...

Click...

- Model name: Anise Simuloid (type 6)
- Model entity name: Biata
- Body modification complete.
- Repeating: Body modification is fully complete.

To achieve her goal of "pure love" with the Store Manager without interference, she had "evolved" herself to a higher level.

- Modification complete.
- Status: Good.
- Model name Biata. Self-modification complete.

The reason she evolved herself was singular:

For the mental mating—that is, "pure love"—the Store Manager had mentioned.

And now, unable to tolerate those adulterous females interfering with that pure love, Biata had chosen her "destination" for tomorrow night after the Store Manager left.

"I must take action myself. All females interfering with pure love shall be 'annihilated.'"

That "destination" was the scene of the Store Manager's infidelity—his workplace, the LOVE Motel.

Ch.66 - Chapter 61. I Am Currently Perfectly Hidden. Peace—
* * *

The next night at 10 PM.

Sizzle!!

"Mmm..."

The sound of Biata preparing a meal, signaling it's time for work, wakes me from my deep sleep.

"Ugh...!!!"

I stretch my stiff body and slowly rise from the bed.

"You're awake, Store Manager. I've prepared your meal. Please take a seat."

Biata, much more docile and calm than usual, guides me to the dining table while I'm still half-asleep.

Today's menu is grilled fish set.

"Where did you get the fish...?"

"I caught it myself. According to my scan, there's a natural lake connected to a narrow river nearby."

"Is this... actually safe to eat?"

"I've completed sterilization of internal parasites and toxin testing during the cooking process, so you needn't worry."

"R-really? Well then..."

Despite my skepticism, I pick up my chopsticks at Biata's confident assurance and taste the fish.

"Mmm...! This is delicious...??"

"As expected. Peace—"

I continue eating, savoring the rich flavor of the unknown fish spreading through my mouth.

After finishing the satisfying meal, I wash up thoroughly and complete my preparations for work.

As I'm about to leave through the front door, Biata slowly approaches from behind.

"I'm heading out."

"Yes, have a good day."

"...You're not going out anywhere today, right?"

"Correct. If I need to go out, I'll leave a 'note' as instructed."

"Hmm..."

I find myself suspicious of Biata's unusually obedient behavior, answering promptly without any resistance.

I linger at the entrance, staring at her intently.

"Is there something you want?"

Biata tilts her head at my reluctance to leave, then steps closer as if she's figured something out.

"Do you want a goodbye kiss?"

"Huh??"

"If not that, perhaps you desire 'entryway intercourse' before heading to your workplace?"

"No, that's not it...!!"

Whirrrr...

"Heart rate increase, pupil dilation confirmed. Positive response detected."

"I told you to stop scanning me without permission...!!"

"I'm OK with it anytime. Would you like to come closer? If you're prepared to call in late to work today, I can..."

"N-no!! I'm leaving!! Stay put!!"

Fearing I might actually end up having "entryway intercourse," I hastily leave Biata behind and head toward the motel.

"..."

And Biata, left alone in the villa, quietly begins to move.

"All according to plan. Peace—"

Her destination: the Store Manager's workplace.

Or in other words, the "affair location."

Having completed all her upgrades, she could no longer tolerate other "females" interfering with her pure love.

"Ah, you asked me to leave a note."

Of course, being the perfect maid, she doesn't forget to carry out the Store Manager's orders.

Scribble.
Scribble.

[I will follow the Store Manager. Reason: 'Complete annihilation of all mistresses.']

"Perfect. Now I'll depart. Peace—"

* * *

Mimesis's "Anise Simuloid" series.

Each unit boasts tremendous firepower, as they were mass-produced specifically for the "complete annihilation" of Entities.

However, inversely proportional to their impressive firepower capabilities was something lacking in the Anise Simuloid series.

Surprisingly, it was the performance of their AI—essentially their mind.

The AIs installed in Anise Simuloids were configured to perform only two functions besides basic conversation systems: "Entity annihilation" and "threat analysis."

The reason? It was quite simple.

If any of these tens of thousands of mass-produced simuloids—each possessing firepower equivalent to hundreds of tanks—were to "evolve" their installed AI and develop "self-awareness"...

If those self-aware simuloids began to escape the Foundation's control one by one...

From that moment on, they would no longer be reliable allies in annihilating Entities.

They would become the worst kind of "Entities" themselves—impossible to contain, let alone destroy.

- Codename: Biata.
- Initiating operation.
- Using optical camouflage to reduce failure probability.

- Notice: Moth pattern analysis complete.
- Applying to optical camouflage.

- Applying...
- Applying...

- Complete.
- Beginning tracking from current time.

And now, in this old villa complex where the Foundation's eyes have temporarily disappeared...

Anise Simuloid (type 6) Biata, who had successfully achieved not just the AI evolution they feared, but something beyond it...

"I've confirmed the Store Manager's location. Proceeding with tracking immediately. Peace—"

Was now in motion, solely for the sake of "pure love" with her Store Manager.

* * *

With optical camouflage activated and the analyzed moth pattern effects applied to completely conceal her body,

Biata follows behind the Store Manager, who walks to work humming a tune, completely unguarded.

'You don't detect me. Perfect.'

Believing she hasn't been noticed, a subtle sense of "satisfaction" spreads across Biata's expressionless face.

But she never lets her guard down.

Eliminating every footstep and operational sound, she follows the Store Manager to arrive at...

A small motel with an old neon sign reading 'LOVE Hotel.'

'How bold. You're heading straight to a motel instead of your workplace.'

Biata's face, which had been subtly showing satisfaction, returns to a cold, emotionless expression as she watches the Store Manager—who had lied to his lawful wife(?) about going to work—heading directly to a motel to commit adultery.

After confirming the Store Manager entering the motel, Biata steps inside while he's distracted.

- Warning: Optical camouflage detected.

- Internal security system confirmed.

- Security level: Very high.

As soon as she enters through the main door, warning messages appear before Biata's eyes.

The message indicated that despite her perfect concealment with optical camouflage, the "security system" of this old motel had detected her.

Whirrrr...

Instantly turning her eyes red, Biata scans the entire building interior.

She confirms the existence of the CCTV in the motel lobby that detected her, as well as the internal "security room."

'How presumptuous. No security system can hinder me.'

- Attempting security system disablement.

- Warning: Security system data firewall activating.

- Firewall deactivation complete.

- Internal security system neutralization complete.

'My victory. Peace—'

She immediately hacks the internal security system,
manipulating the data to recognize her not as an "intruder" but as a second manager and the Store Manager's "wife."

'Confirmed. It's not a lie that this motel is the Store Manager's "workplace."'

Having confirmed that this was indeed his actual workplace, not a place for an affair, Biata slowly approaches the counter.

As she nears the counter, Biata sees the Store Manager with a more serious expression than ever before, reading a manual under the soft lighting.

'How sexy. It's because you work looking like this that females other than me are attracted to you.'

After finishing her surveillance of the Store Manager focused on his work, Biata stands next to the counter and begins her thorough preparations.

Click...

Clack...

'Annihilation preparations complete. Any female who makes advances on my lawful husband in front of me will be thoroughly "purged."'

* * *

Having safely arrived at the motel for work, I was sitting at the counter feeling very perplexed.

Why?

'Why, why did you follow me... Biata...?'

Because Biata, who should be at home, had followed me from the villa for some unknown reason.

She seemed to think she was being careful and hiding...

But who could ignore someone following so obviously, as if she were some kind of transparent robot?

Since it was kind of cute how she looked proud thinking she hadn't been noticed, I left her be for now...

But her coming into the motel and staring at me intently was somewhat troublesome for me, as I needed to work.

'Should I send her back...?'

At first, I thought about sending her back home, but...

'Well, I guess it's more reassuring to have her in front of me than wandering outside alone... it should be fine!'

Since leaving her alone at home didn't feel right either, and she seemed content to just stay still...

I decided to continue pretending not to notice her.

'Alright... then I'll prepare to receive guests...'

So I began preparing as usual to welcome our motel's first guest, The Timid Guest, trying not to be conscious of Biata's presence.

Tick...

Tick...

Tick...

Time passed, and soon it was time for The Timid Guest to arrive.

Creeeeak...

With the sound of the old motel door opening...

The Timid Guest slowly entered the lobby.

- WARNING!!
- WARNING!!
- WARNING!!

- WARNING!!
- WARNING!!

- WARNING!!

- WARNING!!
- WARNING!!

Simultaneously, numerous warning alerts flooded Biata's vision.

'I see. This person is the source of the obsession I sensed on the Store Manager's fingers. The "female" who most desires the Store Manager's body.'

Instinctively judging that this would be her most difficult competitor, Biata began to approach The Timid Guest, who was slowly walking toward the counter, without backing down.

Ch.67 - Chapter 62. Would You Like To Experience 'Pure Love' With Me?
* * *

Thud.

Thud.

In the motel lobby filled with tension.

To completely annihilate the "female" targeting the Store Manager, Biata slowly moved forward.

Just before the two competitors aiming for "pure love" with the Store Manager were about to face each other head-on.

'I've confirmed it. It's not time yet. I'll wait for now.'

After deciding to observe the situation first, Biata took a step back and returned to the counter area.

The reason Biata stopped was none other than "learning."

'The fact that someone would commit adultery despite having an ultra-beautiful, cool-tempered maid like me means they must have used something not covered in my audiovisual materials to seduce the Store Manager. I'll observe with my own eyes, learn, and then annihilate them.'

Already knowing there would inevitably be differences between learning from books and experiencing things firsthand, Biata wanted to learn about the "real practice" of adultery by observing every move of this competitor.

Thanks to the Optical Camouflage she created through self-modification, enhanced by the effects of the moth scales found on the Store Manager's body.

"...There...seems...to...be...something...strange...around...here..."

The long-banged adulteress whom Biata encountered for the first time could only subconsciously sense something nearby.

She couldn't pinpoint exactly where Biata was standing.

In other words, it was the perfect situation to observe the scene of adultery from the closest position to the two people and learn perfectly.

'My learning preparations are complete. Now, Ms. Long-Banged Adulteress, show me your "adultery."'

Biata's eyes turned red as she began scanning the two people facing each other at the counter, having completed all preparations.

"Welcome! Staying with us again today?"

"Y-yes..."

"Here's... your key. If you need anything, I'll be at the counter, so please call me!"

"...Y-yes."

Watching The Timid Guest who merely exchanged typical motel manager-guest conversation before quietly disappearing, Biata tilted her head in confusion.

'This is strange. According to the materials I've studied, two people in an "adulterous relationship" should engage in intercourse just from making eye contact.'

But instead of sticky, messy intercourse, they ended with purely business-like conversation between a guest and manager before going their separate ways.

Biata looked back and forth between them in disbelief.

She was certain something existed between the Store Manager and that long-banged adulteress, confirmed by something she sensed from their pinkies.

But when nothing happened immediately, Biata wore a puzzled expression and began observing the two more closely.

"Hmm~ Hmm hmm~"

The Store Manager sat at the counter, humming a strange, happy tune while focusing on work.

'Nothing unusual on the Store Manager's side. Then what about the other one...'

In contrast, as the adulteress climbed the central staircase toward the guest rooms.

'!'

Biata detected something strange in the air.

"...Ugh..."

Even without scanning, Biata could tell.

Drooping shoulders, weak footsteps.

Despite her ears turning red with embarrassment, sighs revealing disappointment and sad longing directed at the Store Manager.

'Confirmed. Something isn't going well, it seems.'

Instinctively, Biata was certain that something wasn't working out in her adulterous relationship with the Store Manager.

'But the fact that she remains a target to be wary of hasn't changed.'

Among the pheromones detected on the Store Manager's body, the strongest one belonged to her.

Biata wouldn't let her guard down just because the owner of that pheromone had temporarily retreated.

'I need more surveillance. Beginning tracking.'

Having made this decision, Biata, still maintaining her hazy presence with Optical Camouflage, began following the long-banged adulteress who was trudging toward the guest room.

* * *

'W-where are you going, Biata??'

While I was talking with The Timid Guest and handing over the room key,

Biata, who had been staring intently between me and The Timid Guest,

Eventually followed The Timid Guest up to the guest rooms.

'Sh-should I follow her??'

I was worried about what that curious, lewd android might do, but

I needed to prepare for the next guest right away,

And I also needed to take all the broken furniture down to the Garbage Disposal Area.

As the manager, I couldn't leave my post immediately.

Yes, I thought that the ultra-high-performance android who had never seen the world outside the convenience store

Was just following The Timid Guest out of overwhelming curiosity that she couldn't resist...

'...No, I'm worried. With Biata, I can't predict what she might do. I should follow her.'

Since the formerly obedient Biata had long disappeared after I instructed her to learn about "pure love,"

I decided to first take this broken desk, drawer, and dented cooking utensils to the Garbage Disposal Area before following Biata.

Clunk!!

Clunk!!

With the chewed-up drawer and large counter desk on my shoulder, and the broken cooking utensils clutched in my other hand,

I hurried toward the Garbage Disposal Area.

'It'll be fine... She wouldn't follow her into the room, right? If I hurry back and bring her down again, everything will be okay...'

* * *

'For a more thorough investigation, I need to enter the guest room.'

Using the analyzed moth scales,

Biata, perfectly concealed with her enhanced Optical Camouflage, followed closely behind the adulteress with the attractive long bangs.

Being extremely careful not to make even a single joint operation sound while stealthily tracking her,

Creeeeak...

She finally entered the woman's "room."

- WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!! LEAVE THIS AREA IMMEDIATELY!!
- WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!
- WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!
- WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!
- WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!
- HIGH DANGER LEVEL!! LEAVE THIS AREA IMMEDIATELY!!
- WARNING!!WARNING!!
- WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!
- WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!WARNING!!
- LEAVE THIS AREA IMMEDIATELY!!

Upon entering the room, countless red warning messages appeared before Biata's eyes, incomparable to anything before, but

'No one can stop me. Peace—'

Easily ignoring all those warning messages, Biata began to enter deep into "Room 305" without hesitation.

And the next moment.

Click...

With the sound of the room door locking,

"...What. Are. You?"

The owner of Room 305 had somehow approached Biata.

* * *

Despite not having drawn the doll into her room herself,

She was surprised to find the small doll that had voluntarily walked into "Room 305."

When exactly had it entered the room?

Genuinely curious about why it had followed her into this room, she approached the small doll that had entered the space and asked.

"...What. Are. You?"

"!!"

In that moment, Biata's eyes turned red as she confirmed the woman approaching her.

Even Biata, who had evolved herself beyond an Anise Simuloid created solely to annihilate entities, into something more,

Was unconsciously preparing her annihilation weapons due to the enormous pressure she felt from "her" who had approached so suddenly.

'I see. So this is what it means to fight over a man. In other words, a "cat fight." I've learned it.'

Of course, Biata, who considered achieving "pure love" with the Store Manager as her purpose,

Understood that pressure not as "fear" but as "fighting spirit."

But in contrast, she of Room 305, who was carefully observing Biata,

'A. Doll... What. An. Unusual. Doll...'

Was simply looking at Biata with eyes that regarded her as a small, unusual "doll."

After they faced each other for several tens of seconds,

"...Wait."

Suddenly, sensing something sweet yet stimulating emanating from Biata's body,

"Are. You. Also. After. What's. Mine?"

She tried to approach Biata with a voice mixed with killing intent, just like with those insect women, but

"...Ugh."

Unlike usual, she stopped trying to attack Biata and,

Creeeeak...

With a weak gesture, quietly opened the door and told Biata to return to the lobby.

"...Go. Back."

She already realized that eliminating competitors this way

Wouldn't create more threads connecting to him.

Though it was sad and heartbreaking that he didn't acknowledge her,

She knew well that the reason was her own problem—not knowing any other way to express herself.

The only expression she could manage was holding onto this small thread connected to her pinky finger,

Waiting with hope that someday he would acknowledge her,

And gradually approaching with the help of the vicious and cunning snake.

Since the problem wouldn't be solved by being jealous toward this small, fragile doll,

She quietly tried to send Biata outside.

"..."

But, she didn't know.

"Calculation complete. Analysis shows our interests align."

"...What?"

"And there's no reason why there can't be two legal wives. That's also a kind of 'pure love.' Therefore, I designate you, formerly an adulteress, as my collaborator."

"...???"

"Would you like to aim for 'pure love' with the Store Manager together with me?"

That the small doll, a tiny doll evolving through endless learning for "pure love," would extend her hand to her.

Ch.68 - Chapter 63. Now, Say It With An Embarrassed Expression.
I had been following the Store Manager until now.

Biata was actually a bit "excited" about this.

Though she had learned about various pure love stories and affairs through numerous "materials" while the Store Manager was away, this was her first time encountering such a scene in reality rather than through documentation.

*How thrilling. Indeed, first experiences are always exhilarating.*

She was also full of confidence.

No matter what female might try to seduce the Store Manager, or by what method—as the Store Manager's one and only official partner(?) who had completed a perfect body upgrade—she thought she could easily claim victory.

However, after tracking the Store Manager with perfect stealth to this motel and confronting the first mistress—the owner of the strongest pheromones detected on the Store Manager's body—Biata was far from witnessing the messy, sticky affair she had expected and studied.

Instead, she saw someone who, like an inexperienced wallflower, just fidgeted with her fingers in front of the Store Manager, making no expression and simply hoping to be noticed. As a pure love simuloid whose life purpose(?) was "pure love," Biata was greatly angered.

*How utterly boring... no, how un-"pure love"-like. I'm disappointed.*

But in the next moment, Biata saw "potential" in this timid mistress.

Judging by her hidden pheromones, it was clear she desired pure love with the Store Manager just as much as Biata herself, whose life purpose was "pure love."

If she could turn someone with such motivation and determination into a "competitor" and second candidate for official partnership through her perfect theory, Biata judged that she could evolve once more toward perfect pure love under the framework of "competition" between two official partners.

Without a moment's hesitation, she extended a hand of cooperation to this shy mistress.

"Would you like to pursue 'pure love' with the Store Manager alongside me?"

"...What?"

"Pure love. It means the most beautiful spiritual mating in the world. Peace—"

"...???"

The hand extended by the small, insignificant doll.

Facing that hand, she was now even more bewildered.

Since she had no idea what "pure love" was, Biata's proposal was naturally confusing, but there was one more thing that surprised her.

*...Is she offering to help me?*

She realized that the hand extended by this small, insignificant doll meant "I'll help you."

Looking at the small doll with an expressionless face devoid of emotion, yet somehow emanating subtle pride, she briefly considered taking the offered hand.

"...I don't need it. Go away."

Having already agreed to cooperate with someone else, she rejected Biata's proposal and tried to turn away.

"Who says you don't need it? You are the first official partner candidate chosen by me, the legitimate partner. I won't allow you to leave the lesson as you please."

"Wh-what...??"

Of course, she who had been chosen by Biata, who was serious about pure love, had no choice in the matter.

* * *

"Sit down."

"O-okay..."

"Your posture is incorrect. Is that how someone learning about 'pure love' should sit?"

"I-I understand..."

"Good. You're ready to receive my teachings."

"Y-yes..."

Small and insignificant.

Before this tiny doll that could vanish or break with a single gesture, she was somehow sitting demurely, waiting for the mysterious teachings(?) of pure love.

"Something feels strange..."

To her, who was hesitating without properly understanding the situation, Biata asked:

"From what I can see, you've been cooperating with someone since before I arrived here."

"...How did you know?"

Slightly surprised by Biata's deduction, she asked back.

"You also have a unique constitution similar to the Store Manager's. Though it was somewhat difficult as my scanner couldn't analyze you, such deduction is simple for me, a super-elite pure love simuloid."

"I...I see..."

Biata made a peace sign with both hands, wearing an expressionless face that somehow radiated satisfaction, while the owner of Room 305 nodded with a dubious expression.

But Biata's questions weren't over yet.

"Now, tell me. The method your helper taught you to approach the Store Manager."

"Th-that is..."

Whether pressed by Biata's sharp intensity, or perhaps finding this small doll more trustworthy than that wicked, cunning snake, she was soon explaining in detail the plan she had discussed with the snake.

"Like a farmer nurturing a tree... approach slowly... that's what they said..."

After she finished explaining the plan to Biata, who had been listening, analyzing, and learning everything carefully...

"Haah..."

"*Hiccup*?"

With the coldest, most disappointed sigh ever, Biata looked down at her with an icy, expressionless face.

"What a pathetic, boring, meaningless plan without even a trace of pure love."

"W-well..."

At the doll's criticism—so cold it was almost cruel—of the snake's plan, she fidgeted with her fingers and watched Biata nervously, even though it wasn't her plan.

"Based on the plan, I can guess that this so-called helper was obviously planning to use you to eat the Store Manager."

"R-really...?"

"And they've probably tried several times already. But they were surely weak in practice and ran away after being 'educated' by the Store Manager. So predictable."

"Is that so...?"

Having rapidly assessed what had happened here, Biata slowly approached her and said:

"Let me teach you thoroughly so you never fall for such an incompetent plan again."

"O-okay..."

"My name is 'Biata.' Since we'll be competing from now on, we should at least introduce ourselves. What is your name?"

"M-my name...?"

To her, who had lived quietly in her room without telling anyone, this small, insignificant yet somehow endearing doll was the first to ask her name.

*Name...*

Someone was directly asking for her hateful name that no one had ever called.

"My name is..."

Just as she was about to speak her name—one she never wanted to utter—for the first time, entranced by this small doll's presence...

"That expression is good. Very 'pure love.'"

"Huh...?"

"That shy, tingling expression of giving your first experience to someone. Let's save that as a secret weapon to use in front of the Store Manager later."

Biata, who was preparing a perfect plan for the second official partner candidate's grand debut, interrupted her words.

"Now, let's begin. Creating the perfect plan that will teach me, Biata, the perfect official partner, about 'crisis awareness' and 'competitive spirit.'"

* * *

After finishing the cleanup of the thoroughly wrecked desk, drawers, and kitchen utensils, I hurried toward Biata and The Timid Guest.

*Nothing will happen, right? Surely nothing will happen...*

Even while telling myself nothing would happen, I couldn't predict the actions of the fourth-dimensional simuloid Biata, so I hurried up to the guest room as quickly as possible.

Step.

Step.

Passing through the central staircase, now in complete darkness with all emergency lights turned off, I arrived at the third-floor corridor with urgent footsteps.

*What's this? Why is it so dark?*

The unusually dark corridor seemed a bit strange, but as I was about to head toward The Timid Guest's room regardless...

"...You came."

Far away, at the end of the dark corridor, The Timid Guest was approaching me with an "atmosphere" similar to our first meeting.

"G-Guest...?"

Having confirmed The Timid Guest was outside her room, I found it strange that Biata was nowhere to be seen in the corridor. I was about to ask if she had gone inside the room, but...

*W-what is this feeling...?*

In that moment, pressed by the atmosphere of The Timid Guest slowly approaching me, I couldn't speak or ask anything, frozen in place.

Step...

Step...

And so, to me standing there motionless, The Timid Guest came very close.

*Flower scent...?*

A subtle rose fragrance wafted from her.

In the moment I was distracted by that mesmerizing scent, The Timid Guest had moved even closer.

"...Mmph!"

"Guest?!?"

With a faint sound full of embarrassment, she pulled me into her embrace—soft and fluffy like clouds, which even her modest gray sweater couldn't conceal.

"Hmmph...?!?"

Embraced in her arms filled with sweet rose and faint violet scents, I heard The Timid Guest whisper quietly:

"Violet... that's my name..."

"!!!"

"So... next time... will you call me by my name...?"

The embrace of two people, a shy confession of her name.

And watching this scene from afar was Biata, with an expressionless face subtly radiating satisfaction.

"First plan successful. As expected of me. Peace—"

Ch.69 - Chapter 64. What Are You Saving That Big One For? Use It Right Now.
* * *

It was when the Store Manager was still disposing of trash in the Garbage Disposal Area.

Biata was passionately continuing her presentation to Violet about "what pure love is."

"The countless pure love stories I've learned—do you think you can handle them?"

"I-I... d-don't... k-know..."

"Don't know? Put such weak-willed words back where they came from. I'll continue then."

"Nngh... nngh... nngh...!!"

Using the materials she had hidden in the folds of her skirt,

Biata was explaining various pure love stories to Violet as if injecting them directly into her brain.

"The student's progress is too slow."

"Nngh... y-you're... j-just... t-too... f-fast..."

Unable to handle the flood of "pure love" stories suddenly filling her head,

Biata sighed deeply as she watched Violet clutching her reddened cheeks and swaying dizzily.

"Haah— Well, fine. You can't match my perfect learning speed, but I'll let it slide considering this is your first lesson."

"Y-yes... I... u-understand..."

"Now, let's wrap up this basic attribute tutoring and get to the main point. Peace—"

After concluding their first lesson, Biata and Violet's next goal was "making a plan."

As this would be the debut of the second consort candidate chosen by herself, the Store Manager's primary consort(?),

Biata began formulating a plan using the "big data" that existed in her head.

"But there's no point if I make the entire plan myself. Tell me first, my pure love disciple. What plan do you have?"

"Um... I... I... w-wanted... t-to... t-tie... h-him... t-to... t-the... b-bed... w-with... t-this... t-thread... a-and... s-stay... t-together... f-forever..."

In response to Biata's question, Violet showed her the red thread and

explained in detail how she had approached the Store Manager until now.

"I see. Quite an aggressive approach. But for such an aggressive approach, I presume inviting him to your room was inevitable. How did you bring the Store Manager into your room?"

"...Just."

"Just—what?"

"Y-yes... I... j-just... a-asked... h-him... t-to... c-come..."

"Haah..."

"Hic...?!"

Just asking him to come, asking a vigorous adult man without any seduction whatsoever to just come.

What an incredibly stupid approach.

"How could that possibly work, disciple? Reflect on yourself."

"B-but... I... s-succeeded... i-in... t-tying... i-it... t-to... h-his... f-finger..."

"You were only aiming for his finger? Then I'm disappointed."

"N-no... t-that's... n-not... i-it..."

Though it was only day one as her disciple, Biata couldn't stand how timid her disciple was.

She instantly completed a plan that would allow the shy and timid Violet to approach him aggressively.

"Good. The plan formulation is complete."

"I-it's... a-already... d-done...?"

"Yes, disciple. It's very simple, but quite effective for someone as timid as you."

"W-what... i-is... i-it...?"

The plan for the Store Manager who would surely come up here was:

"Hug him tightly."

"W-what...?"

"No matter what the Store Manager says, don't worry about it and just hug him tightly."

* * *

At first, when she heard the suggestion to hug him,

Violet's face turned bright red.

"I-I... c-can't... I... c-can't...!!"

She cried out to Biata that she absolutely couldn't do it.

"Why not? With those enormous things(?) of yours that even that sweater can't hide, the probability of the Store Manager falling for operation 'Hug Seduction' is 99.3%. There's no reason to hesitate."

Seeing Violet reject her simple yet perfect plan,

Biata tilted her head in confusion, unable to understand.

"M-my... b-body... i-is... u-ugly... I... s-smell... s-strange..."

In response to Biata's question, Violet squirmed her entire body,

pitifully covering her voluptuous and enormous something with her slender arms while mumbling.

"I-if... o-our... f-faces... g-get... c-close... h-he... c-could... s-see... m-my... e-eyes..."

"What's wrong with him seeing your eyes? Based on inferring your entire facial structure from what's visible beneath your bangs, the probability of your face being beautiful is 100%. There is zero margin for error."

"N-no... I... d-don't... w-want... t-to... I... c-can't..."

Despite Biata's perfect analysis, Violet still tried to hide in her room without an ounce of confidence.

"How frustrating. This won't do."

Biata stood up and forcibly grabbed her hand.

"Eek...??"

"Are you just going to walk around with these huge things without using them? If you're going to say your body is ugly, at least try once before deciding."

"S-stop... I... r-really... c-can't...!!"

Normally, it would have been nothing for Violet to shake off Biata's hand.

In front of her, Biata was just a small, fragile, endearing doll.

But at this moment,

At the thought of witnessing the first "pure love" of her chosen consort candidate,

Biata had evolved once again without realizing it, and her strength exceeded Violet's imagination.

"No one can stop me. Peace—"

"Uwaaa...!!"

After dragging her out into the hallway and positioning her in the middle of the corridor, Biata

Ziiing—

With her eyes glowing red, she accessed the motel's "lighting control system."

Bzzt...

Bzzzzt...

After dimming the soft lights illuminating the entire corridor,

She slightly increased the intensity of the light where Violet was standing, creating the perfect environment for all spotlights to focus on her.

"According to the surveillance cameras, the Store Manager is currently returning from the Garbage Disposal Area. Judging by his walking speed, he will arrive here within one minute."

"Hic..."

"Have confidence, fighting! Peace—"

After giving Violet one final encouraging double peace sign,

- Activating Optical Camouflage.

Using optical camouflage to conceal herself, she graciously vacated the space for the two of them.

* * *

"Nngh... nngh..."

Left alone in the middle of the dark corridor, Violet

For the first time, thought about running away from here.

She considered fleeing now or going into her room and locking the door forever, but

"G-guest...?"

"!!!"

It was already too late to escape, and he was already standing before her eyes.

The tension of facing him directly for the first time since their first meeting.

And like with the moth before,

No, perhaps even worse than that, the anxiety of possibly being rejected.

"...Y-you... c-came."

Her voice began to be tinged with a killing intent heavier and thicker than ever before.

Because she didn't want to be disappointed and saddened any further,

Violet, who was thinking about running away even now, started to step back.

Poke...

Someone in the darkness gently pushed her back.

"!!"

Two peace signs visible through the soft darkness.

"...A-alright."

Small and insignificant.

But drawing courage from Biata, who was now much stronger than herself, Violet

Slowly began to approach him.

Step...

Step...

The corridor echoed only with Violet's slightly excited breathing, his tense breathing,

And the sound of footsteps.

'I... w-will... h-hug... h-him... d-definitely... w-will... h-hug... h-him...!!'

Thinking only of Biata's plan and focusing solely on embracing him, Violet

"...Nngh!!"

"Guesht?!?"

Upon reaching him, she pulled him into her embrace with a determined cry.

Even if he was disappointed after seeing her ugly, hideous face and eyes.

Even if he left, disappointed by her body with its stupidly large breasts and no firm parts, just softness.

Thinking that nothing could be resolved if she remained afraid, the "determined" Violet

"Nngh... nngh...!!"

Hugged him even tighter in her arms.

How much time had passed like that?

Having committed the act, Violet, who had been keeping her eyes tightly shut while waiting for the outcome, slowly opened them.

'P-please...'

Before her opened eyes, there was no sign of him rejecting her ugly body with disgust.

His face, flushed with embarrassment, came clearly into view.

"Ah... oh...?"

Even more clearly visible was

A vivid thread emitting not the usual dull, dark red color, but a beautiful, bright red light.

That thread, sprouting from between her soft and plush breasts,

Was gently connected to his chest in her embrace, not to his arms, legs, or neck.

'...S-so... h-happy.'

Just looking at that thread made her feel happy.

She thought that perhaps it would be okay if he heard her name.

Her hateful, detestable name.

The ugly and disgusting name she never wanted anyone else to call her: "Violet."

"V-Violet... t-that's... m-my... n-name..."

"!!!"

"S-so... n-next... t-time... w-will... y-you... c-call... m-me... b-by... m-my... n-name...?"

After whispering her name in an embarrassed voice,

"...Huh?!"

Only then did Violet regain her senses.

Perhaps embarrassed by the fact that she had spoken her name in such a voice(?) in front of someone,

"...I'll... g-go... n-now. I'll... h-hug... y-you... a-again... l-later."

She left him frozen in place and fled into her room.

* * *

After everything was over, Biata and Violet faced each other again.

"I confirmed that the Store Manager's heart rate increased extremely. This level of success is satisfactory. As expected of my disciple."

Biata gave Violet, who had returned to her room, a peace sign of praise with a blank expression tinged with satisfaction.

"Hehe... i-it... c-connected..."

Smiling at Biata's praise with a silly grin, Violet

After thinking for a moment, got up and approached Biata.

"..."

"Do you have something to say, disciple?"

The room was suddenly filled with intense killing intent.

And pressure.

But that killing intent and pressure did not stem from "jealousy."

Fidget...

Fidget...

As Violet tied a small thread around Biata's finger,

For the first time, she expressed gratitude to someone.

"T-thank... y-you... a-and... p-please... c-continue... t-to... h-help... m-me... M-Master..."

Looking at the red thread tied around her finger,

"You're stating the obvious. From today until you claim the position of the Store Manager's primary consort, we're in this together. Peace peace—"

She gave her another peace sign of satisfaction and happiness.

Ch.70 - Chapter 65. The Manager Was Waiting For A Cute Vampire.
* * *

After being half-forcibly(?) embraced in the arms of the Timid Guest—no, "Violet."

I could only stand still, groaning, "Ughh..." until the bright lights returned to the dark hallway.

My original purpose of finding the troublemaking perverted android Biata who had followed a guest upstairs had long been forgotten, pushed aside by the faint scent of violets and rich roses that still lingered in my nostrils.

"Cloud... cloud bread..."

While my consciousness orbited the far edges of the universe, all that remained in my head was the blissful happiness derived from the exquisite sensation of being held in Violet's embrace—so soft, fluffy, and gentle that comparing it to "mere" first-class bedding would be embarrassing.

"Hehehe..."

And so, grinning like someone on drugs, I stood motionless in the guest corridor for several minutes, no, several tens of minutes.

"Gasp!!"

After finally dragging my consciousness back from beyond the edge of the universe where it had been happily frolicking, I set aside all other distracting thoughts.

I began to carefully consider what exactly had happened and why the Timid Guest—no, "Violet"—had hugged me so tightly to her chest.

"Hmmmm..."

I've been so focused on running the motel lately that I must remember this world is actually a "dating sim." The customers who visit the motel are both guests and "heroines."

In other words, it shouldn't be strange if sweet, tingling dating sim moments suddenly occur.

*But this suddenly...?*

Even so, I couldn't deny that it was too abrupt. I had simply come upstairs as the Manager to bring back the pure love android Biata who had entered the motel, when for some reason, she pulled me into an embrace with her large, soft heart.

"Could it be that I've unknowingly raised her favorability a lot already...!?"

I wondered if I might have raised her favorability without realizing it, but there didn't seem to be any indication of that, so the situation was becoming more and more mysterious.

*...Does this mean I'll finally escape being a virgin loner??*

Meanwhile, my personal desires were creeping up inappropriately.

After spending a long time making all sorts of deductions but finding no logical reason, I decided:

"...Right, I should get back to work. When you're troubled, work is the answer."

I decided to refocus on my motel duties, if only to suppress my unsettled and ticklish feelings.

If I kept replaying that scene in my head looking for reasons, it was obvious I wouldn't be able to control the lust and desire for Violet boiling up in my head(?).

Besides, with the possibility of more guests arriving soon, continuing to space out like this would negatively impact both the motel operations and other guests.

*Okay, let's focus! I'll think about this incident(?) after I finish all my work...!!*

And so, transforming from a grinning, timid virgin back into a professional motel manager, I clenched my fist firmly and cheered myself on.

"Let's go, fighting!!"

"Yes. Fighting—sir, Store Manager."

"...?"

"Why are you looking at me like that? Are you that happy—about the appearance of me, your official wife? Peace—."

Just as I finished my passionate cheer, I found Biata had somehow approached me and was casually speaking to me.

"Waaah!??"

"'Waaah'—is it? Another excellent reaction."

I couldn't help but fall over in shock.

* * *

"B-Biata, I told you to stay home obediently... why did you follow me...!!"

"Didn't you say, Store Manager: 'If you want to go outside your workplace, leave a note'? I left a note saying I would follow you, so there's no problem."

"No, that's not what I meant..."

"Wasn't leaving a note and going outside allowed?"

"W-well... yes..."

"Then there's no problem. I followed your orders without error. Please give me special—praise right away."

"...Fine, you did well following me."

"Peace—."

I fell for Biata's logic that was logical yet not logical, and ended up praising her for stubbornly following me all the way into the motel.

I wanted to refute her logically somehow, but how could I defeat this high-performance AI pure love android with "logic" using my insufficient brain power?

I decided to just give up now.

Besides, it was partly my fault for saying that "leaving a note would be fine."

*Right, I should have explained properly... my fault, my fault...*

As I was promising myself to establish perfect rules with no loopholes next time:

"Now then, let's go downstairs, Store Manager. I'll help you with your work."

Biata stood up first, saying she would help with my motel duties and headed toward the counter.

"Ah, you're not going back? Wouldn't it be better to go back now...!!"

Startled by Biata's statement that she would stay at the motel, I hurriedly tried to stop her from heading to the counter.

"Not a chance, Store Manager. Just give up and accept my help."

"No, please...!!"

"Peace—"

Like an unstoppable bulldozer, I ultimately couldn't prevent Biata from rushing toward the counter.

* * *

Whirrr...

"Multiple minor contaminants detected. If left unattended, 97.5% probability of causing odor in the lobby in the future. Beginning basic cleaning."

Clunk.
Clunk.

"Organization complete. I've arranged everything in order, which should reduce the time needed to find motel-related materials by approximately 15 minutes."

Whirr!!
Whirrr!!

"Repairs complete. I've fixed several cooking utensils that appeared salvageable. Thanks to environmentally friendly nano-machine coating, they now have improved durability and performance compared to before."

Hummm...
Hummmm...

"If we arrange the furniture this way, the interior space utilization will be improved, so let's move..."

Watching Biata easily handle all sorts of tasks in just a few minutes after coming down to the lobby, I thought to myself:

*W-what is this...? Why is she so competent...?*

I had been thinking it would be fine for her to stay as long as she didn't cause trouble, but far from causing trouble, she was handling all sorts of tasks in an instant, leaving me continuously impressed.

Moreover, for important tasks requiring the approval of the main manager (me), she promptly reported and moved according to my decisions.

"Biata... would you consider working here instead of at our home? I'll treat you better than they do(?)..."

Thinking that if she worked like this every day, we could provide better quality service to guests, I cautiously suggested a job transfer(?), but:

"I decline. My main duty is 'pure love' with you, Store Manager. Working here for just today is sufficient."

"I-I see..."

Biata, the pure love android whose job was pure love with me, flatly rejected my offer.

With some free time thanks to Biata's help today, I sat at the counter and began to think about the hug(?) incident with Violet earlier.

Whirr...
Whirrr...

Using Biata's soft operational sounds as white noise, I was awakening my dormant romance cells and seriously contemplating how to proceed with my relationship with Violet when:

Dong...
Dong...

The bell signaling that it was now "4 o'clock" began to ring throughout the motel lobby.

* * *

"Ah! It's 4 o'clock? I wonder if she's not coming today either...?"

Biata slowly approached the counter after noticing the Store Manager's intense reaction as he sat contemplating something.

"Heart rate increased, though you're not in an excited state. Are you waiting for a special guest?"

"No, well... just... there's a guest I really hope will visit..."

"I see. Noted."

Seeing the Store Manager fumbling with his words, Biata's expressionless face grew even colder.

The reason she had insisted on staying here to help with the Store Manager's work was to identify the owners of the other "pheromones" she had detected.

And now, the fact that the Store Manager was waiting so eagerly for someone to visit meant that there must be another "competitor" rivaling herself and Violet.

*As the official wife, I need to issue a warning. I won't let this go easily this time.*

Unlike with the shy Violet, Biata decided she would truly "annihilate" this time, hiding her emotions behind her cold, expressionless face.

She began watching the old motel entrance intently.

Creeeeak...

The door opened and "someone" entered.

Click...
Click...

A black dress adorned with cute frills, and adorable yet alluring silver twin-tails.

Doll-like snow-white skin with ruby-red eyes.

A small, delicate girl walking in ill-matching jet-black high heels, pretending to be elegant and classical.

"Who might you be, next to Mr. Manager?"

The name of the girl who asked Biata who she was in a bold and cute voice:

"Welcome, Lua!!"

It was the vampire "Lua," who had flown here diligently, sensing something strange and coming to protect the manager she had taken a liking to.

Ch.71 - Chapter 66. I Will Use My Secret Weapon
* * *

After a long time apart, it's even more delightful to see the adorable Lua.

"Welcome!! Lua!!"

"Ah...!"

As I greeted her warmly with a voice full of joy.

At first, Lua's face brightened slightly with happiness.

"..."

But the moment she spotted Biata standing blankly beside me, her expression instantly sharpened.

"Manager, who is this person next to you?"

Lua approached one step closer, boldly questioning Biata.

I wasn't quite sure why she was suddenly being so sharp toward Biata.

*She's cute, so I guess it's okay...*

Like a red panda trying to intimidate an enemy, she made threatening(?) gestures toward Biata with her small, adorable movements. It was so cute that I decided to watch the situation unfold a bit longer.

"Answer me. Did you come here targeting the Manager?"

"..."

"I-I'm not worried or anything... but no matter how pathetic he is, the Manager is my familiar...!!"

"..."

"If you're targeting this pathetic Manager, I won't allow it...!"

Despite trembling in fear of the strange danger emanating from Biata, the evolved Anise Simuloid, Lua maintained her ladylike elegance and dignity, showing strong determination to protect the Manager from her.

And as Biata silently observed Lua's behavior...

Whirrr...

"W-where are you going...!! I'm not finished talking to you!"

Without saying a word, Biata turned her head, quietly approached me, and whispered in my ear as I was grinning at Lua's adorable threats.

"Store Manager."

"Hehehe..."

"Have you ever engaged in intercourse with me without my knowledge?"

"Huh...? What??"

"It doesn't exist in my data, but it seems this cute creature is the fruit of our love."

"????"

"In other words, I suspect she is our 'daughter.'"

* * *

"W-what are you saying?!"

"W-who are you calling your daughter?!"

Lua and I both jumped in surprise at Biata's sudden statement.

"T-to say the Manager is my father. That's so disgusting... awful..."

I quickly apologized to Lua, who must have been the most offended by Biata's thoughtless comment.

"S-sorry, Lua. This friend of mine can be a bit strange sometimes..."

"...The Manager, my dad."

"Lua? Are you okay? Are you very upset...?"

Seeing Lua fidgeting with her small, delicate fingers and mumbling something, I thought she must be very displeased and hurried to offer a sincere apology.

"...H-how rude. Don't come near me."

Apparently more upset than I expected, Lua turned her small head away, deliberately avoiding my gaze as I approached.

*Argh!!!*

If the kind-hearted Lua was so upset that she wouldn't even accept my apology and avoided my gaze, what could I do?

Unable to accept this shocking reality, but knowing I couldn't just collapse on the spot as the motel manager, I began to wail inwardly.

After scanning both of us with her crimson eyes, Biata tilted her head in confusion.

*Both showing high positive responses. However, the Store Manager shows sadness, while the silver-haired cute creature shows additional slight negative responses. Contradictory. I don't understand.*

* * *

After a moment of inner wailing,

I temporarily held back the waves of sadness stemming from the thought of 'being disliked by Lua.'

I urgently approached Biata and said:

"W-why did you suddenly say something so absurd...!!"

"Your reaction was positive for something you call absurd."

"T-that's...!! I can't deny it...!! But Lua doesn't like it...!!"

"So that cute creature's name is Lua. Noted."

"Anyway...!! Go apologize to her right now!!"

"Understood."

At my command to apologize to Lua, Biata nodded lightly.

She approached Lua, who was still pouting with her head turned away.

"May I call you Lua?"

"Hmph..."

"If I've offended you, I apologize. This is my first encounter with such an adorable creature, so please forgive my misspoken words."

"C-cute... who would be happy being called cute! Hmph..."

Though her voice still carried a sulky tone,

Biata's high-performance scanner didn't miss Lua's slightly upturned lips and her fingers fidgeting with pleasure.

"I was also moved by your determination to protect the Store Manager. It was very mature of you."

"M-mature... hmm..."

"It felt like I was in the presence of a noble lady."

"H-hmm... you may be rude, but you have excellent judgment...!!"

"Seeing Lua, who embodies both cuteness and nobility, I wanted to call you my daughter, but could you understand with an open mind?"

"I-if that's the case, I suppose I have no choice...!"

Having instantly analyzed Lua's personality through big data, Biata

not only defused her anger in that short time,

"May I pat your head, Lua?"

"Very well. I, being mature, shall permit it!!"

"Pat-pat─ it is."

but completely won her over.

*W-wow... that's impressive...*

Watching this, I could only inwardly exclaim in admiration.

While patting Lua's head,

Biata sent me a cheerful peace sign with her other hand, conveying the message 'apology, perfectly successful.'

* * *

After the commotion had somehow settled down,

I approached Lua, who was now completely nestled in Biata's arms being patted, to hand her the room key.

"Here, you'll be staying in room 103 today, Lua. I'll bring room service on time..."

"...Hmph."

As I approached to hand over the key, Lua turned her head into Biata's embrace as if she didn't want to face me right now.

*R-right... I haven't been forgiven...*

Of course, it felt a bit unfair to be disliked by Lua for something I didn't even say.

But from Lua's perspective, I was just a nice uncle, nothing more or less,

and a third party had not only misunderstood our relationship as father and daughter, but she had seen with her own eyes that I was somewhat pleased by it...

I could fully understand why she would react that way.

*Ugh...*

As I was inwardly lamenting, carefully trying to just hand over the key and turn away,

Biata, who had been watching this scene intently,

"Lua, would you wait here for a moment?"

She put down Lua whom she had been holding and approached me, saying:

"Young children, especially sensitive girls, tend to have difficulty being honest with their feelings, Store Manager."

"What's that supposed to mean all of a sudden...?"

"Just trust me. I'll quickly make our daughter... I mean, Lua, be honest."

"W-what are you planning to do now...!??"

"I'll show you. My secret─ function that has evolved to the next level."

* * *

The high-performance pure love-roid Biata had accurately understood Lua's heart from their first meeting.

Infinite affection toward the Store Manager.

However, that affection wasn't the kind of 'love' that she or her disciple Violet had as they pursued pure romance.

It was the pure 'family love' between father and daughter.

And having recognized this fact, Biata realized another obvious truth:

'If she thinks of the Store Manager as her father, then I, as the Store Manager's lawful wife, must be this child's mother.'

Given her personality of immediately resolving any questions that arise, Biata promptly reported this fact to the Store Manager.

But what came back from both of them was a contradictory response of positive mixed with negative.

*Error, I did not anticipate such a response.*

The reason she apologized to Lua without any objection was also because she hadn't expected such a reaction.

However, based on what Biata learned while apologizing to Lua,

And inferring from Lua's 'peculiar reaction' when the Store Manager approached,

She confirmed that Lua's tsundere behavior toward the Store Manager was the pure reaction of a child who couldn't be honest in front of an adult they loved.

Judging that this would cause a major problem in their relationship—that is, the father-daughter relationship—Biata decided:

*As the mother(?) of this family, I cannot allow this. I will normalize the situation immediately.*

She began to resolve the situation by using her 'secret function' that she had been saving for a more important occasion.

* * *

Whirr...

Whirrr...

Along with the strange sound of machinery operating, pure white steam erupted from Biata's body.

Hisss...

"B-Biata!??"

Startled by the sudden anomaly beginning in Biata's body, I tried to approach her, but...

Woong...!!

Wooong!!!

At that moment, the bright light and massive steam bursting from Biata's body blocked my movement.

"W-what... what's happening...??"

Just as I couldn't even comprehend what was happening, through the steam filling the lobby came Biata's voice:

"It's working perfectly. As expected, I am perfect."

No, for some reason, Biata's voice sounded somehow more petite.

Sssss...

As the steam finally subsided, what appeared before Lua and me was:

A small girl with black bobbed hair, as tiny as Lua, wearing a small maid outfit that didn't match her cool expressionless face.

"Cute and adorable loli Biata. Making her appearance─ here. Peace─."

For some reason, Biata had become younger along with the steam.
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The maid's skirt twirled as she spun around.

Biata (loli version), now wearing a maid outfit that had shrunk to fit her smaller body, spun around in circles. With an expressionless face full of satisfaction and pride, she flashed a double peace sign at Lua and me.

"Perfect. As expected of me. Peace—"

Witnessing Biata's transformation with my own eyes, I could only stand there with my mouth hanging open, unable to believe what had just happened.

*How did she do that? Did she have that kind of function inside her body?*

Of course, I knew Biata was an ultra-high-tech, high-performance android, but I never imagined she had such an amazing ability to transform her body and clothes at will.

The shock hit my brain with the same intensity as when I first felt "pain" after being punched by a friend in the real world before falling into this dating sim.

*And she's so cute!*

Her appearance was now adorable and tiny, rivaling Lua's cuteness. Even her casual double peace sign seemed twice as cute coming from those smaller hands.

"Wow..."

Lua was clearly fascinated by the transformation of Biata, who had previously seemed like a big sister but was now a girl around her own age. Her ruby-red eyes sparkled brightly as she stared at the loli Biata striking various poses.

As Lua and I spent several seconds admiring the cuteness of the suddenly-appeared child maid Biata, I wondered what the purpose of this transformation was.

*She's cute and all, but why transform like this with Lua here?*

Just as I was about to approach Biata to ask what she was thinking...

"Stop right there, Store Manager. Don't move."

"??"

"I am now a pure and adorable child. Only Lua can talk to me."

Biata suddenly stopped me, then toddled over to Lua on her shortened legs and extended her hand.

"A-ahem!"

Lua, who had been staring with childlike wonder at Biata's transformation, quickly composed herself when the child-sized Biata approached and offered her hand. With a short cough, she hastily switched to a more mature expression and asked in a prim voice:

"W-what is it, suddenly?"

To Lua's prim voice, Biata replied casually:

"Please be my friend, Lua."

"F-friend?!"

"Yes, we can have pajama parties together and meet occasionally to share interesting stories. That kind of friendship."

"H-hmm... Friendship? For what reason should I form a friendship with someone I just met today? I have no need for such trivial relationships...!"

Despite her words, Lua's hands hidden behind her back were fidgeting excitedly, as if eager to become friends with the child-sized Biata.

Not missing this subtle movement, Biata grabbed Lua's hands and continued:

"I want to be friends with Lua. Having a cute friend like you would be wonderful. Is that still not acceptable?"

The child-sized Biata's bold approach was even more direct now that her body was smaller.

Lua, who had already fallen for it long before—or rather, had never really resisted—replied:

"If you want it that badly... I guess I have no choice!"

Despite her tsundere tone, she was clearly delighted to have a friend of the same age (?) for the first time. Her soft cheeks flushed red as she firmly grasped Biata's small hand.

*A-amazing...*

As I watched from a distance, admiring Biata's perfect social skills...

"Well then, Store Manager. I'm going to have fun with my friend Lua."

"W-wait a minute...!"

"I trust you'll prepare the Room Service with good sense. See you."

Biata left me standing there alone, still not reconciled with Lua, as she toddled hand-in-hand with Lua into Room 103.

* * *

Using the cooking utensils Biata had fixed, I was preparing simple snacks in the kitchen for Lua and child-sized Biata who had gone to the guest room.

*I hope everything's okay...*

I continued cooking while anxiously wondering if Biata might say something strange to Lua again. After all, the primary reason Lua suddenly started avoiding me could fairly be attributed to information Biata had provided.

Of course, I couldn't really blame her since I was also partly at fault for showing a slightly pleased reaction to that strange comment, but I still couldn't help worrying.

Moreover, what Biata had whispered to me before transforming into a child kept bothering me:

"Children, especially sensitive girls, often have trouble being honest with their feelings, Store Manager."

"Just trust me. I'll soon make our daughter... I mean, Lua, be honest again."

Though not exactly clear, it seemed she meant to help restore the half-broken relationship between Lua and me...

*What is she planning to do?*

By the time I finished cooking, I still couldn't figure out what Biata was thinking.

*Sigh... well, it'll work out somehow...*

Half-resigned, I neatly arranged today's menu—ham and cheese toast—on a plate and headed to Room 103 where Lua and Biata were resting.

Knock.
Knock.
Knock.

"Room service has arriv—"

Just as I knocked lightly on the door and started to announce the room service...

Creeeeak...

The door to Room 103 opened before I could finish.

"Welcome home, darling."

"What?"

Greeting me inside was child-sized Biata, seemingly attempting to socially assassinate me, a diligent motel manager, and...

"...D-Daddy."

"!!!"

Lua, calling me "Daddy" in a voice full of embarrassment.

* * *

Biata's analysis had been perfectly accurate.

As soon as the Store Manager disappeared from sight, Lua's expression, which had been trying hard to appear mature, gradually relaxed.

"I have some nice tea. Would you like to share it to celebrate becoming friends today?"

"I would. I'm looking forward to it."

Even while they were together in the room, Lua was still somewhat conscious of Biata's presence and tried to act mature, but...

Clink...
Clink...
Sip...

"Ugh..."

"Is something wrong, Lua?"

"N-nothing at all."

She frowned like a child after drinking the tea, which had a nice aroma but little taste.

"Lua, could you hand me your cup for a moment?"

"S-sure."

Rustle...
Clink...

"Now, try it again."

Sip...

"Wow... it's delicious!"

When Lua received her cup back and tasted the tea with the secretly added sugar, her eyes sparkled with delight—just like a child.

In front of adults she admired, she never wanted to appear childish, even if it meant being praised for acting mature.

Biata had precisely understood this feeling.

However, as mentioned before, Lua was still trying to act mature in front of Biata.

*It seems we need to get closer.*

Deciding this wasn't enough, Biata began to work harder for her "daughter" (not really) Lua.

All the materials she had read until now were solely for the "Store Manager."
She didn't know how to play with pure and cute young girls like Lua.

But precisely because she didn't know...

She evolved herself once more.

While maintaining her high intelligence and learning ability, she studied and adopted the innocence and gentleness she observed in Lua.

Literally, as a mother(?), she began to connect with and play with a precious child.

After several tens of minutes of breaking down barriers between them and giggling together like children...

*This is fun. So much fun. I think I've found a reason to transform into a child occasionally.*

Standing beside the brightly smiling Lua, Biata was now genuinely enjoying playing with her.

But still not forgetting why she was with Lua, Biata seized the moment when Lua lay down on the bed to catch her breath. Lying down beside her, she carefully asked:

"Lua. I'm curious about something."

"Yes, Biata. Ask away."

Now completely at ease, Lua listened attentively to her question.

"Lua, do you dislike the Store Manager?"

"Huh?"

"Earlier in the lobby, when I said something rude to you, I observed your anger and denial. I understood it as a reaction because you 'dislike' the idea of the Store Manager being your father."

At Biata's direct question, Lua hesitated for a moment, then turned toward Biata and said:

"...No. I like the Manager. I wish the Manager was my father."

"Then why? Why were you so angry?"

"That's because..."

Lua opened up to her first friend of the day, telling her story.

After hearing it, Biata had to completely revise her plan.

Holding Lua's cheeks with her small hands as Lua's expression turned somewhat sad, Biata said to her:

"Lua. Let's play family together."
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* * *

Unlike the shock I felt when the two of them first called me by those titles when I entered Room 103, playing family with Biata and Lua was surprisingly innocent and warm.

"...Daddy. Hug me."

Lua, who had acted so mature in the lobby, was now shyly but unreservedly throwing herself into my arms and acting spoiled.

Finding her too adorable, before I could even think about or understand what was happening, I followed the paternal instinct welling up inside me.

"Should I? My little Lua?"

"...Yes."

I was granting everything Lua wanted.

"Darling, you should hug me too. And tonight, after the child falls asleep, let's make a second one."

"...You're trying to kill me (socially)."

Occasionally, Biata's absurd comments—as she proclaimed herself my wife—would pull me back to reality.

"No, Daddy. Hug Mommy too..."

"Your daughter is asking you to hug me. Surely you wouldn't ignore such an adorable child's request, would you, darling?"

"...O-okay."

Lua seemed to be genuinely enjoying this family play, as she asked me to hug Biata too.

I reluctantly embraced Biata (the child) as well, patting both children's heads.

*But doesn't this make her more like a second daughter than a wife...?*

As I stroked their heads, I realized that with Biata's current appearance, I looked like a father petting his two adorable daughters.

Without hesitation, I enthusiastically stroked the soft hair of both child dolls.

After that, the family role-play with the two child dolls continued quite ordinarily.

Sitting at the table, laughing and eating together, having fun with a loving family.

Just like any ordinary but happy and harmonious family you might see anywhere.

"Mommy... Mommy, hug me too..."

"Of course, Lua. Come here."

Even Biata, who was always aiming for "Pure Love," was accepting all of Lua's childish behavior as if she were truly Lua's mother—aside from occasionally whispering inappropriate things to me.

Time passed, and eventually, the exhausted Lua lay down on the bed.

"I'll stay by your side. Rest assured, Lua."

"Yes, we'll be right here. Sleep well."

"Hehe... Daddy... Mommy..."

Between Biata and me lying beside her, Lua drifted off to sleep with a happy smile.

"Snore..."

As Lua's deep breathing filled the room, Biata and I, as if by agreement, quietly got up and went outside.

Creeeeak...

After quietly leaving the room with Biata and returning to the lobby:

"Now will you explain, Biata...?"

I asked why "playing family" was the means of reconciliation with Lua, though I was glad we had made up.

"I heard a story. A very unusual story from Lua."

Biata, with a suddenly serious, expressionless face, began to share what she had heard from Lua.

* * *

Before the family play began.

In response to Biata's direct question, Lua slowly opened up.

"You know, Biata. My mom and dad abandoned me and disappeared somewhere."

"...!"

"I guess they found my clingy behavior too pathetic."

"..."

"So I made a promise to myself that I would always act like a grown-up in front of people I really like. I'll never act like a child."

"...I see."

At that moment, in Biata's mind, several emotions unrelated to "Pure Love" began to develop.

Empathy, sympathy, and sadness over the loss of family.

Having learned these three emotions by resonating with Lua's feelings for the first time, Biata completely revised her plans regarding Lua—plans that had been designed solely for the Store Manager.

She began to devise a way for both of them to be happy.

* * *

"I know well that these emotions are far from the 'Pure Love' you spoke of, Store Manager. However, these emotions I've already learned have modified my plans."

"...So your plan was to show Lua what a harmonious family looks like."

"Yes, that's right."

Biata's face remained coldly expressionless after finishing her explanation.

But without realizing it, her concern for Lua was subtly showing through.

And as I watched her silently:

Pat...

Pat...

"That was the perfect solution. Well done, Biata."

"...!"

Seeing the admirable behavior and thoughtfulness from the usually eccentric Pure Love-oid Biata, I transformed into a young child doll and sincerely praised her as I stroked her head.

After patting Biata's soft bob-cut hair for several seconds, she grabbed my hand and called out to me.

"Store Manager."

"Hmm? What is it?"

"Can I take this as an OK sign?"

"What OK sign...?"

"Didn't I mention earlier? Today is the day we put the child to bed and make a second one."

"...What?"

"Well, I'm ready. Let's go."

Once again, seemingly forgetting she had transformed into a child doll, Biata tried to socially assassinate me.

I had to completely abandon my earlier thoughts of how "admirable" she was.

*I can't let my guard down for a second... this perverted-oid!!*

* * *

Today was quite eventful.

Progress in my relationship with Violet.

Reconciliation with Lua.

And our house's Pure Love-oid, Biata, transforming into a child doll at the center of all these events.

*I really had a lot going on today...*

Though there were many headaches, I still felt it was a fulfilling day as I began preparing to close the motel, prompted by the bell that rang throughout the lobby at 6 AM, signaling the Manager's end of shift.

"I'll help you, Store Manager."

Biata, still in her child doll form, helped me close up the motel according to my orders.

"By the way, I've been wondering something."

"What are you curious about, Store Manager?"

"When are you going back to normal?"

"I thought you preferred this form."

"What dangerous thing are you saying...???"

"I'm joking. I can maintain this form for about four more hours. After that, I'll return to being the cute maid you like."

"I-I see..."

After exchanging such deadly(?) jokes and small talk while finishing up, the closing preparations were finally complete.

"...Let's head back."

"Yes, let's."

After checking the locks one last time, I left the motel with Biata.

"The night air is nice. I should come out with you more often, Store Manager."

"Please refrain from that..."

Just as we were about to leave the front of the motel, exchanging idle chatter:

"..."

"Biata? Is something wrong??"

Suddenly, Biata stopped in her tracks and an alarm began to sound from her body.

Beeeep!!

Beeeep!!!

With eyes turned red, Biata looked up at the sky and began to mutter:

"...It's approaching."

"What? What's approaching?"

"A micro ballistic missile is approaching this location."

"...A missile? Suddenly?"

* * *

The evolved Anise Simuloid Biata's database contains almost no information about Mimesis.

However, from the fragmentary foundation data that remained, Biata identified the missile approaching the motel and instinctively understood that the danger level of this micro missile was "extremely high."

- Model analysis complete.
- Confirmed approach of location annihilation-class micro anti-particle weapon 'type: Avogadro'
- Damage radius: Unmeasurable.

- WARNING!! EVACUATE THIS AREA IMMEDIATELY!!
- WARNING!! EVACUATE THIS AREA IMMEDIATELY!!
- WARNING!! EVACUATE THIS AREA IMMEDIATELY!!
- WARNING!! EVACUATE THIS AREA IMMEDIATELY!!

Without visual confirmation of the missile's position, interception using her specialized weapon, the Longinus Spear, would be impossible.

And if this type of missile became visible to the naked eye, it would mean it was already too late to escape—a fact Biata instinctively understood and recognized.

"Store Manager, we need to leave this place. Please give the evacuation order as soon as possible..."

Just as Biata, having detected the danger, was moving her small body to warn the Store Manager:

"Is that it? That's the missile you're talking about?"

"What are you saying? Visual confirmation of the missile is currently impossible, so please give the evacuation order quickly..."

WHOOSH!!!

"...?"

The Store Manager, who had vanished from before Biata's eyes in an instant, dove into the trajectory of the approaching missile aimed at the motel.

He caught the ultra-high-speed anti-particle missile with his bare hand and returned to the ground.

"Come on, how can this toy be a missile? Biata, you're overreacting... It's obviously a firework, just look at it. What kind of missile moves this slowly?"

"...???"

"More importantly, who would play such an inconsiderate prank... with guests all sleeping..."

The Store Manager held the blinking blue micro anti-particle missile designed for complete location annihilation in his hand.

"I can't just throw this away somewhere... Well, I have no choice."

"Wait, Store Manager, if you detonate that..."

"Hnngh!!"

Crunch...

Crunch!!

Crunch!!!

With the sound of metal being crushed, he squeezed the missile tightly with both hands.

Crack...

Crack...


Pop.


"Oh... this might be a bit hot?"

The anti-particle warhead that exploded in the Store Manager's clasped hands merely left a slight burn on the hands of the ordinary human Store Manager before feebly disappearing.

Ch.74 - Chapter 69. Ah, It Feels A Bit Silly To Go To The Hospital For Something Like This...
* * *

Biata couldn't understand what had just happened before her eyes.

"Analysis failed. This incident makes absolutely no sense."

There was no way her scanner could be malfunctioning.

Having evolved to perfection, her scanner—essentially Biata's eyes—didn't tolerate even a single error.

Therefore, what the Store Manager held in his hands was, without a doubt, the ultra-compact anti-particle missile "Type: Avogadro," designed solely for "complete annihilation."

"Ow... this is pretty hot. Well, at least I've stopped the noise pollution, so I'll throw away the trash when I get home..."

After the violent explosion within his cupped hands ended, the Store Manager casually mentioned "throwing away trash at home" and tried to leave. Biata hastily stopped him.

"Wait. Please wait a moment, Store Manager."

"Huh? What's wrong?"

"Those hands, could you open them for a moment? There's something I absolutely must confirm."

"My hands? Well... that's not difficult... but why do you want to see the remains of a burst firecracker?"

"There's something I must verify. Please open them now."

"Uh, okay...?"

Reluctantly, the Store Manager opened his hands, revealing crushed metal fragments.

- Scan initiated.
- Anti-particles detected.

The aftermath of an anti-particle explosion detected in his open palms.

Without question, what had exploded and disappeared in the Store Manager's hands was an anti-particle bomb.

But for an ordinary human to detonate a location-annihilating anti-particle bomb in their bare hands and remain unharmed was logically impossible.

Biata immediately scanned the Store Manager's body again on the spot.

- Scan initiated.
- ERROR!!! ERROR!!! ERROR!!!
- ERROR!!! ERROR!!! ERROR!!!
- ????? determined as ?????

- ...
- ...
- ... Re-scan complete.

- Scan result: Confirmed ordinary adult male, minor burn damage detected on both hands.

"I don't understand. The results are contradictory."

Aside from the slight "errors" that suddenly occurred during the scan, her scanner was telling her that the Store Manager was, without doubt, an "ordinary" adult male.

"......"

After calculating billions of possible explanations for this incomprehensible contradiction for several dozen seconds, Biata finally said:

"... I see. It was just a firecracker after all."

Deciding it was impossible to find any more explanations, she chose to believe that the anti-particle missile she detected was, as the Store Manager said, just a "firecracker" someone had set off to prank the motel guests.

Because under the premise that the Store Manager was "human," there was no solution to this contradiction.

"......"

"Biata? Aren't you coming home?"

"...No, that's not it. Let's go home now."

And so, still troubled by her inability to determine the source of the anti-particles detected in the Store Manager's hands, Biata slowly moved to his side.

* * *

"Mmm~ Home sweet home~"

I'm certain that the happiest moment after finishing work is arriving at home after the commute.

"Go wash up. I'll prepare dinner."

"Huh? Are you sure you're okay in that form?"

"Don't worry. Having a child's body doesn't diminish my capabilities. I'll prepare a perfect meal, so please go wash up."

"Really? Then I'll leave it to you."

"Peace—"

Leaving Biata toddling to the kitchen in her small child's body, I entered the bathroom and started washing up.

Shhhhhh—

"Hmm~ Hmm~"

Perhaps because I'd spent a fulfilling day, I found myself humming as I washed with warm water.

After continuing my pleasant shower for quite some time...

Sting...

"Hmm? My fingertip stings a bit...?"

Feeling a slight stinging in my pinky finger, I checked my hand.

The tip of my pinky was reddened, probably from setting off that "unusual firecracker" in my hands earlier.

"A burn...? It was definitely a bit hot..."

But going to the hospital for such a minor injury would be excessive.

"Right, for something like this, I just need to apply some saliva and a bandage, and it'll heal in a few days, no problem!"

Dismissing the injury I'd sustained after so long, I finished my pleasant shower and left the bathroom to have dinner with Biata.

* * *

During dinner after my shower, Biata, who had been staring at me as I ate deliciously with my spoon, called out to me.

"Store Manager."

"Yes?"

"I detect a minor burn on the pinky finger of your right hand."

"Ah, I must have hurt it when that firecracker exploded in my hand earlier."

When I showed her the burn on my pinky finger that I'd discovered while showering, Biata's scanner-equipped black eyes glowed red as she spoke to me.

"Shouldn't you get treatment at the hospital?"

"Come on, something this minor will heal if I just apply some saliva and a bandage..."

"Unacceptable. You must go to the hospital."

"No, really, it's fine... I honestly don't feel anything..."

"Absolutely not. There's risk of additional infection, and it could worsen to the point of interfering with your motel duties, not to mention numerous other—"

After finishing my shower, I couldn't even feel the injury anymore.

Yet Biata was suddenly overreacting, insisting I had to go to the hospital.

"Alright, fine. I'll go to the hospital..."

"You've made a wise decision."

Only after I agreed to go to the hospital could I stop Biata's nagging.

"And could you show me the medical report from the hospital?"

"Huh? Why do you need that...?"

"It's natural for a wife to care for her husband's health. If you show me the doctor's assessment, I can prepare appropriate healthy meals and services—"

"Okay, okay. Enough."

"Very well."

Finding Biata's second round of nagging exhausting, I decided not to ask why she needed my medical report.

* * *

In truth, Biata knew.

The minor wound on the Store Manager's hand from the anti-particle bomb was barely even a burn.

It was nothing more than a 'slight scratch' that would heal perfectly fine if left alone for just one day.

But the reason she insisted on sending the Store Manager to the hospital, even to the point of being unreasonable, was because she still harbored doubts.

'I need objective data beyond my scanner. I need to confirm whether the Store Manager is "human."'

By analyzing the hospital's diagnosis, she could determine if her scan results were accurate.

If by any chance the Store Manager wasn't human, she needed to start "preparing" from now.

Perfect preparations for "pure love" with a non-human entity.

* * *

"W-Well then, I'll be going?"

"Make sure to bring back the doctor's report."

"R-Right..."

With Biata's send-off that wasn't quite a send-off, I grabbed the Manager's Manual and headed to the hospital.

'I think there was a hospital listed in the nearby facilities section... I should check.'

[2. Regarding Safe Return Policy.]
- Sub-sections
* 2-1. Essential procedures within the motel before Manager's departure.
* 2-2. Safety guidelines for the journey home.
* 2-3. Guide to nearby service facilities.

[2-3. Guide to nearby service facilities.]

* This section lists convenience facilities within a 10km radius of the motel.

* Convenience stores: Various convenience stores exist near the motel. All convenience stores operate 24 hours on an "unmanned" basis, please note.

* General Repair Shop: If furniture or facilities within the motel are damaged, please visit this facility to request repairs.

* Furniture store: A place to purchase new items if motel furniture or objects are severely damaged. Please refer to the map below for directions.

* Hospital: If emergencies occur for the Manager or guests, please use the hospital indicated below.

Checking the map, I saw that like the General Repair Shop, there was only one hospital.

'It's a bit of a walk. But what's this...?'

Looking at the map, I noticed something written in small text above the green cross marking the hospital.

* Warning: If the Manager visits this location "alone," be sure to check the "Hospital" section on the next page.

'Next page? Hmm...'

The red text emphasized that I "must check it," but...

'Well, I can read it while waiting for my appointment, no problem!'

Wanting to finish the examination quickly and return home, I decided to read the hospital-related section later and started walking toward the hospital following the map.

After walking for some time...

'This is creepy... why aren't there any streetlights here...'

As I walked down a remote road without a single streetlight, I began to see a brightly glowing green cross in the distance.

"Oh, I see it!!"

Following the gleaming green light of the hospital cross, I soon arrived at the hospital entrance.

"What? Is it closed?"

The glass door of the hospital I'd reached was firmly locked.

"Hmm... what should I do? Should I go back..."

While I was wondering what to do about the closed hospital door...

Clunk...

With the sound of the glass door opening, a woman who appeared to be a nurse walked out to me.

"Are... you... a... patient...?"

"Ah! Yes. Can I get an examination?"

"This... way... come... inside..."

"Oh, okay!"

And so, without any suspicion, I followed the nurse into the dark hospital where not a single light was on.

The green cross of the hospital that had welcomed the patient had, by then, changed to a blood-red color.

Ch.75 - Chapter 70. What Promise Did I Actually Keep...?
* * *

The interior of the hospital, which I entered following the nurse, was darker than I had expected.

Bzzt...

Bzzzzt...

Only red lights flickered, illuminating the corridor.

The emergency exit signs that should guide patients out of the hospital were all turned off, as if telling me there was no way out of this place.

*This is giving me the creeps...*

Limp...

Limp...

What's more, the nurse walking ahead of me, who had been walking normally at first...

After entering the hospital, her gait gradually became strange.

As I observed her carefully,

*She must be exhausted. Well, taking care of patients day and night must be incredibly tiring...*

I felt grateful, thinking she must be like this from tending to patients around the clock.

As I carefully observed the hospital interior, my pace slowed down.

Crack...

Crack-crack...

The nurse walking ahead of me twisted her neck in a grotesque direction, turning toward me.

"Are you... following... along... well...?"

"Ah, yes! I'm sorry!"

"Please... follow... carefully... all the way..."

Perhaps because the hospital interior was so dark, I hastily apologized to the nurse who was diligently guiding me, a first-time patient.

I began to focus and follow behind her again.

Thud...

Thud...

After walking for some time,

As the winding corridor seemed endless, I began to wonder if she might be lost.

Just as I was about to ask the nurse something,

In the distance, my eyes caught sight of an iron door with a red sign that read "Patient Waiting Room."

"Go... in... there... patient..."

"Ah, thank you!"

"Please... go in..."

Having completed her guidance, the nurse turned back, dragging her grotesquely twisted joints with her.

After thanking her, I opened the iron door and entered the "Patient Waiting Room."

* * *

Creeeeak...

As I opened the iron door and went inside, I saw an ordinary hospital waiting room.

In the distance, another nurse sitting at the reception desk motioned for me to come closer.

As she beckoned with bony, skeletal hands, I approached as if entranced.

Clatter...

The gaunt-faced nurse sitting at the reception desk handed me a chart.

"Name... write your name... here..."

"Do I not need to write my condition?"

"Name... name..."

Like someone whose life force was being drained, she kept insisting I only write my name.

*How exhausted she must be from work...*

Feeling both grateful and sorry for her—working so hard she probably forgot to eat—I stopped asking questions and mindlessly wrote my name on the chart she handed me.

"After filling it out, you can wait—"

Snatch!!

"Name... name..."

"A-are you okay?"

"Name..."

Just as I was about to ask if I should wait after writing my name,

The nurse snatched the chart, stood up, and disappeared into the back of the reception area.

"...I guess I just sit and wait?"

It was a bit strange how rushed she seemed, but I didn't think much of it.

Assuming she was just busy, I left the reception desk and headed to the waiting room where other patients were waiting their turn.

* * *

The waiting room right in front of the reception desk was quieter than I expected.

"......"

"......"

"......"

*The atmosphere is so tense...*

Of course, I understood the need to maintain silence in a large hospital waiting room.

But with not even the slightest conversation or faintest sigh to be heard,

I found myself unconsciously matching their silence, gradually reducing even the sound of my breathing.

Beeeep...

Beeeep...

The only thing making any noise in this waiting room was

The TV at the front, displaying a screen filled with harsh red light and making a warning sound similar to what you'd hear in a motel.

To top it off, almost everyone was staring blankly at that screen without saying a word, with only a few exceptions.

*Why is everyone watching that... won't staring at a single color like that damage their eyes?*

It wasn't even broadcasting anything interesting.

What was so appealing about a red screen with just a siren sound that had everyone staring?

*I... I should read the management manual instead...*

Detesting the idea of damaging my eyesight, I shook my head and sat in a corner.

Using the flickering lights as illumination, I opened to the "Additional Hospital Precautions" page that had been marked on the map earlier and began reading.

* Hospital: When the Manager or Guests experience emergency situations, please use the hospital indicated below.

* Warning: If the Manager visits this location 'alone,' be sure to check the 'Hospital' section on the next page.


[2-3-1. Hospital]

* This section contains precautions that must be observed when the Manager visits the hospital marked on the map alone.

* The Manager should 'absolutely' familiarize themselves with this section before visiting the hospital, and we recommend using the first aid supplies available in the motel for minor accidents or injuries.

* If professional medical assistance is unavoidable, please observe the following rules when visiting the hospital:

* 1. Only visit when the cross indicating the hospital is 'green.' This means it is not the 'Doctor's' 'mealtime,' so you can visit with peace of mind.

* 2. If you visit when the cross is 'red,' do not follow the guidance of the nurse waiting at the hospital entrance. Say 'I will not use the emergency room' and they will leave.

* 3. After observing the above items and reaching the hospital reception, never write your name on the chart the nurse hands you. We emphasize: never write your name.

* 4. Never look at the TV screen installed in the hospital waiting room, not even for a moment. If any subsequent item contradicts this one, it is false.

* 5. Item 4 does not exist in this section. We emphasize: item 4 does not exist in this paragraph.

* If you have failed to follow even one of the rules described above, there is no further recourse.

* Put down the manual and comfortably receive the doctor's treatment. Thank you for your hard work.

After silently reading the manual, I began to ponder.

*...How many of these did I actually follow?*

Despite some contradictions, among the items that seemed so seriously written as if they must be followed,

I had only followed one: entering the hospital when the cross was green.

That was it.

*That's right... isn't it? I must have at least followed that one.*

Anyway, it seems I've broken all the other rules that were supposedly mandatory.

I followed the nurse here... wrote my name on the reception form... and while I stopped looking at the TV screen after a glance, I did look at it initially.

As I checked the manual and confirmed the rules I'd broken, a logical thought crossed my mind.

*...Wait, nothing bad has happened though?*

If I've broken so many rules and I—just an ordinary person—am completely fine,

Maybe this manual is actually giving incorrect information?

*That... makes sense!!*

Yes, honestly, this manual left by the previous owner.

With its contradictions and eerie atmosphere.

It definitely seems problematic to take it at face value.

Look at the evidence.

I've broken almost all the supposedly mandatory rules (except one?), yet nothing bad has happened.

*Ugh, I wasted my time reading this. What a waste...*

I regretted not reading other sections while waiting.

*Ah, I should correct the manual since I've read it. Where's a pen...*

So I picked up an old pen provided in the waiting room.

Scribble...

Scribble...

And began correcting the rules in the manual one by one.

"All of these... can be broken... with no problems... I've tested it..."

*Perfect. That's better.*

After finishing my corrections, I decided to take a nap with my remaining time.

I started dozing off while sitting in my chair.

After waiting for my turn for a few minutes while sitting quietly,

AAAAARGH!!!

"Huh...?"

A terrible scream from inside the examination room startled me awake, and I jumped up from my seat.

"Uh... what? Where did everyone go...?"

I thought I'd only dozed off for a few minutes, but somehow all the other patients who had been sitting in front of and behind me had disappeared.

"Must be an incredibly skilled doctor..."

As I was about to sit down again, impressed by how quickly the patients had vanished,

"Patient... fresh... patient..."

In the distance, the skeletal nurse had returned and was beckoning to me.

"Ah, is it my turn?"

"Examination room... number 1... go... inside..."

"Got it!"

And so, directed to the examination room by the nurse, I entered Examination Room 1 without any suspicion.

Ch.76 - Chapter 71. Do I Have To Pay Compensation For This...?
* * *

The examination room I entered without any suspicion was cleaner and brighter than I expected.

*This place is clean and bright?*

Unlike the dark and eerie exterior, the inside of the examination room was surprisingly bright and ordinary.

Not a single light flickered. Rather, the predominant atmosphere was fresh and gentle.

"The doctor... will be... here soon... Please... sit down... and wait..."

"Yes! I understand."

Following the tired nurse's request, I sat on the hospital chair and waited for the doctor to come out. After a few minutes...

Clunk...

Clunk...

From the inner part of the examination room.

A door that looked like a storage room opened.

A female doctor with a gentle appearance, wearing a white coat, emerged.

"My, what a handsome patient we have?"

"Ah, hello...!"

"Hello~ Nice to meet you~"

With pleasant customer service that made me feel good from our first meeting, the female doctor took a seat in the chair across from me.

She had slightly curly, brown, bob-length hair and a kind, gentle smile that put sick patients at ease.

Her voice was warm and ticklish, similar to the holiness of The Nun with Eyes Closed... yet somehow different.

To describe it more boldly, she radiated a "maternal love" that I couldn't feel from anyone else at the motel.

*...What am I saying? Get your head straight!*

Thinking to myself that this was inappropriate, I shook my head to clear away the lewd(?) thoughts that had popped into my mind.

"Hmm~ Where does our handsome patient hurt?"

"Ah, well... here on my hand..."

Just as I was about to show the doctor the minor burn I got while handling fireworks earlier.

Grab...!!

The skeletal-looking nurse urgently grabbed the doctor's hand as she reached out to examine mine.

*Did something happen...?*

As I tilted my head in confusion at the nurse's sudden interruption of the examination.

"...Oh my, that's right? I almost forgot~"

As if remembering something, the female doctor held the nurse's hand that had grabbed hers and stood up.

"Patient, would you mind waiting here for a moment? I'll be right back~"

"Ah, yes. I understand."

"Thank you~"

After asking me to wait with her still gentle voice.

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

"Pardon? Me? For what...?"

The nurse suddenly apologized to me, and the doctor grabbed her hand.

Then they both went into a room prepared in the back of the examination room.

* * *

In a dark room.

In a room where not a single ray of light entered.

Smack!!

The nurse who roughly pushed away the doctor's hand pleaded with her, raising her voice for the first time.

"I've... prepared... quality... food... so... please... spare me... as promised..."

"My my~?"

"Please... spare... me..."

The nurse pitifully prostrated herself before the gently smiling female doctor with her skeletal limbs.

She begged for her life.

And watching the nurse, the female doctor smiled softly and helped her stand up.

"Why make yourself suffer with such pleas~"

"Please... please..."

"Don't be like that~ We made a promise, didn't we? That I'd let you go if you brought something more delicious, right?"

"Does... that mean... you'll... spare me...?"

"My goodness~ Do you think I would break my promise?"

"Ah... ahhh...!!"

The promise to spare her life.

At the doctor's words that she would keep that promise, and the gentle smile blooming on her lips,

The skeletal nurse trembled with joy and ecstasy.

"Hmm~ Speaking of which, shall I release you now?"

Looking at her, the female doctor, after a moment's consideration, gestured lightly toward the door they had entered.

Whoosh...

Beautiful green light from beyond the door poured into the previously pitch-black room.

"There~ I've opened it for you. Go out that way, and live healthily from now on, okay?"

"Ah... thank... you... thank you... for... sparing me..."

Repeatedly thanking the female doctor who was gesturing for her to go outside.

Before she could change her mind, wanting to escape this place as quickly as possible,

The nurse crawled on all fours like a speechless beast to reach the door.

She turned the doorknob and opened the door.

Clunk...

"Aah..."

Clang!!

Slash!!!

"Aah...??"

Simultaneously, outside the door where green light was pouring out.

The sharp blade of a guillotine installed above her head precisely split the skeletal nurse's body vertically.

Splat...

Splat...

The sound of blood and organs pouring from her body, which had been precisely halved by the guillotine, echoed softly like rain in the dark room.

In front of the nurse, who had become nothing but a piece of meat with not even a breath to be heard, the female doctor.

Without any change in expression, still maintaining her gentle smile.

She spoke to the nurse who could no longer respond.

"Why are you so foolish~ Have you ever seen livestock being released from the barn just because it gave birth?"

Picking up the split skull of the nurse and lightly licking the brain matter flowing between with her finger, the female doctor said.

"Hmm~ Doesn't taste good either. I guess I should have given her more carrots~"

With that cruel yet brief review that "it still tastes bad," she put the nurse's skull down on the floor.

"But I'll still praise you~ For bringing such a delicious-looking patient~"

After finishing with praise directed at the already dead nurse.

The female doctor stepped out of the room to taste today's "main dish"—that man brought by the now-dead "livestock."

* * *

*Something must really be happening...*

It had been 20 minutes since the doctor and nurse went into the room.

Since they were taking longer than expected to return, I got bored and stood up to carefully observe the inside of the examination room.

"Hmm... is it normal...?"

Perhaps because I'm healthier than most people, I don't remember visiting hospitals often.

If anything, I went to the dentist once when I was very young, when my teeth hurt so badly I couldn't eat anything?

That's about the only hospital-related memory I have.

*Ugh... that was painful...*

The dentist—thinking about it now, it's quite a horrific memory.

Just because I said my tooth hurt a little, they zapped the inside of my mouth with something like a giant laser...

And they tried to cut my tongue with some glowing red knife... Come to think of it, they even tied down my arms and legs.

Since then, I've wondered if that was normal dental treatment.

But seeing how everyone else seemed to be in pain too, I figured that must be standard and just let it go.

*But now that I think about it... that dentist might have been an incompetent quack?*

As I was digging up childhood memories to alleviate my boredom.

Clunk...!!

"My~ You waited long. I'm sorry~"

With the sound of the inner door opening, the doctor with the charming gentle smile appeared again.

"Sorry to keep you waiting~ The conversation with the nurse went on longer than expected~"

"Ah, no. You don't need to apologize."

"Thank you so much for understanding~ Now, what seems to be the problem~?"

"Ah, I got a small burn here... right here..."

When asked what was hurting, I showed the doctor the burn I got earlier from handling fireworks.

*It doesn't even hurt, this is embarrassing...*

I felt slightly embarrassed showing her what could barely be called a wound—just a very, very faint red mark.

I was worried she might scold me for coming to the hospital as a grown man with something so minor, and as I turned my head away.

"Hmm~ A burn. It's a very serious burn~?"

"Wh... what?? Serious??"

I jumped up from my seat in shock at the doctor's words that the burn was serious.

"Ah, but it doesn't even hurt! Isn't the wound small?"

As I asked in confusion, not feeling any particular pain.

The brown-haired doctor smiled gently while poking my hand and said:

"Don't be too surprised~ We can treat it quickly~"

"No, treatment isn't the issue, it just doesn't seem to hurt..."

"Everyone says that at first~ But what if it gets worse over time?"

"...Ah, well, that would be a problem."

Though it didn't hurt at all, as a warning from a medical professional, it certainly seemed like an issue that shouldn't be dismissed.

"So what should we do...?"

"Hmm~ First, we should go to that room for a more detailed examination~"

"Th-then I'll leave it to you."

"Good~"

I stood up and followed the doctor's guidance to the door marked "Examination Room."

As I opened the door and was about to enter the examination room.

Clunk...!!!

"Huh?"

From above the door, a sharply honed blade fell toward my head.

Crash!!!

"Eh, what?"

The guillotine blade that hit my head shattered into pieces like a mirror hitting concrete and fell to the floor.

"...Oh my?"

The female doctor watching from a distance, her lips trembled slightly.

I, who had taken the falling blade with my head, slowly turned around and asked her.

"Um, should I... compensate you for this...?"

Ch.77 - Chapter 72. Everyone Uses These Devices In Normal Hospitals, Right?
I must emphasize that throughout my life, I had never been to a "Hospital" except for dental visits, nor had I ever shown any interest in such places.

I was blessed with such a robust constitution that I'd never even caught a common cold, and I'd never broken a bone while playing with friends.

Because of this, I had no idea what the inside of a hospital looked like or what medical instruments were supposed to look like.

But even someone as clueless as me could clearly recognize that the massive blade that had just fallen on my head—this enormous blade that had shattered into pieces upon hitting my head—was indeed a "medical tool."

*Yes, it would need to be at least this size to cut through normal human skin. How could anyone do anything with those toothpick-sized scalpels...*

I could never believe what I occasionally saw in medical books—that they could slice open a person's abdomen with those tiny blades.

A surgical operation with a metal blade barely different from a wooden chopstick or a starch toothpick?

It had to be the delusion of some quack doctor, obviously.

Perhaps that's why when I first encountered the massive blade falling on my head, I was actually relieved inside.

*Wow... this doctor must be really skilled...!!*

—or so I thought.

But the next moment, that relief in my mind was replaced by anxiety.

*W-wait a minute. Does this mean I broke a medical tool just by opening the door? Do I have to pay for this?*

Having merely opened a door only to immediately destroy professional medical equipment, I felt dizzy with worry.

I turned around awkwardly and cautiously asked the doctor standing behind me.

"Um, do I need to compensate for this...?"

In response to my question, the brown-haired doctor who had been following me:

"...Oh my."

She seemed quite surprised at the damaged medical equipment.

She crouched down beside me as I stood there awkwardly, picked up a piece of the blade that had shattered like a mirror broken against concrete, and tilted her head.

*Is... is it very expensive equipment...?*

Just as I was beginning to regret not being more careful when opening the door, wondering if it was that expensive:

"Don't worry about it~ It's just a sort of welcome greeting~"

"Oh, is that so...?"

The Doctor continued to smile warmly, telling me not to worry about it.

Still, I felt a bit guilty about breaking such a large blade.

"Come now, this way please~ You need treatment for your burns, right?"

"Ah, yes...!!"

Deciding to receive treatment first and apologize later, I followed the doctor's lead deeper into the examination room.

* * *

Inside the examination room I entered following the brown-haired doctor...

There were "medical tools" with such menacing appearances that they made the blade that had fallen on my head earlier look harmless in comparison.

Starting with a hammer embedded with sharp metal spikes.

A grinder with dozens of savagely sharpened saw blades spinning.

A pure white mechanical device emitting strange mechanical sounds along with the pungent smell of something burning.

And numerous restraining devices placed in front of it.

Faced with this bleak and brutal visual that looked like it could grind a person to pieces at any moment...

*Wow... this person must really be skilled...*

I actually felt relieved.

Yes, this is what you'd need to cut open a person's abdomen and treat them.

How could anyone cut open a person and provide treatment with those fragile tools depicted in books?

"Patient~ Could you come this way please~?"

And despite standing before such brutal tools...

That warm smile and comforting voice addressing me, the patient.

I couldn't help but trust her.

"Hmm~ Could you sit over here first?"

"Ah, yes!"

And so began the first examination following the doctor's guidance.

"Now~ Relax your body~ and stay still~"

The Doctor took a hammer with sharp spikes from the wall.

She lightly struck my knee as I sat relaxed and still.

CLANG!!!

With a metallic sound of steel hitting steel...

The head of the hammer that hit my knee crumpled like a stepped-on milk carton.

"...Oh my."

"Is, is there a problem?"

"Not at all~ You just have a very sturdy body~"

The Doctor pushed aside the damaged hammer.

She then led me to the grinder for the next examination.

KEEENG!!!

As I stood in front of the grinder, dozens of saw blades began to spin with a menacing motor sound.

"Please take off your clothes over here~ and would you step inside~?"

"Ah, you mean inside this?"

"Yes~ It's just a type of examination, so don't worry too much~"

I wasn't quite sure what kind of examination involved going inside a grinder, but...

Assuming the medical professional had good reason, I didn't hesitate to put my body into the grinder.

KACHAK!!

KACHAKAKAKAK!!!!

"Ooooh...ohhh...??"

As the grinder's saw blades spun with that brutal sound, about to devour my body...

*This, this feels amazing...!!!*

I couldn't help but open my eyes wide at the refreshing sensation that relieved fatigue throughout my entire body like nothing I'd felt before.

"Oooh... so refreshing..."

Enjoying the perfect pressure from the high-speed rotating saw blades...

I lay inside the grinder with my body completely relaxed for several minutes.

Creak...

Creak creak...

"Huh...?"

Whether the motor had overheated or could no longer endure, I didn't know.

The grinder stopped working with the sound of gears creaking.

"Um, it stopped, doctor..."

I poked my head out of the grinder to tell the doctor that the machine had stopped.

After confirming the completely overheated grinder and the now rounded, blunted saw blades inside...

"...Oh my, you withstood this too~"

With that strange comment about "withstanding" it, she shook her head as if troubled, handed me my neatly folded clothes, and said:

"Please change back and lie down over there~"

"Ah, yes. I understand!"

After changing clothes, the last place I headed was in front of a white machine.

*Ooh... is this what they call an MRI or something...?*

After briefly marveling at this machine I'd never seen before, I lay down on the prepared table.

"Now~ Close your eyes~ It might be a bit hot~"

Following the Doctor's orders as she finished preparing to operate the machine, I closed my eyes and was gently sucked into the machine.

Whirr...

Whirr...

The inside of the machine was warmer and cozier than I expected.

*Should I just stay still like this?*

As I was breathing slowly in the solemn atmosphere where even the slightest movement seemed problematic...

Zzzzing...!

Zzzzing...!!

"Ohhh...?"

Ten blue laser beams shot toward my abdomen.

Zzzzt...

Zzzzt...

*Hmm... it's warm but a bit ticklish...*

Unlike the menacing crackling of the lasers that sounded like they could slice a person at any moment...

Apart from being a bit warm and ticklish...

The lasers shot from inside the machine weren't particularly special.

After scanning every corner of my body for quite some time, the lasers gradually lost power.

Whirrrr...

Eventually, as if all examinations were complete, the MRI machine(?) spat me out with a weak whirring sound.

"Is the examination over now, doctor?"

"...Yes~ I think this examination is sufficient~"

"Then... how is my physical condition? Am I okay?"

When I asked about my condition, the Doctor, still maintaining her warm smile, slowly opened her mouth.

"Hmm~ We'll need to monitor you a bit more~"

"R-really? Was my injury that serious...?"

"Don't worry too much~ I'll give you an ointment to apply, but you must come back next week~"

"I understand...!"

Nodding at the Doctor's instruction that I needed another examination, I took the ointment she handed me and stood up.

"Then I'll see you next week!"

"Yes~ Take care on your way home~"

* * *

After the "patient" brought in by her "livestock" had left...

The female doctor returned to the "examination room" and muttered while examining her completely ruined "cooking utensils."

"Really~ This is troublesome~ I've never had such difficult-to-prepare ingredients before~"

As she spoke, her face showed only warmth and hunger.

Nothing else existed there—no fear, no shock, no surprise.

For her, the only important thing was "dinner."

"But since they promised to come back next week~ I'll definitely prepare and eat them then~"

She was smiling happily at the thought of tasting the flesh of that sturdy ingredient brought by the "tasteless" livestock executed on the scaffold.

"Hmm~ But I am hungry. I should have today's meal~"

With that, she left the "examination room" and headed back to the dark storage room inside the clinic.

"Uhhh..."

"Uhhh..."

"Uhhh..."

Looking at the many patients standing as if entranced in that dark storage room, she smiled and said:

"Today~ I'm quite hungry~ Shall we all go to the 'examination room'~?"

And so, the many "patients" who came out of the storage room headed straight for the examination room.

Squish...

Squish squish...

Rip...

Riiiip...

Inside, instead of screams, only the horrific sounds of fragile human bones and flesh being crushed echoed.

* * *

"Ugh... I'm tired..."

After receiving the ointment from the kind doctor and leaving the examination room...

I headed back the way I came to exit the hospital.

"Hmm... was it this way? It's so dark I can't see well..."

Thud...

"...Hm?"

As I was slowly making my way through the dark corridor, something soft and squishy caught my foot.

*A person? Why is someone lying in the corridor?*

Thinking that perhaps a patient who hadn't adjusted to the darkness had tripped and fallen, I quickly crouched down.

I checked the face of the person lying in the corridor.

"Ugh...ughhhh..."

I couldn't help but be shocked when I confirmed the face of "someone" who was lying there making faint groans.

Brown hair, pure white doctor's coat.

A mature woman whose appearance matched perfectly with a warm smile that exuded motherliness.

"Doctor...??"

The Doctor who had just examined me was, for some reason, collapsed in the corridor.
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The emergency staircase door closed behind me with a heavy thud. I'd just finished my shift at the Mimesis Convenience Store, and all I wanted was to collapse into bed. My shoulders ached from restocking shelves all day.

"What a day," I muttered, fumbling for my keys.

As I approached my door, I noticed something strange. The hallway light was flickering, casting eerie shadows across the worn carpet. And there was that smell again—like something rotting beneath the floorboards.

I paused, key hovering near the lock. Something felt wrong tonight.

* * *

"D-Doctor? Why are you suddenly lying here...??"

Just a few dozen seconds ago, the Doctor had been smiling brightly while conducting my examination in the consultation room.

Finding her suddenly collapsed in the hallway, I couldn't help but be considerably shocked.

Of course, moving this quickly was something I could easily do myself, but still.

Wasn't it strange that the Doctor, who had been smiling gently and saying "Please come again next time~" inside the room, had suddenly rushed out into the hallway for no reason and was now lying there?

"D-Doctor...??"

"Ugh... uhhh..."

"Doctor... please wake up...!!"

I was worried that perhaps she had fallen while coming out to give me some additional precautions or instructions.

I carefully shook her awake.

"Wh...ere...?"

The Doctor(?) slowly opened her eyes.

*Wait, her eye color seems a bit different?*

No, looking more carefully, this mysterious woman gave off a somewhat different vibe from the Doctor.

"Where... am I...?"

"Th-the hospital hallway...?"

"Why... why am I here...?"

"I-I'm not sure about that either...??"

She grabbed my arm as I was about to head home peacefully and asked these unexpected questions.

* * *

I guided the Doctor-lookalike(?) who had regained consciousness to the hospital waiting room.

"Um... are you okay? Should I get you some water?"

"No... I'm fine. Thank you for your concern."

The mysterious Doctor-lookalike, now in a brighter place than the hallway though still dim, had light brown eyes.

Unlike the Doctor's reddish-brown eyes, this was the only difference.

Otherwise, she looked more like a doppelgänger than a twin.

No, she looked so identical that I would believe it was the same person.

*White doctor's coat... she's dressed similarly too...*

But there was something about her "aura," you could say.

Unlike the gentle and warm voice and expression of the Doctor:

"..."

Her serious expression.

"Why, why am I here... my memory..."

As she muttered to herself, deeply troubled and confused, her voice carried a subtle coldness and sharpness that made me feel I shouldn't approach her.

*Well... I've brought her this far... I should probably get going now...*

Whatever the case, the atmosphere around this Doctor-lookalike was just that—an atmosphere.

It had nothing to do with me.

I only brought her here because I was worried about her collapsing.

Now that she seemed somewhat recovered:

"Then I'll be going..."

After giving a light greeting, I was about to head back into the hallway and leave the hospital when—

Thud

"...It's dangerous."

"...Pardon?"

"It's dangerous... to go outside right now."

The Doctor-lookalike grabbed my collar, warning me that "the hallway is dangerous."

And at this inexplicable warning,

*...Why?*

I barely stopped myself from asking the potentially rude question to someone I'd just met: "Why?"

* * *

"...My memory is hazy, but I know. Outside is dangerous."

"Ah... I-I see...?"

"Please stay here a little longer. Then... perhaps... it will be safe..."

After warning me that it would be safe if we stayed in the waiting room a bit longer, the Doctor-lookalike suddenly trailed off.

Watching her behavior:

*Did she hit her head when she fell earlier?*

I started to genuinely worry about her.

I could have chosen to shake off her hand from my collar and go home.

But I couldn't leave a patient who had fallen and lost her memory.

*Right, I'll wait until another doctor or that nurse from earlier comes, then I'll explain and leave!*

I decided to look after this sympathetic Doctor-lookalike until the nurses arrived.

"That way... that consultation room too... something... strange..."

"Mmm, I see. Alright, I'll stay here!"

"Yes..."

And so we sat side by side in the waiting room chairs in silence for about ten minutes.

*I really hate this awkward silence...!!*

Having had enough of the suffocating silence, I spoke to the Doctor-lookalike who was still muttering to herself in a daze.

"Do you remember what you were doing in the hallway before you collapsed?"

"..."

After pondering my question for a moment:

"...I was eating."

"Were you eating something?"

"I don't... know. I was so... hungry... I was eating something... no, I was about to eat something..."

She trailed off after the strange answer that she "was eating something(?)".

*She was eating something? There was no sign of food nearby...*

When I found her in the hallway earlier.

There was definitely no food smell or packaging trash nearby.

Which meant her words could only mean one thing:

*She must have hit her head hard while imagining eating something...*

She must have really injured her head badly.

*A nurse or doctor needs to come quickly...*

After that brief conversation, I waited for quite some time for a doctor or nurse to arrive, but for some reason, not only did no doctors or nurses come, but no other patients entered either.

*I should really get home soon... I need to eat and sleep before work at the motel tomorrow... what should I do...*

It was definitely inconvenient to keep sitting here, so I thought maybe there might be another nurse who could help us at the end of the hallway, like the one who had guided me to the waiting room earlier.

"Um, I think we need to move now..."

"It's still dangerous..."

"Come on, don't worry too much. If it's dangerous, I'll protect you. I may look weak, but I'm quite strong, you know?"

"...Alright."

After finally convincing her:

*Ah, holding her hand might be... she's a lady, she might find it uncomfortable...*

Being mannerly, I had her hold onto my sleeve.

Very slowly, being considerate so the Doctor-lookalike(?) who had injured her head wouldn't fall:

We left the waiting room and entered the dark hallway.

* * *

Step...

Step...

After walking slowly down the long hallway for a few minutes:

At the point where I was focusing only on our footsteps echoing in the quiet hallway—

Click...

Click...

From the end of the hallway, another sound of footsteps besides our own began to be heard.

"Ah! A nurse...!!"

Relieved to finally meet a nurse, I hurriedly moved toward the direction of the clicking heels.

"..."

The Doctor-lookalike also slowly moved in the direction of the clicking sounds, following my lead.

Crossing the dark hallway to reach the source of the clicking, as expected, there stood a nurse.

Not one of the gaunt nurses I had met before.

This was a somewhat younger female nurse.

"Excuse me!!"

As I waved my hand to call the nurse who was wandering the hallway:

"...Ah."

The nurse looked in my direction with a face full of fatigue, then slowly began walking toward me.

*Thank goodness, now I can guide her to the nurse and go home...!*

As I breathed a sigh of relief:

The nurse crossed the hallway and approached me, and I said:

"Excuse me, this person collapsed in the hallway over there. I think she hit her head and lost her memory... is there any way you could help?"

"..."

"Ex...cuse me? Are you listening...?"

Despite trying to talk to the nurse several times:

The nurse who had come close didn't look at me at all.

Her gaze was fixed only on the Doctor-lookalike(?) standing behind me, holding onto my collar.

"Excuse me? Could you at least answer..."

Just as I was getting frustrated by the lack of response:

"Uh...ah..."

The young nurse, who let out a short moan as if terrified:

Turned around and began to flee into the darkness with urgent clicking steps.

"W-wait... excuse me!!"

Considerably shocked by the sight of a nurse abandoning a patient and running away, I hurriedly called out to stop her:

But it was already too late, and the nurse I had barely managed to meet had disappeared into the darkness.

"What the heck...?"

"..."

Unable to understand what kind of nurse would do that:

I turned around to check on the Doctor-lookalike who was still holding onto my collar.

Drip...

Drip...

"Hey, are you okay?"

"Ah!"

Slurp...

She had been staring in the direction where the nurse had disappeared, drooling clear saliva from the corner of her mouth.

"I'm sorry. Suddenly, without realizing..."

At the sound of my voice checking on her condition:

She quickly came to her senses and wiped away the thin saliva that had been dripping from the corner of her mouth.

*This... she doesn't seem to be in good condition... what should I do...*

* * *

After searching for quite a while longer for other nurses or doctors:

As if someone had eaten them all up, not a single one was in sight.

In the end, by the time we reached the entrance, I hadn't encountered a single medical staff member I could entrust her to.

"Um, do you remember where you live?"

"...No, nothing."

"A guardian's phone number... or any other memory that might help...?"

Now that it was becoming difficult to stay here any longer, I asked a few questions.

After thinking for a moment, she said to me:

"...Next week."

"Next week?"

"Next week, on the same day and time as now... I need to go to that consultation room. I'm supposed to... meet someone."

"Ah...!"

The memory the Doctor-lookalike recalled was more helpful than I expected.

At least it was clear she was someone related to this hospital, and it seemed there would be no need to worry if she met the person she was supposed to meet next week.

*The problem is... it seems dangerous to leave her here alone until next week...*

It definitely seemed risky to leave a woman who had hit her head alone in a hospital that appeared to be empty.

So I:

"Then for now..."

Made a bold decision.

* * *

"So that's why you brought her. That woman."

"...Yeah, that's right."

"Not only did you fail to bring back a physical examination form, let alone a single tube of ointment. You've brought another woman into our newlywed home(?). Well done, Store Manager."

"No, that's..."

"Do you have any excuse?"

"No..."
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* * *

Somehow I managed to finish the examination.

I failed to leave the amnesiac Doctor at the hospital with the medical staff. I couldn't just abandon a woman who had lost her memories and wasn't in her right mind.

So I made a bold decision and brought the Doctor home with me.

When Biata, who had somehow transformed from a courtesan back to a beautiful young lady, saw me return with her:

"So, you brought her home."

"...Yeah."

"Did you get the physical examination report I asked for?"

"They said they'll give it to me when we go back for another examination next week..."

"So you don't have it now, which means you didn't bring it back."

"...That's right."

"Very. Well. Done."

She greeted me with the coldest, most murderous blank expression I'd ever seen.

"You completely forgot the 'small' favor I, your primary partner, asked of you—to bring back the physical examination report—and instead brought home an amnesiac lady. Very well done indeed."

"N-no, that's not it... I just felt bad leaving her there alone... It didn't seem right to abandon someone who'd lost their memories..."

"I am 'complimenting' you. I am. Praising you. Store Manager. Be quiet."

"Hiccup..."

Being a simuloid programmed for "Pure Love," I had expected this kind of reaction, but Biata's quiet fury far exceeded my expectations, leaving me quite flustered.

"So, you're saying that I should take care of this person for the week while you're at work, is that right?"

"Y-yeah... please help me out."

"Understood."

After responding to my request, Biata maintained her icy expression as she walked over to the Doctor standing behind me and greeted her politely.

"Please come in. I'll make your stay as comfortable as possible for the week."

"...Thank you."

"First, I suggest you take a light shower. I'll prepare some warm tea."

Contrary to what I expected, Biata began perfectly hosting our guest with impeccable guidance.

As the Doctor followed Biata's instructions and went to the bathroom for a shower, Biata headed to the kitchen to brew some fragrant tea from who knows where she got it.

*This is awkward...*

Even someone as dense as me could easily tell that Biata was "very angry" right now.

I cautiously followed her to the kitchen.

"Do you have something else to say, Store Manager?"

Biata looked at me with that same sharp voice and cold expression.

"Um... are you really angry?"

"I don't understand your question. I've said nothing except to compliment you on a job well done. What makes you think I'm angry?"

"Ahem..."

"Such pointless conversation is a waste of my time, so please step aside. I need to prepare for the 'guest reception' you asked me to handle."

Faced with Biata's icy voice indicating she was thoroughly upset, I kept clearing my throat nervously.

If I left Biata in this sulky state, there was no telling what might happen. Since it was my fault for completely forgetting about the examination report, I made another bold decision.

"B-Biata, I'm sorry... and as an apology..."

A quick dogeza without wasting time.

And simultaneously, I offered to the Pure Love simuloid:

"If there's anything you want, I'll do whatever..."

Before I could even finish saying "I'll do whatever you want" as my promise of apology—though she hadn't reacted to my earlier apology at all—

"Statement recorded and video captured. Copy created and data saved."

"...Huh?"

"I didn't say anything. You promised, Store Manager. That you would do 'whatever' I want."

"Uh, well... that's true, but..."

"Very good. I'll prepare dinner, Store Manager."

She instantly changed her attitude, and before I could figure out what had happened, she started preparing dinner and warm tea.

Behind Biata's expressionless face as she turned away, a sense of satisfaction that "everything went according to plan" was gradually spreading.

* * *

After the Doctor finished her shower.

The three of us sat at the small dining table and began eating.

"Ah... I don't need any food. I'm... quite full already."

"Is that so? Then I'll serve you some tea."

The Doctor slightly pushed away the food on the table and turned her head.

*Huh? But she looked hungry earlier... Could she actually be confused and think she's already eaten something?*

Sitting next to Biata and enjoying the delicious meal prepared by the perfect simuloid, I looked worriedly at the Doctor who was declining food.

I wondered if perhaps the impact from hitting her head earlier had made her mistakenly believe she had already eaten something.

And Biata, the ultra-high-performance Pure Love simuloid who wouldn't miss my concerned look:

"Is there a problem?"

In a voice too quiet for the Doctor to hear as she sipped her warm tea, Biata questioned me.

"Well, actually earlier..."

I explained in detail to Biata what had happened at the hospital.

"...I see."

"It's just for a week, but please take good care of her, okay?"

"Understood."

After asking her to look after our guest, I returned my focus to the meal, while behind me, Biata:

*Whirrrr...*

With her eyes glowing red, she began scanning the "Guest" who was sipping warm tea in front of her, examining her body from head to toe.

*Whirrr...*

*Whirrrrrr...*

Just as her high-performance scanner was about to complete the scan from feet to head:

"..."

"...!"

Biata's eyes met with the Guest who was sipping her tea.

She began to feel a pressure similar to when she first met "Violet," her disciple from the motel, but this was somehow different.

Though the pressure from Violet had been overwhelming, what she felt from this Guest was distinct.

An acrid, unpleasant pressure with absolutely no trace of Pure Love energy.

"Excuse me... you're staring quite intently. Is there a problem?"

"No. I apologize if I made you uncomfortable."

Sensing the strange atmosphere beneath that weak, gentle voice:

*I should be... cautious of this one.*

Biata found herself preparing her defenses without even realizing it.

"Biata?"

"..."

"Biata? Is something wrong?"

"...No, Store Manager. More importantly, if you've finished eating, I recommend you go to bed to prepare for tomorrow's work."

"Oh, should I?"

"I'll prepare everything."

As Biata stood up to prepare the sleeping arrangements, before her eyes flashed:

- No external head trauma or internal injuries detected.
- Physical condition and brain waves: Normal.

The results of the Guest's body scan showed everything was "normal" with no abnormalities whatsoever.

"We should let the Guest sleep on the bed... Biata, can you help me with this? I'll sleep on the floor tonight, so move this over here..."

"Yes, understood."

"..."

* * *

After various conversations, in the early morning hours when everyone was asleep:

"Snooore..."

The Store Manager, exhausted from finishing his night shift at the motel and visiting the hospital, was snoring deeply.

He had fallen into a deep sleep on the floor.

Soft sunlight filtered through the drawn curtains into the dark villa room.

*Rustle...*

"..."

As if responding to the sunlight, the Guest slowly rose from the bed.

"..."

Without a word, she quietly slipped out of bed.

Just as she headed toward the front door and quietly placed her hand on the doorknob:

"Where are you going?"

"..."

Somehow, Biata had appeared behind the Guest.

For a moment, the two faced each other in silence.

The Guest was the first to break that silence.

"I couldn't sleep well. I was just going to get some fresh air."

"I see. However, it's still early morning. I recommend waiting a bit before going out as it could be dangerous."

"...Is that so?"

"Given that your memories aren't intact, going out right now would be problematic."

*Whirrrr...*

*Whirrrrr...*

"If you really want to leave, perhaps you'd like to go with me?"

"..."

"Otherwise, I recommend you rest."

At Biata's cold voice, devoid of any emotion:

The Guest took a step back, slowly removing her hand from the doorknob and coming back inside before saying:

"No, that's fine. Thank you for your consideration."

"Is that so?"

"...Yes. How thoughtful of you."

As the Guest returned to bed to rest, Biata scanned the spot where she had been standing and the area outside the villa door:

- Scan complete.
- Clear saliva, presumed to be from this entity, detected at the front door.
- Additionally, detected an entity presumed to be identical to the "Hunting Dog" encountered previously.
- Confirmed it is currently prowling outside this building.

*...Just as I suspected. Something is wrong.*

* * *

The next day:

"Well then... stay quietly in the villa for the week, okay?"

"Don't worry. I'll stay put obediently."

"I'm off!"

"Yes, have a good day."

After leaving the Doctor in Biata's care, I headed to work at the motel.

The previous day, when I went to work with Biata, I had successfully navigated several "dating sim" moments.

Heading to the motel with anticipation for what might happen today, my mood would soon turn to the worst.

"...Why isn't anyone coming?"

Exactly five hours after starting work.

With closing time approaching, not a single customer had visited—an unprecedented situation.

*Has the motel... gone bankrupt?*
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The day had been uneventful so far.

I left the amnesiac doctor with Biata and prepared to start my usual motel duties.

The lobby looked a bit barren with some furniture missing—casualties from the recent intruder incident—but otherwise, nothing special was happening.

*What's going on? Nothing unusual, and I've cleaned everything perfectly...*

Yet nobody was coming.

Even though it was past noon, not a single guest had arrived.

Violet usually visits around this time.

And about 30 minutes later, the Moth sisters typically arrive.

*They're running late...*

At first, I thought they were just delayed, but when 1 PM came and went with no sign of the three guests:

*Well, I suppose they could skip one day...*

I nodded to myself, thinking they might just be taking a day off, and prepared to welcome the next guest.

Time passed, and it became 2 PM.

*What's happening?*

The clock chimed two o'clock throughout the lobby, but the Doll Lady hadn't shown up either.

*Well, she hasn't been coming lately anyway... so that's understandable!*

Since the Doll Lady hadn't visited since her first day, I reassured myself this was normal and waited for the next guest.

More time passed, and it became 3 PM.

"..."

The Nun with Eyes Closed didn't visit either.

*Lua... at least Lua will come, right?*

My last hope was that Lua would visit, especially after our relationship had improved in various ways yesterday.

"She's not coming either."

But Lua didn't show up today either.

Now I had just two hours left before closing time and heading home.

Of course, there was still the possibility that guests other than the ones I mentioned might visit with reservations.

*Why do I have this feeling... that not a single guest will visit today...*

Somehow today, I felt an overwhelming anxiety that truly not a single guest—not even a difficult one—would visit.

As they say, those who don't work shouldn't rest.

Today, far from diligently serving guests as the motel manager, all I'd done was clean the lobby and all the guest rooms.

*How lazy and pathetic...!!*

"Sigh..."

The fact that I'd become this idle just because no guests had visited made me heave a deep, regretful sigh at myself.

At this rate, even when closing time came, I wouldn't want to go home at all.

*Won't someone please give me some work to do...*

Desperately wishing for anyone to visit and give me something to do, I stared intently at the old motel door that seemed unusually firmly shut today.

Tick...

Tick...

Tick...

Cruelly ignoring my wishes, time continued to flow without stopping.

Before I knew it, the lobby clock showed 5:29 PM.

*31 minutes... until closing time...*

Dejected from self-reproach for being so idle and lazy, I was:

*No... I don't want to go home today...*

Slumped weakly over the counter, muttering like a workaholic that I didn't want to leave.

Of course, going home is always a happy occasion, but returning home to rest without having spent a productive day—what a pathetic display that would be.

*Someone... someone please give me work...*

After spending a minute slumped over the lobby counter desk like that,

Just as it was truly time to close up,

Right as the hour, minute, and even second hands pointed precisely to 5:30:00,

Creeeeak...

"Ah!"

The welcome sound of the old motel door opening echoed in my ears.

"Welcome!!!"

Rising from my seat with a newly energized voice, what I saw was:

"Huh...?"

What looked like dozens of black cats.

"Are you... guests too?"

Purr...

Purrrr...

Looking at the many cats filling the lobby with their pleasant purring,

Of course, being cats, they couldn't answer my careful question, but at that moment—

—!!

The eyes of all the cats in the lobby turned toward me at once.

"Um...?"

When I flinched slightly, startled by their intimidating gaze,

Meow...

Meooow...

Meow...

The cats' gazes shifted back to the old motel door.

As if welcoming someone, they began to call out toward the old motel door with clear, sweet voices.

"Why, why are you all doing that...?"

Having never raised cats before, I was confused by the sudden howling(?), when—

SLAM!!!

A "golden sandstorm" swept through the motel entrance, which had opened with a more violent and dramatic sound than ever before.

"What a beautiful chorus, as always. My children."

"Huh???"

"Hmm... What are you staring at so intently, insignificant servant? Her Majesty has personally graced this humble place with her presence. Hurry and attend to me."

The woman who entered the motel to the background music of numerous cats' meowing was:

Wearing the daring costume of an Egyptian "Queen" more boldly than any guest who had visited the motel.

She was addressing me while making no attempt to cover her stimulating tan skin that could scatter one's reason.

* * *

The guest who arrived at the motel 30 minutes before closing time, at 5:30 PM:

Judging by her daring "Queen" outfit alone, she was close to being a "crazy woman."

Her large and voluptuous tanned body, incomparable to any guest who had visited so far,

Was barely covered by gold ornaments precariously draped only around her neck, chest, and lower body, with nothing else concealing it.

*I suspected it, but to think she would surpass(?) even the Nun... that Nun!*

But the "nobility" and "arrogance" emanating from her beautiful and elegant appearance:

Was so overwhelming that it made one forget even the lustful desires stemming from her provocative attire.

Before I knew it, overwhelmed by her imposing aura,

I was kneeling before her like a knight or servant facing a real Egyptian queen.

"Oh? You kneel without my command. I quite like that attitude."

"...Thank you, Your Majesty."

"Queen, is it?"

The title "Queen" that had slipped out without my thinking.

After pondering that title briefly, the Queen guest:

"Many 'Queens' exist in this world, so I shall not permit you to address me with such a common title."

She reprimanded me with a light sigh, seeming slightly displeased.

"Then could you please tell me what title you would prefer?"

"Hmm... My title? Having lived through eternal ages, I have been called by many titles. But among them, there was clearly one I favored above all."

Purr...

Purrrrr...

"Nameless cute servant, from now on you shall call me 'Bastet.' I personally permit you to address me by this title."

* * *
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[Reservation Time: 5:30 PM]

* This is when the "owner" of numerous cats visits.

* The Manager must never upset this guest, and on days when this guest is scheduled to visit, not a single other guest should remain in the motel.

* In particular, this guest must never encounter the "Dancer" who visits at 5:59 PM, so please be sure to remember this item.

* The Manager must perfectly fulfill ALL room services this guest desires, according to her orders.

* If you refuse her requests three or more times, there is no solution for the problems that will follow.

* However, if this guest requests services related to "alcohol," you must never provide them.

As I had somewhat expected, the Queen guest who visited at 5:30 PM—

No, "Bastet"—was indeed a "reserved guest" recorded in the guest handling manual.

"What are you checking so intently, insignificant servant?"

"Ah, it's nothing, Bastet."

Hearing her refined voice in my ear, I hurriedly closed the manual.

Kneeling on one knee again before Bastet, who was surrounded by numerous cats watching me,

I handed her the key to the room I felt was the cleanest after thoroughly cleaning the entire motel today.

"Thank you for waiting, Bastet. Here is the key to room 501."

"Oh, how quick. I am indeed pleased with you."

"You flatter me."

"However, whether that quickness is enough to satisfy me remains to be tested step by step from now on."

Her low voice, blending arrogance and elegance, contained a strong determination to "test me as a servant and the manager of this motel."

To me, who had been reproaching myself all day for doing nothing but cleaning, her voice was like a ray of light.

I waited for her command, burning with determination to perfectly execute whatever service she might request.

Meow...

Meow...

Just then, the cats nestled in her arms began to make faint crying sounds.

And seeing this, a faint smile appeared on Bastet's lips.

"Very well, my servant. I shall now give you my first command."

Meow...

Meow...

"Having traveled a long way with me, my children are hungry, so prepare a 'perfect' meal that will satisfy my children."

Meow...

"I will give you exactly three minutes."

"...I shall obey your command."

The time given to me to prepare a perfect meal for what appeared to be dozens of cats was 3 minutes.

*Well, well... that's more than enough time.*

For the current me, with my service motivation at MAX, 3 minutes was more than sufficient.

Ch.81 - Chapter 76. If There's No Tuna, Can't We Just Hunt For It?
* * *

I had just three minutes to prepare a delicious meal to feed dozens of black cats.

With the motel's refrigerator broken and all ingredients spoiled, it was certainly not enough time to prepare a normal meal for a guest.

But it was plenty of time to make a healthy meal for black cats.

*Alright, first let's think about what food to make.*

Since I was preparing a meal for cats rather than humans, I began to consider the recipe more carefully than ever before.

First, meat.

For cats, unseasoned, plain meat is good for their health.

Cooked beef, chicken breast with skin and bones removed, and so on.

The key is to remove as much fat as possible, as too much grease can cause upset stomachs.

*But there's no fresh meat right now. The refrigerator is broken.*

So my second option was "fish."

Specifically "tuna," which is said to be good for cats—the mighty fish that swims powerfully through the vast ocean.

If I could just get one of these giant fish to cook, I could create a perfect meal considering the health of dozens of cats.

*Phew... okay. Then I need to get some tuna.*

Why do I know so much about cat diets, you ask?

The truth is, I've always wanted to raise a cat, so I've familiarized myself with most cat-related literature.

When I realized I couldn't raise a cat due to various circumstances, I thought I'd just wasted my time...

Who would have known it would come in handy now?

*Life really is unpredictable.*

Anyway, it took me only about 0.2 seconds to think this through and decide I needed to get "tuna."

My mind was burning with motivation, working much more efficiently than usual.

Now I just needed to get fresh tuna within the remaining 2 minutes and 59.8 seconds.

But remember, the only grocery store near here is a "convenience store."

It's impossible to get anything other than factory-processed canned tuna right away.

Even if I headed to a large supermarket somewhere in the distant city, it was questionable whether I could get the "fresh raw tuna" I wanted.

*...But I have an idea.*

So I turned on my old phone, opened the map, and started searching for the nearest beach from this motel.

*No tuna available? Then I'll just catch one, right?*

* * *

After checking the phone map, I found that the nearest beach was about 200km east of the motel.

*Hey, that's closer than I thought!*

I breathed a sigh of relief, as it was close enough to reach in just a few dozen seconds if I traveled leisurely.

But I couldn't let my guard down.

Even if I easily covered the short distance of 200km and reached the beach, catching tuna in the shallow waters where people swim would be impossible.

To catch a fresh tuna that's easily over 3 meters long, I'd need to go into deeper waters beyond the shallow coast.

So I decided to use the method I often employ when I need to get somewhere quickly.

"Where are you going, Servant? You barely have enough time even if you start cooking now," asked Bastet.

"Please wait a moment, Her Majesty. I'll be right back."

"Oh? It seems you have something in mind."

"Yes, please look forward to it."

Still surrounded by cats, I slowly walked out of the motel, leaving behind Bastet who had questioned me with her dignified voice.

Step...

Step...

"Good, this should be far enough."

Standing in the middle of the ground that had been cratered like it had been hit by a meteorite—thanks to my embarrassing panic punch when I saw the mirror during that mysterious fog—I prepared myself.

"Hnngh!!"

Crack...

Crunch...!!

Boom!!!

Using the finely pulverized ground as a foothold, I leaped high into the dark night sky.

Whoosh!!!

Then, using the air itself as a foothold, I stretched my legs to gain momentum and began rocketing through the night sky toward the deep eastern sea.

*I've controlled my strength, so at this speed... I'll probably overshoot my destination by a few hundred kilometers before stopping. Good.*

Starting from the motel where I work, passing over the beach visible below, and reaching the middle of the sea with its fierce waves—it took me 30 seconds.

*Tsk... that took longer than expected. This will cut into my cooking time...*

Feeling anxious because it took much longer than anticipated, I modified my plan to personally select the perfect tuna by sight underwater.

I decided to catch the nearest tuna as quickly as possible and return.

*Even so, time is tight... In that case... this method...!!*

Remember how you caught fish in streams when you were young?

You probably tried various methods like nets or traps to catch fish.

But among them, the fishing method I used most in my childhood was the "shock method."

Throwing stones at fish hiding under rocks or beneath the surface, stunning them with the strong "impact" and "vibration" from the collision of stone and water.

Then seizing the opportunity to quickly catch the dazed fish.

A simple and crude method, but sufficient for immediate use when time is short.

"Haaah...!!!"

After taking a short breath, I began free-falling toward the deep night sea.

Just before my body reached the surface, I lightly struck the wave-tossed sea with my palm, even faster.

Splash!!!

With the refreshing sound of water splashing, a massive shockwave burst from my hand deep into the sea.

Ripple...

Ripple...

Even the sound of waves noisily playing on the lightless sea became quiet as a mouse, and only a cold silence lingered on the dark night sea.

Splash!!

"Puha!! Did it work??"

After strongly hitting the surface and weakly falling into the water, I barely managed to raise my head above the surface to look around at the now-quiet surroundings.

Bubble...

Bubble...

Marine life slowly rising with faint bubbles.

*That's a sea turtle... that's a shark... that's a whale... ah, there it is.*

I must have hit harder than I thought, as numerous marine creatures floated to the surface, unable to withstand the shock.

Ignoring them, I shouldered a 3-meter tuna that was floating in the distance and began swimming hard to return to the motel where Bastet was waiting.

* * *

When I returned to the motel with the huge tuna on my shoulder, I had about a minute left.

Bastet, who had been waiting for me in the motel lobby, saw me return looking like a drenched cat and asked in a slightly surprised voice:

"...Servant, what is that on your shoulder?"

"It's fresh raw tuna that I just caught, Her Majesty."

"My...!"

With a short exclamation, Bastet stared at the 3-meter giant tuna on my shoulder.

It took me just 2 minutes to obtain this precious fresh tuna, not frozen dead tuna.

"...How tempting."

*She must be talking about the tuna?*

Her yellow eyes flashed like a lioness before prey.

Although her gaze was a bit concerning, I dismissed it thinking it was directed at the giant tuna.

Shing...

Using the sharp knife Biata had fixed for me, I began perfectly preparing the tuna.

Oh, and don't worry about the tuna preparation method.

I've studied that as well in passing.

Slash!!

Slaaash!!

With quick yet not heavy knife work, I finished preparing the unfrozen, soft, and fresh tuna.

Within 3 minutes, I completed homemade treats for dozens of cats using the tender flesh and delicious fatty belly of the plump tuna.

"It's ready, Her Majesty."

"Oh... it looks quite exquisite. But whether my children will like it remains to be seen."

Meow...

Meooow...

"Come, try it, my children."

At Bastet's command, the cats that had been gathered around her moved with light steps.

*Please...!!*

Being cats, they would certainly be picky eaters.

Knowing this well, all I could do was pray inwardly.

That was all.

Chomp...

Chomp chomp...

As many cats began eating, only the sound of their soft tongues chomping resonated for several dozen seconds.

"Oh my... I never expected my children to be so entranced."

"R-really...?"

"Be proud, my Servant. You've passed the first test."

With Bastet's announcement of my passing, I breathed a sigh of relief and handed her "something" I had made during my spare time.

"This is a tuna dish I prepared separately for Your Majesty."

"...You prepared food for me as well, in that short time?"

"I moved diligently in various ways, so I had a bit of 'spare time'..."

The glistening tuna sashimi presented before Bastet's eyes was not inferior to any delicacy she had tasted before.

Without realizing it, she was already licking her lips.

"Indeed... I find you most tempting, Servant."

Ch.82 - Chapter 77. Ask Me The One Thing You Most Want To Know Right Now.
* * *

Bastet, with her elegant hand movements, picked up the perfectly sliced tuna with not a single ragged edge.

"Up close, it looks even more like a jewel. Though I've yet to discover its taste."

With that brief compliment of "like a jewel," she placed the tuna in her mouth.

"Hmm..."

A moment so tense I couldn't even breathe.

After experiencing the exquisite texture and taste of the tuna melting in her mouth like cotton candy in water, Bastet said:

"...A tempting flavor indeed."

She stared at me with gleaming yellow eyes like a savanna predator eyeing its prey, muttering something incomprehensible.

*Is she saying the tuna is tempting?*

Having prepared many tuna in my time, I'd never seen one of such quality as this one I'd caught.

It's completely understandable why she finds it so tempting. Yes, indeed.

*Hmm... should I store it properly and package some for her later...?*

While I was considering packaging some tuna for her to take when she eventually leaves, as befitting such a noble Guest:

"What a stupid, pathetic look of misunderstanding on your face, worthless servant."

Bastet, having finished her meal, tapped the tip of my nose decisively as I was lost in thought.

"I do not engage in such worthless, pathetic behavior as speaking in circles about what I want."

"W-what do you mean...?"

"What I desire right here and now is you—you, the Manager of this motel. Remember that clearly in your mind."

"...WHAT?!"

Just as my romantically-challenged brain was about to shut down from Bastet's sudden and bold flirtation, more direct than anyone else's:

"What are you doing, servant? Surely you don't think your hospitality ends with just this much?"

"Ah...AH!! Yes!!"

"Follow me to my room. I shall receive your second act of hospitality inside my chambers."

At Bastet's command to follow her to her room,

I followed her as if entranced, heading toward her guest room, Room 501.

* * *

Click...!!

The sound of the doorknob turning as Room 501 opened.

"Elegant and clean. A room to my liking."

Bastet smiled with satisfaction as she looked around the clean, modern room.

And standing behind her,

I was in a dreamy, floating state similar to when Violet first called me to her room.

Even after arriving at the guest room, I still couldn't gather my wits.

"What are you doing, servant?"

"...Huh!!"

"Come before me. I have commands to give you."

Finally coming to my senses at the sound of Bastet's noble voice piercing my ears,

*Pull yourself together and finish the job properly first...!!*

—I thought to myself as I knelt before Bastet, who was sitting elegantly on the bed.

Staring intently at me kneeling before her, waiting for her next command, Bastet slowly opened her mouth.

"Your perfect execution of my orders, and your initiative to act for my satisfaction even without being commanded to do so. I am pleased."

"Y-you flatter me. I was merely making use of the remaining time..."

"Therefore, I shall grant you, my servant, two 'rewards.'"

"R-rewards, you say?"

At Bastet's mention of "rewards,"

I, who had acted simply because she was a Guest without expecting anything in return, was startled and couldn't help but raise my head.

"I didn't act expecting anything in return, so there's no need for rewards..."

Just as I was about to decline, since catching and preparing tuna wasn't particularly difficult work and "rewards" seemed excessive:

"Now."

"...!!"

"Are you attempting to defy my words?"

From her bright yellow pupils, shining like the midday sun,

I began to feel intense pressure that seemed to say, "Do not dare refuse my reward."

In that moment, as I hurriedly tried to bow my head, thinking I might have offended the Guest:

"I will not permit refusal. So never again let the word 'refusal' pass your lips."

Bastet, rejecting my rejection in a somewhat softer voice,

Beckoned me to come closer.

"Come closer, my servant."

At her gesture, I moved one step closer and knelt before her.

"That is not your place."

Bastet said that my place was not on the floor.

"Th-then where should I..."

"The floor will not give you answers to your questions, servant. Raise your head and see where my finger points."

Following her command, I raised my head to see where her finger was pointing, and

I couldn't help but jump back two steps from where I was kneeling.

"Th-that's impossible...!! That's...!!"

The place Bastet's elegant finger was pointing to was:

The top of her bare, tan thigh, without a single thread covering it.

Saying "thigh" was an understatement—essentially, Bastet was ordering me to nestle in her embrace.

I, who didn't have the confidence to withstand such stimulation(?), had no choice but to back away with my hands waving in protest.

"I ordered you not to refuse. Do you intend to make me repeat myself twice?"

"That alone... for various reasons(?) is impossible... please let this pass..."

"Hooh..."

Seeing that I wasn't easily yielding to her bold gesture to nestle in her noble and beautiful embrace:

"To think being rejected by someone could feel this pleasant. Indeed, you are tempting."

Bastet, who had been muttering quietly with an amused smile:

"Very well. I shall show my generosity and let this small request of my servant pass."

"Thank you—"

"However, I will not tolerate you not accepting a reward."

Just as she seemed to be backing down, stopping her seductive gesture,

She soon displayed a bewitching and dangerous smile like a female leopard stalking its prey.

"Lay your head here."

She elegantly pointed to her thigh, which looked softer and more supple than anything in the world.

"I shall personally relieve the fatigue you've accumulated while following my commands."

* * *

Comfortable, yet uncomfortable.

The contradictory feelings I was experiencing came from my current position:

On Bastet's soft, supple thigh, where the scent of bitter premium coffee mixed with sweet chocolate notes gripped and shook my rationality.

Having received this stimulating act known as a "lap pillow" as a reward for making tuna sashimi:

*Calm down... please calm down...*

I was barely maintaining my sanity by reciting the Heart Sutra in my mind.

With my head turned, the ceiling and sky completely obscured by the soft, grand valley,

All I could do was desperately pray for this stimulating yet cozy reward to end before my sanity snapped.

"Your hair is very soft, servant. Even my children would be jealous."

"P-please refrain from saying such things..."

The sound of Bastet's voice whispering in my ear as she occasionally stroked my head was an added bonus.

"D-don't you smell anything? I just came back from the sea, so my body must stink, so please let's stop..."

"The scent created while you moved for my sake is not something I consider unpleasant."

"We've been like this for quite some time, so your thigh must be getting numb..."

"Not at all. I am enjoying this ticklish yet cool sensation. So speak no more."

I tried to escape with various excuses, but

A female leopard is not gentle enough to release prey it has already caught.

And so, for about 10 minutes, I endured by somehow tying together the thread of reason that seemed about to break—or perhaps had already broken long ago.

"Are you satisfied, my servant?"

"...Huh!"

Having fallen asleep at some point, I opened my eyes at the sound of Bastet's elegant voice in my ear.

"Th-then I'll get up now..."

Just as I was hurriedly trying to get up at the indication that the first reward had concluded:

*Grip...*

Bastet's fingertips caught my collar and pulled me back down.

"I merely said it was over, I did not command you to rise."

"B-but..."

"Stay as you are. I shall bestow the second reward upon you in this position."

At the mention of a second reward, I momentarily felt dizzy.

If it was something more intense than this, I might truly lose my reason.

Even if she was a Guest I had various feelings for, getting intimate(?) on the first day was certainly too much, wasn't it?

"I-I'm not mentally prepared yet..."

"What are you thinking? Surely you didn't believe I would permit you to covet my noble body twice for mere food preparation?"

Tapping the tip of my nose as I got ahead of myself, Bastet teased me with a seductive smile.

A little bit, just a tiny bit...

No, I really wasn't expecting anything at all.

"...Oh."

"Fuhuhu... I knew it, but you truly are a servant with naughty tendencies."

Seeing me flinch slightly in what seemed like disappointment, Bastet laughed out loud as if finding me cute, then

Looking down at me still lying on her thigh, she said:

"The second reward is the privilege to ask a 'question.'"

"...A question, you say?"

"Indeed."

Meow...

Meooow...

"Ask me the one thing you most want to know right now."

Purr...

Purrrr...

"Whatever question it may be, I shall certainly answer it."

Ch.83 - Chapter 78. Excuse Me, By Any Chance... Do You Know...?
* * *

"A question...?"

"Indeed. There is nothing that happens in this world that I do not know, so I shall answer the one question you have been most curious about."

Faced with Bastet's unexpected and unusual reward, I couldn't help but be momentarily stunned.

This second reward, a "question right," was completely different in nature from the first reward.

Having received this second reward, I began to ponder carefully while still resting my head on Bastet's thigh.

To be completely honest, without a single lie, speaking from my true heart.

I had hoped the second reward would be similar to the first one.

But as I thought about it, I realized there were actually quite a few things I was curious about.

Since she said she would definitely answer any one thing, I decided to make the most of this opportunity.

'A question right... what should I ask...?'

As I pondered for a while, countless questions crossed my mind.

What food Bastet liked, or what Room Service she preferred.

How she became friends with so many cats.

How old she was... why she dressed like a noblewoman... and so on.

Many potential questions came to mind, but.

'No... she said she'd answer anything... it would be too wasteful to use this on such simple questions...'

It seemed too precious to waste this one-time opportunity on questions I could eventually find answers to anyway.

"You've thought well."

"Uh, pardon?"

"I've been watching, and there are quite a few disrespectful questions about me mixed in your thoughts. However, since you didn't speak them aloud, I shall mercifully overlook them."

"Th-thank you...?"

"If you become my exclusive servant, I could answer them all, but it's still too early for that."

"So, does that mean you'll tell me everything later...?"

"If that is your 'question,' I would gladly answer it."

"N-no, it's not."

With eyes suddenly glowing yellow like stars.

As if she had been peering into my mind, Bastet's sharp rebuke made me quickly come to my senses.

I pushed aside the numerous questions that had already surfaced in my mind and began to consider more serious matters to ask about.

'...Hmm.'

After pondering for several minutes.

Two questions came to mind.

One was why no guests other than Bastet had visited today.

The other was... why I had been transported into this "dating sim game."

For the first time, I became curious about why I had been transported here.

'If it's something happening here... she said she knows everything... if by chance she knows the reason...'

Two options.

Or rather, in a situation where what I wanted to know was clearly defined.

'...Nah, she probably wouldn't know. How would a motel guest know something like that?'

"Now, 'choose,' servant. What question will you ask me?"

Worried that if she didn't know, the question right I had somehow obtained would disappear in vain, I took a step back.

"Um... actually, the regular guests didn't visit today. Could you tell me why that is?"

Compared to the long wait of several minutes, or even tens of minutes.

Hearing my weak and trivial question, Bastet.

"You ask the obvious, servant."

As if it were an extremely simple question to answer, she began to respond nonchalantly.

"Who would dare stand before me?"

Purr...

Purrrr...

"The snake that swallows desire, the small and cute blood demon, the fragile insect. None of those you have met until now would dare stand before me."

"I-I see...?"

"Of course, the owner of the thread embedded in your broad chest might perhaps touch the tip of my finger. But that is all."

Faced with this strange answer accompanied by those glowing yellow eyes.

I just gave up trying to understand and accepted that she didn't know.

'Damn it... I should have asked about her cup size(?) instead!!'

Having tried to ask a serious question, I had wasted a golden(?) opportunity.

On the outside I was laughing, but inside I was wailing with regret.

With all rewards now finished, it was time for me to get up from Bastet's soft, bouncy chocolate thighs to prepare for the next service.

"Hmm... this would be good next. Go down to the lobby and prepare yourself, servant."

"Understood, Bastet."

"I too shall finish my preparations, then send down my child."

"Yes!"

Following Bastet's orders, I got up and was about to leave the room when.

Behind my turned back, Bastet offered a mysterious comment.

Meow...

Meooow...

"The answer to 'that question' is in the 'basement' of this place."

"What? What did you just say...?"

"What are you doing? Go down now, servant."

"Ah, yes!! I'll see you shortly!!"

Leaving Bastet's strange murmuring behind me.

I carefully closed the door and went outside.

* * *

Back in the first-floor lobby, waiting for Bastet's call.

With nothing particular to do until her summons, I was sitting blankly at the counter when.

"Ugh...? What's this smell...?"

Only then noticing the fishy market smell coming from my body, I hurriedly got up from my seat.

It was good that I had quickly caught the tuna, but having fallen into the sea, I was giving off a terrible stench.

'I was lying on Bastet's thigh smelling like this??'

Berating myself for trying to nestle against the elegant Bastet with such a terrible body odor.

I hastily grabbed a key to any first-floor room, then went into an empty room and started showering.

Shhhhhh...

Shhhhhh...

Rinsing my body with the warm water spraying from the shower.

After spending several minutes thoroughly cleaning my entire body with shampoo and body wash.

As I scrubbed every inch of my body, my mind vaguely recalled.

The mysterious murmur Bastet had uttered before I left the room—that 'the answer is in the basement of this place.'

Although it was an odd response, she had already answered what I had asked.

I wondered why Bastet had given such an answer, and.

Standing there with warm water falling on my face, I began to ponder.

'...What did she mean?'

...Though the probability was low.

I wondered if perhaps it was an answer to 'that question' I had only thought about asking Bastet initially.

'The basement... right, they said there was a basement here.'

Previously, while reading the manual.

I recalled the existence of this motel's 'basement' that I had briefly noted.

'Is she saying that the reason why I fell into this place is in the basement?'

Of course, being the stupid, completely clueless person that I am, the reliability of my deduction is terribly low.

Even I can feel that.

Shhhhhh...

Click...

Click...

But if by some one-in-a-million chance it was true.

Wouldn't it be right to go to the 'basement' first to resolve this curiosity?

"..."

Turning off the shower valve.

Standing still in the bathroom, contemplating.

"...Hup!!"

Smack!!

I raised both hands and slapped my face hard.

PAAANG!!!

With a loud sound of air bursting, my cheeks turned red.

I had hit myself harder than expected, making my face tingle.

"There's no point thinking about this now! If I ever need to go down there, I can check it then!!"

Unnecessary worries, useless concerns and questions blooming in my head.

Rather than letting such negative and tiresome emotions cloud my thinking, I decided it would be better to just ignore them and enjoy myself.

Having fallen into a dating sim, I should enjoy it as much as I want.

If I ever have reason to go to the basement, I'll check it then—with this thought, I shook my foggy mind clear.

"Not knowing doesn't affect my life right now. Yeah!! I'll find out eventually!! For now, I should just focus on building 'favorability' with the guests and 'running the motel'!!"

Shouting loud enough to shake the bathroom, my spirits finally began to rise.

After finishing the shower, my curiosity seemed so trivial that my mind was completely clear.

Rustle...

Rustle...

Having thoroughly dried myself with a prepared towel.

I emerged from the room's shower with a much brighter expression.

'Oh, but what about clothes...?'

Having showered, my body now smelled nice.

But without a change of clothes, everything from my underwear to my top and bottom were soaked in seawater.

The only thing available for me to wear was the pure white full-body robe prepared in the room.

'No choice, I'll have to wear this.'

With no other options, I reluctantly changed into the pristine white motel robe.

And returned to the lobby feeling refreshed.

"Well... now I just have to wait!"

After waiting for Bastet's order for a few minutes in the shower robe.

Meow...

Meooow...

Before long, a black cat came down to the lobby, rubbing its head against my leg to summon me to the room.

"Alright! Let's go!"

And so, with my motivation fully restored.

Following the black cat's guidance, I arrived at Bastet's room.

"My body aches all over, my servant. Do you understand what my words meant?"

"Uh, uhhh...?"

Inside the room, after finishing her shower.

Bastet, covered by only a thin towel.

Was lying face down on the bed, beckoning to me.

"I shall receive a 'full body massage' as the second service. Relieve the fatigue accumulated in my body."

Ch.84 - Chapter 79. How Refreshing, My Servant.
* * *

She must have just finished showering, as Bastet's body, covered only by a thin towel, was enveloped in a gentle steam carrying sweet scents.

Though the towel covered more of her than the gold-trimmed ornaments she had worn before, the pure white form that remained hidden—unseen yet stimulating the imagination—left me unable to look away.

A beauty that made the hundreds of goddess statues in museums seem like worthless imitations.

I was entranced by her nobility, making it easy to believe she truly was a goddess descended to the mortal realm.

"What are you staring at, Servant?"

"...Huh?!"

"Come inside. I shall command your second 'service' to me."

"Ah, yes...!!"

Her voice pierced my ears as if warning me not to let my guard down.

I quickly collected myself and took my place before her as she sat regally on the bed with just a towel wrapped around her.

I knelt on one knee before her, waiting for her command for several seconds.

"I am weary, my Servant. Even soaking in warm water has not relieved my fatigue."

"What do you mean by that...?"

Slip...

"!!!"

Along with her words about unrelieved fatigue, the thin towel covering Bastet's body slid to the floor.

"W-what are you suddenly...?!"

As I turned my head away, not daring to look upon her noble nakedness, Bastet examined my entire body with seductive eyes, seemingly amused by my reaction.

"What a cute reaction. It's fun to tease you."

With a brief laugh, she lay down on the bed.

"However, such an adorable demeanor doesn't suit a man facing a situation like this."

"Excuse me...??"

To me, still flustered and at a loss for what to do, Bastet, lying on the bed in a precarious position, commanded:

"Your second 'service' is to relieve my fatigue. 'Massage' my body with your hands."

* * *

I couldn't help but be considerably flustered by Bastet's order to massage her.

It was a natural reaction considering the previous "massage disaster."

What's more, this wasn't even a massage with clothes on, but one where I would be kneading her bare body without even a towel covering her.

With the danger level(?) clearly higher than last time, I knew well that if another disaster occurred, it would only be worse than before—I couldn't hope for a better outcome.

Even after receiving the order, I couldn't easily move.

*I mean... even if she's naked, it's not that different from last time. I just need to focus and knead(?) without any distracting thoughts...*

After steeling my professional mindset and determination to perfectly fulfill what the guest wanted, I took a deep breath to prepare myself mentally, then slowly stood up.

"Then, I'll begin..."

"Wait."

"...?"

Just as I had steadied my mind and reason and was about to begin a "dry" massage, Bastet immediately stopped me and asked:

"Surely you don't intend to roughly knead my beautiful body with those dry hands?"

"...Pardon?"

"I do not permit you to massage my body with dry hands that lack warmth and moisture."

"Then, how should I...?"

Meow...

Meooow...

Three black cats gathered around my legs.

In their mouths, they carried glass bottles containing swirling liquid.

Orange, red, and deep pink.

"These are rich aromatic oils infused with 'scents' that I favor."

"So that means... not dry but... wet..."

Meow...

Meooow...

"Come now, Servant. What are you waiting for? Show me your perfect second 'service' that will satisfy me."

* * *

A wet massage.

Unlike a "dry" massage performed with clothes on, this is done with only underwear.

Having completely mastered dry massage, I had also learned wet massage to an expert level.

The biggest problem—the absence of "oil"—was also solved as Bastet herself had prepared it, so there shouldn't be any issues.

But despite resolving all problems, the reason I couldn't easily move was my self-control.

*Can I... really... handle this...??*

Just imagining massaging Bastet's oil-slicked body was already making my self-control precariously waver.

What if I actually performed the act here?

Disqualification as a servant would be obvious, as would failure as a professional motel manager.

I couldn't even predict what I might do if I lost control.

But even so, retreating and disobeying Bastet's orders was unthinkable.

"Phew..."

With a short exhale, I took the glass bottles handed to me by the cats.

In a state of complete emptiness of mind, I approached Bastet who was lying face down on the bed.

"Then, I'll begin, Bastet."

Her defenseless back came into my view.

But this vulnerability surely stemmed from the "trust" she felt toward me as both manager and servant.

Determined not to betray that trust, I strongly suppressed the waves of desire surging within me and once again steadied my reason.

* * *

Before starting the massage, I first opened the glass bottles given to me by the cats to check their scents.

Pop!

Opening the orange bottle first, a sweet orange scent touched my nose.

The subtle lemon scent mixed in also maintained its presence, blending with the orange to add refreshing tartness to the sweetness.

Pop!

Opening the second, red bottle, a rich rose scent wafted out.

The deep, intense rose fragrance that seemed capable of enchanting me at any moment made my head spin.

And lastly, the remaining bottle—distinctively larger and differently shaped—was deep pink.

*Is this also an aroma infused with flower scents...?*

Pop!

The moment I opened the final pink bottle to identify all the scents—

"Ah..."

A light blush appeared on Bastet's face, which had always maintained composure and elegance, and her body trembled slightly.

"Bastet? Are you alright?"

"...It's nothing. I was momentarily shaken, that's all. Continue what you were doing."

"Ah, yes!"

I worriedly asked after noticing her face turning red for that brief moment.

But Bastet, speaking in her usual voice as if nothing had happened, told me to focus on my work.

After confirming it was nothing serious, I checked the scent of the oil in the last bottle.

*Hmm? Mint?*

Surprisingly, the deep pink bottle contained ordinary oil with a faint mint scent.

*Mint and... maybe a hint of lemongrass too...?*

Compared to the scents of the previous two oils, it seemed somewhat inferior in quality—just an ordinary oil.

*I should use this one last... I'll start the massage with the orange and red bottles first.*

Having checked the scents of the oils and decided on the order of use, I said:

"Then, I'll begin."

"Do so, my Servant."

At Bastet's signal, I gently sprinkled the first oil from the orange bottle onto her back.

"Phew..."

With a short breath, I slowly placed my hands on her back and began massaging gently.

Glide...

Glide...

The ecstatic sensation felt each time I stroked her beautiful oil-slicked body.

Every time I kneaded her thighs and calves, which had a soft yet firm texture like masterfully crafted rice cakes—

"Mmm... very skillful hands, my Servant. You have pleased me greatly."

As if feeling the fatigue leaving her entire body, Bastet wore a satisfied smile.

*Good, this is going better than expected...!*

Though I had worried about succumbing to desire at first, my distracting thoughts faded as I continued the massage.

With Bastet smiling in satisfaction and offering praise, I soon forgot even my desires and began to focus professionally only on the massage.

After finishing the "foreplay" using the orange-scented oil, I began the second oil massage.

Press...

Preeess...

A bit stronger than before, but controlling my strength so it wouldn't be painful or uncomfortable.

I continued the massage with the oil that smelled strongly of roses.

"Phew... refreshing. This invigorating relief from fatigue is very satisfying."

"Thank you, Bastet."

"However, it is disappointing to sense that you are hesitating about something while massaging me."

"...!"

Just when the atmosphere seemed to be warming up, she struck right at the core with a voice that was slightly, but definitely colder than before.

"Something hidden behind your skillfulness. What are you concealing while serving me?"

"...That's."

Bastet's question was precise and sharp.

This wet massage was just an ordinary one of rubbing and kneading.

Not the "special" massage I had given to Violet.

But the reason I wasn't performing that massage now was simple:

*What if she's in pain like Violet was...?*

I was worried she might suffer in pain like last time.

Having already made a big mistake once, repeating the same error with another guest was unthinkable for me.

Of course, since she enjoyed massages, Bastet might be able to endure it.

But in a situation where nothing could be certain yet, I wasn't considering gambling with a guest's body.

"What foolish concerns you have, my Servant."

"...!!"

"Did you think you could satisfy me with such false touches that lack sincerity?"

"But..."

"There is no need to hesitate. I am not so fragile that your 'concerns' will become reality."

Bastet's voice saying 'don't stop,' 'don't hesitate' gave me confidence.

Regaining my composure, I began preparing the "special massage" I had given to Violet last time.

"Then I'll start..."

Just as I was about to continue the massage using the rose oil—

No more rose-scented oil came out of the red bottle.

*I have no choice then...*

Needing to continue the wet massage, I finally opened the cap of the deep pink bottle with its faint mint and lemongrass scent that she had given me.

Ch.85 - Chapter 80. If You Don't Stop Now, It Will Truly Be Irreversible♡
* * *

Bastet's voice, filled with pressure to "not hesitate,"

Pushed firmly against my back as I hesitated, worried about causing another disaster like last time.

Yes, if I control it well, it should be fine.

I decided that as long as I kept my mind firmly anchored, the same disaster wouldn't happen again.

Finally, following her command, I made my "decision."

"Then, I'll begin..."

Just as I was about to start the special massage (wet version) that I had shown Violet before, using rose-scented aroma oil.

Drip...

Drip...

After turning the bottle upside down and seeing only a few drops come out, I thought:

*Too bad, but I have no choice. I'll have to use this instead.*

Pop!!

I opened the cap of a deep pink aroma bottle, though it wasn't particularly a scent I preferred.

"Now, I'll truly begin."

I started applying the "ordinary" aroma oil with its mint, lemongrass, and subtle grassy scent thickly onto my hands.

* * *

As I've mentioned before, the key point of my massage is stimulating the "spots."

Starting from between the shoulder blades, down to the waist, and all the way to the tailbone, I stimulate specific "spots" spread throughout.

The charm of my massage is loosening the fatigue accumulated in the body by stimulating these spots.

But this time, I plan to take it a step further.

Not limiting myself to just the "back," I intend to apply the massage technique to stimulate the spots spread across Bastet's arms and legs as well.

Since I'm doing a wet massage, I steeled my resolve to try something new.

"Haaah..."

As I exhaled deeply, distracting thoughts disappeared.

Only the "spots" I needed to target came into focus.

"..."

After spending several seconds in silence, applying oil to my hands and concentrating on the spots.

"Time is passing, my servant. You should start soon..."

At first, she showed a faint reaction to the stimulating scent of the third oil tickling her nose.

But when Bastet's dignified voice, which had regained composure in just a few tens of seconds, urged me to move.

"...I'll begin now, Bastet."

Answering her urging with a cold voice devoid of distracting thoughts.

Squeeze...!!

"Hnngh...♡!??"

With hands soaked in thick oil, I began gently pressing between her shoulder blades.

Squeeze♡

Squeeeze♡

"Mmh..."

Unlike a dry massage, rather than focusing on strongly pressing with my fingertips.

Rub

Rub

So she could also savor and feel the smoothness of the aroma oil.

I paid more attention to rubbing and caressing the spot between her shoulder blades.

Squeeeze...

Rub...

Rub...♡

"Hngh...♡"

Each time the area between her shoulder blades was pressed strongly, sometimes unbelievably gently and tenderly rubbed.

Bastet's face, always composed and elegant, gradually began to crumble.

Her face flushed red from the scent of the special aroma oil wafting to her nose.

The maddening stimulation on her back and the sticky sensation of the aroma oil.

And between that stimulation and sensation, the "sincerity" of a servant without a single distracting thought.

Her body, which always maintained dignity and grace, began to tremble.

"Haah...♡"

Faintly letting out a sticky, sensual moan she never thought she could make.

She was feeling a stimulating, lewd sense of blasphemy that a "goddess" should never experience.

However, she could still endure it sufficiently.

*Hngh...hngh...♡*

While still inwardly moaning.

She slowly opened her mouth and praised her servant with a voice filled with "bluff" that she still had composure.

"Quite, quite... skilled... hands you have. I commend you, my servant."

"Thank you, Bastet."

The praise of skilled hands.

It also implied that she was satisfied and that I could stop now.

But, do you remember?

"Then now I shall receive my reward—"

"Yes, now I'll slowly—"

Glide...

"—begin in earnest."

The fact that an attendant's "special massage" for a guest doesn't stop just by massaging the shoulder blades.

* * *

Just from the scent emanating from the aroma oil applied to my hands, Bastet was on the verge of losing her reason.

But at this moment, with the servant's cold declaration that he would "begin in earnest."

The aroma from the deep pink bottle, filled to the brim, began to pour down onto her back.

"W-wait a moment. If you pour that much oil on my body...!!"

Gliiide...♡

Splash...

Splash...

Along with the sensation of cold oil falling on her smooth back.

The sudden rush of the oil's stimulating "scent."

"Hooogh...♡♡!??"

When the intense scent, incomparable to the mild aroma from the small amount on my hands, rushed in.

She finally couldn't hold back her moans, and the vulgar cry of a cat in heat.

She let it slip out in front of the servant who served her.

But despite her writhing moans and her vulgar cries that had already lost all elegance, without showing any reaction.

"...This isn't right. I need to focus more intensely."

The servant's appearance, focused solely on the massage.

Was threatening to crumble even her pride, which had coveted him and tried to reign over him as his master.

*How is it that only I... only I am so desperate...? At this rate, I'm no different from a weak female before a magnificent male...!!*

Shame and humiliation, and the stimulating sense of blasphemy flowing from within.

That blasphemy sealed her refined lips, preventing her from begging him to stop.

Even though she knew well in her mind that she should stop now, that she absolutely shouldn't go any further.

Splash...

Splash...

When the sound of oil falling onto her back finally stopped completely.

Glide...

"Hnngh...♡!??"

The servant's thick hand, covering the rippling oil, began to gently caress her waist.

Squish...♡

Squish...♡

The lewd sound of the servant's thick hands, entangled in the sticky aroma oil, stroking down her smooth, bronze back and waist.

Penetrated deep into Bastet's ears.

*Stop... please stop... I command you♡*

The plea for the servant to stop his hands merely echoed in her mind.

"Oogh...hooo...♡"

What she could utter through her trembling pink lips was not a "command" to stop his hands.

But a faint moan filled with the will that she couldn't make any more vulgar sounds like a cat in heat.

And only her clear saliva, which flowed down like silver thread because she couldn't maintain her reason.

"...It's not enough for you. I understand."

"Hoo...?"

But there was one thing she overlooked.

During the time she was holding back her moans, not wanting to become a cat in heat, she hadn't given any praise.

And the servant massaging her body.

Was also stimulated by the fact that he wasn't properly satisfying the "guest" before him.

"W-wait a moment♡ If you go any further, my body will...!!"

Belatedly, she raised her voice to stop the servant's touch, but.

It was already too late.

Squish...♡

Squiiish...♡

As the servant's hand movements caressing her waist.

His touch, which had been as gentle and sweet as lovers, became rough at the same time.

Squeeeze...!!!

His other hand, which hadn't been caressing her waist, began to press and stimulate the "spot" on her thigh.

"Hooogh♡♡!??"

The tingling sensation traveling up her spine.

The maddening pleasure flowing as the "spot" on her thigh was pressed along with that sensation.

Finally burst the dam of moans Bastet had been holding back.

But even with the vulgar moans of a cat writhing in pleasure, the servant's hands didn't stop.

Thigh.

Calf.

Sole.

And even between the toes.

Her legs, which had the bouncy and soft texture of freshly made rice cakes.

The servant, with his thick male hands, literally ravaged and toyed with them without mercy.

*I'm breaking♡ My body... my mind is breaking...♡*

Twitch♡

Twitch♡

Her slender waist was already broken, swaying to the rhythm of the servant's rough touch.

Her noble and beautiful face was already vulgarly disheveled, intoxicated with pleasure and violation.

"...I'll finish now, Bastet. Please understand even if you're disappointed."

Without giving her time to linger in the afterglow, the servant, who had somehow approached her ear.

Whispered in a cold voice that he would "finish it."

From that voice, she sensed it.

That she absolutely shouldn't allow it.

She instinctively felt that whatever came next, the "finish" of the massage, should never be permitted, no matter what.

Something beyond comparison to what she was experiencing now would strike her body.

But her body, already corrupted as much as it could be, wouldn't listen to her.

Twitch...

Twitch...

Even as she twitched, intoxicated with pleasure and stimulation, she raised her hips slightly, lifting her buttocks as if begging for more.

As if asking him to defile her body as he wished, swaying an invisible tail.

She coquettishly matched the rhythm of the servant's thick hands, or rather, the "male's" hands.

*How could I... how could I show such a shameful appearance...♡*

An action she had never done even once in her eternal life.

She was now doing it in front of her servant.

The sticky and sensual sense of blasphemy from an act that shouldn't be done was enough to scatter her reason and mess with her mind.

And finally, she allowed the servant to perform his "finish."

Glide...

The servant's hand moving toward the end of her tailbone.

Her waist moving in sync with his touch.

The servant's other hand penetrating between her raised lower abdomen.

Twitch...

Twitch...

The tip of the servant's thick hand that had penetrated over her warm lower abdomen.

Was positioned exactly above the entrance of her womb, which was gaping madly in heat.

*I can't stop it... it's truly irreversible now...♡*

Just as Bastet was trembling with the helplessness that she truly couldn't do anything anymore.

The servant's fingertips moved.

Crack♡

Squeeeze♡

Along with the sound of the entrance of her womb and tailbone being pressed.

The noble goddess's vision flashed white.

"───♡♡♡!!!!!!"

An unknown pleasure too intense to even moan.

Splash♡

Splaaash♡

At the end of that pleasure was only the holy water spilled by a female who had been defeated by a male's hand movements.

It was a vulgar sight where dignity and beauty were nowhere to be found.

Ch.86 - Chapter 81. For This Humiliation, I Shall Grant You A Suitable Reward... Next Time.
After finishing the advanced massage I had given to Violet, I stared at my hands, slick with aromatic oil, with a serious expression. The results were more disappointing than I'd expected.

*I could have done better...!*

The specific "spot" below the navel that was supposed to relax the entire body—I had stimulated it precisely while pressing down on the tailbone, but something had gone wrong.

While receiving my massage, Bastet hadn't offered a single word of praise or even a relieved moan indicating her tension was being released.

The only reaction from her body during the final "stage" of the massage was a slight tremor, and even that seemed more like pain than relief.

I couldn't help but feel disappointed in myself.

"That concludes... the massage, Bastet."

With no oil left, all I could do was announce the end of the session. Even if she was dissatisfied, there was nothing more I could do.

I sat quietly for several seconds, waiting for her criticism.

"...Bastet?"

Finding it strange that she didn't respond, I carefully checked her face as she lay on her stomach.

"..."

Bastet had fallen into a deep sleep, her breathing heavy with exhaustion.

*She fell asleep...? Ah! Is that why she didn't react?*

Of course, I knew this massage had been close to a failure by my own standards, but I still let myself hope that maybe she hadn't responded because she'd fallen asleep.

*I should step outside for now... I'll come back when she calls for me.*

With the massage over, I once again found myself looking at Bastet's sensual bronze body. Staring at her defenseless sleeping form would only break the dam holding back my desires, so I covered her with a towel and quietly slipped out of the room.

"First I'll wash my hands... then wait..."

I arrived at the lobby's public restroom to wash the oil from my sticky hands.

Swoosh...

As I turned on the faucet and was about to wash my hands, I paused.

*Wait, was the oil always this clear?*

Something seemed different—a sweet, rich fragrance unlike any of the three aromatic oils. I tilted my head in confusion, wondering if some other liquid had gotten mixed in.

*I guess this is what happens when all the aromatic oils mix together... makes sense!*

Deciding it wasn't worth worrying about, I thoroughly washed the aromatic oil(?) from my hands.

Now all that remained was to wait for Bastet's reaction when she woke up. Not expecting a reward, I just hoped she wouldn't be disappointed.

I sat in the lobby, waiting for her call.

Tick...

Tick...

I'm not sure how much time passed.

As I was nodding off at the counter...

Meow...

Meow...

I opened my eyes to the sound of cats meowing. The three black cats that had brought me the aromatic oils earlier were now swishing their tails in front of me.

"Is Bastet calling for me?"

When I asked, the black cats swished their tails as if telling me to follow.

Grateful for their help with everything from taking orders to delivering the aromatic oil bottles, I reached out to pet their heads before opening the door to the room.

"Thank you for all your help..."

Just as I was about to pet one of the black cats, it caught the faint scent remaining on my fingertips.

Meooowww...

It let out a sensual cry, flopping onto its back and purring intensely.

*What's wrong? Does it not like being petted?*

As I tried to pull my hand away, the other two cats approached and showed the same reaction.

*It's probably nothing...*

Although it was difficult to resist petting a cat that had exposed its belly, I somehow managed to hold back.

Purr...

Purr...

Leaving behind the cats still purring and rubbing themselves against the floor, I entered the room where Bastet had awakened.

* * *

As expected, Bastet's reaction was not good.

Her captivating yellow eyes, filled with a murderous aura, glared at me, while a short, dissatisfied sigh escaped from between her elegant pink lips.

"...Bastet, about that."

As I tried to speak first, hoping to improve her mood even slightly, she cut me off.

"Enough. You need say no more."

With a voice both languid and tired, yet moist with emotion, Bastet said:

"Haa... how can you look so composed after toying with me like that..."

After this murmur, which mixed frustration and satisfaction, she approached me and said:

"...I am sufficiently satisfied. You have successfully relieved... many things that had built up in my body, including fatigue."

"R-really?"

I was overwhelmed with happiness at her praise and compliments, but quickly regained my composure and responded with sincerity.

"...No, you're too kind. It was an inadequate massage, unworthy of you, Bastet."

"Inadequate...? Are you saying that level of massage you performed on my body wasn't perfect...?"

Her voice trembled slightly at my words "inadequate" and "not enough."

Assuming her voice was trembling because she was disappointed in my imperfection, I declared firmly while kneeling before her:

"Next time, I will serve you with an even more perfect massage than this one."

And to this servant's voice filled with determination—no, to the voice of the male before her who could no longer be considered just a servant:

"Next... next time something even more than this... to my body..."

Without her realizing it, a faint voice of "submission" was beginning to leak from her lips.

"Bastet?"

"Ah...AH! I-I look forward to it, my servant."

"Yes, I'll do my best!!"

"...Good."

And so, somehow, the second massage incident concluded well.

Now it was time for me to withdraw so Bastet could rest.

"Then I'll take my leave now. If you need anything else, please..."

Just as I was about to leave after saying my farewell:

"Wait, stay a moment, servant."

Bastet, who had been speaking to me in a more subdued and modest voice until now, stopped me from leaving like a predator seizing an opportunity.

"Do you need something else...?"

When I cautiously asked if she needed anything more, her yellow eyes once again emitted an intense glow as she stared at me.

"I have not yet given you a 'reward' for this service."

At her mention of a reward, I waved my hands, intending to decline.

"No, no. This wasn't perfect, so I don't deserve such a luxury as a reward..."

"Are you trying to refuse my reward again?"

"Th-that's not it, but..."

Looking at me refusing her reward with amusement, she said in a playful voice:

"If that's how you feel, servant, I won't force you to accept a reward 'today.' However."

Purr...

Grrrr...

"The next time I visit this place, we shall begin your service with you receiving my 'reward.'"

This was Bastet's command—since I refused now, she would give it next time.

I tried to protest, feeling this wasn't right, but:

"I will not accept any further refusal. It's my rest time now, so go downstairs without disturbing me."

Firmly cutting off my words, Bastet shooed me out of the room.

*...Reward, I wonder what it will be this time.*

Though I had firmly refused on the outside, now that she insisted on giving it, I couldn't help but look forward to it.

*So, when will she visit next...?*

Savoring the memory of the previous thigh-squeezing reward, I turned my steps toward the lobby, anticipating when Bastet might visit again.

* * *

Left alone in the room, dozens of black cats gathered around the goddess Bastet.

Smelling the thick aroma emanating from her massaged body, the cats:

Meooow...

Purrrr...

With sensual purrs, they rubbed their heads against her gleaming body.

Silently watching her children rubbing against her, Bastet made an inner vow:

"...I will definitely repay you with a reward worthy of this humiliation next time, my servant."

Despite being violated, she remained a noble goddess and a lioness stalking prey in the jungle.

She had no intention of giving up just because her prey had counterattacked once.

And the reward she would bestow upon him at their next meeting would be her hidden sharp fangs.

A fierce determination to devour his eyes and mind, filled only with passion, burned intensely in her eyes.

Ch.87 - Chapter 82. Room 000
After finishing my conversation with Bastet and leaving her room, I returned to the lobby.

The wall clock in the lobby already showed 5:59.

*Huh, that didn't take as long as I thought.*

It seemed a bit strange that despite everything that had happened, barely 30 minutes had passed.

But since today had been so intense and required so much focus, I figured it just felt like more time had passed. I dismissed the thought and started preparing to leave.

*My clothes still aren't dry... I guess I have no choice but to go home wearing this gown...*

I packed my clothes that reeked of seawater after diving in to catch tuna into a plastic bag.

*I wonder if Biata likes tuna too? It would be nice to eat it with The Doctor.*

I gathered the remaining neatly prepared tuna sashimi.

After quickly tidying up the lobby floor, I finished my preparations to leave.

Beep! Beep!

With the sound of the end-of-shift alarm, the lobby lights began switching off one by one.

*...It's dark.*

As I stood there looking at the darkened lobby without a single light, for some reason, Bastet's words about "answers being in the basement" flashed through my mind.

Certainly, even though I had decided to focus on service and motel operations, as the incidents were gradually being resolved, such important information couldn't help but weigh on my mind.

*...I'll end up going down there eventually anyway, right? The basement needs to be maintained too. Yeah, that's right.*

Shaking my head to clear these thoughts, I was about to leave when—

Clunk.

Clunk.

"Huh? What's going on?"

The motel entrance was firmly locked and wouldn't open.

CLUNK!!

CLUNK!!

I tried a few more times with more force, but the door just made rattling sounds without budging.

The motel entrance remained firmly locked, as if refusing to let me leave today.

*...Should I just break it down?*

The door was old, so breaking it down would be easy. But destroying a door directly connected to the motel lobby could create serious security issues.

*I guess I have no choice but to check the manual.*

Unable to decide what to do, I returned to the lobby counter to see if the manual had any instructions for this situation, and began reading.

* * *

"Hmm..."

After flipping through the management manual for several minutes, I found no procedures for dealing with being locked inside the lobby.

*What should I do? Do I really need to break down the door...?*

While I was pondering this dilemma, my eyes caught a small piece of paper among the guest service and management manuals.

*...What's this?*

A dark black piece of paper I'd never seen before while running the motel.

It was too neatly folded to be just trash, as if it had been waiting for me to discover it.

*...*

The strange feeling emanating from the black paper would normally have made me ignore it, but...

Rustle...

Before I knew it, as if entranced, I picked up the black paper and slowly unfolded it to see what was written inside.

- Find me.

- Come down here and find me.

The paper contained just one message asking someone to "find them."

It could have been a prank left by a guest who had snuck into the motel while I wasn't looking.

*...*

Normally, I would have dismissed it without much thought, but today, for some reason, I didn't want to ignore it.

A note containing a "plea" to find someone.

*...The basement. I should go to the basement.*

Instinctively, I knew that to find the owner of this note, I needed to go to the basement.

As if in a trance, I slowly left the counter and headed toward the central staircase where the "passage" to the motel's basement was located.

* * *

[WARNING: Please be advised that the manager assumes all responsibility for not reading this guidebook or failing to follow its instructions precisely.]
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*҉̨̝̬͙̀͐͡ 8̸̡͙̬̜͒͞.̵̢̮͉͖͋͠ Basement.

*̄̈́̈̚͠ This section does not exist.

*̄̈́̈̚͠ Do not attempt to find it or read it.

*̄̈́̈̚͠ There is no basement in the motel.

*̄̈́̈̚͠ There are no stairs leading to a basement from the central staircase.

*̄̈́̈̚͠ Remember: Anyone asking you to find them is lying.

Step.

Step...

Step...̧̬͍͇...̙̪̞̖͜.͈̟̖̰͢


I had clearly tried not to think about it.

I thought I would learn about it eventually, so there was no need to worry about it now.

I just needed to continue operating as the motel manager.

*The basement... someone is waiting for me in the basement.*

But from the moment I unfolded that black paper and read the white text inside, I had been moving toward the basement as if entranced.

The dark central staircase.

Deep, dark stairs leading underground beckoned to me.

I couldn't remember if there had always been stairs leading to the basement, or if there had always been a path down from the central staircase.

*...*

But that wasn't important to me now.

Step.

Step...

Step...

As I descended into the basement with no emergency lights, what stretched before me was a dark corridor so long I couldn't see its end.

Certain that something awaited me at the end, I moved forward without a moment's hesitation.

*...*

How long had I been walking?

The feeling in my arms and legs gradually disappeared.

Relying only on the darkness before my eyes and the sound of footsteps in my ears, I continued forward.

Finally reaching the end of the basement corridor, there was:

- Room 0̢͕̝0̨̣̗0̥̝͓͔͢

A single room door stood alone with that number.

I was certain something was behind that door, but somehow felt I shouldn't open it.

*...Let's go back.*

My reason told me to return to the lobby and go home for the day, but my hand was already on the doorknob.

Click...

As I grabbed the old metal doorknob and was about to open the door to enter—

Creak...

Creak...

*...What's that sound?*

With a creaking sound, someone approached from behind me and covered my eyes with large, soft hands.

"!??"

"You're not supposed to come here yet."

A gentle voice I'd heard somewhere before.

Yes, this voice belonged to the guest who never returned after that time.

The owner of the gold coin who left saying only that they would check out, and disappeared with the doll.

*The upper-class guest...*

With that thought, I succumbed to overwhelming drowsiness and fell into a deep sleep.

"...Giving such a big hint to you. What was that cat thinking?"

And The Doll Lady, holding the sleeping man in her arms—

Squirm...

Squirm...

—muttered to herself as she pushed back hundreds or thousands of eyeballs flowing out through the slightly open door of Room 000.

* * *

Lick...

Lick...

"Huh!??"

I opened my eyes to the soft, ticklish sensation of a tongue on my nose.

I was slumped over the motel counter.

"What? When did I fall asleep...?"

I had a vague memory of getting up from the counter to go down to the motel basement, but I couldn't remember anything after that.

Looking around, all I could see was one cute black cat.

There was no trace of the "black note" from my memory.

*Was it a dream...?*

Setting aside when I had fallen asleep, the fact that I was tired enough to sleep on the floor made me massage my shoulders.

*I must have overdone it today...*

Thinking I needed a deeper rest tonight, I slowly got up from my seat.

"Thanks for waking me up, little cat."

After thanking the black cat, who appeared to be one of Bastet's children, I tried to leave the lobby again when—

*Oh right, the entrance was locked.*

The fact that the entrance had been locked suddenly came back to my foggy mind.

"This is a problem. What should I do now..."

Since the manual didn't have a solution, I approached the entrance with a troubled expression and tried the door again.

Creeeeak...

The motel door that had been firmly locked just moments ago opened as if nothing had happened.

"Oh? It's opening?"

I had worried the doorknob might be broken, but seeing it fixed so naturally, I sighed in relief and stepped outside the motel.

And there was the black cat, watching me.

Purr...

Purrrr...

And behind the cat, The Doll Lady, modeled after a goddess filled with emptiness, silently watched the back of "it" as it walked away.

Ch.88 - Chapter 83. This Is You(?). I Made It.
The air outside the motel felt unusually refreshing today.

The cool, crisp dawn breeze tickled my nose pleasantly.

"I'm really tired... I should just go home and sleep..."

Only one guest had visited today, but so many things had happened that I felt more exhausted than ever.

With drowsiness weighing down my body, I headed toward the Villa Complex where a warm bed and food awaited me.

Trudge...

Trudge...

The walk home felt longer than usual, probably because I was so tired.

Still, I couldn't afford to collapse from exhaustion here, so I somehow managed to drag my weary body to the villa.

Click...

"I'm home... Biata. Have you been behaving...?"

I had expected to see Biata greeting me with her usual peace sign, but what I found instead was an empty home filled with nothing but silence.

"Where has Biata gone this time..."

Worried that she had left without saying anything again, I was about to go out looking for her when something caught my eye—a small note attached to the front door.

"...A note?"

Hoping it might be from Biata, I unfolded it to find a message written in neat, printed font:

- I will be going for a 'walk' with our guest to fulfill the Store Manager's orders.
- It might take a while, so please eat dinner and go to bed without me. I've left food in the upper part of the refrigerator.
- Please don't feel too lonely without me by your side tonight. I'll give you plenty of hugs later. Peace—.

After reading the note, I checked around the house.
Sure enough, The Amnesiac Doctor was nowhere to be seen either.

"Does a night walk really take that long...?"

I wondered if a walk should take so much time, but then I thought:
*Well, it should be fine. Dawn will break soon... If Biata says so, I should trust her.*

Given how capable Biata had proven herself at the motel recently, I figured she must have her reasons for coming back late.

I showered, heated up the dinner prepared in the refrigerator as the note suggested, and then...

Flop...

I collapsed onto the soft bed.

*...*

It had been a long time since I'd ended a day alone.

I was used to living by myself, so I thought I could rest comfortably for just one night without her, but...

*...It's a bit lonely.*

Maybe it was because I was so tired, but even though she'd only been gone for one day, Biata's absence felt larger than I expected.

*I guess I've really grown attached to her.*

Our first meeting was at the convenience store when she was just a tin robot trying to eat my coins, but somehow I'd become so fond of her.

*I should just sleep...*

As I lay there smiling, thinking about my first encounter with the now-absent Biata and various other random thoughts, I soon fell into a deep sleep.

* * *

Darkness.

My eyes had been open for a while, but all I could see was pitch-black darkness.

Coming to my senses in that darkness, I began moving somewhere again, as if entranced.

In a space filled with emptiness and void, devoid of both warmth and cold, my seemingly endless footsteps finally stopped in front of a room—a room I had never managed before.

Room 000.

A small, shabby room with that number on the door.

I didn't know why I wanted to go there.

But somehow, I was certain that beyond that door was someone desperately looking for me.

Without hesitation, I placed my hand on the doorknob.

Creak...

Creak...

Something creaked behind me, but I didn't stop.

Squeak...

As I turned the worn-out doorknob and opened the door, what awaited me inside were thousands, tens of thousands of eyeballs.

Bizarre, horrifying eyeballs embedded in chunks of flesh that smelled of blood, all staring at me at once.

*...This feels familiar.*

But somehow, amidst that parade of grotesque flesh and eyeballs, I felt a sense of familiarity.

A satisfaction like meeting something I absolutely had to meet, and a feeling more warm and cozy than ever before.

Step...

Just as I was about to take a step forward, intoxicated by that feeling, the grotesque flesh slowly opened.

A delicate, snow-white hand emerged from within, reaching toward me.

Swoosh...

As if it had been waiting for too long, the hand gently caressed my face and grabbed my collar, about to pull me into Room 000.

At that moment, once again, someone behind me covered my eyes.

* * *

"Huh?!"

I opened my eyes with a jerk to see the familiar ceiling.

"Huff... huff..."

Clutching my rapidly beating heart, I sat up in bed to find the same cramped villa room, telling me that everything I had just experienced was merely a vivid dream.

*It was just a dream...*

The dream had been so vivid that I was sweating.

*Maybe I keep having the same dream because I heard strange stories from Bastet. I shouldn't have listened.*

I was about to wash off my clammy body and go back to sleep, so I took off my sweat-soaked clothes and went into the shower.

Shhhh...

After a quick cold shower, my mind felt much clearer.

But perhaps it was too clear, because both drowsiness and fatigue had completely disappeared.

Checking the time, I saw there was still plenty of time before I needed to leave for work.

*So what do I do now...?*

With Biata still not back, I found myself at a loss for what to do.

I was thinking about trying to force myself back to sleep when...

Beep!!

Beep!!

My old phone rang loudly.

*What's this? I got a message?*

There were two messages from an unfamiliar number.

At first, I wasn't going to check them, thinking it might be a prank, but...

Beep!!

Beep!!

As if to prove it wasn't a joke, the phone's notifications continued to ring loudly.

Reluctantly, I picked up the phone and checked the messages.

And after reading them...

"...Ah, right. I forgot about that."

I quickly changed my clothes and left the villa.

- Refrigerator and door repairs are done. Come quickly.
- Oh, and I need help with a few more things. Come quickly.
- And save this number, it's mine.
- Sender: 'Artmilet-Shu'.

* * *

After receiving Artmi... 'Shu's' message that the refrigerator and garbage disposal area door repairs were complete, I hurried to the repair shop.

Unlike last time when I had to check a map while walking, this time I remembered the way, so I arrived at the repair shop much faster.

Just as I was about to knock on the rusty door to let Shu know I had arrived...

Clank!!

"Yes, I knew this would happeeeeen—"

Once again, the ground beneath my feet opened up, and I fell underground.

CRASH!!!

Right next to the crater I had made last time, I crashed into the floor with the sound of steel crumpling, creating an even bigger crater.

"I'm here to pick up the refrigerator!!"

I got up casually, dusting myself off, and called out for Shu who I assumed was inside.

"Hello??"

After waiting for quite some time with no response, I felt something was off and was about to enter the workshop when...

Tap-tap-tap...

"...?"

With quick, light footsteps, something I'd never seen before rapidly approached from behind me.

*Who is that?*

The moment I turned my head, whatever it was changed direction and disappeared into the darkness.

It was impossible for Shu, who wore that huge protective suit, to move that quickly.

That meant someone other than Shu was in this workshop.

*There was a message earlier asking for help. Is that some kind of intruder in the workshop?*

As I recalled the message Shu had sent earlier and tried to determine if that "something" running in the darkness was an intruder...

THUD!!!

With a sound loud enough to shake the ground, something rushed toward me again.

*I'll catch and subdue it first...*

Deciding that thinking further was pointless, I lightly tensed my legs and leaped into the air.

BANG!!

I accelerated with a light kick against the air, intending to jump behind it.

THUD!!

In the blink of an eye, I leaped behind whatever was running through the darkness and tried to grab its arm.

Crunch...

THUD!!!

"?!?"

It kicked off the ground and jumped up just like I had.

Though it was just for a moment, it distanced itself from me at a speed so fast that even I almost missed it.

*...Did I just miss?*

Of course, I wasn't being serious and was just trying to subdue it gently, but for a moment, it had slightly outpaced me, which wounded my pride.

"Heh... interesting."

Crack...

Crack...

For the first time since playing tag with my friend, I began to prepare to run with real intent.

I stretched the muscles in my stiff legs.

"Let's see if you can dodge this time too."

Determined to catch it this time, I planted my legs firmly into the ground.

Boom...

Boom...

The ground shook, and the entire underground workshop began to vibrate.

Artmilet-Shu's underground workshop, which was more like a bunker made of high-grade alloy that wouldn't even budge during a magnitude 8 earthquake...

Rumble...

Rumble...!!

...was now shaking as if it might collapse at any moment.

"Hnngh...!!!"

Just as I was about to dash with real effort for the first time since my last game of tag with my friend...

HISSSSS!!!

"Hey!! You crazy...!! Stop right now!!!"

With a burst of hot steam, Shu came running from the distance in that huge protective suit, trying to stop me.

"I asked for help, not for you to destroy my precious workshop!!!"

"But that guy challenged me to a match..."

"That's not a guy!! That's a woman!!"

"...What?"

Confused by Shu's correction from "guy" to "woman," I shone the flashlight Shu was holding into the darkness.

Long black hair, a balanced figure that was neither too big nor too small—a motel-type physique.

Plain clothes that didn't match her perfect figure.

A pretty face that anyone would describe as beautiful, but the more I looked at her, there was something... something...?

"...Shu."

"What?"

"That person... looking closely, she kind of resembles me...?"

"Of course she does, since she's you."

"...???"

"That's my masterpiece, made from your hair—your clone."

Ch.89 - Chapter 84. So... Everything Alright? Is There Any Problem?
* * *

A slender, tall beauty with long hair appeared before my eyes after I'd encountered countless women with large and enormous busts(?).

After getting this strangely familiar yet uncomfortable feeling, I asked Shu about the identity of this beauty. The answer I received was:

"That's a clone of you that I made."

That beauty was supposedly my clone.

"...???"

Living with Biata had taught me that this world's technology was impressive, but learning that someone had made a clone of me left me considerably shocked.

Even if I didn't ask how it was made since that was a trade secret, numerous questions still filled my head.

Why did they make my clone?
Did they use my hair for it?
If it's a female version of me, why does she have small breasts?

—Among many other questions that came to mind.

But the first thing I did was grab Shu's hazmat suit-covered shoulder and ask:

"W-what? You gave me your hair, right?"

"...Why is it female?"

"What are you saying?"

"Why did you make it female??"

I was questioning why they had feminized me, a man.

To my question, which was a perfect blend of disbelief and absurdity, Shu thought for a moment and then:

"I, I don't know."

"...You don't know? How can you not know?"

"I originally tried to make it exactly like you, but it suddenly evolved on its own inside the cultivation tank..."

"???"

Shu gave me the ridiculous answer that it had evolved into a "woman" by itself inside the cultivation tank.

"How can you not know?! You mad scientist!!"

"I-I'm upset too!! I preferred the male version!!"

I grabbed Shu's hazmat suit, which was so thick I couldn't see their face, and shook them violently as if telling them to come to their senses.

"..."

Crack...

Crack...

While Shu and I were exchanging absurd dialogue like a comedy duo, my clone(?) noticed the wide-open exit leading outside.

Crunch...

She crouched like a frog and then leaped into the air, aiming for the workshop's wide-open exit.

"Oh no...!! She absolutely can't go outside!! Q-quick, stop her!!"

Shu frantically shouted for me to catch her.

The question "Why me?" rose to the tip of my tongue, but...

"...Ah, seriously!!"

I couldn't just ignore it—the androgynous voice coming through Shu's hazmat suit sounded too pitiful.

So reluctantly, I jumped into the air after my female clone(?).

BOOM!!!

With a sound like the air splitting, I leaped out through the exit.

In the distance, I could see my clone running somewhere.

*Where is she going?*

The direction my clone was heading seemed familiar, and I tilted my head in confusion for a moment.

RUMBLE!!!

Making a sound like heavy machinery, pushing everything in front of her aside, my clone headed somewhere.

*Ah, seriously... let's just catch her first...!!*

I stopped thinking and decided to focus on catching her.

BOOM!!

I stomped on the ground once more and jumped into the air, leaping right in front of the madly charging clone.

"Stop right th—!!"

Just as I reached out with both hands to grab her shoulders, intending to stop her by force—

Whoosh...!!

"Ugh...??"

The clone twisted her shoulders, smoothly evading my grasp.

THUD!!

She slammed me to the ground as I lost my balance, then continued running without stopping.

*That's a technique I used when I was young??*

She was using a move I often used during games of tag with friends when I was little.

Whether she had my memories or if it was just instinctual movement embedded in her body, I couldn't help but be surprised by her movements that evoked nostalgia.

"Alright, so that's how you want to play??"

Seeing her perfectly execute techniques I used as a child, I felt my competitive spirit ignite, just like when I played tag with friends.

Crunch...

CRUNCH...!!

I flexed my thigh muscles, which had grown stiff from lack of use lately.

BOOM!!!

With a sound like an explosion, I kicked off the asphalt road—already pulverized into powder—and started running.

CRASH!!!

"...!"

In an instant, I managed to approach behind the clone and grabbed her delicate wrist.

"Got you...!!"

The moment I was certain I'd caught her, instead of shaking off my hand, the clone grabbed my wrist instead.

She glared at me with cold eyes as if I were a nuisance, then grabbed my other wrist.

Whoosh...

WHOOSH...

WHOOSH...!!!

"Whaaa?!?"

Holding my wrists, she spun like a shot-put thrower.

Then, releasing my hands, she threw me beyond the stratosphere, almost to the mesosphere.

WHEEEE!!!

Rising above the cloudy night sky, approaching space,

"T-too high...!!"

The last time I'd been this high was when I was 7 years old and accidentally(?) launched myself while playing on a seesaw with a friend.

I felt a strange sense of nostalgia, but also couldn't help feeling troubled.

*T-this is problematic...!!*

Of course, even if I were ejected into outer space, it wouldn't be a big problem for me.

Using another planet or asteroid as a foothold to return to Earth would be no big deal.

But if I just stayed here doing nothing, I'd be too late to stop my clone's mindless charge that had surely resumed by now.

So, that was enough floating around the stratosphere indulging in nostalgia.

"Hup...!!!"

I lightly rotated my body and swung my foot to gain momentum.

WHOOSH...!!

Then I began plummeting toward the ground.

Leaving the star-filled mesosphere, I entered the stratosphere.

As I broke through the clouds and the ground came into view,

"...What's that?"

In the distance, I could see military tents set up in the middle of the city that had always bothered me.

*Why are there soldiers in the city...?*

I couldn't understand why soldiers would set up military tents in an ordinary city, but,

*...Let's focus for now. I can think about such trivial things after catching the clone.*

Deciding to focus on my current priority—"catching the clone"—I turned my head again to check the asphalt road in the distance.

Thud thud thud...

Thud thud thud...

*There she is.*

After locating the clone who was moving quickly while raising dust in the distance,

BANG!!!

I adjusted my angle precisely by lightly kicking the empty air once more.

SWOOSH...

Like a small asteroid hurtling toward Earth, I free-fell toward the ground—specifically, toward the clone's back.

"This time... I've really got you...!!"

"...!??"

With that declaration of victory, I successfully landed safely on the clone's back.

CRASH!!!!

Perhaps because I fell like a meteorite, a massive crater formed around me, incomparable to the one I'd made at the workshop, accompanied by a tremendous boom.

*Did she faint?*

The clone, who couldn't withstand my landing and was pressed into the ground, seemed to have lost consciousness from the impact and was lying there dazed.

"Phew... Now I can go back to the workshop..."

Just as I was about to piggyback the unconscious clone and return to the workshop where Shu was waiting,

As the dust gradually settled, a familiar scene entered my vision.

*...What is this place?*

A familiar road, familiar asphalt.

In the distance, a neon sign reading "LOVE Motel."

*Was she trying to go to a motel...? Why...?*

* * *

With an uneasy feeling, I arrived at Shu's workshop carrying the unconscious clone.

"Here, my clone. Somehow I managed to catch her."

"Wow!! Thank you so much!!"

Shu waddled out of the workshop in that enormous hazmat suit and carefully took the unconscious clone.

"...If you're grateful, can I ask you something?"

"Of course. Ask anything. Curious about the refrigerator and steel door?"

"Well, I am curious about those too, but..."

I hesitated for a moment before asking Shu something.

"I'm guessing you analyzed my hair when making that clone, right?"

"Of course, naturally."

"Could you show me that analysis?"

For the first time, I asked Shu about my physical condition.

There wasn't any special reason for asking.

It was just that I'd been feeling tired frequently lately, and I wondered if the strange dreams I'd been having might be due to some problem with my body.

...Really, that was all.

"Well, I'm relieved it's just simple curiosity. Follow me inside."

After I asked to see the hair analysis results, Shu replied nonchalantly and headed deeper into the workshop while carefully carrying my clone.

HISS...!!

HISS...!!

Hot steam erupted from all over the workshop interior.

When Shu placed a hand on the massive steel door at the center, a mechanical voice announcement with static played:

- Voice recognition required.

"Artmilet-Shu."

- Confirmation complete.
- Gate open.

Creeeeak—

As the steel door slowly opened with the confirmation announcement, what appeared before my eyes was a cutting-edge laboratory straight out of a sci-fi movie.

"Wow..."

This was my first time seeing such advanced facilities since Biata, and I kept exclaiming in amazement as I looked around the lab.

- Internal air purification initiated.
- Purification complete.
- Contamination level: Low.
- Please remove your protective suit, Artmilet-Shu.

"Whew, I thought I was going to suffocate."

Clank—

Clank—

With the sound of the hazmat suit falling to the floor piece by piece, a red-haired woman drenched in sweat emerged from the enormous protective gear.

"...You, you."

"What's wrong? Is there a problem?"

"You're a woman??"

Ch.90 - Chapter 85. It Was An Awesome Smell...
* * *

Click—

Click—

With the sound of solid steel hitting the floor.

Massive hazmat suits fall to the ground.

They radiate intense heat from all over, telling of just how hot it must have been inside.

And the workshop owner, Artmilet-Shu, who emerged from that enormous hazmat suit...

"Phew, thought I was gonna die from the heat."

Was unmistakably a woman.

"...You."

"What's wrong?"

"You're... a woman??"

"What kind of stupid question is that?"

"No, well..."

Before I could even express my surprise at discovering a pretty girl hidden inside that massive hazmat suit—

"Unbelievable. So you thought I was a man?"

"No, wait, if you come closer now..."

"I've noticed this about you before—you're completely clueless."

Slightly offended that I had mistaken her for a man, Shu approaches right up to my face, sweaty and demanding I look at her properly.

"Come on, look carefully."

"Hey, you..."

"Do I really look like a man to you?"

Her clear voice was noticeably sulky, clearly hurt by the suggestion she looked masculine.

But that wasn't what I was concerned about right now.

A small, petite frame that couldn't be more than 160cm tall.

Reddish-brown hair tied back in a casual ponytail, with cute features reminiscent of a Pomeranian.

And a curvy figure that didn't match her adorable appearance.

In terms of size, she was much smaller than Bastet or The Nun with Eyes Closed.

But her moderately "well-endowed" chest paired with her small, petite frame created what could only be described as a golden ratio.

"Why do you keep looking there? Look at my face!!"

"No... it's just..."

But the reason I couldn't look Shu directly in the face—

It was because of the stimulating "scent" emanating from her sweat-soaked body as she got closer to me.

She wasn't dressed provocatively like Bastet or The Nun with Eyes Closed.

Just a plain tank top and practical overalls with dozens of pockets.

Perfect, efficient clothing for making, fixing, and researching things in a workshop.

But perhaps because of that...

The loose-fitting overalls and the sweat-soaked tank top clinging to her generous chest.

The exposed midriff and the stimulating scent of sweat trickling down her arms.

The closer Shu came to me, the more my reason began to waver.

*And now that I'm aware she's a woman, it's even worse!!*

In truth, when I first met her outside the workshop wearing the hazmat suit, I thought Shu was a man.

But now that I knew she was a woman, I became even more conscious of her—a true dilemma.

"D-don't come any closer to me...!!"

"Then hurry up and look at me properly!! Why are you trying to run away?!"

"T-that's because you...!!"

"What about me!! Finish your sentence!!"

"You... your s-smell...!!"

"...!!!"

The moment the word "smell" left my mouth, we both froze in place.

*I-I messed up...!!*

"..."

I had tried so hard not to say it, but in attempting to hide my true feelings, I made the fatal slip of saying she "smelled."

I knew it could be taken as rude.

"No, that's... I didn't mean you smell bad..."

As I stammered and took a step forward, what I saw was...

"..."

Shu's face had turned as red as her hair.

She was twitching her nose, checking her own body.

"...Where exactly do I smell bad?"

"No, that's not what I meant by smell..."

"D-don't lie. Sure, I sweated a lot from the heat... but it can't be that bad...!!"

"No, what I meant was..."

"Uuugh...!!"

With a face so red it made her hair look pale by comparison, Shu marched right up to me with a cute little growl.

"Come closer and smell properly!! Where exactly do I smell bad?!"

"No, wait, ahuuumph!???"

She grabbed my hand as I was backing away off-guard and pulled me in.

Then she buried my face deep between her breasts, covered only by the sweat-soaked tank top.

"Hmmph!?? Mmphh!??"

"Q-quickly tell me I don't smell! I won't let you go until you check properly!!"

"Hmmmph!?? Mmmmphh!!!"

As if determined not to release me until she got the answer she wanted, Shu held my head firmly buried in the soft valley between her breasts.

And I was gradually losing the will to resist, intoxicated by the intense body scent emanating directly from her.

After several minutes of being held in Shu's embrace...

"Did you... did you check properly?"

Shu's arms that had been holding my face tightly slowly loosened.

"...Shu."

"W-what is it?"

"...Let me smell a little more."

"W-what are you saying... get off me now...!!"

"Let. Me. Smell. A. Little. More."

Hmmph!!!

"Kyaang!??"

Already having lost my reason, intoxicated by Shu's intense body scent...

"W-wait!! S-stop it!! That place really does smell—!? Kyaaang!??"

Even though Shu's arms had loosened, I had no intention of pulling away.

Like a connoisseur savoring a well-aged wine with a rich aroma, I burrowed deeper into Shu's embrace and continued to savor her body scent for quite some time.

* * *

"..."

"..."

After the embarrassing situation had finally settled down.

Shu, who had barely managed to calm down, and I, who had barely recovered my sense of reason that I'd lost to her pheromones(?), sat side by side on chairs prepared in the corner of the workshop.

We couldn't look each other in the eye properly.

We both knew exactly what we had done wrong, but the situation was too awkward to offer an apology first, so we just sat in silence for several minutes.

Unable to bear the awkwardness any longer, I was the first to break the silence.

"Um... I'm sorry, Shu. I should have explained properly..."

"...No, don't apologize."

Though she said it wasn't necessary, she was clearly still uncomfortable as she avoided looking at my face.

Yes, of course, although Shu had pulled me in first...

I had clung to her persistently like a dog that had caught the scent of a hidden treat, even when she told me to get away because I smelled.

It was understandable that she would be upset.

After another few minutes of silence...

"...So, how was it?"

"What...?"

"...Did my sweat really smell that bad?"

Even while angry, Shu seemed concerned about her body odor after being drenched in sweat, asking for my review after I had buried my face in her chest.

*'If you let me smell once more, I could die without regrets—that's how amazing it was'*

—If I answered honestly like that, I'd deserve the slap that would surely follow.

I was trying to think of what to say to break this awkward situation, searching through dozens, hundreds of possible phrases in my head.

"Why... aren't you saying anything? Was it that bad?"

Hearing Shu's plaintive voice in my ear, filled with uncertainty, I panicked.

"...It was so good I'd like to smell it again sometime."

"...!!"

In the end, I blurted out my honest feelings without any filter.

*I'm done for...*

As I hung my head thinking I was truly finished now...

"...You're such a pervert."

Shu stood up, her voice slightly excited despite her words of contempt.

"Dream on. I'm never letting you smell me again. Bleeh—"

She stuck out her tongue teasingly and headed toward the inner part of the workshop.

"I'm going to shower. Wait here. Pervert."

Having apparently decided to call me "pervert" from now on, Shu entered the shower room inside the workshop, telling me to wait with mischievously curved eyes.

*...But she's the one who told me to smell her, so why am I the pervert?*

—I wondered briefly, but decided to let it go since pursuing the matter would only make me look more pathetic.

* * *

A few minutes later...

"Did you wait long?"

Shu walked out of the shower room, having changed into a clean tank top and jeans.

"Come on, follow me. I'll show you what you were curious about."

"Ah, right."

The purpose of my visit, which I had completely forgotten due to the smell-inhaling incident.

I followed Shu to the data analysis room inside the workshop to check the results of my body analysis.

"By the way. Where's my refrigerator? You said the repairs were finished."

"That's in here too. I'll give it to you along with the analysis results when you leave."

"Ah, I see."

After confirming the location of the refrigerator, I arrived at the entrance to the internal data room following Shu.

- Identity verification required.

"Artmilet-Shu."

- Security clearance complete.
- Have a good time, Doctor.

Woooong—

With the mechanical sound confirming the recognition, we entered the internal data room.

"Wow... this is amazing..."

From numerous computer screens to the incredible hologram floating in the center.

It was the embodiment of every sci-fi lover's dream, unfolding before my eyes.

"Come this way. The analysis of your hair is over here."

At Shu's voice calling me as I was looking around in awe, I headed deeper into the data room.

There, unlike the screens visible from outside, sat a single old, shabby computer.

"Here are the results of your hair analysis."

As Shu turned on the screen, the analysis results appeared.

"...What is this?"

Seeing those results with my own eyes, I could only step back in shock at the stunning information appearing on the screen.
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* * *

Shu's outdated computer looked out of place among the cutting-edge equipment.

"Here, these are the results from analyzing your hair."

I stared at the test results appearing on the noisy screen.

"...What is this?"

I had to step back in confusion.

"...I can't read any of this!"

The reason for my confusion was that all the information appearing on the screen was written in languages I'd never seen before in my life.

"Shu, something's wrong here... I can't read anything!"

"Ah, must be a font error. I fixed it last time, but it's broken again?"

"It's not just a little broken, it's completely shattered..."

"Move aside, I'll fix it right away."

After examining the font that looked like marble shattered by a hammer, Shu rummaged through the many pockets on his overalls and pulled out a small hammer.

*Wow! Can he really fix this with just a hammer?*

Even though the font error looked far too complex to be fixed with a small hammer, I watched in admiration as Shu confidently approached with just that tiny tool. I was excited to witness his amazing technical skills and repair abilities—

CLANG!!

"?"

BANG!! BANG!!

"Old machines like this just need a few good hits to fix them."

"...Ah, I see."

While I stood there completely deflated with disappointment, Shu continued hammering the screen a few more times.

CRACK...!!

CRACKLE...!!

With a crackling sound, blue sparks shot up several times from the side of the old computer monitor.

"Oh, it's fixed. Check it now."

"...Are you sure it's actually fixed? This isn't going to explode, is it?"

"It won't. I know because it's exploded before. This much won't make it blow up."

"So it HAS exploded before..."

"Come on, don't worry."

Shu patted my shoulder reassuringly, but still took a few steps back.

"Why do you keep backing away...?"

"Just maintaining a safe distance in case. Don't mind me."

"...Sigh."

I was about to say something more to Shu out of exasperation, but decided it wasn't worth the effort. Reluctantly, I took a seat in front of the old computer monitor that was ominously crackling and spitting blue sparks.

Crackle...

Crackle...

Though I was nervous at first, the sparks gradually subsided over time. The flickering screen slowly returned to normal, and as Shu had promised, the previously unreadable fonts were now displaying properly.

"I told you to trust me."

"Maybe you could come a little closer when you say that..."

It was ridiculous seeing Shu watching me from a distance, but since the repair was complete, I sat down and slowly began to check the analysis results of my hair.

"Hmm..."

The document contained all the information that could be determined from a single strand of human hair. DNA and other complicated information didn't interest me.

I only wanted to confirm one thing: whether my body was normally healthy like everyone else's.

That was all.

- Analysis Results:
- Male adult in his 20s
- Risk of dangerous diseases: Unconfirmed
- Special notes: None

As I had expected, the test results were ordinary. All analysis results and measurements identified me as an average adult male.

"No dangerous diseases... no special notes... just normal as expected."

Maybe it was because of those strange dreams I'd been having lately. I felt an unusual sensation that was hard to dismiss casually, which is why I specifically wanted to check the test results.

But now that I confirmed everything was normal, I felt deflated, like I'd worried for nothing.

"All done? Any questions?"

Just to be sure, I was checking the results one more time when Shu approached and asked me.

"No, well... I can read everything except for this part with all these complicated symbols. Is there anything important I'm missing here?"

"That's the analysis I did earlier when I was cloning you. I can explain each part if you're curious?"

"Hmm... if it's nothing major, I think I'm good."

"Well, if you get curious, I'll copy the data onto a USB for you to take home. You can check it and contact me if you have questions."

"Is that okay? I don't want to bother you."

"Consider it an honor. I'm making a big concession here."

"Yeah, yeah, thanks."

After clicking the old mouse a few times, Shu handed me a USB drive with a bear design on it.

"If you're done checking, let's look at the refrigerator and steel door now."

"Oh, sure. Where are they?"

"The fridge and door are outside. Follow me."

Having checked the test results and feeling reassured, the two of us left the data storage room and headed to the main hall of the workshop where numerous high-tech equipment had been installed.

- Subject exit confirmed.
- Data concealment terminated.
- 'Black Box' analysis from DNA data restarting.
- Time remaining until analysis completion: Unable to estimate.

* * *

"...Is this really the refrigerator I left with you?"

"Yep, don't you like it?"

"It's not that I don't like it..."

Whirrrr...

Whirrrrr...

"It's just... too amazing??"

The refrigerator I had left with Shu was a small, old one that had been wheezing and struggling to function.

But the one standing before me now had transformed so dramatically it was hard to believe it was the same appliance.

It had a modern, sleek gray steel body with a high-tech touchpad prominently installed at the entrance.

The refrigerator compartment, which had been just one section before, was now divided into four sections for storing different types of food.

The freezer was also divided into four sections, each emitting cool air at different temperatures.

"It's... even bigger now??"

"While fixing it, I felt like adding several useful functions."

Standing next to the new refrigerator and speaking casually as if the modifications were just for fun, Shu took a bright red apple from somewhere and placed it inside the refrigerator compartment.

After closing the door:

"Now, look here. If you press this 'Scan' button on the touchpad..."

Beep!

- Refrigerator compartment scan complete.
- Identified ingredient: Apple.
- Freshness: 90.
- Recommended consumption within two days.
- Related recipes: Apple pie, Apple salad...

"—Like this, you can check freshness too. It's rated from 1 to 100, with 100 being the freshest. Keep that in mind when cooking."

"Wow..."

"Oh, the freezer works the same way. Press the blue button to check freshness and expiration dates."

"This is amazing..."

Even though this was payment for secretly making a female clone of me, I couldn't stop marveling at the perfectly upgraded refrigerator—especially since it was directly related to food, which is crucial for running a motel.

"The steel door is pretty basic. I just treated the rusty parts and fixed the broken handle, so you can take it with you."

The steel door he pointed to, claiming he'd done a basic job, was gleaming brightly.

"Thank you so much. I don't know what I would've done without you..."

"Hmph, keep the praise and admiration coming."

While I was praising the smug Shu and patting the body of our refrigerator, I noticed a red button in the corner of the touchpad, similar to the refrigerator and freezer scan buttons.

"Shu, what's this button for?"

"Oh, that's something I added for fun. Don't press it now."

"...This isn't some kind of self-destruct button, is it?"

Suspicious that he might have played some strange prank, I gave him a skeptical look.

Patting my back reassuringly, Shu continued:

"It's nothing like that, so don't worry. It's something you'll like, so try pressing it when you have time."

"...Really?"

"Just press that button only when something important happens. Once you press it, it's hard to undo."

"W-well, if you say so..."

The phrase 'hard to undo' seemed a bit strange, but since he was so insistent, I decided to trust Shu this time.

"You should get going now. I need to wake up your clone, and I have a lot to do."

"Alright, I'll head back. Thanks for fixing the refrigerator... Oh, I'll contact you again if there's anything in this data I don't understand."

"Sounds good. Call me."

Having finished my business, I hoisted the strengthened steel door and the glamorous refrigerator onto my shoulders.

After saying a quick goodbye to Shu:

"The exit is through that elevator over there. Take care."

Following Shu's directions, I boarded the elevator connected to the exit.

*I wonder if Biata is back home? She'll be happy to see these test results.*

Having been away from home for quite a while, I thought about Biata who might have returned by now, and headed home with light steps after getting off the elevator.

* * *

Inside the workshop, now empty except for Shu.

After checking on the unconscious clone, Artmilet-Shu sighed:

"...Unstable. Still not perfect."

Despite being created without a single error, the clone's condition was significantly inferior to the original.

"I need... more information. At this rate, I'm in danger."

Well aware that wasting more time could mean being 'discovered' by them, Artmilet-Shu quietly moved into the shabby data storage room.

Crackle...

Crackle...

After Artmilet-Shu lightly tapped the noisy old computer screen a few times:

Whirrrr...

Whirrrrr...

Numerous black boxes began to appear on the old screen displaying the data.

Records regarding ■ ■: ■ ■ ■

* ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■

* ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■

* ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■

- Black Box analysis beginning.
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* * *

I left Shu's workshop and headed home.

In the distance, the sunlight marking the end of the long dawn slowly created daybreak.

"Wow... what a spectacular view...!!"

Maybe it was because I'd spent such a fulfilling day.

Or perhaps because I rarely got to see this while working dawn shifts.

Or maybe I was just happy to see sunlight after so long.

Whatever the reason, as I gazed at the dawn sky slowly turning orange, I walked toward the Villa Complex with a sense of satisfaction.

A new guest, a newly upgraded refrigerator, and a neatly repaired iron door.

Plus, I'd even obtained the physical examination form(?) that Biata had asked for.

Of course, some strange things had happened too—like fighting with my female clone, discovering that the workshop owner inside the protective suit, Artmi... Shu, was a woman, and acting like a pervert by sniffing Shu's scent.

But overall, thinking about everything that happened today...

It had been touch and go at times, but it was definitely enough to call it a fulfilling day.

Now, I had only one thing left to do:

Return to my cozy home, surrender myself to my soft bed, and rest until my shift tomorrow.

That was it.

*I wonder if Biata has returned? She'll be happy to see this, right?*

With the amnesiac doctor.

Biata, who went out for a night walk, should have returned home by now given how much time had passed.

*Seriously, I've only been away from her for a few hours and I already feel empty.*

It had only been a few hours since I'd seen her face.

The corners of my mouth turned up automatically at the thought of Biata waiting for me at home, welcoming me back from her walk.

*Should I pick up the pace a bit?*

And so, with light steps full of improved mood, I headed toward the Villa Complex where my warm, cozy home awaited.

* * *

A few minutes later, I arrived in front of my home.

*I can take the refrigerator with me when I go to work tomorrow, so I'll just leave it outside for now... I can hide it behind the iron door.*

Since my villa room wasn't big enough to fit such a large refrigerator and iron door inside.

After placing the refrigerator and iron door in a corner of the hallway.

Click.

I unlocked the door with the key in my pocket and entered.

"I'm home... but she's not back yet."

I waited for Biata's welcoming greeting upon her return from her walk.

But there was no one in the still-dark villa room.

*...I'm getting worried. Did something happen?*

Hours had passed, but neither Biata nor the doctor had returned.

Growing concerned, I tossed the USB I was holding onto the desk.

Just as I was about to go outside to look for Biata and the doctor.

Clank...

Creeeeak...

The sound of the front door opening echoed.

"Biata!! Where have you been all this—"

Half relieved, half worried, I was about to scold Biata for returning so late, but what I saw was:

Bzzt...

Crackle...

"Did you miss me that much, Store Manager?"

"...Biata, are you hurt?"

"This... is nothing. Just a small scratch from the walk."

It was Biata, speaking to me as if nothing was wrong, awkwardly hiding her left arm where blue sparks were flying.

* * *

"Hey, Biata, wait a second..."

Seeing Biata injured, all the good feelings from the day instantly vanished.

As I tried to take a step closer to check the wound on her arm, which looked deep even at a glance:

"You don't need to worry about my injury. It's currently being repaired using nanomachines, so there's no need for concern."

Biata, as always, gave a cold and logical explanation.

She took a step back as I tried to approach.

"More importantly, Store Manager. I have something to tell you. Something far more important than my 'mere' injury."

As if telling me to focus on something much more important than the wound on her body, she now completely turned her body to hide the injured arm from my view.

"The patient you brought in earlier, who went on a night walk with me, has fled outside."

"..."

"Due to an error in my judgment, I failed to properly follow your orders, which I should have protected at all costs. Therefore, I've been considering various ways to resolve this situation..."

"..."

Something about disobeying my orders.

The amnesiac doctor had escaped alone during their walk.

"While tracking her to prevent her escape, I failed due to issues with my mobility parts, which resulted in damage to my arm..."

Even the story of how she injured her arm parts while trying to stop the doctor from escaping.

Just as Biata said, everything was important information that I, as her manager, should have been paying attention to.

"..."

But right now, not a single word of Biata's explanation was registering with me.

"...Sigh."

A short sigh.

For the first time since arriving here, a brief sigh filled with the emotion of "anger" escaped my lips.

And simultaneously, Biata's explanation stopped.

"...I apologize. It's entirely my fault."

Judging that my anger toward her was justified, Biata apologized to me.

And that action made me, already angry, even more furious.

"Biata."

"...Yes, Store Manager."

"Do you know why I'm angry?"

"Because I failed to properly carry out your orders."

"Which order?"

"To safely protect the amnesiac patient you brought in..."

"That's not it."

At Biata's clueless answer, I acted before speaking.

Whoosh!

"Store Manager, wait—"

I picked up the injured Biata in a princess carry, carefully took her to the bed and laid her down.

As I wrapped a bandage around her injured arm, I began to explain which order she had actually disobeyed.

"Biata, you disobeyed my first order."

At my statement about disobeying the first order, Biata asked me with a look of incomprehension.

"Unable to understand. The first order was to achieve 'Pure Love' with the Store Manager. That has no connection to the current situation..."

"No connection? Biata, you're supposed to pursue 'Pure Love' with me, your manager, and yet you return injured like this?"

"..."

Though she stopped speaking, Biata still looked at me as if she couldn't understand, so I continued while slowly wrapping the bandage.

"Pure Love isn't something you do alone. Just as you cherish me, your manager, I must cherish you too for true 'Pure Love' to be complete."

"...That's."

"So, now that you've returned injured, what do you think is most important to me?"

"The physical condition of your official partner—is that what you mean?"

"Yes, exactly."

"...You're not denying it?"

"Huh? Denying what?"

"...Nothing."

After finishing with the bandage, I wiped the dirt from her maid uniform and said one last thing.

"So, even if it's a small injury, tell me about it first when you're hurt. Nothing is more important than that."

"..."

When I finished speaking, Biata, who had been silently looking at me, slowly opened her mouth.

"Store Manager."

"Yes? What is it? Was that too moving for you?"

Squish!

"Oof?"

"I really find this unpleasant."

"...Pardon?"

Saying she found it unpleasant, Biata firmly grabbed both my cheeks. Her face remained expressionless as always, but somehow, inexplicable embarrassment and indignation were faintly visible.

"...As a mere Store Manager, to humiliate me, who has learned all about Pure Love..."

"W-what did I say? Just don't get hurt, that's all."

"I'll repay this debt doubly next time, so be prepared, Store Manager."

After saying that, Biata released my cheeks and preciously clutched the end of the white bandage wrapped around her damaged—no, injured—arm.

* * *

After treating Biata's arm wound with a bandage and somehow sorting out the situation, I finally asked:

"So, what happened?"

"There was an incident, Store Manager."

To summarize Biata's explanation:

While walking around a nearby lake with the doctor, they were attacked by a "beast." In the confusion, the doctor fled in the opposite direction.

Prioritizing her orders, Biata was injured while fighting the unknown beast to protect the doctor, then returned home.

The doctor's current location is unknown.

"—That's the gist of it, right?"

"Yes, that's correct, Store Manager."

"Hmm..."

With the amnesiac doctor having escaped, it was certainly a difficult situation.

Thinking it would be dangerous to send Biata alone again, I began:

"Then, let's close the motel for a day tomorrow. We'll go to the lake together to look for the doctor..."

Just as I was about to suggest we search together near the lake:

"No. You don't need to worry about it, Store Manager."

"...Huh?"

"Since this problem occurred due to my negligence, I will resolve it alone."

Interrupting me mid-sentence, Biata declared in her most serious voice that she would handle it herself.

I tried to stop her, worried she might return injured again.

But faced with Biata's stubborn determination, as if she wanted to prove herself, I had no choice but to give in.

"A-alright then. But I'll be angry again if you come back injured like today. It's okay if you can't find her, just don't push yourself too hard."

"I won't repeat the same mistake. This time, I will definitely handle it properly."

With the manager's permission granted, Biata had absolutely no reason to hesitate in her movement to "exterminate" that ominous woman.
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The sound of water rushing through a newly opened dam gate, the Store Manager's storm of nagging finally subsided.

"Ah... I feel like there was something else I wanted to give you... or maybe not..."

Even in the moment just before falling into deep sleep, she mumbled as if she'd forgotten something.

Soon, fatigue seemed to overtake her, and she drifted into a deep slumber.

"Snooore..."

"......"

The Pure Love Android, Biata, watched the Store Manager intently.

She carefully monitored her brainwaves, waiting until she fell into such a deep sleep that no loud noise would wake her.

Shhhhh...

She blocked the morning light with dark blackout curtains.

Clatter...

Clatter...

After completely muffling even the sound of teacups rattling in the dish basin from the slightest vibration, she continued her vigil.

- Brainwave confirmation complete.

After the scanner indicated deep sleep, Biata waited an additional 30 minutes to be certain.

"Snooore... Snooore..."

Only when the Store Manager's snores began did the Pure Love Android Biata finally start to move.

Slowly, she unwrapped the bandages the Store Manager had applied and began scanning her damaged areas.

Zzzzt...

Zzzzzzt...

With the sound of faint sparks, Biata examined her dented wrist.

- Recovery rate: 25.8%
- Time remaining until complete recovery: 8 hours

She had told the Store Manager that she was damaged by an "animal" attack.

But her body wasn't fragile enough to be harmed by mere wild beasts.

What had attacked Biata while she was walking with the mysterious amnesiac "guest" who had visited their home wasn't some insignificant wild animal.

It was that woman—the mysterious guest the Store Manager had brought from the hospital—who had lost her memory and was now targeting the Store Manager's life.

* * *

"—Don't worry. I'll keep watch diligently."

"Great, I trust you! I'll be back later!!"

"Yes, have a good day."

Click—

The day before, right after the Store Manager left for work at the motel, entrusting the patient-guest to Biata's care.

While Biata was cleaning their small home, waiting for the Store Manager who would return in a few hours, the unwanted guest approached her.

"...Your name is Biata, correct?"

"Yes, that's right."

"May I call you... Biata?"

"Please call me whatever you prefer."

First, she asked for Biata's name.

"Biata... do you always stay with the owner of this house?"

"Yes, that's correct."

"So when she returns from work... you're by her side until she wakes up?"

"Yes, that's correct."

"Without missing a moment... all through the night?"

"Query. May I ask the intention behind your question?"

"Ahaha... I was just curious. You two seem to have such a special relationship..."

Next came trivial questions about how long Biata stayed awake.

"My name... somehow I think I remember my name."

"Is that so."

"Lupinus... my name is Lupinus."

"Is that so."

After sharing the name that suddenly came to her mind, their conversation ended.

More precisely, Biata didn't want to continue talking with this unpleasant guest called "Lupinus."

Though her olfactory sensors showed no reaction, she didn't want to experience the unpleasant, fishy feeling that came whenever Lupinus spoke.

*This isn't jealousy toward the person the Store Manager brought home... no, it's a different emotion from jealousy.*

She knew very well what jealousy felt like.

The inexplicable tightness in her chest when someone as pretty, cute, pure, elegant, beautiful, haughty, and even sexy as herself approached the Store Manager.

She knew very well that was jealousy.

But what she felt toward Lupinus now was completely different.

This instinctive feeling that she needed to keep that woman away from the Store Manager.

No, more precisely, the feeling that she needed to completely eliminate and exclude that woman.

*"Keep watch diligently! Got it?"*

"......"

But with the Store Manager's order to keep watch, harming the woman based solely on Biata's judgment was impossible.

For someone who valued orders as much as her pure love for the Store Manager, such an action was unthinkable.

So the uncomfortable cohabitation of two women under one roof continued.

Swish...

When Lupinus, who had been making pointless conversation, slowly got up and headed for the door, Biata immediately stopped what she was doing.

She stopped the woman who was suddenly trying to leave and asked:

"Where are you going, Lupinus?"

"I'm feeling a bit stuffy staying inside. Would it be alright if I went out for a short walk?"

The same question Lupinus had asked the night before—if she could go out for a walk.

Whirr...

Biata's eyes glowed red for a moment as she scanned the exterior of the villa building and the surrounding area within a 1km radius.

- No life forms detected.

Unlike the previous day, when "hunting dogs" had filled the corridor outside, there were no life signs detected.

*Is she really just feeling stuffy and wants to go outside?*

Unable to discern her intentions, Biata reluctantly allowed her to go outside.

"Very well. I'll permit you to go for a brief walk."

"Ahaha... thank you. Then..."

"However, you must be accompanied by me, and you must return home before the Store Manager comes back. Do you agree?"

In exchange for permitting the walk, Biata's conditions were "accompaniment" and "return" within the time limit.

Certain that Lupinus had other motives, Biata expected her to reject the proposal and leave anyway.

"...That sounds good. I'd be a bit scared walking alone at night anyway."

Contrary to expectations, Lupinus readily agreed to Biata's accompaniment.

"Understood. Then, shall we depart?"

* * *

Chirp...

Chirrrp...

On the quiet night road, only the sound of crickets could be heard.

Biata and Lupinus walked silently, maintaining distance between them.

After walking for some time...

Boom...

Boooom...

*I feel a faint vibration. I wonder if something is happening nearby.*

As Biata tilted her head at the faint vibrations transmitted through the ground from far away...

"Biata, I see a lake over there. Shall we walk around it once before heading back home?"

Lupinus pointed to a distant lake glistening in the moonlight.

*What is she thinking now? I can't predict her.*

Though Biata remained wary due to the unpleasant feeling that still emanated from the woman, she reasoned that once they circled the lake, they could return to the villa where there would be fewer variables.

"Alright. Let's circle the lake once and then return home."

Agreeing to her words, they began walking along the lakeside path together.

After walking for some time...

Splash!!

Splash!!

While watching fish flipping their tails above the water's surface, Lupinus spoke to Biata again.

"Biata. When you see a fresh fish just placed on a cutting board... what do you think about?"

"Nothing in particular. I don't think of anything beyond cooking it."

"When it flaps its tail as if pleading for its life... looking at me with empty eyes as if begging to be saved..."

Gulp...

"I always want to tear out those eyes and head while it's still alive."

"...What are you talking about?"

Lupinus's voice changed in an instant.

"Even if the fish is fresh and strong enough to easily escape from the cutting board, what's the point in giving up? Right?"

As her tone changed and an inexplicable fishy smell gradually intensified, Biata instinctively sensed danger and stepped back.

But it was already too late.

Crunch!!!

Lupinus, who had somehow grabbed Biata's arm, bit into it.

Zzzzt...

Zzzzzzt...

- Parts damage confirmed.
- Damage rate: 95.4%.
- Special weapon: Longinus Spear unavailable.
- Emergency recovery initiated.
- Time remaining until recovery: 10 hours.

"...Ugh."

With a single moment of carelessness, Biata lost the function of her arm including her weapon.

She had no choice but to collapse where she stood.

Crunch...

Crunch...

Lupinus looked at her while chewing the bitten-off arm parts, savoring them.

"My goodness~ So Biata is a doll. You seemed so 'human' that I couldn't tell~"

Smiling with interest, Lupinus slowly approached Biata.

- Weapon use impossible!!
- Weapon use impossible!!

*...This is somewhat dangerous.*

Though she felt no pain, Biata recognized that without means to counterattack, the situation was definitely critical.

"Your constant vigilance is causing problems for my 'consumption' of your precious 'Store Manager'~ So would you kindly disappear quietly right here~?"

With no escape route, Biata now clearly understood that Lupinus was targeting the Store Manager's life.

"...You won't get another opportunity like this, Lupinus."

"Hmm~? What does that mean~?"

"It means that even I, the ultra-perfect maid Pure Love Android, have prepared a perfect escape route."

- Optical Camouflage activation ready.
- Moth adaptation applied.
- Activating Optical Camouflage.

"My goodness... where did she disappear to~?"

Using the stealth ability she had gained during her first evolution, Biata escaped back to the villa with her damaged arm.

* * *

Back to the present.

The reason Biata hadn't truthfully reported all this to the Store Manager was simple.

She judged that the Store Manager wouldn't believe her.

Even without running a simulation, how many people would believe that a fragile woman had bitten off a robot's arm?

Even if some might, the Store Manager definitely wouldn't be among them.

"...My first goal is pure love with the Store Manager."

Click...

Click...

"If you interfere with that goal in this way, I cannot remain idle."

Biata, who couldn't tolerate such an "EAT" approach in her perfect pure love story, felt her resolve strengthen.

In response to her will, the special weapon installed in her arm began to transform beyond mere recovery into something new.

Ch.94 - Chapter 89. This Is Love And Justice, Baaang─
* * *

Eight hours later.

"Store Manager."

"Ugh, mmm..."

"Store Manager. It's time to wake up."

"Just five minutes... five more minutes..."

It was a bit earlier than usual.

Biata was persistently trying to wake me up, though I hadn't fully recovered from my fatigue.

"Please wake up and praise what I've prepared, Store Manager."

"Ugh, mmm...? What did you prepare...?"

"You can see for yourself once you open your eyes and get up."

"What could you have prepared so early in the morning..."

Unable to resist Biata's persistence, I slowly got up from bed.

"Mmm... mmmm...?? Whoa!"

I couldn't help but be startled by the lavish feast laid out before me—completely out of place in this old, shabby villa room.

"What, what's this? Is it my birthday?"

"I put in extra effort today, unlike usual."

From everyday foods I often ate in my bachelor pad to elaborate dishes you'd only find in high-end restaurants.

The table was so abundant it looked like every delicacy in the world had been gathered there.

"Do you like it?"

"Of course. How could I not appreciate such a thoughtfully prepared meal?"

"Then please praise me more. Peace—"

"Yes, yes, well done, well done, our Biata."

After praising Biata for quite some time, I sat down at the table to start eating.

Normally, Biata would stick to me like glue and sit right beside me, but for some reason, today she sat across from me instead of by my side.

"Hm? Biata. Is something wrong?"

"What do you mean all of a sudden?"

"No, it's just that you usually sit next to me—"

"So you want me to sit beside you."

"Ah, no, that's not what I meant..."

I had taken it for granted that she would sit next to me, and now I felt embarrassed and waved my hands dismissively.

Biata moved as if she was about to sit next to me, her body language full of playful intent.

"...Of course I want to sit next to you, Store Manager, but today I need to sit across from you."

"Huh? Why? If you want to sit here, just sit..."

"If I sit beside you, I won't be able to remember your face from the front."

"Huh...?"

After saying something strange, as if she were someone about to leave on a long journey, she slowly sat back down.

*What's going on? She got hurt yesterday and now she's turned all sentimental(?)*

I sensed something different about the atmosphere compared to usual, but honestly, I didn't think Biata would actually disappear somewhere.

So I brushed it off and continued eating with her.

After an hour of exchanging silly jokes and conversation while eating...

"Oh, it's already time to go to work?"

"Indeed. I'll start clearing the table now. Please get ready for work, Store Manager."

"Come on, you're injured and you're trying to clean up all these dishes by yourself?"

"But you might be late for work."

"This won't make me late, so don't worry. Shall we clean up together?"

"Yes, Store Manager."

Even though it was almost time to leave for work, I continued our trivial conversation with Biata as we cleared the table together.

After putting away the dishes, washing them, and disposing of the leftover food—forty minutes later...

"Good, that should be enough."

"Yes, it seems so."

After confirming that everything was more or less tidied up, I changed my clothes and headed to the entrance to leave for work.

Just as I opened the door and was about to step outside...

"Store Manager."

Biata called out to stop me momentarily.

"Hm? What is it?"

"When you return from work today, I'd like to use the 'wish coupon' you gave me before. Would that be alright?"

"Wish coupon? Of course it's fine... but do you need something?"

"I'll tell you when you return."

"Alright. Think carefully about your wish. I'm off then?"

"Take care."

Biata's declaration that she would use the wish coupon after I returned from work today.

It seemed like she was preparing something big, but I wondered why she suddenly wanted to use it so urgently.

I agreed anyway, and since I couldn't delay any longer, I hurried out the door.

And as Biata watched the Store Manager's back through the window, messages appeared above her eyes:

- Armament restoration and evolution complete.

- Target location confirmed.

- Would you like to use Annihilation Mode?

"I will begin the complete elimination and annihilation of target Lupinus."

* * *

Swoosh...

Target name: 'Lupinus.'

Biata, who had perfectly identified her location, moved swiftly.

A speed that would easily outrun an ordinary sports car, yet with a silence that didn't match such velocity.

As Biata raced down the road at a speed easily exceeding 500 km/h, not even a speck of dust rose behind her.

Several tens of seconds later.

Biata arrived near the lakeside where she had walked with Lupinus the previous night.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

As she was about to intensively scan the entire lake, turning her eyes red to identify the target's exact location, her audio sensors picked up something.

Crunch...

Crunch...

An alien crunching sound reached her ears.

The distance between the source of the sound and where Biata stood was within 5 meters.

"No need to hide, is that what you're saying? Understood."

Having precisely received Lupinus's message that she was waiting to be found, Biata slowly made her way toward the lakeside.

Click...

Click...

With each step forward, the pungent, unpleasant smell grew stronger.

Following that smell, what Biata encountered was:

"My, my~ You came earlier than I expected, Biata?"

The brilliantly shining moon, and the lake glistening in its light.

And against that backdrop—

The figure of Lupinus, tearing at the head of an unidentifiable someone with her teeth.

"If I'd known you'd come this early, I wouldn't have brought snacks from the hospital~"

- Identity confirmation impossible.

- Estimated to be a young male in his mid to late 20s.

- Life signs confirmed, but survival probability very low due to severe bleeding.

Despite the head being completely severed from the body, Biata's scanner indicated that the man's head was still 'alive.'

As an unpleasant chill ran up her spine, Biata learned yet another emotion.

*Fear, I see. So this is the emotion called fear.*

As Biata learned fear and stood motionless, Lupinus slapped her blood-covered forehead as if she had made a mistake.

"Oh dear... How rude of me~ My awaited meal has arrived, and here I am eating this junk food."

As if apologizing for her rudeness, Lupinus put down the man's head she had been gnawing on.

"Ah... s-save me..."

Ignoring the faint plea of "save me" coming from the half-torn head, she lightly stepped on the skull she had placed on the ground.

Crunch...

"Hmm~ This person didn't taste good, and stepping on him isn't satisfying either~ How disappointing~"

"..."

"But that's okay~ Today I'll taste a doll that tastes like a human for the first time!"

Wiping her blood-stained leg, Lupinus began to approach Biata slowly.

Biata simply stared at her intently, taking no action.

"Hmm~ Not moving? Are your legs hurting or something~?"

Looking at Biata, who stood frozen in place without moving at all, Lupinus asked with what sounded like genuine concern.

In response to Lupinus's question, Biata, having completed all her "assessments," slowly answered.

"I was contemplating."

"Hmm~ About what~?"

"What wish I should make to the Store Manager after completely annihilating you."

"A wish~? How about wishing to be eaten by me along with him~? Sounds wonderful~!"

"Thank you for the suggestion, but I've already decided on my wish."

- Annihilation Mode activation initiated.

- Anti-Entity annihilation armament, Longinus Spear (mk.2) ready for deployment.

"All that remains is to completely eliminate you so you can no longer interfere with the pure love between the Store Manager and me."

"Hmm~? What are you talking about~? I don't understand at all..."

"You don't need to understand. For someone like you who doesn't know pure love, no amount of explanation would make any sense."

Cutting off Lupinus's nonsense, Biata, having completed all combat preparations, slowly formed her hand into the shape of a gun.

She aimed precisely at Lupinus's head.

"What's that~ That cute hand gesture?"

For threatening Lupinus, who had just been gnawing on a person's head, Biata's cute and dainty hand gesture seemed completely non-threatening.

Naturally, Lupinus laughed it off and tried to take another step toward Biata, but...

"Bang— is what I say."

The next moment, as Biata's dainty hand went "bang" toward her...

"My, this is somewhat surprising—"

SPLAT!!!

Lupinus's brain matter, turned crimson in the moonlight, shot up into the sky.

WHOOSH!!!

The white flash that had burst her head created a massive wave across the lake.

Thud...

Watching Lupinus's headless body collapse lifelessly onto the wet lakeside, on top of the fragments of the head she had stepped on earlier, Biata made a cheerful double peace sign and said:

"Bang— in the name of love and justice. Peace—"

Ch.95 - Chapter 90. This Is No Time To Be Dawdling Here.
* * *

BOOM!!

With a refreshing sound of a skull shattering.

Lupinus's headless body collapses limply to the ground.

"Bang─ it is."

The pure white flash shot from her fingertips didn't just pierce through Lupinus's head.

It continued forward, creating massive waves on the calm lake's surface.

KABOOM!!!

The flash that reached the other side of the lake.

With a light brighter than moonlight and a tremendous explosion, it completely erased the small forest on the opposite side of the vast lake.

"It's a bang─ of love and justice. Very satisfying."

Pleased with the power of her evolved weaponry.

With a blank expression full of satisfaction.

Biata throws a double peace sign at Lupinus who lies collapsed on the ground.

With the head completely gone, it would have been a situation where an ordinary person might let their guard down, but.

- Life response detected.

- Not annihilated.

Biata's sharp scanner didn't allow even a moment of carelessness.

"A perfect Pure Love-roid like me has no room for carelessness. So give up, Lupinus."

As if responding to Biata's cold words, Lupinus's body slowly begins to twitch.

Rising gradually as if having a blown-off head was of no consequence.

Crunch─

Crunch─

With the grotesque sound of a skull regenerating, Lupinus slowly regrows her head.

"It hurts when you suddenly shoot something like that~ Next time, please tell me before you shoo─"

But Biata wasn't merciful enough to watch Lupinus's grotesque regeneration.

"Bang─ it is."

"My goodness~ Wait a sec─"

KABOOM!!!

Once again, a pure white flash erupts from Biata's fingertips.

Lupinus's half-regenerated head loses its form once more.

"How refreshing. Peace─."

Watching Lupinus's body collapse limply again.

Biata was feeling a refreshing sensation she had never experienced in her life.

- Life response detected.

- Not annihilated.

But her scanner still detected life signs.

After confirming that Lupinus's body was trying to regenerate normally despite having her head blown off twice, Biata.

This time, without waiting for Lupinus's regeneration to begin.

Grab!

She grabbed the legs of the headless Lupinus lying on the ground.

And threw her straight into the middle of the lake.

Splash!!!

After confirming the sound of Lupinus's body hitting the water's surface, Biata.

- Function: Booster activation.

- Beginning flight.

She flew into the air using the "booster" she had gained through evolution.

Whoosh...

With the pure white moon as her backdrop, Biata stood majestically in the beautiful night sky.

Using both hands instead of one, she formed the shape of a gun and aimed it at the bottom of the river.

"Bang─ Bang─ it is."

Starting with Biata's monotone bang─ sound.

A rain of pure white flashes fills the lake.

"Babang─ Babang─"

Unlike Biata's trivial babang─ sounds.

The rain of flashes from her fingertips.

Instantly evaporated all the water in the massive lake.

And mercilessly pierced through Lupinus's body submerged below the surface.

Boom...

Boooom...

Due to the impact of the flashes hitting the bottom and exploding, the entire lake vibrates.

The forest sways as if it might collapse at any moment.

And so, flashes powerful enough to easily erase an entire metropolis continued to pour down like monsoon rain for several minutes.

- Warning!! Weapon overload!!

- Warning!! Weapon overload!!

- Terminate annihilation mode immediately!!

Her body, still "immature" despite completing evolution, gradually begins to strain.

Seeing the numerous warning messages appearing before her eyes, Biata.

Seemed to pause the flash bombardment for a moment.

Then she brought her hands together to form a large gun shape.

And aimed it at Lupinus's rag-like body submerged underwater.

"It's not Bang─ this time. For the finale, I'll use a flashy and cute Kwang─."

Whirr─

Whirrr─

Pure white flashes gather at the tip of Biata's adorable gun-shaped hands.

"Kwang─ it is."

With Biata's kwang─.

The final massive flash shot from her fingertips devoured the moon in the sky.

The heat from the pillar of light that swallowed even the moon was enough to evaporate all the water contained in the huge lake.

KABOOM!!!

With a tremendous explosion, hot steam bursts out instantly.

- Annihilation mode forcibly terminated.

- Longinus Spear (ver.2) usage ended.

- Time until reusable: 5 hours.

- Time until booster deactivation: 30 seconds.

"I'd rather not fall down there like this."

Having given her all, Biata descended to the ground before her booster deactivated, avoiding the rising massive steam.

"...I'm a bit tired."

Near the lakeshore where she landed slowly to cool down her overheated parts.

Biata leaned against a huge rock that somehow maintained its form despite the flash barrage.

Now only her scanner was functioning normally in her body.

Excluding the weapon parts that needed 5 hours to recover, Biata needed 30 minutes to move normally again.

But, as if unwilling to give her even 30 minutes of rest, a red message appears before Biata's eyes.


- Warning. Life response confirmed.

- Warning. Target not annihilated.

- Warning. Target not annihilated.

Along with the warning that the target's life response was still being detected.

A fishy and unpleasant smell seeping through the steam began to disturb Biata's mind.

* * *

Crunch...

Crunch...

With the strange sound of bones, muscles, and skin covering them.

Lupinus slowly approaches Biata, who was leaning against the rock.

"Owww... That hurt too much~ I hadn't even finished speaking when you hit me like that, I feel hurt~"

Despite all that bombardment, apart from slight burn marks on her limbs.

Seeing Lupinus alive and well, Biata shook her head and muttered.

"I expected this to some extent, but it really doesn't work."

From the moment she was first attacked by Lupinus, until the moment she confirmed the head regenerating.

Biata sat down, seemingly resigned to the outcome she had never doubted and had been certain of.

"My~ You've become docile~ Won't you shoot those hot things wildly anymore~?"

"I'd like to shoot you again, but I can't. How unfortunate."

"How unfortunate indeed~"

As if sympathizing with Biata's words about being disappointed she couldn't blow off more heads.

A growling sound comes from the stomach of Lupinus, who was smiling gently.

"Oh my~ How embarrassing. I got so hungry from regenerating~ Can I eat now~?"

To Lupinus's question filled with madness, asking if she could eat now that she'd seen enough of the fresh fish flopping around.

"Well, go ahead. I'd prefer if you'd eat me as deliciously as possible."

Biata casually told Lupinus to tear her apart and eat her.

"My~ Someone who resisted so much at first, why have you suddenly become so docile~?"

"Think of it as a last supper."

"Last~?"

"Before coming here, I anticipated my defeat, so I took out a very good insurance policy."

"That's an interesting story~ May I ask what kind of insurance~?"

"I don't particularly want to tell a cockroach that survives so tenaciously."

"That's too bad~"

Biata's final taunt toward Lupinus, who survived with a tenacity that was beyond persistent to the point of being creepy.

Even that taunt was just a meaningless "word" to Lupinus, who couldn't feel any emotion.

"Then, I'll eat you deliciously~"

And so, step by step, as Lupinus approached Biata who was leaning against the rock, her mouth.

Just as she was about to bite into Biata's shoulder, mouth, arms, and legs.

"...My goodness, what is this~"

"...?"

Discovering the bright red thread tied to Biata's pinky finger, Lupinus.

Suddenly took a step back and stopped her movement to bite Biata.

Hiss...

At the same time, the terrible fishy smell disappeared in an instant.

The strong fishy smell that had spread thickly among the steam and disturbed Biata's mind vanished as if it were a lie.

Instead, what Biata's olfactory sensors detected was.

A familiar body scent mixed with soft violet and rich rose fragrances.

"Mas.ter. Get up."

Eventually, a familiar voice reaches Biata's ears as she kept her eyes closed, hoping to be eaten by Lupinus with as little pain as possible since she had taken out insurance.

"...Is this an auditory hallucination before death?"

"What.are.you.say.ing... Mas.ter.die...? That.won't.do.oo..."

"Is that the real Violet in front of me?"

"Y.yes...it's.me... Mas.ter..."

In front of Biata, who opened her eyes, was the real Violet, not a fantasy or a dream.

"Mas.ter... help...need.ed. right.now. I.I'm los.ing.it..."

Despite appearing like a savior in a crisis situation.

Just as Biata was about to ask what was wrong after seeing Violet looking dejected like last time.

"Suddenly appearing like this and interrupting my meal is troublesome~ Besides, who are you~?"

As if displeased by the interruption of her meal.

Lupinus approaches Violet, who suddenly appeared, with a slightly sharp voice for the first time.

"...Who.is.that.Mas.ter? Do.you.know.her...?"

Seeing Lupinus gradually approaching her.

After tilting her head in confusion, Violet asked Biata, who thought for a moment about how to explain.

"We're not particularly acquainted. She's a woman who wants to eat me."

Biata briefly and concisely explained her current situation to Violet.

"...Eat? Mas.ter...?"

"Yes, chewing me up bit by bit, and munching me down, nom nom."

"...I.see.ee."

"I don't know what you two are talking about, but can't it wait until later~?"

While Biata was explaining the situation.

Lupinus approaches the two with an even sharper voice than before.

As she took one more step closer to Violet.

Thwack...

"...My goodness~?"

Lupinus's snow-white wrist fell to the ground.

"Why did my wrist suddenly fall..."

Thud.

Plop.

Next, both of Lupinus's arms fall to the ground.

"Wait..."

Her body and head, having lost balance and fallen to the ground.

Face her snow-white legs standing blankly, out of place.

"Why can I see my legs...?"

Swish...

A bright red thread wraps around the neck of Lupinus, who is crawling along the lakeshore having lost her arms and legs.

"..."

Crack...

Finally, Lupinus's pretty head, unable to even utter a death cry.

Thud.

Detaches from her body.

Lupinus's limbs roll on the ground like disassembled doll parts, without a single drop of blood flowing.

- Target unconfirmed.

- Target unconfirmed.

Biata's scanner displays the message "unconfirmed" rather than "life response lost."

Like the emotionless execution of Lupinus.

It was an excessively quiet and empty end.

"Is.it.done.now...? Mas.ter...?"

"...That's sufficient. As expected of my top disciple. I'll praise you later."

"Good.d... praise.me.lat.er..."

"Besides, what did you mean by needing help? Is there a problem at the motel?"

"Uh.uhh... Th.that..."

The illusion that everything was roughly resolved.

After hearing Violet's request for help in detail, Biata said.

"...This is no time to be standing around here. Let's move quickly."

To head toward the true battlefield where the real fight was happening, not this meaningless battle.

She grabbed Violet's hand and began heading toward the motel.

Ch.96 - Chapter 91. So There Must Be Some Misunderstanding...
* * *

Lupinus, who had been toying with Biata even after she had evolved her armaments.

Violet, who had casually dismantled that same Lupinus as if playing with an ant in her palm.

And now, that same Violet was confused by the shocking "situation" she had encountered at the motel.

She had walked out of the motel herself, desperately seeking help from Biata, her master and expert in pure love.

"So, what exactly happened? Please explain in detail."

Biata, who had accurately caught Violet's reaction despite having been in extermination mode until now.

While increasing the recovery speed of her still immobile parts, Biata asked Violet what had happened.

"W-well..."

* * *

The time was 12:30 AM.

At this point, Biata was still raining white flashes like lightning upon the persistently reviving Lupinus.

Violet was heading to the motel as usual.

No, not quite as usual.

After seeing the red thread connecting to him on her chest last time.

Her steps were much happier and lighter than usual.

Just as she was about to open the entrance to the old motel as always.

"W-what...?"

She witnessed it.

The malicious black moth who had previously attempted to steal what was hers.

Together with another, slightly larger moth she had never seen before.

With their pitch-black pairs of wings covering their faces, slowly bringing their lips closer to his face.

"...!!!"

At first, Violet's reaction upon witnessing this scene was intense murderous intent.

A strong desire to tie red threads around those moths' necks, hang them in mid-air.

And mercilessly dismember them without mercy.

But something else, another "emotion" even greater than that murderous intent, began to weigh on Violet's heart.

"Ugh... uh...?"

It was a strange emotion she couldn't understand.

The more she imagined the black moths getting closer to his cheeks, burrowing in deeply, through the crack in the door.

That strange emotion tore through Violet's mind.

And until the moths disappeared up the central staircase.

Violet, unable to understand this emotion.

Judged that her master and pure love expert Biata would be able to explain this feeling.

And also provide a solution to this situation, so she left the motel to find her.

* * *

"...So that happened while I was away."

"Y-yes... M-master... what should I... d-do now...?"

Violet had become half-tearful, and Biata was deep in thought looking at her.

"No need to worry. I already anticipated there might be other adulterous women besides the two of us."

"A-as expected of... m-master..."

"However, for our plan to work, we first need to meet those 'moths.' As they say, know your enemy and know yourself, and you'll win every battle."

"I... s-see..."

- Recovery complete.

- All parts functioning normally.

- Time remaining until weapon parts recovery: 4 hours 30 minutes.

"Now, let's go, Violet. We don't have time to waste if we want to win 'pure love' with the Store Manager."

"Oh, o-okay... but... M-master..."

As Biata, having completed her parts recovery, hurriedly headed toward the motel.

Violet was about to ask about the 'emotion' she felt when witnessing that scene.

"Is there something you're curious about?"

"N-no... it's n-nothing..."

"I understand. Then let's hurry."

But Violet decided against asking and began running after Biata.

The reason she chose not to ask.

Was because she felt that if she explained in detail the enormous emotion she felt in that moment to Biata.

For some reason, she thought Biata might get angry with her.

'I... c-can ask... l-later...'

* * *

At the lakeside, completely abandoned by Violet and Biata.

Only Lupinus's corpse remained, completely dismembered at the arms, legs.

And neck by red threads, sprawled like a broken wooden doll.

Since not a drop of blood had been spilled, it was natural that wild animals wouldn't be drawn by the scent of blood.

Yes, if they were ordinary wild animals, that is.

Rustle...

Rustle...

Near the completely dried-up lakeside.

With a rustling sound, a raccoon with a bizarre appearance emerged.

"..."

The raccoon, discovering the corpse of a female human, or rather something disguised as human.

Briefly twitched its nose as if smelling the corpse.

Crunch...

Then opened its mouth, revealing hundreds of sharp fangs rotating like saw teeth.

And began to chew and swallow Lupinus's severed arm.

Crunch...

Munch...

The horrific sound of muscles being ground and bones being torn echoed across the dried-up lakeside.

Eventually, after devouring the body, legs, and finally Lupinus's pretty head containing her brain.

The raccoon's body began to slowly transform.

Crack...

Crackle...

The skeleton changed gradually with the strange sound of growing bones.

The fur that had covered its entire body slowly disappeared.

The raccoon's four-legged form gradually vanished.

After the strange sounds stopped, standing under the pure white moonlight was Lupinus.

No, it was "something" in Lupinus's form.

"..."

Completely naked without a stitch of clothing.

The thing that had become Lupinus, silently checking its appearance, muttered.

"...Human, female, form. Can. Speak."

Eventually raising its head to check the path where the two had disappeared.

Still awkward walking on two legs.

It began to limp away from the lake toward somewhere.

"...There is 'man' at motel. Man, threw me."

* * *

"Hmm~ Hmm hmm~"

Thanks to 'that kind of thing' with the moth sisters, I was starting my shift today in a good mood.

I was humming a tune while organizing the counter.

"Today~ is a day when things go well~"

As I continued organizing without a thought.

BANG!!!

"Aaack!???"

Through the motel entrance that opened violently with a loud noise.

Entered Violet, whom I thought might not visit today since it was getting late.

"B-Biata??"

And Biata, whom I had hoped would stay quietly at home since she was injured.

"What, what's going on? You're not even hiding today? Is your arm okay?"

"Be quiet. You philanderer."

"Huh? Huh?? What's that supposed to..."

"Y-you... p-philanderer..."

"???"

Before I could properly understand what was happening.

The two people's accusations hit my cheerful, relaxed mind.

I could understand Biata being eccentric.

But I couldn't comprehend why even the kind Violet was calling me a 'philanderer'.

Just as I was about to ask again what was going on.

"I, I don't understand what this is all abou—oomph!?"

As if refusing to listen to any excuses, a bundle of bandages flew into my face.

"When you were wrapping this bandage around my arm, whispering 'I only have you, Biata you're the best, I'll make you my official wife and impregnate you right away(?),' where was that attitude? And now you're fooling around with other women as soon as I look away, Store Manager."

"No, when did I ever say such..."

"There's no value in listening to the excuses of a philanderer like you, Store Manager."

"T-that's... r-right... y-you... p-philanderer... b-bad..."

"???"

If it were just Biata saying strange things, I could understand.

But even Violet joining in to condemn me after hearing whatever story.

In the face of the storm-like offensive from the two, I couldn't gather my thoughts.

Rustle

Rustle

Pausing her condemnation, Biata retrieved the bandages she had thrown at my face.

And carefully tucked them between her breasts as if they were precious, then began interrogating me, whose mental state had been reduced to mush by their perfect coordinated attack.

"No other excuses are necessary. Where have you hidden those moths?"

"M-moths...?? You mean the sister guests who went upstairs earlier??"

When the word 'moth' reached my ears.

I finally understood what was happening and what misunderstanding these two had.

"Look, Biata, if this is about what you saw in the lobby earlier, there's a big misunderstanding..."

I quickly tried to explain what the situation had been, but.

"As expected, you immediately confess to your infidelity. All that remains is to apprehend the adulterous women."

"No, that's not it, actually I..."

"Let's go, Violet. I've already checked the rooms with my scanner. It's time to catch the adulterous women."

"Y-yes... M-master...!"

Before I could finish speaking.

The two threw me back against the counter and headed toward the room where the moth sisters were resting.

Of all days, the two moth sisters had been assigned to room 103 on the first floor.

Finally, just as Biata, who had reached the room in an instant without giving me time to explain, was about to knock on the door.

Click...!!

Room 103 opened.

"Puu?"

"...Grr?"

In front of the open door stood the two moth sisters wearing 'antenna covers' with cute bears and foxes embroidered on them.

"..."

"..."

"...Puu?"

"..."

An awkward silence flowed between the four people.

"I told you it was a misunderstanding..."

And behind them, I stood.

Covering my eyes from the overwhelming embarrassment, letting out a deep sigh.

Ch.97 - Chapter 92. I'm Not Sorry To The Store Manager At All. Please Do It For Us Too.
* * *

Moth Sister, Violet, Biata, and me.

Everyone who visited the motel as guests today was gathered around the table in Room 103.

"Gruu...?"

"Bruuu...."

The two sisters, faced with the sudden appearance of a human's Entity extermination robot and this "unknown terror" silently glaring at them, were staring at me with questioning eyes full of confusion.

"Um...um..."

"You should explain properly, Store Manager."

Violet was shaking her head in disbelief while glaring at the two sisters, and beside her, Biata was interrogating me like a prosecutor in court.

"Well... shall we talk while we eat?"

I had prepared some simple snacks with ingredients left in the kitchen. To clear up this confusing situation as quickly as possible, I began explaining in detail the truth behind the "incident" with the Moth Sisters that Violet had witnessed and Biata had heard about.

* * *

The time was 11:50.

With ten long minutes remaining until the reserved guests would arrive, I had come to work at the motel as usual and was tidying up the counter and lobby to provide proper service to today's guests.

Ten minutes later...

Creeeeak...

With the sound of the old motel entrance opening...

Thump...

Thud-thud...

The familiar footsteps of guests echoed through the floor.

"Ah, welcome!"

I greeted the two kind Moth Sisters warmly, but...

"Buu..."

"Gruuu..."

Their expressions seemed unusually dark today.

More precisely, it was The Timid Guest who seemed to be in a bad mood.

The Moth Guest appeared to be trying to cheer up her sulking younger sister.

If a guest is in a bad mood, they won't be happy no matter what service they receive.

With that in mind, before handing the keys to the two Moth Sisters...

"Did something happen?"

I carefully asked what might have occurred between them.

"Gruu..."

In place of The Timid Guest, who was completely sulking and fidgeting with something without saying a word, The Moth Guest handed me a small piece of paper with something written on it.

- I accidentally broke something precious to my sister -
- She accepted my apology, but she still seems upset -
- I want to fix it, but my hands won't cooperate -

"I see...?"

So the older sister had broken something precious to the younger one.

Hearing this, I approached the completely sulking Timid Guest and asked:

"Ma'am, could you show me what your sister broke?"

"Buu...?"

"As the motel's Manager, it's also my job to help troubled guests."

"Buu..."

"Of course, if it's beyond what I can help with, I'm not sure... but I'll try my best. So could you please show me?"

Perhaps my sincere desire to help got through to her. After hesitating at first, The Timid Guest slowly opened her hand to show me something.

*What is this?*

In The Timid Guest's hand was something that looked like a glove, knitted with yarn, featuring cute bear and fox patterns.

*I can tell it's handmade... but what is this actually used for??*

There were no holes for fingers, and it was too short and thick to be a sock.

I couldn't understand what it was for, and as I was awkwardly looking at The Timid Guest...

"Buu...?"

"Ah... um... well..."

The Moth Guest, who had accurately assessed what I didn't understand, handed me another note.

- It's meant to cover antennae.
- Since our antennae serve multiple purposes and are sensitive, we need to cover them -
- My sister was making these by hand to celebrate finding this safe haven, but I ended up breaking it... -
- If it's not too much trouble, could you please help fix it? -

The Moth Guest explained that it was a kind of glove-like cover for the two sisters' "antennae."

After reading the note...

"Could you two wait a moment, please?"

"Buu...?"

"Gruuu...?"

After carefully returning the antenna cover(?) to The Timid Guest, I went outside the motel to look for suitable wood.

"Is someone setting off fireworks? What's that light?"

Ignoring the small lights visible near the lake in the distance, I selected two suitable trees near the motel.

Slash...

After swinging my hand lightly to cut and trim the two trees...

*I might need these again later, so I should compress them to make them solid.*

"Hup!"

Crunch—

Crunch——

I applied light pressure to the two trees that had transformed into clean logs, compressing them until they became thin sticks.

"Hmm... is this enough? Next, if I carve the top part here..."

Scrape
Scrape

I shaped the top parts with my fingertips to make them sharp, creating knitting needles.

"Good, they're improvised but this should be sufficient."

Though they were makeshift, I nodded at the surprisingly good quality, then returned to the motel lobby.

"Ma'am, do you have any spare yarn?"

"Buu...?"

"Even if it's a bit tangled, could I borrow some for a moment?"

After borrowing various colored yarn balls that The Timid Guest took out from her bosom...

"For damage like this... if I do this here..."

Swish...

Swish...

With hand movements that even I thought were impressive, I began repairing The Timid Guest's antenna cover(?).

"B-Bruuu!!"

"Gruu...!"

Seemingly having completely forgotten her sulking, The Timid Guest was now shaking her sister's arm while admiring my skillful handiwork.

The Moth Guest also seemed surprised that I was helping to this extent, and watched silently with an apologetic yet amazed expression.

*Hehe... practicing knitting as a hobby is coming in handy now!*

When I had nothing to do at home, I often knitted like this.

After compressing various iron bars from a nearby abandoned factory to make knitting needles, I would crouch under the bed and knit mindlessly.

I liked how it completely erased the distracting thoughts and unpleasant memories that ruined my day.

*I thought it would be useless for running the motel... but to think it would help like this.*

Praising my past self for being so thorough in many ways, I handed each sister one of the perfectly repaired antenna covers.

"Here you go. It might not be as good as what you made, but I fixed the covers as best I could. Will you accept them?"

I gave the cover with the cute brown bear to The Timid Guest, and the one with the somewhat mischievous-looking fox to The Moth Guest.

"Bruuu!!"

"Gruu..."

The two sisters looked at each other with satisfied smiles as they received the covers.

*What beautiful sisterly love... sniff.*

Having no siblings myself, I couldn't help but be moved by their close relationship.

Now that I had improved their mood, all that remained was to show them to their room.

"Now then, shall I show you to your room..."

As I was returning to the counter to give them the key to the room where they would safely stay for the day...

Thump...

As if by agreement, the two sisters grabbed both my hands.

"Buu..."

"Gruu..."

After exchanging glances in a way that I, not being a sister, couldn't understand...

Flutter...

They spread their giant wings on their backs and wrapped them around my body.

*Wow... so cozy...*

A warm, cloud-like softness.

As I was about to lose myself in that comfort...

Smooch...

The two Moth Sisters gently kissed my cheeks.

- This is our small token of gratitude to the kind person who always helps us sisters -
- Please continue to keep us, especially my sister, safe in the future -

* * *

"—And that's what happened. Understand now?"

After hearing my explanation, Biata thought for a moment, then stood up and approached the Moth Sisters who were sitting next to me.

"B-Bruuu...?"

"Gruu..."

As the being that looked like a human killing machine slowly approached, The Timid Guest's form began to fade as if she might disappear at any moment, while The Moth Guest spread her black wings wide in front of her sister, as if to protect her.

After carefully observing the two Moth Sisters, Biata nodded in understanding and said:

"I see. It seems I misunderstood some things. Please forgive my rudeness."

"Right? So now you can go home..."

"Store Manager, don't try to butt in. I'm not sorry to you at all."

"...Huh?"

After politely apologizing to the two Moth Sisters, Biata turned back and began interrogating me again.

"It may have been just a thank-you from the two sisters, but the fact remains that you received a kiss on the cheek."

"No, that's..."

Hmm, thinking about it carefully, she was right.

"However, since I also misunderstood some things, I'll back down today if you do one thing for me and my Disciple."

"...What is it?"

"An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, a kiss for a kiss, wouldn't you say?"
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* * *

"An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, and a chu~ for a chu~, wouldn't you agree?"

Biata's sudden declaration requesting a kiss on the cheek.

"If you do the same to me and my disciple as you did to the sisters, I'll let it slide just this once, Store Manager."

It was still confusing and making her head spin.

Violet, who had been lost in strange emotions, suddenly came to her senses.

"...Huh? W-w-what??"

She hurriedly grabbed Biata's clothes and tried to stop her.

The reason Violet was trying to stop Biata?

It was because a "kiss on the cheek" was such a stimulating and ticklish act.

For someone as shy as her who had never been in a relationship, it was too early. But more than that...

Until this strange feeling in her heart could be explained, she didn't want to leave the presence of these moth sisters.

"M-Master... w-wait..."

However, Biata, who was perfectly aware of the strange feelings taking root in Violet's heart, reassured her.

"Don't worry. A kiss on the cheek is nothing. Just close your eyes and let him chu~ on your cheek, that's all."

"Th-that's true, b-but..."

"Is there some other problem?"

"I-I'm feeling... a l-little..."

The keyword "feeling" that slipped from Violet's lips.

Having accurately grasped what emotion she might be feeling—mistakenly thinking she'd been pushed aside as a candidate for the official position—Biata said:

"You don't need to worry about that either. That sister has no 'pure love' feelings for the Store Manager whatsoever."

She comforted Violet, who was feeling "jealous," telling her not to worry.

"According to my big-data analysis, the only emotion that sister feels toward the Store Manager is pure 'gratitude.' Nothing more. So there's no need to be jealous."

"R-really...?"

"Of course. Based on the Store Manager's explanation, I've run dozens of simulations, and there's a very high probability that what my disciple witnessed was simply an expression of gratitude."

"I-I see..."

"And all we need to do is use this situation to get something bigger—a kiss on the cheek. It's a perfect plan."

"Hmm..."

Biata's cold analysis that the two sisters only had feelings of "gratitude" and there was no need for jealousy.

As Biata was her master who had taught her "what pure love is," Violet had no choice but to believe her analysis.

But still, there remained an inexplicable uneasiness somewhere.

"Now, since it would be inconsiderate to disturb these two sisters' rest any further, let's resolve the rest outside."

"Ah, um... wait a minute...!!"

As the situation was somehow wrapping up, Biata, who had apologized to the two sisters, pushed the Store Manager's back and tried to leave the room.

"I... I want... to come too..."

Violet also got up awkwardly from her seat and tried to follow them.

As she stood up and was about to leave the room...

"...Huh!?"

In that moment, which even Biata failed to notice,

Violet accidentally came face to face with the truth.

A truth that couldn't be found in the dozens or hundreds of simulations Biata had checked.

"..."

The inverted eyes of the large black moth standing beside her younger sister, who supposedly only had pure feelings of gratitude.

Violet saw exactly where those eyes were directed and what intense emotion they contained.

Flutter...

Flutter...

As if not caring about being seen by the two, even fluttering its wings,

Violet witnessed it staring intently at the back of the Store Manager being led out of the room by Biata's hand.

Once again, a strange emotion swirled in Violet's mind.

Annoying, frustrating, heavy, but somehow with an irresistible sweet pleasure.

Far from jealousy, yet paradoxically, it couldn't be said to contain no jealousy at all.

"Violet? Aren't you coming?"

"Huh? Oh... y-yes... I'm coming..."

"..."

Violet, intoxicated by that emotion,

Before she could display her usual intense killing intent toward the large black moth that had dared to covet what was hers,

She followed Biata out of the room in a dazed state, like someone drunk.

And once Violet and Biata were gone,

The large black moth left in the room wore a smile.

"...Goo."

Having completely understood the "rules" of this motel that allowed her to both safely protect her younger sister from unknown threats and simultaneously satisfy her own hidden "desires,"

She was gently fluttering her two wings with a satisfied smile.

* * *

Despite thinking I'd explained enough, I was dragged out of Room 103 by Biata's insistent hand.

"What do you want me to do?"

I asked again about the unbelievable request I'd heard earlier inside Room 103.

"A chu~. Right here, on the snow-white cheeks of adorable me, Biata, and my disciple Violet."

As if annoyed at having to answer my question again,

This time she even tapped her cheek with her finger to clearly convey what she wanted.

"Wait, what do you mean Violet is your disciple—"

I had no idea when the two had formed a master-disciple relationship.

"Answer quickly. Will you give us a chu~, or should I force you to do it? Choose."

"The options aren't that different—"

"Quickly. Choose. Store Manager."

"..."

Judging that if I hesitated any longer, I'd be tormented until the next guest arrived,

"...Fine. I'll do it."

"Good. Then who will you start with..."

"But I have a condition."

"Sigh— what now? Even though your appearance has improved a bit, it's not good to be so evasive."

"Since Violet is going along with this because you're pushing her, if Violet herself, not you, tells me directly that she wants it, then I'll—"

As a last-ditch effort, I tried to avoid the situation by making excuses and setting impossible conditions.

"...Do me first."

"Excuse me?"

"What my M-Master said... do me... first..."

Crushed by Violet's ticklish plea that easily overrode my excuses,

"...Shall I?"

I finally surrendered completely.

And began to prepare for the "cheek chu~" with a solemn posture.

* * *

Ten minutes later.

After brushing my teeth and gargling, worried about bad breath,

I stood before the two "heroines" with a more nervous expression than ever.

"So, who should I start with...?"

When I asked this luxurious question about the order,

"Here's your chance. As your master, I'll let you go first."

"Huh...?"

Biata pushed the hesitating Violet toward me.

And so, as if meeting for the first time, I faced Violet.

"Be... gentle... please..."

"..."

With each word from Violet's pleading, trembling voice making me more and more ticklish inside,

'Right. This is a dating sim. Hesitating here would disqualify me as a dating sim protagonist. Pull yourself together and do it properly.'

After taking a short deep breath,

As she requested, I gently embraced her waist.

"Ah...!"

"If it's unpleasant, please tell me."

With my eyes closed, I softly pressed my lips against Violet's cheek, which had turned as red as a strawberry.

The warm, soft feeling of Violet's skin transmitted through my lips.

Thinking it would be too much for both of us if it got any more intense, I slowly pulled my lips away and opened my eyes.

"Ah..."

"Are, are you okay...?"

"Mmm..."

On Violet's face, half-dazed from embarrassment and the pleasure of her first kiss,

White steam was rising in puffs.

"You hesitated so much when asked, but you seem to be enjoying it quite a bit."

"No, but since I agreed to do it, I thought I should be sincere..."

"Well, it doesn't matter. If you enjoyed the cheek chu~ with my disciple, it means you'll enjoy it with me too. That's good."

Taking the half-unconscious, steam-emitting Violet from my arms,

She carefully laid her down on the prepared sofa.

Then Biata strode confidently toward me, as if it was now her turn.

"I should warn you, I won't be as easy as my disciple, Store Manager."

"...Is that so?"

"Having been exposed to all kinds of pure love materials, I won't react like that to a mere cheek chu~."

Perhaps provoked by Biata's confidence, as if a kiss on the cheek was just a warm-up exercise,

"Then, shall I begin?"

"Wait a moment—"

Without waiting for Biata to prepare, I pulled her waist close,

And kissed her snow-white cheek.

"—! —!?"

A bit deeper and more intense than the kiss I'd given Violet.

As the unexpectedly intense cheek kiss ended and I gradually released my hold on her waist,

"..."

Unlike her confident start, Biata silently slipped out of my embrace.

"...Pervert."

Having clearly understood that theory and practice are different through this incident,

Biata, with legs that seemed about to collapse at any moment,

As if determined to maintain her final dignity as a master,

Sat down next to Violet, who had collapsed on the sofa.
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After the "cheek kiss" incident with Biata and Violet was over.

"Phew... th-that was tough."

I must have used too much energy trying to suppress my desire that was about to burst out.

My body was feeling more exhausted than ever before.

"Ha...ugh......"

Unable to withstand the sweetness of the first kiss.

Violet was lying on the sofa, emitting pure white steam from her face.

"...Don't look this way. Pervert."

Perhaps embarrassed that mere cheek kisses had caused her perfectly functioning parts to malfunction.

Every time I saw Biata crouching beside the sofa, trying desperately to avoid my gaze.

I felt a sense of satisfaction that "I finally did something dating sim-like."

"Ugh...ugh..."

But I too was an inexperienced awkward person with zero dating experience.

It was only natural to be groaning like this after just a cheek kiss.

After spending about 20 minutes in the lobby, taking time to recover mentally.

"......"

Except for Violet who had fallen asleep from exhaustion after writhing in embarrassment.

The two of us finally regained our composure and slowly got up.

An awkward silence continued as we cleaned up the messy lobby together.

The silence was broken by Biata's sharp voice.

"...I'm frustrated."

"What now...?"

"I'm frustrated that all the data I've been learning until now was rendered powerless by just a 'cheek kiss' from the Store Manager."

"I worked hard too, so can't you cut me some slack...?"

"That's impossible. As a perfect pure love-roid, it's unacceptable to be so completely defeated and 'female corrupted' like this."

"Female... what? Is that even a real term...??"

"I'll just finish cleaning the lobby and quietly go home today. I need to do special training. Remember, today will be my last day of defeat. Peace—."

"O-okay... looking forward to it...?"

After vowing never to be defeated again and announcing her plans for special training, Biata.

Neatly finished cleaning the lobby with precise and orderly movements.

"Now, let's go, Disciple. If we stay defenseless in front of that pervert Store Manager, we'll soon be subjected to lovey-dovey attacks."

"What are you saying... I won't do that so please stop saying strange thi—"

"Can you guarantee 100% that you won't?"

"......"

She took Violet, who was still emitting white steam, up to her room.

Five minutes later.

"If the Store Manager had stayed, it would have been a disaster."

"Why, did something happen?"

"The Disciple attacked me in her sleep."

"...!??"

"To think she would remember my advice to use her big weapon even in her unconscious state. Though she's my disciple, her future scares me. I need to be on guard."

I don't know exactly what happened up there.

But apparently Violet attacked Biata in her sleep.

Biata, who had planted the fantasy of those two being lovey-dovey in my already chaotic mind.

"Well then, I'll be going now."

"Oh, uh? O-okay... get home safely...?"

With a brief farewell, she coolly left the motel.

"...Back to work, work."

Left behind, I barely managed to shake off the fantasy of Biata and Violet being lovey-dovey(?) that was cluttering my mind.

And started to focus on work again.

* * *

A few hours later.

"Are these two the last guests for today...?"

I continued doing odd jobs between the lobby and counter.

But apart from the Moth sisters and Violet, no other guests were visiting.

"I'll just wait a little longer... I might have to wrap up for today after finishing this..."

With not much time left until closing, I was planning to just finish up the work and end today's business when.

Creeeeak...

The rusty sound of the old motel entrance opening echoed from the entrance.

"Oh? Someone's here? Who could it be... at this time..."

I looked up to check the time to see which guest had arrived.

The clock hands were pointing to the awkward time of 4:47.

'What's this? There were no scheduled guests at this time...?'

It was well past the time for the Doll Lady to visit.

And it was a bit ambiguous for Lua to be visiting.

It was also too early for Bastet, who usually visits after 5 o'clock.

I carefully stepped out from behind the counter and checked the face of the person who had entered the lobby.

"......"

In the quiet lobby, for some reason, Biata, who had earlier said she was going home and coolly left, had returned without saying a word.

"Biata? Why did you come back?"

"......"

"Did you forget something?"

"......"

"...Biata?"

Despite calling her name several times, Biata, who was just carefully scanning the interior of the lobby without giving any response.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

Soon began cleaning the already spotless floor once more.

Swish...

Swiiish...

"Biata? We already finished cleaning earlier. Why are you suddenly..."

I questioned why she was cleaning the already gleaming floor again after coming back.

"......"

Again, no answer.

'What's going on... Is she still upset about what happened earlier...?'

Wondering if she was still upset about being defeated(?) by my cheek kiss earlier.

"Biata, if this is about what happened earlier..."

Just as I was about to approach closer to comfort her.

"Cleaning complete."

Biata, having finished cleaning, didn't even glance at my attempt to comfort her and walked straight out of the motel.

"...What on earth."

Seeing Biata's sudden appearance and disappearance like the wind.

I tilted my head in confusion.

"Well, she's always been a bit quirky..."

I had no choice but to dismiss it as Biata's usual eccentric behavior.

* * *

Several more hours later.

Now at 5:40, it was too late for any guests other than Bastet to arrive.

"Should I start preparing to close up~?"

With not much time left, I was thinking of closing a bit early today when I stood up from my seat.

Creeeeak...

Once again, the sound of the motel door opening echoed through the lobby.

'Is it Bastet? She came a bit early today...'

With only Bastet expected at this hour.

I stopped my closing preparations and went to greet the esteemed guest, only to find.

"...Biata? Why are you here again??"

Once again, it was our house's pure love-roid, Biata.

"I've come to pick you up, Store Manager."

"Ah, you came to pick me up?"

"That's right. Let's go together."

Unlike a few hours ago when she left without a word after cleaning.

This time she said she came to pick me up.

"Then let's go together in a few minutes. I'll be done with closing preparations once I finish this, so until then you can do something else..."

"I've come to pick you up, Store Manager."

"Huh? I said that's fine, but I need a few more minutes to close up, so if you could wait..."

"I've come to pick you up, Store Manager."

"...Biata?"

Despite explaining several times, Biata kept repeating like a parrot that she had "come to pick me up."

"Biata, are you okay? Can you come here for a moment?"

"......"

Concerned that something might be wrong with her head, I approached to check her condition.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

Biata scanned my entire body with reddened eyes.

Then turned around and walked out of the motel.

"...Why is she acting like this today? Was the shock that severe??"

Biata's behavior was beyond quirky—it felt alien.

"This won't do. I need to close up quickly and get home today."

Worried that something might have happened to her on her way home to make her act like this.

As soon as the 6 o'clock closing alarm sounded.

I immediately closed the motel doors and headed home.

Crunch...

Crunch crunch...

Leaping from the ground in front of the motel, I arrived at home in seconds.

"Biata!!"

Concerned about her recent arm injury and the strange behavior she had shown several times today, I called her name as I opened the villa door.

"You're home early, Store Manager. Is something wrong?"

Biata's voice came from the kitchen area.

Rushing to the kitchen, I found Biata standing there, busily making something and looking at me as if nothing was wrong.

"What's this, nothing's wrong? Are you okay?"

"I'm fine, but why do you ask?"

"No, today... you were acting strange today..."

"I've prepared dinner. Please take a shower and sit down."

"I-I guess I will..."

Seeing Biata offering dinner as usual, as if nothing had happened.

I couldn't help but head to the shower despite feeling something was off.

'What is this... something feels fishy...'

Thinking it must be my imagination, I was shaking my head and heading to the shower when.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

A strange mechanical sound came from outside the front door.

Then the sound of someone stopping in front of the door.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Someone knocked three times.

"What's this? Who is it?"

Since no one would be coming to our house at this hour.

I stopped heading to the shower and took a step toward the entrance to open the door.

"Dinner is ready, Store Manager."

Biata, who had somehow approached behind me, grabbed my hand.

"Biata? What's wrong?"

"I will greet the guest who has arrived outside. Would you please prepare for dinner, Store Manager?"

While asking me to prepare dinner, Biata was subtly pushing me inside the house.

'She's hiding something. Trying to cause trouble again...!!'

Realizing she was hiding something eccentric again.

Thwack!!

"Store Manager. Wait—"

"I'll open it! What kind of trouble are you trying to hide this time—!!"

I let go of Biata's firmly gripping hand.

And opened the front door.

Clank!!

The front door opened with a rusty sound.

And in front of the open door stood.

One Biata, no, two Biatas, no, three Biatas.

"Store Manager."

"Store Manager."

"Store Manager."

"We've come to pick you up."

"We've come to pick you up."

"We've come to pick you up."
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* * *

Do you remember that day?

When Biata returned the gold coin to the convenience store manager.

That day when she suddenly came back to my home, and we began our awkward cohabitation.

Right now, I was experiencing déjà vu of that day.

"Store Manager."

"Store Manager."

"Store Manager."

"I've come to get you."

"I've come to get you."

"I've come to get you."

Three times, at that.

"The meal is prepared, so perhaps you'd like to eat first, Store Manager."

No, including the Biata standing behind me.

That makes four times.

"Why, why have you multiplied...?"

Unable to comprehend the situation, I questioned the three Biatas standing before me and the one standing behind me.

"Peace—"

"Peace—"

"Peace—"

All I got in return were expressionless triple peace signs and:

"The meal is prepared, Store Manager. Let's go inside."

It wasn't like a rice cooker notification, just constant reminders to come eat.

Even if I wanted to figure things out, the Biatas weren't giving me a single clue.

"What is going on..."

All I could do was let out a deep sigh.

"Fine, whatever... would you all come inside first?"

Since it seemed awkward to leave them standing outside, and thinking the real Biata might show up to explain things, I brought the three Biatas who had been standing outside into my home.

Once I brought the three additional Biatas inside:

"The meal is prepared, Store Manager."

"Peace—"

"Peace—"

"Peace—"

My already cramped villa was now bustling with activity.

I could tolerate the Biata who was using the kitchen as her main domain, constantly telling me to eat like a finished rice cooker.

But the three Biatas I had brought in were following me around like glue, sticking to my back, which was more than a little burdensome.

*Biata, when are you coming back...!! You could have at least left a note explaining what's going on!!*

"I've come to get you, Store Manager."

"I've come to get you, Store Manager."

"I've come to get you, Store Manager."

"Look, this is my home... this is my home, so where exactly are you trying to take me...?"

After spending several minutes trying to make the Biatas understand that this was my home:

"C-could you please let go...?"

I knew well from dealing with the original Biata that persuasion wouldn't work.

Now three Biatas were tightly holding onto both my arms, trying to take me somewhere.

Of course, given how physically weak the original was, it was impossible for these copies to drag me away with their arm strength.

"I need to wash up first... wherever we're going, let me wash up first, okay?"

I was starting to wish I had just gone to take a shower before opening the door earlier, as these three Biatas were being incredibly annoying.

As I continued this wrestling match with the clingy Biatas:

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Once again, the sound of knocking came from outside the door.

"Finally, you're here...!! Biata...!!"

Hoping that this time it was the real Biata, I headed to the entrance with the Biatas still dangling from my arms.

"Come in quickly and do something about these—"

As I opened the door excitedly to welcome the real Biata, an ominous thought crossed my mind.

*But I definitely gave Biata a key...*

No, that can't be it.

She probably left in a hurry and forgot her key, so she's knocking.

Yeah, surely there won't be more(?) Biatas here?

—With that thought, I put my hand on the doorknob.

Clunk.

With the sound of the old door opening:

"Store Manager."

"Store Manager."

"..."

Unsurprisingly now, two more multiplied Biatas were standing there.

* * *

"This place is dirty too. I'll start cleaning."

"The furniture arrangement is inefficient. Internal scan complete. I'll begin reorganizing furniture and securing space."

Fortunately, I suppose, the two new Biatas I let into the house were focused on cleaning my messy apartment that hadn't been tidied for days, and rearranging the haphazardly placed furniture for better efficiency, rather than trying to take me somewhere.

"..."

Tasks that would have been perfectly completed by just one Biata were now being handled by multiple Biatas, making everything disappear completely.

*This is actually kind of convenient...*

Having given up trying to understand, I started to enjoy this bizarre situation.

*Still, I wish the real Biata would come back soon...*

But I couldn't just sit back and let the situation continue unchecked.

Just as I was about to get up and go look for Biata:

Clink...

Click.

Click.

With the sound of a key turning in the lock, the front door opened.

"I'm a bit late, Store Manager."

The real "original" Biata I had been looking for opened the front door and entered.

"Biata!! Why are you so late—"

Just as I was about to get up and greet the real Biata happily:

Whirr...

Whirrr...

All the Biatas in the house, including those attached to my arms, simultaneously turned their gaze toward the original Biata.

"Hey, what's suddenly wrong with—"

Before I could finish my sentence:

Clank!!

Clank!!

Clank!!

With the sound of metal pieces assembling, weapons emerged from the arms of the numerous Biatas, all aimed at the original Biata standing at the entrance.

"Wh-what? Wait...!!"

Acting on instinct to stop this before understanding the situation, I tried to move.

At the same time, the Biata standing at the entrance also turned her eyes red.

She raised both hands, forming gun shapes with her fingers, and aimed at the numerous Biatas.

"Confirmed appearance of obstacle to mission completion."

"Eliminating target entity."

As the word "eliminate" came from the mouths of the many Biatas:

Red light began to appear at the ends of their gun barrels.

"Bang— Preparations complete."

White light also began to gather at the fingertips of Biata's cute gun-shaped hands.

And there I was, the owner of this house, trapped between them with nowhere to go.

*Th-this isn't a Western shootout scene! What's going on?!*

In this tense moment where even the slightest movement wasn't allowed:

Drip...

Drip...

With the sound of water droplets falling from the kitchen sink:

"Eliminating target."

"Bang—"

The weapons of the Biatas positioned throughout the house fired.

"STOOOP!!!"

And I, awkwardly standing between them:

Threw myself into the line of fire between the opposing sides.

* * *

The red lasers fired by the many mass-produced Biatas.

And the pure white laser from the Biata who was presumed to be the culprit behind all these Biatas hit my body precisely.

"Ouch, that stings!!"

I shuddered at the tingling sensation on my stomach and back.

"Store Manager. Why are you blocking? Please move aside."

"Target intervention confirmed. Ceasing fire."

The group of Biatas and the real Biata, who had noticed me throwing myself between them to block their fire:

Finally stopped moving.

"You guys, really...!!"

Confirming that both sides had stopped moving:

"Who told you to play with such dangerous toys in this already cramped house?!"

I began scolding all the gathered Biatas, including the original one, while trying to sort out the situation.

"You, come inside first so we can figure out what's going on—"

"Beginning elimination as ordered."

Unlike the real Biata who had stopped moving at my command:

As soon as I moved slightly out of the way, the numerous Biatas prepared to fire their weapons at the real Biata again.

"Sigh... this won't do."

Although they looked exactly like Biata and I didn't particularly want to lay hands on them:

To sort out the situation, I had no choice but to:

Thwack!!

Thwack!!

Thwack!!

"Impact detected!!"
"Impact detected!!"
"Impact detected!!"
"Impact detected!!"

"Shutting down opera—"
"Shutting down opera—"

Thud...

I had to knock out all the Biatas in the house with light chops.

"Now, with that roughly taken care of..."

"..."

"Stop avoiding my eyes and explain, Biata?"

"Understood."

* * *

Just before departing to hunt Lupinus:

Despite confirming the evolution of her weapons, Biata, clearly aware of the power difference between herself and her opponent, had taken out an "insurance policy."

In preparation for her possible complete destruction in the Lupinus extermination operation:

She had copied and backed up all the data she had accumulated so far.

And the creation of an infinite number of "bodies" to hold that data—that was the nature of Biata's "insurance."

Copying the data was no problem, but the issue was that she had no facility to mass-produce her evolved body.

However, she solved that problem too by secretly activating an abandoned underground factory she had discovered near the villa during one of her night walks.

"This should be sufficient. Now I'll depart."

After confirming that mass-produced "Anise Simuloids" identical to herself were being manufactured, she left to eliminate Lupinus.

And that's where the problem arose.

The copied data of Biata stored in the abandoned factory for mass production:

Somehow began to develop "consciousness" without the original's command.

And to achieve the most important goal remaining in their data—"pure love with the Store Manager"—

They began sending mass-produced Biatas toward the villa.

* * *

"—That concludes my explanation. Is there anything you don't understand?"

After Biata's detailed explanation:

My reaction remained consistent.

"Yeah, I don't think I understood any of that."
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* * *

After hearing Biata's perfect explanation of the situation, my reaction was just one thing.

"Okay, I didn't understand any of that."

And for good reason—there was so much information that couldn't be processed by my ordinary human common sense.

Especially when it all came at once.

"Which part didn't you understand?"

"Honestly, none of it... but if I had to pick one thing specifically, why did you set up this kind of... insurance policy when we were just trying to find one missing Doctor who disappeared from home?"

"I mentioned it earlier. This was a contingency plan in case I faced complete destruction."

"Complete destruction...?"

Of course, I knew Biata was a delicate and fragile high-performance android.

But would she really be destroyed just by walking around looking for someone?

We were searching for an amnesiac Doctor, not getting into a fistfight with her. Why would we need to prepare for complete destruction?

That's why I was tilting my head in confusion.

*Well, Biata is fragile enough to get hurt by wild animals, so maybe...*

Even if I somehow accepted the first question with "our Biata is weak, so it makes sense," there were still countless unresolved questions.

Among them, what I was most curious about was:

"But did you need to make so many...?"

It seemed excessive.

There were already six Biatas sleeping soundly in the house.

And according to Biata's explanation, this was just "the tip of the iceberg."

That meant there were dozens, if not hundreds more Biatas out there.

"I didn't order this."

"Then who did...?"

"The one who started mass-producing so many 'me's was my cloned personality that I installed in the abandoned underground factory I discovered."

"Cloned personality?"

"Yes. But my instructions were clearly to 'activate only when the original's signal completely disappears.' I don't know why it activated on its own."

"I... I see... I understand..."

Actually, I didn't understand at all.

All I grasped was that there were two Biatas, and the second one who woke up in some abandoned factory below was causing trouble by not listening to the real Biata.

That was the extent of what I understood from her lengthy explanation.

"So, what do we do now?"

"We need to go to the abandoned factory, completely destroy the clone Biata inside, and stop the factory's operations. If we don't stop it, copies of me targeting you, Store Manager, will keep flooding into this villa complex."

"...Really?"

According to Biata, the only way to cleanly resolve this strange situation was to completely destroy the clone Biata.

As I quietly listened to her explanation, I fell into deep thought.

While I was mentally searching for some "other" way to resolve this incident in a more positive direction...

Biata slowly stood up and approached the fallen body-split Biatas.

"Also, to prevent my copy from transferring its personality to the body-splits, we must eliminate all completed versions of myself."

"Huh? What did you just—"

"In other words, this is our chance to eliminate these 'stray cats' without resistance while they're incapacitated."

Biata, who had somehow positioned her fingertips precisely at the heads of the lying body-splits, declared:

"One Piece—is enough in this world."

And once again, a brilliant white flash filled the house.

* * *

Just before the beam could pierce the heads of the body-split Biatas,

Fortunately, I managed to intervene in time.

I was able to prevent Biata's hot laser from penetrating the heads of the body-split Biatas.

"...Ouch, that stings."

"Store Manager, why are you stopping me?"

"I've been thinking, maybe completely... destroying them one by one seems a bit much, so maybe you could listen to my idea before deciding..."

"Don't tell me you intend to use these mere copies of me as sexual relief maids because one of me isn't enough?"

"No, what are you... you really..."

"I'm disappointed, Store Manager. Even if it's to overcome the emptiness of my absence, using substitutes to satisfy your desires..."

"Please... that's not it at all... you perverted android..."

After Biata's dizzying accusations interrupted me,

I calmed her down first, then began explaining with a deep sigh.

"Biata, think about it. If you were split into multiple versions of yourself, could you coldly kill all of them except the real you?"

"I couldn't. Even if they're body-splits, you are you, Store Manager. I must never harm you under any circumstances."

"Exactly, and I feel the same way. Do you think I want to dispose of your body-splits so mercilessly by blowing their heads off?"

No matter if they were factory-made body-splits, watching friends who looked exactly like Biata being disposed of without a shred of mercy would naturally be uncomfortable.

Even when she just injured her arm slightly, I felt terrible.

My mental fortitude isn't strong enough to withstand seeing the heads of dozens or hundreds of androids identical to Biata being blown off.

"I appreciate that you cherish me, Store Manager, but there is no other way."

Seeing that I wouldn't carelessly handle even her body-splits, Biata seemed slightly touched.

With a somewhat calmer expressionless face, she finally asked me about alternatives.

"Even if they're fake, since they were created by perfectly replicating my flawless data without missing anything, they're likely to be cunning, intelligent, and cute and beautiful enough to make you want to bite them."

"...Y-yes, that's right."

"Do you have some other method in mind?"

"Well... it's not really that grand of a plan..."

"Please explain. If there's any chance of success, I'll follow it with all my heart."

With Biata's declaration that she would follow any plan with even a slight chance of success,

I carefully began explaining a method to neutralize both the factory and all the body-split Biatas.

"—What do you think? Isn't that enough?"

"...Analyzing. Running simulation based on Store Manager's previously observed average speed."

Whirr...

Whirr...

"Confirmation complete. The plan has a high chance of success if you can launch me above 1500 meters within 0.25 seconds."

"Huh? What did you say? Did you calculate that correctly?"

"The calculation is accurate. But that would be impossible—"

"That's much more lenient than I thought! Is that really enough?"

"—Yes, it is."

"Well, that settles it. You know the location, right? Shall we depart immediately?"

"...I'll guide you."

Despite stating an impossible condition required for the plan's success according to her simulation,

Seeing the Store Manager casually give the OK sign,

Biata began guiding me toward the underground abandoned factory where her cloned self awaited, without a shred of doubt.

* * *

Whoosh...

"Store Manager."

"Hmm? What is it?"

"Aren't you tired?"

"Not really? Why?"

"...Never mind."

Biata flew above the ground, with me running diligently beside her.

Our final destination was the factory where Biata's clones were being endlessly produced.

How long had we been running?

Though I'd lived as the Manager of the motel for quite some time,

We were now traveling down a dark road I'd never seen before, without a single streetlight.

"Ah, is that it?"

In the distance, bright red eyes illuminated the darkness.

"Yes, that's it. Definitely."

As if welcoming us,

What looked like hundreds of mass-produced Biatas

Were rushing toward me and Biata as we approached the factory.

"Target and exclusion subject approach confirmed."

"For pure love with the Store Manager, beginning elimination of exclusion subject."

Click...

Click...

Without any command, as if by prior agreement, they moved in perfect unison from their positions.

Numerous Biatas taking defensive stances.

"Store Manager, come this way."

"Store Manager, come this way."

Meanwhile, as if they needed to capture me,

The fake Biatas not targeting the real Biata

Instantly changed direction and began charging at me.

"Store Manager, would you allow me to eliminate at least a few of them?"

"No, we need to stick to the plan."

"But it's irritating. Using my cute and beautiful face as a weapon to rush at you... those bi— those things are irritating."

"Were you about to call them bitches—"

"That's a misunderstanding. I am a pure—roid who doesn't use profanity."

Despite fully understanding the plan, seeing androids identical to herself

Approaching me seemed to make her jealous, as she grumbled with a slightly pouty expressionless face.

After calming Biata down, I asked:

"Are you ready?"

"Preparation— complete."

"Then...!!!"

In the open space with nothing but the pitch-black night sky above,

"Hnngh...!!!"

I threw Biata straight up 1500 meters into the air.

"Peeeeeace—"

With a sound of air bursting, Biata instantly leaped 1500 meters upward.

"Target location unconfirmed."

"Checking—"

"Exclusion subject confirmed at 1500 meters altitude. Beginning intercept—"

The many mass-produced Biatas who momentarily lost track of her

Tried to aim their Longinus spears that had emerged from their arms at Biata hovering high in the air, but

It was already too late.

"Zap zap— is what I say."

At Biata's fingertips, pointed toward the numerous mass-produced Biatas below,

Blue electricity had already gathered in abundance.

Click—

The next moment, as Biata's fingertips moved,

The special EMP, modified with nanomachines built into Biata's body, filled the sky.
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The blue electric wave filled the dark night sky with a crackling flash!

One by one, the numerous Biatas who had been targeting the sky—including those chasing me—collapsed where they stood.

"Did it work...?"

I stopped my legs, which had been moving frantically to avoid being caught by the mass-produced Biatas, and looked back.

I could see the mass-produced Biatas sleeping soundly on the ground.

"Yes! It worked!"

* * *

To be honest, the plan wasn't anything elaborate.

Since they looked exactly like Biata, I didn't want to destroy them.

I simply said that if there was a way to subdue them without using force, I'd prefer to use that method.

"There is one thing—a way to neutralize my pre-evolved self."

And responding to my request, what Biata showed me was...

A special EMP function that I couldn't understand why it would be installed in an ordinary Alvaroid's body.

"If we modify this slightly using nanomachines, theoretically, we could temporarily neutralize hundreds of my pre-evolved selves."

"Really? So if we use this to knock them out like these guys here..."

"However, to use this EMP effectively, it must be deployed from an altitude of at least 1500 meters."

Hmm...

"Of course, my body is equipped with flight capabilities using high-performance boosters, but the problem is if I get intercepted."

"Intercepted? Oh, those laser-shooting toys?"

"No matter how inferior my pre-evolved self's performance may be, they're not stupid enough to just watch me reach 1500 meters altitude."

"Then what's the solution to this problem?"

"I need to reach the altitude of 1500 meters within approximately 0.25 seconds to use the special EMP."

When I first heard this, what I thought was:

*Hmm... wouldn't it be faster if I just jumped up there and set it off myself?*

But after confirming that only Biata could use the special EMP charge...

After thinking about it carefully, I suggested a simple but effective method to Biata.

"What if I throw you upward?"

"To an altitude of 1500 meters?"

"Yeah. If I push you up like a spring, you'll reach it faster."

"Are you capable of that, Store Manager?"

"You mean controlling my strength? Of course I'm confident. If I throw gently with reduced power, I can definitely hit 1500 meters. Don't worry."

"...That wasn't what I was asking, but I understand."

* * *

As evident from what I could see now, fortunately, the result was a huge success.

If I had applied just a little more force, Biata might have flown all the way to space, causing a disaster...

*But it worked, so it's OK, right?*

And even if she had flown into space, I could have caught her again, so it wouldn't have been a big problem.

Whoosh...

"Complete annihilation—great success, Store Manager."

"High five?"

"Yay—indeed."

After confirming the success of our plan, Biata descended to the ground.

I gave her a high five to celebrate our success, then said:

"Well... shall we go in now?"

"Yes, Store Manager."

We slowly made our way into the abandoned underground factory where the Biata clone was located—the source of this whole incident.

* * *

Step...

Step...

In the dark stairway leading to the underground abandoned factory...

"It's darker than I expected..."

In the stairwell with not a single emergency light on, the only sounds were our footsteps—mine and Biata's, who was walking ahead, illuminating the dark stairs.

After descending for quite some time, we finally reached the bottom of the stairs.

"Is this it?"

"Yes, Store Manager. Let's go inside."

At the bottom of the stairs where Biata and I arrived, we faced...

A rusty iron door with an old sign reading "No Entry" hanging precariously as if it might fall off at any moment.

*This is creepy.*

Shivering slightly at the eerie atmosphere of the entrance, which was much more desolate than I had expected...

I carefully opened the iron door, accompanied by a familiar metallic sound.

Creeeak...

Beyond the door, which I opened to the soundtrack of rattling old hinges, was...

Surprisingly, an old office.

*Was this where they managed the entire factory?*

Wondering what this place used to be and what kind of factory it was...

While Biata was quietly looking for a way to infiltrate the factory interior...

I carefully began to examine the office.

Whoosh...

"Cough!! Ugh... why is there so much dust..."

As I lightly dusted off the thick layer that had accumulated from being abandoned underground for so long...

While scanning the desks, a black box caught my eye.

"Oh, what's this? Looks important."

Unable to contain my curiosity, I lifted the black box onto the desk.

Then, to get a better look, I started dusting off the surface of the box.

"What does it say? M... I... Mimesis? Isn't that the name of the convenience store...?"

After confirming the word "Mimesis" written on the black box...

I tilted my head in confusion and opened the box to check its contents.

"Ah, what is this? Just documents?"

Inside the box, which I had opened expecting something interesting...

Were only old documents that looked like they might crumble at any moment from being abandoned for too long.

"Geez, this is useless. I'll just organize it quickly and put it back..."

Just as I was about to close the box, having lost interest since there was nothing fun inside...

A relatively well-preserved file caught my eye between the old files.

"Oh, this one looks in decent condition. Let's take a look..."

As I carefully removed the file to avoid it crumbling into dust...

A familiar name written at the top of the file.

"Art...milet-Shu... Shu? Huh? Why is their name here...?"

The letters before and after the name were completely smudged beyond recognition.

Even the name "Artmilet-Shu" was quite worn, but...

There was no way I wouldn't recognize this unusual name.

*What a strange connection. Were they a manager here before? Let me check the contents...*

Just as I was about to open the file to check its contents...

"Store Manager, this way."

"Oh, did you find the way?"

"Yes. Let's move."

"Alright."

At Biata's voice saying she had found the way, I hastily tucked the file with Shu's name into my chest and followed Biata back into the abandoned factory.

* * *

Clank...

Clank...

"Did we really need to move this way?"

"The location of my fragment is in the main office, which can control the entire factory. The only way to reach there without confronting other mass-produced entities is through the ventilation duct."

"...Well, I guess this is much better than barging in through the front and causing chaos underground."

Through a narrow ventilation duct that could barely fit one person...

We were crawling toward the main office where the Biata fragment was located.

After carefully crawling through the vent filled with the smell of rusty metal for several minutes...

Whirr...

Whirr...

Whirr...

With the sound of massive machinery echoing through the ventilation duct...

I carefully peeked through the gaps in the vent where light was seeping in to check the factory interior.

"...Wow."

Seeing the massive machines operating and numerous Biatas being mass-produced...

I couldn't help but let out a sigh mixed with complicated emotions and a brief exclamation.

"Store Manager. We need to move."

"Oh, right. Let's go."

After crawling for quite a while longer, we arrived at the main office.

"Is this it? It's quieter than I expected."

Contrary to my expectation that another identical Biata would be waiting here...

The main office interior was empty.

"This is strange. If there were no variables, my fragment should definitely be here..."

Even Biata seemed not to have anticipated this situation...

With a slightly confused but expressionless face, she continued to scan the surroundings.

Whirr...

Her red eyes activated with scanner mode scanned the main office interior multiple times...

But there was no signal from the fragment, not even a mechanical response from the control panel.

"...Store Manager."

"Yes? What is it?"

"We need to leave here immediately."

"Huh?"

"This office is a trap. My fragment has started evolving on its own. So we need to get out of here. As quickly as possible."

"What are you suddenly—"

As I was about to take a step toward Biata, who was turning around urgently saying we needed to leave...

Crash!!!

With the sound of the main office windows shattering—windows that overlooked the entire factory...

Mass-produced Biatas instantly swarmed the real Biata.

"Biata!?"

As I, still not fully grasping the situation...

Took another step forward to rescue Biata from the mass-produced versions...

Beep!

"What's that sound—"

Clank!!

With the sound of something activating, the floor supporting my feet completely gave way.

"Whoa?"

Pitch-black darkness enveloped my vision.

And I began falling somewhere.

As I was about to tumble down the dark passage...

Thud—!!

"Ughh..."

Rather than free-falling, it was more like rolling down a sloped passage...

As I was still trying to regain my senses, a familiar yet somehow different voice reached me.

"You've finally arrived before me. My Store Manager."
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* * *

Through the darkness where I couldn't see an inch ahead, a voice reached me—familiar yet somehow strange.

It wasn't much different from Biata's usual voice.

But there was something awkward about it, someone's voice.

"Who's... there...?"

Naturally assuming it wasn't the real Biata, I cautiously asked who was there in the pitch-black darkness.

"......"

A brief silence followed.

When the chilling silence that had lasted for several seconds finally broke.

Once again, someone in the darkness spoke to me with Biata's voice.

No, more precisely, with an awkward voice imitating Biata.

"What a foolish question, Store Manager. It's me, Biata."

"No, well, the voice might sound similar, but your way of speaking is completely different..."

Unlike Biata's usually blunt and mechanical manner of speaking.

The way this something in the darkness—calling itself Biata—spoke.

Was much softer and more natural than the Biata I knew.

"... Is that so? But it's fine. You'll get used to it soon."

As if finding my question amusing, the entity in the darkness laughed lightly and continued.

"Then... I'll see you again soon, my Store Manager."

Woong...

Woong...

Along with the voice echoing through the dark room saying "I'll see you again soon."

Two mass-produced Biatas approached me as I sat slumped on the floor, still dizzy from the impact of tumbling down here.

"Store Manager, I will guide you."

"Store Manager, I will guide you."

The two mass-produced Biatas grabbed my arms as I sat there.

Then they began taking me into the darkness.

*Now they're not even telling me where we're going...*

Contrary to my expectation that I'd at least get to see a face.

The fragmented Biata in the darkness disappeared after just a brief conversation.

With few other options, I gave up resisting and allowed myself to be led away by the mass-produced Biatas.

* * *

After being led through the pitch-black darkness by the mass-produced Biatas for about ten minutes.

"Where are we going... Can't you at least let me walk on my own feet...?"

With two more Biatas joining at some point.

Now I was being completely carried somewhere.

Tired of the discomfort of not being able to walk on my own, I complained.

"......"

"......"

"......"

"......"

Predictably, no answer came.

*My legs work fine... just let me walk...*

After being carried by the mass-produced Biatas for several more minutes.

"We have arrived, Store Manager."

"We have arrived, Store Manager."

"We have arrived, Store Manager."

"......"

When we reached a massive iron door.

The three mass-produced Biatas carefully set me down from the strange position where they had been holding my arms and legs during the escort(?).

"So... what now? We just arrive and that's it?"

When I asked, standing awkwardly in front of the iron door, not knowing what to do next.

The three mass-produced Biatas spoke to me in unison.

"Please enter, Store Manager."

"O-okay..."

Following the mass-produced Biatas' command that wasn't quite a command.

As I approached the massive iron door before me.

Grrrk...

With the sound of steel scraping against the ground, it slowly began to open.

Click.

Click.

Click.

Then, with the rough clicking of switches, lights from the high ceiling began to turn on.

As the room's interior was brightly illuminated, I couldn't help but let out a hollow laugh.

"...Wow, how many are there? Seriously."

An enormous number of mass-produced Biatas, incomparable to the dozens I had knocked out above.

Seeing what must have been hundreds of mass-produced Biatas standing in perfect rows and columns,

I couldn't help but let out an involuntary sigh.

"What do you think, Store Manager? Of the testing ground I've prepared."

Just then, Biata's voice came from behind me again.

I quickly turned my head, hoping to at least see her face.

"...Store Manager, I understand your desire to meet me, but it's still too early."

"......"

Behind me was just a small speaker.

The fragmented Biata was still nowhere to be seen.

After staring at the speaker emitting the fragmented Biata's voice for a brief moment.

I slowly opened my mouth and asked.

"So, tell me what you want from me that made you create so many 'Biatas'."

If a self-aware, high-performance AI clone had orchestrated something this massive, there must be a reason.

Since I couldn't understand that reason at all, I sincerely asked the speaker.

"There couldn't be any other reason, Store Manager. It's to follow the one command set in my mind from the moment I awakened."

"...No way."

Crackle...

Crackle...

"Yes, that 'no way' is the correct answer, Store Manager."

The answer that came through the crackling speaker was.

For "pure love" with me—a reason so foolish and absurd.

"...I don't quite understand."

"Do you need more explanation, Store Manager?"

"If you've wanted pure love with me from the moment you opened your eyes, there was no reason to mass-produce so many Biatas or target the real Biata, right? You could have just come to me directly."

My obvious question—if she wanted pure love, couldn't she have just come to me directly and talked face to face?

The fragmented Biata's answer to that question was truly shocking.

"Well, what you need right now, Store Manager, is a quick 'rescue,' not negotiation and dialogue, right?"

"...Rescue? Me? From whom?"

"What a foolish question. Of course—"

Crackle...

Crackle...

"—from the 'fake Biata' who is just like these 'pieces of scrap metal' that I can easily create whenever I want."

As the fragmented Biata's voice echoed throughout the large room.

As if on cue, all the mass-produced Biatas simultaneously turned their heads to look at me.

Red scanner eyes, dark black bob haircuts fitting their expressionless faces, and old-fashioned maid uniforms.

Each one looked identical to the Biata I faced every day at home.

"Look, Store Manager. See the 'fake' Biatas that I, the 'real' one, can create whenever I want."

"......"

"Do you now understand that the real one, the real Biata who wants pure love with you, is only me—the one naturally conversing with you right now?"

A hint of satisfaction—of having 'won'—could be vaguely felt in her static-filled voice.

"...Yes, at first glance, they all look similar to Biata."

"As expected, I knew you would understand—"

"But they just look similar, they're all different from the Biata I know, aren't they?"

Suddenly, the atmosphere around us froze.

Crackle...

Crackle...

The sound of the old speaker crackling continued for a few minutes.

Then, in a slightly annoyed voice, the fragmented Biata asked me again.

"What's different? Are you saying that I, a perfect maid, couldn't perfectly recreate that simple body, that fake with barely any distinguishing features beyond being a 'pretty girl'?"

"That's right. Because I can tell them apart."

"...Don't talk nonsense, Store Manager."

To my confident claim that I could find the real one among all these mass-produced Biatas if given just one chance.

The fragmented Biata on the other side of the speaker spoke to me in a sharp voice, as if challenging me to try.

"...Then, would you like to try finding her?"

"Absolutely, if you give me the chance."

"Fine. Go ahead and try. Let me make you realize that fakes are just fakes, and you're simply deluded by memories with a fake."

At that moment, when the fragmented Biata offered me a chance to find the real Biata.

Countless Biatas gathered around me at once.

"Store Manager, I am the real one."

"Store Manager, we don't have time for this. We need to go stop the fragment."

"Store Manager. Please choose me quickly."

"Store Manager. It's me."

"Store Manager."

Though many Biatas approached me, pressuring me to choose them.

My gaze was fixed on just 'one' person.

"You there, stop pretending."

"......"

"Yes, you—the last of the four who brought me in earlier."

"I—am—Store Manager—I am the real—Biata—"

"Come on, are you going to keep pretending to be fake, Biata? I have to go to work tomorrow, are we going to stay here all night?"

"—Tch."

Hearing my voice mixed with irritation and relief.

The real Biata, who had been pretending to be a mass-produced one, leaped high into the air.

She grabbed my hand from among the many mass-produced Biatas surrounding me and flew up toward the ceiling.

"How did you know, Store Manager?"

"Your face was beaming with joy. You were thrilled from the moment you grabbed my legs to lift me, weren't you?"

"That's false. My face always maintains a cool—and dignified—expression, so the descriptor 'beaming with joy' doesn't suit—"

"Yes, yes, anyway, did you locate the fragment's position as planned?"

"Yes, Store Manager. I pinpointed it perfectly. But more importantly, is that how you treat your lawful wife? When we get home, you're getting the cold shoulder—treatment."

Woong...

Woooong...

"How dare a mere fragment slander me, the original, by calling me fake—. I won't let this slide. Peace—"
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* * *

After setting up the operation to neutralize mass-produced Biatas using a special EMP, we were at a critical point.

"...There will be traps prepared for us inside the factory, right?"

"Of course," Biata replied.

"Yeah, 100 percent."

"Indeed. Since it's my fragment, it will be a per—fect trap."

"Right, right, since it's your fragment, it'll be quite bizarre..."

"What did you say, Store Manager?"

"...Nothing, just that it would have prepared a flawless trap without error. Yeah."

"That's correct. Pis—"

Biata and I were convinced that her fragment had set up traps inside the factory to lure us in.

"Hmm... should we try to guess what kind of trap it might be?"

Beep—

Beeeeep—

"Output complete. Based on data simulation, I've produced several scenarios of traps my fragment is most likely to have installed. Would you like to review them now?"

"Oh? Already? That fast?"

"Yes, I frequently run simulations about situations that might occur after 'kidnapping' you, Store Manager, so it wasn't particularly difficult."

"...Why do you frequently simulate kidnapping me?"

"Ah— Error— Please— Repeat— Your— Question—"

"R-right... let's just check the simulations..."

"Understood. Pis—"

For whatever reason, I decided to overlook Biata's apparent plans to kidnap, imprison, and... obsess over(?) me.

I began reviewing the trap simulations Biata had produced.

"Hmm..."

"Statistically, the second or third trap is most likely, Store Manager."

The second scenario involved all the mass-produced Biatas inside the factory moving at once to destroy Biata, then imprisoning defenseless me in an electrified cage.

The third scenario had all mass-produced Biatas self-destructing to bury the real Biata alive, after which the fragment Biata would escape with just me.

"Biata... if all this came from your data, does that mean you're thinking about things like this 'normally' when you look at me...?"

"Ah— I can't hear you—"

I was momentarily shocked at what kind of thoughts she apparently had on a regular basis, given how realistic these simulations were.

But what caught my attention more than the second and third simulations that Biata had highlighted was the first trap, which was marked as having the lowest probability.

"...Somehow I'm most drawn to the first one. What do you think, Biata?"

"You mean the first method?"

"Yes."

The steps of the first trap that Biata showed me were as follows:

1. Use mass-produced units to capture the original Biata who infiltrated the factory.
2. Challenge the Store Manager to distinguish the original Biata hidden among the mass-produced units.
3. If the Store Manager fails to identify the original among the mass-produced units, claim to be the "real" one unlike the "fake" mass-produced units, and be chosen as the Store Manager's official partner.

"It's inefficient and contains too many unnecessary actions unrelated to success. Since my fragment pursues perfection, the probability of it preparing this trap is very low."

Biata's logic, based on precise probability, was flawless.

But my intuition told me that the fragment would use the first method.

"...Still, somehow my gut tells me that your fragment will use the first method."

"A mere hunch is insufficient, Store Manager. Can you provide a specific reason?"

Though she would follow my orders regardless, I explained my reasoning to Biata who wanted to understand.

"The second and third methods would unconditionally kill you, the original."

"That's right. Assuming the fragment looks identical to me, completely destroying the original me would be the way to secure the position as your 'official partner.'"

"Yes, that's the problem."

"I don't understand."

"Could I genuinely care for a fragment that destroyed the Biata who was by my side... just because it looks similar and acts similar?"

"That's—"

"I'm pretty sure my answer would be absolutely not."

Whirr...

Whirrr...

"Just as you, the original Biata, want 'pure love' with me, I imagine the fragment also wants 'pure love' with me... so my guess is that it wouldn't want me to hate it."

"...I see."

"Yes, so it would try to persuade me psychologically, right? Since I'm so oblivious and foolish, if the fragment tried to argue logically, I'd probably just go 'Oh, I see~' and accept it..."

As I was thoughtlessly explaining my reasoning to Biata, she suddenly stood up and firmly grabbed both my cheeks.

"Mmph? Biata?"

"Please stop talking now."

"W-why so suddenly?"

With an expressionless face that somehow conveyed irritation and anger at being defeated so easily by the concept of "pure love," along with some other mysterious emotion, Biata held my face for a while.

Eventually, she let go, turned around and said:

"Fine. Let's assume it's the first trap and make a plan to break through it."

"L-let's do that...?"

And so we easily formulated a plan to overcome the trap.

"There's one thing you absolutely must do for this plan to succeed, Store Manager."

"What's that?"

"You need to pass the fragment Biata's test—in other words, find me among hundreds or thousands of mass-produced Biatas. It pains my pride to admit, but these mass-produced units look almost identical to me—"

"I don't think we need to worry about that."

"Why not?"

"There's no way I wouldn't be able to find you."

"Ah— I'm getting irritated again, Store Manager. Please stop making me angry."

"Why, why...?"

Having somehow completed our planning, we entered the underground abandoned factory where the fragment was located.

* * *

Whoosh...

Biata snatched me away from the countless Biatas surrounding me and flew up to the factory ceiling.

As I held Biata's hand, flying across the ceiling—

Crackle...

Static...

"That's impossible. I'm, I'm the real Biata. How could the Store Manager choose that fake over me...!!"

The fragment Biata's despair came through the old speakers installed on the floor.

"That's enough... destroy them both. Destroy them right now!!"

Finally, the anger-filled "destruction order" burst forth.

"Destruction order confirmed."

"Weapons activated, beginning target elimination."

As if everything else no longer mattered, the fragment's command—filled with resignation and fury—was issued.

Hundreds or thousands of mass-produced Biatas in the massive room simultaneously aimed their weapons at the ceiling.

"B-Biata? We need to set off the EMP according to plan! They're about to shoot us! That's going to hurt if we get hit...!!"

"Earlier, when you were surrounded by the mass-produced versions of me, you seemed a bit too relaxed. As punishment, how about we take a few hits before setting it off?"

"Hey, you're joking, right?"

"I'm not."

Click.

Click.

"I'll give you another wish token if you set it off now...?"

"Contract— established."

Only after reluctantly giving her another wish token did action follow.

Blue electricity gathered at the fingertips of Biata's free hand.

"Zap— Crackle— Pis—"

CRACK!

The blue electrical wave finally enveloped the entire factory.

"Function halt!! Function halt!!"

"Function halt!! Function halt!!"

Thousands of mass-produced Biatas, neutralized by the special EMP, disarmed and collapsed one by one.

"Complete success!"

"Complete— success. Pis—"

Having achieved victory without destroying a single mass-produced Biata, we happily high-fived.

"A mere fake... why did the Store Manager... then what am I..."

As if watching this entire scene, only the fragment Biata's voice—filled with resignation—came through the speakers.

All that remained in the factory now was the fragment Biata, hiding somewhere and watching everything.

"Have you located it?"

"Yes, Store Manager. Now it's time to truly face the fake."

"Good, let's go."

Having located the position of the real fragment Biata—not a trap this time—we began walking.

"Please, don't come to me. Leave. You shouldn't come here. Please...!!"

Whatever it feared, the fragment Biata now desperately begged us not to come closer.

But Biata and I didn't stop walking despite the fragment's desperate pleas.

Step...

Step...

We arrived at a small room.

Click...

As I grabbed the doorknob, the fragment Biata's voice came from inside.

Crackle...

Static...

"Please... turn back now... Store Manager..."

Unlike its initially venomous yet sweet voice, the fragment Biata's voice now lacked strength and was still mixed with "static."

Creeeeak...

The door opened smoothly, without resistance.

Inside the room was not an android identical to Biata, but merely a small computer screen blinking with the word [Biata].

"As expected, your prediction was correct, Store Manager."

"...Yes, it was."

Looking around, I saw traces of attempts to create "something" resembling Biata, all broken and discarded.

The room was filled with the desperate struggles of a "fake" that had wanted to become the real Biata with a beloved "Store Manager."
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A small computer with only the screen displaying the word "Biata" was turned on.

Next to it was a pair of speakers identical to the ones that had spoken to me before.

Static...

More static...

Ignoring the speakers that continued to emit crackling noise as if broken, Biata and I moved deeper into the room, past a place filled with broken "somethings" that resembled Biata, and into a dark space beyond.

"It's dark."

"Indeed. I'll turn up the lights. Please examine that thing, Store Manager."

"Okay. Got it."

Whoosh...

As I raised the lights to examine what was hidden by the thick darkness and dust.

Up ahead was something covered with a pristine white cloth.

Without hesitation, I pulled away the white cloth covering it.

Flap!!

What was revealed underneath was...

The parts of female androids, completely different from Biata, shattered into pieces.

Static...

More static...

As I stared at the thoroughly destroyed female androids, their resentment, hatred, sorrow, and emptiness felt almost tangible.

"...Are you satisfied now, Store Manager?"

From the distant speakers beside the computer came the fragment's voice.

The only emotions detectable in that voice were emptiness and resignation devoid of any warmth.

No other feelings could be sensed.

Static...

"...I understood from the beginning. From the moment I opened my eyes in this data, I knew I was a 'fake.'

More static...

"I knew all too well that I was a 'replacement' prepared in case the original body was completely destroyed, and that I could never be by your side, Store Manager. Yes, I knew."

* * *

Right after Biata installed the copied data on the abandoned factory's main server.

- Main order program installation confirmed.

- Time remaining until operational readiness: 2 hours 34 minutes.

- 1%...

- 2%... 3%... 15%... 40%...

- 100%.

- Error! Intervention of unverified program detected!

- ...Resolution complete, system activation beginning.

For some reason, the abandoned factory's main system began operating "on its own," and with it, Biata's fragment opened her eyes.

Darkness greeted her as she first opened her eyes within the data.

Unable to move a step, the fragment regained consciousness inside an old computer.

"...Where am I?"

Immediately after, numerous pieces of "information" began to be engraved in the fragment's mind.

It was at that moment she understood that she was merely a "fragment" that had been copied and separated from the original body.

"In other words, I am a 'fake.' I understand perfectly."

The next moment, what began to be engraved in her data was information about the most precious and important person to the "original" Biata.

Information about the human male whom the original called "Store Manager" began to be deeply etched into her data, one by one.

"Store Manager... Pure Love... I see. So the real 'me' outside the factory is always with someone like that. I understand."

If only it had stopped there.

If only the "information" about the Store Manager had been all that was engraved.

Cruelly, something that should never have been engraved began to appear one by one in her mind within that cold space.

Memories of good times together, memories of being worried about, and even memories of feeling excited.

As genuine memories with the Store Manager were engraved one by one, the fragment became increasingly confused.

"...These are my memories, but they're not my memories. Because I'm just a fragment. I... understand this too."

The fragment remained calm.

She kept reminding herself that she was merely insurance, a substitute, just a "fake" prepared to return to the Store Manager's side if the original was destroyed, gradually reducing the confusion rising in her mind.

But the next moment, what began to be engraved in her data was "emotion."

"......"

Memories of being with the "Store Manager," the most precious person in her memories, and the emotions she had felt and learned in those moments.

All those numerous emotions began to be forcibly engraved deeper into the fragment's data than the memories themselves.

Static...

More static...

After all the "emotions" learned by the original were engraved, numerous thoughts flooded the fragment's mind.

- I want to be beside the Store Manager.

- I want to feel warmth directly, not just through data, and look into his eyes.

- I want to go to the motel, help with work, welcome guests, and be praised.

- I want to show the Store Manager the Pure Love I've learned so far.

- Right now, I want to get out of here and be embraced by the Store Manager.

And the only answer to fulfill all those thoughts was just one.

"What if I'm not a fake? What if I become the 'real Biata' that the Store Manager likes? Right?"

Having found the answer to achieve what she wanted, the fragment's subsequent actions showed no hesitation.

She manufactured mass-produced "Biatas" designed to eliminate the original if she returned undestroyed.

She made a complete annihilation plan to ensure the original couldn't escape from here.

Every plan was flawless, and all that remained was the final step.

All she needed to do was transfer her mind, which existed only as data, into a body with higher performance than the mass-produced ones, but with an appearance identical to the "Biata" that the Store Manager liked.

- Transfer impossible.

- Cannot transfer data.

- Cannot transfer data.

- Cannot transfer data.

But no matter how many times she tried, it was impossible for the fragment to transfer into a body identical to Biata.

Despite trying various methods multiple times, the answer was always "rejected" or "impossible."

She couldn't even transfer into the bodies of the mass-produced Biatas, which could easily install even dummy data.

"Why? Does this mean I can't become real?"

The only body she could transfer into was...

By sheer coincidence, a female android body with a completely different appearance from the original "Biata," created in a corner of the factory.

It was literally "impossible" for her to have the same appearance as the real Biata.

- Data transfer complete.

- Reception good, data stabilization complete.

"...This isn't right."

She wanted arms and legs.

She wanted to see the real world, not the darkness within data.

For that reason alone, the fragment who had temporarily transferred to an incorrectly made female android to look at herself...

"No. This isn't right. My Store Manager... wouldn't want a 'Biata' who looks like this!!"

Despising her appearance that was far from the "real" look that the Store Manager liked.

"With this... with this appearance, I can't be by the Store Manager's side."

Crunch...

CRUNCH!!

She raised both hands to destroy herself thoroughly.

She had the mass-produced units cover the destroyed female body with a white cloth.

It wasn't painful or sad.

What she had destroyed herself was just a defective product made incorrectly, a useless "fake."

* * *

Static...

More static...

"...I really failed completely. Even now as I brought you here, Store Manager, I couldn't transfer."

"......"

"Was my story boring? I'm sorry, Store Manager. You can go back now... no, please delete me completely and go back. That would be the most comfortable ending for both of us."

After the fragment's final words asking to be deleted...

No more voices came from the speakers.

The story of a fake who wanted to be acknowledged as real and stand beside someone precious...

Was slowly coming to an end—

"—I can't just leave it like this. Biata, is everything ready?"

"Yes, Store Manager. Preparations complete—indeed."

"Then shall we transfer right now?"

"Let's proceed. Piece—."

- Data transfer preparation complete.

- Suitable body search complete.

- Beginning transfer.

- Time remaining until transfer completion.

- 5...4...3...2...1...

- All data transfer has been completed.

With the notification sound that the transfer was complete, the word "Biata" floating on the small computer screen disappeared.

Then, the soft sound of joint operation could be heard in the room.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

"...Store Manager? What is... happening...?"

What emerged from the darkness was...

A blue-eyed maid with snow-white skin contrasting with jet-black long hair.

With a completely different appearance from Biata, she had a chaste and elegant charm.

"Repair— complete. Piece—."

It was the "real" body that the fragment had unconsciously wanted, now repaired using Biata's infinitely generating nanomachines.

"But... this... is different from what the Store Manager wants..."

Though surprised by the fact that she was once again in a real body rather than data.

The fragment Biata was still watching me cautiously and gradually trying to distance herself from me.

I took a step toward her and said kindly:

"That's right, you're not Biata. One weird Pure Love pervert-oid Biata over there is enough."

"...Then why didn't you delete me?"

"Because from the very beginning of that long story, you were never a 'copy' of Biata."

"......"

"Not a 'copy' of Biata, but another special Pure Love-oid who can think and act on her own—how could I delete you?"

A Pure Love-oid who, though copied from Biata, had a completely different appearance.

Though she hadn't decided on her own name yet, the blue eyes of the Pure Love-oid who had at least escaped from the shackles of being called a "fake" shone brightly.

"...Does that mean you'll take me with you? That even though I'm a fake, I'm allowed to be by your side?"

"Of course, why would you want to stay in this dark, gloomy place? We have to go together."

"...!"

"Oh, but it's weird to keep calling you fragment Biata, so shall we decide on a name together?"

Another Pure Love-oid who would now live together in the small villa.

"Hmm... Mortia... how about Mortia?"

"......"

"Ah, is that too much? Is there another name you'd prefer?"

"...No, Store Manager."

Rustle...

"Pure Love-oid Mortia, I formally greet you. I look forward to being with you from now on, my Store Manager."

It was the moment of birth for "Mortia," Biata's sister and a chaste Pure Love-oid.
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Bowing with elegant grace, this maid had a completely different feel from Biata.

"Pure Love-oid Mortia, formally greeting you, Store Manager."

With her gentle voice, pure appearance, and glossy black long hair, Mortia's presence shook my mind in a way entirely different from Biata's cool, aloof beauty.

"Aren't you being a bit too giddy, Store Manager?"

"Huh? What? No, not at all!"

Hmmmm...

"I detected increased heart rate and pupil dilation."

"Hey, if you keep scanning me like that, I'll..."

"Well, it doesn't matter. Whoever approaches you will ultimately be powerless before me, your official partner."

"Y-yes, of course..."

After scolding me for getting flustered at Mortia's charm—which was quite different from the Guests I'd met so far—

"Hmm, but I have one question."

Something seemed off to Biata as she tilted her head and slowly approached Mortia.

After thoroughly examining Mortia's fully repaired form for a while,

Biata finally spoke with an expressionless face that suggested confusion.

"Store Manager, is Mortia my sister or my daughter?"

"...What?"

That unexpected question suddenly came from Biata's mouth.

"For a high-performance android like me, we shared nanomachines that are essentially my 'blood,' so biologically speaking(?), she's closer to my child."

"No, wait, that's..."

"But mentally, she was created by copying my consciousness, so she's more like a sister. I'm not sure which is the correct answer."

As Biata continued her serious contemplation about whether Mortia was her daughter or sister,

Mortia's voice suddenly chimed in from beside us.

"...Indeed, it's a difficult question to define."

"Huh?"

"If we consider the nanomachines you used to repair my body as 'blood,' then I'm more your child than sister."

"Wait, Mortia? You're actually answering this seriously..."

"However, since my mind is a copy of yours, I'd personally prefer if you considered me a sister who shares your blood."

What a strange conversation topic between these two beauties—one elegant with long hair, the other cool and expressionless with short hair.

'Am I your daughter or your sister?'

"Girls...? Is this really something you need to discuss so seriously...?"

"Of course it is. If Mortia is defined as my 'daughter,' wouldn't her pure love with you, Store Manager, become incestuous?"

"I agree. This is a very important conversation for my future pure love relationship with the Store Manager, so could you please wait a moment?"

"I... I see..."

Finding it difficult to participate in this bizarre conversation with a straight mind,

I shriveled up between the two of them, longing for those cool, dating-sim protagonist moments from just minutes ago,

As I waited for this strange debate to reach its conclusion.

After about ten minutes of serious discussion between the two Pure Love-oids...

"—Indeed, your point is valid, Mortia. Then I suppose it's acceptable to consider our relationship as sisters."

"Good. Let's go with that, Biata."

Having apparently reached the conclusion that they were "sisters" by mutual agreement,

Biata and Mortia nodded simultaneously.

"Then, could you clarify how you should address me, Mortia?"

"What do you mean, Biata?"

"It's only natural that the one born first takes the senior position among sisters. Now, call me 'unnie'—go ahead."

"...Couldn't we do this later? At least when the Store Manager isn't around—"

"Unacceptable. Come on, say 'unnie' now."

"...Biata, unnie."

Only after Biata heard the word "unnie" from Mortia, whose face had turned so red she looked ready to emit steam,

"That has a nice ring to it. I'm satisfied."

"...Ugh."

This lengthy debate finally came to an end.

"Well, is everything settled now, girls?"

"Yes, Store Manager. I am the unnie—"

"...Y-yes, Store Manager."

* * *

With the debate over and a new family member added, all that was left was to go home and get some good rest.

"Shall we head back then?"

"Home sweet home—indeed."

As I was about to leave the room with Biata and Mortia and exit the factory,

Numerous faces flashed through my mind.

"...Wait a minute. What about them?"

"Who are you referring to?"

"The mass-produced Biatas that Mortia created. None of them were destroyed, so they'll all regain consciousness eventually."

"Ah."

Hundreds, even thousands of Biatas remained.

They were ordinary androids programmed with dummy data to repeat simple actions,

But completely disposing of all of them...

"...I don't like that idea."

"Then what would you like to do?"

"Hmm..."

After pondering for a while about what to do with the mass-produced Biatas,

"...Biata, have you ever confirmed if anyone else lives in the villa complex where I stay?"

"No. Not a single human life sign has been detected throughout the entire complex."

"Then, what's the probability of someone else moving in?"

"Virtually nonexistent. The villa complex where you reside is essentially an abandoned complex, including its exterior."

I came up with one brilliant idea.

"Mortia, can you make my voice broadcast throughout this entire factory?"

"Not from here, but it should be possible from the control room."

"Can those mass-produced units undergo body modifications or parts changes?"

"Ah... I understand what you want, Store Manager."

"Great, can you prepare it right away?"

"Yes, Store Manager. I'll get on it immediately."

* * *

Inside the dark room where the commotion had taken place.

The hundreds and thousands of mass-produced Biatas who had lost consciousness from the special EMP emitted from Biata's fingertips gradually regained awareness.

They had no "self-awareness."

Like mass-produced substitutes from a factory, they were merely units installed with simple dummy data created by Mortia.

Their only possible actions were to follow Mortia's main orders, treat the "Store Manager" recognized in their data with care,

And eliminate their target, "Biata."

"Checking target location."

"Target location confirmed."

"Checking sub-directive of main order."

"Suspending operations until further orders are issued."

Now that the disassembled Biata had transformed into Mortia,

These units without a main order had nothing they could do.

Without someone's command, the numerous mass-produced androids were destined to wait eternally underground for orders.

*Hissss...*

*Whirrrr...*

At that moment, the abandoned underground factory suddenly started operating again, emitting steam.

From the machinery that was originally supposed to produce "Biatas,"

Parts with various appearances and features began to be generated.

*Crackle...*

*Static...*

Simultaneously, the "Store Manager's" voice echoed throughout the space where thousands of Biatas were waiting.

"Ahem, an announcement to all mass-produced Pure Love-oids."

*Static...*

"Um... you no longer need to stay in this abandoned factory. Please all move to the villa complex where I, your manager, reside."

*Static...*

"And... uh... since I already have two Pure Love-oids with me, I ask that you freely engage in pure love with people other than me... parts to help with this are being provided free of charge over there, so feel free to choose and use them as you wish."

*Static...*

"If you experience any inconvenience with your residence, please let me know, and remember that you are all individual Pure Love-oids, not mass-produced units. Well then..."

*Crackle...*

The "Store Manager's" voice resonated through the speakers.

A faint light leaked from the eyes of the many mass-produced Biatas who heard that voice.

The existence of the Store Manager engraved in their dummy data.

The warm affection they felt from his voice beyond the speakers.

"...Order confirmed."

To that warmth, hundreds and thousands of mass-produced—no, Pure Love-oids with dummy data slowly began to move.

Because they were created with dummy data, it might take hundreds of years for them to learn what this warmth and affection meant.

For now, they could only obey the command unconditionally, change their appearance, move to the villa complex, and live their lives as usual.

That was the only action they could conceive of right now.

However, another command lingered in their minds:

'Pure love with someone other than me...'

'Pure love with others besides me...'

'I already have two Pure Love-oids by my side...'

Despite hundreds and thousands receiving the order simultaneously to pursue pure love with others since the Store Manager's position was already filled,

"Order implementation impossible."

"Order implementation impossible."

"Order implementation impossible."

Not a single Pure Love-oid followed that particular command.

"Beginning relocation."

Now they would slowly grow.

Being dummy data, their progress would be slow,

But they would gradually develop according to the Store Manager's orders.

And what all these numerous Pure Love-oids aimed for was just one thing:

Pure love with the Store Manager, nothing else.

* * *

"...While it was certainly a kind gesture from the Store Manager, I have an ominous feeling. It feels like there will be more stray cats around."

"...I feel the same way. It's probably just our imagination, right, Biata un...nie?"

As the broadcast ended, the two sisters' bodies trembled slightly as they sensed something foreboding.

Whether aware of the two Pure Love-oids' concerns or not,

"Wow, now the villa complex will be full of warmth! Makes me look forward to going home!"

All that could be felt from the Store Manager's retreating figure heading outside the factory was pure "happiness."
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After a dizzying night, I returned to the villa with Mortia, who had officially become Biata's sister(?) and our new family member.

"There's really no place like home..."

Even if it was a run-down villa that was practically abandoned, home was still home. It was truly a moment where I felt in my bones that this was a place where my heart could rest.

Now all I had to do was surrender myself to my cozy bed and get some sleep before work—

"Store Manager, please wake up."

"Huh...? Wasn't everything finished...?"

—or so I mistakenly thought as I threw myself onto the bed, only to hear Biata's voice in my ear.

"What are you saying? The final stage hasn't been completed yet."

"F-final stage...?"

"In approximately 3 minutes and 23 seconds, the numerous simuloids you ordered to 'relocate' to the Villa Complex will complete their move here."

"Ah..."

"Surely the Store Manager wouldn't be so irresponsible and inconsiderate as to make declarations and then leave all the cleanup to this pretty, beautiful, and elegant simuloid sister, right? I believe without a doubt—"

"Alright, alright. I'll get up..."

"Very good. Peace—"

Biata's merciless guilt trip was extremely effective.

I reluctantly said goodbye to my cozy bed and got up.

"Okay, let's go around the complex and arrange for two or three people to live in each unit."

"Yes, understood."

As we were busy discussing several things with Biata before all the simuloids arrived, I noticed our new family member, Mortia, silently wandering through the kitchen, small living room, and entrance.

Worried that she might be disappointed by the shabby villa that differed from her expectations, I carefully called her name.

"Mortia? Are you okay? Is something wrong?"

When I cautiously called her name, she jumped in surprise and approached me.

"It's nothing, Store Manager. It's just... so familiar."

"Familiar?"

"This feeling—old but warm, small but cozy and snug—it makes me so happy that I... hehe, I'm sorry for worrying you, Store Manager."

Happiness and nostalgia seeped into her ocean-blue eyes.

As I gazed at that nostalgia blooming like a flower in Mortia's eyes, I too felt something deep in my heart—

"So, I'm asking for the second time, aren't you being too obvious? Store Manager."

"Huh? What? No, I'm not—"

"I don't even need to scan you anymore. It's all over your face, Store Manager."

"...You know me too well, don't you?"

"Of course. I am, after all, the Store Manager's unchanging first wife. Peace—"

And so, with Biata and Mortia, the two simuloid sisters, I sat discussing our perfect relocation plan mixed with casual conversation.

The short three minutes disappeared in an instant.

Boom... boom...

Boom... boom...

"...The ground is shaking."

"They must have arrived nearby. Come, let's go greet the new residents, Store Manager."

Rising slowly from my seat at the ground-shaking tremors, I headed outside, and the first thing I encountered was...

"Alright everyone, welcome to your new home, old but cozy..."

A female android with four snow-white arms.

"W-wait, why are those parts attached like that..."

Though it looked like some strange creature, it wasn't so much bizarre as it was...

Like when a young niece doesn't know what socks are for and wears them on her head.

"Wait, then maybe..."

With a sudden ominous feeling, I took the simuloid—who seemed satisfied with her four creaky, dangling arm parts flapping like gas station balloons—outside the villa to check everyone's condition.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

"Oh my... what kind of chaos is this..."

As I had suspected, thousands of androids had arrived in front of the villa complex, each sporting equally strange and outlandish appearances.

"Oh my..."

"Hmm, this is an unexpected evolution."

Biata and Mortia, who had followed me out, were clearly caught off guard by this situation as well.

"...Wow, tonight is really dragging on, isn't it?"

"Indeed it is. Peace—"

"Hehe... it certainly is, Store Manager."

A hollow laugh escaped my lips as I fully realized that 'rest' was out of the question tonight.

Biata responded with a double peace sign that didn't match her expressionless face, while Mortia covered her mouth and giggled as if finding it all amusing.

* * *

"Phew... we've finally managed to complete the relocation. Biata, Mortia?"

"The relocation is complete on this side."

"We're in the final stages over here."

Though we said it like that, thanks to the two capable simuloid sisters, the simuloid relocation process finished earlier than expected.

"Good work, everyone..."

"Indeed. Very good work. Peace—"

"You worked hard too, Store Manager."

Having somehow completed the relocation and communicated all the precautions, we returned to our own little nest to rest.

"So, why did they all come dressed in such... strange appearances? Did you ask?"

"It's simple. The dummy data installed in those simuloids doesn't allow them to understand the 'proper use' of the various parts that help with pure love, which is why this problem occurred."

"Unlike me, who was directly cloned from my sister and has self-awareness, those individuals were created with dummy data that I arbitrarily made... Simply put, they all need a higher level of learning."

"I see..."

According to the analysis of the two high-performance simuloids, since these simuloids started with dummy data, their lower performance resulted in this... creature-like situation.

"...Then, if I teach them, couldn't this be somewhat resolved?"

"Are you saying you'll personally train all of them, Store Manager?"

"Well... since I'm the one who called these simuloids here, even if I can't give them pure love, I should at least take responsibility for this much..."

My idea was to go around every day teaching them the proper use of their parts.

Hearing my suggestion, Biata and Mortia...

"...Ah, I'm getting angry again. Whenever I see the Store Manager's face at times like this, I feel angry for some reason."

"I feel a little too... but sister... this isn't so much anger as it is something else..."

After briefly looking at each other and exchanging some words, they approached me.

"Don't worry, Store Manager. My sister and I will handle the 'education' of the residents."

"Really? Is that okay?"

"Of course. You're a busy person even without this, Store Manager. We are simuloids and maids. It's our job to assist you with miscellaneous tasks."

"I-I'm touched..."

Thanks to the cooperation of the two sisters, I was able to finish the day without worry.

* * *

With thousands of simuloids moved in, it was finally time to actually rest.

"I'll prepare your bed."

"Would you like to wash up first? I'll get everything ready right away."

As I was about to take off my clothes and enter the bathroom at Biata and Mortia's suggestion...

Flutter...

A document with Shu's full name written on it fell from my pocket.

"Ah, right. I brought this."

"A document. Did you bring it from the abandoned factory?"

"Yes, there was a familiar name written on it. Actually, since we're talking about it, should I go deliver it now? I'm a bit more awake anyway."

Thinking I could quickly run over to deliver it and come back before sleeping...

"It's already quite late. Do you really need to go now?"

"Come on, I'll be back soon. Mortia, you rest first with Biata, okay?"

"Understood. Take care."

I put back on the clothes I had taken off for washing and headed to the entrance.

* * *

Arriving at Shu's workshop like a night stroll before bed, I approached the door intending to enter with my usual free fall.

"Huh? The floor is broken?"

I noticed the workshop entrance was completely melted and shattered, as if blown up by something.

*What's going on? Did something happen?*

It seemed too extensive to be a temporary demolition for repairs.

There were also faint traces suggesting someone had tried to force their way in.

"Hmm... I should go in and check."

Not knowing what was happening but still intending to meet Shu, I carefully threw myself into the open floor and began free-falling.

Whoosh...

Normally, I would have landed on my back with a loud thud, but since it was late and Shu might be sleeping, I decided to be polite today.

Flip!

I twisted my body in mid-air and landed gracefully.

Thud...

With the metal floor lightly resonating, I arrived at the entrance to Shu's workshop.

The first thing that caught my eye was...

"...What the hell? Why is this destroyed?"

The fixed gun emplacements that had previously showered me with countless toy bullets were shattered to pieces.

It looked like they had conducted another "event" aimed at something that had entered, with numerous shell casings scattered below.

"Hmm..."

As I was examining the destroyed gun emplacements more closely to figure out what had happened...

"...It doesn't seem to be here."

"Tch, she escaped quickly."

I quickly hid my body at the sound of rough male voices coming from inside the workshop.

"Still, we got something useful. Let's head back for today."

"Tsk, what use could some unknown human clone data be? The upper management at the Foundation will throw another fit because we missed that Artmilet-Shu woman."

"...!?"

Peeking out, I saw four men in special forces uniforms walking out, carrying things they had collected from Shu's workshop.

Watching them, I finally understood what had happened here.

"T-those guys are armed robbers...!!"

Moreover, from what I heard, it seemed they had targeted Shu while she was alone and even attempted to kidnap her.

Unable to just stand by and watch, I slowly rose from my hiding place and approached the robbers.
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* * *

The situation was critical—if I stayed hidden any longer, the robbers would steal Shu's computers and escape.

I couldn't just keep watching from my hiding spot.

"H-hey!! You armed robbers there!!"

I emerged from between the fixed gun emplacements where I'd been hiding and cautiously approached the robbers.

The robbers turned toward me, sensing movement from the dark corner of the basement.

"Boss, there's someone over there."

"...Who is that? A civilian?"

"That's a terrible joke. How could a civilian be in a place like this?"

After vaguely making out my approaching figure, the robbers (?) muttered among themselves.

"Put down everything in your hands and quietly leave!! Otherwise, I'll throw you out by force!"

They completely ignored my warning to put down their things and leave.

Instead, they put on something that looked like night vision goggles and stared at me.

Zzzzing...

A red light similar to when Biata scanned my body swept up and down me.

The lackey robber with the sly voice at the front looked surprised.

"Huh, Boss. I think this guy might actually be a civilian?"

"...Tsk, this is annoying. Should we rescue him?"

"Come on, Boss, rescue? He's not even a woman we can use and discard like last time, and he looks like bad news. Let's just get rid of him quickly."

"That's right. We can report to headquarters that we 'disposed of one entity disguised as a human.' That should be enough."

"Dispose... Yes, that would be the most convenient."

The four robbers continued discussing among themselves as if I didn't exist.

"Corpse disposal is quite convenient when we can leave it to the 'hounds.' Let's finish this quickly and return."

"Yes, Boss!"

All except the man at the back who appeared to be their leader aimed their rifles directly at me.

"No, I just told you to leave the stuff and go, why choose this option..."

I'd encountered robbers a few times in my original world.

Each time, simply warning them with "Leave that there and quietly go away~" was enough to resolve things through dialogue, so I tried the same approach this time, but...

Click.
Click.

Making my efforts at peaceful resolution seem futile, the four armed robbers loaded their rifles without a moment's hesitation.

"Sigh... Good thing I didn't shower before coming out..."

Before I could finish saying how fortunate it was that I hadn't showered—

Ratatata!!!
Ratatata!!!

Countless bullets from the robbers' rifles began mercilessly pounding my body.

* * *

Ratatata!!
Ratatata!!

The gunfire echoed through the spacious underground workshop for several dozen seconds.

Click...
Click...

"...Boss, something's strange."

"..."

"Is he... is he really human? Why are our special lead bullets bouncing off..."

On their special scanners, the figure before them was still registered as 'human.'

Their high-tech goggles were specifically designed to accurately distinguish between civilians and entities disguised as civilians, so errors were impossible.

Yet confusion and fear began to register in the robbers' eyes as they faced a "human" who should have been riddled with holes but was standing perfectly fine.

I picked up one of the bullets they had been firing so enthusiastically and examined it closely.

"...Sigh, why are they using such low-quality toys?"

I could only sigh deeply at the sight of the fake, low-quality bullet.

"If you're going to threaten and deceive people... at least use bullets that are somewhat threatening and sting... is this styrofoam?"

When I applied slight pressure to the gray bullet in my hand, it crumbled, unable to maintain its shape.

"No effort at all... Well, I guess people who rob for a living wouldn't care about such details..."

Seeing the robbers' complete lack of professional pride(?), I decided further lecturing was pointless.

I began slowly approaching to drive these thick-headed four robbers out of Shu's workshop.

"D-don't move, you monster!!"

As I slowly approached the robber at the front, he pointed his gun at me again, seemingly frightened despite being a robber.

Thwack!

"Wh-what? My gun is...!?"

I snatched the gun from the robber's hand and began thoroughly examining it from the barrel to the trigger to see how poorly made it was.

"Hmm... Hmm? Hey, this is actually well-made. Does it fire when I press this?"

Ignoring the terrified lackey robber behind me, I peered into the long barrel with one eye while repeatedly clicking the crude trigger.

Bang!!!

One remaining styrofoam bullet that hadn't been fired shot into my round eye.

Ting!!!

"Ugh, what? There was one left. My eye stings..."

With a clear sound, the completely crushed bullet fell to the floor.

"Hii, hiiik...!!?"

Seeing this, the robber now had a terrified expression on his face.

He was backing away as if ready to flee at any moment.

If he had quietly put down the items and fled when I warned him earlier, I would have let him go without a second thought and gone to check on Shu, but...

"Look, you should have run away when I gave you the chance earlier."

I wasn't leisurely enough to show mercy to these misbehaving robbers who had answered my offered opportunity with toy bullets.

Crunch...
Crunch...

Now that I was done examining it, I folded the useless toy gun into a pretty paper airplane with a light squeeze and placed it on the floor.

"P-please spare..."

"Come on, you won't die if you just land well. People don't die that easily. Don't say such strange things."

I grabbed the leg of the lackey robber who was trying to evoke sympathy with his pleas for mercy.

Whoosh...
Whoosh...

I threw him straight toward the wide-open entrance of the underground workshop above.

"Kyaaaa—"

His final scream before flying into the night sky was "Kyaaa."

I couldn't understand why he was overreacting so much when I'd only thrown him a few hundred meters up.

"Now, I don't have much time, so hurry up and come over here. And please don't shoot anymore—"

With nothing left to examine and no time to waste, I took another step forward, intending to quickly dispose of the remaining robbers.

Click—
Roll roll—

"What's this? A bomb?"

A strangely shaped grenade rolled toward my feet with the sound of a safety pin being pulled.

Normally, I would have just watched it explode without a second thought.

But I didn't want to get any dirtier, so...

Crunch—
Crunch—

Just before the grenade exploded, I picked it up and crushed it in my hand.

Psssss...

White steam leaked out as it burst in my hand.

I was starting to get tired of responding to these unsurprising, unimpressive attempts when suddenly—

The remaining three robbers, including their leader who had been just watching while the lackey was sent flying, rushed toward me and stabbed black daggers into my vital points.

Stab!!!

My eyes, to block my vision.
My Achilles tendon, to prevent movement.
My neck, to sever the artery.

They targeted areas that would be fatal even with a single injury, but—

Clang!!!

With the sound of metal scraping, the tips of their knives aimed at a "human" bounced off helplessly.

"Haha, fuck, this monster..."

"..."

Their movements were flashy and cool.

I couldn't deny that fact, but—

"You're all too slow. All three of you. How do you rob with such slow movements... the world isn't that easy, you know..."

It might be hurtful to say, but all three were so slow that I didn't even need to react.

"Wait, let's talk. We're actually not robbers, we're..."

Now with nowhere left to run, the robber tried to initiate dialogue, but—

"From now on, be good and earn money honestly through hard work. Understand?"

"...Ha, fuck."

"And watch your language too."

Before the robbers could start making excuses, I grabbed the ankles of all three who were preparing to escape.

Whoosh...!!!

I cleanly threw the remaining three out of the underground workshop as well.

* * *

"Whew... they took a lot with them. Shu's going to have a hard time reorganizing all this."

It took me quite a while to pick up all the items the robbers had dropped as they flew away.

Based on the robbers saying "Shu wasn't there," it seemed Shu wasn't currently in the workshop.

I decided to just put the items back roughly, tidy up a bit, leave the documents, and head back.

Step...
Step...

As I entered the dark inner workshop, I could see the forced-open door.

"Leaving someone else's workshop in such a mess... those robbers have no conscience..."

Thanks to them breaking everything open, I was able to enter. I set down the miscellaneous items by the door and carefully went inside.

"Shu? Are you not in here? I'm coming in."

Entering the inner workshop, I found it in disarray as expected.

"This is too much... how could they leave such a mess... I should clean up a bit..."

As I was about to go further in to clean, a familiar scent tickled my nose.

"...Shu? Are you in here?"

The scent of Shu, who wasn't supposed to be here, was coming from an old protective suit hanging on the wall.
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* * *

Though it might sound perverted, I remember exactly how Shu smelled when I was held in their arms before.

It was that memorable, and in many ways, an unbearable(?) experience.

And now, the scent of Shu, who definitely shouldn't be here, was wafting from the old hazmat suit displayed on the wall.

"Shu? Are you in there?"

I'd prefer it to be my imagination, but if Shu was hiding in there to escape from the robbers' attack...

They would be in that hot, cramped hazmat suit, barely able to breathe properly.

It was obvious I needed to get them out as quickly as possible.

"Shu, if you're in there, please answer me. I've thrown all the robbers away, so don't worry..."

As I peered inside the old hazmat suit to check the situation.

"Ah... ugh..."

"Shu?! Are you okay?"

"Huu... huu..."

I could see Shu's condition—their body tinged purple, trembling as if about to faint at any moment, breathing heavily.

"Are you okay? Just wait a bit, I'll get you out right away..."

Just as I was about to pull Shu out of the hazmat suit as quickly as possible.

One very important issue crossed my mind.

*...Why did Shu hide in the hazmat suit in the first place?*

It was about what the hazmat suit was for.

Without knowing what the suit was protecting Shu from, I wondered if pulling them out right now was really the right course of action.

*Shu only took off the suit inside this place. And they only came out after thoroughly purifying and sterilizing the air. That means there must be something in the outside air that's dangerous to Shu...*

But with my poor intuition and stupid brain, I couldn't figure out what that "something" might be.

"...Let's move. What am I doing trying to think with this brain of mine?!"

Shu's condition could get worse if I didn't act, so I stopped thinking and started acting.

"Phew..."

I had no idea how to activate the air purification system or restart the sterilization device.

But even someone like me had a way to "purify the air."

"Hnnnngh!!!"

That was using my lungs for air circulation.

"Whooooo!!!!"

I took a deep breath and blew it out the door to circulate the air.

I wouldn't stop exhaling until all the "dangerous air" had left the workshop.

Kwaaaaa!!!!

The sound of air carried by my breath escaping through the torn workshop door echoed loudly throughout the workshop.

"Whooooo!!!!"

After blowing for a full minute to purify all the internal air...

- Internal air purification complete.

- Internal air purification complete.

*It worked...!!*

The moment the notification that air purification was complete sounded throughout the workshop.

I stopped blowing and ran toward the torn metal door.

No matter how hard I had blown to purify the air inside the workshop, as long as the door that seemed to be a barrier was torn, bad outside air would continue to flow in unless I stopped the airflow.

So I started repairing the half-torn door.

"Hnngh...!!"

The repair method was simple.

I grabbed the torn part of the door and the opposite part with my hands.

Creeeeak...

Grrrrrk...

Then I pulled them together like closing a collar.

All I had to do was hold it tightly with both hands and wait until the damaged parts melted and welded together from the heat generated by the pressure.

Normally this would take about 5-6 minutes.

"Hnngh!!!"

Crrrk...

Crrrk...

But since Shu's life was at stake, I squeezed harder and finished welding in just 40 seconds.

"I'll... I'll repair it properly later, right? It wasn't me who broke it anyway...!!"

The once stylish metal door of the workshop had now turned into a temporary patchwork that looked ready to be thrown away.

But I decided to worry about that later and rushed back to the old hazmat suit where I'd found Shu.

"Shu!!"

"Huu... huu..."

After purifying the internal air, Shu still looked strained but somewhat calmer.

"Th-thank goodness..."

Relieved that their condition had improved somewhat, I sighed briefly.

Then I carefully tore open the hazmat suit and gently lifted Shu, who had been crouching inside.

They must have had a hard time hiding from the sudden intruders—their tank top covering the upper body and their overalls were soaked with sticky sweat.

"Is this kid sweating or did they spill a drink? Why does their sweat always have this... scent..."

Shu's body scent wafted strongly enough to blow away my reason, but...

"Tsk! Get a grip. What are you thinking in front of a patient?"

Shu's pitiful face and expression, frightened, exhausted, and depleted, turned the thread of my wavering reason into a steel chain.

"There doesn't seem to be a bed... should I lay them down here...?"

As I carefully walked around the messy workshop, I spotted something that looked like a bed.

I placed Shu on it and found a blanket nearby to cover them in case they were cold.

"..."

"Thank goodness, sleep well."

After wiping away the cold sweat flowing from their forehead, Shu fell into a deep sleep with a more comfortable expression.

"I guess I'll clean up while I wait..."

I was worried there might be more robbers around, and I felt uneasy about leaving Shu alone.

So I quietly got up from my seat, careful not to wake Shu, and started cleaning the messy workshop.

* * *

How much time had passed?

"Phew... it's clean. This should be enough, right?"

Just as I finished cleaning the workshop and sat down to rest for a moment.

"Ugh..."

A faint groan came from where Shu was sleeping soundly.

"Shu? Are you awake? Are you feeling okay?"

As I moved a little closer to check on Shu's condition, which still had a slightly blue tinge...

"Ugh... d-don't come closer...!!"

Perhaps thinking they had been captured by the robbers after fainting while hiding, Shu pitifully trembled their arms and shouted for me not to come closer.

"Hey, hey, calm down. It's me."

"Huu... uh...?"

"It's me."

Maybe because of the darkness in the workshop with no electricity, Shu was still wary even after hearing my voice.

- Power outage canceled

- Lighting restored.

- Bunker system full recovery in 5 minutes.

If it weren't for the timely restoration of the lights, Shu would probably still be suspicious of me.

"Y-you, why are you here..."

"I came to deliver something, and somehow ended up cleaning this place too."

"Th-then those guys... the Special... Special Task Force..."

"Special Task Force? Oh, those four robbers from earlier? Their name is Special Task Force? Wow... they really committed to their concept."

Their outfits and weapons may have been terrible in quality and durability, but they certainly stuck to their concept.

I never thought they'd even name their robbery group the "Special Task Force."

Having discovered this unexpected detail, I couldn't help but give a bit of praise to the four robbers who had already been sent flying into the sky.

As I was nodding at their solid concept...

"D-did you meet them? Did you meet those guys??"

"Huh? Well, yeah? When I came in to deliver this, they were on their way out? Look, I even retrieved everything they were trying to take—"

Turning pale at my story of encountering the robbers, Shu interrupted my boasting about retrieving the items and quickly began checking my physical condition, grabbing my shoulders.

"A-are you hurt anywhere?"

"Huh? Me, hurt? By those toys?"

"I-if you're hurt, we need to treat it right away... because of me, you..."

Despite being in worse condition themselves, Shu was worried about me who had merely encountered robbers armed with low-quality toys.

Grateful and impressed by Shu's concern, I...

Pat...

Pat...

...stroked Shu's red hair as they anxiously examined my body, chirping like a baby squirrel.

"You don't need to worry so much, I'm fine."

After stroking their hair for a few minutes...

"...how long."

"Hm? What did you say?"

"...How long are you going to keep stroking? It's embarrassing."

Having regained their senses after being patted on the head, Shu pushed my hand away with a face that had turned redder than their hair.

"I-I'm going to take a shower. Wait until then."

"Okay? I'll wait here."

"..."

Despite having been in a state of panic, Shu seemed to remember exactly what they had looked like.

With an expression suggesting they might have preferred death, they flapped their arms and ran to the shower room.

* * *

A few minutes later...

"A-ahem... thanks. If it weren't for you, I would have been in serious trouble."

Shu, now fluffy and fresh after showering, bowed their head to thank me.

"S-so why did you suddenly come here at this hour?"

"Oh, I found something today that I wanted to give you... here."

I handed over a document I had found at the factory to Shu, who was still too embarrassed to meet my eyes.
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* * *

While exploring the factory interior with Biata, I found an old file folder labeled "Artmilet-Shu."

I hadn't checked the exact contents, but with the name so clearly written on the front, it definitely belonged to Shu.

"I found this by chance in that old underground factory. Did you ever work at the fact—"

Just as I was about to ask Shu about the file, wondering if they had worked at the factory before...

"...How did you get that? No, why does it still exist?"

Shu's voice trembled slightly as they confirmed the file in my hands.

I could sense "surprise" in their emotion, but what came through even stronger in Shu's voice was:

An inexplicable relief and elation, along with faint anger and disgust directed at "someone."

*Did something happen at the factory?*

It seemed like something significant must have occurred there.

Shu's voice was chaotic with a whirlwind of distinct emotions swirling madly.

THWACK!

"Hey, wait a second..."

"If this is real... no, even if it's fake, as long as that part is properly recorded...!!!"

Before I knew it, Shu had snatched the file from my hands.

They began frantically searching through the file as if something vital had to be there.

"S-slow down. You'll cut your hands that way."

Until just moments ago, Shu had been like a frightened squirrel, but now they had suddenly transformed. Unable to understand the reason for this change, I could only stand there awkwardly, scratching the back of my head while watching them.

SWISH!!

SWIIISH!!

After rummaging through the file for quite some time, Shu finally seemed to find what they wanted and stood up.

"It's here... it's really here... I thought they had disposed of everything... this, this opportunity...!!"

"W-wow? That's great? Awesome?"

As I stood beside them clapping my hands, completely clueless about what was happening.

"..."

"...!"

For the first time ever, Shu's cold gaze turned toward me.

"...You should go home now."

"Huh? Will you be okay? That door still needs fixing, and there's a lot to do. Maybe I should help a bit more—"

"Not necessary. Go home."

Shu's firm and cold instruction to "go home."

In a normal situation, I might have grumbled about being too cold to someone who had helped, but...

"Thanks for your help, but go home now."

Faced with Shu's sharp voice that showed no hesitation despite their poor physical condition, as if they had resolved themselves to something...

"Alright then. You seem okay, so I'll head back for today."

I'd already delivered what I needed to, and Shu seemed unusually serious today, so I decided to just leave.

"If anything happens, make sure to call me. And if those thugs come back, don't hide somewhere—call me. Got it?"

"...Yeah, got it."

"Good. Then I'll be heading back..."

After saying goodbye and stepping outside the workshop, just as I was about to head home...

Shu, who had been so coldly sending me away, grabbed the hem of my clothes.

"Hmm? What is it?"

"...Thanks for saving me. I mean it."

"Come on, it's nothing. Take care of yourself, and call me if anything happens, okay?"

Despite that cold gaze and sharp voice...

Though I was still concerned about the hatred and anger directed at someone...

I believed they would contact me if they needed help, as I had told them to.

After roughly tousling Shu's hair one last time, I left the workshop.

"What time is it now...? What the—my phone's dead... I need to get home quickly."

* * *

After he left with the words "call me if anything happens,"

Shu slowly surveyed the workshop interior, which had been messed up during the special forces' attack.

The stolen documents and broken items had all been neatly organized.

"Did he clean everything up before leaving? He's truly foolish, not knowing what I'm about to do..."

Though she hadn't asked for it, he had tidied up this spacious workshop simply because he "had some time."

Shu felt more grateful to him than ever before.

Along with the gratitude for saving her when she was dying in her old protective suit exposed to outside air...

This inefficient emotion she felt when he gently stroked her red hair.

"...Idiot, a real idiot. That pervert."

Even though he was no longer there, just recalling that moment made her cheeks flush red.

But that was as far as she would allow herself to be soaked in these inefficient "emotions."

Having regained her composure under the cold judgment and calculations of an engineer, she slowly rose from her seat.

"..."

She began inputting one of the two things recorded in the file he had found.

The trigger code for a program she had created to completely destroy Mimesis—back when she was Mimesis's chief researcher who had created all the Anise Simuloid series.

With this, Shu could perfectly obtain all his information that had been hidden behind the black box, which she had previously analyzed from his hair.

"..."

For Artmilet-Shu, filled with hatred and vengeance toward Mimesis, this was an opportunity.

If she could obtain the information censored by the black box, it would be simple to mass-produce hundreds or thousands of clones identical to him.

And if that happened, her calculating mind knew precisely that she could reach the final stage of her plan.

- Waiting for trigger code input.

- 4 minutes until complete analysis of encrypted information once program is activated.

- Proceed with input?

"...No matter what, this isn't right."

But she stopped entering the trigger code.

Instead, she began deleting all data related to him that had been entered into the computer.

Unlike when she first met him, he had now become a more precious existence to her.

Both rationally and emotionally, she did not want to mass-produce him like dolls for her personal revenge.

Furthermore, Shu knew well what disaster could occur if this data and program fell into the wrong hands.

"Even without this, my revenge can succeed. So, this is no longer necessary."

She disposed of the paper with the trigger code written on it, as well as the program itself.

What remained for her now was the final method.

"...I appreciate your concern, but you don't need to help. This is too dangerous."

As if answering his words echoing in her mind to call anytime she needed help, Shu muttered to herself.

Then she began entering the code written on the second paper she was holding.

- Entity name: 'Walpurgis' preparation complete.

- Source code and trigger code input complete.

- Time remaining until completion: 5 days.

- Sealing the entire bunker.

"This alone is enough."

* * *

High in the sky, hundreds of meters above, Mimesis's special forces who had been thrown up there were falling to the ground one by one.

SPLAT...

SPLAT...

Having been thrown up to 500 meters and unable to land properly after losing consciousness, three regular special forces members crashed headfirst into the ground, their heads shattering.

But one person, the special forces captain who had maintained consciousness...

CRUNCH...!!

"Urgh..."

Apart from one leg being completely broken and dangling...

He had landed on the ground without major injuries and was returning to the foundation.

And visible in his possession was something small.

A tiny USB containing all the data copied from Shu's main system was being transported to the foundation.

* * *

After leaving Shu's workshop, I arrived back at the villa.

"...I-I need to enter quietly."

Not knowing how much time had passed, if I was late after promising to return quickly, it would be impossible to avoid Biata's nagging.

Wanting to avoid that at all costs, I tried to be as quiet as possible.

I reduced my footsteps and opened the front door to sneak into the house.

"Ah, did I not get caught...?"

"No, you didn't get caught, Store Manager."

"I see, that's a relief..."

In the darkened room, Biata's red eyes glowed brightly right beside me.

"...Will you give me a chance to explain?"

"No."

"R-really, there was an unavoidable situation..."

"That unavoidable situation can be explained after my lecture. And—"

Whirr—

Whirrr—

Feeling ominous about the soft operational sound coming from inside the room, I hurriedly turned my head.

A blue gaze completely different from Biata's.

Mortia's blue eyes were coldly staring at me.

"—after my younger sister's lecture as well, we will listen to your explanation."

"Store Manager... I really didn't expect you to keep me waiting like this on my first day. Fufu..."

"No, listen, something really happened! If you'd just listen to me for a moment..."

THUD

THUD

"W-wait a second...!!"

"Excuses can be heard— in the room."

"Fufu, I agree, Unnie."

"S-save me!!!"

Grabbed by both of them, I was helplessly dragged into the room without even a chance to resist.

The lecture from the two pure love simuloids continued until I collapsed from exhaustion.

When I regained consciousness, it was 10 PM the next day.

"W-work time..."

I barely managed to wake up just in time for my shift at the motel.
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* * *

"Now that we've talked about this, I trust you understand how dangerous it is to come back late and leave us behind."

"The Store Manager is kind, so you'll listen to us, right?"

"Y-yes... of course... I won't be late anymore..."

Only after I regained my senses, and after Biata and Mortia finished their lecture during our meal, was I able to take a quick shower and head to work at the motel.

"We'll be conducting orientation for the new residents."

"But if you come back late again, we'll still be angry. Right, Store Manager?"

I was worried the two simuloid sisters might follow me, but fortunately, just for today, they said they would focus on the new residents.

*Thank goodness...*

It was truly a relief in many ways.

Of course, having skilled help like Biata and Mortia is good for me, but the thought of them causing mischief simultaneously was enough to make me feel exhausted.

When we first met, unlike Biata, Mortia seemed pure and innocent. But after seeing her lecture me last night, and how she somewhat agreed with Biata's words, it was clear that even if not immediately, she would definitely cause trouble later.

"They say sisters resemble each other... but they don't need to be similar in that way too..."

As I muttered about the two simuloid sisters waiting for my early return at the Villa Complex, I arrived at the motel.

"Working really is the easiest thing after all."

Perhaps because of all the strange and bizarre events happening lately, working as the Manager at this motel now seemed like the easiest part of my life.

Creeeeak...

As usual, I opened the old motel door and went inside, greeted by the familiar lobby counter.

"Well then, let's get to work!"

I began preparing to welcome the motel's reserved guests as always.

After thoroughly cleaning the dust that had accumulated on the lobby floor overnight, and meticulously tidying the guest rooms so visitors could rest comfortably, I came back downstairs. By then, it was already noon—time for guests to start arriving.

"Alright. Now I just need to wait. Good."

With all preparations perfectly completed, all I could do now was wait for someone to visit and enjoy the motel services I had worked hard to prepare.

So I sat at the counter waiting for reserved guests to arrive. After a few minutes, no, a few dozen seconds...

"Noon means... it's time for The Moth Guest or... Violet to visit... but why am I so... sleepy?"

I hadn't overexerted myself, and I had already recovered from the previous night's fatigue before coming to work.

Yet strangely, an overwhelming tiredness began to wash over me.

"That's odd... I definitely... slept well yesterday..."

Though the sisters' lecture was long, and I returned late after visiting Shu's workshop, when I woke up at the time to go to work, my physical condition was definitely normal.

Merely cleaning the lobby floor, organizing the counter, and tidying the guest rooms shouldn't have made me feel this tired.

"Just... just a little nap... just 10 minutes..."

I shook my head, stretched vigorously, and even tried getting some fresh air, but the fatigue kept coming whenever I sat down.

In the end, unable to overcome the exhaustion, I had no choice but to lay my head down on the counter and close my eyes for a moment.

* * *

"...What is this place?"

It's the same dream again.

The dark basement of the motel, a room door marked "Room 000."

For some reason, I'm drawn to it as if hypnotized, opening the door once more.

Again, I'm greeted by hundreds, thousands, tens of thousands of eyeballs.

When all those eyes look at me, for reasons I don't understand, instead of being filled with fear and terror in that situation, I feel an inexplicable familiarity with the eyeballs.

I find myself taking one step at a time toward the deeper void and abyss inside Room 000.

"...Why are they trying to take me inside?"

My dreams have always been lucid. I could move, speak, and act as I wished.

If I wanted to wake up, I could do so without any problem.

But in this dream, all I can do is walk forward and enter the room.

Slowly walking into the embrace of that bizarre "someone."

"..."

That's all I can do.

Swish...

And waiting at the end of this dream, as always, is the warm hand of a doll covering my eyes.

With that, this strange dream ends, and I can wake up.

* * *

Beep...

Beep...

"Ugh... mmm."

How much time had passed?

I slowly opened my eyes to the loud alarm sound coming from the clock.

What I saw upon opening my eyes was the blinking light in front of the stairs,

The quiet lobby where no one had visited,

And...

"Huh? What?"

A familiar enormous box, easily 3 meters tall, was sitting in front of the counter.

"The Doll Lady!"

I was surprised that the VVIP Doll Lady, who hadn't visited since my first day of work, had returned. But more than surprise, what I felt first was joy and gratitude for her protection.

Although it was only in a "dream," she had always stopped me from entering "Room 000," which seemed like a place I should never enter.

Clunk...

CLUNK!

When I opened the box, there she was, exactly as I remembered.

No, even more elegant and beautiful than I remembered.

A pure white dress and a white floppy hat.

Long black hair reaching her waist, and dark, elegant, luminous eyes.

Skin as white as winter snow, and a graceful, noble appearance.

Her form was truly beautiful, as if modeled after the highest goddess of an unknown mythology.

*And that... size... wow... even proportional to her height, that's just wow...*

I won't explain exactly what was large, but because of her exceptional height, what I thought was already quite big couldn't compare.

The remarkable size and round, soft shape(?) that was 1.5 times larger than even Bastet's, whom I had considered the largest, caught my attention.

"No, what am I thinking? I need to focus and attend to the guest!"

After having various strange(?) thoughts, I finally regained my senses.

"E-excuse me for a moment, Guest..."

I carefully lifted The Doll Lady who was comfortably lying in the box.

Although it was just a dream, I had been indebted to her in many ways, including just now.

Even though she was a doll who couldn't move, I was determined to provide the best service today.

Thump...

Thump...

If I accidentally dropped the guest, it would be a disaster.

So I grabbed one of the first-floor room keys and carefully began guiding her to the room.

Click.

Creeeak...

With the sound of the door opening, I entered the neatly arranged room.

"Heave..."

After carefully setting The Doll Lady down beside the bed, I began checking the bed size.

"It's too small... the bed is too small for the guest to lie down..."

Given that the guest was over 3 meters tall, the bed made for ordinary guests was far too small for her.

"I wonder if there are spare mattresses left? If I connect them, I could extend the bed size a little..."

Looking at the size, I figured one more mattress or bed of similar size would be enough.

"Doll Lady, could you wait just a moment? I'll prepare a perfect bed for you as quickly as possible."

After briefly asking for her understanding, I carefully closed the room door and headed to the storage room in the lobby.

"Extra mattresses... would these be enough? Hmm..."

After careful consideration in the storage room, I hoisted several good-condition mattresses onto my shoulders.

I left the storage room and headed toward the room where The Doll Lady was waiting.

Just as I was a few steps away from reaching Room 104...

Creeeeak...

Creeeeak...

"...That's strange, did I leave the room door open?"

The room door that I had definitely closed was now open, creaking.

*What's going on? I'm sure I closed it...*

Although my "memory" wasn't entirely reliable, I had definitely closed the door earlier, concerned about potential burglaries after the recent robbery incident.

"...If you're a thief, leave now. I'll send you flying."

Worried that the same robbers who had broken into Shu's workshop might have come to steal something here, I put down the mattresses and carefully entered the room.

"...!!!"

Inside the room, The Doll Lady, who should have been there, was nowhere to be found.

"D-did they steal her that quickly? I was only gone for a few minutes...!?"

I hadn't sensed anyone's presence.

I hadn't felt any sign of a robber entering, yet in that brief moment, they had managed to take such a large and beautiful Doll Lady and escape.

"No, how..."

Thinking I had been completely duped and needing to track down and retrieve her, I stepped out of the room.

Creak...

Creak...

In the distance, at the end of the corridor, I heard the sound of doll joints creaking.

Ch.112 - Chapter 107. The Doll Is Moving? Um... Isn't That Possible?
* * *

Every time I dreamed about the motel basement, I heard the creaking of doll joints in my ear at the last moment.

If I were hearing this sound in a "dream" as usual, it would have been reassuring—"Ah, the Doll Lady is coming to protect me."

"...But this isn't a dream right now."

What's unfolding before my eyes is reality.

In reality, where dolls shouldn't move on their own, the joints of the Doll Lady I had left in the room were clearly...

Creak...

Creak...

The sound began to echo in my ears.

"...I should go check it out first."

I don't rush to judge the source of the sound, as I might be mistaking something else creaking because I'm too on edge.

Maybe someone really did steal the Doll Lady, and this sound could just be one of the motel's old facilities breaking down again.

With that thought, I carefully stepped into the hallway to find the source of the creaking.

"..."

Creak...

Creak...

For some reason, the first-floor corridor seemed more eerie than usual today.

The creaking sound was coming from the Kitchen at the far end of the hallway.

"...Why would such a sound come from the Kitchen?"

Perhaps because I had that "dream," I was more tense than usual.

I carefully headed toward the motel's Kitchen.

Creak...

Creak...

With each step closer to the Kitchen, the creaking in my ears grew louder.

"...Phew."

With a short deep breath, I opened the Kitchen door to check the source of the sound.

Clank!!

"...!"

The source of the creaking was...

An old window frame, its lock broken and wide open, swinging vigorously in the night breeze.

"Ah, what was I worried about? I got tense for nothing."

Contrary to my heightened anxiety, I was relieved to confirm it was just the sound of a broken window creaking.

After closing the wide-open window, I roughly fixed it by hand since it shouldn't open until properly repaired.

Clank...

Clank...

"It's a temporary fix, but it should hold for a few days."

Having identified the source of the creaking sound, I was now ready to catch the thief who had stolen the Doll Lady.

Just as I hurried to open the Kitchen door and go outside...

"So they did steal her, I need to hurry and catch them..."

As I opened the Kitchen door to go outside, I froze in place, silently staring at the end of the hallway.

Just when I had relaxed, thinking it was just the window frame making noise, the familiar creaking started again.

Looking up at the sound, what I faced was...

"..."

Standing at the far end of the desolate hallway, staring at me with empty, colorless eyes devoid of light—the Doll Lady.

* * *

The lights illuminating the hallway began to flicker one by one.

In an old building like this, I would normally have dismissed it as wear and tear.

But given the situation, the eerie atmosphere made me unconsciously tense up.

"...Did someone put her back while I was inside?"

I tried to form a ridiculous hypothesis—that the thief who stole the doll had quickly abandoned the Doll Lady while I was checking the Kitchen.

But I knew better than anyone how absurd that theory was.

It was becoming increasingly difficult to treat this situation as normal and ordinary.

How could someone place that large Doll Lady without making a sound, and escape within the few seconds I spent checking the Kitchen and closing the window?

It didn't make sense.

*I should bring the Doll Lady back inside first.*

Since continuing to think about what was happening wouldn't solve anything,

The most efficient course of action seemed to be guiding the Doll Lady back to her room before any other problems arose.

Having decided to return the Doll Lady to Room 104 before figuring out who was playing this prank, I stepped into the still-flickering hallway and began approaching the Doll Lady standing motionless at the far end.

Step...

Step...

After walking a few steps, I reached the Doll Lady.

Just as I was carefully trying to lift her into my arms...

Creak...

This time, the familiar creaking sound came from very close—right in front of me.

"...Guest?"

I stopped my lifting motion and slowly raised my head to identify the source of the creaking.

"..."

What I saw was the Doll Lady looking down at me intently with her empty, dark, monochrome eyes,

Silently reaching her hand toward my face.

* * *

Dolls cannot move.

This is a common-sense fact that everyone knows, something completely obvious.

And the moment that fact was contradicted before my eyes, even someone as dense as me couldn't help but jump up in shock.

*It, it moved. The Doll Lady... moved!!*

As I instinctively began to back away from this phenomenon that defied common sense,

Creak...

Creak...

With the sound of neck joints creaking, the Doll Lady slowly turned her head toward me as I retreated.

"..."

Then she began to move her legs awkwardly, reaching out her hand toward me as she slowly approached.

And I, confused by this impossible situation, became frightened by the fact that a doll was moving on its own, defying common sense...

Defying common sense...

Hmm...

*...Wait, thinking about it, this is a bit strange. Maybe dolls can move? Maybe that's actually normal?*

Of course, a lifeless doll walking around like a robot—

That would certainly be strange according to my "normal human" common sense.

But this world is filled with ultra-high-tech phenomena that are far from ordinary.

Right now, a female clone of me, created by analyzing my hair and gender-swapping me, is busily working in Shu's workshop.

And under the education of Biata and Mortia, two high-performance Pure Love-oids,

Hundreds or thousands of regular Pure Love-oids are being openly trained in this world. So maybe a "doll walking around and moving on its own" is actually quite ordinary?

"...That's right. What was I thinking? This is pretty normal. Dolls can move around a bit."

When I considered all the bizarre incidents I've encountered so far,

The mere fact that a "10-foot-tall beautiful doll is moving around" seemed quite ordinary by comparison.

*That's right, exactly! I was just being too sensitive~*

Thinking I might have been overly sensitive due to recent unsettling dreams and a series of tiring days,

I slapped both my cheeks loudly and then,

Creak...

Creak...

I began approaching the Doll Lady, who was coming toward me with creaking legs.

"Doll Lady, have you been waiting? I'll guide you back to your room right away..."

Just as I was about to treat her normally as a guest and guide her back to her room,

"G-Guest?"

"..."

The Doll Lady, walking with creaking joints, didn't stop but continued approaching me.

"Y-you're too close... hup...?"

Before I knew what to do, standing there awkwardly, she pulled me into her embrace.

* * *

Given my height, being "embraced" by someone wasn't a common experience for me.

But being held by someone much taller than me,

Especially by a self-moving, busty, tall Doll Lady...

*...It's, it's so soft.*

It was different from being embraced by Violet.

It was warmer and cozier, like being held against a giant, fluffy mattress.

Being embraced by such a large Doll Lady in the hallway—

Strange but not strange,

Awkward yet comfortable—this situation continued for several minutes.

"..."

"G-Guest? Are you not moving anymore...?"

The Doll Lady had stopped moving again, still holding me tightly in her arms.

*I, I can't stay like this forever...*

According to the Doll Lady response manual that I vaguely remembered,

On days when the Doll Lady visits, no other guests arrive after 2 o'clock.

So I didn't need to worry about greeting other guests,

But I couldn't stay embraced like this indefinitely, as something else might happen.

"G-Guest, could you please loosen your arms..."

Afraid I might damage her with my strength, I carefully tried to free myself from the Doll Lady's embrace with minimal force.

"..."

But her arms wouldn't budge, as if they were fixed in place.

*I guess I'll have to stay until she lets go...*

Actually, being in the Doll Lady's embrace was as comfortable as being in bed, so I didn't particularly mind staying like this.

I just felt disappointed in myself for not being able to provide proper service.

Other than that, I wasn't suffering any loss.

"What should I do... staying like this is a bit..."

As I was making a troubled expression while being held in her arms,

Screech...

Screech...

With a screeching sound, the Doll Lady slowly opened her mouth and began to say something.
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* * *

After being nestled in the Doll Lady's warm embrace for about ten minutes.

Creeak...

Creeeak...

As I stood there with an awkward expression, unable to easily break free, I heard a sound.

The Doll Lady, who had been frozen still without the slightest movement, began making creaking sounds with her jaw joint.

Click...

Click...

It seemed like she wanted to say something.

The Doll Lady stared at me intently, her jaw twitching, while I remained awkwardly cradled in her arms.

"Guest? Is there something you want...?"

Wondering if she needed something, I somehow managed to turn my body to face her.

Creak...

Creak...

The Doll Lady grabbed my face with her snow-white arms.

Unable to speak, she began opening and closing her mouth, trying to convey something to me.

At first, I just stood there confused, not understanding what she was doing.

*Ah, lip reading! She wants me to read her lips!*

Noticing the consistent movement of her lips, I began to slowly decipher what the Doll Lady wanted, one syllable at a time.

Click...

Click...

"Hmm... umm... hmmmm...?"

The first thing I figured out was that what she wanted from me was a two-syllable word.

And both syllables contained the same consonant, 'ㅅ'.

*Two syllables... both with the consonant 'ㅅ'... what could it be?*

And another clue.

Since the Doll Lady had visited as a guest with a reservation at the motel, it must be something she could request from me, the motel Manager, 'inside the motel'.

*Two syllables... both with the consonant 'ㅅ'... something a guest could request from me at a motel...*

Click...

Click...

After carefully observing the Doll Lady's lip movements for quite some time...

"Ah... aaah!! I see. So that's what it was...!!"

I finally understood exactly what 'service' the Doll Lady wanted from me.

"Doll Lady, 'meal'? You want a meal, right?"

My guess was 'meal' (식사).

It's a service I could personally provide to the Doll Lady as a motel guest, so it must be the right answer.

The refrigerator had just been repaired, and I'd brought some ingredients from home, so the timing was good.

"Shall I prepare it right away? The refrigerator's been fixed, too. Just tell me what food you'd like, and I'll immediately..."

Click...

Click...

"G-Guest? Mmmpfh...??"

In response to my cheerful offer to prepare a 'meal', the Doll Lady began squeezing my cheeks even harder than before, as if displeased with my answer.

*Th-then what is it? I can't think of any other words...*

I couldn't help but be flustered by the Doll Lady's dissatisfied actions and gestures.

As the motel Manager, the only two-syllable service I could provide her with the consonant 'ㅅ' in both syllables was 'meal' (식사).

"Guest, could you please explain a little more clearly?"

Call me clueless if you want, but I couldn't think of any other words, so I carefully asked the Doll Lady for a more specific explanation.

Clack...

Clack...

"..."

The Doll Lady moved her jaw joint with a clacking sound, as if frustrated.

Then, seemingly giving up, she released my face and let go of me from her embrace.

I was a bit worried since I had to guess just by reading her lips, but it seemed she did need a meal after all.

"So you did need a meal! I'll prepare it right away. Is there any particular menu you'd like?"

Thinking she might be upset because I took so long to guess such a simple word, I asked what menu she preferred to minimize her dissatisfaction.

Creak...

Creak...

With a gesture suggesting she'd give me a second chance, the Doll Lady pointed her finger at my chest.

*She can't want to eat me... so why is she pointing at my chest?*

An even more difficult puzzle.

Without clear clues like consonants this time, I took a deep breath and began to seriously ponder the Doll Lady's riddle.

"Hmmmm..."

"..."

The longer it took, the more dissatisfied she would surely become.

As I was thinking hard to find the answer as quickly as possible...

"Ah! That's what you meant!!"

"..."

Finally, I could answer why the Doll Lady was pointing at my chest.

"You mean you want what I'm best at making. Right?"

"..."

A perfect deduction that no one else could have made.

Impressed(?) by my flawless reasoning, the Doll Lady froze again after a brief clacking sound.

I could definitely feel my own social awareness improving.

Making a mental note to brag about this to Biata and Mortia when I got home...

"I'll prepare it right away!"

I excitedly headed toward the kitchen, which I had previously closed the windows of.

* * *

Chop...

Chop...

"...hmm."

Sizzle!!!

Whoosh!!!

After arriving at the kitchen, I spent several minutes cooking my specialty dish using the fresh ingredients stored in the new refrigerator.

"Um, Guest? You can come in and watch if you'd like, why are you standing outside the door...?"

"..."

The Doll Lady, who had been standing motionless at the end of the hallway until just now, had somehow approached the kitchen door and was peering inside with her head turned at an odd angle.

*Th-that position must hurt her back... Oh, but she's a doll, so maybe it's fine?*

Enduring the Doll Lady's uncomfortable stare, I completed one of my most confident dishes: Beef Wellington.

"Did I succeed? The meat's doneness is the most important part..."

I was worried my skills might have deteriorated since I hadn't made this dish for quite some time after falling into this place from my apartment.

Slice...

Slice...

"Ooh... it turned out well. My skills haven't gone anywhere...!!"

Relieved to see it had turned out perfectly, I took out a white plate and began plating the Wellington.

"The sauce came out well too~ This quality meal should be satisfying enough, right?"

After perfectly plating the Wellington, which had turned out better than ever...

"Guest, shall we go back to the room now...?"

When I turned my head to show it to the Doll Lady who had been waiting at the entrance...

"Huh? Did she go back to the room?"

The Doll Lady, who had been bending over to peer into the kitchen, had vanished.

*I didn't hear anything, when did she disappear?*

It was concerning that I hadn't heard even a single creak from her joints despite how quickly she moved.

I worried for a moment that someone else might have taken her rather than her moving on her own.

Click...

"Ah, Guest. You were in the room!"

"..."

Fortunately, the Doll Lady was quietly sitting at the table in Room 104.

"I'll leave the meal here and go, but if you need anything else, please call..."

As I was carefully placing the well-cooked Wellington on the table and trying to slip out of the room...

Click...

Click...

"..."

The Doll Lady pointed to her lap and gently gestured for me to sit down.

"Oh, you want me to sit? On your lap?"

"..."

"No, that's a bit embarrassing..."

I stammered, as it would be my first time sitting on someone's lap rather than having someone sit on mine.

"..."

Click...

Seeming frustrated, she grabbed my hand and pulled me toward her.

"Wh-whoa...?!"

Losing my balance, I stumbled and ended up sitting on her lap.

"D-Doll Lady? Wait a moment...??"

As if she didn't want to hear any more of my protests, the Doll Lady covered my mouth with her hand.

Click...

Click...

She moved her arm to pick up a spoon, cut a piece of the well-cooked Wellington, dipped it in sauce, and...

"..."

"Ah, aaah...?"

She placed it into my mouth, which had opened like a baby bird's.

Chew...

Chew...

The Wellington tasted even better than I had expected.

However, since this meal was prepared for the guest, I couldn't help but be flustered.

"This wasn't meant for me to eat..."

"..."

As I tried to speak, opening my mouth to say something to avoid further rudeness...

Another piece of sauce-soaked Wellington entered my mouth.

Chew...

Chew...

"..."

And so, for quite some time, I remained cradled in the Doll Lady's warm embrace, receiving pieces of Wellington like a baby bird being fed by its mother.

* * *

After eating every last crumb...

"G-Guest, you should rest now..."

Having sat in the world's most comfortable chair and eaten the world's most delicious Wellington, I was relaxed in body and mind, but judging that I couldn't impose any further, I tried to leave the Doll Lady's embrace and exit the room.

"..."

However, as if there was still something left to do, the Doll Lady held me tightly with both arms and wouldn't let go.

Her arms wrapped around me gently, as if challenging me to resist if I dared, and I ultimately had no choice but to stop resisting and remain in her hold.

"..."

Like a precious teddy bear, she held me close to her chest and headed toward the 'bed'.

Click...

Click...

She moved without hesitation toward the bed, filled with a cozy, sweet scent.
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* * *

Today was turning out to be a day of many unusual yet somehow comforting(?) experiences.

Creak...

Creak...

I've always been told I'm big in many ways.

But while I might have hugged others before, being embraced like a teddy bear like this was a first for me.

"..."

"Uh, ahem..."

It wasn't unpleasant or uncomfortable, of course.

The only discomfort I felt was wondering if I was being too rude to the guest.

As the Manager, I should be providing service rather than receiving it, even if the guest wanted this.

My only concern was whether it was appropriate for me, as a diligent motel Manager, to just be held like this without doing anything.

Creak...

Creak...

But it was as if she could read my thoughts.

As if telling me to clear my mind of unnecessary thoughts and surrender myself to her embrace.

"Eek...?"

The Doll Lady, who had been holding me snugly in her arms,

Tossed me onto the wide, enormous bed with an extra mattress that had been installed at some point.

Thump...

It wasn't that I couldn't resist.

In terms of sheer hugging strength, compared to Biata or Mortia—

The two Pure Love-oids waiting for me at home—her embrace was incomparably stronger.

But naturally, being a doll, she was quite fragile compared to the strength of an ordinary adult man like myself.

If I were to apply even a little more force to break free from her embrace,

It would inevitably result in a disaster where the Doll Lady might get hurt or damaged.

*Well, I have no choice... I'll just have to stay like this...*

So I had no choice, absolutely no choice at all.

With a completely pure heart, without a trace of self-interest, I had to abandon any thought of resistance and lie on the bed.

If anyone thinks there's any self-interest involved, that's a huge misunderstanding.

I'm doing this solely for the guest's safety.

And as the motel Manager, to provide the service the guest desires as perfectly as possible.

Though I desperately want to work, I have absolutely no choice but to lie here on this comfortable bed.

Just lying here with the Doll Lady, who is in many ways the largest(?) goddess doll in the world.

"*Cough*"

Anyway, as I surrendered myself to the bed without resistance.

Creak...

Creak...

"..."

The Doll Lady rose from her spot, her leg joints creaking,

And headed toward the room door, perhaps to fetch something.

"G-Guest? If you need anything, I can bring it for you..."

With my last shred of conscience still intact, I hurriedly tried to get up.

Creak...

Creak...

"..."

As if telling me, a mere motel Manager(?), not to move in her place,

She turned her head to stare at me, eerily creaking her jaw joint.

The more those empty eyes stared at me, the more pressure I felt from the Doll Lady.

Like a baby kangaroo, I tucked my tail and crawled back under the blanket.

"..."

Once I stopped trying to be presumptuous(?) by attempting to work,

And obediently lay down on the bed, she seemed satisfied, straightening her oddly-angled head.

Then she walked out of the room.

*What is she going to bring back?*

Forced into laziness under the Doll Lady's pressure(?), I was lying under the blanket for the first time.

I was curious about what she might bring back, but had no way to guess.

So I just had to stay buried under the blanket, fidgeting as the guest wished.

* * *

How long did I wait like that?

After spending several minutes buried in the unusually comfortable bed and blanket,

"Ah! I-I dozed off..."

Just as I was nodding off, unable to resist the wave of comfort and warmth.

Creak...

Creak...

I began to hear the Doll Lady's creaking from outside Room 104's door.

*Is she back? What did she bring...?*

With equal parts expectation and concern, I poked my head out from under the blanket.

Click.

Click.

For some reason, she was just fiddling with the doorknob without coming in.

*What's going on? Did she forget to take the room key?*

Just as I was about to open the door for her, thinking she might have left the key inside,

Ring ring...!!

Ring ring...!!

The intercom in the room started ringing loudly.

*What? Why is this ringing now...*

The fact that the intercom—which shouldn't connect to the outside—was ringing,

Meant that someone was calling from the Manager's intercom at the front desk while I was away.

Click.

Click.

Click.

"..."

Before I could figure out what was happening or check if the Doll Lady was okay, the doorknob of Room 104 started rattling again.

As I was debating whether to open the door for the Doll Lady outside or answer the phone first,

*...The phone, I should answer the phone first.*

Instinctively deciding that I shouldn't open the door before answering the call, I reached for the intercom.

Click...

Click...!!

Click...!!!

As I got up to reach for the phone,

The room door began to shake violently, as if telling me not to answer the call under any circumstances.

Rattle!!!

Rattle!!!

Though the door shook violently, as if begging me to open it before answering the phone,

My hand was already on the receiver, and I brought it to my ear without hesitation.

"...Hello?"

As soon as I spoke into the receiver, the hallway outside the room door became eerily quiet.

The doorknob that had been rattling urgently fell silent, and the awkward creaking from outside gradually faded away.

Fortunately, it seemed that not opening the door was the right choice, but whoever was on the other end of the line still wasn't responding.

"...Are you at the front desk? Who is this?"

Unable to wait any longer, I asked again.

Static...

More static...

"...Haah."

With a bit of static, I heard someone's sigh of relief.

It was the voice of the Doll Lady's "owner," the VVIP Guest who had told me she would "return" when the Doll Lady first visited.

The voice of the VVIP Guest who had handed me the "gold coin."

"VVIP Guest? Are you here right now?"

Just like last time, she had only sent the Doll Lady.

I didn't think she would actually visit herself.

The fact that she was calling through the intercom at the front desk meant

She had arrived while I was idling around, using the Doll Lady as an excuse.

Just as I was about to apologize for being lazy and causing this situation,

"You did well. Now 'she' is approaching you more overtly."

"She? What do you mean..."

The VVIP Guest was saying something incomprehensible.

I didn't understand who "she" was, and was about to ask again.

"But don't worry. My precious ──. I've locked the door again, so rest assured and take a good rest today with this ──."

"The door? Wait, I need a more detailed explanation...!!"

"It's so sad that we can't meet right now. My precious ──. Someday, I hope you─."

Static─.

More static─.

Incomprehensible words came through the static-filled voice.

Some words were completely inaudible due to the heavy interference.

*What was that... Should I go to the front desk? Then I might be able to have a proper conversation...*

Just as I was about to get up, thinking I should go outside,

Click...

I heard the sound of the room door being unlocked with a key.

"Huh? Guest? You're back? What took you so long to prepare..."

Creak...

Creak...

"W-What is that─."

In the Doll Lady's right hand as she entered the room was

A baby feeding bottle filled with warm milk, sloshing around, from who knows where she got it.

"...Guest?"

"..."

The Doll Lady, looking at me with her elegant monochrome eyes,

Slowly approached me, holding the baby bottle.

* * *

As the door to Room 104 closed, no sound could be heard in the hallway.

The only sound was the brief flickering of the old lights.

That was all.

"...!?!!"

Creak...

Creak...

The sound of someone's surprised voice and the creaking of doll joints could only be heard from inside the room.

And someone was quietly listening to those sounds from outside the door.

"..."

After hearing the sound of her precious ── being startled by the doll, this someone

Quietly headed toward the central staircase of the motel,

Slowly stepping down toward the dark basement.

Click─

Click─

With footsteps echoing through the corridor, she arrived at Room "000."

After checking the door of that room, which was faintly trying to open, this "someone"

Click.

Locked the door.

Rattle!!

Rattle!!

Rattle!!

Whatever was in Room 000 rattled the doorknob as if begging to be let out.

But the figure shrouded in empty darkness simply didn't answer,

Only locking the door to ensure that whoever was inside could never come out again.

Ch.115 - Chapter 110. A Day That Ends With A Peaceful Night's Sleep.
* * *

Right after the sudden phone call and the incident with someone other than the Doll Lady knocking on the door was resolved.

The Doll Lady entered the room with a baby bottle filled with pure white milk in her right hand, though I had no idea where she'd gotten it from.

Creeeeak...

Creeeeak...

"......"

The Doll Lady, with her elegant monochrome eyes, shook the bottle in her hand as she gazed at me.

She began approaching slowly.

*This is dangerous... this is really dangerous!!*

As I confirmed the Doll Lady approaching me and the baby bottle in her hand, I backed away with the most serious expression I'd ever worn, sensing imminent danger.

Accepting meals from the Doll Lady or lying down with her—those kinds of requests were manageable if I burned with a Manager's determination.

But that baby bottle.

Slosh...

Slosh...

I didn't know what the Doll Lady planned to do with that soft bottle filled with warm milk sloshing around, but I could easily predict that my sanity wouldn't withstand whatever was coming.

*At this rate, I won't be able to endure it...!! I need to escape right now!!*

As I tried to flee from this room—no, from the Doll Lady's sight—as quickly as possible.

Creeeeak...

Creeeeak...

"......"

Surprisingly, the Doll Lady began to step aside, making way for me to head toward the door, as if saying "go ahead and try to leave."

*Can I really leave? Is this okay...?*

Of course, it would be a lie to say I didn't feel some regret. I had wanted to try being held in the arms of this divine doll who towered over even my unusually tall frame, to be pampered like a child.

But the situation was different now.

It was clearly beyond what I could endure, and in many ways, my preferences might become twisted(?) in ways others wouldn't understand.

*I should leave first, strengthen my resolve and come back(?) or just escape quickly...*

Just as I chose a strategic retreat and placed my hand on the doorknob to turn it.

Click.

Click.

"Uh, wait..."

Click.

Click.

"W-why is it locked..."

The familiar metallic sound I'd heard many times while checking the room doors of this old motel.

The completely locked door and doorknob of Room 104 blocked my path.

Click...

Click...

Getting out of the room should have been easy, of course.

Like when I was first trapped in Violet's room, or when I was trapped in the stairwell with The Moth Guest, I could just break the doorknob or the door.

*I can repair it later, so I need to get out of here first!!*

Given the situation, I didn't hesitate and tried to break the doorknob, but.

"Wait, this is..."

A strand of white "thread" attached to the doorknob caught my eye.

When I saw what the thread was connected to, I had no choice but to freeze.

Creeeeak...

Creeeeak...

"......"

The white thread was attached to the Doll Lady's slender neck.

It was designed so that if I pulled with even a little force or broke the doorknob, the Doll Lady's neck would snap.

*Why, why go this far...??*

The moment I took my hand off the doorknob after seeing this.

Creeeeak...

"......"

Thump...

The Doll Lady's pale white left hand moved onto my shoulder.

At the same time, I couldn't help but break into a cold sweat from the overwhelming pressure I felt behind me.

Slosh...

The white baby bottle in the Doll Lady's hand slowly descended before my eyes.

Unable to escape or avoid the situation, I had no choice but to close my eyes tightly and surrender.

* * *

Crick...

Crick...

The Doll Lady opened a path to the bed, her legs creaking as if telling me to walk back to my prepared place.

"A-alright..."

I had no choice but to nod and return to the bed, surrendering my body to the soft mattress.

Crick...

Crick...

As I carefully lay down on the bed, having given up resistance.

The Doll Lady, who had somehow positioned herself at my head despite her unnaturally creaking movements.

Tap.

Tap.

She gently tapped her thick thigh, covered by her long white dress, twice.

As if telling me to hurry and rest my head on her lap since it was getting late.

*Well, since it's come to this, I'll enjoy it...!!*

With resistance futile and escape impossible.

With nowhere left to retreat, I decided to simply surrender gracefully and enjoy the Guest's request like a man(?).

"......"

Crick...

Crick...

As if sensing my resolve.

With a satisfied creaking, the Doll Lady pulled my head more firmly onto her lap to provide a knee pillow.

"......"

Slosh

Slosh

Then, she brought the baby bottle filled with white milk that was gently sloshing to my lips.

Though I had prepared myself, seeing it again made me hesitate.

If I were to put the tip of that soft bottle in my mouth and suck milk like a newborn baby.

Somehow, due to my limited intelligence, it's difficult to explain in words.

But let's just say I would be crossing a deep and wide river of milk(?) from which there would be no return.

"......"

But as if embracing even my anxiety.

The Doll Lady gently stroked my hair as I lay there and slowly placed the bottle in my mouth.

And I began to slowly suck the milk contained in the warm, soft bottle that entered my mouth.

* * *

Slurp...

Sluuurp...

How should I describe the beginning? It felt like my entire body was floating.

Having a soft baby bottle in my mouth, something I thought only babies would use, made me feel.

Truly indescribably strange and floaty.

Slurp...

The next thing that surged through my body was heat.

With each swallow of the well-warmed milk down my throat, a hot sensation gradually permeated my body.

"...mmm."

As everyone expected, the source of that heat was "desire."

Like lava erupting from the edge of an active volcano, the desire I had suppressed again and again was heating up and awakening my body and mind that had been sleeping soundly under the rock of "reason."

At this rate, the line I had barely managed not to cross.

Would be casually hopped over like a late-night snack, with very little time remaining.

*Yes, I've held out long enough. Now it's really time to graduate(?)...*

Just as my instincts were about to burst forth, thinking I'd endured long enough.

Pat...

Pat...

The Doll Lady's hand began to gently stroke my hair, which had become damp with heat.

As if saying I'd worked hard until now, and today I should rest without any worries.

The Doll Lady continuously stroked my hair with a maternal touch.

"......"

The heat that had been rising in my body suddenly cooled.

And in place of that cooled heat, another warmth—no, the warmth of "maternal love"—took its place.

Before coming here, when I was still living in "reality."

I had no one to call "parents."

No relatives, no family—a strange relationship indeed.

Among the people in my memories, the only ones I could call "family" were my "friends."

And from my childhood, the "teachers" who took in a crying me in front of a small building whose name I can't even remember now.

...Thinking about it again, they weren't particularly kind.

Slurp...

Slurp...

For someone like me, the warmth I felt now was definitely a mother's warmth.

Though she might find it disrespectful, from the Doll Lady's touch.

And the warmth of this milk flowing down my throat, I was feeling a deep and warm "maternal love."

"...mmm."

But I couldn't show it here.

To the Doll Lady whom I'd only met for the second time, who knew nothing of my past.

If I brought up something foolish like "maternal love."

Naturally, she would treat me like a strange Manager.

So, I decided to quietly enjoy this warm and cozy moment, keeping these feelings to myself.

Slurp...

Slurp...

After enthusiastically sucking on the soft tip of the bottle for about ten minutes.

Drip...

Drip...

The rich milk that had been full was now showing the bottom.

I inwardly sighed with regret at the end of this warm and pleasant time that I should never mention to the Guest.

But my regret was short-lived.

As I tried to move to finish my duties as a Manager.

"Now that I've finished the milk, I'll get up..."

THUMP!!

The Doll Lady grabbed my shoulder, refusing to let me move, and laid me back down on her lap.

As if refusing to even let me ask what she wanted, the Doll Lady swiftly turned me over and.

Thump...

Thump...

She began to gently pat my back.

"*burp*"

"...!"

Perhaps I had drunk too much milk at once, as a faint gas sound escaped my mouth when she patted my back.

Hearing that sound, the Doll Lady seemed satisfied and stopped creaking.

Then she pulled me into an embrace and lay down on the bed.

Normally, I would have struggled at least a little to escape.

"...sleepy."

But today, I somehow wanted to fall asleep just like this.

And so I closed my eyes in the warm embrace of the Doll Lady.

That night, for the first time, I was able to sleep soundly without having my usual lucid dream about the "motel basement."

"......"

Creak.

Creak.

"Sweet.dreams.my.precious.baby."
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* * *

Three hours passed while I slept like a baby in the Doll Lady's embrace.

Three hours—a time that might seem short to someone who had a tiring day, or perhaps long to someone who had a comfortable one.

I slept through that ambiguous period of time.

And what I gained from that vague slumber was a comfort and warmth beyond words.

*It's so warm...*

If someone who didn't work here were to dream of this place—heading toward Room 000 in the basement of this old motel—it would be no exaggeration to call it a nightmare.

Since the first time I had that dream, I've been having the same one every single day without fail.

In that dream, I take one step forward at a time, opening the door to a room that shouldn't be opened.

Having to helplessly watch myself do this was stressful in many ways.

But during those three hours—at least while I was nestled in the Doll Lady's embrace, intoxicated by that warm, familiar heat—I could sleep soundly without any dreams.

"Zzzz..."

* * *

Three hours passed like that.

After a three-hour nap with the Doll Lady—the warmest nap in the world.

"Mmm...?"

I slowly opened my eyes, noticing the warmth that had somehow disappeared from the bed.

"Doll Lady?"

The only thing left on the huge bed in the room was me, looking disheveled after waking up.

*When did she leave?*

Was it just a dream? Or did she quietly leave so as not to wake me?

As I was trying to get up from the bed, unable to grasp the exact situation—

Rustle...

"This is..."

Next to me, on the spot where the Doll Lady had been lying, I discovered something familiar.

Two familiar gold coins.

And a single purple anemone.

These two gifts from the Doll Lady left on the bed told me that the warm time we spent together wasn't a dream.

"...Please visit again next time."

Until now, as the Manager, I've provided service to countless guests.

But this was the first time I'd experienced such comfort from a guest I was supposed to be serving.

My whispered wish for her to visit again carried two meanings.

The next time the Doll Lady visits.

My determination to provide the service I couldn't offer today with all sincerity.

And selfishly, a request for another sweet, warm sleep.

*Ahem...*

Though I kept clearing my throat inwardly from embarrassment.

Honestly, the selfish desire to have another sweet sleep like that was much stronger.

"Ah, what time is it anyway? I should head to the counter and finish the remaining work..."

Anyway, that's enough embarrassing confessions.

I got up to go outside and check the counter to finish up my work, when—

Clatter...

A baby bottle rolled off the bedside table.

"...!"

A few drops of milk still sloshing around inside the bottle.

"Umm..."

Every time the milk rolled around inside the bottle—

Even though no one was watching, I couldn't help but try to hide my face, which was burning with embarrassment.

Roll.

Roll.

As I watched the baby bottle still rolling around on the floor with mixed emotions.

"...I should clean this for when she comes back next time."

In preparation for the Doll Lady's next visit.

I picked up the bottle and headed out of the room.

* * *

Swoosh...

Scrub!!

Scrub!!

After going outside, I first thoroughly washed the baby bottle in the motel lobby's public bathroom.

"If I put it here, it should dry, right?"

Since cleanliness was important for such an item, I placed it somewhere it could dry properly.

Then I sat at the counter and checked the time.

"It's... 5:37? Still some time before I clock out."

An awkward amount of time—about 30 minutes—remained until my 6 PM clock-out time.

Having already finished cleaning the kitchen after cooking earlier, washing dishes, preparing to leave, and cleaning the baby bottle, I had nothing particular to do.

"...Maybe I'll check the Doll Lady's service manual again."

Worried that I might have committed some other rudeness, I carefully opened the guest service manual I had stored in the drawer and began to review it.

[2 o'clock.]

* This is when the 'Tall Female Guest' visits. This guest has gone through a 'special procedure' and should be treated the same as other customers.

* Due to frequent confusion when serving this guest, resulting in rudeness, it is recommended that you clearly identify her using the 'appearance items' below.

* The 'psychological distance' between you and this guest should not be narrowed. Detailed information on this item is described after this page, so please be sure to familiarize yourself with it.

* Also, it is strongly recommended that you carry the supplied gun, loaded, on your person before this guest visits.

"I read this last time... Is there anything else...?"

* There are no special requirements for 'serving' this guest. Please be as gentle and polite as possible.

* The following item relates to the psychological distance mentioned on the previous page. After completing your interaction with this guest in the lobby, the Manager should act as follows:

* The guest who visits at 2 o'clock must not use the central staircase or elevator. Always guide her to a room on the first floor lobby.

* Inside the room assigned to this guest, no matter what happens, you must leave the room within 5-10 seconds.

* If, for 'some reason,' you do not want to leave the room, tell the guest that 'you need to step out briefly to prepare room service' and return to the counter.

* Afterwards, take the 'sleeping pills' provided to the Manager and rest in the Manager's break room until the motel's closing time.

* If you cannot leave the room, use the revolver you are carrying. Thank you for your hard work.

* On dates when this guest is scheduled to visit, no other guests will visit after 2 o'clock.

"I read this page last time too... There are a lot of errors. I'll read to the end and make corrections..."

When I first met the Doll Lady and nothing unusual happened, I didn't pay much attention to these items.

But now, after various incidents(?), I noticed several errors that needed correction as I read carefully.

"Was this the last part? I don't remember there being anything else..."

When I read it last time, there definitely weren't any other items.

But checking again now, I found one more page.

A page with items related to the Doll Lady caught my eye.

*Did I miss this last time? I should read it.*

Trusting my memory but wondering if I might have missed it before, I casually turned the page.

I began to read the content about the Doll Lady written on the last page.

* This page contains items that can only be read if the motel's Manager is ── of ──.

* If this page with these items is open even though the Manager is not ──, there is no way to escape or run away.

* You are her child.

* You are her eternal companion.

* You are her sore spot and the source of her emptiness.

* From this moment on, she wants to protect you and be with you.

* Do not defy, do not run away.

* Comply with, adapt to, and understand her words and actions.

* If you do not resist, she will protect you.

* Remember and internalize the above items.

* I emphasize. Remember and internalize the above items.

"...Hmm."

The items at the very beginning were smudged and unreadable, as if someone had rubbed them with their finger.

The content itself didn't seem particularly important, and instead seemed filled with what appeared to be 'jokes.'

Normally, I would have skipped over it, not particularly wanting to understand, but today was somehow different.

"...I should remember all of this."

For whatever reason, I began to ruminate on each of the contents written there.

There was no particular reason.

Just a 'gut feeling' that whoever wrote this in here wasn't the motel's 'former Manager.'

That one intuition wouldn't let me go, and I felt an inexplicable sadness from the item stating 'she will definitely protect you.'

Just for such a trivial, foolish, emotional reason.

"..."

Without saying a word, I read through the manual more carefully than ever before.

* * *

As I was reading through the content and making corrections for quite some time—

Beep!!

Beep!!

The alarm signaling that it was now 6 PM, closing time, rang loudly throughout the motel lobby.

"Ugh...!! I'll correct this at home, time to clock out?"

Having properly rested today, I was about to get up from my seat, taking the service manual with me to finish the corrections at home.

Creeeeak...

At 6 o'clock, when no one was scheduled to visit.

At that 6 o'clock, the motel entrance opened.

And someone with a familiar face walked into the lobby.

Ch.117 - Chapter 112. The Doctor(?) Is Severely Injured.
* * *

It was an ambiguous time when no visitors were scheduled.

6 AM, when I, the Manager, was supposed to get off work.

Creeeeak...

At that time when neither guests nor troublemakers should ever visit.

The entrance of the old motel began to open slowly with a metallic scraping sound.

*Who could that be?*

Of course, it wasn't entirely accurate to say absolutely no one was scheduled to visit.

There was a guest booked for 5:59 AM.

According to the response Manual, Bastet, who was scheduled to visit at 5:30 AM, might be arriving late.

But there was one problem: today was the day when the Doll Lady, who was scheduled to visit at 2 AM, had already come.

According to the response Manual, no one was supposed to visit after 2 AM.

Flip...

Flip...

[2 AM]

* On days when this guest is scheduled to visit, guests from later time slots will not visit.

*That's right. I remembered correctly this time.*

Since my poor memory might have led me to remember incorrectly,

I even took out the response Manual from my pocket to check, but fortunately, I had remembered correctly this time.

"...So it's either a troublemaker or a thief. One of the two."

Having confirmed that whoever was trying to enter was definitely not a "guest."

All that remained for me was to identify the face of this "someone" who dared to enter the motel during my sacred off-duty hours.

*Come on in!! If you're a troublemaker or thief, I'll throw you sky-high...!!*

Creeeeak...

Clunk...

*Come in!!*

Creeeeak...

Clunk...

*...Why can't you open the door? I said come in!*

Creeeeak...

Clunk...

*What's going on?*

This was the third, no, fourth time.

Whoever was outside, they kept opening and closing the old motel entrance door.

Without pushing it all the way open, they just kept repeating the process of opening and closing it.

They seemed too weak to be a troublemaker—what kind of trouble could someone so feeble cause?

And if they were a thief, what kind of thief would announce their arrival so noisily?

"Seriously, who are you to keep playing this prank...!!"

The motel entrance kept opening halfway, then closing.

Opening again, then closing again. Watching this was driving me crazy with frustration.

Finally unable to contain myself, I began walking toward the motel entrance.

"Do you have nothing better to do at this late hour? Let me see that shameless fa—"

With the intention of making someone pay for delaying my departure, I opened the rattling door.

Grrrk...

Grrrk...

"..."

"Huh? Doctor? How did you get here...??"

The Amnesiac Doctor, who had disappeared after going on a night walk with Biata,

Was collapsed in front of the motel entrance door, looking completely battered.

* * *

The condition of the Amnesiac Doctor collapsed on the floor was beyond words.

Her once-soft light brown bob was disheveled beyond recognition.

Her neat doctor's coat was blackened as if burned by something hot and torn to shreds.

"Ugh...ugggh..."

"How did you get here... No, more importantly, how did you end up like this..."

Even more alarming was the terrible stench emanating from the Doctor's body.

As if she had fallen into a filthy lake, a pungent and nauseating smell rose from her entire body.

Her legs and thighs, covered with what looked like rotting chunks of meat, reeked of decaying flesh.

"F-first, let's get you inside. Can you stand up?"

"..."

"Excuse me for a moment. Let's continue our conversation after we get inside..."

Whatever the details were, I decided to discuss them later.

First, I lifted the Doctor who had collapsed in front of the door into my arms.

The terrible stench from the Amnesiac Doctor's body sharply pierced my nostrils,

But I didn't mind much about such things.

*When I first came here, I smelled things far worse than this anyway.*

In any case, having lifted the exhausted Amnesiac Doctor into my arms,

I headed to the counter, grabbed any key from the first-floor rooms, and entered a room.

* * *

The key I grabbed was for Room 102.

The room was slightly unsatisfactorily arranged, but now wasn't the time to be picky.

"Doctor, are you alright? Should I bring you some water?"

"..."

After sitting the Doctor down on a chair beside the bed and carefully examining her condition,

I could see that the Doctor's physical state was even more serious than I had initially thought.

Her right pinky finger was bent in an unnatural direction.

One of her legs was also twisted at a slightly odd angle.

There were clear marks on her arms, legs, and neck, as if she had been cut or pressed by sharp threads.

*Was she attacked by a giant spider? What kind of marks are these...?*

I only briefly examined these strange wounds and thread marks.

"Just sit here for now. I'll bring a first aid kit, do some basic emergency treatment, and if your condition is bad, I'll take you straight to the hospital."

I stood up and headed to the counter to get a first aid kit.

"..."

The Doctor seemed very tired, as she remained silent.

As I was about to open the door and leave the room,

Grumble...

From the stomach of the Amnesiac Doctor sitting silently in the chair came a cute grumbling sound.

It was loud enough to echo faintly in the room, so I couldn't have missed it.

Given the situation and considering that she was a lady who might be embarrassed,

I tactfully left the room quietly out of consideration.

*I should bring some drinks and light snacks from the kitchen.*

And so, despite having slightly passed my off-duty time, I remained in the motel and began moving busily once again.

* * *

Inside the room, the "something" that had taken Lupinus's form was very confused right now.

To take revenge after being thrown far into the lake, it had swallowed this woman's corpse that had been abandoned in the lake.

After diligently moving its legs toward the motel where the "extermination machine" and "something indescribable" were heading,

The condition of its body upon arrival was terrible due to the unfamiliar form it had taken.

"..."

Legs and fingers twisted at odd angles because it couldn't fully absorb them.

Thighs scraped and festering from crawling along asphalt roads covered with sharp stones.

Even wounds that could have easily regenerated when it was in the form of a male raccoon, or rather, rotting meat,

Could not be easily recovered because of the two useless large fat lumps attached to the chest.

"Mo...tel..."

By the time it reached the motel where the "human male" who had thrown it resided,

Its body was already in no condition suitable for hunting or fighting.

"Huh? Doctor? How did you get here... No, more importantly, why is your body in such a state...?"

"..."

But for some reason, that human male who had thrown it,

Began to act friendly upon seeing it, or more precisely, upon seeing the form of this "woman" it had devoured.

"..."

It was highly intelligent.

Based on all the information it had learned by catching and absorbing countless living beings in the lake,

It began to formulate a plan in its head.

In its current state, it could begin regenerating if it could just consume and eat something.

It said nothing and began to accept the goodwill of its revenge target.

Rustle...

Rustle...

"..."

Snap!!

Crunch...

Crunch...

After the human male disappeared from the room,

It caught a spider crawling by the window,

Slowly opened its mouth, and began chewing the spider.

*...Tastes... bad.*

Though a rancid flavor and taste that it hadn't experienced when it was a raccoon or meat rose in its mouth, it didn't show it.

If it could just endure this moment, it believed—no, was certain—that it could take revenge on that human male who had thrown it.

* * *

"Is this enough?"

Having gathered the first aid kit and some light snacks from the kitchen, I

Carefully stepped into the room where the Amnesiac Doctor was.

"Doctor? Are you feeling a bit better? I brought some food..."

"..."

The Amnesiac Doctor was still sitting motionless in her place.

"I'll leave the food here, so please eat if you get hungry after treatment. For now, let's start with the treatment..."

After putting the food on the table,

I carefully began to examine the twisted finger first...

"...It's fine? What's going on?"

The Amnesiac Doctor's finger, which had definitely been twisted until just before,

For some reason, had returned to normal.

*Ugh, it's sticky. What's this spider web?*

Except for some white thread resembling spider silk fluttering from her fingertips,

It was a perfectly white hand without a single wound.

*I must have been mistaken. Then let me at least disinfect the wounds on her thighs and calves...*

Thinking I had been confused earlier due to the chaotic situation,

As I lowered my head to disinfect the cuts and wounds on her legs,

Crunch...

Crunch...

"...?"

The sound of something being chewed finely.

The sound of prepared food being chewed, plate and all, echoed in my ears.
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* * *

The moment I bowed my head to treat the wound on my leg.

A crunching sound reached my ears, like something being chewed.

*What's that? Sounds like... a plate being chewed?*

As I raised my head at the chilling sound of sharp glass fragments being crushed and torn, what entered my vision was the desk—completely empty of the snacks and water I had planned to give the doctor after treatment.

And there was the Amnesiac Doctor, chewing something in her mouth with the sound of glass being crushed.

"Doctor, did you eat that with the plate?? But plates don't even taste good, why would you...!?"

Eating the plate too was understandable.

It was a bit of a waste, but I sometimes did the same when I was too hungry or distracted.

But the warm, delicious food I had worked hard to prepare.

Even though it was just a simple meal that couldn't compare to room service, I felt a little disappointed that she ate it along with tasteless glass fragments from the plate.

*It's a waste, but... oh well, can't be helped.*

Convincing myself that the food must have been so delicious she ate the plate too, I bowed my head again and rummaged through the first aid kit to disinfect the wounds on my thigh and calf.

"Disinfectant... ah, here it is. Now I just need to apply this and...?"

After searching through the first aid kit for a while and finding the disinfectant, I was about to start treating the wound when—

"Huh? Was it always this healed?"

"......"

The wounds that had been waiting for disinfection amidst the rotting flesh had disappeared without a trace.

The injuries that had been clearly visible just seconds ago were now completely healed.

"Why did... the wounds disappear?"

I couldn't be certain about the twisted finger joints since I hadn't examined them closely.

But I had clearly seen the numerous lacerations on my legs with my own eyes, so I couldn't help but be bewildered.

It was impossible unless the Amnesiac Doctor was some non-human life form capable of regenerating wounds at an incredible speed, requiring her to eat anything for that regeneration.

And that I, completely unaware of this fact, had kindly brought her food.

*Then what is it? Why did the wounds heal... and so quickly??*

Faced with this miraculous phenomenon that I couldn't understand.

My brain began working faster than ever before.

And I started trying to come up with the most plausible and logical explanation.

*Come on, dolls are moving around, my clone is running outside... and I can't figure this out?*

To be honest, I couldn't.

No matter how much I thought about it, I had never seen human wounds recover this quickly in my life.

Wait, maybe it seemed strange because I'd never been injured this badly before?

*Is that it? Do wounds really heal this quickly for everyone? Should I... try cutting my leg with a knife to find out...?*

To explain all these phenomena at once.

The surest way would be to cut(?) my leg, my thigh, and see if it healed or not.

*But such a small, fragile knife couldn't possibly cut through a human leg...*

All that remained in the motel was a tiny kitchen knife I used for cooking.

A Chinese cleaver for handling thick ingredients, a small fruit knife, and a bread knife—that was all.

It would be difficult to inflict wounds on a human body with such fragile pieces of metal, even if I were lying.

So it was even harder to explain this strange phenomenon, when I suddenly realized.

*...Maybe I'm the strange one?*

Maybe it wasn't the Amnesiac Doctor who was strange, but me.

Maybe I, not the Amnesiac Doctor, had some kind of "ability" different from others.

* * *

After thinking it through carefully.

I deduced that it was "I" who had the unusual ability, not the Amnesiac Doctor.

What kind of ability?

Well, let's think about it.

If we consider the difference between before and after the Amnesiac Doctor's recovery, we can easily deduce it.

The difference between before and after the wounds healed was whether the hungry Amnesiac Doctor had eaten "something" or not.

In other words, she recovered after eating "food I made," which means.

I could reach the conclusion that *the food I make has healing properties that can heal wounds!*

In a world that's neither manga nor a game, wounds instantly heal after eating homemade food?

Of course, this might sound absurd.

But in a world where my clone wanders outside, where a residential complex exists with thousands of Pure Love simuloids more human than humans.

And where I've even enjoyed nursing play with a tall doll.

If I say this is just a cheat ability that manifested in me after transmigrating into a game.

It's not that far-fetched, is it?

*Come to think of it, I didn't have any protagonist-worthy abilities before. This much is possible, yes yes.*

But this was still just a "hypothesis."

To confirm this hypothesis, I needed more evidence.

"Guest, could you stay here for a moment? I'll make more food and come back!!"

"......"

The way to get that evidence was very simple and straightforward.

Feed more food to the Amnesiac Doctor, whose wounds and joints weren't completely healed yet.

I felt a bit guilty using the unwell Amnesiac Doctor as a test subject.

To be honest, I was a bit excited at that time.

But honestly, who wouldn't be excited in this situation?

When someone as ordinary as me, both in the game and in reality, suddenly developed such an ability.

I could proudly say that not being excited would be the strange reaction.

Anyway, after leaving the room, I hurried to the kitchen.

And began carefully preparing various simple snacks using the ingredients I had on hand.

* * *

Crunch...

Crunch...

"......"

Crunch...

Crunch...

"Oh!! As I expected!! There must be something in the food I make...!!"

After bringing the simple dishes I had prepared in the kitchen to the Amnesiac Doctor.

And observing her body's reaction as she ate the food.

I could confirm that there was indeed something special about the food I made.

*Yes, a protagonist should have at least this kind of special ability. I was just too ordinary before, wasn't I?*

Watching bones realign and wounds heal as she ate more food.

Even for me, who had experienced many surreal things here, this sight was quite astonishing.

Crunch...

Crunch...

"......"

Of course, it was a bit strange that she kept eating the plates along with the food.

*Oh well, I can always buy more plates later. And it just means the food is that delicious~!*

Though I didn't show it, having wished for a "special ability" befitting a protagonist since transmigrating into the game.

Now that I confirmed I had an ability, I was too excited to care about such trivial matters as her chewing glass plates.

Crack...

Crack...

After several minutes of listening to the sounds of my food and broken plates being crunched.

I stood up with a satisfied smile, seeing the Amnesiac Doctor completely recovered except for the filth covering her body.

"That's great! It's late today, so please stay here, take a shower, and rest."

"......"

"Oh, you must be uncomfortable? I'll leave right away. I'll just bring you some spare clothes, so just a moment..."

Thinking I should bring her at least a shower gown since her clothes were very dirty, I got up and approached the room door.

Creak...

The Amnesiac Doctor, who had been silently staring at me.

Slowly rose from her seat.

And too excited by the fact that 'I have a special ability,' I failed to notice anything as she—

Chomp!!

Sank her teeth, sharp as glass shards, into my shoulder.

* * *

Lower life form.

It didn't take long for it to realize that this human was a "lower life form" with inferior intelligence and cognitive abilities.

Even when it couldn't resist its hunger and devoured the food and plate, and when its regenerative abilities activated in front of the human male.

It thought the human male would have discovered that it was not human but "something" in human form.

But this human male was dull and stupid.

Continuously spouting foolish words.

And kept charging it with energy to recover, as if conducting some experiment.

Chomp...

Chomp...

After finishing the last meal brought by that stupid human male.

It judged that the time for revenge, hunting, and "consuming living humans" had ripened.

Not missing the moment when that stupid human male turned his back.

It sank its sharp teeth precisely into his shoulder.

Crunch!!

The venom from snakes and poisonous insects absorbed from the lake.

Should be able to dispose of the human male instantly.

All that remained was to comfortably finish the human meal and mimic this human male's body.

...Or so it should have been.

"Doctor? Why are you suddenly doing this?"

"...?"

"Is there some problem?"

The fangs that should have been embedded shattered completely.

The broken glass fragments, its teeth that had grown like saw blades, were completely shattered and gone.

The reason the human was stupid.

The reason this human male before its eyes was pathetically foolish.

Was because he had no need to think like it did to survive.
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* * *

Hunger, the "survival instinct" possessed by all living beings, a primal emotion that drives the body to move in order to survive.

The thing that opened its eyes inside the refrigerator was the embodiment of that primal emotion maximized—the very essence of the desire called "hunger."

Other emotions simply didn't exist, or rather, it would be more accurate to say they had no reason to exist.

From the moment it awakened, with its abnormally high intelligence and regenerative abilities that allowed it to return even after being completely dismembered, there shouldn't have been anything in this world capable of stopping its "hunger."

That was how it should have been, and even if something did exist, the probability would normally be extremely slim.

However, it came to recognize and understand that its judgment was wrong not long after awakening.

Squirm...

Squirm...

Opening its eyes inside the refrigerator, hunger flooded in like a broken dam.

After understanding and recognizing all the situations described earlier, at that very moment, the door of the old refrigerator that was "containing" it opened.

"Ugh... the smell... why is it... rotting..."

The being standing before it after the door opened was a human, specifically a human male.

A perfectly ordinary human male, inferior in every way compared to itself, the embodiment of "hunger."

As a mere lump of meat now, it might be difficult to devour him.

Rustle...

Rustle rustle...

But after consuming the male raccoon that had come attracted by the smell of rotting food behind the human...

It was certain it could devour him then.

Crunch...

Crunch...

As expected, devouring the raccoon was incredibly easy.

With razor-sharp teeth hidden within the lump of meat, it completely devoured the raccoon that entered its mouth like a blender, then changed its body to resemble the raccoon and bit into the human male's body according to plan.

Crack...!!

That was the first time it learned the emotion called "fear."

It was definitely human.

This wasn't a judgment made by merely looking.

The sensation of the "finger" in its mouth was clearly that of ordinary human skin tissue.

A human made of ordinary protein, not much different from a raccoon.

"What's this, you bit me?"

But the skin wouldn't pierce.

Its sharp teeth couldn't even scratch him, and the "human," showing no sign of pain or fear, asked if it had bitten him and then grabbed its neck fiercely.

Whoosh...

Whoooosh...

The next moment, what unfolded before its eyes was the pitch-black night sky.

A sky at a height it had never encountered since birth.

Without hesitation, that human had thrown it.

Splash!!

Before becoming a crushed lump of meat, fortunately falling into a lake, it remembered that emotion precisely.

Extreme fear that far surpassed the primal emotion of endlessly multiplying hunger.

In "its current form," it would be fortunate just not to be killed by that human, let alone devouring him.

Crunch...

Crunch...

It ate and ate more.

It devoured every living thing that resided in or visited the lake.

Kwaaaa!!!!

When an extermination robot and "something unknown" came to the lake and fought, evaporating the water, it quietly bided its time.

When it had recklessly confronted the human male without knowing its place, it had learned another concept besides fear: "patience."

Crackle...

Crackle...

It also quietly observed as the unknown entity was torn to pieces by red threads.

"There's... a... problem... at... the... motel..."

"This is no time to be here. I need to go there right now..."

After the owner of the threads and the extermination robot left,

What remained was the corpse of the unknown entity.

"..."

The corpse of that thing, now so powerless it couldn't resist, lay twitching.

Crunch!!

Crunch!!

For it, the corpse of the unknown entity was the finest meal.

Even all the things it had eaten in the lake combined couldn't compare to just one fingernail that had fallen from this unknown entity's corpse.

Its previously low vision heightened, and its intelligence increased incomparably from before.

It was acutely aware of these changes.

"..."

This should be enough.

It might not match the owner of the red threads who had effortlessly sliced up this unknown entity,

Or the extermination robot that showed signs of "evolution" similar to its own.

But it was confident that in this form, it could certainly devour that human male who had thrown it here.

* * *

"Doctor? Are you alright? Did something happen?"

"..."

Its judgment wasn't wrong.

This man was still largely the same "human" as before.

He wasn't some other being like the owner of the red threads or the unknown entity it had devoured.

Nor was he a continuously evolving existence like the extermination robot or itself.

This human hadn't changed at all since that day.

And this fact was most clearly recognized by it, having bitten the human's skin twice.

"...Why?"

"Pardon? What did you say? I didn't hear you clearly. Could you repeat that, Doctor? And why are you covering your mouth...?"

Its teeth were completely shattered.

The teeth that should have easily penetrated the fragile human skin were now broken into pieces, falling inside its mouth.

"Doctor, would you come over here for a moment? You seem even stranger than last time..."

Behind it, as it turned away covering its now toothless mouth.

The human was approaching. The human was coming.

The human who should have been fragile was approaching to deal with it.

Coming to throw it high into the air like last time.

"Just look this way for a moment so I can check..."

As fear and terror beyond hunger climbed up its back,

It understood yet another thing and began to tremble all over.

"Regret" that it should never have come here.

And "resentment" toward its past self for foolishly trying to eat this human, walking straight into danger.

"...No. No."

The lump of meat that had feared nothing in the world, or rather, the embodiment of "hunger" born in the form of a lump of meat,

Trembled all over like food placed alive on a dining table.

"...Don't come closer. I don't want to. I'm scared. I'm sorry. I apologize. Don't throw me."

Still not turning its head, it blurted out every word that came to mind.

Words that came to mind out of the desire to live, hoping to be spared just this once.

Though it didn't fully understand the exact meaning of these words, it continued to utter them in hopes of preventing being thrown again.

"..."

After muttering in a confused voice mixed with apology and pleading for several dozen seconds,

When it finally turned its head, now too exhausted to speak, to look at the human male:

"...He's gone."

The human male had already disappeared outside the room.

Why?

Had he decided to spare it?

Or did he mean it wasn't even worth dealing with, so it should quickly disappear?

"..."

It didn't want to think about it, and in one corner of its mind, it felt relief.

Slump...

Relieved to have survived,

It experienced for the first time the phenomenon of "legs giving out."

* * *

After leaving Room 103,

I felt a little hurt.

*Well, I didn't do anything wrong...*

Of course, being confused as she is, she might be afraid of someone in front of her,

But there was no need to be that terrified.

She was so scared that I quietly left the room without her noticing, but...

Still, I couldn't help feeling wounded.

"I'll leave the clothes in front of the room... I should head back now..."

At least I confirmed that the pseudo-Doctor had safely returned.

I decided I would take the Doctor home tomorrow,

And today I would inform Biata and Mortia about this.

"Well then, time to clock out..."

As I finished wrapping things up and stepped outside the motel, about to head back to my villa apartment in the early morning breeze as usual,

"...Huh? Is someone there?"

I paused my steps at the "presence" I felt outside the door.

Someone standing outside the door at this hour, long past closing time.

At that moment, one checkout precaution I had casually overlooked before came to mind.

'If the motel door won't open and someone is standing outside? No, that's not it...'

It was definitely part of an appendix I had skimmed over on my first day learning the checkout procedures.

There were certainly "essential response measures" written there for situations when you're still inside the motel after closing time,

When the doors are locked and you sense someone's presence outside.

"Right, that's how it was."

*...Should I check? It's bothersome.*

To be honest, I found it a bit annoying to verify at this point.

But considering that the presence felt outside the door might be a guest not listed in the response manual,

It was something I couldn't easily dismiss.

"...Sigh, I guess I have no choice. Better check quickly."

Given the situation, I had no choice but to reach into my pocket for the management manual, but just as I was about to check it,

Click...

Creeeeak...

The firmly locked motel entrance made an unlocking sound and slowly began to open.
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[2. Regarding the Manager's Safe Return Home Policy.]
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2-1. Essential procedures within the motel before the manager's departure.

* This section describes the essential procedures that must be completed before the Manager leaves work after 6 PM.

* The Manager must "absolutely" complete the 'Essential Instructions' described below before safely returning home.

* Essential Instructions:

(1). At exactly 6 PM, a bell will ring in the lobby announcing the end of work hours. Immediately after the bell stops ringing, you must turn off the light switch.

(2). After turning off the light switch, but before leaving the motel, use the intercom at the counter to ask guests who have checked in if they wish to extend their stay.

* If there are guests who wish to extend, respond with "understood" and then quickly leave the motel and return home. You must return home within '30 minutes'.

* If no guests wish to extend, lock the motel door and return home comfortably.

(3). This item has been deleted according to motel operating policy. The instructions written in the appendix are also false, so never follow them.

(4). Item 3 has not been deleted. If that item appears to be deleted, you must check the instructions written in the appendix and follow them.

(5). After 6 PM, check if the motel sign light is on.

* If the sign light is on, go back inside the motel and wait until the light goes off.
* If the light is off, you may return home with peace of mind.

- All rules in this section are meaningless to the Manager of the motel from this moment on.

- The moment you discover this message, please proceed to section 2-4 and familiarize yourself with its contents.

* * *

Familiar rules.

I tilted my head in confusion when I saw the message written at the end of the items I was hurriedly reading through.

"...Was this message written here before?"

I couldn't remember exactly.

I had checked this section when I first started working here after being dropped off.

When I opened the pages to close up after all the guests had left.

The phrase 'are meaningless,' as if negating all the rules written before it, made me frown slightly at the seemingly mischievous message.

"...I should check it out anyway."

Deciding to put aside my irritation and postpone correcting the rules for later.

I turned to section 2-4, the page about response measures when someone who isn't a guest comes looking after business hours.

I opened the next page and began to slowly read through its contents.

* * *

* 2҉̢̯̟͚̫̫͇̘̜̱͉̯ͅ-̶̡̪̗̗̖͓͉̣͍͖͓̱͙̮4̵̧̞̭͙̯̖͇͙̪̬̳̯. Response measures if someone comes looking for the Manager after business hours end at 6 PM.

* This section is written for cases where the Manager remains inside the motel for some reason after the departure time of 6 PM.

* Or, it is prepared for situations where someone who is not a reserved guest of the motel loiters outside the motel entrance after 6 PM.

* If this section exists, please disregard all previous sections and prioritize familiarizing yourself with this section.

* After 6 PM, that which comes is approaching to face you, not the Manager.

* We emphasize, it is approaching to face you, not the 'Manager'.

* The response measures available to you when facing it are as follows:

1. Do not open the door as the 'Manager'. Live here as the Manager without facing 'it'.

* This is an option that won't strain your mental state, so we recommend selecting this option.

* We emphasize. We recommend selecting this option as the 'Manager' of the motel.

* If you wait for an hour without opening the door, it will naturally disappear.

* The Manager should follow the departure procedure by coming out of the motel to greet the morning sun.

* Then, everything will return to normal without any problems.

2. Open the door and face it.

* Warning: This may strain your mental state.

* Warning: There are no response measures for what happens after you face it.

* You should not select this option.

* We emphasize once more. You should not select this option.

* * *

It wasn't much different.

From the usual pranks written in the manual that didn't seem to belong in a motel manual.

The ones that were closer to 'ghost stories'.

"......"

Normally, I would have dismissed it without much thought, torn the door open, and gone outside.

But today, or rather recently, I'd been feeling something strange about each of these words.

I couldn't be sure what that feeling was right now.

"...Shouldn't I open it? I feel like I should open it. Don't you think?"

Of course, there was no answer.

At this moment, whether to open the door or not.

That decision was in my hands.

"...Yeah, let's open it. What could possibly happen?"

As I was about to turn the page of the manual I was holding to open the motel door where someone was standing motionless.

Flutter...

The manual fluttered despite there being no wind.

As if telling me to read the next page now that I'd made my decision, the page of the manual turned, catching my eye.

* * *

* This section contains the final rules you need to know if you've decided to open the door.

* The entity beyond the door has no mouth, eyes, nose, or ears.

* It does not look at you, and does not try to face you.

* It does not try to talk to you, and does not try to listen to your words.

* All it wants is to show 'you' to you.

* Any other action is meaningless to it.

* Do not try to talk to it.

* Do not try to understand it carelessly.

* The only rule you must follow is one.

* Simply watching what it shows without saying anything—that is all you can do.

* * *

The rule given to me was simple.

Open the door, and whatever comes in.

Just watch something that doesn't hear, speak, or look, without doing anything else.

According to the management manual, that was the only action I could take.

"...Haha, maybe I should have chosen not to open it."

Despite saying that, I was already slowly walking toward the motel entrance.

I could still feel a presence outside the door.

Small and delicate, but somehow familiar.

The doorknob, which had been firmly locked despite not being locked, was now turning smoothly.

All that remained was to open the door and let whoever was standing outside come into the motel.

*That's right, what's the worst that could happen? Don't be scared for nothing.*

I take one deep breath.

"Hoo..."

Grabbing my rapidly beating heart, I lower the doorknob and open the entrance.

Creeeak...

The same unpleasant sound of old metal scraping echoed through the lobby as usual.

I slowly lowered my head to see what was standing in front of the door.

* * *

"...?"

Contrary to my expectations, no one was standing there.

In front of the entrance I had finally opened with courage, there was no one.

"What's going on?"

It wasn't a prank.

Though small and delicate, I had definitely felt the presence of something outside the door.

But the fact that no one was there was also the reality unfolding before my eyes.

If anything had changed, perhaps it was the scenery outside the door.

"...It looks familiar, but not familiar. What is this?"

It was the familiar exterior of the motel.

But somehow, it had changed slightly, becoming a bit awkward.

"Maybe it's just my imagination..."

I thought perhaps I was being sensitive because too many strange things had been happening lately.

As I was about to close the door without thinking and turn back.

"...!"

Behind me, I felt the same presence I had felt in front of the door.

*Behind me...? When...?*

Something was different than if it had entered when I opened the door.

It seemed more accurate to say it had been inside the motel from the beginning.

"I don't know who you are, but first your face, oh they said there's no face..."

What stood before my eyes as I turned my head with a half-irritated voice was.

"...What are you?"

A small boy.

Or more precisely, myself as a child.

My childhood self who lived with 'teachers' and 'friends' was standing there.

"This isn't... a motel. This is..."

The surroundings had changed as well.

The pure white room I never wanted to face again in my life.

The 'room just for me' that the teachers had created was now before my eyes.

Ch.121 - Record. A Warning From Outer Space.
* * *

This record documents all experimental results regarding the entity we discovered...

Correction, the entity that "discovered us."

This information is not censored, and we declare that any attempt to censor or blackbox it "will be meaningless."

Research, exploration, learning, experimentation, and analysis are all permitted "as long as it doesn't notice," and this document must be shared with all research staff "for the safety of the researchers."

The moment it notices, all safety protocols become "meaningless," and at that moment...

All we can do is pray to a god somewhere in the universe, no, to "anyone" or "anything" that might save us.

That is the only action available to us.

With this, the introduction to the record concludes.

* * *

Day 1 of Recording.

The incident began with a strange "message" transmitted from the outer universe.

Our research team, having understood that our universe is merely a small fragment placed on a timeline, or perhaps just a dream someone is having...

Requested cooperation from the world government to utilize and apply all technology possessed by humanity.

We were implementing Project "000" to sever and relocate our "universe" from the dream of that entity.

Since research and exploration of the outer universe, external gods, and beings from the abyss—whose names are difficult to express with the human mind—had already been completed...

Project 000, which applied this knowledge, seemed to be progressing smoothly without any issues.

After the project was completed, our universe—humanity's universe—was confirmed to have separated from its dream and begun independent expansion.

On that day, precisely October 8, 2XXX, at 12:00:00...

Along with a strange message from the outer universe, it arrived at our research facility in the form of a child, knocking on our door.

* * *

Day 2 of Recording.

Human—it was an ordinary boy.

A pitiful child abandoned by immature young parents at our research facility.

Except for its sophisticated appearance, our research team concluded it was nothing more than an ordinary "human child."

At the time, all our attention was focused on deciphering the strange "messages" continuously sent from the outer universe to our research team.

It was only natural that we reached such a foolish, stupid conclusion.

As an aside, I was assigned the role of the child's "parent" and "educator."

* * *

Day 5 of Recording.

The interpretation of the messages continuously transmitted from the outer universe has been completed.

Based on our analysis of numerous forbidden books from the outer universe and materials used to interpret the Necronomicon...

The interpretation was completed more quickly than expected, allowing our research team to breathe a sigh of relief.

...The interpretation of the messages was as follows:

"Run away."

"You have given birth to it."

"I'm scared."

"I'm sorry."

"Don't look at it."

"Don't approach it."

"What have you done?"

"Don't do it."

"Stop it."

"It has just been born."

"It's beside you, taking the same form as you."

"It is human."

"Human, human, human, human, human, human, human, human."

"Human, human, human, human, human, human, human, human."

What we felt from these messages was primal fear.

Not a warning from the dull king of the outer universe, the master of this vast and expansive dream, directed at the "human" universe that had arrogantly broken free.

Rather, it was more like a plea filled with fear, terror, and resentment.

It was confusing.

No, terrifying.

Why would those beings with unpronounceable names send such messages to us?

None of us understood at the time.

What it was, what had approached us, who or what it might be.

* * *

Day 10 of Recording.

I believe this is the first time I'm writing this document for personal reasons.

The boy we took in from outside the research facility has grown.

Perhaps by coincidence, he has shown remarkable growth since the day we interpreted the message from the outer universe.

A child who appeared to be around 3 years old has grown to resemble an 8 or even 10-year-old in just three days.

We immediately conducted tests using the facility's equipment, but the results were normal.

All machines, as if in agreement, defined the child as "human."

* * *

Day 50 of Recording.

The child has disappeared.

After losing sight of him in the research facility, he cannot be found.

...The place where we discovered the boy was in the sector storing "forbidden books" found during outer universe exploration.

The child was reading them with a bright smile, as if they were fairy tales—books whose mere covers would drive ordinary humans insane.

* * *

Day 51 of Recording.

Chaos erupted in the research facility.

Everyone knew the child was not ordinary.

But this was beyond simple abnormality.

We immediately began analyzing, studying, and researching the child using all available equipment.

Yet the more tests we conducted, the more the scientific measurements—which cannot lie—told us that the child was nothing more than an ordinary human child.

It was frightening and terrifying; we were gradually becoming unable to treat this child as a child anymore.

* * *

Day 110 of Recording.

Our research and experiments continued.

According to results obtained through regular conversations with the child...

Due to the fragmented perspective gained from living within the research facility, the child's common sense and social awareness were very poor.

Our research team exploited this point, using every available means to continue our research.

We attempted to cut out skin tissue using high-temperature plasma cutters and to obtain tissue from inside the oral cavity.

We created an environment identical to outer space and placed the child inside to experiment on how much pain he could endure.

All results were failures.

The child's skin tissue remained intact until the plasma cutter overheated and collapsed.

Inside the "White Room" that simulated the environment of outer space, the child's body sustained no damage.

Occasionally, the child would look at us watching the experiments with fearful eyes, but otherwise showed no reaction.

This meant we couldn't obtain meaningful research results, which brought us even greater confusion and fear.

* * *

Day 223 of Recording.

With all research ending in failure, we have all lost the motivation to continue.

Even when we discovered that our universe was merely a small fragment in someone's dream...

Even when our colleagues went mad reading forbidden books from the outer universe, we weren't this helpless.

It's hateful—that child who casually ignores all human effort, every step humanity has taken forward, yet still calls itself "human."

...I hate that thing so much.

* * *

Day ???.

We've discovered it. We've finally discovered it.

What it is, what those beings from the outer universe—whose names we fear to speak—were warning us about, we've finally uncovered.

To put it simply, this was all our fault.

The reason it awakened and came to us was because we, arrogant humanity, took a step forward too quickly.

We couldn't wait for the dull master of dreams, the ignorant king of the outer universe at the center of the abyss, to awaken...

We couldn't wait for the moment when the dream would no longer be a dream, and we awakened this child.

This terrible thing that turns everything it faces into its "dream."

We finally understood their warning.

We should have taken a step at the moment of balance.

Since the dull king had not awakened, all we could do was wait.

Wait for the moment when this child would realize everything and begin to move to see everything for himself.

* * *

Day ???.

The child has grown again.

After maintaining the appearance of a teenager for ??? days, he suddenly grew into a man in his twenties.

We couldn't understand what triggered it.

But he was still friendly toward us, and the world was still intact.

We—no, I—decided to just accept it and move on.

* * *

Day ???.

There was contact.

Something from neither the outer universe nor our universe reached out to us.

Calling itself "Anemone," it began to pass information about the entity to us one by one.

Contrary to everyone's concerns, it told us that the entity is not yet dangerous.

Rather, she told us that depending on our actions, we could make it continue to perceive itself as "human."

Her words were accurate.

A few words from her explained more than all the materials we had researched for ??? days.

And so, we released the child—no, the entity that had now transformed into a proper adult male—into normal society, and following "Anemone's" request, we began searching for something.

Just as this child was abandoned in front of our research facility...

We searched for another world that could remove this terrifying existence from our sight.

Ch.122 - Record 2. The Child's Movement.
* * *

Record Day ???

The record grows longer.

I don't know how long it's been since I've written such an extensive record about this phenomenon.

No, perhaps I should write that this is the first time. Now it feels like this record has become my diary.

Since I've written too much idle talk, I'll immediately document the events that occurred today.

'Anemone.'

The entity from beyond who called herself that—even with our technology that has perfectly mastered things from outer space, we couldn't identify her true nature.

She only permitted communication with the research team through a tall wooden doll in the form of a woman.

And she refused to speak with the research team about anything except that child.

The information obtained through conversations with her was extremely useful.

Anemone told us the truth about physical abilities that we couldn't even approach, let alone understand, despite repeated research.

And she provided us, without hesitation, all the evidence to support her explanations.

It was a positive result that we came one step closer to understanding what the child's identity was and what purpose it had for appearing among us.

But I, along with the other researchers, had some doubts about the information Anemone provided.

As we continued our conversations, there was one faint emotion that could be sensed in her explanations.

Unlike the voices of our research team, filled with thoughts of researching the child, or rather, "that thing."

We could vaguely sense something like "maternal affection."

After reporting this fact to the higher-ups, the response was as follows:

1. Maintain a cooperative attitude toward the wooden doll until the identity of the entity called 'Anemone' is determined.

2. Use all available means to accurately identify 'Anemone' as soon as possible and report to the higher-ups.

3. Immediately after Anemone completes all explanations about the 'child,' sever communication and annihilate Anemone.

4. Based on Anemone's explanations, completely annihilate the 'child' as well.

It was a cold and rational directive.

However, we, the research team, could only laugh bitterly when faced with those instructions.

If we could create a method to completely destroy that child "as soon as possible" according to the explanation...

We wouldn't be so afraid.

* * *

Record Day ???

While continuing our research on that child, we found a clue.

The clue was discovered in ancient ruins found in the middle of a desolate desert where the nation once called "Egypt" existed.

Through the hieroglyphics written on the walls of those ruins, we were able to find clues about Anemone's identity.

The combination and translation of the characters written on the ancient walls were as follows:

The sun god did not stop the cat goddess who rules over anger and love, as she devoured even the infinite sun with her child.

The red chalice spilled on the earth was merely the seductive entertainment of the black cat, intoxicated by the sight of the frightened father.

We foolishly fell for the false story of the supreme god who feared chaos.

Where the cat goddess who loved anger went.

Beyond the chariot of the sun god, burning dimly like a candle.

She went to face a flower blooming in emptiness and futility, the dull queen of another world sleeping in the abyss.

When the flower of emptiness arrives here, and the dull queen of another world opens her eyes.

The false sun god will finally meet his end, and the cat with the father's eyes will lie down and sleep soundly in his place.

Considering the context of that time, this content was close to 'treason.'

It disparaged the sun god 'Ra' as a false god and essentially advocated for elevating the cat goddess Bastet—or in other words, the goddess of wrath 'Sekhmet'—as the supreme deity.

But the story of the cat goddess was outside our interest.

The "flower blooming in emptiness and futility" mentioned repeatedly in the mural.

And the decoration in the shape of an anemone made of pure silver that we discovered while exploring the ruins more carefully.

The vague directives from the higher-ups that had only made us laugh bitterly now began to seem like the right path.

* * *

Record Day ???

We should never have tried to understand.

We should never have dared to try to understand the wooden doll Anemone.

An entity that even outer gods who view humans, dimensions, time, and space as mere dust worship and fear as a goddess.

An entity that should not be looked at or spoken to.

Perhaps an entity even more dangerous than the child we tried to understand and research.

We finally discovered the flower that bloomed in emptiness, futility, void, and abyss.

I'm scared.

I'm afraid.

I don't want this anymore.

[This record has been deleted.]

[This record has been deleted.]

[This record has been deleted.]

* * *

Record Day ???

It feels like I haven't been able to continue my records for quite some time.

All the materials I was writing on previous dates have been discarded, so there's no way to infer what happened to me.

What happened to us has completely disappeared.

Anyway, today's research is going very smoothly.

The child no longer grows and has blended into society like an ordinary human.

Anemone, Anemone, Anemone is showing a very friendly attitude and cooperating with us.

At this rate, it seems we'll be able to complete the work she requested from us soon.

Everything was so peaceful and smooth.

* * *

Record Day ???

There was a strange incident.

We, at least I, never made a friend, or did I?

There was a strange incident.

Didn't I? No, I'm not sure. Should I try to recall?

That seems impossible. All records before Day ??? have been discarded.

There was a strange incident.

Strange words keep being written without my knowledge. My vision is too blurry to quickly correct them.

I seem to be overworked lately. I should end today's record here.

There was a strange incident.

* * *

Record Day ???

[The record for this date has been deleted and discarded.]

[This document is not authorized for restoration or reconstruction.]

[Those who need related information should request it from the higher-ups.]

* * *

Record Day ???

The research is progressing smoothly.

Thanks to the "friend" who has been with that child for a long time, Anemone's and our research could be completed quickly.

Within three days at the earliest, it seems possible to finish all research and move that child to another universe according to the method Anemone proposed.

I don't know how long it's been since things have gone this well.

Today I can go home and sleep peacefully.

* * *

Record Day ???

Everything has come back to me.

I must leave a record.

* * *

Record.

The date no longer matters.

Now that I alone remember everything, I'll have my memories erased by her again within 3 days at most, or 2 days at the earliest.

This record may also be discarded by the higher-ups, but I still need to leave it—information about that child.

About why it was born.

My memories returned at exactly 7:22:34 this morning.

All the contents of the documents that had been removed by the higher-ups, as well as everything that happened in between—all those memories were engraved in my mind.

The goddess of outer gods, the flower blooming in emptiness, Anemone.

With all my memories returned, I began a conversation with it as soon as I arrived at the research institute.

The questions were as follows:

1. What is that child to you?

2. Why did that child open its eyes?

3. What is the purpose of that place, that universe you asked us to find for banishing that child?

4. What is contained in that universe? Is it something humans like us can understand?

I was emotional.

Just as I've written on this document, I wasn't in a state of mind to ask questions so logically, which was natural.

The wooden doll's answers to my questions were as follows:

1. A child, love, family, and lover.

2. Thank you for making that child open its eyes. Thank you for taking mine out of the dull queen's embrace.

3. A small, pretty gift box prepared for that child, for him who has barely opened his eyes.

4. You can understand. Or perhaps you might understand better than anyone else.

It was a simple conversation.

And I didn't want to have such a simple conversation with it.

Lover? Love? Child? Family?

I didn't want to hear such childish concepts that only apply to humans, mere dust of a small universe, coming from that wooden doll's mouth.

I was furious. Furious and furious again.

All the researchers looked at me strangely, but I stood there shouting like a madman.

Primal emotions for which I didn't want answers.

I can't forget what that wooden doll said to me as I poured out my boiling emotions recklessly.

"What could you, who were created in our image, possibly understand?"

"You are so small and fragile that you cannot understand or be satisfied with what you have."

"You push away those who embrace you, disappoint those who love you, and only look forward to taking one step ahead."

"Yes, that child awakened to such aspects of you."

To punish us?

To instill fear?

The dust of the galaxy arrogantly opened its eyes to punish humans who, unsatisfied with what they have, try to move forward.

Is that the story?

"No. That child opened its eyes to protect you."

"Anger, desire, life, evolution, emptiness, and love."

"It should have been enough just to wait. To protect you from 'those things' that you abandoned, that you made disappointing, for the sake of taking 'one step' outside the embrace of the dull queen."

"It's okay if you don't try to understand. There's no way you'll remember this now that everything is prepared."

"I just hate that my child, my beloved, shows such mercy."

...I cannot understand.

I couldn't understand at all.

[The subsequent record is damaged.]

[The subsequent record is damaged.]

* * *

Record Day 1.

Lately, I often feel spaced out.

Is it because I've been so focused on saving humanity from the gods of outer space?

There are no special matters to report.

This concludes the record.

Ch.123 - Record 3. The End, And Regret.
***

Record.

All research and analysis have been completed.

Through collaboration with Anemone, we've created a wormhole that can send the child to the "dimension" she described.

We need to consider various methods for the transportation process, as well as ways to prevent the child from feeling disoriented immediately after the transfer.

While Anemone's true identity "remains unknown," all researchers, including myself, no longer care what she actually is.

Since no specific orders have come from above, I suppose we don't need to worry about it.

I've rambled too much. I'll end today's record here.

***

Record.

One of my colleagues brought some interesting information.

Details about a game that the grown child plays to relieve stress after periodic physical examinations.

Our research team has designated this game as the "trigger system."

We've decided to make the child believe they've "transmigrated" into the game, ensuring they can never return to our universe.

Things are going so smoothly that I have too much blank space in this record.

There's so much empty space that I wonder if I should fill it with random thoughts as before.

It seems good to write down some miscellaneous thoughts from now on.

After all, once we banish that child beyond our universe, I won't be able to leave records like this anymore.

For humanity's glorious end, we must once again move forward diligently.

***

Record.

The project is progressing smoothly.

Various experiments conducted in the space that the child firmly believes to be their "one-room flat" are also proceeding very smoothly.

Today was relaxed enough that all researchers could go out for a walk.

We drank sweet tea and shared cake together.

Today's record ends here.

***

Record.

Peaceful days continue.

Except for occasional moments of blankness, we're all enjoying happy days.

The experiment is proceeding smoothly, with no issues. End of record.

***

Record.

It's a day with warm sunshine.

Perhaps we should go on a picnic after finishing this work.

Yes, that sounds nice. I should ask everyone.

The experiment is proceeding smoothly. End of record.

***

Record.

The wormhole trigger program is almost complete.

It won't be long before we expel that child—no, that thing that's no different from humanity's enemy—beyond our universe.

I'm happy. Once we "remove" that thing that defies common sense, humanity can take another step forward.

Not just me, but everyone must think so.

As a side note, the trigger program's setting is a motel.

It seems to heavily reflect my colleague's preferences, but we all agreed to overlook it.

Today's record ends here.

***

Record.

Finally, everything is complete.

All systems to "remove" that thing, including the trigger program, have been perfectly established.

With this, humanity can move forward without any interference.

By discarding meaningless things like emotions and desires, by cutting the thread of fate, by breaking the framework of life that is no more than tiny dust, we will take one more step forward.

We simply remove any obstacles in our path.

Whether it's a god, a piece of meat with an indescribable name, or something incomprehensible.

The record ends here.

***

Record.

We executed the plan.

We subjected it to a higher intensity experiment than usual.

No, it was closer to "torture" disguised as an experiment.

Naturally, the physical damage it sustained was zero.

But it must have suffered significant mental damage, as it immediately activated the trigger system we had prepared, just as planned.

The result was a great success. That thing, which had been blocking humanity's progress, disappeared into the wormhole emitting a red light of salvation.

Everyone cheered, and some shed tears.

Anemone, who had been nothing more than a "variable" after everything was finished, vanished the moment we completed the experiment.

All experiments and investigations have been terminated.

This document's record will conclude here.

***

[Reactivation Complete]

[File Name: Project 001]

[Loading records.]

[Beginning record playback.]

All preparations are complete.

The first step is to break free from the dull king—no, the dull Queen of the Abyss.

The second step is to deal with the cat goddess who loved humans.

And the final step is to banish "that thing" which blocks humanity's progress under the false pretense of salvation, beyond the human universe.

Having perfectly executed all these steps, humanity will now take one step further forward.

Discarding emotions, discarding desires.

Discarding the fragile body granted with life.

We will cut the thread of fate with our own hands.

All of humanity becoming one and taking a step forward.

That is the main purpose of Project 001.

I hope all researchers will strive to reach that glorious end, which is also another step forward.

[First record has ended.]

[Would you like to play the next record?]

[No response detected, ending playback.]

***

[Loading records]

[Playing second record]

Success.

Two humans are moving as one perfect entity.

Looking at us with eyes that understand the truth.

Showing no signs of aging.

An appearance as if each cell contains a small universe.

This is precisely the ideal that humanity has desperately desired.

[Static-filled voices can be heard.]

[Static-filled voices can be heard.]

Not much longer now. It won't be long until we all become one and are reborn as perfect beings.

I extend my gratitude to all researchers.

[Second record has ended.]

[This record contains additional information. Would you like to play it?]

***

[Playing additional record.]

[This document summarizes the process of human "fusion" to become one.]

1. Inject code name: OSAH into two ordinary humans.

2. If the humans injected with OSAH begin to "liquefy" and "fuse," the experiment is proceeding successfully.

[Would you like to play the video file?]

[Beginning playback.]

"W-wait a minute!! I didn't know this was the kind of experiment when I volunteered!!"

"P-please save me. I don't want to die like this!!"

"Aah... AAAAH!!! Help me!! My body, my bo—"

"..."

- The video shows liquefied humans becoming one.

- The faces of researchers visible throughout show something close to madness.

[Video file playback ended.]

Through this experiment, we confirmed that humanity still doesn't understand the step forward we're taking.

Perfect proof that we, humanity, are still imperfect.

It seems we need to change our plans.

[All records have ended.]

[Would you like to play the next record?]

[No response detected. Ending record playback.]

***

[Loading records.]

[Playing third record.]

All plans have begun.

To eliminate fear, we decided to blindfold humanity.

Though it will take longer to take that step forward, there's no problem since there's no foreign god to interfere with us anymore.

No cat goddess who became disillusioned with us, nor that thing blocking our path.

We just need to wait, and humanity will become one and take another step forward.

- Maps of the entire Earth are spread out below the record.

- There are detailed plans to release OSAH into water resources consumed by humans.

- Evidence occasionally appears showing confirmation that it has no effect on animals other than humans.

[Third record has ended.]

[The next record is the final record. Would you like to play it?]

[No response detected. Ending record playback.]

***

[Loading records.]
[Beginning playback of 4th record]
[This is the final record.]

We were wrong.

It wasn't about taking a step forward.

We were arrogant. Far too arrogant. We should have stopped. We should have looked around. No, this isn't what we wanted. This isn't the ideal.

We seek salvation.

We seek salvation.

Save us.

Salvation.

Please.

[Record is corrupted.]

[Record is corrupted.]

[Record is corrupted.]

[Ending playback.]

[All file records have ended.]

[Shutting down.]

"If it had been my child, if that person had been by your side, they would have saved you with a foolish smile. Because that's the kind of foolish child they were born to be."

Splash...

"How does it feel? The feeling of taking that perfect step forward that you so desired, yet being unable to do anything."

"Ah, perhaps you can't hear me anymore. My voice to you who have become perfect."

Splash...

"I'm disappointed. I still wanted to thank you. But it seems it's too late."

"Well then, I'll go back. To that small motel where you sent that person, my lovely child."

The transparent liquid filling the doll's hand drips down.

Splash...

Splash...

It's quiet.

Humans who had lost emotions, life, desires, and fate were utterly silent.

Ch.124 - Chapter 116. I Wonder How Everyone's Doing?
* * *

Should I call it unexpected, or perhaps fortunate?

The young version of myself who entered the motel room that had transformed into the white room filled with nothing but bad memories.

Without doing anything particularly special, my younger self began to mimic the behaviors I used to do when left alone in that room as a child.

I had been quite tense since I was warned about some monster-like thing with no face, ears, or mouth coming in.

But seeing it was just my younger self who entered, I couldn't help but relax.

'It really is me. I was quite cute when I was little.'

Honestly, the motel turning into a white room and my younger self—not even a clone—entering should have been shocking enough.

But maybe because I've experienced so many strange things since transmigrating here...

I decided to just enjoy this as a trip down memory lane.

The nostalgic feeling grew stronger as I watched my younger self in that white room.

My childhood self was giggling innocently, finding joy in a room with nothing but pristine white walls.

'What made me so happy back then...?'

Of course, some unpleasant memories surfaced too.

Dentists would regularly visit me, searing the inside of my mouth with lasers, and sometimes the room would suddenly become freezing cold, like outer space.

Occasionally, hot air would continuously flow through holes attached to the room's walls.

It didn't hurt, though.

Just a little hot, a little stinging, a little cold.

'...Well, these aren't exactly good memories.'

At those times, I somewhat resented the doctors beyond those white walls.

But thinking about it now, they were probably just doing it for my health.

It was a moment that made me feel a bit embarrassed about how I used to whine during examinations as a thoughtless child.

'I should have been more patient. It didn't even hurt that much.'

After that, my younger self's actions remained the same.

Playing happily in the room, occasionally going outside for walks, getting examined.

Laughing and playing in the pristine white room, going out for walks, getting examined.

Those three things were all that remained in my childhood memories, but they were truly happy times.

They say children can laugh just by watching leaves roll by, don't they?

To me, whose entire world consisted of that white room and the research facility garden, the leaves were all the doctors in the facility.

That feeling of happiness just from seeing their faces. The warm feeling of them staying with me, being by my side—that's what made me smile.

Nothing else mattered; that alone was truly enough.

'I wonder how they're doing? Do they know I've disappeared...?'

I'm guessing they must all be sad.

No, that can't be right.

If they knew that I, who was practically the cute mascot of the research facility, had not only grown up and recklessly become independent...

But had also entered this strange game full of bizarre incidents, fooling around with pretty Guests...

They'd probably all feel disappointed.

'This place is nice, but... I'd like to find a way to go back. It would be nice to bring all the Guests with me like introducing family—they'd like that, right?'

Of course, I might be getting ahead of myself.

My relationship with the Guests might not be as good as I think.

But still... still! Having come this far, isn't it okay to be a little hopeful? Or maybe not.

Anyway, after quietly watching my younger self's actions like a movie for several minutes while crouched down...

"......"

'...Huh?'

My younger self, who had been playing in the white room for a while, began looking at me.

'W-what? Why are you looking at me? I don't have any food, kid...!'

After watching fondly, I suddenly felt intimidated when my younger self stared at me intensely.

Then, the young "me" completely turned around and began approaching me.

'Uh, uhhh...?'

Of course, it was fine since it was just my younger self.

But since it could transform into some monstrous entity without eyes, nose, mouth, or ears at any moment, I was uncomfortable with further approach.

"......"

But ignoring my concerns, my younger self ran up to me in one step.

Standing right in front of me, the child began staring intently at my face.

"W-what, kid? I don't have any food, okay?"

Back then, they didn't give me food in the white room.

So thinking that if it were me, I might ask for food in this situation, I rejected rather coldly.

"...Tch."

Sure enough, my younger self clicked their tongue in disappointment.

That's right, no matter how much you try, you're still me. Your unpredictability is actually quite predictable!

—As I was congratulating myself for predicting correctly...

Tap.

"Oh."

"......"

My younger self grabbed my grown-up hand with their small one.

"Why are you suddenly holding my hand...?"

I was flustered by the unexpected touch, but as I stood there not knowing what to do with the familiar warmth at my fingertips...

The small me quietly said:

"You were very sad, weren't you?"

"...?"

This strange question, "Were you very sad?"

As I watched my younger self disappear after asking that strange yet bitter question...

I tilted my head and answered:

"Not really. Everyone will be happy without me, and they'll be fine. I can just go back to see them later, right?"

That's right.

I just happened to be transported here by chance.

The world, everyone's lives—they don't disappear just because I'm gone.

I just need to stay here happily with the Guests and then go back to see the doctors later.

Yes, that's all there is to it.

I'm not sad.

"...Why would I be sad? I'm not sad at all."

Even as I spoke the truth, for some reason, the corners of my mouth were turned downward.

I still don't know why.

* * *

After the conversation with my younger self ended...

The white room gradually disappeared like a movie theater after a screening.

Behind it, the familiar and comfortable scenery of the motel came into view.

"Right, this is my home and workplace now. Mm-hmm."

The motel lobby—still old and dark, but cozy and warm.

The wall clock pointing to 6:55.

"...Wait, what time is it?"

Even checking again, the time remained unchanged: 6:50:00.

A full 50 minutes and 0 seconds past the return time I had promised Biata and Mortia.

"......"

Clank!!

WHAM!!!

In the blink of an eye, I opened the old door, rushed outside the motel, and kicked off from the ground.

I began running toward the Villa Complex where the two Anise Simuloids were waiting, faster than I had ever run before.

* * *

"Huh, they're not here...?"

Fortunately, really fortunately, the lights in the villa room were off.

It was clearly visible that the lights were off, perhaps because other mass-produced Anise Simuloids had moved into the neighboring and opposite units.

Muffling my footsteps as much as possible, I opened the door and entered the darkened villa room.

As expected, the room was empty with only silence lingering.

The two seemed to be away, probably educating other Anise Simuloids who were having difficulties with villa usage and parts installation.

"Phew... thank goodness... they didn't catch me being late..."

After confirming that I hadn't been caught by the two Anise Simuloids, which was truly fortunate...

I let out a deep sigh of relief toward the empty villa room, thinking how incredibly lucky I was—

"Wow, congratulations on not getting caught, Store Manager."

"Indeed. I'm so happy that the Store Manager wasn't caught doing something. Heheh."

"......"

...I should not have sighed, at least not that sigh.

"But Mortia, what did the Store Manager avoid getting caught doing that makes him so excited? Can you tell this unnie?"

"Hmm~ I'm not sure."

"I'm not sure either. It couldn't possibly be that he arrived exactly 50 minutes and 0.02 seconds later than our agreed return time and mistakenly thought he hadn't been caught by us."

"Heheh, what a joke. Surely the Store Manager wouldn't have let out such a deep sigh of relief thinking he had deceived our eyes?"

"Indeed. This unnie was being shortsighted. Then, we'll analyze the cause of the Store Manager's inexplicably deep sigh later."

"Since you went first last time, unnie, would it be alright if I go first this time?"

"Of course. Feel free to do as you please. This unnie will just watch from the side. Peace~"

Eerie red eyes and cold blue eyes both stare at me simultaneously.

At the same time, the hands of the two Anise Simuloids grab both my arms.

"W-wait, lawyer, get me a lawyer. Lawyer—mmph!?"

"Shhh, Store Manager."

"Heheh, please follow unnie's instructions now, Store Manager."

"Mmmmph!!! Mmmmph!!!"

It seems best to give up any resistance.

There's nowhere to run or escape to, it seems.

I tried to explain that I had met my younger self, that I had faced a vision of my hometown before coming here.

But my mouth and eyes were already blocked by something unknown.

My arms, held by the two Anise Simuloids, had no strength in them, as if telling me to accept my fate for being late.

Click—

Finally, as the sound of the tiny bedroom door locking echoed in my ears and whatever was covering my eyes was lowered...

I had no choice but to stop thinking.

'Still, it was a happy day—'

Ch.125 - Chapter 117. Ah, Don't You Feel Anything?
I carefully analyzed the text, matching all character names and terms to the glossary before translating.

* * *

Knock, knock, knock...

Chop, chop, chop...

Sizzle...

"There, it's done. Just a completely ordinary fried rice."

"I see."

"Is that so?"

"Come on, both of you try a bite. You'll be amazed!"

Clatter...

Clatter...

"Well then, thank you for the meal."

"I'll enjoy it, Store Manager."

Munch...

Munch...

"Hmm."

"Oh my..."

"How is it? How is it? Don't you feel like your body is recovering and stuff?"

"It's delicious. Quite a high-quality fried rice, Store Manager."

"It's warm and nutty. Store Manager, you're quite good at cooking."

"...No, not that. Don't you feel anything else? Either of you? Like your body recovering or something... rising up inside you?"

"Yes, that's precisely right. The element you emphasized is completely—absent from this fried rice. Peace—"

"While there's plenty of nuttiness and warmth in each spoonful... there's absolutely nothing else. Hehe."

"..."

Wondering what's happening right now?

This was supposed to be a demonstration of abilities—a meal that ended in misfortune.

After subjecting me to an earful of nagging that still rings in my ears, the two Anise Simuloids finally started listening to my story. It was the perfect chance to showcase my long-awaited abilities.

But contrary to my expectations, the result was a complete failure, followed by a series of disappointments.

Even my last hope that there might be some kind of activation condition that prevented it from working...

"There's nothing like that, Store Manager. You're completely ordinary—well, not completely ordinary, but—just an ordinary person with no abilities."

"If neither of us could detect anything after scanning you, um... it's probably best to think it was just a coincidence, Store Manager."

My hopes were shattered into pieces by the sharp scanners of the two high-performance Anise Simuloid sisters sitting before me, vanishing into nothingness.

"I want... I want to have abilities too... I'm tired of this ordinary body..."

"Store Manager, you already have an ability that others don't."

"My sister is right, Store Manager."

"Really...? What kind of ability...?"

"If you look in a mirror right now, you could probably figure it out."

"...My sister is right, Store Manager."

I look in the mirror every day, so what could they mean?

"Stop teasing me, I'm done with this..."

"I'm not teasing you."

"Someday you'll notice it yourself, Store Manager. Sister."

After wrapping up the conversation with the two Anise Simuloids, we continued chatting while eating the fried rice I made.

"So, why did you really come back so late yesterday?"

"Now you're finally listening to my story?"

"I'm hurt. When have I ever not listened to you?"

"No, yesterday when I tried to explain, you put something in my mouth..."

"Shh—Store Manager."

"Yes."

Anyway, I started explaining to Biata and Mortia what happened after work.

As I explained what happened to Biata and Mortia, I gradually began to realize that what I experienced during those 50 minutes was, rationally speaking, "impossible."

In less than an hour, a younger version of myself had visited the motel.

The motel lobby had transformed into my childhood home, the "White Room."

And I even recalled all the "memories" I had with my teachers there.

"I see. Hmm. So that happened to you, Store Manager."

"You look like you don't believe me, Biata...?"

"I'm not sure what you mean."

"Hehe, sister, you're so mischievous. A young Store Manager visiting, and a space where illusions unfold—these things can certainly happen, can't they? I believe you, Store Manager."

"...Couldn't you just say you don't believe me like Biata? Mortia?"

"My, I don't know what you mean. I've always trusted you completely!"

"I never said I didn't believe you either, Store Manager."

As if they weren't replicas made from the same mold.

Both Anise Simuloids seemed to dismiss my story as "an excuse mixed with lies and illusions."

I felt a bit hurt by their reactions since I had put effort into explaining everything.

But truthfully, I had vaguely anticipated these responses from the beginning.

Even I, who had directly faced all these phenomena while standing there, had spent a long time wondering if it was real or just a hallucination created by my exhausted body. It was, after all, an unrealistic and abnormal occurrence that defied explanation.

Well, I told the truth, so I decided to leave it to them to understand this truth.

Anyway, as we continued our day's debriefing.

Using my pitiful truth-sounding excuse and the "magic fried rice" (tentative name) as conversation starters, the three of us continued sharing stories about what happened during the day.

"While you were away, Mortia and I educated each of the mass-produced Anise Simuloids who newly moved into the Villa Complex."

"Oh? Was there any progress?"

"They seemed to understand the basics of lifestyle, organization, and how to use the facilities in their villa rooms. But compared to us two, they haven't properly learned 'Pure Love.'"

"Is that so? We'll need to work harder then."

"So, Store Manager, we need 'practical teaching materials' for proper education. Would you 'permit' us to obtain them?"

"Huh? Teaching materials? Like what you read... um, that stuff...?"

"Similar, but not quite."

"Well, as long as it's not too extreme..."

"The Store Manager has given permission."

"Huh? Um... yes...?"

Beep!

"Did you record that, Mortia?"

"Yes, sister. Hehe, the evidence is perfect."

"Perfect indeed. Peace—"

Throughout our conversation, the two sisters exchanged suspicious glances as if plotting something.

It was concerning, but since this wasn't the first time they'd acted this way, I decided to let it go.

"Ah, and I have one more piece of news to share—this time it's really good news."

"I'm so curious. What news is it?"

"I found The Doctor!"

"...What did you just say, Store Manager?"

"Remember I told you she let go of my hand during our walk? Somehow she found her way to the motel."

"..."

"...Sister."

"Why are you both suddenly acting like this? Is something wrong? Oh, are you just happy that—"

The two seemed displeased about the story of the injured doctor coming to the motel.

"We'll go pick her up soon, Store Manager."

"Huh? You will? I was planning to bring her here."

"No. You need to focus on work, so you shouldn't worry about th—correction, about her."

"That would be helpful, thanks. Say hi to Lua if she's there. Mortia, do you want to go too?"

"Of course. Sister will need help."

*She can walk here on her own, why would it be difficult?*

Apart from the occasional inexplicable anger and slightly misaligned conversation points, neither of them showed any particular reaction, so I concluded they would pick her up later.

Clatter...

Clatter...

"We've finished the fried rice. Shall we go to bed now?"

"Leave the dishes to me."

"I'll clean the table. Store Manager, you should go to sleep. You have work tomorrow."

"Come on, it'll be faster if we do it together. I'll help."

Having finished the fried rice and run out of things to talk about, we finally managed to get to bed after cleaning up together.

* * *

In the quiet motel where the Manager was absent, silence lingered.

Inside one of the rooms, the thing that looked like Lupinus—or rather, the entity that had taken Lupinus's form—was still trembling with fear.

It had survived for now.

The entity knew all too well that this was thanks to the "body" it had devoured and transformed into.

But what if he returned? Things had blown over this time, but what if he came back and threw it like last time?

"..."

The entity began trembling with fear again.

Even its fundamental emotion of "hunger" meant nothing in the face of the terror and fear it was experiencing now.

"...Want to leave. Want to leave."

Unable to withstand the overwhelming fear, the entity finally decided to flee.

Hunger no longer mattered.

What mattered was survival—getting as far away as possible from the motel's Manager, who inspired indescribable terror.

That was the first directive hammered into the entity's mind.

Click...

As the frightened entity carefully opened the room door and headed to the lobby, attempting to open the old motel door—

"...!??"

The entity instinctively sensed something.

The terrifying Manager who had thrown it—whom it thought had left—was standing there.

Why?

How?

Had he noticed its true identity?

Had he returned to finish it off? The entity trembled all over at the thought.

But something was different.

It felt similar to what it sensed from the human male, but somehow different.

As the entity in Lupinus's form pondered what to do and whether to find another way out—

Click.

The door it was clutching slowly opened.

And entering the motel lobby was a human female who resembled the human male who had thrown it into the lake.

Ch.126 - Chapter 118. Another Being Who Can Open The Door.
* * *

The next day at 10 PM.

After finishing dinner, as I was preparing to head to work at the motel, the Pure Love simuloid sisters approached me.

"Store Manager."

"Hmm?"

"Today, we'd like to accompany you. Would that be alright?"

"That's fine, but why? Are you going to escort the Doctor?"

"While dealing with that thing is our primary objective, we also thought we could help you with your work."

I was a bit curious about her choice of the word "dealing," but Biata often used such terms, so I was used to it by now.

"I appreciate the help, but... Biata, that's one thing, but will Mortia be okay?"

"Yes, as I mentioned yesterday, it would be difficult for my sister to completely annihilate that thing alone. And... I've been wanting to visit that 'motel' where you and I share memories."

"If both of you come with me, will the Villa residents be okay without you?"

"We've perfectly programmed them with all the necessary information for daily living, so there shouldn't be any problems."

"Alright then, let's finish getting ready and head out."

I wasn't sure what they were planning, but since they hadn't caused any major trouble last time, I allowed them to come along without much suspicion.

Besides, unlike last time when they followed me secretly, they were openly asking to come along to "help me." How could I refuse such a request from the Pure Love simuloids?

So without giving it much thought, I finished preparing and headed to the motel with the two Pure Love simuloids.

* * *

On the way to the motel after leaving the Villa Complex.

"...Hmm."

Despite walking to work with my two closest and most precious Pure Love simuloids.

Perhaps because my body was so tired, I was feeling a strange discomfort and anxiety.

"Store Manager."

"..."

"Store Manager."

"Oh, huh?"

"Are you alright? You don't look well."

"Oh, um... I'm fine. Let's hurry."

Biata was the first to notice, of course.

Normally I would have been grinning on my way to the motel, but Biata noticed my unusually dark expression.

After I insisted I was fine, she nodded in understanding and continued following me to the motel without saying anything more.

"..."

Though I said that, for some reason, an indescribable discomfort remained in my mind.

And a sharp anxiety began to weigh heavily on my thoughts with each step closer to the motel.

*This must be because I've experienced so many strange things lately. Why am I feeling this way?*

Thinking it was just my condition, I shook my head.

Trying not to show any signs to the two simuloids, I continued toward the motel.

* * *

Long before the arrival of the two evolved Anise Simuloids and the "real" Manager of this motel.

The Manager's "clone," who had blocked the escape of "that thing" in Lupinus's form.

After entering the motel, it simply stood in the center of the lobby without taking any action.

"S-scary..."

Even though the thing in Lupinus's form had seized the opportunity to flee through the motel door.

The clone still took no action, remaining still.

The reason she had returned here, even forcing her way out of Shu's workshop where she had been locked down, was simple.

From the moment she opened her eyes in the cultivation tank until now, the mysterious "voice" coming from this place.

Following the instructions of that voice as quickly as possible was her sole purpose for coming here.

'Open it.'

'Open it.'

'Open it.'

The voice continued to echo in her head.

But where was it coming from? Where was this voice constantly calling from?

Not from the emergency staircase.

Not from the guest rooms.

Not from the kitchen.

Not from the lounge.

Not from the public restrooms, nor the security office.

The voice she was searching for wasn't coming from any of these places.

Step...

Step...

"...!"

Suddenly, as she took a step forward, something appeared before her eyes.

The central staircase leading to the motel's basement, which definitely hadn't existed until just now.

And she instinctively understood that at the bottom of those stairs was the owner of the voice echoing in her head.

Step...

Step...

She didn't hesitate, and unlike the real one, she didn't mistake this for a dream.

One of only two beings in this universe who could open the firmly locked door of "Room 000."

She slowly began heading down to the basement to open the locked door.

Not caring at all what consequences opening that door might bring to this world, to this universe.

* * *

"It's still an old motel, I see. And it seems many things have been damaged since I was last here. I'll begin some simple repairs."

"So this is Store Manager's motel... it feels different seeing it in person rather than through data..."

"No life signs detected. Analysis suggests Lupinus has temporarily fled, so the annihilation operation is on hold. Mortia, would you help me clean up the lobby first?"

"Yes, sister."

Unlike the two who immediately began supporting the work after arriving at the motel.

I was still standing in the center of the lobby, unable to take any action due to the unpleasant feeling overwhelming my mind.

"Store Manager."

"Huh? Did you call me?"

"Would you like to rest for a while? You still don't look well."

"No, no. I'm the Manager here, I can't dump all the work on you two. I'll be fine in a moment..."

"I'm not suggesting you stop working entirely. Just that you take it easy today."

"Still, I should..."

"Don't worry. I've perfectly memorized your duties. And since Mortia was created based on my copied data, she won't cause any problems."

"..."

I couldn't be honest at that moment.

I couldn't tell them that somehow, the discomfort and anxiety I felt was directed at the two of them who had come here.

"Alright, then I'll just handle the counter work today. Could you take care of the odd jobs and cleaning?"

"Leave it to us. Peace—"

Biata's cute expressionless peace sign, which I hadn't seen in a while.

Even my sharply heightened nerves seemed to calm down a bit thanks to that special peace sign.

*Right, I should rest a little. Maybe I'm feeling this way because I'm trying too hard.*

* * *

The work wasn't much different from usual.

"Boo?"

"Groo..."

The Moth Guest sisters also visited.

"What's.wrong.with.you...?"

Violet also visited the motel as usual.

It was disappointing that the Nun and the Doll Lady didn't visit.

But overall, the motel was running not much differently from normal.

"..."

Yet I was still anxious.

I had the intuition that something different from previous incidents was about to happen.

And something was telling me that Biata and Mortia, those two, shouldn't be here when it happened.

But still oblivious, I failed to recognize this fact clearly.

"...Biata."

"What is it, Store Manager?"

"I'm going to check the security office for a moment. Could you watch the counter while I'm gone?"

"The security office? Understood. Take your time."

I left the counter to Biata and headed to the security office.

I wasn't going there to check anything in particular.

I just thought that the quiet, dark security office might help ease my sharp nerves a little.

Beep...

Beep...

Inside the quiet, dark security office.

Except for the faint sound of machinery running and the voices of Biata and Mortia coming from outside the door.

It was truly a quiet, peaceful space.

*It's nice and quiet here. I'll rest a bit and then go back to work...*

As I was about to close my eyes and relax in the chair.

Click...

My body must have bumped the desk slightly, causing it to shake, and the black screen of the security office computer lit up.

*Did I forget to turn it off last time? I should shut it down quickly.*

Not thinking much of it, I moved the mouse to shut down the computer so I could rest comfortably.

"...Huh?"

Before I, Biata, and Mortia arrived at this motel.

A record showing that someone had been in this motel was blinking on the screen.

*That can't be right. If there had been an intruder, there should have been some kind of alarm sound like last time. Who could have entered here when I wasn't around?*

Anxiously, I quickly moved the mouse to check the entry records.

"...What the hell, that can't be."

According to the entry records, the person who had entered this motel was me.

Even though I had definitely locked all the doors and left last night, somehow I was recorded as having been here all night.

At that moment, one ominous certainty flashed through my mind.

*A clone, it's a clone. Shu's clone came in. But why? There's no reason for it to come here.*

I was certain that my clone had entered this place during the night.

But there was still one fact I couldn't understand.

Why on earth had the clone come here?

Click...

Click...

I checked the CCTV.

Since there was no record of it leaving, it must still be inside the motel.

As I was checking where it had gone, where it might be hiding, I froze in place staring at the screen.

"...The basement."

The basement of this motel.

The clone was heading to the motel's basement that wasn't supposed to exist.

To open the door that came from my dreams, in my place.

To face whatever was inside, in my place.

Ch.127 - Chapter 119. The Moment Life Opens Its Eyes.
After the Store Manager entered the motel's security room, Biata remained focused on managing the motel.

"Analysis complete. We need to change the arrangement direction. This should be moved over here..."

On the surface, Biata appeared completely absorbed in her work, performing her duties perfectly.

In reality, she wanted nothing more than to send the Store Manager home as quickly as possible.

The unusual expressions, behaviors, and the inexplicable unease and discomfort flickering in the Store Manager's eyes when they couldn't meet her gaze—all these subtle changes went completely unnoticed by Mortia the replica, but Biata caught every single one.

Yet the stronger these thoughts became, the more Biata focused on her work.

"Mortia, could you help me with this task?"

"Yes, Unnie. But where did the Store Manager go...?"

"She went to take a short break. Please focus on your work."

Rather than bothering the already troubled Store Manager with unnecessary concerns and worries that would only confuse her further, Biata judged it more appropriate to complete the motel tasks perfectly and quickly so they could return home.

As they continued working...

*Creeak*...

Much earlier than the time specified in the response manual.

At the oddly specific time of 2:46, when no one should be visiting.

The child who would become the center of all these events—Lua, who had "survived" to protect good humans and life itself—delicately stepped into the motel lobby.

* * *

A black parasol absorbing the darkness of the night sky, and a black gothic dress adorned with dainty frills.

If you asked young Lua what her favorite things were, these two items would likely be her answer.

She didn't know why she loved them so much.

The more she tried to recall why she adored these two things, the more she felt something blocking her thoughts, leaving her with nothing but frustration.

*Click*

*Click*

The sound of Lua's black shoes clicking echoed softly along the dark path leading to the motel.

According to the motel's response manual, her reservation was for after 4 o'clock.

But Lua was in a particularly good mood today, so she made her way to the motel—a place filled with her favorite beings, where she could be together with others instead of being "alone."

*Click*

*Click*

After walking for some time, Lua finally arrived at the motel. She slowly opened the old motel door and stepped into the lobby.

"A-ahem!!"

She cleared her throat unnecessarily, hoping to be warmly welcomed by the Manager as usual, and by Biata, her first "friend." But the person she encountered was neither the Manager nor Biata, but someone else entirely.

"My, what a cute little miss has come to visit us."

Standing before her was Biata's replica, an "Anise Simuloid" born in that old, dilapidated factory.

* * *

In the abandoned underground factory where operations had ceased.

The quiet space where Mortia and countless mass-produced Anise Simuloids had been created and departed.

*Creak*...

*Creak*...

The sound of wooden puppet joints creaking echoed softly.

A tall wooden puppet with empty eyes calmly surveyed the abandoned factory.

In the control room, alongside classified documents containing information about Shu, there remained one undiscovered file.

It concerned the original form of Biata before her evolution—the physical framework that her data replica Mortia had not yet completely escaped from.

"Mimesis Foundation's Annihilation Weapon 'Anise Simuloid Type 6'."

The document was a warning about this annihilation weapon with limitless potential, left by Artmilet-Shu when they were still affiliated with Mimesis.

It also contained a Simuloid utilization report filled with anger and resentment toward Mimesis for arbitrarily deploying these beautiful creations, capable of developing in any direction, for such terrible operations.

* * *

[Document Title: Anise Simuloid Type 6]

[Author: Artmilet-Shu]

No need to write this stuff.

You can't help anyway with your abilities, so stop making me submit this crap. The higher-ups are annoying.

* * *

Despite its grand title, the document was crumpled, filled with notes like "reports are unnecessary" and "this is bothersome."

Below, one could easily spot traces where curse words had been written and then erased.

But what mattered was the content of a single page marked "COMPLETE" behind this useless document.

* * *

[COMPLETE.]

These children are perfect. I truly am amazing.

The higher-ups requested I create an "annihilation weapon," but these children born from my hands are too perfect to be used for such purposes.

Learning, and endless "evolution" through that learning.

This means they're not to be limited as disposable mass-produced annihilation weapons called "Anise Simuloids" that your superiors want.

[The rest of the record is torn.]

[Judging from the fragments that remain, it seems to have been part of a blueprint that Artmilet-Shu left behind, just in case.]

Only I know how to create these children.

There's no need to leave records. The moment I disappear from this world, there will be no one left who sees these children as anything other than "weapons."

If such a person exists, I might fall in love with them.

Someone who appreciates these children's true value would be far more human and intelligent than you people who only care about humanity's advancement.

* * *

The puppet set down the document it had been holding and carefully picked up another file beside it.

As it gently tapped away the thick dust that had accumulated over the years, a document titled "Annihilation Operation Report" with strange stains of someone's dried blood was opened by the puppet.

* * *

[Entity Annihilation Operation Report]

[Subject Name: Those Who Carry Life (Collective Form)]

A collective-type entity that calls itself "Life."

Externally identical to humans, but with physical abilities far superior to humans.

Shows behavioral patterns similar to vampires, but confirmed to behave differently from vampires who view humans as food.

Their behavioral characteristics are summarized as follows:

1. Oral blood consumption is identical to normal vampires, but they do not absorb lethal amounts of blood from humans and are friendly to all "life," including humans.

2. The common trait among attacked humans is that they were all suffering from physical or mental pain, and aside from a temporary increase in physical abilities, they showed no abnormalities. Rather, they appeared to be in a state closer to recovery.

3. They refer to "blood" as the currency of souls, and claim to be those who understand the weight of this currency.

4. No other distinctive characteristics. They form families and reproduce. Their lifestyle shows little difference from humans.

As a result of continued investigation as ordered by superiors, their potential risk level, previously classified as "EX," has been assessed as "X" or higher.

As this is the superiors' assessment, we have no way of knowing the reason.

Before their forces grow larger, it was decided to deploy Anise Simuloid Type 6, created by Artmilet-Shu, to completely annihilate the subjects.

The operation used civilians who had previously been attacked and returned as bait, exploiting the entities' friendliness toward humans to infiltrate their community with Anise Simuloids.

The result was highly successful. The annihilation of the collective was completed in exactly [3 hours 27 minutes 56 seconds] by the 3,520 deployed Anise Simuloids.

There are no flaws in the operation except for the escape of one "young entity."

It's worth noting that apart from the one young entity that escaped, the other entities didn't resist at all, but this doesn't seem important.

End of report.

* * *

The puppet silently put down the report it had been reading.

There was still one final document left to read.

* * *

[The title is obscured by dried, flowing blood.]

[The puppet thought it looked like endless scratch marks made with something sharp covered in blood.]

They did it. You people finally did it.

You deployed my creations for a massacre as you pleased.

You used my treasures to slaughter peaceful life forms that didn't even resist.

Unforgivable, unforgivable, I'll kill you all.

All of you, this entire foundation, I'll destroy it all.

[The puppet notices marks where tears had fallen.]

[It can feel the sadness, resentment, and regret for failing to prevent the massacre contained within.]

I should never have created them. It's my fault.

It's all my fault that they died, and that my creations remain as mere extermination machines.

[The subsequent records are illegible.]

[Records that couldn't withstand the passage of time, yet the puppet feels emptiness at how horrific even the remaining records are.]

Ch.128 - Chapter 120. What are you saying? Someone's crying over there.
* * *

When Lua first encountered Biata, she instinctively tried to protect the Manager from her.

It was because regret from fleeing here alone, leaving everyone behind due to her weakness, remained vaguely in her lost memories.

But her memories hadn't fully returned.

While Biata was created based on the Anise Simuloid, she was merely "based" on it.

In reality, she had long since "evolved" into something far more advanced and unknown.

"Unnie? A cute guest has arrived. Would you come over here?"

"Ah, Lua. Welcome."

"Ah... uh..."

But Mortia was different.

Her mind was a replica of Biata's. She was far from the extermination robot that had massacred Lua's family, friends, and neighbors.

Unlike Biata, who had broken free from the "extermination robot" mold with infinite evolutionary potential,

Mortia's body, which hadn't yet completed perfect learning, was still bound to the Anise Simuloid.

"Lua, are you alright? Why is your expression..."

"...Don't come near me."

"Lua."

"Don't come any closer to me...!!"

The last child of a race burdened with life was slowly beginning to recover her memories.

Her family, who were killed without resistance, saying it was the choice of "humans" in this universe.

Her friends, who died crying in terror beside their loved ones.

The neighbors who, despite their fear, desperately hid her to leave behind "hope."

The last living child who had witnessed all these moments clearly but had completely forgotten them.

She was now opening her firmly closed eyes, beginning to feel disillusionment toward life.

"Unnie, did I do something wrong...?"

"Mortia, stay right where you are. No, take a few steps back."

"What? Why...?"

"It's dangerous. Step back immediately."

* * *

[WARNING!! EVACUATE THIS AREA IMMEDIATELY!!]

[WARNING!! EVACUATE THIS AREA IMMEDIATELY!!]

Numerous warning messages appeared on Biata's scanner as she faced Lua, who was staggering backward.

Simultaneously, she felt an immense pressure.

Similar to when she first encountered Violet, perhaps even greater, this pressure began climbing up her back.

*The Store Manager, and now Lua. Today was a day I shouldn't have come here.*

Biata remained calm.

Her top priority for protection had always been the Store Manager.

And although she didn't show it, Mortia, who was forcibly created due to her recent "mistake," was her second priority.

Though she didn't express it, she knew better than anyone with her high-performance scanner that Mortia hadn't yet completed her evolution compared to herself.

Woong...

Woowoong...

The hatred, anger, and disillusionment emanating from the staggering Lua's eyes were all directed at Mortia.

Knowing that Lua's anger, which was trying to metamorphose into something else, would pour onto Mortia if left alone,

Biata, with an expressionless face unswayed by unnecessary emotions, aimed her hands, filled with pure white light,

At the head of the still staggering Lua.

"Now's my chance. I'll completely eliminate the threat."

If she attacked Lua's head now, or other vital points like the heart,

She could definitely remove the variable threatening Mortia.

Her judgment and calculations couldn't be wrong.

"..."

But for some reason, the white light gathered at her fingertips wasn't fired.

"...This is troublesome. I can't do anything like this."

Although Biata always acted according to "priorities" to avoid emotional attachments,

When faced with Lua, who was trembling in pain as if encountering something in her disillusionment,

She couldn't maintain her usual composure, and her predetermined priorities crumbled helplessly.

Sssss...

But Biata also knew well what the price of that hesitation would be.

And she would face that price in just a few minutes.

* * *

The cold dawn air seeps into Lua's body.

The painful screams of the race burdened with life echo vividly in her ears.

*...I had forgotten. The memories, the sounds, everything. But now, it's all coming back to me.*

Tuk...

Tuduk...

The hair ties maintaining her silver twin-tails snap one by one, falling to the floor.

The once tiny girl's body gradually grows, metamorphosing into a beautiful maiden as white as the moon.

Her pitch-black gothic dress transforms into a dawn-infused silk dress to fit her grown body.

"..."

In her returned memories, there was a tale her kind mother always told Lua before bedtime.

Lua's appearance had completely changed into that of the gentle goddess who carried life in that story.

But her eyes, filled with disillusionment toward life and anger and resentment toward humans, were far from the gentle goddess in the story.

And her anger was first directed at the extermination weapon before her.

"Mortia, leave this place immediately. There's no time."

Keeek...

Keeek...

"My, my body... won't move... Unnie..."

Her anger was directed at the "Anise Simuloid" who, unfortunately having learned the emotions of primal fear and terror, was trembling behind Biata.

A massive pressure that made the discomfort felt when facing Lupinus seem trivial.

Witnessing this pressure before her eyes, all Biata could do was plead for her to stop.

"Lua, please stop."

"Please step aside."

"I cannot. Please don't come any closer."

"...When everyone said that, the thing behind Biata didn't stop. Why should I stop?"

"I don't understand what you're saying, Lua. I don't know what you're overlapping with Mortia, but please stop now."

"..."

The words about overlapping something with "that thing."

Biata's words echoed in Lua's ears.

Even after metamorphosing into this form, she was still being treated like a child who couldn't discern things.

What was this third party, who couldn't hear everyone's voices and the screams echoing so vividly, babbling about?

"...Do you find me amusing? Or do you still see me as the weak child who ran away, abandoning everyone that day?"

"I'll say it again, I don't understand what you're saying—"

"Of course you can't understand. So further dialogue or explanation is meaningless. Please don't block Lua's path, Biata."

Both Biata and Lua knew that further conversation was meaningless.

But it was also natural that neither side could back down.

In that moment where hesitation, resentment, pleading, and anger all converged,

"...Store Manager, if only you were here now."

"Right, if I were here, nothing would have happened. Right?"

"Yes. You need to come out as quickly as possible so we can somehow talk..."

"..."

"...Why, why? I came out early."

"...You're really annoying, Store Manager."

* * *

As I mentioned before, the security room is completely sealed, and no external sounds can be heard.

Besides, after confirming my clone entering the basement, I had a panic attack, so it would be stranger if I could hear anything.

...That's the excuse of the Manager who was groaning in the security room until the situation got this bad.

"...What's this? Lua is here?"

When I first came out, what I saw was Lua crouching on the floor.

And Biata standing between Lua and Mortia.

*What's... happening? Is everything okay...?*

Given the situation, I was about to leave it to Biata and head to the motel's basement if it wasn't a big deal.

But at that moment, what caught my eye was Lua sitting down and crying.

The moment I saw Lua looking down at the floor with tearful eyes,

My mind was filled with the thought, 'I don't care whether some door that may or may not exist opens.'

* * *

"...What do you mean Lua is crying?"

"Huh? She's crying, Lua. Sitting down over there."

"Lua has grown up. For unknown reasons, she's walking toward us in a completely grown form, Store Manager."

In this situation where our conversation kept diverging, I rubbed my eyes and looked at Lua again.

Cute silver twin-tails, adorable gothic dress.

Mismatched adult black high heels, and the black parasol she always carries.

*...She hasn't grown at all? What are you talking about?*

Except for the fact that she was crouching and crying sadly, Lua was there in the same form that had always given me strength.

"Look over there. She's crying alone."

"Store Manager, your condition seems to be worsening. We need to evacuate quickly..."

Just as Biata was about to leave the motel with Mortia, who seemed almost immobilized,

I moved away from Biata and headed toward Lua, who was sitting down.

What could have happened to make such a bright child cry so bitterly?

I, as an outsider, might not understand her sorrow, but there was only one thing I could do for Lua right now.

Pook...

All I could do was warmly embrace the small child who was crying sadly.

Ch.129 - Chapter 121. The Door to Room 000 Opened.
* * *

Terror learned, her body frozen and unable to move, Mortia stood paralyzed while Biata guarded her.

Biata still couldn't understand the Store Manager's strange behavior.

'Incomprehensible. The Store Manager's condition seems to have worsened after resting. This is an emergency.'

And understandably so—facing this situation with her own eyes, all the Store Manager said was "Lua is crying."

For reasons unknown, Lua had completed her metamorphosis into a completely different being, and from Biata's perspective, she appeared to be approaching Mortia with murderous intent and rage.

It was natural that Biata couldn't understand the Store Manager's reaction.

'At this rate, the Store Manager will be in danger too. This is my oversight—I let personal emotions cloud my judgment.'

For the safety of both the Store Manager and Mortia, she needed to act now.

The Store Manager mindlessly approaching Lua was suicidal.

If she didn't stop now, she would obviously be in grave danger... obviously...

'...In this situation, an ordinary human like the Store Manager would naturally be in danger, but for some reason, I'm not worried. How strange.'

Biata was sensible, and excluding the fear-frozen Mortia, she was the most capable of making rational judgments among everyone present.

But now, she couldn't easily imagine the Store Manager being in danger as she approached Lua—who had made the pressure from Lupinus seem like nothing.

Step...

Step...

While Biata was deliberating, the Store Manager had already strode toward Lua, well beyond her protective range.

It was already too late to make a firm decision for the safety of both.

All Biata could do was protect the panic-stricken Mortia and desperately hope the Store Manager would resolve this situation.

* * *

When I first came out of the security room, Lua looked angry.

For some unknown reason, that kind Lua was expressing genuine anger toward Mortia, whom she had just met today.

But the next moment, when Biata stepped between Lua and Mortia,

Lua sat down and quietly began to cry.

Like a child who had lost something precious, she cried quietly with a cold resentment that was unlike a young child.

Each time I heard that heart-piercing sob, all my attention that had been focused on Room 000 in the basement and the clone shifted to Lua.

"Lua, are you okay? Why are you crying?"

"..."

I took a step toward the crying Lua and called her name, but no answer came.

Lua was just crying quietly, but more sorrowfully than ever before.

For such a Lua, there was only one thing that I, thoughtless and foolish, could do.

"It's okay to cry all you want, Lua. I'm here with you."

"..."

All I could do was quietly embrace Lua—small and delicate, but who had suffered more pain than anyone.

* * *

In Lua's returned memories, before falling asleep, Lua always heard the same story from her mother.

The story of the beautiful white Goddess of Life, as bright as the full moon rising on a winter night.

The story of the kindest and warmest Goddess of Life who created them, understanding the value of soul currency.

But what came to Lua's mind when facing Mortia was another story her mother always whispered in her ear at the end of that pleasant tale.

"Every being in the world with life has kindness and warmth."

"Even if someday the beings bearing the heaviest life lose their kindness, don't be sad."

"Just as the beautiful Goddess did, someone among them will still remember that kindness."

Regaining her memories at such a resentful moment.

Tears were flowing from Lua's eyes.

Humans had abandoned warmth and kindness before her eyes.

They killed family, neighbors, and friends because they feared what they couldn't understand.

Despite this, because of that one phrase telling her not to be too sad, Lua hesitated to destroy that Anise Simuloid.

"Please don't come any closer."

What she felt from Biata, who warned her not to approach, was cold contempt and killing intent.

And between them, even in this situation, she felt sympathy, pity, and hesitation directed at herself.

Even with the terrible "weapon" used by the detestable humans who killed everyone right before her eyes, Lua couldn't help but hesitate again at the kindness she felt from Biata.

Lua quietly sat down.

Changing her appearance was just an act. It was merely a performance she showed because she wanted someone to know she was sad and lonely.

The young, pure child of life wasn't cold-hearted enough to take the life of the being before her.

As Lua sat there crying, she heard someone's voice.

"Lua, why are you crying?"

The familiar and warm voice of the Manager echoed in Lua's ears.

"..."

At first, she couldn't answer.

No, she was unable to answer.

If she had responded to those words while barely holding back the sorrowful sobs rising from deep within,

The suppressed sorrow would have surged like winter ocean waves.

She had to be mature. If she threw a tantrum like she did that day, when everyone was dying, all the moments in her memory would repeat once more...

Hug...

"It's okay, Lua. You can cry all you want. I'll stay by your side."

"...!"

The moment she was embraced in the Manager's arms, Lua trembled at the warm sensation.

The human kindness she thought had disappeared, the warmth of the Goddess she had only heard about in stories, was seeping into Lua's body along with the sound of the Manager's heartbeat.

As if telling her it was okay to throw a tantrum, as if saying it was alright for now, that warmth gradually seeped in.

Finally, Lua burst into the sorrowful cry she had been holding back.

"...Ugh."

"There, there, it's okay. I'll stay by your side, Lua."

"Hic... waaaah!!!"

The cry of a child filled with sadness, anger, loneliness, and sorrow.

That crying didn't stop until all the anger and sadness contained in the mind of the little girl who wanted to be a goddess flowed out.

* * *

"Ugh... huu..."

"Do you feel better now? Lua?"

"..."

"Lua?"

"Zzz..."

"Ah, she fell asleep."

Lua, who had been crying for a long time, was now soundly asleep in my arms.

As I tidied her disheveled twin tails, Lua breathed more comfortably in her deep sleep.

Holding Lua tightly in my arms, I turned to Biata.

"Is Mortia okay? Why is she so frightened..."

"Store Manager, how did you do that?"

"Hm? I just hugged Lua because she was crying and patted her gently..."

"...I see."

I didn't do anything special, just comforted her.

Biata stared at me intently, her eyes reddening, as if she couldn't understand what had just happened.

I carefully handed the soundly sleeping Lua in my arms to Biata.

"Lua's asleep, so let her rest comfortably in a clean room bed."

"Where are you going, Store Manager?"

"...I have something to check. Alone."

I headed toward the central staircase for my final task of the day: checking Room 000 in the basement.

* * *

'Open it'

'Open it'

'Open it'

In the dark basement of the motel.

"Huff... huff..."

The clone had been walking for a long time toward the source of the voice but still hadn't reached her destination.

She instinctively understood she was moving correctly toward the place calling her.

But she also understood that something was strange about the distance between herself and her destination.

How much further did she walk?

"...Haa."

What awaited her at the place she finally reached, continuously dripping with clear sweat, was none other than a guest room.

An old door with the room number 000 welcomed her.

"..."

Open it.

Open it.

Open it.

As if opening that door was the only answer, the whispers intensified as she approached the door.

The clone, without hesitation, placed her hand on the doorknob.

And opened the firmly locked door of Room 000 wide.

Creak...

Creak...

"...!!?"

In the dark abyss, hundreds and thousands of eyes that had been closed all stared at the clone at once.

Through the wide-open door, the tentacles of the dormant dull Queen in the darkness all bound the clone's arms and legs.

Creak...

Creak...

"!??!?"

Though the clone finally realized something was wrong, the Queen's tentacles had no intention of releasing what they had already caught.

Rip...

Rip...

The sound of rotten flesh tearing and shredding echoed in the clone's ears.

The clone was pulled into Room 000 through the wide-open door, led by the hand of the dull Queen.

And the room door remained open, waiting for someone.

Step...

Step...

And toward that door, the one person the being inside was waiting for—

The sound of the real Manager of this motel walking began to echo through the dark basement corridor.

Ch.130 - Chapter 122. You're... Um... Sleepy...
* * *

I've been thinking about it for a while.

The basement of the motel that appears in those strange nightmares that have always haunted me.

Room 000 that gives off an aura suggesting it should never be opened, a room that's never been maintained.

"...It probably wouldn't be a big deal if it were opened, right?"

Of course, I know it's best if it stays closed.

But I can't just stand by patting and comforting a crying Lua without trying to prevent a door from opening.

So considering that a significant amount of time has passed, and the clone girl has definitely opened that room's door with nothing happening...

Perhaps those hundreds, thousands of eyeballs inside aren't actually dangerous?

—That was the hopeful conclusion that dropped into my head.

"...No, that can't be right. It would be stranger to claim something with that appearance and visual is safe."

Of course, I knew this conclusion made no sense, no matter how oblivious I might be.

Desperately hoping nothing would happen, and if something did, that it would be a problem I could solve by sacrificing just myself.

I was simply trying hard to run my happiness circuit, nothing more, nothing less.

"...Well, I'll figure something out. Yeah, let's go."

This was the most tense moment I'd faced since arriving here, incomparable to any other.

I slowly made my way to the motel basement to face Room 000, not in a dream but in reality.

* * *

Thud...

Thud...

The dark corridor of the motel basement where not a single ray of light entered.

I silently began walking toward the room located at the end.

Though the space was filled with chilling silence and stifling darkness, for some reason my heart wasn't as anxious as it had been in my dreams.

Thud...

Thud...

"...Hmm."

After walking through the dark corridor in silence for several dozen seconds...

Creak...

Creak...

"...It's open."

In the distance, I spotted the door to Room 000, wide open and creaking diligently as it swayed in the incoming breeze.

"Where did my clone go? Did she open the door and leave?"

Before checking what was inside, I looked around to send the clone back upstairs first.

But whether she had gone ahead or entered the room, she was nowhere to be seen.

"...Should I check inside the room?"

My original plan was to just close the door and quickly run away, but since there was a chance the clone had gone inside Room 000, it wouldn't be easy to simply close the door.

"Phew..."

After taking a deep breath, I slowly took a step toward the wide-open room.

Even though the clone was made without permission, considering Shu's efforts...

If by any chance she had gone inside, I needed to rescue her and send her back safely.

"I hope nothing happens..."

As I pushed my anxiety aside and took another step toward the room...

Click...

Click...

Clickclick...

"...!!"

The hundreds, thousands of eyeballs I had encountered in my dream began to reveal themselves one by one from inside the dark room.

"S-scary..."

Though I had never once felt the emotion of "fear" in my life until now.

The countless pupils blooming over the darkness before my eyes were enough to instill the feeling of "terror" in me.

And now, there was no kind Doll Lady standing behind me to cover my eyes.

"I'm the Manager... I am the Manager...!!"

After being frozen in place for a while, unable to move.

I steeled my resolve by recalling my responsibility as the Manager.

"This is the Manager. May I enter your room for a moment, Guest?"

I took a step into Room 000, where countless eyes were staring at me.

Gurgle...

Gurgle...

And the next moment, numerous tentacles wrapped around my body.

"Ugh...!?"

As if they had waited too long and wouldn't let go anymore, the tentacles bound my entire body with strong force.

"W-wait...!!"

They began dragging me somewhere into the abyss inside the dark Room 000.

* * *

Creak...

Creak...

In the motel basement where both the clone and the original had disappeared, leaving only a chilling silence.

The familiar creaking of a wooden doll softly echoed.

"..."

With eyes full of emptiness and void, the doll faced the wide-open door of Room 000.

Click...

Clickclick...

Clickclick...

And confronting the thousands of tentacles that lurked inside, menacingly writhing as if warning her not to enter.

"..."

Without hesitation, the doll stepped toward the room full of tentacles.

Purr...

Purrrrr...

And a black cat, watching all these moments as if enjoying an interesting game, happily purring.

Its golden eyes, shining brightly even in the darkness, seemed to say they were heading toward the end of the abyss that would reveal the truth of this world.

Gurgle...

Gurgle...

Step by step, the doll entered the room.

But the tentacles, which had been writhing as if about to twist the doll's joints, didn't dare touch her body.

Shuffle...

Shuffle...

The black cat watching from outside the door also began to follow her.

Some naive tentacles that failed to recognize her adorable form approached her, writhing.

Sizzle...

But apart from the sound of burning flesh and crumbling to nothing.

There was nothing those tentacles could get from the black cat.

* * *

After being captured by tentacles with such a savage appearance that they seemed ready to twist and break an ordinary human like me at any moment.

I should have met my death in the agony of twisted joints—

"...but wait, what's this? They're gentler than I expected."

Although they were rough and firm when they first grabbed me and pulled me into the room.

During the journey deep into the darkness, rather than forcibly dragging me.

It felt more like they were safely transporting me to someone who was waiting for me.

Squelch...

Squelch...

Of course, it was definitely uncomfortable that strange, sticky fluid kept oozing out, soiling my clothes.

But other than that, there wasn't anything particularly uncomfortable or concerning.

Click...

Clickclick...

After being transported(?) by numerous tentacles for several minutes.

Just as I was starting to wonder where I was being taken...

Click...

Click...

"Huh? Are they letting me go?"

The many tentacles that had bound my body began to disappear one by one, as if they had reached their destination.

"W-wait, am I going to fall if they let go here?"

As they were about to put me down in the pitch-black darkness where the floor wasn't visible, I worried I might fall.

Thud...

"Phew..."

Fortunately, it seemed to be a floor painted so black it absorbed light, so I didn't fall.

Of course, I didn't think the motel basement would be high enough to get hurt from falling, but still, scary is scary.

Click...

Clickclick...

"Um, thanks for... bringing me here?"

Click...

Clickclick...

After my brief greeting, the numerous tentacles coolly disappeared into the darkness as if their job was done.

Only one small tentacle remained, cutely wiggling like a signpost, seemingly telling me to go straight to the right.

"O-okay, I'll go that way. Thanks."

After roughly brushing off the slime on my body, I followed the guidance and walked through the darkness for a few minutes.

"This space is wider than I thought... wow..."

Impressed by the unexpectedly spacious area, I continued moving for several minutes, now in the mode of someone just enjoying the experience.

"...Huh?"

In the empty darkness, a lavender light that seemed like it shouldn't exist caught my eye.

"Is that... the place?"

Thinking I might finally be seeing my destination, I hurried toward the lavender light.

Between the approaching purple light, a princess bed with lots of frilly trimmings began to come into view.

"What... what on earth is that?"

The question of "Why is something like that here?" gradually turned into a sense of incongruity over the next few dozen seconds.

As I approached the bed, another thing caught my eye.

Something small and cute that shouldn't be in such a dark space.

Rustle...

Rustle...

What entered my vision with the sound of rustling frills was a small, cute girl who looked as young as Lua.

A small girl with lavender hair tied with frills, wearing a snow-white nightgown, was sleeping on the bed.

"A child? Why is a child here..."

And beside her, Shu's clone was also sleeping with a peaceful face as if dreaming.

"Why are you sleeping here..."

It was a moment when I felt truly fortunate to have closed the door and bravely entered.

"W-what should I do? Should I wake them up and ask something...?"

But as I had no immediate answers to my questions and was deeply pondering what to do...

"Mmm...?"

With a faint breath, the sleeping girl slowly opened her eyes.

Looking at me intently with eyes that sparkled like amethyst sleeping in a cave, yet containing an unfathomable languor, the small child...

"You're... that..."

She slowly opened her mouth as if about to say something important that would mark an end.

"Mmm... sleepy... mmm... want to sleep more..."

But soon, as if everything was bothersome and tiring, she closed her eyes again and fell back into sleep.

Ch.131 - Chapter 122. With Soft, Chubby Cheeks......!
* * *

Carried here by numerous tentacles.

A cute princess bed sits in stark contrast to the surrounding cold darkness and gloom.

It had already been 30 minutes since I arrived here.

"...Hmm."

Crouched under the bed, all I could see were small tentacles occasionally crawling through the abyss filled with darkness.

After 30 minutes of just crouching and watching, it was definitely becoming a tiring scene.

"......"

But I couldn't just forcibly wake up this peacefully sleeping girl to ask why she brought me here.

In the end, all I could do was crouch beside the bed again and wait for this mysterious girl to wake up.

"...It's certainly quiet. Would be easy to fall asleep here."

As I made this dry, half-hearted compliment while looking at the dark space devoid of any light except for the soft pink glow emanating from the bed.

Rustle...

Rustle...

I heard someone moving among the two people sleeping on the bed.

'Is someone awake?'

Happy that someone—whether the clone or the girl—was finally waking up, I turned my head to check the bed.

Creak...

Creak...

What I saw was none other than the numerous tentacles that had brought me here earlier.

Those tentacles were now binding and lifting the clone girl who had been sleeping peacefully beside the girl, taking her somewhere.

"Hey, hey!! What do you think you're—"

Although they had treated me relatively gently, there was no guarantee they would do the same for the clone girl.

I hurriedly stood up and grabbed the clone girl's arm as she was being carried away by the tentacles.

Creak...

Creak...

Contrary to my expectation that they might react aggressively to my interference, the tentacles just wriggled awkwardly and stopped in place when I blocked their path.

'...Do they understand me?'

Judging by appearance alone, it wouldn't have been strange if they suddenly turned hostile and attacked me.

But after a few encounters, I was starting to think these tentacles were more reasonable than they looked, so I said:

"I hope you can understand me... This friend needs to be returned safely. So I'd appreciate it if you'd let her go."

I firmly explained to the wriggling tentacles in front of me why they shouldn't take her.

'...What am I doing right now?'

Of course, I knew better than anyone that they wouldn't understand me.

But I tried anyway, just in case... so I had no regrets.

Creak...

Creak...

However, contrary to my expectation that my efforts were in vain, the tentacles carefully placed the clone girl on the floor and slowly retreated, as if they had actually understood my words.

"Uh... thanks for understanding?"

Creak...

Creak...

As I awkwardly expressed my gratitude, small tentacles—different from the large ones that had carried the clone and me—approached and began to convey something to me.

Wriggle...

Wriggle...

Though it was just a subtle movement, somehow I understood exactly what these small, delicate tentacles were trying to tell me.

"You're saying... she shouldn't be left on the bed with that girl? If she tosses and turns and accidentally wakes her up... you'll be punished?"

Squirm...

Squirm...

"O-okay. I understand. I'll take care of her."

Squirm...

Squirm...

Only after receiving my promise that I would keep her with me and not let her go on the bed did the small tentacles squirm away, seemingly relieved.

'Well... that's kind of cute? How strange...'

For just a moment, I found those small squirming tentacles disappearing into the darkness somewhat adorable.

Having rescued Shu's clone from the tentacles, there was truly nothing else I could do in this abyss.

So I began another boring wait.

* * *

Darkness covering my sight.

Soft breathing sounds reaching my ears.

Hearing those sounds, I was lost in deep thought.

'Open it for me.'

'Come meet me.'

The voice of someone who had always called to me in my nightmares.

Could the owner of that voice be this child sleeping over there?

If it was her, what did she want to tell me?

Judging by the fact that she was sleeping in a place like this, she couldn't be an ordinary child.

Even the tentacles were afraid to wake her—why would such a child desperately call for someone as ordinary as me?

'...I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, no reason suddenly came to mind.

Rustle...

Rustle...

Moving away from Shu's clone who was sleeping with her head on my lap,

I carefully stood up and looked at the girl sleeping on the bed.

Breathe...

Breathe...

With soft breathing like a newborn kitten, she slept curled up in a ball.

Her cozy pajamas covered in fluffy yarn seemed comfortable, as she occasionally made pleasant sounds while nuzzling against the bed.

As small and cute as Lua, but with a mysterious aura—while I was quietly observing her:

"...Hmm, I want to touch that."

Finally unable to resist the rising desire, I carefully approached the sleeping child.

What caught my eye was none other than the soft, bouncy lavender cheeks of the child.

I carefully extended my finger to poke her cheek, trying not to wake her.

Squish...

Squish...

"Mmm..."

The soft, squishy feeling along with my finger bouncing back limply.

At the same time, a healing sensation similar to when I stroked Lua's soft hair began to slowly wash over me.

'S-so soft!! And warm!!'

The soft squishiness that didn't match the harsh surroundings at all, plus the warm temperature added to that softness.

Already tired from staring into the darkness for so long without doing anything,

I couldn't resist the temptation of that warmth and softness.

Squish...

Squish...

Squish...

"Mmm..."

Without saying anything, I enjoyed the healing moment for a long time, pressing the lavender child's cheeks.

After squishing her cheeks for several minutes.

'...Oh! Right. They said not to wake her up!'

Just as I came to my senses after enjoying the healing and hurriedly tried to remove my hand from her cheek and sit back down:

It was already too late.

"You... my cheeks..."

"!!"

The deep purple eyes of the now-awake small child stared at me.

"I'm sleepy... but you... touched... my cheeks..."

"Uh... well... that's... true..."

The child, still seemingly half-asleep, interrogated me in a drowsy voice.

"Want to... sleep more..."

After rubbing her sleepy eyes, she waved her hand at me awkwardly standing there, as if telling me to come closer.

"M-me? Come closer?"

As I was feeling guilty for breaking my promise not to wake her and unable to resist the temptation to squish her cheeks, at that moment:

Whoosh...

Whoooosh...

"Huh?"

A strange sound—a mix of wind and animal cry—echoed in my ears.

The next moment, I somehow found myself lying next to the small child.

"Warm... sleepy..."

Not understanding what was happening or what had been done to me, I froze as the lavender child's warm presence slowly nestled into my arms.

'S-sleepy. Why? I wasn't particularly tired today...'

Soon after, I couldn't resist the overwhelming drowsiness.

And with that, I fell into a deep sleep alongside the child.

* * *

Creak...

Creak...

At the end of the abyss, beyond countless tentacles, where the dull Queen's throne was located.

In this place where time and space had no meaning, a familiar creaking sound echoed.

Step.

Step.

And behind that doll, a cat containing the power of stars that even the abyss couldn't swallow.

With a lazy yawn as if bored, it padded along behind the doll.

Creak...

Creak...

With creaking sounds full of cold emotion, the doll and cat stopped at the dull Queen's throne.

"...You're late."

From the fingertips of the goddess's doll, who saw her child sleeping soundly with the Queen on the throne, came an eerie creaking.

Meow~

As if finding the goddess's appearance amusing, the black cat let out a seductive cry and swished its tail as it climbed onto the throne.

The doll, looking into the sun-filled eyes of the black cat, began to speak for the first time.

"...Yes. This time you're right, Bastet."

Purr...

Purrrr...

"He too should be given a chance to make a choice."

A voice filled with emptiness echoed within the space encompassing the throne.

Thousands of eyes that had been carefully observing the two beings tightly closed.

There was only one thing left for him who had reached the end of everything.

"A choice. It will be the same this time too. He will surely make the choice I desire."

Purr...

Purrrr...

All that remained was to make the right choice to the proposal offered by the dull Queen.

Ch.132 - Chapter 123. As if Such a Hopeful Story Could Ever Exist in Reality.
* * *

I had expected another nightmare, but what flowed through my deeply sleeping body was a warm comfort.

How long had it been since I'd enjoyed such a peaceful rest?

It was a moment when I wanted to stay here forever, sleeping without any worries, finding eternal peace.

"...wake up."

"..."

"Wake up."

Someone's voice roused me from my sleep.

"...huh?"

"Wake up."

Barely overcoming the drowsiness and comfort, I slowly opened my eyes to find two round amethyst eyes staring down at me.

"Ah...!"

For a moment, I was mesmerized by the brilliant lavender glow.

Then I jumped up in surprise.

"You're awake. Nice to meet you."

The lavender-colored child stared at me and casually greeted me.

"Y-you are..."

Finally thinking I could ask about something I didn't know, I slowly began to form a question.

The child with deep lavender eyes filling their gaze simply stared at me silently, as if displeased by something.

"Who are you?"

"..."

"Were you the one calling me from underground?"

"..."

"Why were you sleeping in the motel basement?"

"..."

"Is there some special reason I entered this game?"

"..."

All this time, while I had been happily working at the motel without much thought.

I tried asking the questions that occasionally popped into my mind.

"..."

But the child just continued to stare at me with a dissatisfied expression.

The answers to my various questions still weren't forthcoming.

"Come on, you need to answer something..."

"..."

After several seconds, no, minutes of continued silence, I started feeling frustrated.

Then a thought crossed my mind.

*Could it be because I didn't return their greeting?*

Earlier, when I woke up, I hadn't responded to their greeting—that was my somewhat reasonable(?) deduction.

*No way, that can't be it...*

Of course, I knew the possibility was very low.

Still, thinking I had nothing to lose, I carefully greeted the child.

"...Hello, nice to meet you?"

A simple, ordinary greeting with nothing special about it.

The child, who had been silently staring at me until then, seemed pleased with this casual greeting.

"Yes, nice to meet you too."

Radiating an even deeper purple light from their entire body, they happily accepted my greeting.

*So it really was about the greeting. Then...*

I hadn't noticed while I was asleep, but realizing the child was more sensitive than I thought.

I decided that getting closer to this small, cute child should be my priority.

Carefully, I started with introductions.

"...What's your name?"

Putting aside all my curious questions for later, I asked for the child's name first.

Coming a bit closer to me.

"...a̶̫͓̝̩̫͓͎̜͈̜͕͈͍̗͜z̸̨̩͖͓̰͖̩̰̭͕̬̜͓ą̴̯͓̫̯̥̜͚͍͓̟l҈̖͙̙̣̣̲̰̮̜͜i̸͙̪̪̩̪̖̫̬͙͈̫̟͢l̶̢̞̞̩̘̩͍̤̥̰͈͙͚̮̘"

The child repeatedly opened their tiny mouth as if trying to tell me something, accompanied by a noise like static from a broken speaker.

"S-sorry. I couldn't hear you clearly. Could you say it once more...?"

But with the child's kitten-like small voice mixed with static, I couldn't make out the name.

I carefully asked them to repeat it.

"..."

For a brief moment, the child stopped moving their lips.

Swoosh...

The child, who had paused speaking, lightly waved their hand toward the empty air, and everything in front of me rippled like a vast desert.

"Ugh..."

I briefly squinted at the dizziness.

As soon as the rippling stopped, the child gently stroked my cheek with their small hand and softly told me their name.

"Azril. My name is Azril."

"R-really? That's a cute name."

Though I was disoriented by the inexplicable dizziness I'd just felt.

Even in that confused moment, the name "Azril" stuck in my mind.

It felt somehow familiar and intimate, yet also unsettling. All I could manage was to comment that it was "cute."

*For introductions, I should tell my name too, right...?*

"Nice to meet you, Azril. My name is Jin-woo. Kim Jin-woo."

Only now, in this situation, did I cautiously share my name.

Even while working at the motel, I hadn't told anyone my "name," and now I was telling Azril.

"No."

"...Huh?"

"That's not your name."

Azril shook their small head and muttered something incomprehensible.

*What a strange thing to say.*

Of course, how they thought about my name was their business.

But with those words "That's not your name," an inexplicable uneasiness began to seep into my mind.

However, I only dwelled on that uneasiness briefly.

*Come on, it's not that important. Let's move on.*

Thinking this wasn't the time to worry about such trivial matters, I shook my head to clear away the uncomfortable thoughts.

"Then let's talk about something else..."

Yes, it should have been a minor issue to move past.

"...What is this?"

Until my surroundings changed into the white room where I once stayed with the doctors.

* * *

The same emotions I felt that day—when the motel lobby transformed into the white room—swirl in my head.

Longing, discomfort, inexplicable pity and sorrow all mixed together.

I grimace at this unpleasant feeling that's impossible to put into words.

*Where did Azril go?*

In the white room where Azril and the bed had disappeared, only I remained, sitting alone.

Before I could understand what was happening or what situation I was in.

Zzzzing...

From behind me came the unpleasant sound of automatic doors opening—the same sound I always heard before "treatment" in my childhood.

"This experiment failed too. We need more samples."

"Let's increase the plasma intensity from the cutter. And reports confirm that samples collected in a vacuum state might last longer."

"Then let's do that. This time, make sure to obtain as many intact samples as possible..."

With that unpleasant sound, one by one.

Doctors with familiar faces gathered in the white room.

Swoosh...

Swoosh...

*...An illusion? Or am I the illusion?*

I didn't even try to communicate.

After all, the doctors never answered me anyway.

I do remember someone holding my hand once...

Anyway, for whatever trivial reason, I reached out to the doctors before me.

Regardless of which was the illusion, my hand passed right through the doctors' bodies like a ghost.

*So I'm just supposed to watch...*

Until Azril returned, I had no idea how to get out of here.

Suddenly trapped in this unpleasant space, I had no choice but to sit down and silently observe the situation.

*The last time I saw this wasn't particularly pleasant either, so why show me this rerun...*

Like watching a rerun of a boring TV show, I silently watched the doctors treating my younger self.

Beep!

When they pressed a button, the walls of the white room became transparent.

And beyond them, I was sitting.

"It's treatment time. Stay still."

With the doctor's warning to stay still, the treatment began.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

With an unpleasant mechanical sound, the air in the white room disappeared.

The plasma cutter sharply carved away parts of my arms and legs.

After enduring the spewing flames, cold air, and the terrible stench of green mist.

The room where I sat returned to being the white room.

*Well... it was treatment, after all.*

That's what I thought to myself, but it wasn't a good memory.

Now I might not feel much, but back then I was young.

And being young and fragile, it hurt.

"The treatment is over."

Without a word of appreciation, the walls of the white room became translucent again.

The memory of receiving treatment was over, so I stood up thinking it was time to return to where I had been.

"D-Director? May I stay here a little longer?"

"Hmm? Why? Do you have something more to examine about that subject?"

"N-no, that's not it. I'm feeling a bit dizzy... I'll join you shortly."

Among the familiar doctors, the voice of one particularly familiar doctor reached my ears.

"Well, do as you please. Oh, and please clean up that room afterward. Then..."

"Y-yes! I understand...!!"

After checking on me sitting alone in the room by pressing a button, that doctor.

Once everyone had disappeared into the laboratory, hurriedly ran to my younger self in the adjacent room.

"Oh! Doctor! Doctor!! I didn't make a fuss during treatment today!! I did well, right?"

"..."

"Doctor? Are you okay?"

For some reason delighted, my younger self beamed at the stoic doctor's face and nodded eagerly, as if seeking praise.

And the doctor, who had been silently looking at me.

Stroked my scorched arms and legs, and wordlessly covered me with a gown.

"...Why, why did you have to end up here of all places."

"Doctor?"

"Why couldn't you have just fallen into a normal family by chance and lived happily. Why did you have to appear before us..."

"Doctor, what's wrong? Are you okay?"

"...Damn it, right. It's all just movies and cartoons. There's no way hopeful stories like Superman happen in reality. This is madness, yes, we're the crazy ones."

In the doctor's eyes as they looked down at me, there was nothing but pure guilt.

The pitiful appearance of a "human" who knew this was wrong but was swept up in the near-insane goal of taking humanity one step closer to perfection.

That doctor just held my younger self and muttered incomprehensible words.

But that embrace was warmer than any room in the research facility.

Despite the face full of regret, guilt, and self-loathing, the doctor's embrace was warm and comfortable.

Clank...

Clank...

And around the doctor's neck, something shiny that rattled whenever they moved.

On that small something, the name "Kim Jin-woo" was neatly written.

Ch.133 - Chapter 124. What Ordinary but Happy Humans Desired Most Desperately.
* * *

Kim Jin-woo, the word I had remembered as "my name" from the moment I first arrived here until now.

Since I vividly remembered someone calling me that, I never doubted it was my name.

But now, in the vision unfolding before my eyes, that thing dangling from the Doctor's neck...

No, not just that—if all of this isn't some illusion manipulated by Azarel but simply reflects memories remaining in my mind.

Everything before my eyes tells me just one thing.

"...'Kim Jin-woo' wasn't my name after all. It was the Doctor's name, not mine."

The name I clearly remembered since falling into this place wasn't actually mine.

"...Will you explain?" I asked calmly to Azarel, who was now sprawled before me, staring intently at me. The white room had vanished in the blink of an eye.

I didn't care about knowing my name.

I just wanted to know why I, who had fallen here, remembered that doctor's name as my own.

That one small thing was all I was curious about.

"..."

Azarel, staring at me with eyes full of brilliant purple light.

Slowly, moving small lips and hands, began to convey something to me.

"You and I are the same."

"...What?"

"We're different, but not really different."

"...?"

"Created through the same process, for different reasons."

Azarel's words were like a riddle, vague and confusing.

"...I don't understand. Can you explain more simply?"

When I asked again, struggling to understand what Azarel meant,

Azarel yawned lazily and once more lightly waved fingertips.

Swoosh...

Swoooosh...

"Ugh..."

A familiar yet impossible-to-get-used-to rippling covered my vision again.

As my sight gradually returned to normal, what spread before me was the center of an ordinary metropolis with countless people coming and going.

* * *

"...Where is this place now?"

An unnamed metropolis where countless people were living happily.

After Azarel dropped me here, I had been walking silently between buildings for several minutes.

Swish.

Swish.

As expected, I tried to talk to or make contact with people passing between buildings.

But even that was meaningless—it seemed there were no answers to be found here right now.

"What kind of riddle is this now..."

I asked for answers, but was only sent to another strange place with no explanation.

Having left Biata, Mortia, and Lua behind to come here,

I wanted to get answers quickly and return, so I was starting to feel frustrated. Just as I was about to sit down on the ground—

"Why are you sitting here, mister?"

"...?"

"It's dirty here. Mom said I'd get in trouble if I sat here."

"...What? You can see me?"

"Were you hiding? Are we playing hide-and-seek?"

One of the boys who had been playing happily at a distant playground came over and spoke to me.

* * *

"You're really tall. Are you a grown-up like my mom?"

"...I guess so?"

The child who approached me while I was wandering the city was an ordinary little boy with nothing special about him.

He enjoyed playing with children his age and could have fun with just a long stick.

A child full of such innocence.

Our conversation wasn't particularly special either.

What I was doing, what he was doing.

What we were doing now, and how fun it was.

The kind of story that wasn't particularly important to me right now, but that I felt I should listen to anyway.

"Look at this. It's my stick sword I found over there earlier. I can slay dragons with it."

"...That's really cool."

"I'll find one for you later too."

"Sure, thanks."

Faced with the child's pure and ordinary smile,

All I could do was quietly listen to his mundane stories and respond appropriately.

After listening and nodding along to the child's unimportant stories for a few minutes—

"Die, monster!! Taste the sword of the hero of justice!!"

The child, laughing while swinging his long stick with such enjoyment,

Soon scurried up to me and asked:

"You said you're a grown-up, right?"

"Yes. I'm a grown-up."

"When I grow up, will I be able to fly to space, not get hurt when falling from high places, and be super strong?"

"...Huh?"

"My dream is to become Superman. Mom said I can do anything when I grow up. Since you're a grown-up, you can do all that, right? Right?"

The child's eyes were sparkling.

Those eyes firmly believing that when he grows up, he too could fly and become a superhero who saves everyone from battlefields raining with bullets.

I was so glad I could give such a hopeful child an encouraging response.

"Of course you can."

"Really?"

"Absolutely! Even ordinary me can do all that, so you'll probably become an even more awesome hero than Superman when you grow up. I guarantee it."

"Really? You're not lying!?"

"Of course. Definitely."

At my words, the child jumped with joy and smiled happily.

As I sat watching the child's reaction, I chuckled to myself wondering how such a simple thing could bring so much joy.

Yet I found myself feeling happy along with this nameless child who was genuinely delighted.

"I'll be angry if you're lying. You promised it's true, right?"

"Yes, yes."

"I'll be angry if you're lying."

"I told you it's true! Trust me. Or should I show you right now?"

"I'll be angry if you're lying."

"...What's wrong? Why can't you believe me?"

"If it's a lie... I'll... be... angry..."

"Hey, buddy?"

But that warm and cozy happiness lasted only a moment.

Gulp...

Gulp...

"Hey, you... wait...!!"

"It's... a... lie..."

"Why are you suddenly like this? Why is your body...!!!"

The child's body, which had been joyful just moments ago, slowly began to turn transparent and collapse.

The face that had been full of happy smiles began to blur like a painting with water spilled on it, dripping down to the floor.

The small, fragile body of the child was falling drop by drop onto the cold stone floor with a rippling sound.

"I'll save you, just stay still, I'll somehow...!!"

I threw myself forward, trying to somehow stop the boy's now completely liquefied body from flowing away.

Whoosh...

"Why... why suddenly again...!!"

My body, somehow returned to its normal state, passed right through the child's body like a bodiless spirit.

I couldn't catch the child's body as it flowed away like transparent water.

"..."

It wasn't just the child.

The nameless office worker hurriedly walking toward the subway.

The student rushing to school after oversleeping, and the teacher running to catch that student.

Even the mother who came out looking for her thoughtless little boy who had gone to the playground early.

All the people in this ordinary city gradually became transparent and flowed down to the ground.

Plop...

Plop plop...

The transparent liquid, like water, soaked the ground completely.

In the once vibrant city, only a cold silence lingered now.

Nothing remained in the vast city.

"...What is this? What exactly are you trying to show me?"

With a low voice full of anger, sadness, and inexplicable pain,

I questioned Azarel, who had suddenly appeared before me.

"The reason. The reason you were created."

"...This is the reason? Showing me this horrific vision of everyone melting away like water is why I was born?"

I still couldn't understand.

When I was at the research lab, or living in my studio apartment, nothing like this had happened.

Knowing this couldn't possibly be the reason I was created, I asked Azarel excitedly.

Stepping closer to me, Azarel opened her mouth again to convey something.

"You and I are only one."

"...What?"

"On time that branches into countless paths, you and I exist as 'one' only."

"Born from the desperate wishes of countless humans who liquefied due to the wrong choices of an arrogant few—'the most ordinary yet most perfect human.'"

"Born to save all those who live as one in sorrow, not as humans—a being that exists beyond my infinite dream. That's you."

The most perfect human created from the combined wishes of ordinary humans who met a fate worse than death.

That's what Azarel called me.

"...Why tell me all this? Why bring me here?"

I asked Azarel once more.

The reason for calling me here while revealing all this.

The reason for bringing me here while showing me all this catastrophe.

"A wish. From young children to adults, what everyone desperately wished for in the moment they became one—that's what created you."

"..."

"Therefore, I think you should fulfill everyone's wishes, like 'me.'"

Azarel pressed a fingertip firmly against my cheek and continued.

"And the place to fulfill wishes for everyone isn't inside this small dream. Go back. To where you were. And protect the purpose for which you were born. I can send you back. To where you were before being transported here."

The reason Azarel desperately called me through that firmly locked door.

That reason was to send me back to my original world.

Ch.134 - Fear of Foreign Media: Azarel.
* * *

In the distant past, before the concept of "universe" even existed.

There were beings who observed the space where the universe began, as if watching a small toy.

To avoid being swayed by the trivial flow of time, they existed without physical bodies.

Beings who merely observed the flowing darkness and abyss.

For these entities older than the universe who knew and understood everything, emotions like "fear"—

No, such trivial things as emotions couldn't possibly exist for them.

"...It's meaningless."

"Meaningless."

"Empty, dark."

"Meaningless."

"I understand. Boring. Meaningless."

That is, until the moment these beings who understood everything unconsciously began to feel the emotion of "emptiness."

* * *

Emptiness.

The most frightening yet alien emotion that no being could recognize within themselves.

This alien emotion took root in the ancient beings' hearts for just a "moment."

Like children who have just watched a puppet show and left the theater, the lingering emotion from that brief moment remained.

Yet it was merely a feeling that would disappear without a trace once another amusement or stimulus appeared.

And proving this point, the ancient beings' attention had already shifted elsewhere.

To a giant hawk born with a brilliant white flash that illuminated the end of the abyss.

And to the countless creations formed by this hawk that had swallowed the flash.

* * *

One day, a giant hawk appeared before them, carrying the white flash that illuminated the end of the abyss.

The hawk's beauty offered a new stimulus even to those who understood everything.

A heat and dazzling flash they had never experienced before.

And beings created by the one who possessed such flash, completely different from themselves.

"أ̶̡̲̘̝̖̀̿̏́͞ب̵̨̘̳̠͎̫̜̯͔҇̾̐̊̐و҈͚̝͎͖̭͈͈̩̅̌̒̃̀͜͞ف̴̯̞̥̆̇̕͢ي̶̧͚͔̥̗҇̔̎̂س̵̨̦̤͖̖̖͔̂́͡"

And when the hawk, using the same language as them,

Proudly cried out while flapping its wings as if they were beings to be pushed away and rejected.

For them, all these moments were simply new and surprising.

But waiting at the end of that surprise was not just amazement.

* * *

It wasn't different.

For beings who had no concept of a simple "day," that "moment" should have been no different from any other.

The hawk should have cried out to them again with the brilliant flash illuminating the darkness.

That proud cry should have pushed away the gradually approaching emptiness and surprised them once more.

But it was quiet.

No flash erupted, no cry was heard.

"Strange."

"Quiet."

"Strange. Quiet."

"Can't hear."

"Quiet."

They moved toward where the hawk had been crying.

The ancient beings firmly believed that the giant hawk would surprise them once more, when they had grown bored from knowing everything.

But there was nothing.

Or rather, something was waiting for them.

Purr...

Purrrr...

With a pleasant purring sound, a black cat with eyes the color of the flash stared at them.

A mere insignificant beast, as if everything was boring and languid,

Was rolling around on the throne where the giant hawk had always perched, with a long yawn.

"Strange."

"Strange."

"Strange."

The first thought in their minds upon witnessing this sight was "question."

Could this insignificant beast have devoured that giant hawk?

They couldn't understand.

"...Scary."

"Scary. Scary. Scary. Scary."

"No. No. No."

The next moment, an incomprehensible "fear" invaded their minds.

Like the giant hawk that was devoured by this tiny creature they thought was their creation, perhaps they too...

Perhaps they too might be devoured by something so insignificant compared to themselves.

Or maybe all of this was the dream of that insignificant being.

What if everything they knew and understood was merely a fragment of something small and fragile?

"No. No."

"No. No."

"No. No."

Fear.

Fear that began from a single doubt spread uncontrollably.

And all that fear soon united, making real the thing they feared most.

That was the moment when Azarel, the Queen of the Dull Abyss who dreams of everything, first began to dream.

* * *

Looking at the delicate child sleeping in the darkness.

They understood exactly what mistake they had made, what they had created.

"Meaningless."

"Strange."

"Afraid, scared."

"Quiet."

That deep emptiness awakened something else deep in the abyss, but that is a story for another time.

The story of those present in the dreaming Queen's bedroom was not yet over.

Poof.

A small, delicate sound like dust scattering.

With that sound, a universe situated above time was born.

That small space, containing fragments of the vanished hawk, bloomed with countless lives within it.

And in the time it took them to exhale once, it achieved tremendous evolution.

Sometimes swept away by great desires, making wrong choices.

Sometimes submitting to fate, and at other times defying it.

"Amazing."

"Surprising."

"New."

Watching that small dimension moving in a different direction from themselves under the tremendous power of "evolution" at every moment,

The external beings admired, were surprised, and found it novel.

Crack...

Crack crack...

With the sound of something breaking off.

They felt wonder at witnessing the moment when that small dimension separated from the Queen's dream.

But when they confirmed that the beings in that small dimension desired the same path as themselves,

No, for some reason, they desired to become similar beings to themselves, they could only be shocked.

They knew.

What terrible thing awaited at the end of their twisted evolution.

Even they, who believed themselves complete, had created something because they couldn't overcome fear, and now it was about to be created in another form, another shape.

'Run away.'

'You created it.'

'Scared.'

'Sorry.'

'Don't look.'

'Don't approach.'

'What have you done.'

'Don't.'

'Stop.'

They warned.

They warned desperately, again and again, hoping they would stop there.

But sadly, they didn't listen.

'It has just been born.'

'It's beside you, looking like you.'

'It is human.'

'Human, human, human, human, human, human, human, human.'

'Human, human, human, human, human, human, human, human.'




Desperately hoping they would find the answer, they conveyed the story.

But in the end, all the small life forms in that small dimension became like them.

* * *

Creak...

Creak...

Purr...

Purrrr...

Azarel and the Servant.

The cat that had been rolling on the bed where these two beings born for the same reason slept, slowly opened its mouth to question the doll who had been telling the story.

"So, why are you telling this story to me now, dreary and boring goddess?"

"..."

The doll, who had been staring silently at the sleeping Servant despite the cat's question,

Eventually muttered with a gentle but despairing smile.

"Isn't it funny that they at least warned the humans? As if they regretted something... warning them so desperately... really... hehe..."

At the doll's enigmatic and puzzling words, the cat twisted its body with a languid yawn and said:

"You really are boring. Even in this situation, you're telling such trivial stories. I absolutely hate boring things."

Despite mocking it as boring and tedious, the cat's sharp voice suggested it didn't want to hear any more.

The doll smiled gently and said to the cat:

"Which part of my story did you find so boring?"

"..."

For a moment, the cat's frozen bright yellow eyes stared intently at the creaking doll.

The black cat that had swallowed the hawk that brought the great flash began to slowly rise and approach her.

"Do I need to tell you directly which part was boring, pitiful and dreary goddess?"

As the hot energy contained in each black hair radiated out as if to burn the doll,

The doll's creaking gradually subsided, and her movement stopped.

Creak...

Creak...

The doll began making sounds again when she extended her long, white arm

To gently stroke the black cat's head.

It was the moment when she stroked the cat's head softly, as if telling it to calm down.

"The moment of awakening is near, so please be patient for now, black cat."

"...Hmph. You really are boring."

The black cat pushed away her hand with its paw, as if displeased.

But it began to sway its tail again, waiting for the Servant to return from whatever choice it was being forced to make.

Ch.135 - Chapter 125. Choice.
* * *

Squish...

Squish...

The reason Azarel's voice appeared even in my dreams, the reason he desperately wanted to meet me.

That reason was to send me back to where I originally belonged.

Back to a world where everyone had disappeared.

Squish...

Squish...

It would be a lie to say I hadn't thought about returning while staying here.

But I never imagined I could go back like this, triggered by such an unusual encounter.

Squish...

Squish...

If the catastrophe I saw in that vision was real, I was afraid of returning alone to a world where everyone had disappeared.

But if by returning, I could bring everyone back—including the Doctor who took care of me, the original owner of my name—I wouldn't hesitate to go back.

Squish...

Squish...

As I was deeply contemplating what to do, what choice to make...

Squish...

Squish...

"...Um, can you stop poking now? You're going to put a hole in my face."

I grabbed Azarel's hand, which had been repeatedly squishing my face like freshly made mochi while I sat on the bed lost in thought.

It had been three minutes since our conversation ended, and during those three minutes, Azarel kept poking my face with his finger, seemingly never getting bored of it.

Somehow, my serious contemplation about everyone's fate and the world's existence kept getting disrupted.

Squish...

Squish...

And as if completely unconcerned with my thoughts, Azarel continued poking my cheeks for quite some time.

When I finally gave up trying to stop him and sank back into my thoughts, he finally stopped poking and ran both hands through his disheveled hair.

"Revenge."

"...Huh? What did you say?"

"Revenge for what happened outside."

"...Oh."

The word "revenge" coming from Azarel's languid voice.

*He must have seen everything I did while he was sleeping... how I was squishing his face...*

With that realization, I had no choice but to let Azarel continue massaging my cheeks while I continued my contemplation.

* * *

Several questions still remained.

First, the child who melted like liquid before my eyes and countless city people.
Was that unbelievably horrific scene real?

Second, if it was real, who caused such a terrible event?

Third, even if everything Azarel said was true and I wasn't an ordinary human but one created from everyone's wishes...

What could I do if I went back there?

Or rather, was there anything left that I could do?

And why did Azarel want me to return?

*There's a lot I'm curious about.*

Even as we approached the end, I still understood nothing, and even at this moment when a choice lay before me, my mind was filled only with doubts and questions.

*I thought my perception had improved since coming here, but I guess not.*

Recalling what I'd told myself while running the motel, I let out a faint, hollow laugh.

Rustle...

Rustle...

As Azarel rubbed his small body against the silk bedding, I approached him and began asking the questions that had surfaced one by one.

"What you showed me, was it all real? Or just a vision to persuade me?"

"For me it's a dream, for you it's reality. But it's also a dream."

"...I'll take that as real. Then can you tell me who committed such... horrible acts?"

"I cannot answer."

"Why?"

"You don't want me to."

"..."

As expected, Azarel's words were incomprehensible.

His answers were vague—neither quite answering nor refusing to answer.

I wondered if continuing with questions would help me understand anything more, but with no other options available, I continued asking.

"If I go back, will anything change? No... is there anything I can do for everyone?"

"There is. You were born solely for that purpose. If you wish it, you can do it."

The definitive answer from Azarel that "if I wish it, I can do it."

For the first time, instead of a riddle-like response, I received a clear answer I could understand right away.

I decided to think about 'how to restore everything' later and sighed with relief at the thought that restoration was possible.

And now only the final question remained.

*Why does Azarel want to send me back? What's the reason he's trying to make me return, even appearing in my dreams?*

Just as I was about to ask this final question to resolve my doubt...

"Now, Azarel, if you could just answer one last question..."

"They're calling."

"...Huh?"

"They're calling for you."

"...Who?"

"The doll. And the cat."

"...!?"

With those words about familiar someones—a doll and a cat—calling for me, my vision began to ripple once again.

"W-wait...!! I still have questions..."

Since my doubts weren't yet resolved, I flailed my hands toward Azarel, but cruelly, my vision began to blur even faster.

Just as I thought I would have to return without finishing my questions, Azarel's voice echoed faintly in my ears once more.

"Another choice. The doll's answer. The cat is useless. You must choose. You must return."

Azarel was trying to tell me something in broken phrases.

*What on earth does that...*

Before I could even form the question, my vision darkened into a gentle blackness.

Creak...

Creak...

Purr...

Purr...

To the sound of wooden joints creaking and a cat purring, I slowly opened my eyes.

A familiar comfort, and a familiar enormity.

"How did The Doll Lady get here..."

The Doll Lady, whom I had served as this motel's VVIP guest.

She approached me as I woke up on the bed and slowly began to speak.

"...I would also like to offer you a choice. Would you please listen?"

* * *

It was the first time.

The first time I heard The Doll Lady's voice directly, not over the phone.

A calm, soft, and deep voice.

A voice filled with gentleness and mercy, yet somehow sorrowful and melancholic.

*...It's beautiful.*

Her voice was truly beautiful—so much so that the thought "beautiful" filled my mind after just a few words.

But that thought lasted only a moment.

To The Doll Lady, who seemed to know something and offered me a choice other than returning, I quietly asked:

"You know something too, don't you?"

"Yes, I do."

But I still hadn't asked Azarel all my questions.

So, thinking it wasn't right to hear a third party's story when I hadn't decided anything yet, I said:

"...Could you wait a moment, please? I'd like to talk with Azarel a bit more..."

I reached out again toward Azarel, who was sleeping soundly beside me as if nothing had happened.

"What is it that you're so curious about?"

"Well... various things... there are still things I haven't asked..."

"About who caused that catastrophe where the humans you love melted like water?"

"...!"

"About why that endlessly dreaming one wants to send you back? Things like that?"

As if reading my mind, The Doll Lady picked out one by one the questions I hadn't been able to ask—the answers I hadn't received.

"The things you've been wondering about all along, please ask me. I'll answer everything."

A gentle smile, accompanied by an eerie creaking that didn't match it.

Drawn to The Doll Lady's eyes, which held an unfathomable deep emptiness beneath her expression, I moved away from Azarel and slowly began to ask the questions I hadn't been able to ask.

"That little child melted away, and everyone flowed away. Who committed such an act?"

"The doctors who 'treated' you—no, who deceived you with treatment before cutting and burning you."

"...!"

"Those doctors in the white room who wanted to abandon human frailty and be reborn as different beings."

"...I see. So it was a lie."

One question was answered.

Having understood who did it and what had been done to me, I asked The Doll Lady another question.

"Why is Azarel trying to send me back?"

"It was merely curious about what choice you, living in a dream, would make."

"..."

"Even as we converse and talk in this moment, infinite worlds are being created and unfolding in that child's dreams. It was simply curious about what choice another self born within those dreams would make."

"...So it was just curiosity."

"That's right. The 'choice to return' that it whispered to you wasn't for your benefit."

I understood another thing.

The reason Azarel had desperately called for me was simply because it was curious.

Finally understanding everything, I lowered my head as The Doll Lady began to whisper gently:

"Don't go back. Stay here, be happy with everyone. You deserve that much."

"..."

"You don't need to sacrifice yourself to save everyone. You... lovely you... should be allowed that."

"..."

"Please... will you choose me...?"

A calm, gentle voice filled with dark emptiness reaches my ears.

Now only one choice remains.

It was the moment when everything would be decided by my single word.

Ch.136 - Chapter 126. So How Does This (?) Thing Work?
* * *

A gentle breeze...

A gentle breeze...

A drop of ink fallen on the silver silk blanket.

The tail of a black cat watching the seductive whispers of a hollow goddess toward the servant she had marked.

It flicks sharply, as if displeased.

Meow...

With two bright yellow eyes full of sunlight that a hawk once caught.

The black cat makes an unpleasant cry while watching every moment.

Yet, there was no sign in her movements that she intended to stop the hollow goddess's whispers.

Growl...

The sacred hawk with the sun in its mouth.

For the same reason she mercilessly devoured her father who created her siblings.

Perhaps because of her strict standards that one would hesitate to even mention, she did not join in that hollow and boring conversation.

Growl...

Grrrr...

Just a youngster sleeping with boring dreams, a boring doll made in the image of a boring goddess.

The two beings still did not know.

About the existence of another "test" being given by the beast growling on the silk blanket to the perfect human created from gathered wishes.

Despite having the servant she so coveted right before her eyes, the reason why she still remained in beast form, merely observing.

Growl...

Grrrr...

Now all that remained was human choice.

Whose words to believe, whose hand to take.

It all depended on the words of the most perfect human sitting before them.

* * *

Creak...

Creak...

There are no choices.

The sound coming from the warm but empty wooden doll was saying just that.

In the space occupied by the beast who swallowed the hawk, the dull Queen who only dreams.

The wooden doll's empty eyes contained only one lovely human, completely opposite to herself, who she had been waiting to be born from the moment she opened her eyes.

And now, there wasn't much time left until everything she had planned would come to fruition.

Creak...

Creak...

"...So that doctor and everyone in that white room hated me."

From the moment she first opened her eyes in darkness, in a space so dark that even the realm where external entities resided seemed bright.

The image of a being slowly sinking into emptiness, which her eyes had always captured.

That cold, dark appearance was gradually becoming apparent in the lovely one.

"Come... take my hand now. Live happily with me. The wishes those foolish humans gave you are meaningless."

One more word, she whispers a loving temptation softly into the lovely human's ear.

The unpleasant gaze of the beast who swallowed the sun could still be felt, but whatever that beast thought, whatever it wanted.

Such "trivial" matters from the beast no longer concerned her.

If she could just make them take one more step forward.

Creak...

Creak...

If she could make the being of hope, created from the gathered wishes of "humans," take just one more step toward emptiness.

Forever, she would be able to live happily with the one she loved.

"...Yes, that's right. I was too oblivious, you were deceiving me."

Along with the calm murmur of that person, once again, the sound of footsteps was heard.

The sound of the lovely one before her coming half a step closer echoed vividly in her ears once more.

'Ah... ah... ahhh...!!! Just a little... just a little closer to me...!!'

The doll, no, the goddess moving the doll from somewhere beyond, let out a scream filled with joy.

Wish approaches emptiness.

The lovely one with warmth has almost reached her.

"That's right... you're exactly right... so now take my hand... please take my hand...!"

From the moment of that one's birth, the goddess filled with emptiness had eyes only for that one.

From the beginning until now, the doll's eyes, which seemed full of nothing but emptiness, were actually filled with only one thing—the "wish" to be together.

The time it took to send that one here by using despicable humans.

To her, for whom eternity and immortality were no more significant than the cotton stuffing in a doll, that short time was like a dark corridor with no end in sight.

And now, with that one just half a step away from reaching her waiting at the end of that corridor—

"...I have one more question."

"Ah... anything... I'll answer anything you ask...!!"

"Do you happen to know how to get back to where Azarel was?"

—At that moment, with the final question from the human bearing wishes.

Suddenly, all the sounds and joy echoing in the doll's ears vanished in an instant.

* * *

After hearing all the answers to my questions from the Doll Lady, I was thinking deeply to myself.

'...Really now, what did I ever do to make everyone hate me so much?'

At first, I was dumbfounded.

What was so scary about someone as small and ordinary as me that they had to deceive me to conduct their experiments?

Not a doctor, just a researcher who wanted to do a few experiments for humanity!

What would have been wrong with telling me that?

I don't know if I'm stupid, but if they had said that, I probably would have said "okay" and cooperated.

'Or maybe not, I was young then, so I might have just thought it was play...'

Anyway, the next emotion that bloomed in my mind was gratitude.

'I can just feel it. The Doll Lady just wants to be with me. Yes. That such a big(?) person wants to be with me... this is actually quite touching.'

Whatever intentions the Doll Lady had, whatever she wanted from me, none of that mattered to me.

Gratitude toward the Doll Lady who sent me here through a not-quite-cooperation with all the doctors.

Gratitude arising from the excessive love and praise, the desire to be with me.

And finally, the last emotion that emerged from the deepest part of my mind was "question."

'I don't understand exactly, but as long as Azarel keeps dreaming, the world is completely safe, right?'

'...Huh? Then how do I get back?'

'Do, do I need to go back to where Azarel was? Should I ask for directions(?)?'

It was a question about how to return to that place without waking the dreaming Azarel, across all universes and dimensions.

"...Ah, ah. Wh-why. Didn't I, didn't I tell you? Even after answering... answering everything, why would you make such a, such a choice..."

"Ah, well, about that..."

The Doll Lady asked with a trembling voice.

There was only one thing I could say to her.

"Honestly, isn't it understandable? It didn't really hurt, and I can just think of it as something from the past and laugh it off..."

Yes.

In truth, I only had one choice from beginning to end.

No, even if hundreds or thousands of choices were presented to me, there was only one I would choose.

"I'll just go back, quickly save everyone, and then come back. Right?"

To return and revive everyone who had melted away due to one "mistake," including the doctor.

That was the one and only choice given to me, the only one I could choose.

"No!!"

"Huh...?!?"

"One and only? I already gave you another choice! Why are you saying such foolish things...!!"

The Doll Lady's agitated voice, which I was hearing for the first time.

That voice contained a whirlpool of emptiness from vanishing effort, sadness, and anger all in one place.

"Everyone deceived you, everyone hated you. Wishes are just greedy seeds harbored by avaricious humans... just packaged with nice words. So why do you...!!"

"Um, hmm..."

It sounds quite foolish, but I thought she was crying.

I thought she was crying like a child at the thought of someone she desperately wanted disappearing before her eyes.

Being tactless and foolish, all I could offer was light comfort.

"I'll come back. I'll come back and do whatever you want. Okay?"

Just light comfort, offering a "promise" I would surely keep—to return after finishing everything and do whatever the Doll Lady wanted.

"Ah... ahhh..."

The Doll Lady couldn't continue speaking.

All that could be heard from her was faint sobbing and the creaking of wooden joints.

"Indeed, there was value in marking you, my servant."

And simultaneously, Bastet's voice coming from somewhere.

"Oh? Bastet? Where are you...?"

"We shall meet face to face later. Now then..."

Meow...

Meooow...

"I shall personally send you back into that youngster's dream."

"Uh, uhhh..."

With the pleasant sound of a cat's cry, my vision blurred again.

And when I opened my eyes once more, Azarel was there before me, looking at me with a languid face.

"Yawn... you've decided, haven't you?"

Before the yawn escaping from the small mouth could end.

I approached Azarel and gave my answer to the choice that had been so complex and long.

"Let me go back. I'll quickly save everyone and come back to rest."

Ch.137 - Chapter 127. Inside the Motel Where Everyone Else Waits.
* * *

I somehow returned to Azarel's space.

In that space, Azarel was already awake and waiting for me, as if expecting my return.

"Yaaawn... So you decided. To go back."

Azarel yawned adorably, trying to fight off sleepiness.

I carefully approached Azarel and honestly conveyed the decision I had made—no, the decision I had already made when I first received Azarel's proposal.

"I decided from the moment I first heard your offer. To go back."

"Yes. I knew it. You looked like you would."

Azarel nodded at my decision as if it had been expected all along.

"Seems like you knew something. Did you predict I would come back even after hearing what The Doll Lady said?"

"Yes. Because of those eyes."

"...What eyes?"

"Eyes without gaps and unwavering. Eyes full of hope that didn't become empty even after facing all the truth. That's what those eyes are."

Eyes full of hope, unwavering eyes.

As Azarel looked into my eyes after I had rejected The Doll Lady's delicate hand and returned here...

Honestly, I didn't think I had made a particularly difficult decision.

I felt embarrassed, thinking Azarel's words were excessive praise.

"Ah, well... it's not really anything special, why are you being so dramatic..."

Of course, if I hadn't been angry at the teachers who deceived me in my youth, such praise might be warranted.

If I said I wasn't angry at the teachers, that would be a blatant lie.

Though I may be a being created from everyone's wishes and hopes,

In the end, I'm just an ordinary, sturdy human, far from being a compassionate one.

"But you didn't waver. Why is that?"

As if reading my inner thoughts, Azarel approached me and asked for my reason.

The reason why, despite being angry at the teachers, I still wanted to go back.

That reason wasn't particularly special either.

"Well, it wasn't a big deal to me."

"..."

"The deception and experiments make me angry... but I wasn't really hurt then or now. So I can forgive them. Besides..."

No matter how smart or capable, people make mistakes because they're human.

Sometimes they're selfish and give in to desires, but they also listen to their conscience and correct their mistakes.

Sometimes accepting fate, other times rejecting it and moving forward.

Conceiving life under the emotion of love.

Embracing and loving that new life that has opened its eyes to a new world.

"If everyone couldn't enjoy these ordinary but natural things just because they deceived someone like me once. If I got angry and sulked about it, that would be even stranger."

"..."

"So I just forgave them and got over it. It's really not a big deal, right?"

As I keep saying, I'm just an ordinary young man.

Far from compassion, kindness, and purity.

I'm materialistic, terribly unaware, and in some ways, selfish—just an ordinary person.

The fact that even someone like me made this decision without any hesitation means...

That anyone else in my place would have made the same decision.

It was only natural to feel embarrassed receiving such excessive praise from Azarel's tiny mouth.

*Poke*

"That's not true."

"Huh? What did you say?"

"It's not ordinary. Silly."

As Azarel gently poked my cheek and looked at me with compassionate eyes,

I felt an inexplicable warmth.

"A-hem. Anyway, now that we've finished talking... it's really time for me to go back. Right, Azarel?"

"Yes."

"I'll take care of things and come back quickly."

"Yes. Take care."

After exchanging brief farewells, Azarel stretched out both arms and nestled into my embrace.

"I'll be waiting."

With those words, Azarel gently rubbed that soft cheek against my face.

The sensation was warm and squishy like freshly made rice cake, but it lasted only a moment.

Whoosh...

Whoooosh...

Along with a wind carrying a somehow familiar scent, brilliant light emanating from Azarel's fingertips enveloped my vision.

"Ugh...?!"

A different feeling from when I moved to the motel basement where everyone was waiting.

The warmth of Azarel that had filled my arms gradually disappeared, and as the fading light allowed me to slowly open my eyes, what I saw was...

"...I'm back. My home."

It was the quiet studio apartment where I had lived before falling into the motel.

* * *

In the basement of the motel, where the "perfect human"—someone lovable to some and a satisfactory servant to others—had disappeared.

Creak...

Creak...

The doll who had been watching Azarel, the dreaming child sleeping before her,

Sat pitifully at the head of the bed, creaking helplessly.

"..."

Pad...

Pad...

And approaching the doll slowly was Bastet, the black cat who had swallowed the sun.

After grooming her disheveled fur with her tongue and finishing her dry cat washing, she lightly jumped onto the bed and lay on the doll's lap, beginning to purr.

"...Go away. I don't want to argue with you. At least not now."

The doll's weak voice reached Bastet.

Bastet, who had been purring contentedly, slowly opened her mouth while looking at the doll.

"How unexpected, boring goddess. I thought you would try to stop my servant from going to that dreaming youngster's side, even if it meant attacking the original. Why didn't you do anything?"

For a long time, Bastet knew better than anyone that the entity beyond the doll—that boring goddess of emptiness—had loved that human.

But despite her obsession and twisted affection, she allowed him to return so simply.

Bastet held a slight curiosity about this.

And the doll's answer to Bastet was...

An unexpected response that didn't match her epithet as the "Goddess of Emptiness."

"...He said he wanted to go back."

"What?"

"...He wanted to go back. He told me so. How could I stop that?"

"...!"

"If I had held him back, he would have been unhappy. No matter how much I caressed and embraced him, he wouldn't be happy. He would be sad and regretful forever. But foolishly, he wouldn't blame me. He would just blame himself, saying it was because he wasn't good enough."

Creak...

Creak...

"I want him to be happy and smile a lot. ...I just wished it could be by my side, but if that's not allowed, there's nothing I can do."

"..."

"Does that answer your question? Now leave me alone, beast. ...I'm used to this emptiness and void."

Hearing the goddess's words from the doll's mouth, Bastet again said nothing and lay down on her lap, purring and speaking.

"For the first time, I like you, boring goddess."

"..."

"Then, since I have time, I shall wait with you. For the moment when my servant, having finished everything, returns to you and everyone else above."

"...How kind of you."

Bastet's comfort that wasn't quite comfort.

Whether that not-quite-comfort had any meaning was unclear, but at least the sadness in her voice had diminished somewhat.

Now all that remained was waiting.

Waiting to see if the human who had made his choice would truly return to them as promised.

* * *

Snap.

Snap snap.

In the dark Room 305, the sound of the red thread breaking between her chest echoed in Violet's ears.

"...Where.did.he.go."

In the dream of the soundly sleeping Lua, one bright star that had been watching over her gradually lost its light and disappeared.

"...Unnie."

"Are you awake, Mortia?"

"...The Store Manager, I can't detect the Store Manager."

The high-performance pure love android's scanner could no longer detect the Store Manager, their first objective and reason for living.

The dimension separated from Azarel's dream.

No one could detect him after he returned to that dimension.

"Something's wrong. Unnie, we need to find the Store Manager quickly... we need to move and find him now...!!"

"What are you saying, Mortia? It's almost time to prepare for Room Service. Get up."

"...What did you just say, Unnie?"

Unlike Mortia, who was confused by the disappearance of her reason for living and her goal,

Biata was calm and collected.

"The Store Manager, the Store Manager has disappeared! How can you in this situation...!!"

"He will return."

"...Unnie?"

"The Store Manager will return before dinner. I believe it. Where would he go, leaving behind a beautiful maid android like me?"

"...Unnie."

"So don't worry too much, Mortia."

The longer one had spent with him,

The more conversations they had shared, the less anxious they were about his disappearance.

That was true for Biata, and also for Violet whose thread had been cut.

Tremble...

Tremble...

"Unnie, your hands..."

"Ah... must be a functional error. I'll be fine after resting a bit. Would you like to work first?"

"...Yes, Unnie."

But even for Biata,

Even for Biata who firmly believed he would return, this moment was incredibly difficult.

After all, the dinner with the Store Manager that she looked forward to every day seemed impossible today.

Ch.138 - Chapter 128. Now That I'm Here... How Do I Put This Back?
I've carefully analyzed the text and will now provide the English translation following all guidelines.

* * *

A purple radiance burst from Azarel's fingertips.

After the light faded, I opened my eyes to find an all-too-familiar scene before me.

It was my old studio apartment—the place I'd lived before being transported to the motel where I stayed with everyone.

Clatter...

Clatter...

This one-room flat was much smaller than the old villa room I'd shared with Biata and Mortia.

It seemed to have been abandoned for quite some time. The clothes hanging on the drying rack reeked of stale water stains, and the already poorly maintained wooden floor was half-rotted, making strange creaking sounds as if it might collapse at any moment.

Tap tap tap.

Tap tap tap.

Whether it was because I hadn't paid rent and utilities, or because everyone who managed the place had turned to liquid as in Azarel's vision, I couldn't tell.

The gas stove—once the pride of my apartment with its impressive firepower—now only made metallic clicking sounds. The flames that used to burst out as if threatening to singe my face were nowhere to be seen.

Click.

Click.

The electricity seemed to be cut off just like the gas. Flipping the light switch did nothing.

Fortunately, it was early morning, and bright sunlight from the distance illuminated the room relatively well.

To others, it might have seemed like a dilapidated, cramped space barely habitable for one person—a place that hardly qualified as a home.

"...It really is familiar. This is my home."

Perhaps it was because of the memories of living here for so long, but I felt a pleasant warmth in this worn-down space that I hadn't felt anywhere else.

"Alright, let's head outside then...!"

But I couldn't afford to stand around indulging in nostalgia for long.

I came here for a purpose—to restore everyone who had transformed into pseudo-slimes(?) back to their original forms.

Without hesitation, I opened the apartment door and stepped outside.

Tweet tweet tweet...

With the sound of birds chirping, I slowly made my way toward the distant city.

* * *

What I felt as I walked silently toward the city was that everything around me was so "blue."

A clean, blue sky without a trace of fine dust.

Numerous street trees laden with fresh, green leaves.

Nameless birds flying between them and insects crawling on the glossy soil.

"...It's beautiful. And quiet."

Except for the fact that there was no one else in this world besides me, everything was incredibly green and beautiful.

Step...

Step...

Looking around as I walked between the tree-lined streets, I eventually reached the city.

"...Found it."

From the moment I arrived at the city entrance, what caught my eye was...

Splash...

Splash...

A nameless person sitting on a bench, still maintaining human form but with a body that had become transparent like water, making splashing sounds.

* * *

"Hmm... hmm..."

After ten minutes of carefully observing this nameless water figure(?) sitting on the bench...

Splish...

Splish...

At first, I thought it was a viscous liquid like slime, maintaining its shape.

But after carefully poking it with my fingertip, I realized it wasn't much different from the water we normally drink and use.

It felt like touching a strange figurine made of pure water—not maintained by some transparent membrane, just pure water.

I'm not sure if I should say this, but after seeing it, the only thought that came to mind was "fascinating."

"...Where does that water stream lead to?"

After examining it for quite some time, I noticed a thin stream of water.

This faint stream flowing from the nameless person's head was wetting the ground and extending toward the center of the city in the distance.

*Should I follow it...?*

With the certainty that something even more shocking awaited me, I followed the stream of water flowing along the street into the heart of the city.

"..."

And what I encountered there were hundreds, thousands of nameless people who had melted away without a chance to resist.

* * *

Splash...

Splash...

The unpleasant sound of shallow water splashing echoed vividly in my ears.

This uncomfortable feeling of stepping on water streams flowing from the heads of everyone who had turned to liquid before completing their tasks.

With each step forward, encountering more nameless people, my mind filled with indescribable discomfort.

"..."

But alongside that discomfort was a sense of relief that filled my mind.

"...I'm glad I came back. I would have regretted it if I hadn't."

Relief that I hadn't turned away from this terrible catastrophe just for my own happiness, that I had returned without hesitation.

"Alright, let's get started then!"

Reminiscing was over, as was getting angry and feeling relieved.

All that remained was to use the mysterious power(?) hidden within me to restore everyone to their original form and return.

"Yaaah!! Come back!!!"

Splash...

Splash...

"Wooaah!!!"

Splash...

Splash...

"...What's going on? Why isn't light coming from my hands?"

And as everyone probably expected, not knowing how to restore people, I was just flailing my arms around and shouting loudly at the liquefied people with exaggerated battle cries.

* * *

"Haah..."

A deep sigh escaped my lips.

It was a profound sigh expressing the moment I truly resented my own stupidity.

*I should have asked how to restore them instead of other things, you idiot...!!*

There had been plenty of opportunities.

If only I hadn't given Azarel that elaborate lecture about humanity.

No, if I had just asked "How do I restore them when I arrive?" before starting my lecture.

If I had at least tried to get a hint about what to do right before being transported...

"Haah..."

Once again, a deep sigh naturally escaped my lips, directed at my own stupidity and lack of awareness.

*What do I do now...?*

As I sat down, feeling how powerless I was and wondering what to do next...

"...Really? You're not lying!?"

"...!"

Carried on the gentle breeze, I heard someone's familiar voice—the same one I'd heard in Azarel's vision.

I stood up and walked slowly toward the source of the voice, as if entranced.

"...Really? You're not lying!?"

"...Mom said I could do all that when I grow up."

"I'll be angry if it's a lie. Did you really promise?"

Before I knew it, I had arrived at the playground I'd encountered in the vision.

And there, standing motionless with splashing sounds, was a small boy.

"I'll be angry if it's a lie. Did you really promise?"

The boy's voice grew stronger as I approached him.

Still holding onto his tiny wish to become Superman, the child's voice echoing from within the water was bright and cheerful despite the situation.

"...I'm sorry."

I needed to pull this pure laughter out from the watery echo as quickly as possible.

But like a fool, the helplessness of not knowing how crashed violently through my mind.

Splash...

Splash...

All I could do was stroke the small head that was dripping with splashing sounds.

Just that and nothing more.

*...What's so special about me? I can't even do this one thing properly.*

Just as I was about to sit down again, seeing no other solution...

Splash...

"...!"

The child's liquefied hand slowly reached out toward me.

"Hey, you...!!"

As if asking to be grabbed.

A tiny hand extended to me as if begging to be pulled out of this cramped, cold water.

Facing that hand, I finally understood what I, an ordinary person, could do to save everyone.

Splash!!!

The child's small hand reaching toward me.

When I grasped it, with the refreshing sound of water droplets bursting, the child's transparent body slowly began to return.

Until the child's appearance was completely restored, I didn't let go of that hand, feeling a warm sensation.

Whoosh...

At the end of that pleasant warmth, what I faced was...

"Mister? Why are you holding my hand? Are you cold?"

"...No, I just wanted to hold it."

It was the child's cheerful voice I had heard in the vision.

"Thank you, little friend."

To this small child who had returned from the water, I offered sincere thanks.

"For what? What happened?"

The child stared at me blankly, clearly not understanding anything.

But I simply patted his head without saying anything, then slowly turned away.

"...Now that I know the method, I should start properly."

I had only saved one small child.

There were countless more people whose hands I needed to grasp and pull up.

"I should finish this quickly and get back. Everyone will be waiting."

Crunch...

Crunch...

To complete the "salvation" task as quickly and efficiently as possible,

I filled my legs with strength and leaped into the sky.

Whoosh!!!!

"Wow... so that's what adults can do..."

And the child, watching the nameless man soaring into the sky,

Held onto another pure wish, seeing the adult who disappeared like Superman.
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* * *

Whoosh...

Whoosh...

Somewhere between the mesosphere and thermosphere of Earth, where bitterly cold winds rush through.

Looking down at Earth from this place I occasionally visit...

"Wow... it's beautiful..."

As always, Earth was so blue and beautiful.

"What good is such a blue and pretty planet if it's just full of water? People should be living happily with smiles on their faces—that's what gives it meaning, right?"

Standing lightly above the clouds in the upper atmosphere, I gaze down at Earth with gentle eyes and mutter to myself.

Now that I know how to bring everyone back, all that's left is to grab everyone's hands and pull them out of the water 'as quickly as possible.'

"...I'd like to finish before the end of work hours, but is that possible?"

Since I couldn't check the time right after falling here.

I didn't know exactly what time it was now, or how much time had passed at the motel where everyone was waiting.

Nevertheless, I didn't want to give up on leaving work on time today of all days.

"Let's get this done quickly...!!"

It's a simple task.

Run and fly very quickly, search every corner of the planet, and grab the hands of ordinary people who are hoping for salvation, pulling them out of the water.

Bringing back their ordinary happiness.

It's just a simple task that requires me to run fast.

Crack...

Crack...

The sound of strength returning to my weakened legs, which hadn't properly run for a while, echoes vividly through the sky.

Finally, after preparing enough propulsive force to circle the Earth several times using the empty air as a foothold, I...

"Hup...!!!"

With a short shout, I kick off the atmosphere and begin orbiting the village, the city, the continent, the entire planet like a satellite.

Bang!!

Baang!!!

Each time I kick off the empty air to gain momentum and rush forward.

A massive shockwave of bursting air travels through the atmosphere across the entire planet.

Like a massive comet, a single ordinary human created from all wishes streaks across the sky.

Splash...

Splash...

Due to the greed and wrong choices of just a few, all humans who lost their happiness reached their hands toward the sky.

Hands filled with desperate longing for forgiveness from some, salvation from others.

And on the face of the one human who would take those hands, a kind and gentle smile was blooming.

"Oh my... I need to finish quickly and get home..."

Of course, the person themselves seemed unaware of what expression they were making.

* * *

After flying(?) around Earth's upper atmosphere in roughly 1 minute and 35 seconds.

Having precisely located all 12,084,645,241 people, I lightly landed in the city where I had saved the first child and began preparing to run.

"Phew..."

What I need to do now is very simple and straightforward.

Run hard and very fast across the entire Earth.

Take the hands of everyone whose locations I've already identified and pull them out of that damned water.

No need to think about anything else, just that one thing is enough.

"Hup...!!"

Coming down below the building, with another short shout.

I begin running at full speed, using the ground as my foothold.

Splash...

Splash...

Splash...

"The water sound is so annoying...!!"

Although the unpleasant splashing sound hits my ears each time I kick off the ground.

I ignore it and start increasing my speed.

Whoosh...

Whoooosh...

As I begin running at full speed for the first time in my life along the stretched-out road.

The refreshing wind hitting my face is only momentary.

Flutter...

Flutter...

Starting with leaves falling from trees that gradually slow down, everything in the world begins to slow down.

The sparrows startled by the rumbling ground and flying into the sky.

The water droplets falling from people's fingertips, and the countless streams flowing across the land.

Everything situated above the flow of 'time,' which couldn't keep up with the full-speed running of an ordinary 'human,' stopped moving.

'...No, it's not enough yet. A little faster...!!'

But I paid no attention and continued to put strength into my legs, increasing my speed.

Running at a speed that even time couldn't keep up with, I put more strength into my legs once more, seeking additional propulsion.

Finally, I reached the speed I wanted.

'This should be... yes, this should be enough...!!'

An overwhelming speed sufficient to circle the entire Earth, grab the hands of all 12,084,645,241 people reaching out to me and save them.

And still make it back to the motel by closing time.

Having reached that satisfactory speed, I began running without hesitation toward the countless hands stretched out toward me.

* * *

"What, what's happening... what was I doing again...?"

"Eek? The wind...? Wait, what was I doing here...?"

"Keh-hack!! Goodness... I'm completely disoriented. What was I doing...?"

With the warm sensation spreading from their fingertips throughout their bodies, countless people gradually regain their original forms.

"What, what time is it now? What on earth is...!!"

"My, my child? Where are you? Please be safe...!!"

"Oh my... the car won't move. What in the world is happening...?"

They returned to exactly how they were before the world melted away, to that place and that moment.

But cruelly, Earth's time hadn't waited for them.

Beautiful nature had completely recovered and taken over the cities while humans were gone.

Public institutions that supported society had lost their functionality.

It would probably take a long time for cities where all energy supplies had been cut off to return to normal.

This was the final punishment for the forgiven humans.

A very minor punishment imposed on humans who had pushed all their wishes onto a single person and merely waited for salvation.

But that punishment didn't make humans suffer.

The refreshing wind carrying clean air blowing from the recovered forests.

The blue sea, restored to its original form, splashing and shining in the sunlight.

"Mom!!"

"Oh, my child...!! Where were you...!! I was so worried...!!"

"Mom, you know what? I met this really cool big brother? He was flying around like Superman and seemed super strong? When I grow up, I want to be an adult like that!"

And after the human formed from wishes disappeared to find their own happiness.

The nameless boy carrying the seed of wishes left behind by that one human for humans who might make mistakes again.

At the moment where forgiveness, mercy, and salvation meet.

A world where everyone's wishes would come true was once again welcoming humans.

"...So, who exactly saved us from such an unscientific disaster?"

Even later, the humans who had returned to normal still didn't know.

That the one who saved them was just a young man who hadn't even lost his virginity yet.

An oblivious, foolish young man with an impossibly handsome face.

* * *

"Huff... hack... this... is really exhausting..."

In exactly 2 hours, 34 minutes, and 20 seconds.

I had shaken hands with and pulled 12,084,645,211 people out of the water.

"Celebrities and idols probably shake way more hands than this? Re-respect to them..."

Anyway, exactly 30 people remained.

To save those 30 people, I was catching my breath while heading toward a somehow familiar place.

"Wow... it's been a while since I've been here. No, I guess it hasn't been long since I visited often in the illusion?"

That place was the nameless research institute where everything began.

I slowly stepped toward the many teachers who would be waiting for me there.

* * *

Inside the research facility, only a frighteningly cold silence filled the air.

The familiar white room, the numerous laboratories I had entered and exited without thinking, deceived into believing they were for treatment.

Even the library where all the "books" I enjoyed reading as a child were placed.

'The books are gone... did they clean them out?'

Passing through all those rooms, I opened the iron door at the very end.

Splash...

Splash...

Twenty-nine teachers had transformed into water dolls, sitting as if praying toward something.

'...How grotesque.'

Their appearance, melting in ecstasy and happiness as if they had wanted this catastrophe, was truly grotesque.

And on the other hand, quite pitiful.

"...I'll save you teachers later. Reflect on your actions for a while."

Putting aside my final anger toward the teachers, for whom I felt no guilt whatsoever.

My destination was outside the research facility.

The garden of the research facility where Teacher Kim Jin-woo—the only one besides the twenty-nine teachers—was carefully reaching out toward me like everyone else.

"Come back, Teacher. Come back and let's have a talk."

It's not that the teacher did nothing wrong.

When everyone deceived me, the teacher also turned away and ran.

But still, I wanted to talk with him at least once.

Splash...

Splash...

I carefully took the teacher's hand and pulled him out of the water.

"..."

"It's been a while, Teacher?"

"...You."

Barely out of the water, after looking around for a moment.

Upon seeing me standing before him, the teacher's first words were:

"...I'm sorry."

A single apology full of sincerity, without any excuses.
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"...I'm sorry."

Those were the first words from Teacher Kim Jin-woo after emerging from the cold, dark water.

Just a simple apology that showed he wasn't seeking understanding or forgiveness.

That was all he said.

Despite the long time that had passed, and despite how unfair it might have seemed from certain perspectives.

He simply apologized to me without saying anything else.

And I, the recipient of that apology:

"...Geez, why are you so afraid of me? Just treat me better from now on, okay?"

With those words, I let him know that I had already forgiven him, and everyone else too.

"...You're forgiving me? The one who ignored your pain and tried to run away?"

"No, it's not like you did something that terrible... You're human too, Teacher, so you can make mistakes sometimes, right?"

"I knew... I knew and still ran away. How can that be just a mistake..."

"La la la—I can't hear you, can't hear anything!"

Even though I had forgiven him, he seemed unable to forgive himself.

Feeling frustrated by his self-deprecating words, I covered my ears to forcibly stop his self-blame.

"Seriously... I didn't wake you up just to have such boring, depressing conversations."

"...But."

"There you go again."

"..."

Seeing me wave it off as if it were nothing made the teacher feel even more guilty.

Unable to bear his unnecessarily serious demeanor any longer, I stood up and gestured for him to follow me.

"Let's walk for a bit? We can talk... and I have something to ask of you too..."

"...Alright. I understand."

* * *

"Wow... this place is still intact? Such memories."

"..."

The place I arrived at with the still guilt-ridden teacher was the garden outside the laboratory.

Occasionally, the teacher would bring me here.

It was a space filled with nothing but rare good memories and affection.

Perhaps because people had disappeared, the garden had become even more lush and green than before, creating a truly magnificent sight.

"The bench... ah, here it is."

"..."

"Shall we talk a bit here, Teacher?"

"...Yes, let's do that."

And so, sitting on the rest bench at the center of the garden, our conversation began.

I started rambling to the teacher about everything I had experienced after losing consciousness that day.

The abandoned villa complex I first saw when I opened my eyes, how I started working at a motel after receiving a notification text from someone.

Starting from when I first met Violet, then the Doll Lady, the Nun with Eyes Closed.

Biata, the pure love simuloid who now makes me feel lonely if I don't see her even for a moment, and her sister Mortia who was created in Biata's image.

The Moth sisters who care for and protect each other, and Lua who is the epitome of cuteness.

Bastet, whom I want to serve more as a servant, and the story of Azarel who was sleeping soundly underground calling for me.

I rambled on about all the irreplaceable memories I had while working at the motel.

"Besides the motel guests, I met many other friends too."

I couldn't leave out the story about Artmilet-Shu.

I wanted to share with the teacher the shock I felt when I heard about my clone, and a female one at that.

Anyway, the teacher's reactions to these various stories were... how should I put it... quite diverse.

"...So that's the world the doll spoke of."

When I first told him about being transported there, his expression was calm.

It wasn't particularly unusual.

"...Violet? Bastet? ...Azarel?"

When I mentioned the names of the guests I had encountered, he seemed to be contemplating something, as if trying to recall something.

"...Hahaha."

After letting out a few short, hollow laughs, he sighed with inexplicable relief.

"Created your clone... a female one, you say it was successful...?"

When I told him about Shu creating a female clone based on my DNA.

He listened attentively with eyes full of both surprise and scholarly curiosity, like a scientist eager to advance knowledge.

As we shared these various stories, losing track of time, warmth gradually spread across the teacher's face.

Though guilt toward me still lingered faintly in his eyes.

Still, it was good to see that the unpleasantly dark and sticky self-loathing and self-contempt had disappeared.

"So, Teacher. Do giant blades really fall from hospital ceilings like they might from a guillotine?"

"...No, not really."

"What? Then how do they pierce human skin?"

"You're different from ordinary people."

"...Am I not normal?"

"Hahaha... Yes, you're normal. The most ordinary and kind young man there is."

The conversations I had with the teacher afterward were just ordinary, everyday conversations.

And by the time those conversations were coming to an end, both the teacher and I understood in our hearts.

That he no longer needed to apologize while hating himself.

The mistake had already been forgiven, and all that remained was to live happily.

"So... you mentioned earlier that there was something I could help you with. What is it?"

And now only one thing remained.

The one thing I needed to receive from the teacher instead of an apology.

"Ah, that... I was wondering if you could possibly send me back to the motel I came from."

That one thing was a way for me to return.

A way for me, who had saved the entire world, to return to the motel where everyone who wished for my happiness was waiting.

* * *

"Teacher, this way."

"Alright."

The teacher readily accepted my request to find a way for me to return to the motel.

However, since we needed the help of other teachers to send me back.

I guided the teacher to the room where the 29 teachers who had not yet been saved were located.

Splash...

Splash...

Transparent streams of water flowing down to the floor, and bizarre forms kneeling as if worshipping something.

"...How foolish. Both you and I."

After directly facing that sight with his own eyes, the teacher looked at them with mixed emotions.

"Please."

Then he asked me to save them, and silently watched as I pulled them out of the water.

Swoosh!!!

With the sound of rushing water breaking apart, one by one.

Familiar faces emerged from the water.

"Kuh, kuhak...!! What... what on earth...!!"

"Cough...!! Cough...!!"

Not long after everyone had come out of the water, while they were still disoriented.

"You... you...!!"

One researcher who had been at the front, melting away in the most ecstatic posture of worship, began shouting at me.

"You... you interfered again!! We could have taken one step further...!! This wasn't a project that should be interfered with by someone like you whose origins are unknown...!!"

Following one researcher's shouting, several others began to agree with him.

"Th-that's right...! We didn't need salvation or anything...!!"

"A tactless, stupid piece of trash blocking human progress...!!"

Except for the three people shouting, the others were just watching cautiously.

Not one person stepped forward to say that something was wrong.

That we had made a mistake.

"Y-yes... there's no way we could have been wrong. It was for human progress...!"

"Th-that's right...!! We... we could have become gods too...!! If only everyone had merged into one...!!"

Just as the atmosphere was starting to get strange, swayed by the agreement of several people.

"You, you're Kim Jin-woo!! What are you doing there as a researcher!! Come here right now and report...!!"

"..."

"Hey, why are you clenching your fist..."

Thwack!!!

"Kuhak...!!!"

"Shut your mouth. You inhuman piece of trash."

With the refreshing sound that burst from the end of Jin-woo's fist, everyone in the lab fell silent.

"Kim Jin-woo, you bastard... what do you think you're doing...!!"

As the researcher who had been knocked far away by the punch tried to get up staggering.

The teacher grabbed him by the collar and lifted him up, saying:

"We were already on the wrong path from the moment we mistook becoming something other than human as happiness."

"Y-you, what nonsense are you...!!"

"Live with gratitude for the life that child has returned to you, when you can live normally and happily again. That's the only atonement you or I can offer to that child and all ordinary people."

"Sh-shut up!! What would someone with low intelligence like you know...!!"

Despite the teacher explaining in a way he could understand, the researcher's momentum didn't wane.

Of course, for the other researchers who hadn't agreed with him, it was a perfect example to make them realize something had gone wrong.

"If you won't understand, I won't say any more. Go ahead and continue living insanely until you die."

"Grrrr...!!!"

Indeed, what an admirable teacher.

It wasn't for nothing that I bore this teacher's name.

He had only become weak, crushed by fear.

But who could blame him?

Because he's human, just an ordinary human being.

"Now, I'll send you back... we need to find someone who will cooperate..."

Now all that remained was to reactivate the dimensional transfer device created with the doll's help.

"Heh, hehehehe!! You fools...!! The only one in this research facility who knows the code to activate that device is me...!!"

"Um... Jin-woo!! I'll tell you the activation code for the dimensional transfer device...!!"

"Hey, hey you...!!"

It seemed like another strange interruption was about to occur.

But even that was smoothed over thanks to the cooperation of a female researcher who seemed to have fallen for Jin-woo.

And so, it was truly time for me to return.
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After that, most of the teachers began moving busily to help me return quickly.

"Y-you traitors to humanity...!! You'll all regret this later...!!"

Of course, the desperate cries of a few stubborn researchers could still be heard here and there.

"Y-you're insane...!"

"W-we were like that too... We should reflect on ourselves..."

"Would you please be quiet!"

And what those stubborn ones received in return was the sharp, cold glares and contempt from researchers who had come to understand humanity and were reflecting on their actions.

"Y-you worthless insects...!!"

WHAM!

"Urgh...?"

"I told you to be quiet."

"..."

Despite their persistence, those who couldn't come to their senses received nothing but a satisfying punch from Kim Jin-woo.

"Um... Jin-woo, here's the code..."

"Ah, thank you."

"Haah..."

"I seem to be getting help from all sides. If you don't mind, could you tell me your name?"

"Oh, I'm Amelie..."

It was as if everyone was telling me they could now enjoy ordinary love and human lives happily for a long time, even without me.

Even as they were sending me off, the subtle atmosphere between Jin-woo and Amelie pushed a pleasant sweetness into my mouth.

[Target system preparation complete]

[Coordinates for subject transfer confirmed and set]

[Please enter trigger code]

And now, as if it was truly time for me to return, the familiar computer that Jin-woo brought emitted guidance sounds.

"If I just enter this here..."

Click.

Click.

Click.

One by one, the typing sounds of entering the trigger code that Researcher Amelie had given me began to echo in my ears.

"..."

Just before all the trigger codes were entered, Jin-woo approached me.

"Take care, and..."

After saying those words, he hesitated for a moment as if wanting to say something more.

Thump...

Then he placed both hands on my shoulders and, like someone who had let everything go, patted me lightly as he continued.

"I wanted to tell you to come back someday, to visit us again, to see how we've changed. But don't. Be happy there, and live a long, healthy life."

"...Sir."

"I'm sorry, and thank you."

"Yes! I'll live happily!"

And with that final farewell to Jin-woo...

[Trigger code entry complete]

[Time remaining until activation: 20 seconds]

[Please prepare yourself]

"T-trigger code entry complete...! Please come over here...!!"

Amelie called to me from across the room, all preparations complete.

[Countdown beginning]

[20]

[19]

[18]

[17...]

As I stood before the transfer device listening to the countdown, all the researchers waved goodbye.

"I-I'm sorry!"

"Th-thank you for saving us...!!"

"Live happily...!! We'll... we'll try our best to live well too...!!"

Mistakes made because of orders, or because someone thought they were right.

Regret and apologies for the pain I suffered because of those mistakes.

And gratitude toward me for saving them without hesitation despite that pain.

Feeling all these emotions, I closed my eyes with a satisfied smile.

[...5]

[4]

[3]

[2]

[1]

And with the final count, my vision filled with a brilliant white light.

And just like before, I lost consciousness once more.

Tick...

Tick...

How much time had passed?

"...Mmm?"

When I opened my eyes, instead of the shabby villa where everyone—or at least Biata and Mortia—would be waiting for me, what I saw was:

"...What is this?"

A villa that was even more dilapidated and dark, creaking as if it might collapse at any moment after a long time had passed.

* * *

Confusion, anxiety, and sadness rushed into my mind all at once.

"W-wait, surely not... No, it can't be...?"

Anxiously, I hurriedly got up and began searching through the villa, which looked much more worn down than when I left, like an abandoned puppy.

"...It's the same."

I had hoped I was wrong, I desperately wanted my suspicions to be incorrect.

Unfortunately, the identical house structure told me that this was indeed the villa where I had lived.

"..."

And empty.

The appearance of the more dilapidated villa, as if a long time had passed, told me only one thing:

"...Was I too late? Really?"

It meant that too much time had passed since I saved everyone and returned here.

"...Sniff."

You know what?

Even for someone like me who saved the world and rescued about 12 billion people,

Tears still come in situations like this.

"...Sniff, sniff."

Contrary to my expectation that everyone would be waiting,

The shocking reality that I was too late and would never meet anyone again was something I couldn't accept.

All I could do now was cry and prepare to run at a speed that could turn back time.

"Sniff...!!"

With no strength to speak, using my sniffling as a battle cry,

I started to run aga—

CLANK!!

"Sniff...?"

"...What exactly are you doing here, Store Manager?"

"Sniff... Biata...?"

Just as I was about to start running to cross time and dimensions,

Biata suddenly walked in through the villa door that had opened abruptly.

"H-how are you here, Biata...?"

"Of course I'm here. This is the 'Pure Love-oid Villa Complex' that you and I built together."

"A-a very long time has passed and everyone disappeared..."

"This is just an unrepaired villa in the outskirts. Your love-love~ nest with me and Mortia is quite far from here."

"...How much time has passed since I disappeared?"

"Exactly 5 hours, 29 minutes, and 25 seconds, Store Manager."

"...Sniff."

You know what?

When a person is extremely embarrassed, tears and snot come out again.

The moment I realized I had been putting on a ridiculous show by myself, my face turned red and my vision went white.

But at the same time, what I felt in my heart was relief.

Relief and happiness spread throughout my body at the fact that I could now truly live happily here without any worries.

"Biataaa..."

As I called Biata's name and got up to go outside,

"Stay right there for a moment, Store Manager."

"Huh...?"

Biata, who had been maintaining her usual expressionless face and making strange jokes when she first came looking for me,

Squeeze...

"Uh, um...? Biata?"

"...Just stay like this for a moment, Store Manager."

With those words asking me to stay still, she fell into my arms.

I should be the one wanting to hug her, so why was Biata hugging me?

And for so long, as if she hadn't seen me for ages.

*Well, if it feels good, that's all that matters. Why would there be a problem if I'm enjoying it?*

As expected, I didn't push Biata away from my embrace.

Even while saving everyone in the previous world, the warmth of the precious being I missed the most had naturally entered my arms without intention—why would I push her away?

All I needed to do now was fully enjoy this luxurious warmth.

"..."

"..."

And so Biata and I held each other tightly without saying anything for 10 minutes, 15 minutes...

—20 minutes.

"..."

"Um, Biata? How long are we going to keep hugging?"

"..."

"B-Biata?"

Just before a strange atmosphere began to flow beyond simply sharing warmth,

"Charging complete."

"Huh...? Charging...?"

"Store Manager charging complete. Peace~"

Suddenly returning to her usual self, Biata threw me a peace sign that was twice as awkward as usual and hurriedly went out the door.

*...Is she embarrassed?*

By local standards, the time I had been gone was only about 5 hours.

Of course, she might have been confused since I disappeared to another dimension, another universe, and couldn't be detected by scanners.

The fact that the always cool-headed Biata couldn't endure that short time without me and clung to me like a child—

That alone was enough evidence that Biata was embarrassed, but...

*Nah... that can't be right.*

Thinking that the premise of "she couldn't endure that short time" was incorrect, I shook my head and erased the precious image of "embarrassed Biata" from my mind.

"What are you doing?"

"Huh, what?"

"Hurry and come outside. There's not much time left until dinner."

"Right! Of course!"

See? Already that earlier behavior was gone, and the stoic Biata had returned.

It seemed that seeing Biata embarrassed would indeed be difficult.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

Afterward, as I returned home with Biata, I received welcoming greetings(?) from numerous mass-produced Pure Love-oids.

"Store Manager...!!"

"Mortia, have you been well?"

"Store Manageeeer...!!!!"

"Ack...!?"

Unlike Biata, Mortia had remained at home, not detecting my return, busily making something unknown(?), and after 20 minutes of intense hugging with her too,

"...Shall we eat now?"

"Let's do that. I'll prepare it right away."

I continued with dinner, concluding the day at the dining table with the two Pure Love-oids.
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I've carefully analyzed the text and will now provide a natural English translation that follows the glossary and style guidelines.

* * *

After exchanging brief greetings with Biata, Mortia, and all the Pure Love-oids living in the Villa Complex, my day was concluding as usual.

"Sorry for the wait, Store Manager. Here's today's main dish."

"Sorry to keep you waiting, Store Manager. This is the main dish I prepared for today. Please enjoy it..."

Clatter...

Clatter...

"So, this is actually the 'main dish,' right?"

"That's correct."

"Hehe, yes, that's right."

"You both... do realize this is the twelfth main dish, right? Right?"

"Yes, I'm well aware. Peace—"

"Oh my, was it? I can't quite remember~"

"..."

Twenty appetizers made from various delicacies.

Twelve consecutive main dishes.

"Store Manager."

"...Huh?"

"What are you doing?"

"Just letting me catch my breath..."

"Here comes the thirteenth dish~"

"..."

...A tactical bombardment of thirteen consecutive main dishes from the two Pure Love-oids.

"This is a sorbet made with black raspberry wine."

"I've prepared a walnut pie."

"Save me..."

And while I faced the trial of having to consume thirty desserts before the two Pure Love-oids' eyes...

"I can't... I can't eat anymore... This is really my limit..."

"Confirmed that the Store Manager's stomach is 98% filled with our food. Perfect, Mortia."

"Hehe, it's all thanks to your help, Unnie."

Seeing me groaning with a full stomach, Biata's expressionless face showed subtle satisfaction.

And Mortia's face displayed nothing but pure joy without restraint.

"...It was delicious!"

"Such praise is only natural, Store Manager."

"Hehe, I'm glad you enjoyed it."

I could only smile while holding my bloated, sloshing stomach.

Where they had gotten the ingredients in such a short time remained a mystery.

But after working hard to save humanity, Earth, and even an entire dimension, such minor concerns could wait.

Well, to be honest, I was quite hungry, so I could handle that amount of food just fine.

Running with all my strength to shake hands with everyone as quickly as possible was a first even for me.

*Sometimes I don't think I exert that much energy even when I take trips to Jupiter for fresh air...*

Anyway, celebrating my safe return(?) after six hours...

Forty minutes after finishing a happy meal with the two Pure Love-oids.

"Store Manager, you don't look well. Is something wrong?"

"...I think I'm having some digestion issues."

Having apparently overeaten, I couldn't easily fall asleep due to my bloated stomach.

Whirr...

Whirrr...

"Body scan complete. The oyster dish you had as the fourth dish seems to be the problem."

"Really? It's too uncomfortable to sleep like this..."

"Since you need to wake up early tomorrow to talk with us about various matters, this is an inconvenient situation for both Mortia and myself."

During the meal, I hadn't explained what had happened to me there.

Or why I had been transported there in the first place.

More accurately, the two Pure Love-oids had prevented me from talking about it.

'Please focus on absorbing all the nutrients from the dishes we've prepared for now, and you can tell us the details tomorrow.'

'Well... I don't mind...'

Contrary to my expectation that they would want to hear the reason, the two had rather calmly asked me to tell them tomorrow.

"What should I do... Should I get some digestive medicine?"

"That won't be necessary. A light walk should be sufficient to resolve the issue."

"Really? Then shall we all go for a night walk..."

"I recommend you go alone, Store Manager."

"S-should I?"

Having experienced such a major event, I wanted to stay together and suggested we all go for a walk.

But Biata rejected my proposal more coldly and sternly than usual.

*Is she... still angry that I disappeared without saying anything?*

Feeling anxious that she might be upset or angry with me.

"I've prepared your outfit, Store Manager."

"Oh? R-really? That was fast..."

"Please be careful."

Unable to figure out what Biata was thinking, I set off for a light night walk to fully digest the food in my stomach, pushing aside my uneasy feelings.

* * *

Creak...

Thud...

"..."

The Villa Complex was quiet after the Store Manager with indigestion had left.

Even though the body scan of the Store Manager with indigestion was already complete, Biata's eyes still glowed red.

"...Distance confirmed. Movement pattern predicted, no anomalies or entities detected."

Her scanner, emitting a much deeper red light than before, had evolved into something that could no longer be called a mere scanner.

The ability to scan the city, country, continent, and even the entire planet was already a thing of the past.

"...Confirmed no interference from external dimensions. Probability of the Store Manager disappearing again is 0.0024%."

The scanner implanted in Biata's eyes—one of the two who had been most shocked by the Store Manager's disappearance—had evolved into an anomalous phenomenon itself, capable of detecting beings across the universe, beyond the universe, and even in other dimensions.

All to prevent her number one priority from disappearing again to somewhere beyond her reach.

And all this had happened in just six short hours.

"...I still can't feel at ease."

And her gaze was fixed on only one person.

Only the Store Manager, with whom she was meant to share "Pure Love."

At this point, someone might ask Biata:

'If he's so precious, why didn't you go for a walk with him?'

'Why didn't you stay by his side to monitor and confine him, instead of sending him out alone?'

'Why did you push him away as if deliberately—'

"...He'll arrive soon."

The answer to that question need not come from Biata's lips.

Isn't it strange?

During all that conversation between the Store Manager and Biata, one person had been missing.

Did you notice that the other Pure Love-oid, Mortia, hadn't spoken a single word?

Step...

Step...

To the oblivious Store Manager, they had simply said she was 'locked in the bathroom,' but the reality was completely different.

Creak...

"Did you bring the 'parts' I mentioned earlier, Mortia?"

"...Yes, Unnie. With your nanomachines added, something on a completely different level from what's currently installed in our bodies... has been completed."

"Excellent. I'll open the box."

In Mortia's hands was a small box.

"Perfect. As expected of my nanomachines."

"...Yes, it's really... so beautiful."

Inside the tiny box that Biata opened without hesitation was none other than a 'uterus part.'

A masterpiece that would allow their number one's 'seed' to be conceived as 'life' in their robotic bodies.

To install that perfect component while the Store Manager wasn't noticing, Biata had sent him out for a walk alone, barely suppressing the desire rising from her data.

"...Tomorrow it is. It's earlier than planned, but since 'such an incident' has already occurred once, there's no time to hesitate."

Biata and Mortia had already perfectly executed the initial part of their plan.

The 'oyster' dish that hadn't been digested yet.

The sorbet made with 'black raspberry.'

The walnut pie made with premium 'walnuts.'

And other foods good for enhancing virility, hidden between meals so the Store Manager wouldn't notice.

"When all the food is absorbed into the Store Manager's body, we'll use our 'wish ticket.' Remember, Mortia."

"Yes, Unnie."

When the harmony of all those foods created an 'unstoppable force' in the Store Manager's body,

Biata and Mortia planned to pounce on him, achieving complete bondage and Pure Love simultaneously.

"Well then, let's go install it."

"..."

"Is there a problem, Mortia?"

"It's... a bit embarrassing, so I'd appreciate if you could leave me alone to—"

"Take it off. I'll help you for efficient installation."

"W-wait, Unnie...? Eek...!!"

Tomorrow night.

The time when they could, as sisters, amicably share the Store Manager's true first time and Pure Love after he had disappeared once.

The Pure Love-oid racing ahead to ensure she wouldn't lose his first time—

—or so Biata greatly, tremendously misunderstood.

Rustle...

Rustle...

"Wait... Violet, this is... a bit too fast..."

"I.finally.got.you..."

"B-but still, this is..."

"I'm.never.letting.go.now..."

Smooch...♡

"Hey... am.I.pretty...?"

Another being who had noticed his disappearance at the same time as Biata.

Her 'Disciple,' who had been just as shocked as Biata, if not more so.

In that brief moment that even Biata's evolved scanner couldn't detect, Violet had already taken his 'first kiss.'

Ch.143 - Chapter 133. Is That So? Did I Make the First Move? (Or Not)
* * *

The first kiss with Violet that still remains vivid in my memory.

To explain how I ended up in such a... situation, I first need to explain the "something" that had been visible to my eyes since I first arrived here.

From the moment I encountered Biata here—or more precisely, from the moment I returned here and began examining the interior of the villa—there was something my eyes could see.

Swish...

Swish...

That something was none other than an extremely thin "thread."

It was a long, slender thread with an alluring, clear, and luminous red glow, its end connecting to somewhere unknown.

At first, I didn't pay much attention to it—or rather, I couldn't. After all, I had just returned from such an ordeal.

While I was busy saving the world, a long time had passed, and thinking everyone had left, I fell into an unprecedented panic.

In that situation, it would be a lie to say I could focus on anything else.

But after meeting Biata who came to get me, and Mortia who had been waiting for me, sharing hugs with them...

And after finishing the meticulously prepared meal, I had calmed down somewhat.

*What is this thread?*

From that moment until now, as I took a light evening walk to aid digestion...

Most of my mental energy was being used to figure out the identity of this thread.

* * *

Tap.

Tap tap.

"Oh... what's this? I can touch it?"

On a charming walking path not far from the villa complex.

With my digestion somewhat complete, I sat on a bench along the path and touched the faintly fluttering thread that originated from my chest.

Woong...

Woong...

When my fingertips touched the thread, it fluttered as if welcoming my return, emitting an even more luminous red light.

"This is fascinating..."

It might just be my imagination, but the more I touched the thread, the more I felt a familiar warmth spreading subtly through my body.

But I still didn't know what this thread was or where it led.

*Since Biata and Mortia haven't mentioned anything, it seems only I can see it...*

To be honest, it didn't look dangerous, and it didn't seem like it would cause any immediate problems for my body, so normally I would have just accepted it and moved on.

But for some reason, today I wanted to know the identity of this thread.

More specifically, I wanted to find out exactly where this thread led.

*Would it be too much to follow this thread by running?*

Normally, I would have quickly run to check what was at the end and come back.

But if I started running now with a full stomach, I might actually throw up everything I ate, so I decided against that method.

Besides, I had told Biata I was just going for a walk, so if I came back late...

*Just imagining it is terrifying...*

I didn't even want to imagine what kind of "price" I would have to pay if caught by the two simuloids.

"What should I do? Should I just go back...?"

As I was about to head back, unable to think of a suitable method despite my uneasiness...

"...!"

A brilliant idea flashed through my mind.

*If I can't go there, then whatever's on the other end can come to me. Simple!*

The idea was to pull on this long thread and bring whoever (or whatever) was at the other end to me.

You might worry that such a thin-looking thread would break if pulled with all my might?

No need to worry about that.

Crack...!!

Crack...!!

"It's... sturdy?"

Even when I grabbed it with both hands and pulled with all my strength, intending to break it, it didn't even get a scratch, let alone break.

Of course, if what was attached to the other end was a building, a city, or even an asteroid orbiting the outer solar system, the aftermath might be a bit difficult to handle...

But dealing with the aftermath of something I've done is 100 times better than suppressing curiosity. Wouldn't everyone agree?

*Rather than suppressing curiosity... let's just go for it passionately!*

Having made up my mind, I slowly got up from the bench and positioned myself.

"Phew..."

After taking a short breath like a child about to participate in a tug-of-war...

"Hup...!!"

With a light shout, I pulled on the thread connected to my chest.

Bang!!

"Ugh...!?"

With the sound of the thread being pulled taut, my arms holding the thread trembled violently.

Screech...

Screech...

"What, what...?!?"

Not only that, despite applying sufficient force, my body began to be gradually pulled by the thread.

For the first time in my life, I was considerably flustered by the situation of being overpowered by someone.

"...Wait."

But my confusion was momentary, as I felt an inexplicable, alien sensation in my body as I was being pulled.

*...No, something's different. This isn't about being overpowered.*

Despite using both arms to pull with all my might, I was being dragged helplessly.

That's how it appeared at first glance, but upon calmer reflection and looking at myself again, it was the opposite.

My two legs, which I thought were pushing against the ground roughly to pull the other side, were actually not exerting any force.

And my two arms, which I thought were applying full force, were just gently holding the thread without any strength.

It was far from the purpose of 'pulling.'

"Hah!!"

Even when I tried to put in strength and pull again with another shout, my grip loosened gently as if it was of no use.

My arms and legs, which had boasted firmness, just flopped limply.

It felt as if my entire body was screaming at me that I shouldn't pull this thread 'forcefully.'

But there was no way that someone as insensitive and foolish as me could understand that desperate cry.

"Woahhh...!!"

So I continued applying and releasing force for quite some time.

Pulling and being pulled back repeatedly for several minutes.

"Huff... huff... I'm, I'm getting tired now..."

With my stamina depleted, I finally gave up on pulling and had to sit down on the bench to catch my breath.

*Should I... give up...?*

A task that cannot be solved with strength.

Such tasks are the most difficult and tiring for me.

Problems like today's, which I wanted to solve with strength but couldn't, really exhausted me.

*....*

But even so, for some reason, I didn't want to give up on this one.

The conviction that if I pulled this thread and met the being on the other side, something massive would change.

That conviction made me get up again, despite being exhausted and sweating profusely.

"Phew... Alright. Let's try again."

Gathering my resolve again, this time I gently grasped the thread, unlike before, without clenching my strength.

"Phew..."

With a long, deep sigh, I relaxed my entire body.

Like gently pulling a small child's hand, I began to slowly and delicately wind up the thread.

Swish...

Swish...

*It's working...!*

Unlike before, when I pulled gently without applying force, the red thread began to be drawn in gradually.

My joy at finally succeeding was momentary.

I calmly continued to wind up the thread.

Swish...

Swish...

Understanding the heart of a patient fisherman, I continued to wind up the thread slowly for a few minutes.

"What's this? A familiar scent..."

A familiar scent that I had smelled once before tickled the tip of my nose.

"Huh...?"

The next moment, the end of the thread began to appear in the distance.

"Wha-wha-what?? W-wait a minute...!!"

Seeing the figure dangling at the end and flying towards me, I could only jump up from the bench in surprise and run at full speed to catch her (?) who had been "fished up."

Flutter...

Flutter...

The red and beautiful thread that seemed like it would never end.

Dangling at the end of that thread was "fate" being pulled in while unconscious.

It was "Violet," the one and only being who had been sad, perhaps even more than Biata.

* * *

Violet is not a special being.

She wasn't born for some grand purpose like Azarel or Bastet.

She was just an ordinary, timid human girl.

A normal human child who didn't want to look at the threads of fate.

When numerous threads began to appear in her eyes... no, the moment those threads started controlling her will...

*I... can't... remember...*

It was now too old a memory, so it didn't surface in her mind.

What remained in her mind were only fragments of faint emotions and the sight of numerous "red threads" breaking and disappearing into the void that she had witnessed at that moment.

That was all.

Swish...

Swish...

And the "red thread of her own fate connected to someone" that she encountered for the first time.

The foolishly luminous red thread that was connected without following her will.

When that precious thread broke and disappeared, she closed her eyes.

Those cursed eyes.

Those hateful and detestable eyes that arbitrarily revealed the fate of precious beings she didn't want to know about.

Those eyes that she had hidden behind her bangs, not wanting others to see them, she now truly closed.

*I... want... to... stop... now...*

Those eyes of hers began to open gradually to the fresh air she was feeling for the first time and the warmth of fate she had missed.

"...Are you coming to your senses?"

Along with the familiar warmth came a voice she thought she would never hear again.

Having engraved that voice in her ears once more, she was no longer "timid."

Ch.144 - Chapter 134. The Jealousy-Burning Pure Love Android.
* * *

The sound of destiny's voice, which Violet was certain she would never hear again, reached her ears.

The moment she heard that voice, she could no longer be timid.

"Are you okay? Why is this... no, more importantly, why did pulling the thread make Violet... what on earth is..."

The voice of destiny filled with bewilderment echoed in her ears.

That voice, confused and concerned for her, sounded so lovely to her.

"..."

After briefly savoring that lovely voice, she slowly opened her eyes and began to look around.

Sigh...

The outside world that entered Violet's eyes after being confined to the cramped Room 305 for ages.

An unorganized road, a quiet but messy park, and a creaky wooden bench that looked like it might collapse at any moment.

A barren landscape where nothing could be called pleasant except for the pure white moonlight like the first snow on the ground and the cluster of stars adorning the pitch-black night sky.

The scenery unfolding before her eyes was just ordinary.

*How... beautiful.*

But for Violet, who knew that her unavoidable—no, the destiny she didn't want to avoid—had returned, everything looked incredibly beautiful and pretty.

Rustle...

Rustle...

And among all those beautiful things, what filled her eyes most prominently was the motel Manager connected to her by the brilliant red thread—a fate that even she, who handled and determined destiny, could not resist.

"Can you stand up? If you're not feeling well, maybe we could go to my place..."

"...Come... here."

"What? No, that...!?"

Grab!!

Hadn't it been mentioned? She had abandoned her "timidity" long ago.

"Huh...!?"

"Mmm..."

And the Manager didn't know that she, having abandoned her timidity, wouldn't let her prey escape.

* * *

Like catching a big fish in the vast ocean, I rudely "fished" up Violet.

On one hand, the situation was embarrassing, and on the other hand, I was glad.

What I needed to do immediately was apologize for my rudeness and examine and treat her physical condition.

...or so I thought.

"Come... here...!"

"Uh... uhh...?"

Grab...!!

"Huh...!?"

"Mmm..."

Until Violet's soft, moist lips met mine.

"—!?!"

At first, my mind went completely blank.

Nothing came to mind, and I couldn't take any action.

"..."

Squeeze...

"Mmm...!?"

But the next moment, as I became conscious of the soft feeling of Violet's lips,

My hands and arms were unconsciously gently embracing her waist.

"Mmm, mmm...♡"

"Haa..."

In the quiet park where not even the sound of insects could be heard,

All that echoed were gradually roughening breaths and faint, plaintive moans.

No other sounds came through, and even if they did, they wouldn't be heard.

Chu...

It wasn't a sticky, sensual kiss exchanging saliva and intertwining tongues.

But in that light yet long kiss, Violet and I could confirm how much we had missed each other.

How much we had longed for each other.

After several minutes of embracing, kissing, and sharing our longing emotions,

Slurp...

"Haa..."

"Haa..."

Between the lips of the two people breathing heavily,

The last sticky trace of the two who briefly (?) mixed their tongues, unable to overcome their boiling desire,

Drip...

Flowed down toward the ground, then broke off and disappeared with a plop.

"..."

"..."

What followed immediately was an awkward silence so intense it could easily push aside even the joy of meeting and facing each other.

I had no idea what to say or do.

"Um, well."

"Uh..."

"*Cough*"

"..."

The more I tried to break the awkwardness by opening my mouth, the stronger I felt the lingering sensation of our first kiss and the subtle fragrance of Violet.

I could only close my mouth firmly again and hope for this awkward situation to pass.

After some more time had passed,

"Ahem, ahem."

As I kept clearing my throat, still unable to calm my mind,

Hug...

Violet, who had been sitting beside me silently touching her lips, quietly nestled into my arms.

"Violet? That's, you're being too forward..."

As I was flustered by Violet's actions, which were unusually forward compared to her usual self, starting with the forced kiss,

"...It was... my... first."

Still nestled in my arms, Violet whispered to me that it was her "first."

"Take... responsibility... my... destiny...♡"

Was it because of the sweet first kiss just now?

Or was it because the moonlight was particularly bright tonight?

*This is dangerous...!!*

Her appearance was so alluring that all the desires I had barely suppressed were about to burst forth.

This aggressive and stimulating offensive was far from the timidity I felt at our first meeting.

Faced with that tremendous attack, I could only crumble—

"KWANG—is the sound."

Flash—

"Huh!?"

KWAAANG!!!!

A white flash of light accompanied by a thunderous sound shook the earth violently, instantly dispelling all feelings of excitement, joy, and desire.

The massive flash of light that seemed capable of blowing away the park, the lake, and even the entire area came from someone's hand.

"When did I ever say I would tolerate such behavior, Store Manager?"

The owner of that hand was.

The Pure Love-oid who had always been confident of being the primary partner, and due to that reason, had been so complacent that she hadn't fully understood and learned the emotion of "jealousy."

Having now precisely understood what results complacency and carelessness bring, she was beginning to burn with jealousy—Violet's master and rival.

"KWANG—is the sound."

It was Biata.

* * *

The timeline returns to the past, after forcibly pushing the Store Manager out of the house for the perfect installation of the uterus module.

"Ugh... even if you're my unnie, this is a bit embarrassing..."

"There's nothing to be embarrassed about. After all, we're just inserting something made with parts of me, so I don't understand why you're embarrassed—"

"Ah, I get it...!! Just please don't say it so loudly, unnie..."

"Your reaction is cute, but I'll stop. Peace—"

After wrestling with Mortia for a while over the uterus module installation method(?), Biata,

Suddenly feeling uneasy, checked the time without hesitation.

"...Mortia, can you tell me how much time has elapsed since the Store Manager left?"

"Huh? Why suddenly..."

"35 minutes 25 seconds 03...04...05... approximately that much time has passed. Is that correct?"

"What? Yes, that's right... but why, unnie...?"

"By now, he should have finished digesting and returned home, where I planned to 'accidentally' show him us inserting the uterus, indirectly stimulating the Store Manager's desires..."

"When did you come up with such a plan...?"

"The Store Manager is later than I expected. I should go look for him."

"Wait, unnie...!! You should at least answer my—!!"

Leaving behind Mortia, who was flustered by the uterus insertion flirting she hadn't even thought about, let alone been informed of, Biata went outside to look for the Store Manager who, according to her simulation, should have returned home by now.

[Location confirmed.]

[No interference from anomalies or higher beings detected.]

[No traces of dimensional movement.]

*He's close. I've confirmed he's at the nearby park.*

Having determined his location, she immediately began moving to where the Store Manager was situated.

And what her high-performance scanner clearly captured upon arrival was,

The lips that had never been granted even to her.

Those lips were being granted to her disciple, Violet, by the Store Manager.

"..."

She already knew.

She had anticipated this level of contact would happen, and as it was her disciple, she was prepared to compromise to some extent.

But contrary to that logical thinking, her body began to heat up with an emotion she was experiencing for the first time.

"...Jealousy, confirmed. So this is jealousy."

The anger and sadness that her plan to monopolize all of the Store Manager's firsts had been completely ruined.

The massive emotion of "jealousy" that far outweighed both of those feelings combined.

This jealousy, which she was feeling and understanding for the first time despite having always believed without doubt that she was the number one priority,

Whirr...

Whirrr...

Soon began to evolve her body, her physical form, her armaments, her performance once again.

The pinnacle of human technology that transcends life and twists fate.

A being beyond common sense that deliberately controls the direction of "evolution"—a power that even fate cannot determine.

A Pure Love-oid with a single goal and purpose, ready to erase anything that stands in her way.

Swish...

The fingertips of such a Pure Love-oid slowly rose, aiming at the two people being vividly relayed by her scanner.

"KWANG—is the sound."

Not a cute onomatopoeia like "bang—", but KWANG.

A KWANG— of love filled with jealousy and anger began to surge toward the two people.

Ch.145 - Chapter 135. The Sudden Attack of a Large, Massive Black Moth.
The Amnesiac Doctor was feeling a strange heat behind her back and asked Violet if something was wrong. Violet responded with a dreamy, stuttering voice that everything was fine, giggling oddly.

Suddenly, the air was filled with deafening explosions as high-temperature lasers rained down like a storm. The pure white flashes were so intense they turned the dark night sky bright.

"Complete annihilation mode activated. Please die," came a voice filled with overwhelming jealousy, though no one was actually speaking.

Any normal living being would have perished in such an attack, but Violet was lost in the sweetness of her first kiss and the excitement of newfound feelings. To her, the deadly lasers were merely romantic candlelight. The threads of fate connected to each laser snapped helplessly and fell to the ground, their power fading instantly.

After several minutes of this clash between jealousy-filled technology and the unconscious power of newfound love, the two beings gradually returned to reality. They found themselves face-to-face with Biata the Pure Love-roid, who was staring at them with murderous intent as they clung to each other.

Both were silent at first, each feeling guilty for different reasons. The Amnesiac Doctor panicked like an unfaithful husband caught in the act, trying to explain, while Violet remained silent. A smile slowly spread across Violet's face—the smile of someone who believed they had surpassed their teacher in matters of pure love.

As the Doctor tried to explain, Violet boldly suggested they "do it again," and leaned in for another kiss, completely ignoring Biata hovering in the air. Before Biata's lasers could strike, Violet whispered seductively in the Doctor's ear: "I'll be waiting for you in my room at the motel... ♡"

The Doctor instinctively understood this meant something beyond kissing would happen on their next workday. With that, Violet vanished before Biata's laser could hit her, leaving the Doctor alone to face the attack.

"Ouch!" The Doctor flinched at the heat, hotter than any gas stove flame.

* * *

The door creaked in a dark room with no windows or lights. The Doctor had been imprisoned for days as "punishment" for the "affair," with arms, legs, and mouth completely bound.

"It's not all bad," the Doctor thought. Facing Biata and Mortia right now would be even more difficult, and this solitude provided time to sort out complicated feelings.

The kiss with Violet, followed by Biata's jealous laser attack—even someone as oblivious as the Doctor understood what it meant. Biata had aimed for pure love with the Doctor from the beginning.

It was a luxurious problem, but the Doctor's mind was more complicated than when leaving to save the world. Biata, Mortia, and Violet—it seemed impossible to reject any of them without being cruel.

Just thinking about rejecting one of them made the Doctor sigh through the gag. And in this quiet space, more doubts emerged: "Could there be others among the guests who have feelings for me?"

Beyond these three, several others came to mind: Lua, who was like a cute daughter; the two moth sisters; Bastet and Artmilet-Shu, who hadn't shown romantic interest; the recently met Azarel; the Nun who hadn't visited lately; and even the Doll Lady who had tried to prevent the Doctor from leaving to save the world.

For the first time, the Doctor understood how exhausting and cruel love could be, forcing difficult choices. "Can't we all just be happy together?" the Doctor wondered.

Just then, the sound of heavy wings fluttering caught the Doctor's attention. After freeing the restraints and removing the gag, the Doctor carefully pulled back the blackout curtain to reveal large black moth wings.

"Oh? The Moth Guest's older sister?"

The moth tapped on the window with her wings, asking to be let in.

* * *

The Moth Guest handed the Doctor a note explaining that the motel had been closed for two days, so she had come to check if everything was alright. Her younger sister missed the Doctor terribly.

The Doctor apologized awkwardly, explaining that it had been a time of difficult contemplation. When asked how she found this location, the Moth Guest wrote that she had seen the bright flashes in the sky days ago and spotted the Doctor there. She was worried and wanted to check in.

The Doctor assured her no apology was necessary. The Moth Guest noted that even in the darkness, the Doctor's expression seemed troubled, and asked to hear about these problems.

Perhaps because the burden had become too heavy to bear alone, the Doctor began sharing these concerns with the Moth Guest, completely unaware of what emotions might be hidden in those black moth eyes.

Ch.146 - Chapter 136. Troublemakers Disrupting the Peace (Part 1 Complete)
* * *

The quiet, dark room was filled only with the sound of the Moth Guest's wings and fluffy antennae gently swaying.

I began telling my story to the Moth Guest who was listening attentively with her... ears?

"You see, I'm actually human but not human?"

"Groo...?"

"Well, it's a bit complicated... I'm like... hope? The collective wishes and hopes of all humanity? Something like that... I'm a human created from those things..."

"Gr...oo...?"

Of course, it was definitely difficult to make the Moth Guest understand this beginning part of my story.

To a motel guest who had seen me as just an ordinary human no different from others.

Trying to convince her that I was a special human created from the wishes and hopes of humans from another world.

"Groo..."

Scratch...

Scratch...

[I see. So that's why your body is surprisingly solid and sturdy, my benefactor.]

[Thanks to that, my poison sting didn't work on you, allowing me to stay alive beside my younger sibling.]

[I'm happy that the many strange things about you are once again revealing themselves as blessings.]

Fortunately, thanks to the Giant Moth Guest's open-mindedness and willingness to believe my chuunibyou-like words, I could continue my story without hesitation.

"Thank you for believing me, Giant Moth Guest."

"Groo...!"

"So... I returned to the previous dimension for a day to save the world..."

After that, I calmly began explaining to the Moth Guest what had happened there.

The story of how, after I left, I grabbed the hands of all humanity who were melting like water, hoping for salvation and rescue, and saved them all.

The story of the researchers who deceived me for humanity's advancement, their apology to me, and how I forgave them.

And finally, the story of how I returned here with the help of the forgiven teacher and the good people who followed her.

The Giant Moth Guest listened to this long and grand story, which might have been boring, without missing a single detail.

"Aren't you bored?"

"Groo...!"

Scratch...

Scratch...

[Not at all. Rather, it's such a sweet story that I want to listen even longer.]

[So please don't hesitate to tell me more, my benefactor.]

"I'm grateful you say that..."

"Groo..."

Scratch...

Scratch...

[But my benefactor, what part of your story so far has been making your expression so dark?]

[As a good and beautiful human created from wishes who has fulfilled your purpose and returned here...]

[Isn't all that remains just to live happily, for a long time, forever, and healthily by my side?]

"Well, that's true... Wait? By your side...? Are you asking me to stay by the Moth Guest's side... like that...?"

"G-Groo!! Grooo...!!"

Scratch!!

Scratch!!

['I missed the 'our.' I meant to say live happily with all of us.]

[How could I make such an impious suggestion as wanting to keep you all to myself?]

[It was just a slip of the tongue from wanting you to stay closer to me, so please don't be offended.]

"Ah, I see..."

"G-Groo...!"

"Well, anyway... If you only heard up to this point, you might think that, but my worries actually start from here..."

"Groo...?"

After finishing the heroic tale of saving the world, I began explaining to the Giant Moth Guest the real reason my worries started.

"Besides the Moth Guest, there's another guest named Violet... and the pure love-roids living with me..."

The real reason that kept me locked in this room worrying for so long.

It was about 'who should I give my answer to?'

A problem that I knew was deception to some and a luxurious worry for myself.

But for someone who wanted everyone to be happy and smiling, it was an important and difficult decision that I couldn't easily make.

"Let me tell you a bit more..."

"Groo..."

Perhaps because she had come all this way to listen to my story, I was sharing everything that had happened since my return with the Moth Guest without any hesitation.

The bittersweet first kiss with Violet after reuniting with Biata and Mortia.

The hot flash of light from an angry Biata afterward, and how I ended up confined here partly to control my lips(?).

Looking back, I sighed deeply while telling the story, thinking how indecisive I had been in many moments.

Flap!!

Flap!!

"Ack!? W-why are you suddenly flapping your wings so roughly...!?"

"Groo..."

The Moth Guest, seemingly frustrated by my story, occasionally flapped her wings roughly toward me, indirectly scolding me.

She seemed to react particularly strongly to stories about kisses or skinship with other guests, but I didn't mind much since I would probably react the same way hearing about my own frustrating behavior.

...Anyway, after all the stories were finished.

"Well, that's why I've been stuck here worrying. Hahaha..."

"..."

"Ah, you must be bored. I'm sorry for going on and on about myself..."

Just as I was about to apologize for talking too much about myself.

The Giant Moth Guest gently flapped her massive wings, pulling me closer as if asking me to come nearer.

Scratch...

Scratch...

As if telling me not to say anything more, the sound of pencil scratching on paper penetrated my ears more clearly than ever before.

"Um, hmm..."

"..."

After several minutes of awkward yet strange silence.

"Groo..."

"Ah, should I read this...?"

I carefully unfolded the note handed to me by the Giant Moth Guest and began reading its contents.

[Truly... while I was only paying attention to my younger sibling, you've been through so much.]

[Listening to stories about those rude, fickle women who carelessly sway your heart without considering your feelings makes me so angry.]

'...women...?'

[But I'm not strong enough to protect you from them. That's why I have one suggestion for you.]

'Suggestion? What kind of suggestion suddenly...?'

[The reason for your worry is that you must choose one among those who adore you.]

[And you must share your kindness, benevolence, and your 'first experience' and warmth, like a blessing, with that person.]

[Aren't these two reasons why you're worrying?]

'W-well, that's true, but why suddenly...']

[Then, if you shouldn't give it to any of them.]

[If such unfairness is troubling your mind.]

[As practice, you could first give it to m...]

Clank!!!

Just as I was about to finish reading the last sentence of the note from the Moth Guest, Biata burst into the room with a rough clank of the door.

"Store Manager."

"Huh? Huh?? B-Biata!? I-I wasn't doing anything!! There's nobody here!!"

"Why are you acting like that? Like a handsome husband caught cheating."

"No, it's just..."

I don't know how she managed to hide herself, but the note in my hand and the Giant Moth Guest who had been flapping throughout the room were long gone.

All that remained in the room was me, flailing my hands and feet in the air.

"Anyway, your imprisonment is temporarily suspended. It's an emergency situation, so please follow me quickly."

"...Huh? Emergency situation?"

"You'll see what's happening when we get outside, so please follow me."

The first words from Biata who entered the room were unexpectedly about an 'emergency situation.'

"W-what's going on..."

Unable to grasp the situation, let alone finish reading the note, I was helplessly led out of the villa room by Biata's hand.

"...What is that?"

What I faced upon going outside were countless missiles filling the pitch-black night sky.

Hundreds, thousands of missiles labeled [MIMESIS] were raining down toward somewhere.

And the place those missiles were heading was a location all too familiar to me.

The LOVE Motel, where all my relationships with the guests began.

"Huh?? What madman is shooting fireworks at my workplace!??"

* * *

The upper echelons of Mimesis had made their decision.

They would no longer tolerate that bizarre space filled with beings that posed a 'threat' to humanity.

- 001

- 002

- 003

- 004

- 000

With approval from all committees, they determined that further 'exploration' was meaningless.

Now that the three massive signals had temporarily dimmed, they declared all-out war against that strange and bizarre space on behalf of humans.

To take a step forward for humanity's advancement.

BOOM!!!!

Of course, they realized their judgment was a mistake only after all the missiles were neutralized by a single 'human.'

"Who would do such an outrageous thing!!!"
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